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Editor’s Preface
Freud Scenario, Sartre Scenario

Circumstances

It was in 1958 that American director John Huston invited Jean-Paul Sartre to write a
scteenplay on Freud; or to be more precise, in keeping with a typically Hollywood tradi-
tion, on the ‘heroic’ period of discovery — that key moment when Freud abandoned
hypnosis and gradually, painfully, invented psychoanalysis." “The basic idea of Freud as
adventurer’, Huston was to say later, ‘came from me. | wanted to concentrate on that
episode like a detective story.” Sartre accepted the proposal at once: the fee offered was
apparently a large one and he needed money. An occasional work then, a commissioned
work, even a work written to make ends meet — but a work that he was very quick to
seize upon and to which he was to devote himself for several months with equal amuse-
ment and passion.

At the end of 1958 Sartre sent Huston a synopsis entitled simply ‘Freud’, which came
to 95 double-spaced typed sheets. This ‘initial draft’ dated 15 December was accepted.
The following year he wrote the screenplay. Everyone knows the sequel, or at least this is
how the story is generally told: the director asked Sartre for alterations and cuts; Sartre
did make some concessions — pruned, modified — but then grew bored. Eventually, the
screenplay had to be reduced and substantially transformed by Charles Kaufmann and
Wolfgang Reinhardt, film professionals close to Huston, whereupon Sartre insisted that
his name should not appear among the credits. The film was made in 1961 and released
the following year with the title Freud, soon altered to the more alluring Freud, the Secret
Passion (in French Freud, Désirs inavoués. ‘Freud, Unconfessed Desires). It met with scant
success. Montgomery Clift played the role of Freud.! By virtue of his very physiognomy

1. According to Huston, who had already brought Huis Clos to the New York stage in 1946 and who had dreamed of
mﬂking a film of Le Diable et le Bon Dien, Sartre was the ‘ideal man to write the Freud screenplay .. He knew Freud's works
intimately and would have an objective and logical approach.’ (John Huston, An Open Book, New York 1980, p. 294.)

2. Interview with John Huston by Robert Benayoun, Positif, no 70, june 1965

3. In his autobiography (op. cit), Huston says that he thought of signing up Marilyn Monroe for the role of Cacilie,
which was eventually played by Susannah York. [In fact, he says that the suggesaon was Sartre’s. Trans.) Anna Freud
apparently opposed the plan. Montgomery Clift and Marilyn Monroe had acted rogether in Huston’s previous film The
Misfits (1960).
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— pure, ravaged countenance; clear, almost demented eyes* — and through his relent-
lessly pathetic performance, the great actor accentuated the tormented features, the
tension and the suffering of the character he was playing. In spite of — or some would
say thanks to — this interpretation, many people found the film both absurd and
outrageous.

The history of this screenplay reveals a typically Sartrean pattern of behaviour. At the
outset, a simple commission. Then he sets to work, seizing hold of the project gaily and
seized by ir, but more as a gamme or challenge than as an artistic endeavour. No realistic
concern for proportion: if the original screenplay had been accepted as it was — ‘as thick
as my thigh’, Huston was to say — it would have resulted 1n a film of around seven hours
('you can get away with a four-hour film if ic’s Ben Hur, but a Texas audience wouldn’t
stand for four hours of complexes’, Sartre was to comment®). In the end, deliberate
renunciation of any ‘paternal’ rights and total disinterest in the final outcome: did Sartre
ever even see the film?

In fact, as our investigation has disclosed, things happened in a rather more compli-
cated and even more Sartrean way. After Huston had received the completed screenplay
and expressed objections, about whose precise nature we cannot be sure, Sartre went
back to work and started afresh. But far from producing the shorter version he had been
asked for, he expanded! Admittedly he did cut numerous sequences, and even eliminated
certain characters figuring prominently in the first version, notably Freud’s Berlin friend
Fliess. But he also added new scenes and characters, and amplified the theoretical and
didactic explanations. The truth of the matter is, he wrote a new screenplay. Judging
from the manuscripts and typed transcripts we have managed to consult — thanks to the
unfailing helpfulness of Arlette El-Kaim Sartre — it seems he did not in fact quite
complete this second version. Nevertheless, it certainly reached Huston: several
sequences which appear only in this version (for example, the ‘mountain dream’) were to
be reproduced, in more or less simplified form, in the film.

What exactly did occur between Sartre and Huston? Precise information is lacking.
But we do have the accounts of the two principals, which it is entertaining to compare.
In October 1959, Sartre spent a few weeks in the country-house Huston owns at St
Clerans in Ireland, with the aim in principle of working on the screenplay. We may refer
the reader to the cheerfully savage letter he wrote from there to Simone de Beauvoir — a
real gem!® Let us content ourselves with the following quotation: ‘What a business! Dear,
oh! dear, what a business! Such systematic lying here. Everyone with their complexes,
ranging from masochism to savagery. But don't imagine we’re in Hell. More like a vast
cemetery. Everybody dead, with frozen complexes. So little life — so very, very lictle.
And further on: ‘Huston used an odd expression to describe his “unconscious”, when
speaking of Freud: “In mine, there’s nothing.” And the tone made his meaning clear:
nothing any longer, not even any old, unmentionable desires. A big void. You can just
imagine how easy it is to get him to work. He shuns thought because it makes him sad.
We'll all be together in some smoking-room, we'll all be talking, and then suddenly in

+ According to his biographer, he was suffering ar the nme from a double cataract.
5 Inaninterview with Kenneth Tynan in The Observer, 18 and 25 June 1961.
6 See Lettres au Castor, Paris 1983, vol 2, p 358
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mid-discussion he'll disappear. Very lucky if he’s seen again before lunch or dinner.’

Huston, for his pare, retains bitterer memories of that visit: ‘['ve never known anyone
to work with the single-mindedness of Sartre ... There was no such thing as a conversa-
don with him ... there was no interrupting him. You'd wait for him to catch his breath,
but he wouldn’t. The words came out in an absolute torrent... Sometimes, I'd leave the
room in desperation, on the verge of exhaustion from trying to follow what he was
saying; the drone of his voice followed me until I was out of earshor and, when I'd
return, he wouldn’t even have noticed that I'd been gone.” In the chapter of his auto-
biography devoted to the Freud film, moreover, his bitterness shows through on every
page and his derogatory comments spare no one, whether collaborator or actor. On one
occasion during Sartre’s stay at St Clerans, after the projection of a short — Let there be
Light — that he made in 1945 on the hypnotic treatment of war invalids suffering from
traumatic neuroses, Huston attempted to hypnotize Sartre! Total failure. ‘Occasionally
you encounter someone like that ... hypnotically impregnable’, Huston concluded.®

Manuscripts

The ediror is faced with a problem: which text to adopt? Supposing that in his lifetime
Sartre had agreed to publish his screenplay, which version would he have chosen?
Perhaps, who knows, he would have produced a fresh treatment, significantly different
from the two preceding ones: Sartre never liked repeating himself. One piece of
evidence, among so many others: when he set about reworking the criticized screenplay,
he began by making use of the original manuscript, suppressing here, adding there,
changing a piece of dialogue in the right-hand column, inserting comments in the left-
hand one or giving more detailed directions regarding locations or actions. Very soon,
however, he was no longer using the typed text, and the pages that began to pile up
— on that notorious squared paper — were new ones.

One editorial solution would have been to publish everything available. In other

words:

1. the synopsis (the various versions we have looked at are all much the same);

2. the screenplay handed over to Huston in 1959 (which we shall henceforth call
Version I);

3. the rewritten screenplay, the available manuscript of which is defective and
incomplete (Version II);

4. various fragments that have turned up elsewhere.

Such a solution would have had the advantage of making accessible to the reader all
materials so far assembled. I say ‘so far’, because it is by no means certain that other frag-
mens, other stages of the screenplay may not one day become available. Quite the
contrary. For we know that Sartre did not give two hoots about the fate of his manu-

7. Despite its tone of sustained venom, the entire chapter is worth reading, It seems clear that the film’s subject was
not without its effect on this whole affair, and still more so during the shooting of the film, if we are to believe the
detailed account given by Robert LaGuardia in his biography Montgomery Clift, New York 1978, chapter 9.

8. op cit. p. 276.
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scripts: that he distributed them liberally, or mislaid them, or allowed them to be
grabbed by any Tom, Dick or Harry. Furthermore, all those who know — even from afar
like myself — the world of the film industry, know that almost always, between the time
itis conceived and the time it is realized, a screenplay will pass through a whole series of
stages and reworkings; that it will be altered to suit the requirements of the producer, the
director and even the actors — requirements to which the author will have to accede,
like it or not. It is very hard in these conditions — impossible when the edition is a post-
humous one — to decide what constitutes the authentic version, the original text.
Besides, since we are dealing with a screenplay, in which the author’s duty is to indicate
movements, feelings, settings pending the arrival of the image, can we speak of a text?

We also felt that if we were to publish all the materials in extenso, we should simply
risk discouraging well-disposed readers — on the one hand, by presenting them with
an immense volume (the present one is not exactly small!), on the other, by confronting
them with a series of scattered and largely repetitive documents. Finally, at the present
stage reached in the editing of Sartre’s works, it would have been improper in our view
to claim the eminent status of a ‘scholarly edition’ — with critical apparatus and list of
variants — for a work that its author would surely have regarded as minor.

So the reader will not find here a scholarly edition of the ‘Freud Scenario’. We shall
leave to Sartre specialists the task of preparing one at some later date, if they deem it
necessary. For our part, we have deliberately adopted a less ambitious course of action,
which we nevertheless hope is legitimate.

As our basic text, we have retained Version 1. The screenplay thus has no gaps
(continuous pagination, no sheets missing) and is complete (it includes the word ‘End’).
Without any great risk we may conjecture that, if Huston and his collaborators had
presented no objections, Sartre would have stopped at this point: once his ‘product’ had
been handed over, he would have gone on to something else.

This screenplay, published here for the first time, has been supplemented by a
number of sequences from Version I1.” Here we cannort avoid the arbitrary nature of all
anthologies. The criterion for selection is as follows: elimination of those sequences which
already appear, albeit in a somewhat different form, in Version I; selection of these
scenes which seem to us strongest, or most indicative of the change of style chat super-
vened between the two versions.

So that the reader can obrain a relatively precise idea of the difference between the
first and the second version, we have provided a brief comparative table in Appendix B.
In Appendix A we have also included the 1958 synopsis, which makes it clear that, even
though Sartre had found his guiding theme right from the outset, he never stopped
modifying this as his project required.

9. Extensive extracts from this version were published by Michel Sicard 1n 1981 1n Obligues (‘Sartre et les arts’, pp 93-
136).



Sources

What were Sartre’s sources? Accidents of publishing were often determinant. For,
precisely in 1958, there appeared in French translation the first volume of Ernest Jones’s
great biography of Freud; this volume deals with the period that interested Huston and
Sartre, namely the period of the ‘young Freud’, culminating with his father’s death and
the publication of The -Interpretation of Dreams.!" Two years earlier, there had been
Published, under the ttle La Naissance de la Psychanalyse, Freud's recently discovered
letters to Wilhelm Fliess and the manuscripts connected with their correspondence,
which even for specialists were a revelation. These represented two vital documents:
today, twenty-five years later, after the vast proliferation of studies and petsonal
accounts of Freud to which we have been subjected, it is hard to appreciate properly the
wealth of new information which they supplied. Until then people had been almost
totally ignorant of Freud’s life and personality, as he himself had very early on come to
desire — wishing, he would say with a mixture of pride and irony, ‘to render the task of
his future biographers arduous’; wishing above all, it seems to me, to merge his destiny
with that of the psychoanalytic ‘cause’. The fact is he feared, probably with good reason,
thac the truths of the science he had founded — which he held to be at once unique and
universal — might be compromised, once the personal, familial and cultural determin-
ants that had made their discovery possible were brought to light.

Jones, however, — even if his book had something of the character of an ‘official’
biography, constructed by a guardian of orthodoxy and vigilant disciple (its very shadows
are intended to leave the hero in a brighter light) — furnished hitherto unsuspected
details concerning Freud the man."' And as for the correspondence with Fliess, it bears
witness among other things to the intensity of the bond which ted the two together,
which above all tied Freud to Fliess: without that passion, without that as yet unnamed
transference, would psychoanalysis have ever seen the light of day?

There can be no doubr that these readings radically transformed Sartre’s image of
Freud. They showed him a contradictory, violent, repressed personality, permanently in
conflict with himself and his surroundings, stubborn and tormented. They portrayed the
invention of psychoanalysis as the product of a long activity carried out upon himself —
and above all, which counted for much more in Sartre’s eyes, against himself — with
breakthroughs, impasses, regressions.'” Lastly, these readings allowed Sartre to see, in the
succession of hypotheses put forward and in the sometimes drastic modification of the
theory (one has only to think of Freud’s abandonment of the theory of seduction), some-
thing entirely different from a purely intellectual exercise or the empirical result of a
minute study of facts: rather, the actual unfolding of a treatment of which Freud — just

10. Actually I am probably wrong to invoke accidents of publishing: 1t in fact seems likely thac Jones's biography,
which came out in the United States 1n 1953, was what gave Huston the idea of making a film about Freud

l1. Jones's at umes vengeful parusanship emerges especially when, with the founding of the ‘movement’, the rivals
appear on the scene But we may give general credence to his first volume, tracing Freud’s formative years. The ‘horde’
did not yet exist, there is neicher primal father nor warring sons.

12. What was necessary, Sartre said in the interview with Kenneth Tynan, was to ‘show Freud not when his theories
had alrcady made him famous, but at the time when, at the age of thirty or so, he was totally mistaken and his ideas had
led him into a desperate impasse’ (loc 1)
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as much as the neurotic patients whom he treated as best he could, and only as best he
could — was the object. A doctor himself ill, Freud is seen as discovering psychoanalysis
— both the method and its objectives — almost against his will, in order to cure himself,
to resolve his own conflicts. The Freud revealed in thac year to Sartre prefigures his Idiot
de la Famille: neurosis and creation go hand in glove — and this is the case because
neurosis is already a creation, but a private one, devoid of meaning for its author because
written in a language for which he has no key (and how is one to open a strong-box
when the key is inside?). Neurosis and creation: a dissertation topic, so long as these are
opposed entities; but a trail perpetually to be blazed anew in its ‘singular universal’ — one
at all events blazed anew by Sartre, from Baudelaire to Flaubert, by way of Saint Gener
and Les Mots.

The idea that Sartre had of Freud previously — that of a doctrinaire and somewhat
limited chef d’école, a mediocre philosopher none of whose concepts would stand up to
scrutiny (and Heaven knows Sartre’s could be devastating) — this idea would no longer
do. But Sartre used to take the greatest pleasure in seeing his ideas overthrown, always
provided he was the one to draw the consequences. Freud’s intransigence, his
uncompromising nature when there was any question of yielding on the requirements of
truth, his stubborn opposition to prevailing medicine and psychiatry when these were
invested with nothing but their titles, the sly anti-Semitism of which he found himself
the targe, his solitude or rather what he had to live as solitude, his poverty too and his
long disdain of honours — it is an understatement to say that these features attracted
Sartre. To a certain extent, he recognized himself in them. I would even wager that he
forgave Freud his exclusive passion for Martha, his sombre jealousy — he who was
capable of writing that ‘you cannot expect to please and love at the same time”."*

While he was reading Jones’s book, I recall having heard him say with real delight:
‘That Freud of yours, I must say, he was neurotic through and through.” At once, he was
able to understand if not accept notions which previously, as a philosopher who had
remained more Cartesian than he thought, he had pulled to pieces — notions such as
those of unconscious thought or repression. If I can believe one witness, Sartre, speaking
of Huston, used to say: ‘What’s irritating about him is that he doesn’t believe in the
unconscious.’ Piquant turning of the tables or unwitting projection? Speaking as a reader
of the screenplay, I incline towards the former hypothesis. For it seems to me undeniable
that Sartre succeeded in making perceptible — hence first and foremost in making
perceptible to himself — a certain number of phenomena which could no longer be
adequately accounted for by the notion of ‘bad faith’ that he had long promoted to
‘counter’ Freud.

Something else must have helped him to modify his former views in this way: namely
his interest (maintained throughout his work) in hysteria. This interest — or rather fasci-
nation — had a twofold cause, I think, in Sartre’s case. If it is true that an absolute
coincidence with oneself is impossible, and that we are consequently all actors, why is the
hysterical patient more of one than other people? Furthermore, hysteria poses an irritat-
ing problem for a philosophy of freedom: how can a freedom supposed on principle to

13 Les Mots, Paris 1964, p 20 (Words, London 1964, p 29)
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be a conquest allow itself to be captured by the imaginary to the point of losing itself
within it body and soul? We can conceive that for brief moments and under particular
conditions (sleep, emotion) it may, as the ‘young’ Sartre used to say, turn into ‘imaging’
or magical consciousness. But how are we to understand that an existence may be
entirely animated by the imaginary, without ever being able to recover its self-control?
So what is a hysterical patient, once one has set aside the hypothesis of simulation, and
that of traumatic origin? In a sense, madness appeared less strange to Sartre, since he saw
in it a form of sly but superior lucidity (think of the character in La Chambre or Franz in
Les Séquestrés d’Altona). Whence the sally he once came out with: ‘I regard mad people as
liars”. But can one regard hysterical complaints as lies, especially when they affect vital
functions (blindness, anorexia, paralysis, astasia-abasia, asthma) as was the case with the
patients treated by Breuer and Freud? Psychoanalysts used to call the leap from the
psychic to the somatic mysterious. Far more mysterious still, for philosophers, the leap
from consciousness to inertia: how the devil can transparency ‘choose’ opacity? How can
an actor/agent fall (decline) into primal passivity?'*

It will be noted that the cases which caught Sartre’s attention here were above all
hysterical cases, and in particular cases of female hysteria. Granted, the period under
consideration favoured this choice; but we cannot help feeling that Sartre sympathized
with those women telling their ‘stories’ (in both senses of the word): those Viennese
ladies with their nerves and their phantasies who simultaneously attract, challenge and
mock the man/doctor, cramped as he is in his formal frock-coat and his would-be flaw-
less learning. No doubt he, who never hid the fact that he preferred the company of
women to that of men, would have appreciated if he had known them these words of
Lacan’s (1 am quoting from memory): ‘There’s a distraught side to every woman ... and a
ridiculous side to every man’ And with what consummate ease does Sartre, in this
screenplay, highlight the ridiculous and odious side of the male. Only Freud escapes, no
doubt because Sartre was able to discern something feminine in the man who, albeit
an excellent husband and good father, first found out how to listen to young women —
and not in order to seduce them, but to allow them to speak of their suffering and their
pleasure. With the recognition of bisexuality, the line of division between masculine and
feminine is no longer what it used to be.

But let us return to the sources: Jones, therefore, first and foremost; the letters to
Fliess; the Studies on Hysteria and the case-history of Dora, from which to draw clinical
material and extract ‘composite characters’; a reading, finally, which 1 imagine was fairly
cursory, of The Interpretation of Dreams, in order to glean from it some of Freud’s own
dreams. We may add, anecdotally, that to illuminate Freud’s visit to the Salpétriere
Sartre collected some information about Charcot via a female proxy reader. Serious or
peevish minds — and these are often one and the same — will conclude that his research
work was neither very extensive nor very meticulous. This may be so. But in the first
place Sartre’s aim was not to make a film strictly adhering to factual reality; proof of that
will be found on every page here, which is why we soon abandoned the absurd plan of

14. See, in L'Idiot de la famille (vol. 2, Paris 1971), the pages (1854-1861) devoted by Sartre to what he terms ‘hysterical
€ngagement’.
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indicating by notes — in case some credulous reader might confuse this screenplay with a
historical document — the modifications to which Sartre subjected that reality. Furcher-
more, Sartre’s inventions are sometimes of such force that even someone who thinks he
knows the Freudian saga like the back of his hand will start distrusting his memory and
go off to consulc his library, with the idea of checking some fact or picking up some dis-
tortion or pure invention — before becoming doubtless more Freudian and recognizing
that, since memory and fiction are indistinguishable, the question of truth or falsehood
is no longer posed! I am thinking, for example, of the scene at the barber’s (Version I,
Part Three, pp. 339-40) or of the astonishing portrait of Professor Meynert (Version 1, Part
Two, pp. 133-37). Truer than nature! Everyday speech puts it well: ‘However did he get
hold of that? You'd swear he’d been there.’ Later, Sartre was to ‘invent’ in the same way
the parents and childhood of Flaubert. He got his hand in, so to speak, with his Freud.

Finally, and here again a comparison with L'Idiot de la famille would be legitimate —
Sartre’s project was not devoid of that ‘total’ ambition which was destined to seek full
realization in his ‘Flaubert’. The grandiose and, I fear, truly insane endeavour to know
and above all understand everything about a man — an endeavour destined to be made
explicit in that ‘summa’ — was assuredly an longstanding wager of Sartre’s (a challenge to
God, whose turn it would now be to become a ‘useless passion’). But 1 would still tend to
think that the ‘Freud’ made the ‘Flaubert’ possible. With L'Idiot de la famille, the wager is
(almost) brought off. With the screenplay, all results remain possible, precisely inasmuch
as the wager is lost. For Sartre here aims to grasp several threads at once and hold tight to
all of them. In reality, he would have needed thousands upon thousands of pages, in the
totalizing perspective that he espoused, in order to make intelligible at one and the same
time the Jewish Freud and the bourgeois Freud, Freud-the-son and Freud/Fliess, Freud
the neurologist and Freud the ‘neurotic’, Freud the civilizer and Freud the driven, the
Freud of fin-de-siecle Vienna and the Freud without frontiers ... Above all, how to
make visible the psychic reality which is the sole object of psychoanalysis? Psychic reality
— and not that marshmallow the ‘psyche’ — made up of representations organized into
networks, like nerves with their synapses or rails with their points, subjected to laws,
regulated by mechanisms. The trouble is that to Sartre’s blunt, insistent question: “What
can we know about a man?’ — to that question which 1s not its own— psychoanalysis can
offer only a disappointing reply: not ‘Nothing’, but “What that man has always known’.
First and perhaps sole obstacle: amnesia. As for the lifting of amnesia, it consists less in
exhuming buried memories, in the manner of the archacologist, than in allowing
memory to make its own that which previously had not been. The event in psycho-
analysis is not remembrance of lived experience.

The Paternal Bond

Who does not recall the phrase from Les Mots: ‘The rule is that there are no good fathers;
it is not the men who are at fault, but the paternal bond which is rotten?"'* It was around

15 Les Mots, p. 11 (Words, p 15)
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that bond, nevertheless, that Sartre was to order his screenplay, in accordance with a
viewpoint which we find fairly classical, but which was doubtless novel for him: Freud
grappling with the figure of his father, ceaselessly retraversing with his teachers —
Briicke, Meynert, Breuer — that itinerary of attachment, rejection and rupture, cease-
lessly rediscovering in his patients either the seducing father (Cicilie) or the castrating
father (Karl), until the final liberation which, with Jakob’s death, made him the father of

sychoanalysis. Probably Sartre, who wanted no father and even in his work as a writer
disliked thinking of himself as the ‘father of his oeuvre’, found in that destiny of the
young Freud the means if not to destroy at least to shake his conviction. By centring, as
he does here, Freud’s studies and discoveries upon his relationship with his father,'® he
simultaneously shows that this is not necessarily condemned to the exhausting alterna-
tion of submission and revolt, to the clearcut opposition between passivity and the pure
act. Perhaps he even perceives that, in wishing to dispense with a father, one is in great
danger of remaining throughout one’s life merely a child of words ... The advantage and
the misfortune of words is that they form bonds only among themselves. The person who
refuses to receive and to transmit will always be afraid of being a faker, a verbal being, a
maker of gestures.

1 do not think — the reader will judge for himself — that with his screenplay Sartre is
advancing a personal, original ‘interpretation’ of Freud. On the other hand, I should like
to think that Freud — even if, as is the case here, he has been cut up wholesale (obligatory
cinematic ‘cutting’) — interpreted Sartre. Was it not after frequenting Freud that Sartre
embarked upon an autobiography of which for the moment we know nothing save the
title: Jean sans terre (John Lackland’). Or ‘Jean sans pere’ (‘fatherless Jean’)? From this
project, yet again left uncompleted, there would derive Les Mots and later, by a more
indirect route, L'Idiot de la famille. 1 recall that, in order to carry through this auto-
biography which was turning into a ‘self-analysis’, Sartre decided to note down his
dreams — he, such a creature of day. To undergo projective tests — he, who had
theorized the ‘project’. That he even envisaged (admittedly during the course of a very
brief conversation) embarking on analysis. What did psychoanalysis represent for him? A
useful, no doubt indispensable, instrument of knowledge; but an instrument that once he
had set to work he would succeed in appropriating. Transference, never heard of it!
Transference: in other words, the necessity, if one is to allow the unknown to enter, to
address oneself to an addressee unknown at that address, definitely absent, almost
impossible to find.

Without wishing to exaggerate, one may speculate that for Sartre the scenario on
Freud was also a Freud Scenario in which he had a role of his own (he never belittles
Freud, he honestly sets out his initial conceptions); that, first envisaged as a diversion
with respect to the work to which he was about to commit himself body and soul — the
Critique, L’Idiot — the screenplay also diverted him from his own programme. Perhaps
for a time he agreed, albeit laughing up his sleeve, to see himself as one of Freud’s chil-
dren like the rest of us: but as an indefatigable child, determined not to carry that parti-
cular Anchises on his shoulders for too long.

16. ‘The Father! Always the Father’, p. 530 below.
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Psychoanalysis and the Image

Once in his lifetime, Freud too might have let himself be seduced by the cinema — by
the genuinely tempting project of translating psychoanalysis into images. In 1925, Karl
Abraham, the good disciple, pushed him to acceprt a serious proposition: ‘This type of
project’, he wrote, ‘is typical of our times, and is sure to be carried out’ Freud was
inidally cautious. The traditional argument — ‘if it's not done with us, it will be done
without us by incompetents, which will be much worse’ — cut no ice with him.
Abraham insisted. Freud grew angry, claiming that he was being rushed.'” The under-
lying reason for his refusal was of a theoretical nature, one of principle, related to the
very essence of the subject. Freud formulated it thus: ‘My chief objection is still that I do
not believe that satisfactory plastic representation of our abstractions is at all possible.'
We do not want to give our consent to anything insipid ... The small example that you
mentioned, the representation of repression by means of my Worcester simile,"” would
make an absurd rather than an instructive impact.”

What precisely does Freud mean here by ‘abstraction’? The great topical instances:
Ego, 1d, Superego? Psychic operations such as repression or projection? Assuredly, but I
think that the scope of the word — and therefore of the objection — must be extended to
the psychoanalytic process as a whole: no aspect of mental life can be translated into
image without thereby being falsified. The blunt refusal presented by Freud to Abraham
simply expressed a primordial rejection: the image does not admit the unconscious.

How does it come about that a dream — even though it may appear to the dreamer as
a translation into images, or indeed a film that he is viewing and that is taking place on a
screen”” — yes, why does a dream once it has been transcribed in the cinema cease to be a
dream, though it may happen that the entirety of a supposedly realistic film can be
perceived as oneiric?

There is a paradox here. In a sense, psychoanalysis has set the world of imagination
free. It has extended the domain of the visible outside the field of perception, and
discerned its hold over both individual and collective life: dreams, reveries, phantasms,
visual scenes, our inner theatre, the ideal cities of visionaries — all these keep us constant
company. But, in another sense, it discredits that visible realm, by stripping it of the
status which it claims: the unconscious, like the being of philosophers, does not allow
itself to be seen.

Let us take an example: when Freud uncovered through analysis the various proce-

17 The film was eventually made, with the collaboration of Abraham and Sachs but without that of Freud: Geheim-
nisse einer Seele (‘Secrets of a Soul’), directed by Pabst On this episode, see the Freud-Abraham correspondence (A Psycho-
Analytic Dialogue The Letters of Sigmund Freud and Karl Abraham, London and New York 1965, especially pp 382-85) See
also the article ‘Chambre i part’ (Nouvelle Revue de Psychanalyse, no 29, 1984) by Patrick Lacoste, which reminded me of
the exchange of letters to which I am referring here

18 Whatever would Freud have said to Eisenstein, who dreamed of filming Das Kaputal?

19. The reference is to a comparison Freud made in one of his 1909 lectures at Worcester, Mass. (‘Five Lectures’, in
Two Short Accounts of Psycho-Analysis, Harmondsworth 1962, p. 50), between the repressed wish struggling to return to
consciousness against the patient’s resistance and a heckler who has been ejected from a lecture-hall bur struggles to get
back nside

20 A confusion, rather than a slip of the tongue, that 1s often made by a person recounting a dream: ‘At that point in
the film " See also Bertram Lewin's studies on ‘the dream screen’
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dures ot dreamwork — condensation, displacement, overdetermination, secondary
revision — he encountered one which he named Darstellbarkeit: to wit, the need for the
dreamer, in view of his inability while sleeping to engage in motor activity, to ‘hallucin-
ate’ his Wunsch, his unconscious wish.”’ This is a constraint imposed on dreaming,
nothing more, and one which is not met with in other formations of the unconscious
such as the symptom or the acte manqué. In other words, the image is less expression than
figuration: ‘plastic presentation’ as Freud says in the reply to Abraham which we have
been quoting. Now the cinema like the dream is condemned to this form of presentation
(Darstellung): all that the scriptwriter inscribes in words in the left-hand column of his
script — gestures, movements, emotions, intonations, description of places and objects,
etc. — must ideally pass into the image. Otherwise, it is pure waste. ‘Plastic presentation’,
or figurability, ceases to be a mere condition and becomes a law. The ‘non-figurative’
(our ‘abstractions’) thus submits to the ‘figurative’. Everything must be reduced
imperceptibly to the image: all that constitutes the analytic investigation, in other words
the tiered movement of the drive and that to which it delegates its powers — affects and
signs, usually isolated, ‘insignificant’, out of context and outside the main text. The drive
operates and, at the end of its thought operations, it flashes through the image; it makes a
sign, it does not make an image. Whence a wealth of incomprehension, wherein the
relative failure of the ‘psychoanalytic cinema’ is simply one manifestation, and a benign
one at that. The misunderstanding will not disappear — should it indeed disappear? —
when it has been said and demonstrated a hundred times that the Freudian sexual theory
is not reducible to sex, and that it lives off that gap; that the Oedipus complex is not what
binds us to mother or father; that the horror of incest is born of an unbearable tepresent-
ation, not a social prescription.

This misunderstanding did not escape the author of the screenplay which you are
about to read. It seems to me that had he been freer in relation to the ‘genre’ imposed on
him, he would have succeeded in smuggling through more of the unconscious, so to
speak. I feel him as oddly more of a Freudian when — with all his playwright's audacity
and effectiveness — he is staging the emotional relationships between his characters, than
during his enforced incursions into the phantasmagoria of Cicilie, or into dreams whose
Oedipal symbolism — but only the symbolism, never the unique trajectory of elective
‘representations’ — leaps to the eye.

One final remark: the reader may be surprised to see Sartre’s screenplay appearing in a

LI

collection called ‘Psychoanalysis through its History’,”> which has hitherto comprised
original documents or detailed studies whose main concern was truth. However, this is
indeed a document: an important item to add to the file on Sartre’s relations with Freud.

21. This constraint may entail long detours via the image for the message to get through For example, in order for
the word court (‘runs, chases’, etc.), with its full semanuc charge and all 1ts sexual connotations, to be sure of crossing the
threshold of consciousness, it will be represented visually in the form of images of a tennis court; of a cour (‘courtyard,
court’ including that paid to a woman, etc.); of a course (‘race, running, errand’, etc ); a character will be named Monsieur
Counat; and so on The emphasis here will emerge only in the recounting of the dream, all that is available for interpreta-
tion

22 The original French edition was included by the publisher Gallimard in the series La Psychanalyse dans son histoire,
part of a more general collection Connaissance de I'Inconscient edited for them by | -B Pontahs
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And the long, complex history of those relations unquestionably forms part both of
Sartre’s own history and of that of psychoanalysis (at least in France, where almost all
intellectuals have had to define themselves in relation to Freud): it belongs to the history

of ideas, hence to our history.
J--B. Pontalis
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VERSION |
(1959)



PART ONE



[1]

September 1885

Seven o’clock in the morning. A hospital corridor. The lamp (Welsbach burner) goes out; a little
daylight filters in through the windows. An entrance-door gives onto a ward that can be made out
dimly. Nurses are bustling about at the back of the ward: it is waking-up time, they are changing
bandages, tending and washing the patients (all women). The dilapidated, gaslit ward has a sinis-
ter air. Over the door, a sign: Ophthalmological Ward. Dr Heinz in charge.

Two porters appear in the corridor, carrying an old woman on a stretcher: her eyes are staring
and apparently sightless. They halt in front of the door and put down the stretcher to recover their
breath. Both are elderly, with grey moustaches. They mop their brows.

A nurse — forty years old, with spectacles and harsh features — appears at the door, coming

from inside the ward. She surveys the old woman and the porters with a sullen, harassed look.
They lower their eyes, resigned in advance.
The nurse looks at the old woman.

NURSE What do you want?
She recognizes her.
Again! This is too much!
FIRST PORTER What are we supposed to do with her then?
NURSE I told you: psychiatric ward.
She taps her forehead.
That's what's wrong with her.
SECOND PORTER They don’t want her.
NURSE The psychiatrists?
SECOND PORTER They say there’s nothing wrong with her.
NURSE Well send her home then.
The old woman raises herself slightly. She looks distraught.
PATIENT I’'m blind.
She is addressing no one in particular.
NURSE, with a harsh, disagreeable laugh I wish I could see as well as you, my good

woman! (To the porters:) Dr Heinz examined her yesterday, the organs are perfectly
sound. She’s putting on an act, that’s all!



FIRST PORTER Purting on an act or no, she weighs a ton. You've got some free beds.

The nurses slams the door in their faces. They look at each other disconsolately.

SECOND PORTER, fto the old woman What an old misery! Couldn’t you be really
blind?
OLD WOMAN, fotelessly 1 am blind.

The first porter looks at her, then abruptly takes upon himself to hammer at the door. It reopens
and the nurse reappears in a rage.

NURSE Itold you ...
Seeing how old and tired they are, she feels sorry for them.

FIRST PORTER, piteously We've been carting her around for two hours.

NURSE Go and see Dr Freud. In Professor Scholz’s absence, he’s the one who's
handling the administration.

FIRST PORTER Where is he?

NURSE In his room, | imagine. Room 120, Neurology Department.

SECOND PORTER, sadly That's miles!

The nurse shrugs her shoulders and shuts the door in his face for the second time. The first porter
scratches his head.

FIRST PORTER, to the old woman I don’t suppose you could walk?

OLD WOMAN, scared No!

FIRST PORTER, disappointed That's right! There’s her leg, into the bargain!
SECOND PORTER, in the same tone Her leg, my foot!

OLD WOMAN, shouting I'm paralysed!

FIRST PORTER Yes, and I've got one leg!

They spit on their hands and pick up the stretcher again.

Another corridor. A door. A number: 120. Day is beginning to break. Thick smoke is emerging
Srom under the door. The porters appear with their burden, quite exhausted. They put down the
stretcher. The first porter mops his brow. The second begins to cough. The first porter looks at him

in surprise and sniffs.
FIRST PORTER Hey! There’s a fire!
They look around them and see the smoke coming out of the room. The second

porter knocks on the door. No answer. He turns to his comrade with an inquiring
look.



FIRST PORTER Knock harder.

The second porter knocks harder.

The scene moves to a room which is of considerable size but very dingy. An unmade iron bed
(same type as patients’ beds), water-jug and washbasin on a stand, a shelf stuffed full of medical
books, a desk. An open trunk, near the bed; one closed suitcase, another open (full of clothes and
linen).

In the middle of the room, a cast-iron stove with a long chimney running up through the ceil-
ing. A man, seen from behind, is squatting in front of the stove, from which clouds of smoke are
belching.

On the ground near him, bundles of papers and notebooks which he is picking up methodically
and stuffing into the stove, where they catch fire. The window is tightly shut and the shutters
closed; the room is lit only by the flames of the stove.

Freud finally hears the knocking, gets up and goes aver to the door. We see that he is smoking a
cigar.

It is Freud: twenty-nine years old, thick black beard, thick eyebrows. Fine eyes, dark and
forbidding, sunk deep in their sockets. He looks as if he has just woken up. Dazed air. Face black-
ened by ash. Though his hands are well cared for, they too are black. He is fully dressed. Carefully,
but poorly.

He goes to the door, turns the key and draws the bolt. The porters appear through the smoke;
both are coughing.

They stare at Freud in amazement. Freud, now in full possession of his senses, observes them
with a harsh, impassive gaze.

FIRST PORTER, apologetically We thought something was on fire.
FREUD Nothing’s on fire.

SECOND PORTER Really?

FREUD, curt and ironical Really.

He moves to close the door again. The porters gesture imploringly towards the patient.

Aha! it’s the hysterical patient. What's up?
FIRST PORTER Nobody wants her.
FREUD I can imagine not.

He throws away his cigar-butt and moves towards the hysterical patient: she stares in fascination.
OLD WOMAN P'm blind.

He approaches her and peers into her eyes.

FREUD, softly No, Madam, you don’t see but you’re not blind.

He pulls off the old woman’s blanket. She is wearing a shift. Her left leg is paralysed; the toes are
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clenched and as if folded into the sole of her foot. He palpates her leg without the patient seeming
to notice.
He straightens himself and replaces the blanket over the patient’s legs.

Take her to the Neurology Ward. There's an empty bed.
SECOND PORTER Professor Meynert has forbidden ...
FREUD I'll go and have a word with him in a minute. Be off with you!

He closes the door again, goes towards the stove, squats down and resumes his strange labours with

a kind of unremitting fury.



4]

The same hospital. Another corridor, equally dilapidated. The walls cracked, puffed and blistered;
bits of plaster hanging from the ceiling. Not many windows; day is beginning to break.

Students are gathered in front of a door. (Frock coats. Opera hats. Others, housemen or doctors
boarding at the hospital, are wearing blouses. Almost all have beards. Average age: between

twenty-five and thirty.)
Hubbub of voices.

On the (closed) door, a sign: ‘Neurology Ward. Professor Meynert in chatge. Professor Meynert’s
lesson takes place on Monday, Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday, at 7.15.”

The porters carrying the old woman suffering from hysteria appear in the corridor, staggering
with exhaustion. The students squeeze back against the wall to let them pass. One of the porters
knocks on the door. The porters have put the stretcher down on the ground. The students look
curiously at the old woman.

A STUDENT What's wrong with her?

The porters shrug their shoulders.

OLD WOMAN I'm blind.

The door opens. The porters pick up the stretcher and go in.

A STUDENT, authoritatively, to the others Lesion of the optic nerve. Or of the optic

centres of the brain.

The door has closed again. At this moment, at the far end of the corridor, Professor Meynert
appears. Around fifty.

The students stop talking. Respectful hush.

Very youthful figure. Very handsome, but harrowed face. Long red beard, tall graceful body,
agile in spite of a very slight limp. Top hat and black gloves, frock coat, high starched collar, four-
in-hand tie, fancy waistcoat. He leans lightly upon a round-headed cane.

The students freeze into respectful poses. Those who are wearing hats remove them. Meyner,
very majestic and self-assured, raises his top hat carelessly and replaces it at once. He is wearing
gloves.

MEYNERT Gentlemen ...

The door has opened. The neurology ward (women’s section) is visible. Nurses and orderlies stand
to attention between the beds.
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Let's go 1n.

The sister in charge presents herself before him. He raises two fingers of his left hand in greeting.
She will follow him, ar a respectful distance.

He comes in, still wearing his hat. Long, dismal ward in semi-darkness. No artificial light. A
little sunlight enters through two open windows.

The group of students — most of them poorly dressed, clumsy of bearing and lacking any
particular charm — respectfully follows (like a corps de ballet) this graceful person who appears
almost to dance (in spite of his limp, or perhaps thanks to it): who is more like a principal dancer
than a professor of medicine.

Nurses and orderlies stand between the beds, once again almost at attention. Meynert points
out patients with his cane; they watch him, sitting up in their beds (when they can do so). From
time to time he lightly strikes the iron upright of one of the beds with the tip of his cane.

In front of the first two patients, he halts only very briefly. One of them — a young woman —
greets him. Meynert looks at her without returning her greeting.

PATIENT Good morning, Sir.
MEYNERT How do you feel, my girl?
PATIENT Still the same.

He nods his head, and proceeds on his way. The third patient is a woman of about forty. Her lower
Jjaw is twisted to the right. She is asleep. Meynert strikes the tip of his cane against the iron upright

of the bed.
MEYNERT Double Mastoiditis. Surgical intervention. In the course of trephination,
the facial nerve was touched. We saw her yesterday. Massage is being used, and I envi-

sage electrical treatment.

He proceeds on his way. The patient, awakened by the tapping of the cane, follows him with her
eyes.

MEYNERT Nothing very new, today. Except a hemiplegic. .. (To thesister) Hospitalized
yesterday?

Respectful nod from the sister.
Very good. We'll examine her.

He continues on his way. A few steps further on the porters, who have finally deposited the old
blind woman on a bed, are standing to attention, very stiffly, on either side of her bed. Meynert
halts and looks at her.

A new admission?



The two portets look at one another in great anxiety.
FIRST ORDERLY She ... comes from the psychiatric department.
Meynert, authoritarian and disagreeable:
MEYNERT Well, then? What's she doing here?
The orderlies remain silent.
Take her away.
Tapping the bed with his cane.

How often have I told you: everyone in the proper place. We don’t have enough

beds ...

FIRST ORDERLY, piteously The thing is ...
Meynert glares at him.
MEYNERT What?
FIRST ORDERLY Dr Mannheim doesn’t want her.
MEYNERT And why is that?
FIRST PORTER Hesaysshe'sahy...ahy...

Meynert’s face alters. White with anger, his eyes sparkling.

MEYNERT A hysterical patient? We'll not have that here.
OLD WOMAN, piteously P'm blind.

MEYNERT Have her eyes been examined?

FIRST PORTER Yes. There’s nothing wrong with them.
OLD WOMAN, in distress I'm blind.

(The students murmur.)

MEYNERT You're a liar, my fine lady. Putting on an act. You can see as well as any-
one else and you're wasting my time.
OLD WOMAN I'm blind, one of my legs is paralysed ...

Freud has just come in through the open door and he hurries over to Meynert. He still has a
smudge of soot on his face and his hands are still blackened. At the moment when he joins the
group of students, who draw aside respectfully to make room for him, Meynert has just turned to
the sister and asks her with sovereign authority and crushing scorn:
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MEYNERT Who is the imbecile who put her in my department?
The nurse looks at him without daring to reply, then looks at Freud who has finally reached
Meynert. Freud, who is wearing a sombre expression, receives Meynert’s last words full in the face.
He nevertheless replies with a touch of irony and very gently:

FREUD The imbecile 1s me, Sir.

Meynert looks at him, disconcerted. Suddenly, he bursts out laughing.

MEYNERT, amiably I might have known it. Forgive me, Freud my words were
stronger than I intended.

His anger gradually returns, but he makes a visible effort to control himself.

I shall never understand why hysterical patients interest you. (Violently:) You know
very well they’re malingerers.

Freud, mild but stubborn, with deep respect:

FREUD I don’t know, Sir. I don’t know anything yet.
Meynert, peremptorily:
MEYNERT You know it because I tell you so.

To the despat'n'ng porters:

Take her away.
FIRST PORTER Where to?
MEYNERT That’s no concern of mine.

He turns towards the cowed students and poinis to a bed at the end of the ward.
MEYNERT Let’s go and see my hemiplegic.

The group begins to move forward again. Meynert has taken Freud’s arm, to erase the painful
impression that his violence has made upon the latter. He speaks to him in an undertone:

You're still leaving tomorrow?
FREUD Yes, Sir.

At the same instant, piercing screams are heard. The students turn round. Meynert and Freud turn
likewise. The old blind woman is struggling with the two porters. Screams, violent convulsions, she
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tears off her sheets and arches her back. Her legs flail convulsively. Meynert takes an abrupt deci-
sion.

MEYNERT, authoritarian and brusque Gentlemen, this morning I shall give you my
lecture on hysteria.

He retraces his steps, followed by Freud, the sister and the students. He comes to a halt before the
old woman’s bed. To the porters:

Let her go.

Psychiatrists distinguish two types of mental illness: the psychoses and the
neuroses. The former are the more serious: they are characterized by deep disturb-
ances affecting the personality of the patents and their sense of reality; their origin is
to be sought in the cerebral centres. The neuroses, for their part, affect only feelings —
as with neurasthenia or anxiety neurosis — or behaviour, as with obsessional neuroses.

Pointing with the tip of his cane at the old woman, who is still thrashing about in all directions:
As for hysteria, of which you're looking at a very fine example, vain attempts have
been made to introduce it into one or other of these two categories. In reality, this
supposed illness does not exist: in obsessional neurosis, it is true that the padent is
obsessed; in neurasthenia, the patient is truly anxious. Here, all is false; it’s all a lie.
Stretching out his cane, he lightly touches both the old woman’s legs.

A paralysed leg? Where is it?

Laughter from the students. The old woman continues to writhe about; her gestures all have a
meaning: terror, refusal, pity, entreaty, etc.

Epileptic crisis? Epileptiform crisis? (He laughs.) Epileptics throw their limbs about in
every direction. In epilepsy, we observe brief clonic shudders with short oscillations.

Miming with one gloved hand the clonic shudders.

Where are they, here? Where are they? You see a bad actress, all of those movements
are intentional.

Very discreetly, he mimes the old woman’s movements; the students watch, laughing sometimes at

Meynert and sometimes at the old woman. Meynert’s movements become slightly exaggerated, as if
he were soon going to lose control of them. He realizes this and stops in time. To the porters:

Hold her. No, just her head.
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To the students:
A match.

A student searches his pockets and, with almost servile eagerness, holds out a match to Meynert.
The latter puts his cane down on the neighbouring bed. He unhurriedly removes his gloves. To the
student:

How about lighting it?

The student strikes the match.

(In the tone of the teacher giving a lecture:) What do you see?

The woman’s eyes: contraction of the pupils under the light.

STUDENT'S VOICE OFF Her pupils. They've contracted.
MEYNERT Do you think a blind person’s pupils would contract if exposed to light?

Numerous students reply in chorus.

STUDENTS No.

MEYNERT The case rests. Enough of this, old lady: we're not swallowing it.

The old woman gradually quietens down. She stops moving, but as her left leg falls still, it resumes

its appearance of paralytic contraction.

Oh, no! You can leave off now! (Laughter,)

Her shift, drawn up to the knee, reveals what has happened. Meynert is triumphant.
Well, Freud, do you know now what a malingerer is?

Freud hesitates. All eyes are fixed upon him. He is torn between anger and timidity. At last he
says, in a still respectful tone but with a perceptible undercurrent of anger:

FREUD If I may be so bold, Sir?

Meynert stares at him in feigned astonishment, to intimidate him. Freud remains courteous, but his

stubbornness can be divined.
[ examined the patient myself yesterday, in the Psychiatric Ward.
He goes up to a student wearing a gold pin in his cravat. Removing the pin with a smile:
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Excuse me.
He goes over to a little table standing between the two rows of beds. On the table a lighted burner;
on the burner a kettle full of water. He puts the kettle to one side and holds the end of the pin in the

flame to sterilize it. Meynert and the students watch him curiously. Meynert is frowning.
Freud returns to the patient, holding the pin. Persuasively and almost in an undertone:

FREUD Madam! Madam! You’'ll be staying here. I'm sure Professor Meynert will
allow you to stay.

The patient relaxes somewhat. Her eyes are wide open but still staring.
Observe her face.

Freud takes the ‘paralysed’ leg by the foot and raises it. Her whole body is raised with it. Her face
remains indifferent.

MEYNERT One further proof: with an authentic paralysis, it wouldn’t be possible to
raise the body by lifting the paralysed limb.
FREUD Of course, Sir.

He pricks the patient’s calf with the student’s pin. At first very lightly, then harder, until finally he
sticks the pin right in and lets it go. The pin remains embedded in the leg. The patient’s face
remains entirely tranquil. Her body is motionless.

No reaction.

He removes the pin, replaces the patient’s leg on the bed, goes to the little table and wipes the pin
with a piece of cottonwool.

FREUD She feels nothing. Anaesthesia of the limb which she claims is paralysed.

He sterilizes the pin once more, replaces the kettle on the burner and holds out the pin to the
student. The latter inspects it in puzzlement and, instead of putting it back in his cravat, sticks it
with a gesture of disgust into the lapel of his jacket.

All eyes are fixed on Meynert, who manages to control himself and even to smile.

MEYNERT, a good loser Bravo, Freud! (To the others)) That experiment proves that the
patient is suffering from a slight hemi-anaesthesia, most probably due to disturbances
of the coronary circulation.

He goes to pick up his glove and cane from the bed where he has deposited them.
And that is the truth. The humble truth, Gentlemen. As for the rest, that old woman
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is neither paralytic nor blind. Her real malady is lying, as I proved to you. (To the sister;)
Let her remain here, I'll examine her.

Relieved smiles from the orderlies.
Let’s go and see our hemiplegic.
He moves off. Freud makes as if to follow him. Meynert checks him in friendly fashion.
MEYNERT Be off with you, Freud, you're leaving tomorrow and you must have
hundreds of things to do. (Amiably) In any case, Herr Privatdozent, so far as you are
concerned, I have nothing more to teach you.
Freud, suddenly moved, but controlling himself:
FREUD I should have liked to thank you.
MEYNERT I shall be in my laboratory in half an hour. Come if you have time; I have
a proposition to put to you.
Freud bows and goes off. Meynert’s face hardens slightly as he watches his assistant leave the room.
Then he turns away and approaches the bed of the hemiplegic, followed by his students.
Shot of the orderlies picking up their stretcher again. The first orderly waves a hand at the
patient.
FIRST ORDERLY No hard feelings. And may God bless you.
The old woman, exhausted, her mouth twisted by a painful spasm, stares with empty eyes.

SECOND ORDERLY, surveying the old woman resentfully Don’t say that: she’s possessed.

The second orderly makes a sign to ward off the evil eye. They move off.
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3]

A laboratory (Anatomy of the Nervous System) in the same hospital. A bright, clean room. Students
and doctors (in white coats) grouped around various tables, each of which (in addition to various
accessories such as instruments, glass slides, test-tubes, etc.) bearsa microscope.

Freud is bending over a microscope, inspecting the preparation of two students standing behind

him, who have a foreign air.

FREUD It has got off t0 a good start.
He straightens up and surveys them kindly.
Good luck!

One of the students, a tall fair boy with an Irish look about him, smiling at Freud:

STUDENT The best luck for us would be to meet up with you again soon.

FREUD We'll be meeting at the beginning of next year: my scholarship is only for
three months.

STUDENT We'll have gone back to Boston.

FREUD So soon?

STUDENT Once you're not there any more, we'll be wasting our time: we might as

well be home for Christmas.
SECOND STUDENT Dr Freud, whatever may happen to me in later life, I shall
always consider it an honour to have worked with you.

The janitor of the hospital has come in a moment earlier; he circles the group without daring to
approach Freud.

Freud and the students shake hands, the janitor comes up.

JANITOR Your fiancée’s here and she says you’re supposed to be meeting her.
FREUD Where is she?

The janitor points to the window.
In the courtyard.

Freud goes over to the window. (The laboratory is on the second floor.) Down below in the court-
yard he sees a girl with a parasol and a big straw hat; her back is turned to him.

FREUD Ask her kindly to wait for a little while: 1 have an appointment with Profes-
sor Meynert.
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Meynert has just come in. All heads turn towards him. He takes off his hat with a sweeping
gesture.

MEYNERT Good morning, Gentlemen.

He looks around for Freud. Freud goes over to him. Meynert takes Freud by the arm and coaxes
him along.

We shall be more comfortable in my office.

At the back of the laboratory, a door: Professor Meynert’s Office. Meynert pulls a key from his
pocket, opens the door and ushers Freud in.

Freud enters a comfortable, well-lit room. A large table covered with books, a glass-fronted
bookcase, armchairs. With the slightest touch of surprise he notices a small carafe of schnapps and
a little glass on a tray. The tray is placed on the work-desk, very prominently.

Meynert, who has not noticed the tray, comes in with easy assurance and waves Freud to a
chair opposite the desk. Seated opposite him, in his leather armchair, he perceives the tray and
carafe. A moment of embarrassment. Meynert hesitates for a moment, then calmly pushes the tray
aside. Freud begins to speak.

FREUD Sir, I should like to thank you ...

Freud speaks in a friendly tone. Meynert remains majestic and inscrutable. A dismissive move-

ment of the hand.
MEYNERT Don’t thank me: I didn’t vote for you.

Freud wishes to speak. Majestic gesture from Meynert. At this juncture, Meynert is still master of
himself; his expressions and movements are controlled.

It was thanks to Briicke that you obtained the scholarship. Yet I consider you to be
my disciple, the best of my assistants, and 'm deeply convinced that you deserve this
reward. I voted against because you're going to do something crazy.

His hand, as soon as he has pronounced the word ‘crazy’, begins to feel its way towards the carafe.
He catches himself just in time and starts to grope in his beard (the gesture of Michelangelo’s
Moses).

There are eminent physiologists in Berlin. In London, too.

Freud has stiffened, but he remains extremely courteous. Simply, his face darkens; he has become
mistrustful.

And where are you going? To Paris! To attend the lectures of a charlatan.



Meynert’s hand has returned to pick up the little glass. It plays with it.
Freud wishes to speak. The hand leaves the beard to stretch out towards him, majestically, and
impose silence on him.
A charlatan! Freud! What'’s the choroidal?
FREUD A lirtle branch of the inner carotid artery.
MEYNERT Precisely. Well, Charcot doesn’t know that!
He picks up a pamphlet from the table and throws it across to Freud.
MEYNERT Read that: you'll see for yourself that he knows nothing about it.
The hand returns to the beard and gropes in the reddish fur.

And that’s your teacher-to-be!

Freshmannerism: the hand every so often leaves the beard and the left index finger begins to tap the left
side of the nose.

A charlatan who treats neuroses by hypnotism.
Freud, very politely:
FREUD Not all, Sir: hysteria.

He stops, amazed at the unexpected result of his words. At the word ‘hysteria’, the left hand has
abruptly quit the nose.

MEYNERT More quackery!

With assurance, yet seemingly without Meynert’s noticing, the hand picks up the carafe and firmly
pours some schnapps into the little glass. It replaces the carafe and raises the glass as Meynert
speaks. But all this so little affects the majesty of Meynert’s countenance (he did not look at it even
when it was pouring the spirit — not even in order to control the operation) that one would say the
hand was totally distinct from the professor’s person.

With the greatest authority:

MEYNERT The illness of which you speak does not exist.
Charcot’s students pick up girls from the street and send them o the Salpétriére to
perform his ‘grande crise’ for him. He’s the laughing-stock of the medical profession.

He drains the little glass of schnapps in a single gulp.

Hypnotism! A music-hall turn.



He puts the glass down again. He taps his nose with his left index finger.

Your work last year on the anatomy of the cerebellum, in my view, advanced scienti-
fic knowledge. And now, hypnotism! What a degeneration. You no longer believe in

physiology.
Freud: just a nod to indicate that he does still believe in it.
And how about that? Don’t you believe in that?
Meynert points to a placard on the rear wall, printed in block capitals:
“The living organism is part of the physical world; it is made up of systems of atoms moved by
attractive and repulsive forces, following the principle of conservation of energy. Helmholtz.’
Very sincere:
That's my Creed.
Freud replies briefly, politely and drily:
FREUD I believe in science.

MEYNERT, gesturing towards the placard That’s Science.

Meynert has poured himself a little glass of schnapps. At once he pours it back into the carafe and
places both hands flat on his desk-blotter. He indicates the placard with a nod of his head.

FREUD It is experimentation and Reason.
Meynert pours himself a drink without further ado, and drinks it.

MEYNERT Charcot may perhaps represent experimentation, but he certainly
doesn’t represent Reason.

He drinks and pours himself another glass.
If mental illnesses interest you, go and study psychiatry in Berlin.

Freud appears hypnotized by Meynert’s hands. To break the spell he looks at his own hands,

which are still black with soot.
FREUD I should like ...

Upset:
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Oh!, forgive me. I ... I burned some papers this morning.
MEYNERT, indifferently It doesn’t bother me. But if it bothers you ...

He nods towards a washbasin standing against the lefi-hand wall. Freud gets up and goes over to
wash his hands. Freud, while his back is turned and he cannot see Meynert, finds the courage to

speak.
d Meynent, for his part, takes advantage of the fact that Freud cannot see him to pour himself a
third little glass, which he drinks furtively.

FREUD Psychiatry is not yet out of its infancy. Perhaps one day it will be possible to
cure madness by acting directly upon the cells of the brain. We’re not at that point
yet: there are forces within us which today cannot be reduced to physical forces.

He points at the placard:

I'm suffocating in those shackles.
With a kind of violence:

1 should like ...

He is frightened by his violence, turns away from the placard and looks at his hands, which he is
soaping vigorously.

I should like to wash myself.

Meynert gives a start.
MEYNERT, astonished What's that?

Freud shivers very slightly, then resumes in too natural a voice:
FREUD I said I should like to know myself.

He dries his hands on a towel.

MEYNERT To what end? (A pause,) You're a doctor and you’ve no time to waste.
Why should I know myself? I study the nervous system and not my own moods.

Numerous, rapid twitches of the left hand.
Besides, 1 do know myself; I'm as clear as a mountain stream.

Freud has returned to his seat. He looks at Meynert with a kind of sorrowful anger. Politely, and
without the least irony:
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FREUD You're very lucky, Sir.

MEYNERT If you don’t understand yourself, do you think hysterical patients will
teach you what you are?

FREUD Why not?

MEYNERT What relationship can there possibly be between a Privatdozent of the
Faculty and an old wreck like that one this morning?

FREUD [ don’t know.

Meynert puts his hands flat on the table and recovers all his authority.

MEYNERT Enough on that subject. Here's what I propose to you: I need rest. If you
give up your scholarship, 1 shall nominate you as my locum; from tomorrow, you'll
lecture on the anatomy of the brain in my place.

Freud appears deeply moved by this proposition.

Just reflect. In ten years you'll be Professor Freud, and sitting at this desk.

Freud, with a real surge of gratitude:

FREUD I...I'm very grateful.
MEYNERT, icy Bure?
FREUD, sincerely [...Idon’tdeserve...

Meynert brushes aside the objection with his hand.

MEYNERT, same tone Go on.
FREUD, with a kind of passion I need to go there ...

Meynert stands up. Very sharp:

MEYNERT Very well. If you change your mind, let me know. And if you prefer to
leave, goodbye.

He shakes Freud’s hand and accompanies him to the door without limping. When Freud has left,
Meynert locks the door and shoots the bolt. Then he turns round and goes to the work-desk with a
heavy limp. He pours himself a glassful of schnapps and gulps it down standing. His face is
crumpled, his eyes haunted.
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Freud in the courtyard. He looks for Martha. The courtyard is empty. He grows impatient.
FREUD Herr Muller!

The janitor opens the door of his lodge.

Where’s the young lady ...

The janitor points to the second floor. Freud runs back into the hospital.

The stairs. Freud is running up them.

A corridor. As Freud reaches his room he knocks against a dustbin, stops in his tracks and looks
at it: it is stuffed full of charred papers and half-burned notebooks. He looks worried, takes one of
the notebooks, opens it and perceives that certain words can still be read; he picks up the bin, after
throwing the notebook back into it, and makes his way to his room carrying the bin with him.

Fresh surprise: the door of Room 120 is open. Inside, the daylight is streaming in through
windows thrown wide open: it is a fine autumn morning.

The room — which we previously saw full of rubbish, ash and smoke — is spotlessly clean; the
stove is extinguished.

Near the window, a young woman is finishing the sweeping. She has put down her straw hat
and parasol on the bed and slipped on one of Freud’s white coats, much too big for her. Martha is
not really pretty, but very graceful: black tresses, fine eyes, a demeanour that is serious but at the
same time lively and gay.

Freud looks at her with joyful surprise, then throws himself ardently upon her, lifts her off the
ground, sets her down again and covers her face with kisses. She yields laughingly, but turns
adroitly away when he seeks to kiss her on the lips.

He stops abruptly, looks at her somewhat mistrustfully and draws away from her.

FREUD What are you doing here with that broom?
MARTHA How about you, with that dustbin?

FREUD We were supposed to meet in the courtyard.
MARTHA Yes, but you were supposed to arrive on time.

He is brusque and touchy; she stands up to him, tenderly but with gentle mockery.

FREUD, suspicious Who showed you the way? Who opened this door for you?
MARTHA A charming man.

Freud frowns. She bursts out laughing.
The janiror!
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Freud, very severely:

FREUD Martha, you shouldn’t enter a man’s room. Not even if the man is your

fiance.
Abruptly, he starts laughing. A short, violent laugh, with no gaiety in it but full of irony.
FREUD And the white coat? Was it the janitor who lent you that?

Martha removes the white coat with a coquettish expression of vexation. She now appears in a suit
which is elegant and charming, albeit modest.

MARTHA Do you prefer me like this?
He throws himself upon her anew and kisses her ardently. She pushes him away and frees herself-
Let me breathe.
She points at the dustbin.
Were you trying to set the hospital on fire?
Freud looks at the bin and grows sullen again.
FREUD I've been burning some papers.
MARTHA What papers?
FREUD All of them!
MARTHA, suddenly furious My letters?

FREUD, seriously — but only to tease her Those first.

She does not have time to protest: he has gone over to the open suitcase and taken out a bundle of
letters.

So far as your letters are concerned, I'm taking them with me.
MARTHA Your journal?

Freud bends over the dustbin; he pulls out some notebooks burnt virtually to a cinder.
FREUD There it is.
He stands up laughing.

Fourteen years of my diary. I used to record even my night-time dreams in it.
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He drops the notebooks back into the dustbin.
No more past. Martha, you'll be marrying a man who's totally naked.
MARTHA For shame!

FREUD Your fiancé has no more memories than a newborn babe.

Jokingly, he strikes a flattering pose.

MARTHA My fiancé's a blackamoor. I adore black men, but since I'm marrying a
white one, I should like him to remain white.

She moistens a towel in the water-jug.

Come here.

She scrubs him energetically.

Whatever would your mother say if you came to say goodbye to her in this state?
While she is rubbing, she points with her left hand at the dustbin.

Whatever got into you?

FREUD I'm leaving, so Pm wiping out everything: one should never leave tracks.
MARTHA Wipe me out, then!
FREUD No, you're my future.

He kisses her. She frees herself-
MARTHA Don’t squander your future.

She takes her hat and goes to put it on in front of the mirror, over the washbasin.
A hat-pin between her teeth:

What are you trying to wipe out? Have you killed someone? Have you had
mistresses?

Removing the pin:
Answer! Have you had mistresses?
Freud, very sincere:

FREUD You know I haven’t.
MARTHA Well, then? You've nothing to hide.
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Freud jokes, but with an undertone of deep conviction.

FREUD 1 want to give my future biographers a hard time. They’ll shed tears of
blood.

Martha looks at herself in the mirror and suddenly hears the noise of an explosion (virtually).
She turns round: Freud has abruptly poured paraffin onto the papers in the dustbin, put them
into the stove and ignited the whole lot.
MARTHA, indignantly What are you doing?
Freud has begun to laugh, with a slightly distraught look.

FREUD Ashes! Ashes! They'll find only ashes.

Martha, indignantly, takes him by the arm and drags him out of the room.
He picks up his hat on the way and follows her docilely.

The Courtyard.
Martha and Freud cross it and enter the main doors of the hospital.

MARTHA, continuing their conversation; laughing, but irritated really In the first place, you
won't have any biographers.

FREUD Yes, [ will.

MARTHA No, you won’t.

FREUD, with a smile which does little to conceal his deep seriousness Great men always have
biographers.

MARTHA You have no need to be a great man, because I love you.

Freud laughs affectionately, but not without bitterness.

In a street.
They are walking side by side, very properly, not arm in arm.
They are not speaking to one another. After a moment, Freud pulls his cigar-case from his
pocket with a box of matches.
She notices and taps him on the sleeve with the knob of her parasol. He starts.
FREUD Forgive me.

He puts the case back in his pocket.

26



Iam... upset.

She looks at him with a questioning expression.

Meynert blames me for leaving ...

Her face becomes expressionless again. This departure of his visibly displeases her.
MARTHA, very drily I blame you too.

Freud laughs, without being willing to understand her.
FREUD That's because you love me. (His face clouds.)

The street is deserted.

But in his case, I don't think he likes me any more.

A silence. Suddenly he regains his composure, smiles and signals to a passing cab.
The driver has not noticed Freud’s signal.

MARTHA You're crazy!
FREUD No, I'm rich.

He jingles some money in his pocket and brings out a little box of gold coins.

MARTHA Is it the proceeds from a robbery?
FREUD It’s the money for my scholarship: I received it yesterday, 2,000 florins.

The cab draws closer.
Freud signals 1o the driver:

Cabman!
MARTHA, indignant Your scholarship’s for Paris. You'll barely have enough to live on.
FREUD I can still spend a kreutzer.

MARTHA Nothing at all.

The cab has come to a halt in front of them. Martha drags Freud forward with a firm grasp.
To the driver:

It was a mistake.

The driver shrugs his shoulders, whips up his horse and the cab moves off again. Freud watches it

wistfully:
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FREUD, amused at himself The one occasion when | had some money.
MARTHA Are your parents expecting us for lunch?

He nods in confirmation.

Well, we'll go by the Ring and we’ll walk.

The Ring

A building under construction. Martha looks at it admiringly. On the facade, in big letters:
SKATING — Opens 10 November'.

MARTHA What luck!
To Freud, who looks at her with a frown:
I shall be able to skate.

Freud, in a rage, pulls her by the arm. She resists.

FREUD You shan’t skate.

MARTHA But you won't be there!

FREUD Exactly!

MARTHA How tiresome you are! [ shall be bored to death.

FREUD I don’t want a man taking you in his arms.

MARTHA, spiritedly All you have to do is not go.

FREUD, in very bad faith If you asked it of me, I shouldn’t go. Do you ask it of me?

She does not reply. But we can sense that she is somewhat resentful.

You see, I could sacrifice my whole career for you and you wouldn’t even sacrifice the
most commonplace pleasure for me. Swear to me you won’t go skating.
MARTHA I won't swear anything at all.

She turns her back on him. They sulk and walk in silence amid the passers-by. The latter become
more and more numerous.

A crowd in front of a street-vendor. On the pavement, two tiny little cardboard wrestlers dance
about; they are joined at the wrists and seem to move spontaneously.

Martha stops and looks at them with amusement. We can vaguely hear some more distant
voices.

VOICES OFF, quite indistinct Ask for the Protocols of the Elders of Zion, the
Thousand and One Jewish stories.
Buy the story of the Jew and the Pig,
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Freud does not hear these voices: he is watching the two wrestlers, with so gloomy an expression
that it makes him almost comical.

He is annoyed by the interest which Martha is taking in these litle cardboard figures. At the
same time, he wants to make up with her.

He touches her arm clumsily, tries to take her hand. But Martha remains unmoved.

At last, he explains in a conciliatory tone of voice:

FREUD There’s a trick. The pedlar holds them by one end of a thread and the other
end is held by a confederate.

He succeeds only in irritating her further.

MARTHA Ob, do be quiet; we'd be able to see it.

Freud seems to believe that he has been forgiven. But he cannot deceive his fiancée, who discerns
beneath his voluble explanations the desire he has — out of jealousy — to break the spell of the
spectacle.

FREUD It must be no thicker than a hair. Wait: I'll try and find the confederate. It
should be possible to recognize him by his expression. He'll look as if he’s hiding
something,

He scrutinizes the faces of the passers-by; their features are ordinary, but the open expressions of
some make them look more ‘relaxed’, while the serious expressions of others make them look less
50.

FREUD, discouraged They all look as if they're hiding something.

He suddenly catches sight of a face which holds his attention. Someone to his left looks as if he is

acting the innocent onlooker.

There he is. Over on the left. He has put his hands in his pockets so that nobody will
see them moving.

MARTHA, furious Ler me go.
He looks at her in surprise.
You always spoil everything,
He makes his crime worse by insisting:

FREUD But just look at him.
MARTHA Explanadions! Explanations! You want to find the reason for everything.
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But I'm just amusing myself; so leave me in peace.

The spell has in fact been broken:ﬂ)r her, but sulkiness causes her to pretend to immerse herself
ecstatically anew in contemplation of the little cardboard men.

Freud, disconcerted and at a loose end, moves away slightly from the crowd; some newcomers
push him aside and he suddenly finds himself in the midst of another crowd. A vendor is selling

lampoons and songs.
VENDOR Buy the Protocols of the Elders of Zion. How the Jews aim to control the
universe.

Lament of the child eaten by a rabbi.
Ask for the story of the Jew and the Pig.

He is totally unconcerned with what he is doing. He thinks only of selling them and does not even
understand what he is saying.

Freud surveys the onlookers: same assortment of curious and impassive faces as in the other
group. Yet Freud has turned white with anger. His eyes sparkle, he has clenched his fists.

At this very moment a jolly, fat man pushes past him in order to make his way to the vendor.

He is holding a coin in his hand.

FAT MAN Give me the Story of the Jew and the Pig,

The vendor gives him one of the little lampoons he is holding in his hand. The fat man gives him
the coin he is holding in his hand.

Freud, sickened, turns his back on the bystanders. He has left the crowd and stops to look for
Martha. But the fat man leaves the crowd in his turn.

He has opened the little booklet and — laughing in anticipation — is reading the Story of the
Jew and the Pig, as a result of which he bumps into Freud for the second time. Freud starts and
looks at him. He recognizes him and sees what he is reading.

His eyes sparkle. He seizes the lampoon from him and tears it into tiny pieces.

The fat man cannot understand what is happening to him; he stares at Freud with a be-
wildered look.

Freud towers over him. He says to him with crushing scorn:
FREUD Imbecile!

The bystanders begin to turn and stare.

A hand is laid on his arm. Martha drags him back vigorously. He turns round in a fury, recog-
nizes her and yields.

She pushes him along and before he knows it he finds himself seated in a cab, which sets off at
once.

MARTHA 66 Sturmgasse.
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The curious have almost all turned away. The cab leaves.

FREUD, ironically How’s this, Martha, are you the one who's squandering my poor

money now?

MARTHA You’re too overwrought this morning. I prefer to lock you up.
I hate scandals!

The cab (an open barouche) bowls gently along the Ring.

FREUD, sincerely I too!
MARTHA Perhaps so. But you're always provoking them.

She looks at him. Very tenderly and with only a hint of teasing:
You're as crazy as your patients.
He does indeed look crazy: he sits there stiff and gloomy, bristling, his hair all dishevelled.

That poor man didn’t really look all that nasty.
FREUD You think he’s nice because he’s fat. Do you know what he’d bought?

Martha shrugs her shoulders.

MARTHA He just happened to be passing by. He wanted to see for himself ... It had
no importance.

Freud speaks with great force and authority. We realize that he has reflected at length upon all
that he says:

FREUD Everything is important. And nothing just happens by chance.

The Ring

The young couple, as they talk, can see cafés, buildings and above all people flit by. Officers, fine

ladies — and fine gentlemen in frock coats.
FREUD Look.
With authority:

The enemy.
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Martha starts and looks at all those elegant personages parading by in procession, who do not seem

ﬁerce atall.

FREUD When the time comes, they’ll hunt us down mercilessly and cut our throats.
If we allow them to do so.

Martha is annoyed and worried; but when he speaks with such authority she is accustomed to yield

to him.
MARTHA Who do you mean, we? You and I?
FREUD You and I and all the others. We Jews.

The crowd seen from the cab.
We can hear Freud’s voice.

FREUD’S VOICE OFF Leave nothing behind you. Anything the goys discover about our
lives, they'll use against us.

Martha returns to her favourite theme.

MARTHA If you believe that, don’t put yourself forward; just be an ordinary doctor,
don’t try to make a name for yourself.

FREUD, gloomily A Jew cannot allow himself to be just ordinary.

MARTHA Why not?

FREUD Because ordinary means the goys. If Jews don’t prove they're among the
best, people will say they're the worst.

The carriage has entered a street that is quite poor and very crowded.
Kids are playing in the street and they look at the cab in astonishment.

FREUD, with relief Are we home?

Orne of them runs after the carriage and tries to cling on to it. Martha smilingly raises a threatening
Singer.
This poor neighbourhood is a kind of ghetto.
Numerous Jews in front of Jewish shops (inscriptions in Yiddish).

When I was that kid's age, I used to call the goys Romans; we, the Jews, were Carthag-
inians. There was a picture in a prize-book. I tore it out of the book and kept it.
Hamilcar, the great man of Carthage, was making his son Hannibal swear to wreak
vengeance upon Rome.
Hannibal was me.
MARTHA, ironically And your father was Hamilcar?
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Freud twists his features into a stubborn grimace.

FREUD, with more force than conviction Yes.
MARTHA, still teasing The most gentle of men! He made you swear to avenge him?

Freud’s countenance grows even darker. The more conscious he is of lying, the more firm and
stubborn he appears.
Despite the authority of his voice, his words sound false.
FREUD To avenge us. Yes. By becoming the best doctor in Vienna.

She looks at him dumbfounded.

MARTHA You never told me that.
FREUD You know very well how hard I find it to talk about myself.
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The cab stops in front of a large, dingy edifice. A dwelling-house, it looks more like a barracks.
Sheets hanging from the windows to dry. Before the entrance, a pack of squealing urchins.

Freud raises his head mechanically. A woman of about fifty, tall and still very beautiful, is
leaning out of a first-floor window. She waves to him with charm and a certain coquetry.

She has thrown a shawl over her beautiful, bare arms. Freud’s face becomes transformed: it
expresses a deep, restrained passion.

Mother and son exchange a long, silent smile. For the first time we have the impression that
Freud finds himself at ease in the time and place where he actually is.

He even forgets to pay the cabman, who looks at him in sutprise. Martha notices this and takes
advantage of it to pay the cabman herself, slipping a kreutzer into his hand.

Then she tugs at Freud’s arm to rouse him.

MARTHA Come on!

The first-floor landing.

Several doors, fairly mean. A dirty kid covered in scabs is sitting on the stairs. A woman is
doing her household washing at a tap which is apparently shared by the whole floor.

But one of the doors has been opened and Freud’s mother, radiant with joy, is waiting for her
son and his fiancée.

Freud and Martha almost run up the last few steps. Martha avoids the child sitting on the stairs
and kisses her future mother-in-law affectionately.

Freud follows her. He does not kiss his mother: he takes her hand and kisses it. Then he raises
his head and smiles at her.

FREUD Mama ...
His attitude is utterly different from that which he adopted with Martha (ardour, jealousy,
violence). He looks more like a suitor than a son. But a discreet, ceremonious suitor.
Between the two of them we sense a deep, intimate accord which is never expressed in words,
barely by gestures.

His mother’s smile is serious and concerned.

What's the matter? Is my father unwell?
MOTHER No. Come in, Martha.

She steps aside. They enter a tiny hallway. She closes the door. They are all three in semi-darkness.

Sigmund, I'm telling you because Father won’t do so: we're in a desperate plight.
That cloth business ...
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Freud’s countenance hardens.

FREUD What abour it?
MOTHER Your father finally decided to go into partnership with Gerstem.
FREUD I've told him a hundred times ...

MOTHER, with authority He had his reasons. Remember, Sigmund! (As if reciting a
proverb;) What Father does is always well done.

A pause.

The wool industry is in crisis. They've filed their petition for bankruptcy.
FREUD When?

His mother speaks with true nobility. She does not for one instant give the impression that she is
trying to make excuses for his father. Authoritarian and firm, she seems on the contrary to think
that a father never has any need of excuses in his children’s eyes.

MOTHER Last month.
FREUD Why wasn’t I told?
MOTHER We knew you were about to go away.
Freud is subdued.
FREUD [ understand. Father has never had any luck.
MOTHER We have to meet our obligations now. We haven’t found any money.

Freud takes his mother’s hand and squeezes i.
FREUD, warmly Don’t be afraid, Mama. I'll do whar's right.
(She is about to speak, he lays a finger on her lips.)
It’s my father who should tell me the rest of it.
He goes almost roughly into the neighbouring room, where Jakob Freud (a man in his seventies,
who appears still older; very gentle, his mental faculties somewhat enfeebled) ...
(There would be some advantage in having his role played by the same actor, in order to bring
out not the similarities but the differences.)
He is sitting in an armchair.

JAKOB My son!

He wants o get up, genuinely delighted to see his son. His son rushes to prevent him.
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Kiss me!

Freud kisses him, awkward and constrained. The old man is as tender as a woman:
Hello, Martha. Hello, lucky Martha!

Martha comes to kiss him, smiling tenderly at him.

MARTHA Why so lucky, would you say?
JAKOB Because you'll have the best of husbands: Herr Privatdozent Freud. His poor
father used to sell wool, but he’s a man of learning,

Freud listens, stiff and gloomy. The old man babbles on; what is striking is his extreme gentleness,
combined with an old man’s deep sadness. Sigmund and Martha sit down beside him. Freud's
mother remains standing.

Sit down, both of you.

Freud is stiff and silent. Very respectful. But patently his father’s quite sincere admiration does not
please him.

Listen to this, Martha.
When my Sigmund was eight years old,  once came upon the Menuhin boy arguing
with his father.

FREUD You've told her the story already, Papa.

JAKOB I've told you both the story. So you know what I said to him: ‘There’s more
intelligence in one of my Sigmund’s big toes than in my whole body, and yet he
respects me as much as if | were the chief rabbi ...’

Freud waits for the end of the story, then asks gravely:
His mother halts at the back of the room and watches them, worriedly.
You're in trouble?

Jakob, to his wife, reproachfully:

JAKOB He should have been allowed to leave in peace.
MOTHER No. He's my son. If he doesn’t share my worries, who will do so?

Beneath the demands of Freud’s mother, we must sense a far stronger passion even than that which

inspires his father’s fond babbling.
FREUD You have a settlement date.
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His father is overcome, and does not reply. His mother replies in the clear, uncompromising tone of
voice she has used since the outset.

MOTHER Monday.
FREUD How much?
MOTHER Two thousand guilders.

Freud pulls the little boxes of gold coins from his pocket.

MARTHA, worried But Sigmund, that’s....
FATHER What is it?

Freud gives Martha a meaning look.
FREUD Nothing, Father. Nothing,
Martha turns to his mother.
MOTHER Martha? (A pause.)Is it what he’s been given to live on in Paris?
Nod from Martha. Freud’s father shrinks back in his chair, his face distraught.
Give us half what you've got. We'll get by.
FREUD I'll give you all of it. All of it.

He takes little stacks of gold coins from the boxes and places them on the table.
Counting:

Five hundred. One thousand. Two thousand.
MARTHA Butif they say ...
MOTHER Let him do it. If he didn’t give it all, he'd never forgive himself.
MARTHA, in despair It's the money for his journey.

Freud’s mother makes no reply. Freud is piling up the gold coins on the table with a fanatical
expression. Suddenly, his father bursts out sobbing.

JAKOB I'm worthless! Worthless! I couldn’t earn my children’s keep, and now my
children are supporting me.

Protracted, senile sobbing. Freud is unwilling to look at his father, he remains glued to his chair

(which he has turned to one side, in order to pile up the gold coins on the table), stiff and pale. He
begins to speak, abruptly, improvising as he goes along, with a painfully false gaiety.
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FREUDL But that doesn’t bother me. That doesn’t bother me at all.
He turns round slightly, as he speaks.

I shall give lessons in Paris. I've been assured of that: I shall have twice as much money
as [ need.

His father is still weeping. Freud stretches out his hand to lay it on his head (as one would with a
weeping child), then withdraws it in sudden horror.

A long silence. He has stiffened again. A hand is laid on his shoulder; he raises his head and sees
his mother standing beside him, and smiling at him. A beautiful smile of calm and grateful love.
He grows somewhat calmer and returns her smile. His father has calmed down. Martha bends over
him.

MARTHA Time for lunch, father.

She helps him up. Jakob gets us with difficulty. As he makes his way to the table, he asks his son,
who steps out of his path;

JAKOB, almost humbly You'll still be leaving tomorrow?
FREUD, gaily Of course. Tomorrow morning at five past eight.
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[¢]

Same afterncon. Freud and Martha leave his parents’ house. They walk along in silence. Freud
has an irritable, tense expression. The street leads to a little, deserted square. They enter it. Martha,
equally sombre, watches Freud with a worried expression.

FREUD, in a sudden outburst You've won. | won't go.

Astonishment and anger on Martha’s part.

MARTHA, in a flat tone Who has won?
FREUD The whole lot of you! You wanted me to stay here yourself, didn’t you.

Martha does not reply, but we can sense that she is deeply wounded.

Very well, be happy: Meynert has asked me to take over his lectures. I'll accept. What
do you say to that?

MARTHA, very coldly Do as you please.
He takes another few steps, with difficulty, then slumps onto a bench. He is pale and breathing
painfully. Martha joins him unhurriedly, torn between her own irritation and the anxiety which
her fiancé’s state inspires in her.
FREUD It's the decree of Heaven. Finish. No tampering with the Tree of Knowl-
edge.
Fine. I won't tamper with it. I'll be just anybody, like a goy. No biographers.
Not a single one. That's one advantage at least.

Suddenly worried:

I'll have to return the money to the University. Meynert will intercede for me. They'll
give me extra time.

He catches hold of her wrist violently.

We'll have children, Martha, lots of children. But I'll never weep in front of them.
Don’t think I will. A father is the Law, he’s Moses. (Laughing.) And if Moses weeps!

He pulls himself together.
Cold and polite, he speaks confidently but does not believe in what he is saying.
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You must excuse my father, Martha. He used to be strong and stern. This is what the
Romans have made of him.

MARTHA, outraged You've no need to excuse your father to me. He’s a good man, I

respect him and I shall be very lucky if you're like him.
Freud rises abruptly to his feet:

FREUD, violently I shall never be like him, never! So much the worse for you, if it’s
him you prefer. (He takes a fresh grip on himself) It's not my fault: I've had no youth. At
the age of twenty-nine, I work twelve hours a day, I ought to be supporting my family
and I pile up debts in order to live.

A pause.
You don’t understand anything, you see: 1 needed to go there.
Martha, pale with anger, stands up in turn.

MARTHA, angrily Well go then! Just go! You've got your ticket.

FREUD Yes. I'm going to return ir.

MARTHA, still angry Why?

FREUD How shall I keep alive? I don’t have a penny left.

MARTHA By hook or by crook.

Freud reflects for a moment, then makes his decision.

FREUD You're right. I'll become a servant. Did you know that my sister used to be a
general maid? Yes, Rosa. For two years. She used to send her wages to the family. The
brother of a maid can be a footman.

He calms down somewhat. He draws closer to Martha as if to take her in his arms.
Martha, my love ...

Martha steps back, her eyes shine with anger.

MARTHA Leave me alone! (Laughing;) And don’t ever again come telling me how
you prefer my little finger to the whole of Science.

He looks at her, sullen and greatly put out. She has regained her self-control.

(Coldly;) 1 have to go home. Don’t come with me.
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FREUD Will you come to the station?
MARTHA 1 don’t know. I shall see.

She goes off without his attempting to detain her.

He remains alone, lost in his thoughts, then mechanically pulls a cigar-case from his pocket,
takes out a cigar and lights it. From the first puff he is coughing.

He continues to smoke and cough, but pressing his left hand to his heart slumps onto the bench
they have just left; he appears to be unwell, but smokes away furiously.

41



L/]

The entrance of a handsome apartment on the second floor of a rich-looking house.
Martha rings. A footman opens the door.

MARTHA I should like to speak to Frau Breuer.

FOOTMAN Good afternoon, Friulein Bernays. I'm very sorry, Madam has gone out.
A silence.

MARTHA Then please ask Dr Breuer if he can see me for five minutes.

FOOTMAN The Doctor has gone out with Madam. They’ll return this evening, after
dinner.

Martha seems very put out by this contretemps.

MARTHA After dinner! (A pause.) Very well. Please tell Frau Breuer that I'll call by
during the evening.

42



18]

Something is struggling to get out of the bin. Though we cannot distinguish what it is, we can
divine a certain disturbing and repulsive swarming.

On the back seat, a stone tablet (like the tablet of the Law) is balanced. It slams suddenly down
upon the lid of the dustbin and closes it again. Everything disappears. Darkness.

Abruptly, the room is lit up. Freud is lying on his bed, in a frock-coat. He gets up, picks up his
top-hat, puts a flower in his button-hole and takes his cane.

In this garb, he resembles the elegant Professor Meynert. But although he is suddenly affected
by the same limp, there is no doubt that it is Freud in person.

He crosses the room, opens the door which leads directly onto the Ring and goes out. The Ring
is totally deserted, under a harsh, frozen light. A dustbin at every door. When Freud passes in front
of one of these, the lid is raised very slightly then falls back with a muffled sound. In one, a rat
shows its snout.

On the Ring, a man is walking alone, in military dress, he is coming towards Freud, their
paths are about to cross.

Crowd noises off.

STENTORIAN VOICE, drowning the others Here comes the Emperor. Father of the
Fatherland.
Our Eternal Father.
VOICES, more numerous, but confused and not so loud The Eternal feminine.
The Eternal couple.

Freud turns round abruptly.
FREUD, shouting No!

A Carthaginian soldier who looks like Hannibal (as we saw him in the engraving) is taking care-
ful aim at the Emperor with his crosshow. He looks brutal and cruel.
The arrow is loosed.

(More loudly;) No!

Everything is plunged into darkness.

Freud lights his candle. He is in his nightshirt, and has a worried expression. He gets out of bed,
rummages in his suitcase, takes out a white notebook and a pencil, looks at his watch and begins to
write:

‘Night of 15/16 September 85.

Dream about the Emperor Franz-Josef.’
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Six o’clock in the morning. Still dark. The platform of a large railway-station, empty.

In the distance, on another platform, passengers are waiting for a train. It arrives, all lit up;
they climb into the carriages; a whistle blows, the train shudders and moves away.

In the meantime, on the first platform, a railwayman goes by pushing a trolley. He comes upon
a pale, tense man. It is Freud, sitting on a bench between two bulging suitcases. Freud is smoking a

cigar and coughing.

RAILWAYMAN What are you doing there?
FREUD I'm waiting for the train.

The railwayman points at the empty tracks and the station clock, which shows six o’clock.
RAILWAYMAN I'd advise you to stretch out. You've got quite a wait.
Freud coughs.

Aha! the morning cigar? That can kill a man.
FREUD, ironical and sombre Of course! That’s what makes it taste so good.

The railwayman goes off- Freud remains alone. He seems unwell. He pulls out his watch, lays it
on his knees and takes his pulse. He replaces it in his waistcoat pocket and is about to put his cigar
to his lips. A hand is laid on his sleeve, he turns round with a start; it is Martha.

He stands up, throws away his cigar and kisses his fiancée ardently.

FREUD Martha!
She struggles laughingly.
What a bit of luck!
MARTHA I don’t want to! You smell of cigars.
FREUD Who gave you this wonderful idea?
MARTHA What idea?
FREUD Of coming so early.
MARTHA You did. The longer the journey, the eatlier you arrive for it.
FREUD What are you complaining for? Before, when I went away anywhere I used

to be afraid of dying; now I'm afraid of missing the train. That’s progress of a kind.
He sits down again abruptly, very pale. He tries to laugh.
MARTHA, very worried What’s the matter with you?
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FREUD, laughing painfully Well, I still am just a tiny bit afraid of dying.
Martha has sat down beside him. She looks at him.
MARTHA You were taking your pulse just now.
He starts to deny it.
[ saw you. Why?
Freud does not answer. He looks oppressed; we sense that he cannot speak.
Is it your heart?

He nods: yes, it is his heart.
She stands up. He restrains her with his hand.

FREUD, painfully Where are you going?
MARTHA There must be a doctor on duty in the station.

He still restrains her.

You're not leaving unless you see a doctor.
FREUD, harshly Martha, don't torture me!

She looks at him in surprise.

The doctors can’t do anything to help.
She tries to speak.

Hush!

My heart is sound. The trouble lies elsewhere.
MARTHA, furious Yes. There!

She touches Freud’s forehead with her finger. He smiles, somewhat relieved.
FREUD, smiling Precisely. There.

He obliges her to sit down beside him again and puts his arm round her.

Wait.
Let me hold you close.
You're good for me, Martha.
So good.
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There's no one but you who can cure me.
Like a promise:
You will cure me!
A moment later. Dawn has broken. A suburban train has just come in on another line. The
passengers alight, in bustling haste. The clock stands at seven.
Freud seems less oppressed. He is still holding Martha in his embrace. Not far away, a cleaner

is filling a dustbin of the same kind as the one in the dream.

FREUD About yesterday ... I was wanting to say ... forgive me.
MARTHA, tenderly I forgave you ages ago.

He kisses her.
FREUD Listen to me. I'm not crazy. I feel ... out of the ordinary.
The cleaner puts the lid back on the dustbin and carries it off. Freud points at himself.

A lid. And beneath it, Heaven knows ...

MARTHA, feasingly Demons.

FREUD Perhaps. Forces, in any case. If the lid were raised ... Yesterday, I was no
longer in control of myself: I'd have blown up the whole world, you and me
included.

MARTHA, growing serious and worried afresh Why are you like that?

FREUD I don’t know. Poverty, perhaps.

He caresses her cheek tenderly. With a touch of irony.

Or an excessively long engagement. When I return, we’ll be married and everything
will change.

She looks as if she hopes for such a change, but does not much believe in it. Freud, forcefully:
I swear to you everything will change.
A little later.

The train is made up as they watch. He climbs with her into a third-class carriage, carrying his
heavy suitcases, and places one on the luggage-rack, the other on his seat.

FREUD Are you angry with me for leaving?
MARTHA No, not if you love me.
FREUD I love you more than anything.
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Seven forty-five.
She takes Irim by the hand and obliges him to get down.

What are you doing? We have another twenty minutes.

She looks at the people arriving and beginning to fill the carriages. Turns towards the platform
barrier.

I tell you I love you and you look at people’s faces.

She still looks. He clasps her to him, but she turns her head to search the crowd.

MARTHA P'm meeting someone.

FREUD Martha!

MARTHA Why not? You're leaving me all alone.
FREUD You mustn’t joke ...

She frees herself and signals to a tall man, very discreetly elegant, fortyish — chestnut hair and
beard, with a shrewd, sceptical and above all very kindly expression — who is searching each
carriage in turn.

Breuer!

He runs to Breuer with evident joy. But, as ever, he stiffens when he arrives near him. He says, as if

in spite of himself:
FREUD You took the trouble to come and bid me farewell!

At the sight of Freud, Breuer’s expression lightens; he squeezes his hand really effusively. Then,
with amiable but genuine authority:

BREUER Firstly for this.
He is holding a packet and presents it to him.
And also for ...
Freud steps back and his face darkens.

FREUD, with a kind of fear No!

BREUER Listen to me, Freud: I know you're leaving without a penny. You're young
and you'll easily find some job, but if you have to work ten hours a day to earn your
living, you'll lose the whole advantage of the scholarship and Charcot's lectures.

FREUD I already owe you a great deal.
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BREUER, smiling You'll owe me 2,000 guilders more, then.
Freud hesitates.
Freud, you're leaving for Paris on an official mission. It's your duty to accept this
money. Accept it as if it came from an elder brother or a father. You'll give it back to
me when you can.
At the words ‘as if it came from a father’, Freud’s face brightens. He relaxes.

FREUD [ accept.

He looks at Breuer in silence, but with deep affection. Abruptly, he laughs.

Do you know that I'm leaving under Meynert’s curse?
The prodigal son! The accursed child!

Squeezing Breuer’s hand:

Well, the son is changing fathers.
With suppressed emotion:

Thank you.

BREUER, embarrassed, very quickly I must leave you. Martha, Mathilde would love to
see you. Come whenever you like.

Freud follows him with his eyes as he moves away. With a kind of calm, respectful tenderness.
Then he turns back to rejoin Martha.

FREUD How did he know?
Martha smiles.
You told him?
She laughs in his face. For a moment he seems on the point of growing angry, but then he smiles.

So much the better. You really don’t like the idea of this trip, yet it’s you who's enabl-
ing me to take it. 1 love you.

He casts one last glance after Breuer and his face darkens slightly.

48



All the same, I should have been happier if he'd come just to shake my hand.
Whistle.

VOICE OFF Munich, Basle, Paris, all aboard.
Freud turns towards Martha.

FREUD You will think of me.

MARTHA All the time. And you?
FREUD All the time.

MARTHA During Charcot’s lectures? Liar!

FREUD Even during Charcot’s lectures. You won’t go skating?
MARTHA, slightly annoyed Of course not.

FREUD Do you swear?

MARTHA You're being a bore.

Fresh whistle-blasts.
VOICE OFF All aboard! All aboard!

The train begins to move.

FREUD If you don't swear, the train will leave without me.
MARTHA, seeing the train moving Run! Run! Of course I'll swear. Go on, you're going
to miss it.

Freud runs alongside the train, which is picking up speed, and climbs into a compartment at the
rear.
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Paris — January 1886.
A dingy room in a hotel. Freud, ready to go out, puts a manuscript back inside one of his suitcases
and locks both suitcases with two little keys from a bunch which he then puts back into his pocket.
He pulls a cigar from his case, cuts it with his teeth, lights it, goes out and locks the door of his room
with a key which he slips into his pocket.

A landlady at the hotel reception desk. She looks at Freud with disfavour. An attendant close

by her, sweeping.

LANDLADY Monsieur Freud!
Freud, who has taken a few steps towards the door, turns round.
Would you be so kind as to leave your key on the board when you go out.
Freud hesitates.

This is at least the tenth time I've had to ask you.

Freud reluctantly extracts the key from his pocket and reluctantly hangs it on the board. He goes
out. The landlady follows him with her eyes.

To the attendant:
LANDLADY What is there in his suitcases?
ATTENDANT, in disgust I've no idea: he padlocks them.

The landlady looks with revulsion at Freud’s back as he leaves the hotel.
LANDLADY Not got a penny, yet he’s as suspicious as if he had a fortune.

A Paris street. In the background, the hospital. We can read from afar, in big golden letters:
Hapital de la Salpétriére.

Young people, students and doctors, are hurrying through the snow. On several houses — to left
and right — we can read the word ‘Hotel’. The hotels are seedy.

At the entrance of each, standing back somewhat to shelter from the snow, there are women,
poorly dressed but in the classic, garish style of prostitutes. Prematurely aged faces, for the most part
JSairly ugly, but outrageously painted. They smile at the students and signal to them, they call out to
them.

The latter, who do not appear in the least put out, joke with them as they pass and laughingly
clasp them round the waist, but without stopping. One of them, however, does allow himself to be
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enticed: approached by a girl somewhat less ugly than the others, he hestitates then goes into the
hotel with her.

Freud appears, an unlit cigar between his lips. He looks particularly chilly under his light over-
coat. Instead of taking the direct route — the street we have just seen — he sets off down the next
street, which visibly leads in a quite different direction.

No sooner has he taken a few steps down this street (a street of dwelling-houses and shops, without
a single one of those dubious hotels) than a young Englishman, warmly and comfortably dressed,
emerges suddenly from a porch beneath which he has been sheltering and lays a hand on Freud’s
shoulder.

Freud starts, as if thinking himself the object of a prostitute’s advances. He smiles when he
recognizes the Englishman, who offers him his hand with an expansive gesture.

WILKIE Dr Freud, good morning. I was waiting for you. Allow me to assure you of
my esteem.
FREUD Good morning, Mr Wilkie.

They continue on their way. Freud replies to Wilkie’s remarks ironically. It is obvious that he
finds him ridiculous, but bears him no ill will. However, he remains distant and impassive.

FREUD I am happy to have your esteem, but I'm not sure that I deserve it.
WILKIE You deserve it, Dr Freud, because you're the only one who makes the same
detour 1 do.
You don't like prostitutes, Doctor?
FREUD, distant but sincere Not especially.
WILKIE My father always told me: lust is Hell. Do you agree?
FREUD, smiling Yes, if you place Hell in this world.
WILKIE In this world and in the next. Heaven is our destination.

They walk in silence for a moment. Freud is cold; he shivers. Wilkie notices it.
WILKIE Dr Freud, you're cold.

Freud starts and looks distantly at Wilkie.
FREUD No, Sir.

Wilkie indicates their surroundings with an expansive gesture.
WILKIE, reprouingly It’s snowing,

Freud remains impassive and almost imperceptibly ironical.

FREUD Yes.
WILKIE, conﬁdingly I hate Paris.



FREUD Oh!

More marked irony.

Afier a moment (they are walking side by side), Wilkie pulls his gloved hands from the pockets
of his fur-lined pelisse and claps them together in annoyance. Freud looks at him out of the corner
of his eye.

FREUD, imtitating Wilkie’s tone Mr Wilkie, you're angry.
WILKIE Yes, Sir.

I'm angry because I shall be wasting my time.

This morning, Professor Charcot is going to hypnotize some hysterical patients.
Well, I don’t believe in either hysteria or hypnotism.

FREUD In that case, why attend his lectures?

WILKIE Dr Freud, that's what I'm wondering.

They have crossed the hospital courtyard. They enter a large building. The hallway — dark and
gloomy.

I'm the son of a clergyman and I want to heal men for the love of God.
Groups of students. Freud and Wilkie stop to stamp their feet and shake out their coats.
WILKIE, after a silence, abruptly I've seen hypnotists in Manchester: it was all faked.
Freud takes the unlit cigar from his lips and throws it away.
FREUD Everything is always faked, Mr Wilkie.

Wilkie looks at him in turn with an expression of mistrust. A friend of Wilkie’s tugs at his arm.
He turns round.

WILKIE, to his friend Daugin!

Freud takes the opportunity to slip away. He wears an ironical, satisfied and almost gay expres-
sion. Mechanically he follows a corridor and, his thoughts visibly elsewhere, pulls a cigar from his

case and lights it pensively. At once he begins to cough. The more he puffs at his cigar, the more he
coughs and grows red in the face.

A little tubby, balding man comes out of a room leading off the corridor (a sign: Dr Charcot’s
Office), studies him amusedly and gives him a little tap on the sleeve.

CHARCOT There’s no smoking here, Sir.

Freud starts as he recognizes Charcot.
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FREUD, coughing Oh! 1 beg your pardon.
Charcot looks at him with a smile.

CHARCOT You cough like a soul in damnation! How many cigars a day?
Freud is open and confiding.

FREUD 1... (Embarrassed;) Twenty-five.
He does not know what to do with his cigar.

CHARCOT Wretched man! (4 pause.) Why?

FREUD I don’t know. It’s an urge that grabs me.

CHARCOT That grabs you by the throat. Was it you who wrote asking me for an
interview?

FREUD Yes, it was.

Stiff. Clicking his heels.
Dr Sigmund Freud.
Pointing to the office he has just left:
CHARCOT Come and see me at the end of my lesson.
He moves away. Freud sees him enter a lecture-room which leads off the same corridor a little
Surther along.
Freud looks at his cigar with an undecided expression. He makes a move to throw it away, then
changes his mind, stubs it out against a wall and puts it back into his cigar-case.

He in turn enters the lecture-room (which is exactly like the one in the famous painting
‘Charcot at the Salpétriére).
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Everyone is standin.

Large number of students. Charcot is standing too. A table carrying two bottles. Two chairs
and a trestle bed against the big rear windows.

Freud positions himself in the first row of onlookers. Wilkie and his companion Daugin enter
in turn and take their places beside him.

Charcot walks around the hall as he speaks. Very sure of himself, very much at his ease and
very much the showman.

CHARCOT Last Tuesday I talked to you about the classic symptoms of hysteria:
paralyses or, to use a word I prefer, contractures, hemi-anaesthesias, minor and major
attacks, etc. etc. We can go no further in this domain without having recourse to an
investigative procedure which, though very ancient, has only recently begun to be
used in the positive sciences. I am speaking of hypnosis. Experiment shows, in fact,
that hysterical patients are particularly vulnerable to suggestion and that we can easily
put them into a hypnotic trance.

Housemen and orderlies bring in two patients.

Orie is a young woman sufffering from a contracture of the right arm (twisted up tightly against
her chest), the other, an old woman resembling the old blind woman in Vienna, walks painfully
supporting herself on crutches (hysterical paralysis of the left leg).

Both seem intimidated and wretched. He points to them with a grand gesture (throughout the

scene which follows, he resembles a conjurer) as they approach him.

CHARCOT Here we have two splendid cases.
Jeanne and Paulette.

He smiles at the two women.
An ogre’s smile.

Lie down, Jeanne.
Two of his assistants help the old woman to lie down on the trestle bed.
Sit down, Paulette.
The young woman sits down on one of the two chairs, which an assistant has just shifted to the
middle of the room.
Charcot first goes over to Paulette.

CHARCOT, mock paternal Well, Paulette, what's the trouble?
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PAULETTE I’s my arm.
She displays it.

CHARCOT Close your eyes.

She closes them. He gives a conspiratorial wink to his audience and violently pinches the contract-

ured arm.
What did I do to you?
PAULETTE, her eyes closed Nothing,
Charcot: fresh wink.
CHARCOT Contracture of the right arm with hemi-anaesthesia.

Classic. Classic.
He goes over to  Jeanne.
How about you, old lady?

He bends over the trestle bed.

JEANNE, somewhat tearfully With me, it's my leg.
CHARCOT Since when?

JEANNE 1880

CHARCOT, busy indifference Six years. Fine! Fine!

Well, we’ll take a look at that.

He tucks up the patient’s shift to mid-thigh. Jeanne’s legs are bare. Her left leg is like that of the old

hysterical woman in Vienna.
Charcot palpates it and gives his lesson.

Strong contracture of the adductor muscles of the thigh.
Rigid joints. The lower limb resembles an inflexible bar.

He raises the left leg by the foot. The pelvis is raised along with it.

Look.
He lowers the leg again.
CHARCOT A hysterical symptom almost never encountered in organic paralyses.
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He sharply straightens the toes of the left foot. The whole left leg begins to vibrate. He lets go of
Jeanne’s foot. The vibration continues long after the limbs have resumed their former position.

(Laughing:) Classic! Classic!

He looks at the audience. Freud is fascinated. The Englishman wears an expression of deep
disgust. Daugin is entertained: he thinks himself at the theatre. The onlookers, in one way or
another, all react in a lively manner.

My collaborators are going to place these two women in a hypnotic trance.

Two doctors move towards Jeanne, two others towards Paulette. In each group, one of the assist-
ants holds behind his back a lighted paraffin lamp, resembling a lantern. But the front face of these
lanterns is entirely opaque, except for a tiny round hole which allows the light to filter through.

A DOCTOR, to Jeanne Look. It’s shining. Look closely.

The doctor bends over Jeanne.
A doctor, in front of Paulette, discloses the lantern.

OTHER DOCTOR Paulette, keep your eyes on the shining dot.
DPaulette gives a start.
Come along!

Paulette looks at it docilely.
Charcot walks up and down, his hands behind his back.

You're going to sleep!

Charcot installs himself in front of the tall Englishman (Wilkie) and looks him up and down.

Wilkie, looking him up and down in disenchanted response, wears an expression of disgust.
Sleep! Sleep!
Paulette, docile, her eyes wide open, stiffening slightly, falls asleep.

VOICE OFF OF THE DOCTOR who is speaking to Jeanne You're sleeping, Jeanne.
You're sleeping.

Freud observes the two patients intently. His eyes travel from one to the other, as if he were watch-
ing a game of tennis,

Charcot turns his back on Wilkie, goes over to Paulette and peers closely into her eyes.
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CHARCOT This one is asleep.
(To the assistants surrounding the other patient;) How about the other one?

A moment’s pause. Then the assistants bending over Jeanne straighten up.
AN ASSISTANT That's it.
Charcot resumes his progress.
CHARCOT, professorial tone, as if he were speaking from a rostrum
The state in which our two patients now find themselves could be defined as
induced somnambulism.

They are vulnerable to every kind of suggestion.
Watch carefully!

He smilingly goes up to Paulette, very much the ‘illusionist’. He positions himself behind her and
calls out:

Paulette! Paulette!

She shivers.
PAULETTE Eh?
CHARCOT It’s cured. It’s cured, Paulette.

(Very much the showman. Feigning amazement;)
Your right arm! ... It's moving! ... Try to move it.

Paulette moves her left arm.
Not that one. The other one.

Paulette looks at her left hand which is moving. Gradually her right arm relaxes: she observes the
movements of her left hand and imitates them with her right hand.
(During this scene;)

VOICES OFF OF THE ASSISTANTS taking care of, Jeanne Jeanne!
Jeanne! You're cured ...
You're cured.
You're cured.

Gradually the movements of the right hand becomes more supple.

At last both arms are moving simultaneously.
Charcot leaves Paulette and goes over to see Jeanne, still stretched out on her bed.

57



CHARCOT, masterful, his play-acting making him almost comical Stand up and walk.

Jeanne sits up in bed with an effort, then helped by the assistants stands and holds herself upright
without crutches.

Walk! Walk!

Jeanne totters towards the empty chair next to Paulette, and collapses into it rather than sits down.

Paulette continues, with both hands, to make strange movements resembling magical conjura-
tions.

First effect of suggestion: suppression of the hysterical symptoms. It goes without
saying that hypnotism is inoperative in cases of organic paralysis.

Pointing at the two patients:

Second effect: through suggestion, we induce the patients to reproduce their grande
crise.

He goes over to Jeanne.

Jeanne! ... Jeanne!

Shot of Jeanne, who seems to listen without seeing.
ASSISTANT'S VOICE OFF Paulette! ... Paulette!

Charcot bends over Jeanne and whispers into her ear.

CHARCOT Poor Jeanne! You're going to have your attack.
VOICE OFF Your fit, Paulette, your fit.
CHARCOT Jeanne! Watch out! Take care, your fit’s coming. Take care!

Jeanne stands up and begins to walk. With clumsy violence she mimes dread, refusal, anger.

(With a touch of cynicism:) That makes one.
VOICE OFF, in g murmur Paulette! Poor Paulette!

Charcot follows old Jeanne, who is turning round and round; very much the showman, he imitates
exaggeratedly her most meaningful attitudes.

This one won’t say much.
Emotive mimicry — fear — irritation — refusal.
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Imitation.
(Laughter off from Paulette.)

At this moment, a burst of female laughter is heard.
This laughter, initially short and jerky, swells and becomes uncontrollable and almost painful.

Charcot’s face lights up.
And that makes two!

Crossing the room, he abandons Jeanne who is beginning to stamp her feet and wave her arms
about and returns to Paulette.

PAULETTE, laughing as if being tickled O, no, Monsteur Paul. No, no! Don’t do that!
Ha! Ha! I'm very ticklish.

She twists about as if being tickled.
No, Robert! You shan’t leave me alone with your friend again.
Charcot seems indifferent and annoyed.

CHARCOT The content of the delirium is of no importance.

Freud — who has been listening raptly — starts at these words and frowns.
Charcot, attentive to his audience, does not fail to notice this resistance.
It is to Freud that he declares:

The proof is that the course of her thoughts can be altered at will.

He goes over to the table, takes a bottle of Eau de Cologne, uncorks it, inhales the fragrance with
satisfaction,
Rapturously:

Eau de Cologne.

With a rapid, graceful gesture he sprinkles a few drops upon Wilkie, who sniffs it with an expres-
sion of disgust. then pirouettes over to Paulette who is doubled up with laughter, just avoiding the
old woman who is still revolving within the circle of onlookers and waving her arms about,
miming a kind of dance.

He holds the uncorked bottle beneath the patient’s nose. Paulette stops laughing and begins to
simper:

PAULETTE You've got a garden filled with fragrance. Every morning, riding in the
park. My father on his mare, [ on my pony. The wisteria was delightful.
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As she speaks, Charcot has given a signal.
An assistant brings him the other bottle and uncorks it.
Charcot smells it.

CHARCOT Carbon Disulphide.

Amused wink to the audience.
He abruptly switches bottles and holds the second one beneath Paulette’s nostrils, handing the
flask of Eau de.Cologne to his assistant who takes it away.

PAULETTE, in disgust Revolting! I tell you they’re rotten. Like everything Madame
touches. They're dead rats. I've promised my father not to kill myself.

Charcot gives a signal. An assistant takes some red spectacles from a case, shows them to the on-
lookers and places them on Paulette’s nose. She starts to yell.

PAULETTE My father isn't red! The child couldn’t live. He bled, he’s bleeding, he’s
bleeding. My hands corrupted him.

The assistant deftly removes the spectacles and Charcot withdraws the bottle of carbon disulphide,
then goes and puts it down on the table.

But Paulette is already twisting about on her chair, with spasmodic movements of her arms
and hands to ward off some vision.

Charcot watches her, leaning on the table.

Jeanne passes in front of him, turning circles but calm.

Charcot pays her no attention: he watches Paulette, as coldly intent as a scientist in a labora-

tory.

CHARCOT Jeanne is reacting badly this morning. But look at Paulette, Gentlemen.
We shall have our grande crise.

Paulette collapses onto the floor.

She begins to scream, flailing her arms and legs in every direction.

She knocks over two chairs. Two assistants are about to rush forward to prevent her from hurt-
ing herself.

Charcot checks them with a gesture.

CHARCOT Let her be. (To the onlookers) She won't hurt herself. Hysterical patients
very rarely hurt themselves during their attacks; that is what allows us to distinguish
the hysterical attack at a glance from an epileptic fit.

He goes up to Paulette and presses his hands to her forehead.

(Persuasive voice;) The attack’s over, Paulette. Over. Over.

60



Paulette gradually calms down.

(Same voice;) Stand up!
Pick up the chairs!

Paulette obeys.
Sit down.

She sits.
Charcot catches Jeanne as she passes and leads her to the empty chair.

Jeanne! Sit down. Come along! Sit down.
Jeanne sits.

The two patients are side by side, as at the start of the scene. Eyes open and staring. They look
exhausted.

Charcot comes back towards the audience.

Monsieur Daugin! In a first phase, hypnotic suggestion has caused the hysterical
contractures to disappear. What was wrong with Paulette?

DAUGIN Her right arm.
Daugin twists up his arm to mime the contracture.

CHARCOT How about Jeanne?
DAUGIN Her left leg,

He points at his own leg with the index finger of his left hand.

CHARCOT Watch carefully.
He taps Jeanne lightly on the right shoulder. She quivers; her right arm twists back and contracts.
That slight traumatism is enough, with a nervous subject specially predisposed, to
produce throughout the whole limb a feeling of numbness and the first signs of
paralysis.
He goes over to Paulette and taps her on the thigh and on the calf.
Through the mechanism of auto-suggestion, this embryonic paralysis has become a
real paralysis.

The phenomenon occurs in the site of psychic operations, in the cerebral cortex.
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The idea of movement is already movement on the way to being carried out; the idea
of absence of movement, if it is powerful, is already effective motor paralysis.
You may call this paralysis ideal, or psychic: whatever you will, but not imaginary.

With the air of a satisfied conjurer:
Paulette and Jeanne have exchanged their contractures.

Daugin, who for some time has been following the experiment open-mouthed, rapt as a spectactor
in a music-hall, involuntarily claps his hands.

He realizes that he is applauding, blushes, thrusts his hands into his pockets. But Charcot has
already glared at him.

CHARCOT, with haughty conviction — very noble Where do you think you are, Sir? This
is a place of learning,

To his assistants:
Take the patients away.

Jeanne stands up without difficulty; crutches are brought for Paulette. She is helped up and walks
supported on them.
As the two patients cross the room:

The production of psychic paralyses through hypnotism is the result of a dream that
we have provoked. An intense dream, which in a sense is realized.

That which the hypnotist has done, he can undo. My assistants are going to wake
our two friends up. They will thus free them from the ailments that 1 have inflicted
upon them. Unfortunately, they will rediscover those with which they afflict them-
selves: Paulette will lose the use of her right arm at the very moment when she
recovers the use of her left leg. For Jeanne, the reverse will be true.

Hypnotism can reproduce symptoms but not cure them.

To the audience:
CHARCOT The lesson is over. Any questions?
Gazes round.
Freud appears enthusiastic — like most of those present; the Englishman Wilkie retains his
expression of disgust. Piqued, Charcot goes up to him.
... You appear nauseated, Sir.

Wilkie assumes a stubborn air.
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WILKIE They are liars.
Gradually he works himself up.
... Shammers!
... Actresses!
... Ios all fake.

Charcot: he points to one of the empty chairs.

CHARCOT Would you like a counter-check? ... Dr Freud, will you be so kind as to
sit down on one of these chairs?

Freud, in spite of his respect, recoils fiercely.

FREUD, forcefully No.
Charcot comes up to Freud and looks him straight in the eyes.

CHARCOT Very well. (A pause,) Anyway it probably wouldn’t be possible to put you
to sleep. (To everybody;) You mustn’t think that everyone is vulnerable to suggestion.

(Abruptly, descending upon Wilkie like a thunderbolt;) You, Sir, you’re suggestible.

WILKIE, with an odd weakness No.
CHARCOT Go and sit down.

Wilkie appears terrified and fascinated.
Charcot takes him by the hand, seats him on a chair and moves away from him.

Berryer!

Ore of his assistants goes over to Wilkie; he carries a lighted lantern (front side opaque, shining

dot).

BERRYER, fo Wilkie Look at the shining dot.
WILKIE No.

He immediately looks at it.
BERRYER, in a monotone Sleep. You are sleeping.
Berryer, astonished, to Charcor.

He’s out! Before he knew what hit him! Like a lamb!

63



A tense silence in the audience. Freud is so absorbed that he has mechanically taken out his cigar-
case.
Charcot hands the Eau de Cologne to Berryer, who holds the flask beneath the Englishman’s

nostrils.
WILKIE Mama!

Berryer removes the flask.
Everybody bursts out laughing, even Charcot. All except Freud. Charcot goes up to Wilkie.

CHARCOT, pretending to reflect How are we to convince him? (Pretending to discover
what he was looking for;)1 shall give him an order that he’ll have to obey once he wakes

up.
He goes up to Wilkie.
Do you smoke?

Wilkie answers without seeing him.

WILKIE Never.

CHARCOT Why?

WILKIE, almost mechanically Tobacco is a foul plant and the smoke makes me cough.
CHARCOT When you have woken up, you'll go straight to Dr Freud, ask him for a

cigar and light up. Berryer!

He moves away and goes over to Freud while Berryer is rousing Wilkie. Charcot laughs in Freud’s
face, the latter returns an embarrassed smile.

(To Freud;) One cigar less! At least that's one advantage for your bronchial tubes.

Wilkie, awake again, alone, seated on the chair, looks at the audience in amazement.
He stands up and looks round for Freud, then makes his way towards him without hesitation.

WILKIE Dr Freud.
He is wearing an expression of surprise. He wipes his forehead with his hand, looking distraught.

I should like a cigar.
FREUD Would you smoke here? In front of Professor Charcot?

Wilkie turns round in astonishment, looks at Charcot, then turns back to Freud.
WILKIE, with an expression of simultaneous astonishment and obstinacy Yes.
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Charcot gives a nod of acquiescence.
CHARCOT, gaily I give you leave, Sir.

In astonishment the Englishman takes the cigar which Freud offers him. He is on the point of
putting the wrong end of it to his lips. Freud takes it back from him, lights it and hands it to him.
The Englishman smokes and coughs, like Freud a moment earlier. Charcot comes up.

CHARCOT You're smoking? But it makes you cough. Unhappy wretch. (In a very
kindly manner, as to Freud a while before:) Why are you smoking?

WILKIE I don’t know. It was an urge that grabbed me.

CHARCOT, as to Freud Which grabbed you by the throat?

The Englishman coughs.

Charcot looks smilingly at Freud.
He turns towards Wilkie,

(To Wilkie;) Throw that cigar away.

WILKIE It’s beyond my power.
CHARCOT Throw that cigar away, Sir. You were put to sleep and I ordered you to
smoke.

Wilkie throws the cigar away, horrified and angry.
The whole audience bursts out laughing as he grinds it underfoot.

WILKIE Ugh!

Charcot laughs in turn.
Expansive conjurer’s gesture presenting Wilkie to the company.

CHARCOT And there you are!
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[12]

A corridor.
Freud is pacing up and down, in front of the closed door of Charcot’s study.
Students pass in front of him, laughing.
Wilkie passes by, then turns back.
He proffers his hand, waits solemnly.
WILKIE, solemn and determined Dr Freud, farewell!

Freud, lost in his thoughts, listens to him absent-mindedly and gives him a rapid handshake.

FREUD See you tomorrow.
WILKIE No, I'm bidding you farewell! I'm going home to Manchester.

As before without raising his head:

FREUD, with sudden interest Why?

WILKIE I'm a clergyman’s son and [ want to look after people.

FREUD And so?

WILKIE If hypnotism’s a sham, I'm losing time. If it’s the devil’s work, I'm losing my
soul.

He seeks to draw Freud outside.

Are you staying here? Come along!
FREUD I'm waiting for Professor Charcot.
WILKIE Watch out for the Devil!

He goes off with an expression of indignation that masks his terror.
Freud watches him thoughtfully; absent-mindedly he takes his cigar-case from his pocket.

Finally he opens it and pulls out a cigar.

He is just putting it to his lips when an orderly passing by taps him on the sleeve (as Charcot
did).

ORDERLY, on his way past No smoking!
Freud starts.

FREUD Oh! I'm sorry.
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He looks at the cigar in surprise, almost with stupefaction.
Then his eyes crinkle and a faint smile begins to curl his lips, as if the sight of the cigar between
his fingers suggested something to him.
Charcot has meanwhile opened the door of his study and is watching him.

In Charcot’s Study.

The latter is seated in a comfortable armchair.
He is listening to Freud, enthusiastic yet always restrained in expression — and somewhat stiff

— who has sat down without taking off his overcoat, bolt upright on his chair.

FREUD I had the greatest hopes of you, Sir, and I've not been disappointed. You have
revealed a whole world to me.
I...1could work, now.

Freud looks confident and far younger than in the preceding scenes.
Charcot listens to him with a smile, flattered but sceptical.

CHARCOT A world! Which world!

FREUD Wilkie thought he had an urge to smoke. Yet that wasn’t true: he took a
cigar because you commanded him to. And how about me? Do I know why I smoke?
I think I have an urge to do so. But what lies hidden behind that urge? ... What secret
motive? What command? What lies behind all urges and all fears? An invisible world.

Forces.
Charcot, initially benevolent and protective, gradually takes alarm.

CHARCOT, alarmed Not so fast, Sir, not so fast.

FREUD But it’s obvious, Sir, it's obvious. You had the brilliant idea — if I may make
50 bold — of reproducing the symptoms of hysteria through suggestion. That proves
that patients produce them by auto-suggestion, under the sway of memories, ideas
and feelings that they've forgotten or of which they've never been aware.

CHARCOT I know nothing about all that. No experiment allows us to make such an

assertion.

For once Freud gives way to his enthusiasm, he stands and paces up and down.
Charcot watches him in astonishment and with some annoyance.

FREUD Yes we do, Sir. Your experiment this morning.
Our conscious motives are not the true ones. I arrive at the station two hours early.
I claim that I'm afraid of missing the train, but that’s false. There’s something else. A
deeper fear, which I cannot identify. Or that I don’t want to identify ...
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Abruptly he becomes aware of his agitation, looks hesitantly at Charcot. He is afraid. His face
loses all expression; he resumes his hard, sombre air.

A silence.
Forgive me.
He goes and sits on his chair, facing the astounded Charcot.
Very polite, but wholly immured in himself, having lost all contact with Charcot.

FREUD I'd come to ask youtr permission to translate your works into the German
language.
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[13]

Vienna — October 1886.

At the Freuds’ home. A few days after the wedding. There is still daylight, but evening is
coming on.

Quite a large dining-room. Two windows. A few modest pieces of furniture that seem some-
what lost in the huge room.

On the table, silver and glassware: Martha is counting the items (knives, forks, plates, glasses:
wedding-presents mostly) and then putting them away in the drawers of a sideboard or in cup-
boards.

(Hammer-blows off)
Freud’s voice off seems to come from the heavens.

FREUD'S VOICE OFF I don’t believe he understood the meaning of his experiment
himself. Since Wilkie obeyed him after waking up, it must be possible to cure by hyp-
notism.

This follows on quite naturally from the interview which took place a few months earlier and
which concludes the preceding scene.
Martha, unconvinced and very busy, is transporting a pile of plates.

FREUD Do you hear me?
MARTHA Yes.
FREUD, imperiously Martha!

She raises her eyes and Freud comes into her view, standing on a stepladder, a picture in one hand,
a hammer and nails in the other. He is getting ready to hang a glass-mounted print on the wall: it
is the one representing Hannibal’s Oath. He looks young and gay, full of life and strength. Martha
teases him. She has blossomed; happiness suits her.

(Smilingly reproachful;) Did you take an apartment to put your husband in, or a hus-
band to put in your apartment? Listen to me!

He drops the hammer on the wooden floor.
MARTHA, starting I can hear!

Freud slowly descends the ladder to pick up the hammer. Then he positions himself in front of
Martha (who still has the pile of plates in her arms) and prevents her from advancing towards the

cupboard.
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FREUD, playfully assuming a terrifying expression People can be cured by hypnotism.

MARTHA, laughing By commanding the patients to recover their health?
FREUD Precisely.

MARTHA That'’s what you're going to tell them at your lecture this evening?
FREUD Yes.

She attempts to pass; he playfully prevents her.

MARTHA, very sceptical and teasing And that’s going to bring you in clients?
FREUD It will bring them in droves.

MARTHA Let me pass! You're wasting my time.

FREUD I'll make you a wager.

He goes and puts the hammer down on the table. She tries to seize the opportunity to pass, but he
turns round, catches her by the shoulders and returns to his position in front of her, his hands now

ﬁ ee.

(With feigned solemnity;) Do you know Dr Sigmund Freud, specialist in nervous disor-
ders and mental illness?

MARTHA, entering into the game I know him only too well: he’s my husband.

FREUD Today is the fifteenth of October 1886. How many patients does Dr Freud
have?

MARTHA Not one.

FREUD A year from now, on the fifteenth of October 1887, he’ll have fifty.
MARTHA Per day?
FREUD, reflecting That's a bit much. Let’s say, per week.

Do you take the bet? If I lose, I'll give you a gold necklace.

MARTHA If you lose, you won’t have a penny to buy it with.
FREUD I shall win. Listen carefully.
MARTHA Let me pass.

Martha has begun to show signs of fatigue. Her arms can hardly support the pile of plates.
Let me pass or I'll drop the plates.
Freud takes them, imperturbably, and puts them back on the table.
FREUD Martha, Dr Freud is going ...
(He takes his watch from his pocket and consults it,)
.. to deliver a communication to the Medical Society in one hour’s time, in front of
the most eminent doctors. He'll talk about male hysterical patients and will propose a

new therapy.
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In two hours’ time he’ll take his bow, amid general acclamation — do you hear? |
say acc-la-ma-tion. By tomorrow the story of his triumph will be all over town. By
the day after tomorrow, patients will be stampeding into his consulting-room.

MARTHA, fronical And the next day all the newspapers report on their front pages
that Dr Freud has used hypnotism to cure twelve broken legs and three fractured pel-
vises.

She is teasing him, but it is clear that she knows perfectly well what he means.

FREUD, still joking You haven’t understood a thing.
He pretends to give up the struggle, climbs back up the stepladder and strikes one of the nails.
It's neuroses that are treated by hypnotism. There are patients who have bouts of dis-
tress without any apparent reason. This is because they're worked on by psychic for-
ces of which they’re unaware; what is necessary is to produce in them, by means of

SUggCStiOH, equally unconscious contrary fOI'CCS to neutralize l'he former.

Martha stamps her foot in annoyance. Freud stops, turns round and looks at her from the top of the
ladder.

MARTHA, genuinely annoyed I might have expected it! You can speak of nothing else
but that word!

FREUD What word?

MARTHA, half-ironical, half-disagreeable In any case, I warn you, if ever I fall ill, don’t

try to cure me by means of suggestion.
I'm a decent woman, I am, and I haven’t got an unconscious.

Freud comes down the ladder. He has hung the picture, and pretends to look at it, very calmly, to
see whether it is hanging straight. He whistles, with an indifferent, amused expression.
Martha is furious, but remains very gay.
Do you hear me?
Freud answers her without taking his eyes off the picture.
FREUD, with ironical calm; carelessly If you had one, you wouldn’t be conscious of it.
Mechanically he takes his cigar-case from his pocket. Martha raps his fingers.

MARTHA Again! If you want to smoke, go into your study.

Freud suddenly notices that he is holding the case. He hastily puts it back into his pocket.
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You see. It’s you who's unconscious. You didn’t even know you wanted to smoke.
What pleasure do you get from it? It’s revolting, it smells nasty, it burns everything,

In a playfully inquisitorial tone of voice:

What's hidden under thar?

FREUD I don’t know.

MARTHA, joking You see. I always know what I'm doing,

FREUD, joking Always?

MARTHA, joking Always.

FREUD, joking How about your loathing for tobacco? I wonder if that isn’t a
neurosis.

MARTHA, joking Really? What about my taste for you?

Freud is still joking. But beneath the play-acting we sense a deep conviction.

EREUD, joking Oh, that’s the most serious neurosis of all: you must be crazy to love
|
me!

Martha plants herself in front of him, very determined, and looks at him challengingly. Beneath
her words, we sense a kind of sexual challenge. But we remain in the realm of play.

MARTHA All right, cure me! Cure me then! Have a little try at hypnotizing me.

They stare into each others’ eyes. Freud is the first to turn away; he is genuinely embarrassed.

FREUD, with a trace of sharpness that should appear inexplicable One does not hypnotize
one’s wife. It’s a treatment, not a parlour game.
MARTHA, provocatively So one doesn’t hypnotize her? Really? What does one do

with her, then?
Freud is aroused: Martha is against him; she waits.
FREUD Do you want to know? Do you want to know?
He clasps her in his arms. For the first time we feel that he desires her. His passion — before the
Journey to Paris — appeared more violent, more imperious, than strictly sexual.
The bell rings. He moves away from her.
He goes over towards the door.

It’s Breuer: he has come to fetch me.

As he goes out, gaily and in tones of sexual complicity:
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You'll find out this evening what I have in mind for you.

Martha has recovered all her composure.
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[14]

In Breuer’s coupé.
Elegant carriage, liveried, top-hatted coachman. Breuer and Freud are chatting with each other.
Breuer looks at Freud with warm friendship. Freud is animated, happy and a little anxious.

They are both smoking. Breuer has lit a Turkish cigarette. Freud takes rapid puffs at his cigar.

BREUER, fatherly and slightly worried You'll have a difficult audience. Don’t attack
them head on.

Breuer presses the point.
The Medical Society is pretty conservative, moreover your former teachers will be
there. If they get the idea that you're giving them a lesson ...

FREUD 1 shall take care not to offend anyone.

Breuer contemplates him with smiling scepticism and a faint air of disquiet.

(Very amiably;) That's a promise.
(Forcefully;) But I shan’t make any concessions.

Breuer shakes his head.

BREUER That’s just what worries me.
FREUD When you're telling the truth, you must go right through with it.

Breuver shakes his head.

BREUER The truth...
FREUD, with warm concern Breuer, haven't I convinced you?

Breuer hesitates.
Freud, pressing him:

The only opinion that counts for me is yours.
BREUER, evading the question In any case, I've no objection in principle to therapy by
means of hypnotism.
But when it comes to Truth, you see ...

He smiles with an affectionate but disenchanted expression.



There are multiple truths: they run everywhere, like cracks, and I'm nort so sure they
agree among themselves. To catch one — just a tiny one — an entire life isn’t too
much.

Freud smiles at him in turn. But, manifestly, these considerations are too alien to him to convince
him. Breuer in any case abandons the discussion, as much out of discretion as from any clear

consciousness thlS pOWEflESSYlESS.

(After sighing:) All right! Try to be prudent.

75



[15]

The Medical Society.

An ampbhitheatre. On the stage a chairman, a secretary and Freud, who is reading out his manu-
script.

In the audience — which is a large one — not a single woman.

In the second row, Meynert. A little higher up, Breuer. Serious audience (average age close on

fifty); cultured, gloomy faces. Lots of pince-nez. Everybody wears a beard.

Freud is standing in front of a table covered by a green baize cloth. Carafe, glass. He concludes
his reading in a tone of voice whose aggressiveness is at once striking to his audience and involun-
tary.

In any case, the authority of so young a man must seem displeasing to all those elderly — or at
all events very mature — men. There is no sympathy between the orator and his public, although
the latter remains serious and profoundly attentive.

FREUD These clinical observations, carried out by Dr Charcot himself, on a
hundred male patients, allow us definitively to reject a thesis that I have too often
heard defended in the medical circles of Vienna, according to which hysteria appears
only in women and is the result of disturbances in the ovaries.

As Freud is speaking, Meynert listens inscrutably; his left hand never stops tugging at his beard.

Breuer casts furtive glances to right and left: he is watching the reactions of the audience. The
rest of the time he listens attentively, smiling slightly to encourage Freud — who actually has no
need of encouragement.

EREUD It goes without saying that it is no longer possible, after these masterly
experiments, to retain the least doubt as to the neurotic reality of hysterical be-
haviour. Hysteria has citizen’s rights among the mental illnesses, and whatever the
merits may be of certain great minds, they must respectfully be invited to bow to
Experience: hysteria is not a simulated illness, nor even an illness of simulation. It is
characterized, in its somatic symptoms, by a certain connivance on the body’s part, which
provides psychic conflicts with a corporeal outcome.

This suggestibility — which distinguishes hysteria from all the other psycho-
neuroses — has allowed me to show you the extent to which the prevailing thera-
peutic methods are ineffective.

With a scorn that is truly offensive:
A hysteria cannot be cured by massage, showers or electrical treatment. May I be

permitted, in conclusion, to hope that recourse will finally be had to hypnotism, and
that advantage will be taken of the extreme suggestibility of the patients to deliver
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them, by means of suggestion, from the ailments they have implanted in themselves

by means of auto-suggestion.

He has reached the end. He bows. Weak applause, most of it ceasing almost immediately. Breuer

alone applauds at length.
Meynert does not applaud. He has placed his hands very prominently on the back of the empty

seat in front of him.
Freud seems ill at ease. He does not know if he should sit or remain standing. He gains time by

putting his notes away in his briefcase. This operation takes place amid a deep silence. Having
exhausted every expedient, he moves to sit down, but the Chairman stops him.

CHAIRMAN, icily Dr Freud, I thank you for your communication. But [ am sure that
our colleagues have observations to make and objections to present.
Who requests the floor?

Three doctors raise their ﬁngers.
(Noting the names;)

Dr Rosenthal.

Dr Bomberg,

Dr Stein.

Meynert speaks without raising his finger. Manifestly, he reigns supreme over this assembly.

MEYNERT 1 shall add a few words.
CHAIRMAN, noting Dr Meynert.

(A pause.)
Dr Rosenthal has the floor.

Dr Rosenthal rises to his feet.

DR ROSENTHAL I know that on these questions I share the opinion of my eminent
colleague.
He points to Meynert.

lam convinced that he will express better than I could what I was intending to say.
I'surrender the floor.

Dr Stein and Dr Bomberg have risen to their feet.
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STEIN AND BOMBERG We agree with Dr Rosenthal.
CHAIRMAN You surrender the floor to Dr Meynert?
ALL THREE DOCTORS Yes.

They sit down again, the audience applauds. Meynert grips the back of the empty seat with both
hands, but he does not stand. He speaks with authority and with caustic irony.

MEYNERT I thank my colleagues for their trust. I shall try to make myself worthy of
it. In the honour that they do me, I see one advantage in particular: we shall sooner be
done. For I do not think — and I regret this — that Dr Freud’s communication should
hold our attention too long.

All heads turn towards Meynert. When he makes a joke, his colleagues laugh delightedly, with a
kind of servility. Breuer alone seems distressed and indignant.

In this paper, I found many new ideas and many true ideas. Unfortunately, the true
ideas are not new and the new ideas are not true.

Freud, standing, impassive and sombre, listens to this dressing-down without flinching.

It is true, for example, that certain patients exhibit nervous disorders similar to those
which our colleague has described. But I here appeal to those of my colleagues who
are of the same age as I, or a few years older: were these symptoms not known long
before we first stepped across the threshold of the Faculty of Medicine?

What is new, on the other hand, is the fact that Dr Freud has forcibly grouped
them together to give some content to the mythical illness which he calls hysteria.

We all know, dear colleagues, that a patent, after a violent traumatism — for
example, a railway accident — may temporarily exhibit one or another of these symp-
toms. The emotional shock, the fear, provoke nervous lesions so exquisitely fine that
they still escape our microscopes. But these disorders, which soon vanish — hemi-
anopsy, psychic deafness, epileptiform fits, hallucinatory delirium and even paralyses —
fall under the jurisdiction of neurology and generally appear as the effects of periods
of mental confusion consequent upon the accident.

1 do not think it necessary to debate further: I have never encountered male
hysterical patients, Gentlemen, but I must confess to you that — if hysteria is an illness
— I have not been so lucky as our young orator and I have not encountered female
hysterical patients either, unless we are to call by that name the unfortunate creatures
who attempr to catch the attention of doctors by lies and absurd play-acting. Hysteria
does not ex-ist.

Applause. Breuer alone does not applaud.

One word in conclusion. I do not contest the existence of hypnotism, quite the
contrary. But I consider the hypnotist and his subject as twin patients, of whom it is
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not the subject who is the more seriously afflicted. And I pity those colleagues who,
perhaps through altruism, lower themselves to playing the role of children’s nannies.

Gentlemen and dear colleagues, let us return to our profession — the finest of all
professions. So long as our physiological research has not disclosed to us new proper-
ties of the nervous system, let us stick to the well-tried methods. Massage, baths, elec-
tricity: these treatments may make our young colleague smile and yet experience
shows that no cure is possible outside of them. Let us be patient, and above all let us
be modest: that is the first duty of doctors and men of science.

Loud applause. The Chairman turns to Freud.
CHAIRMAN Dr Freud, do you wish to reply to Dr Meynerrt?

Freud has assumed once more the sombre countenance we saw him wear before his departure for
Paris.

FREUD, in a hard, assured voice Dr Meynert has condemned without argument. He
has not even deigned to present any objections of a scientific character. Under these
conditions, I see no way of replying to him. And, as his age and his great merits make
it my duty to respect him, I prefer to remain silent.

He abruptly picks up his briefcase and goes off, without taking his leave, through a little door
situated behind the stage and at the rear of the hall.

Confronted with this rapid departure, many faces brighten; a gentle laugh runs through the
hall as the spectactors rise to their feet. Some of them go over to Meynert with outstretched hands,
wearing expressions of enthusiastic approval.

Around Meynert, hubbub of voices:

VOICES — You really put him in his place.
— Trying to teach his grandmother how to suck eggs.
— The young puppy ... Etc. etc.

Meynert bestows handshakes, impassive, a bit condescending; he replies only with a rather care-
less smile.
Behind Meynert, two doctors are deep in discussion.

FIRST DOCTOR What do you expect? He’s a Jew!

SECOND DOCTOR, pleasurably shocked Oh!

FIRST DOCTOR No, I'm not anti-Semitic. I just say it takes a Jew to go to Paris to
look for theories that everybody knows in Vienna and that have long ago been
abandoned.

SECOND DOCTOR, shaking his head sadly I know! Those people really have no
country.
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[16]

Night-time. A deserted street.

Freud is walking alone, eyes sparkling, intensely annoyed. He is smoking a cigar.

In the same street, a prostitute on her beat.

She approaches Freud.

Freud sees her coming; he crosses over to avoid her. No sooner has he arrived on the other pave-
ment than a woman emerges from the shadows and takes his arm.

PROSTITUTE Are you coming?
FREUD, outraged No!

He frees himself by leaping to one side, resumes his awesome and dignified bearing, and looks
straight in front of him as he hurries on.

No luck: every fifty metres, under the streetlamps, we can see prostitutes waiting for clients. A
kind of (slight) panic seizes Freud. And seeing one of these women making her way towards him,
he spots a cafe and turns to enter it.

As he is about to push open the glass-panelled door, the grotesquely mirthful face of a prosti-
tute presses against the glass (from the other side of the door) and smiles at him with a vile wink.
He turns sharply away, abandons his plan and continues on his way, but only to perceive that the
prostitute trying to waylay him is now only ten metres away. Already she is giving him the same
wink,

Freud turns back in distress. He is on the brink of taking to his heels. At the same moment, a
coupé draws up against the pavement alongside Freud. And Freud starts at the sound of Breuer’s
voice.

BREUER'S VOICE OFF Freud!
Breuer appears at the coupé door.

BREUER Get in! Come on, get in! I've been searching for you for the past hour. Why
did you come this way?

Freud, after a moment’s hesitation, climbs into the carriage. He sits down beside Breuer. He is
manifestly relieved; he seems appreciative and we can sense his gratitude. But he has recovered his
sombre expression and all his inhibitions: he has trouble in communicating.

From time to time his face brightens, but when he speaks of the defeat he has suffered his face

loses all expression.
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In Breuer’s carriage.
FREUD, seated at Breuer’s side I wanted to go home on foot.
A gesture in the direction of the prostitutes. Testily:

I'd forgotten that all these streets are impossible in the evening.
My thanks to you.

A woman on the pavement signals to them. Freud raises the carriage window, with an abrupt,

impulsive gesture. Then, somewhat conscience-stricken, he turns to Breuer:
Forgive me. Perhaps you wanted some fresh air?
BREUER I'll lower the other window.

Breuer smiles at him. Freud’s cigar smoke has already filled the carriage.
A moment’s silence. Breuer turns paternally towards Freud.

I found Meynert very unpleasant.

Freud puffs at his cigar without replying. Breuer continues, without allowing himself to be dis-

couraged.
There were some excellent things in your presentation.

Freud exhales a jet of smoke. He drives the smoke towards the open window by waving his hand.
But he looks as if he were driving away, with this gesture, the unpleasant memory of the lecture.

He endeavours to smile.

FREUD, voice controlled rather than calm No one is deafer than the man who doesn’t
want to hear.
BREUER, gently I'm afraid you set them against you right from the outset.

Freud shrugs his shoulders.
Iadvised you to be careful.

Freud looks at him and smiles more sincerely.

FREUD I followed your advice: I was as meek as a lamb.
He laughs.
That's not the reason for their resistance.
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(A pause.)

I'm a Jew, that's all.
BREUER, indignantly What on earth are you talking about? I'm Jewish too, and I've
never felt any hostility from either my colleagues or my patients.
Anti-Semitism is a mark of the uneducated, the lower classes ...

Freud listens uneasily.
Breuer resymes very gently:

Don’t fight me: I'm on your side.

EREUD, with a certain resentment You didn’t believe me. Any more than the others
did.
BREUER I don’t yet believe in your theory. But I believe in you.

At these words, Freud relaxes somewhat. He looks at Breuer with a deep, almost feminine tender-
ness that contrasts strangely with his former hardness.

What's necessary is to give you the means to confirm your ideas through experiment.

There are patients whom I cannot treat: psychiatry and neurology are powerless.
You shall see them, they'll be your first clients. Perhaps you'll cure them. In any case,
at the stage they've reached you can’t risk harming them.

He takes a notebook from his pocket, with a pencil. He scrawls an address on one of the pages, tears
it out and hands it to Freud.

I gave up treating this one a few days ago. Here's his address. Go there tomorrow
morning, I shall have warned his father.

Freud takes the address with manifest gratitude. He reads it attentively and puts it into his pocket.
His face suddenly hardens, and he looks straight in front of him. His anger seems to have taken
hold of him afresh.

Breuer studies him worriedly.
BREUER What's the matter?
FREUD, in a constrained voice Nothing. But if you'll allow it, I'll go and see him in the

afternoon. Tomorrow morning, I must have things out with Meynert.

A pause. His countenance changes once more and he turns towards Breuer. He appears childlike,
trusting and somewhat embarrassed.

Can you lend me five hundred guilders? Settling in has been dreadfully expensive and
I don’t have a single client.
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[17]

In Meynert’s study (at his home) the next morning.

Big, airy room, furnished with considerable taste. Meynert is obviously very wealthy.

Behind a large and handsome desk, at which Meynert is seated, there is a scaled-down repro-
duction (in white plaster) of Michelangelo’s ‘Moses’, in a kind of niche.

Meynert, seated at the desk, drinks glasses of schnapps angrily. Freud stands facing him. He is
so futious that he can hardly speak, but he has turned his head towards the window and avoids
looking at his interlocutor.

EREUD, carrying on a dialogue which seems to have been running for some while I have
always shown you the greatest respect, Sir, and haven't deserved to be insulted by you
publicly.

MEYNERT, brutally 1 didn’t say a quarter of what I thought.

Freud, visibly hurt, makes a painful effort to recover the dignity denied him.

FREUD I'm a man of science, Sir. I shouldn’t dare call myself by that name if you'd
not done so yourself, in former days. I worked for ten years with Briicke and with
you. You thought sufficiently highly of me, last year, to offer me your chair.

Meynert is prey to all his tics; he no longer even attempts to conceal them.

If you think that I'm mistaken, it still seems to me that I have a right to some consid-
eration.

MEYNERT, brutal No!

He rises to his feet and positions himself behind his armchair and in front of the statue of Moses.
Freud — avoiding Meynert’s gaze — cannot take his eyes off the statue; he sees nothing but that
majestic, ferocious plaster head with its empty eye-sockets, which seems to be delivering sentence.

MEYNERT'S VOICE OFF You are a deserter!

Freud, for the first time, beside himself with anger, dares to look Meynert in the face. The latter’s
Sine, sinuous lips are twisted into a malevolent smile.

You rejected my offer! You preferred Charcot to me. You are frightened by the
Poverty of true scholars: you prefer charlatanism and money.

Freud appears dumbfounded.
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FREUD Money?
Angrily:

Look at me, Sir. And look at yourself.
MEYNERT What does that prove? I'm rich because my father was well-to-do; as a
man of science, I'm poor.
You, Freud, will die a millionaire!
Scandal pays.
FREUD, cut to the quick I won’t allow you to say that, Sir. I won’t allow you to say
that. I'm an honest doctor.
MEYNERT An honest doctor tries to cure his patients.
FREUD I try to do nothing else.
MEYNERT Cure them, you? By means of hypnotism?

He comes round the desk, limping heavily. He draws close to Freud, who instinctively shrinks
back.
He plants himself in front of him, holding his glass of schnapps tightly in his left hand.
Imitating an oﬁ'cer giving orders:

Upon my command — all fall asleep! Blind people, atten ... shun! — the scales are
ordered to drop from your eyes. Paralytics, turn to the right, forward march! One
two! One two!

You'll be a dictator! The monarch of neurosis.

He stops laughing, drinks, then returns to Freud and jabs him in the middle of the chest with his
right index finger. Abruptly:

And what if they love their afflictions?
Do you know what a neurosis is? A way of living.
You'll kill them.
Freud smiles with great bitterness.
FREUD, harshly If I'm nothing but a charlatan, I won’t be able to do them much harm.
MEYNERT You're nothing but a charlatan, but you'll become a criminal.
Hypnotism is a form of rape. You'll tyrannize your patients. If I had to choose, I'd a
hundred, a thousand times prefer madness to enslavement.
Tics. Blinking. Freuds looks at him in surprise and mistrust, almost in horror. A silence.
MEYNERT How you’d like me to be ill! A nice little hysteria, Charcot style! How

you'd take care of this poor old teacher of yours!
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(Almost painfully,)
No such luck! I'm sound as a bell.
He limps across the room.
Poor neurotics! Heaven knows what you’ll fill their heads with.

FREUD I won't fill their heads with anything. I'll remove the fancies they've filled
them with themselves.

Meynert halts abruptly and observes him.

MEYNERT How?

FREUD People talk under hypnosis: I shall learn the reasons for their distress and all
their afflictions ...

He stops speaking, interrupted by a burst of laughter.

MEYNERT, laughter Healing by means of enlightenment! You'll bring daylight into
our poor dark souls and our vampires will all fly away at cock-crow!

He goes over to a shelf in the bookcase. On this shelf are arranged some chocolate boxes, of the kind

sold in confectionery shops (coloured print on the cover, pastel-coloured ribbons). There are a

dozen, approximately. The shelves above and below are entirely filled with scientific works.
Meynert takes out a box (choosing it carefully).

MEYNERT Look!

He opens the box. Freud is astonished to see a swarm of hideous insects (myriapods; arachnids —
including scorpions).

The pretty little creatures! Poor darlings, this is the sun test.
(A pause.)

Well, Freud, does the light kill vampires?
MEYNERT’S VOICE OFF [ think it actually revives them.

We see the insects, at first dazed, begin to stir; soon this will become an unbearable swarming.

MEYNERT If the box remains open, theyll climb out and run in all directions; the
room will be crawling with them.
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Meynert looks at the insects indulgently. He flicks off one of them which was attempting to climb
up the inver surface.
A scorpion has escaped. Meynert notices it, motionless on a neighbouring box.
With amusement:
MEYNERT O, the scorpion!
He takes a pair of forceps from the same shelf and replaces the insect in the box. Closing the box:

Return to the shadows!

He turns back to Freud and perceives the astonishment he has caused him. He resumes his serious
demeanour and says with harsh authority:

These creatures are useful for my experiments.
(Falsely paternal;)

Come on, Freud! Leave to the night that which belongs to the night. To probe the
soul without being corrupted, one would need the purity of an angel.

His eyes ate shining. He wears a spiteful expression: he knows he is going to touch Freud on a raw
spot. Once more, Meynert’s index finger jabs into Freud’s chest.

Are you so sure your mind is sound?

Freud looks at him with deep sorrow mingled with anger, but replies sincerely:

FREUD No.
Meynert is triumphant.
MEYNERT There you are! You'll hunt down the monsters hidden in others, and it’s

your own vampires you'll uncover.

He returns to his desk and pours himself a drink. Freud watches him with hard eyes. His anger at
last gives him the courage to speak. But his voice remains strangled: he is frightened by what he is

going to say.
FREUD [ don’t drink.

Meynert swings round in astonishment.
MEYNERT I know that. So what?
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Meynert prepares to drink.

FREUD, same voice If I were to trap an alcoholic’s vampires, I'm sure they wouldn’t
be anything like my own.

Meynert listens, grasps the allusion and hurls his glass against the wall in a gesture of fury. Then
he moves back towards Freud, with awful majesty.

MEYNERT, forcefully Freud, you've sought to insult me.

They are face to face.

A silence.

I forgive you. Do you know why? Because I've been observing you for a long while

now.
Freud tries to speak. He interrupts him.

For a long while! And I've become convinced that you're threatened by neurosis. You
don’t drink, oh, no! You'd be too scared you might let yourself go. What would you
say if you got drunk? What would you let slip? I've known you for ten years, and you
haven’t changed: you're still gloomy, tense, ascetic and secretive. I understand why the
madness of others attracts you: you think you can forget your own, but you re-
discover it in them. Call a halr, if there’s still time: you'll lose your reason that way.
He starts pacing once more. He is now barely limping.

What you need is just the opposite: work that’s clear and precise, rigorous, objective.
I'll give you a chance: publicly disavow your idiotic theories and come back to work
with me: anatomy, histology, physiology, therein lies your salvation. How about it?

Freud has regained control over himself. He speaks in a respectful but icy tone of voice.

FREUD Dr Breuer has been so kind as to entrust one of his patients to my care; 'm
going to see him this very day, and I shall treat him by means of hypnosis.

Meynert has positioned himself once more behind his desk (in front of the statue of Moses).
MEYNERT Very well.

A pause. In a cutting, icy tone of voice he stresses the ‘Herr’ (in order to indicate that Freud is no
longer a doctor)

MEYNERT Herr Freud, you are no longer one of our number.
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Under these circumstances, [ forbid you access to my laboratory or to the hospital
where I teach.

Freud looks at him with a hunted expression. But he pulls himself together at once.

FREUD, in a calm voice Very well. Goodbye, Professor Meynert.
MEYNERT Farewell.

Freud bows and goes out.
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[18]

A living-room, large, austere and virtually bare.
In an armchair, a tall old man entirely dressed in black, of ascetic mien. Beardless, white mous-
tache; emaciated features. He has a blanket over his knees. He is pale and nervous.
A doorbell rings. His nervousness intensifies, but his face remains impassive and chilly. A
servant opens the door.
SERVANT Dr Freud.

Freud enters. The old man greets him with a nod.

OLD MAN Good morning, Doctor; forgive me for not standing. 'm glued to this
chair by an attack of rheumatoid arthritis. Please be seated.

Freud bows and sits down opposite the old man.
OLD MAN You’re very young.
Gesture from Freud.
Don’t be angry. I simply note that my son is older than you. It’s of no importance.
He looks at Freud attentively.
You have authority.
He shows him an open letter lying on a little table within his reach.

My friend Breuer writes to me that you employ a new method.

FREUD Not new. I should like to try ...
OLD MAN It doesn’t marter.
He shakes his head sadly.

My son is seriously ill. Apparently he’s suffering from an obsessional neurosis. Try
your method.

Personally, I don’t think you'll make him well, but you can’t do him much harm;
he’s incurable.

Freud smiles with the faintest hint of bitterness.
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FREUD How old is he?

OLD MAN Almost forty.
FREUD When did the first signs of trouble appear?
OLD MAN Let’s see ... My wife died in 1880. The illness made its appearance six

months later, in February 1881.
He hasn't left his room for the past six years.
FREUD Does he lock himself in?

The old man tqkes a key from the little table and shows it to Freud.

OLD MAN He insists that we lock him in.
Freud rises to his feer.
FREUD I should like to see him.

The old man presses a bell.
(Ringing of a bell,)
A setvant appeats.
OLD MAN Please take the Doctor up to Master Karl.
The old man holds out the key.
The servant takes it without a word; he makes his way to another door situated at the back of

the room. Freud follows him.

Dr Freud, 1 should like to see you again for a few moments before you leave.
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1>

A large room that doubles as study and bedroom.

It contrasts with the one Freud has just left, by virtue of the discreet good taste which has inspired
its furnishing (German rococo).

An immense glass-fronted bookcase, full of books. At the far end of the room, as far away from
the window as possible, a man of about forty, dressed in black but with elegance, is huddled
against the wall. He is seated on a little kitchen stool, whose rustic simplicity forms a strange
contrast with the luxury of the other furnishings.

Pleasing physique. The patient’s face would be almost handsome, if he were not wearing a
hunted expression. He folds and unfolds his arms nervously. A very thin red thread is wound
round his legs, seeming to bind them.

(A key turning. Noise off of a door opening;)

SERVANT'S VOICE OFF Dr Freud.

The patient does not even react. Freud goes over to him, takes a chair and sits down.

SERVANT When the Doctor wishes to leave, he has only to ring.

Freud looks at the patient silently.
(Noise off of a door closing and a key turning,)

Freud’s expression is calm and kindly, open, attentive. His nervousness has disappeared. His
authority (very marked in the preceding scene) is counterbalanced by a real gentleness. He is a
doctor at work, a professional of great mastery.

This man, who has so much difficulty in communicating with ‘normal’ people, has an
immediate sympathy for his patients.

Karl makes a violent effort, then nods. His hunted expression gives way to a genuine politeness,
which cannot really hide his deep unhappiness.

KARL, introducing himself Karl von Schroeh.
FREUD Dr Sigmund Freud.
KARL You must forgive my father, Doctor. He has troubled you for nothing,

Freud looks at the red threads without replying.

My father adores me, you see. He prefers to believe that I'm mad.
I'm not mad, I'm evil. Rotten to my soul’s core.
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Silence from Freud: he listens without a word, but with an attentive and sympathetic expression.

Don’t you believe in Evil?

FREUD Yes, 1 do.

KARL And in the Devil?

FREUD No.

KARL Neither do L. In principle.

His face crumples. His hunted expression returns. He folds and unfolds his arms.
Freud stands up, looks at Karl’s legs and touches the thread that is wound round them.

FREUD What is this?
Karl mutters sullenly, without looking at it:
KARL You can see what it is: a safety thread.
A pause. He relaxes a little.
It protects me.
FREUD Against whom?
KARL, without replying directly I mustn’t go out.
FREUD You can’t. You're locked in.
KARL, muttering There’s the window.

Freud appears not to react. He looks at the thread.

FREUD, after a silence Where are the knots?
KARL, muttering quickly Behind my back.

He bends slightly forward. Freud, leaning over him, sees the knots (bows, very easily untied).

FREUD Why?

KARL Harder to untie.

FREUD Who tied them?

KARL I did.

FREUD Who will untie them?

KARL 1 will.

FREUD When?

KARL This evening. When the streets are deserted.

Freud undoes the knots with his fingertips. The patient does not seem to notice.
FREUD If you weren't tied up, what would happen?
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KARL I'd go out.
FREUD And then?

He gently slips the thread down Karl’s legs.

KARL, same mechanical muttering I should kill.

FREUD Whom?

KARL Anyone.

FREUD When the servant brings you dinner, do you want to kill him?
KARL No.

FREUD Why?

KARL Because I know him.

FREUD It must be somebody unknown?

KARL, mechanical tone of voice A passer-by. Outside. In the street.

The thread falls at Karl’s feet. Freud points at the thread.

FREUD Look.
You’re free, Herr von Schroeh.

Karl looks at the thread and begins to tremble.
What are you going to do?
A silence. Karl rises. He takes a few steps towards the window. Freud has not even turned round.
He waits.

Karl’s face has altered dramatically: it suddenly expresses a kind of hatred. Freud waits.

Karl seems to be struggling with himself. Suddenly he turns on his heel, comes back towards
Freud who has his back to him, goes to the stool and sits down again. He looks surprised and
uneasy, but slightly more relaxed.

Freud picks up the red thread, rolls it up and puts it into his pocket.

FREUD Give me it, Sir: you can see you don’t need ir.
I'm sorry to have to inform you that you'll never kill anybody.

Karl listens to him with polite mistrust.
KARL I'd like to believe you, Doctor. Unfortunately, I know myself.
A pause. Grasping his neck in his left hand as if he wanted to bend it forward.
It catches me suddenly. By the neck. And I see red.
(In an almost unintelligible mutter:;)
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I'm Evil.

(A brief silence.)
FREUD Have you heard of hypnotic therapy?
KARL, indifferently Yes. From Dr Breuer.

He has stopped looking at his interlocutor, and is squeezing his legs together as if they were still
tied.

FREUD Would you agree to undergo it? The main thing is not to expect a miracle
cure: the treatment can last for months.

KARL You’ll put me to sleep? And while I'm asleep you'll hammer Good into my
head?

I don’t believe in that. Evil will swallow up Good.
A pause.
Try, all the same. I'd like to sleep so much.
Freud takes him by the arm and leads him to the sofa-bed. He sits him down on the bed. Karl has
been wearing a submissive expression since he began hoping to sleep. We can sense his deep assent
in the words he murmurs.
If only I could never wake up again.
Freud has placed his right index finger along Karl’s nose, between his eyes.
FREUD Look at my finger.

Karl looks at Freud's finger. Convergent squint.

(With compelling conviction;)

You will fall asleep.
You are going to sleep.

Karl yields trustingly.
Sleep!
Already his face expresses the most total surrender.

Sleep!
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(Gently insinuating tone of voice;)

You are sleeping.
You are fast asleep.

Karl’s eyes turn up. The whites show and he lets himself fall back. Freud supports him and helps
him to stretch out on the couch. He remains stretched out, his eyes closed, his arms straight against
his sides, his breathing even.

Freud takes a chair, carries it over to the bed and sits down on it with a smile of triumph. Aftera

moment’s silence:
Are you listening to me?

Karl answers without opening his eyes.

KARL Yes.
FREUD You are in the street.
Karl stiffens.
FREUD Do you hear me? You are in the street among all the passers-by.

Intense agitation on the part of Karl, who — without opening his eyes — lifts both hands and half-
makes gestures to ward off evil.

KARL Take me back home. I implore you.
FREUD Why?

KARL [ want to kill.

FREUD Who?

KARL I don’t know. The people passing by.
FREUD The men or the women?

KARL The people.
FREUD Why?

(Unintelligible mumbling from Karl,)

FREUD Why?
KARL They’re outside.

FREUD How are they dressed?
KARL I can’t see them.
FREUD Not at all?

KARL Not at all.
FREUD Perhaps there isn't anybody.
KARL There are people. I know there are. I implore you! I implore you! I want to go
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back home. I tell you I'm going to kill.
FREUD How?

Karl, bewildered and grown suddenly calm, repeats the question:

KARL How?
FREUD With what weapon?
KARL I have no weapons!
FREUD With your bare hands?
KARL How horrible!

(Little nervous laugh.)

I couldn’t. | have a woman’s hands.

FREUD You've never met your future victims. You don’t know either their age or
their sex; at this very moment you're walking in their midst, yet you don’t manage to
see them; for six years now you've been claiming you wanted to commit a crime, yet
not for one instant have you asked yourself how you'd go about it.

You're in your bedroom, Herr von Schroeh. Lying on your bed. You don’t want to
kill, Sir.

You're afraid of wanting to.
(A very short silence.)
And you want to be afraid of it.

(With authority;) You won’t be afraid any more. I forbid you. Do you hear?
KARL Yes.

FREUD Will you obey me?
KARL Yes.
FREUD Stand up.

Karl stands.

Freud touches his eyelids lightly.
Go to the window.

Karl tenses. He tries to resist.

Freud taps him lightly with his forefinger between the shoulder-blades.
Go on!

Katl goes over to the window.
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Look at the people going by!
Karl looks at them, as if he were dreaming.

They're made of flesh and blood, they have faces. You’ll never again think of killing
them, I forbid it.

Karl is still looking at the passers-by; his face brightens, a faint smile appears on his lips.

And then, all of a sudden, his features are convulsed; he makes a great, pathetic gesture and
would fall if Freud were not supporting him.

Freud holds him tightly and leads him back to his bed.

No sooner has Karl slumped onto it than he is racked by violent convulsions.

(Howls from Karl,)

Freud tries to calm him by pressing on his forehead. He is partially successful; the convulsive move-
ments become less violent, but Karl seems to be in pain.
Freud, dumbfounded, sits down on the chair at the patient’s bedside.

FREUD, between his teeth, overwhelmed and astonished I don’t understand a thing.
(A pause,) What's wrong? Answer!

Karl abruptly begins to speak. From time to time his voice changes to a mumble, but most of the
time it retains its violence and ﬁ)rce.
His eyes are open and staring.

KARL It was the lesser evil.
FREUD What was the lesser evil?
KARL The people outside. Every time I wanted to strangle him, I'd try very hard to

think how I wanted to kill the passers-by.
I shan’t think that ever again, I've sworn it. I'll think only of him.

Freud, suddenly rapt, bends forward.

(Unintelligible mumblings.)

FREUD Who is this ‘him’? Answer! I command you.
KARL, laughing Someone on the inside.

Karl seems to be dreaming.
He raises his arms and his hands tauten, then clasp each other and squeeze together.

KARL My hands are guiding me, they’re pulling me along, I'm following them; he’s
in his armchair, I'm coming up behind him, my hands close and he snuffs it.
No. I have my red thread, I slip it under his beard. He’s sleeping. It’s a thread for

97



cutting throats.
Freud has understood.
He looks worried. He wants to place his hand on Karl’s forchead, but the latter struggles and

pushes him away.

FREUD Enough for today.
KARL Let me speak. I tell you I'm Evil.

(In the commanding voice of someone reciting the Law:)
Parricides will have their hands severed and their heads struck off.

Freud shrinks back sharply at these words. He no longer even attempts to awaken Karl or to make
him keep silent; he listens with a kind of terror.

My presence on earth is deemed suspect.
[ am the Monster.
God forbids the son to despise his father.
Look at his mouth beneath his white moustache.
1t’s so weak.

KARL'S VOICE OFF Again! [ can see you!

(To an interlocutor, who may be Freud;)

He’s crying like a baby!

Freud has turned pale. He no longer even attempts to awaken Karl, he is stiff as a poker.

(Addressing his father, whom he sees as if in a dream;)

You haven’t the right!
Honour thy father and mother.

Freud is perspiring. Drops of sweat are running down his forehead.

I always honoured my mother, and you made her die of shame.
Don’t cry! If God wishes me to respect you, give me the means to respect you.

(To an invisible interlocutor;)

He’s an old swine, Sir. 'm strangling him because I can’t stand it any longer. Better to

kill than to despise.
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Karl squeezes his hands together.
Freud, very pale and very sombre, has regained control of himself. He places his right hand
upon Karl’s forehead with a mixture of authority and revulsion.

FREUD, imperiously Hold your tongue instantly!
Karl tries to speak.

You're talking nonsense.
Nonsense, do you hear!
Calm yourself!
Calm yourself!
Forget everything,
I command you not to think of it again.
Not at all!
Never again!
Do you hear?

Karl calms down gradually.
KARL (Unintelligible mumblings.)

We cannot tell whether Freud is himself convinced of what he says of whether he wants to
convince his patient of it.

FREUD, with authority You've never despised your father!
You've never thought of killing him!
There’s no child anywhere on earth who's so unnatural as not to respect his
parents.

Karl has relaxed. His eyes have closed, he has let his arms fall back to his sides.
His breathing becomes regular, albeit remaining rather too strong. Freud massages his forehead
and neck.

Wake up.
Wake up.

A moment of waiting.
Karl’s eyes half open.

You've woken up.

Freud moves abruptly away from Karl (as if he has struggled against his revulsion up till now and,
his task once accomplished, can contain himself no longer).
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As he retreats, he knocks over the chair he was previously occupying.

Karl raises himself to a sitting position and looks at him in surprise. Freud has recovered his
sombre, harsh mien; he looks at the patient with hostility.

Karl looks at the room and recognizes it.

KARL, part-assertion, part-inquiry You'’re Dr Freud?
What have you done to me?

Freud does not reply.
Karl becomes aware that he is sitting on his bed.

You wanted to put me to sleep. Did you ...?
Nod from Freud.
What did I say?
FREUD Nothing.
Karl speaks gently. He would like simply to express his gratitude.
KARL [ feel better, you know.
(A pause.)

He rises to his feet, walks over to the window. He looks at the passers-by. He comes back with an
astonished smile. Freud, motionless and sombre, does not even look at him.

Am I cured?
FREUD, brutally No.
KARL, almost confidently [ know. You told me the treatment would be lengthy.
When will you come back, Doctor?
Freud goes over to press a bell-push situated to the right of the bed (between the bed and the door).
(A silence.)
After a moment, we hear hurrying footsteps.

FREUD, very sharp, very distant I don’t know.

The servant turns the key. The door opens.
Karl looks gaily at the servant.
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KARL, joyfully I'm better, Maxime.
Till next time, Doctor.
FREUD, formal and barely polite Goodbye, Sir.
They go out.
KARL, as they are leaving I’'m better. No need to lock me in.

In the corridor, the servant hesitates in front of the door.

FREUD, with barely restrained violence, as if he wished to make Karl vanish for ever Under
lock and key! Under lock and key!

The servant, dumbfounded, fits the key into the lock.
We can still hear the noise of the key turning as we rediscover Karl’s father, motionless,

forbidding, who seems not to have altered his position since we left him.

MAXIME'S VOICE OFF Dr Freud.
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[20]

The old man looks at Freud with a mixture of scepticism and hope.

OLD MAN Sit down, Doctor.

FREUD, fense and nervous Thank you, Sir, it's not necessary. Unfortunately I'm in a
great hurry.

OLD MAN Well?

FREUD Does your son love you, Sir?

OLD MAN, astonished Of course.

FREUD Does he show you proper deference?

OLD MAN, with conviction He’s the most respectful of my children.

FREUD Do you see much of him since he has been ill?

OLD MAN When my arthritis gives me some peace, 1 spend every afternoon with
him.

As Herr von Schroeh answers his questions, Freud gradually relaxes.
By the end of this interrogation, his agitation has disappeared, but he remains sombre.

FREUD Does he trust you? Does he tell you of his obsessions?
OLD MAN He tells me everything.

He ends by wiping his forehead with one hand, almost dazedly.

FREUD Your son is resistant to hypnotism, Sir.
OLD MAN Couldn’t you put him to sleep?
FREUD Yes, but I managed only to plunge him into an absurd delirium, quite

unrelated to his real worries.
The old man looks at him in surprise.

(A silence.)

Freud looks withdrawn, as if in a hypnotic trance.
He resumes in a faraway voice, as gf to himself:

FREUD What if the hypnotist’s personality suddenly took possession of the patients
under hypnosis?
We should endow them with our own vampires.

He comes to himself abruptly. But he remains sombre and shaken.

(In a normal voice:)

In all honesty, Sir, I can do nothing for your son.
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[21]

That same day, at the Freuds’ home. Night is falling. A paraffin lamp, placed on the table, illumi-
nates the dining-room.
Martha, seated near the lamp, is sewing. She raises her head: Freud has come in. She leaves her
work and runs joyfully to throw her arms round his neck.
He kisses her mechanically. She falls back in surprise, studies him attentively and sees that he is
looking upset.
MARTHA What's wrong?
He gives her a careful smile, which does little to hide the fact that his thoughts are miles away.
Is it Meynert?
She takes the quick movement of his head to be a sign of acquiescence.

I told you not to get angry, didn’t I?

He does not reply. He has turned away his eyes and is contemplating the print that he hung on the
wall (Hamilcar and Hannibal).

MARTHA Did you quarrel?
(Forcefully;)
It will all work out all right! I can’t believe it won't work out all right.
Freud still does not reply. He goes towards the far door, setting Martha gently aside.

You frighten me! What are you looking for?

FREUD A stool.
MARTHA Why?
FREUD To give you a nice surprise.

MARTHA, still fearful All right. All right. I'll go and find one myself.

She goes out swiftly. Freud, remaining alone, thrusts his hand into his jacket pocket. He takes out
his cigar-case. The red thread which bound Karl’s legs has caught on the case; he pulls it out of his
pocket and looks at it in surprise and then almost with horror, goes over to the window, opens it
and throws thread and case into the street.

He closes the window hastily when he hears Martha’s footsteps, turns round and leans against
the window with an air of false detachment.
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An irate voice rises from the street below. We can barely hear i.
VOICE OFF Who threw that? Can’t you watch what you're doing, up there?
Martha comes in carrying the stool.
MARTHA, in astonished indignation You threw something into the street. Are you
crazy? What did you throw down?
FREUD, black humour The murder weapon.
MARTHA What?

Freud takes the stool from her hands and places it beneath the print.

FREUD A thread.
Now for the surprise, Martha! Watch carefully.

He climbs onto the stool, unhooks the print and flings it on the floor. Noise of broken glass.
MARTHA, almost in terror Stop! I tell you you're frightening me.
Freud on the stool, with a deliberately comical intonation that is designed to conceal his despair.

FREUD The Carthaginians have given up without a fight, Martha. Long live the
Romans!

He climbs down from the stool and takes her in his arms.
I wasn’t Hannibal, believe it or not!
A silence. Martha looks at him, lifts a hand and timidly caresses his cheek.

MARTHA, very tenderly Are you sad?
FREUD, smiling, but withdrawn Is my mother who will be. She was already
convinced I'd end up as prime minister when I was still in my cradle.
I'm going to make you happy, Martha: I'm giving up hypnotism.

With false gaiety:

We shall prescribe baths, massage and above all e-lec-tri-ci-ty.

MARTHA But why?

FREUD It's not yet perfected. I made my patient say things that were as idiotic as he
is.

(With revulsion:)
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He was disgusting,
With the same false gaiety, but painfully:

I give it all up; I'll treat myself to the same luxury goys enjoy and be just anybody.
You'll be the wife of a family doctor.

Martha speaks to him with the greatest tenderness.
But she is taken in by his playful tone, and does not realize that he really detests giving up his
ambitions.

MARTHA I shall be your wife whatever you become.
And I prefer family doctors to specialists. A great man must be so lonely, Sigmund.
What would have become of me?
Wife of the eminent Dr Freud.

(Pretending to shiver;)
Brr ... it’s cold, glory is. It must kill love.

Freud hugs her. Martha, her head against Freud’s shoulder, does not as he speaks see his distressed,
timorous, almost demented countenance.

FREUD Glory is stllborn.
I've nothing any more.

He caresses her hair gently. But — more than a gesture of tenderness — it is a ruse to prevent her
from raising her head.

You'll have to be my everything.

He is still caressing Martha’s head, but he is not looking at her.

He is stiff and tense, his gaze fixed somewhere far away.

Gradually his expression of suffering disappears, he reassumes his sombre, harsh, impassive
expression.

Something within him has just died.

He repeats in an altered voice, as if to himself:

Everything,
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PART TWO



L

1892 — Six years later. Dr Freud’s consulting-room.

We shall discover later on that it is furnished with a writing-table covered in papers and books,
with a certain number of chairs in no particular style and with a divan-settee placed against the
wall, opposite the desk.

In addition, an unfolded screen hides part of the left-hand wall opposite the window; in front
of the window, a strange chair wired up with flexes and electric plugs looks more like a medieval
instrument of torture than a therapeutic apparatus — it is vaguely reminiscent of the ‘electric chair’
used for capital punishment in the US.A.

For the moment we can see only Dr Freud, who is smoking a cigar with an expression of deep
disgust.

He is standing over the couch, and we divine that he is carrying out some manual operation.

But he does not look at what he is doing.

His gaze is fixed upon the left-hand wall, at eye-level.

Eventually the camera reveals his arms and his hard cuffs; his hands, protruding from the cuffs,
are massaging — through terry towels — the lower back, buttocks and thighs of someone lying face
down on the settee.

This is a pretty young girl, with an attractive, slightly comical face.

Her body, apart from the legs — the patient has kept her stockings on — is naked beneath the
towels.

Her naked arms lie by her sides on the settee.

Her face, relaxed and free from tension, seems to indicate that she does not exactly hate her
massage sessions.

FREUD One moment, please.

He goes to knock the ash from his cigar into an ashtray placed on a little pedestal table, beside the
couch.

He replaces the cigar in his mouth, tries to take a puff and realizes that it has gone out. In
vexation, he deposits it on the ashtray.

He was intending to continue the massage, but this slight accident is enough to make him
change his mind.

FREUD That's enough. You can get dressed again.
DORA, with an innocent air The massage is getting shorter and shorter.
FREUD, irritated No, it’s not.

He turns his back to her and goes over towards the window.

DORA, woice off It’s the only thing that does me any good.
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Freud is morose andgrumpy.
FREUD Don’t argue.

We hear Dora getting up and going off behind the screen.
Freud moves over to a chair and looks at it: against this chair, Dora has propped her parasol; on
its seat, she has put down her handbag and a book.

Freud looks at the title of the book and frowns.
He turns towards the screen.

Whatever is this book?
DORA Madame Bovary.
FREUD 1 can see that: but what are you doing with it?
DORA, voice off What can a person do with a book? I'm reading it.
FREUD You won't be reading it any more.
DORA Whar?

Freud goes over to his desk, holding the book in one hand. Dora pokes out her head and half her
body: she is wearing a combination.
Freud does not see her: he puts the book into a drawer, which he locks.

FREUD It's disgusting.
Deora, still in her combination, leaves her hiding-place. She stamps her foot.
DORA You really get on my nerves.

Freud has turned round automatically; he looks at her with a frown. He is shocked, but not in the
least aroused.

FREUD, with authority Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? You read French novels and
you dare to present yourself before me dressed like that? Take care, my child: if you
go on this way, you'll never be cured.

Terrified, she retreats behind the screen again.

Freud goes over to the electric chair and switches it on.

The chair’s feet are made of glass.

He takes a kind of round brush, at the end of a wire, and runs the current through it. It
crackles. Spark. At the sound of the crackling, Dora emerges suddenly from behind the screen, this
time fully dressed.

DORA No. Not that!

Freud turns towards her with a show of indignant surprise.
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FREUD Why not?
DORA, already defeated [ hate your machine; I've told you so hundreds of times.

Freud goes over to fetch her and leads her to the electric chair, gently but masterfully.

FREUD, still morose, but somewhat more gentle You know very well 1 won't hurt you.
DORA I know you'll frighten me.
FREUD Fear is beneficial.

Hessits her down on the chair, fastens her legs with a strap, so that they are resting on an insulating
step; he stretches her arms along the arms of the chair.

There.
He brings up the electric brush which begins to crackle, runs it over her face and down the back of
her neck. She is frightened.

He speaks to her forcefully but gently, as to a child.

Electrotherapy is of much more use to you than massage.

She does not dare speak, but a slight movement signals that she rejects this conclusion.
Freud continues forcefully:

Your obsessions are less restricting. Some have even disappeared.
Holding herself stiffly, Dora ventures to speak: very rapid delivery.

DORA There are others, which have returned.
FREUD Dora, you're lying! You know very well you're getting better.

He conscientiously runs the brush over his patient’s body.
And then that notorious tic of yours ...

He imitates it: a grimace which lifts the left corner of his mouth, pulls his cheek towards his ear
and closes one of his eyes.

It hasn’t come back for three weeks now.
She looks discontented.
You can’t deny it.

DORA, grudgingly No.
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A pause. She has recovered some of her assurance since the brush has moved away from her face.
Abruptly:

I should like to be hypnotized.

Freud’s face suddenly hardens. He straightens up, holding the brush in his hand but without
pointing it at Dora.

FREUD What?

It is Dora’s turn to be sulky and morose.

DORA Apparently it cures people.

FREUD Who has been telling you these silly stories?

DORA Everybody’s talking about it.

FREUD And if everybody said the world was an ostrich-egg, would you believe
them?

He turns off the current, switches off the machine and bends down to remove the straps that hold
her prisoner.

Hypnotists are charlatans.

DORA That’s not what Dr Breuer says.
She stands up.
FREUD Breuer?
DORA He hypnotizes a girl-friend of my cousin’s every day.

Freud begins to laugh heartily.

FREUD Breuer! You're out of luck, Dora: Dr Breuer is my closest friend; I know his
patients and I can assure you he doesn’t waste his time hypnotizing them.

There is a knock at a door at the far end of the room. He answers without turning round:
Yes!
To Dora, as Martha comes in:

It's Martha, who wants to say good morning to you. I told her you were cured, but she
believes only what she sees with her own eyes.
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2]

Martha goes over to Dora.
They embrace.

MARTHA How are you, Dora? (Pointing to Freud with affectionate irony;) Can it be true,

has that man really cured you?
Dora gives a sly little glance at Freud.
DORA Cured me entirely, Martha.
She suddenly makes the grimace that Freud was previously imitating.
(With a blank expression:)
Well, almost entirely.
Freud is furious. He seizes Dora by the arm.
FREUD You're doing it on purpose.
Dora repeats her ‘tic’.
DORA, dismayed Oh! no, Doctor, I'm not doing it on purpose at all.
Freud pushes Dora hurriedly towards the door.
EREUD, hastily We'll see about that next Tuesday. I shall expect you at five o’clock.
Dora, struggling slightly, calls to Martha from the entrance:

DORA Goodbye, Martha. Come and see me tomorrow, I never see you any more.
MARTHA, affectionately Goodbye, my dear. I'll try to find time.

Freud has opened the door. He steps back to let Dora pass.
DORA Till Tuesday ...
She makes her grimace, which prevents her from speaking for a moment, then continues:

... Doctor!



Freud and Martha are left alone. Freud looks irritated and sombre. He goes over to join Martha in
front of the electric chair, and on his way past gives the machine a kick.

MARTHA, in astonishment What's wrong?
He grumbles, without looking at her:
FREUD A man shouldn’t treat his wife’s friends, at any price.

Sullenly, he tidies the towels lying on the couch, makes them into a pile and carries it over 0 a
chair. He stoops to collect two towels that Dora must have dropped when she stood up.

She doesn’t even fold up her towels.
The other day she stole one from me.

MARTHA, astounded Whar?
FREUD She stole one from me.
MARTHA Why?

FREUD I've no idea. A prank.

He puts the towels down on the chair and straightens up.

A classic case: obsessional neurosis. Idées fixes. Phobias. Impulses. She’s on the way tobeing
cured.

He looks at his watch.

We must get dressed. Otherwise we'll be late as well. (Making his way towards the door.
Martha follows him.)

In a child’s small bedroom.

Little Mathilde — five years old — is playing at the foot of her bed with a doll.

Freud and Martha are watching her tenderly, standing with heads bent towards her.

She lifts her eyes and smiles at them. Martha smiles at her tenderly. Freud smiles too, with great
tenderness, but his eyes remain sombre. The little girl, trustful, happy to be watched, goes back to
playing with the doll — she is busy undressing her, after which she will rewrap the little naked
porcelain body in a splendid red cloak. Freud’s smile disappears; he reassumes his sombre, prema-
turely aged countenance. He is obviously thinking about something quite different. Without even
realizing it, he pokes his right forefinger into his right nostril.

Martha does not notice at first. But Mathilde, who has raised her eyes, starts to laugh.

MATHILDE Look, Papa’s picking his nose!
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Martha glances at Freud in annoyance. She gives him a little rap on the fore-arm. Freud looks put
out, but he removes his finger from his nostril and puts his hand in his pocket

MARTHA, fo Mathilde It was only to tease you. We don’t put our finger into our noses.
Nor into our mouths. It’s forbidden.

MATHILDE Why is it forbidden?

FREUD, authoritarian and disagreeable Because it’s very dirty!

A few minutes later. The Freuds’ bedroom.

Martha is arranging her hair in front of a mirror.

Freud, in shirt-sleeves — shirt with starched front — is trying to fasten stiff cuffs onto the shirt
by means of gold cuff-links.

He has succeeded with the right-hand cuff. But with the left-hand cuff he seems to be in some
difficulty. Finally the cuff-link slips from his grasp, falls to the floor and rolls under the bed. Freud
bends down, furious.

He looks under the bed and does not find it. He straightens up, intensely irritated. Martha
looks at him in the mirror and sees his contorted face, but she says nothing.

We see: Martha from behind, putting pins in her hair; the looking-glass; in the glass, Martha’s
reflection; and behind her, the reflection of Freud.

FREUD'S VOICE OFF You'll go to the Breuers’ without me.

After this peremptory pronouncement, Martha, her eyebrows raised in surprise, her arms held
motionless in mid air, looks at her husband with a worried expression, but in silence.

You'll tell them I've been summoned by a patient.
She does not reply.
Do you hear?
Martha turns round and looks at him with a calm that does not really hide her deep anxiety.
MARTHA What's the matter? s it your cuff-link?
He shrugs his shoulders.
She rises to her feet, goes over to him, studies the situation like a general inspecting a future
battle-field, looks at the floor, stoops down, picks up the cuff-link from under the night-table and

holds it out to Sigmund, who takes it without altering his furious expression.

MARTHA, she speaks affectionately, but we can sense that it is a test — she wants to assess Sigmund’s
state of mind:



Give me a kiss for my trouble.
Freud kisses her on the forehead, in a kindly manner.
It is not Martha who is the object of his anger.
He remains distracted: the kiss is somewhat mechanical.
FREUD, rather distractedly Thank you, my love.
MARTHA, aping him Thank you, my love, ... thank you, my love .. (Abruptly) Where
are you?
Abruptly roused, Freud looks at her in surprise and some confusion.
FREUD Where am I? Where do you think I am?
He tries once more to insert the cuff-link into the button-hole of his cuff.
Just as he is about to become upset, Martha gently takes his left wrist and does the job herself.
He looks at her.
There you are! Fairy hands: just what's needed for making experiments.
She looks at him without understanding.
Yes. In a laboratory. I used to have butter-fingers.
Laughing disagreeably:
Good theoretician. Bad experimenter.
In any case, my hands don’t count any longer. It’s been six years now since
Meynert cut them off.
The cuf is finally fastened to the shirt.

While we're on the subject: he's a dying man.

Martha shivers and raises her head. She looks at him for the first time since the beginning of the
scene without irritation, but with genuine understanding and concern.

MATHA Meynert! What's ...
FREUD Angina pectoris.
MARTHA Does it upset you?

Freud releases himself and goes to fetch his jacket.

FREUD I couldn’t care less! He hates me; he’s done all he could to harm me.
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He looks into space, one hand resting on the collar of his jacket, which he has hung over the back of
a chair.
Abruptly:
He'll die without my seeing him again.
She looks at him, but prudently refrains from saying anything.
He was a great man, you know. Truly great.
Bitter laugh.

He must be very surprised to be dying: he took himself for God the Father!

Martha gently pushes Freud’s hand out of the way in order to free the jacket, which she takes and
holds out to him to put on.

FREUD What?
He sees she is proffering him the jacket.

Not worth it. I shan’t go to the Breuers for dinner.

MARTHA You must be crazy! You adore them! It’s only with them that you feel
comfortable.

FREUD When they’re alone, yes. But they've invited some idiot along too.

MARTHA Who?

FREUD Some Dr Fliess, whom I’ve never met.

MARTHA If you've never met him, how do you know he’s an idiot?

FREUD Because he has come from Berlin to attend my lectures. Can you under-

stand that? A Berlin doctor, a man of my own age: it seems that he has been very
successful there.

MARTHA Well then?
Freud, violently:

FREUD I'shall teach him nothing! Nothing! Nothing! I'm a failure, I have nothing to
teach anybody and the people who come to listen to me are cretins.

He crosses the room.

She follows him with the jacket.

MARTHA If he has come because of you, that’s an extra reason for going to the
dinner
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EREUD, violently, but without malice Oh! you don't understand anything!

He turns round towards her, puts his finger into his nostril and looks at her with a vague, almost
idiotic expression.

I'm at the end of my tether.
Massage! Electrotherapy! Electrotherapy! Massage! And not a penny to my name!
... I'll give up medicine. I might just as well sell cloth.

MARTHA, fenderly You promised me you'd be happy ...
FREUD, harsh, almost insulting laugh Happy?
MARTHA, sadly Yes, so long as we'd be living together.

Freud is touched. He puts his hands on her shoulders and looks at her with deep affection.
FREUD My poor love, I'm spoiling your life. Oh! I should never have married you!

Martha takes a step back, deeply wounded. He advances towards her and explains:

Failures shouldn’t get married.

He takes the jacket from her hands and puts it on.

Forgive me. It’s because of Meynert. When I learnt he was ill, all the old memories

flooded back.

She smiles at him with a touch of sadness and turns back to the mirror. Freud grows suddenly
impatient.

Well? Are you ready?
Martha has picked up her hat and is fastening it on her head with pins.

Hurry up! I hate being the last to arrive.

In the child’s bedroom.

Mathilde is standing, she hears a door opening and rushes out into the hall.

Freud and Martha are about to leave. Freud is wearing black tails and striped trousers, and has
a top-hat on his head. He picks Mathilde up at arm’s length, then smothers her with a hug. To
Martha:

FREUD, indicating Mathilde The only good thing I've done in my life.
MARTHA, irritated smile If that! I helped you quite a bit.
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She takes the child from his hands and kisses her. She sets her down on the ground again as he
apens the door. They go out.
We hear Martha’s voice off as the door is closing.

MARTHA'S VOICE OFF You haven’t forgotten your keys?

Mathilde, left alone, goes down to the end of the corridor. She enters the kitchen. A young maid-
servant is seated at a deal table, eating. Mathilde goes up to her.

LITTLE MATHILDE Please, where are they going?
MAIDSERVANT To your godmother's.

We hear the bell ring. An imperious, protracted ringing. The young maidservant looks at
Mathilde with a touch of anxiety.

LITTLE MATHILDE It's Papa who's forgotten his keys.
The maidservant rises to her feet and wipes her mouth with her apron.
MAIDSERVANT Can’t be him. It’s the servants’ door.

At the servants’ door. The young maidservant has just opened it. A man in livery is standing on

the threshold.

FOOTMAN Is this right for Dr Freud?
MAIDSERVANT Yes, but he’s just gone out.
FOOTMAN Dr Meynert wants to see him.
MAIDSERVANT Is he a patient?
FOOTSERVANT No, he’s a doctor.
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In an open cab.

It’s a fine summer evening. The Freud couple very stiff and silent on the back seat.

Elegant streets. A two-horse cart crosses the main road in front of the cab. One horse stumbles
and falls to the ground. The cab-driver pulls on his reins and stops the cab. The carter climbs down
and tries to drag the horse back onto its feet.

Martha loses her balance as the cab stops. She stifles a cry and her eyes fill with tears.

Freud, who has not batted an eyelid in spite of the jolt, turns towards her and studies her
anxiously. She immediately pulls herself together:

MARTHA It was the jolt: I wasn’t expecting it.

He grasps her hand, without taking his eyes off her. She forces herself to smile, but two tears hang-
ing on her lashes now roll down her cheeks.

What can I do? I'm on edge too.

For a short while now, a tall man (perhaps thirty-four years old) — very elegant attire; handsome,
satanic face (black hair and beard; large, brilliant, imperious eyes; little red mouth with scornful
pout: a pout due more to the structure of the face than to any mimetic expression); gold-knobbed
cane; pearl-grey suede gloves — has been wandering up and down the right-hand pavement, in
search of a sign to tell him the name of the street.

His searches are fruitless. He approaches the cab, which has stopped beside the pavement, bows
and removes his hat. It is Dr Fliess. He clicks his heels. The movement of his head has a certain
mechanical precision; in his long, thin body, which could be graceful, there is a kind of Prussian

stiffness.

FLIESS Madam, Sir, forgive me. Could you direct me to Nathangasse?
FREUD Which number?
FLIESS I'm going to number 15.

Martha looks at him with a stifled air. She takes advantage of the moment when he is bowing to
wipe the two tears furtively away. Freud is very amiable, showing unaccustomed helpfulness.

FREUD Then it’s to the left: the fourth street after this one.
Fliess raises his head, clicks his heels.

FLIESS I'm infinitely grateful.
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Almost military about-turn. Freud follows him with his eyes, amused and attracted.
FREUD, to Martha What an extraordinary face.

MARTHA He looks like the Devil. Anyway I hate him: he saw me crying.
FREUD, with a certain respect He was a Prussian.

The carter has whipped the fallen horse to its feet. The cart lumbers away. The cab moves off
MARTHA He certainly was: stiff as a poker.
(Abruptly;)

A Prussian! And he's going like us to 15 Nathangasse. I only hope he’s not the Breuers’
guest.

The cab overtakes Fliess just as the latter is about to cross the street. Fliess raises his hat again; Freud
raises his in reply and smiles broadly. Freud turns to Martha as he replaces his hat.

FREUD Not a chance. [ shan’t be that lucky.

At the Breuers’ house.

A large drawing-room, opulent, comfortable but quite ugly. The window is open.

Mathilde Breuer, rather a pretty woman of around thirty, is leaning out of the window. A
chambermaid is standing waiting near the glazed door leading to the corridor.

Mathilde turns round and goes over to her, obviously put out. Mathilde is small, plumpish and

lively; she has charm and gaiety. But for the moment her face is anxious and her voice not very
agreeable.

MATHILDE BREUER There they are. Are you sure the Doctor isn’t in his study?
CHAMBERMAID I've just come from there, Madam.
MATHILDE BREUER How about the smoking-room? Have you looked there?

Mathilde takes a fan from a pedestal table, opens it and fans herself nervously.
How annoying it is! He might have ...

(A bell rings,)
Go and let them in.

The chambermaid goes out. Mathilde fans herself, goes to the mirror, pats her hair and composes
her features,
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Martha and Freud come in, she smiles and kisses Martha on both cheeks.
MATHILDE Hullo, dearest. Hullo, Sigmund.
Very quickly:
Josef's incorrigible; I told him not to be late, and of course he’s not back yet.

Freud’s face has brightened as soon as he came into the room. We can tell that he likes the Breuers’
apartment and that he feels at home there.

FREUD, pleasantly Oh! come now, Mathilde! I'm a doctor too, you know.

Mathilde is voluble out of habit and above all out of irritation. She speaks with little, charmingly
affected, nervous gestures, fanning herself the while.

MATHILDE If it were only a question of you two, I could put up with it: you're part
of the family. But there’s this Herr Fliess, whom I don’t know. Those people from
Berlin are always so touchy ...

(Very annoyed;) He promised me he’d be on time! After all, it’s his guest.
(In the same tone;) Martha, dearest, do you want a fan! It's so hot, we’re all on edge,

there’s a storm in the air.

(Sound off of a carriage in the street.)

There he is!

She straightens up, with a haste that Breuer’s mere lateness is insufficient to justify.
(Dwindling sound of the carriage.)

No.
It’s intolerable.

FREUD, irritably Come, Mathilde, he’s been delayed by a patient, that happens every
day.

MATHILDE Every day, you're quite right. But in this case it’s a female patient and
always the same one. That Kértner girl, you know.

FREUD, dumbfounded Koértner, no, I don’t know.

MATHILDE Yes you do, come on! You know all his patients. Lictle Cicilie, you
know. He goes there twice a day now. It seems (terse laugh) that she’s a wonderful case.

Freud has turned pale. His face hardens.
FREUD, very terse Twice a day? Cicilie Kortner? Never heard of her.
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A certain embarrassment and unease takes hold of the three individuals.

MATHILDE, astounded Come on, he tells you everything!
FREUD), same tone (fi/oice Apparently not.
MATHILDE, after a silence He hasn’t spoken to you about her!

Her distress seems to exceed even her astonishment.
She closes her fan with a snap and throws it down on the pedestal table.

Well, so much the worse for both of us.

Freud does not reply. He remains in his arnichair, frowning, without even attempting to hide his

vexation.
(Bell peal off)
MATHILDE And here, of course, is the guest!

A footman opens the door.
FOOTMAN Dr Fliess.

He steps back to let Fliess pass; the latter enters and bows, ever more satanic and Prussian.
Mathilde has risen to her feet, she offers him her hand.

MATHILDE Good day to you, Doctor.
Fliess clicks his heels together, bows and kisses her hand.

FLIESS My humble respects, Madam.
MATHILDE My husband has been delayed at the bedside of one of his patients ...
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In the huge bedroom that serves as Cicilie’s living-room, which will be
described later.

For the moment, evening is coming on and the room is almost in darkness. Breuer is seated beside

Cicilie’s bed.
BREUER, rising to his feet Well, Cicilie, we've made good progress.

We can barely make out Cicilie’s head and blonde hair. Her arms are stretched out on the blanket.
She has a squint (convergent strabismus).

CACILIE, faint voice Are you leaving?

Her hands flutter from side to side, as if running across the bed in panic.
BREUER Cicilie! Calm yourself. I shall be there tomorrow morning.

She gives every sign of mounting agitation.
CACILIE And untl tomorrow there’ll be nothing. Nothing!

She starts to cough: a dry, rasping cough.

(Fits of coughing.)
Between spasms:

And the night to get through! Terrified of opening my eyes ... If I open them, I see
the dead woman.

She fumbles awkwardly to take Breuer’s hand, which rests upon hers. Breuer guesses her wish
and gives her his hand. She takes it and raises it to her eyes. With a kind of passion:

Close them for me. Command me not to open them until tomorrow.

Breuer hestitates, then bends over the beautiful face disfigured by her squint. With great tenderness
and authority:

BREUER Close your eyes, Cicilie.
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He closes both her eyes with his thumbs. His other fingers gently cup Cicilie’s temples.

Don’t open them until tomorrow.
CACILIE It’s you who'll open them for me.

(Cough.)
He does not reply; she stirs restlessly. Insisting:

Say you'll come and open them for me. Tomorrow morning, with your two thumbs.

Ortherwise, I won’t sleep.
(Fit of coughing.)
BREUER I'll open your eyes for you. Go to sleep, Cicilie.
(The fit of coughing stops at once.)

In this brief scene, we must have the sensation that these two individuals — doctor and patient —
form a couple more strongly united than ordinary couples of the kind, and that in a quite singular
fashion it is the patient who gets her doctor to give her the orders which she wants to obey.

Breuer seems to have great authority over her, and at the same time he gives in to her with
affectionate weakness.

However, Cicilie’s wish (‘Close my eyes for me’) is not a mere amorous fancy and must not
seem solely that: it is also — and this must be evident — the sudden contrivance of a patient who is
afraid of a sleepless night and who finds a way of soothing her fears.

Cécilie has allowed herself to fall back on to the pillow, her eyes closed, her fears soothed, a

faint smile on her lips.
Breuer moves away on tip-toe, picks up his top-hat from a chair, opens the French window

and goes out. He finds himself in a park, where his coupé is waiting for him in front of the door; he
climbs in hastily.

BREUER, to the coachman Home, Karl. Hurry, hurry! I'm three quarters of an hour
late.
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In the Breuers’ drawing-room.
The two women are sitting talking to one another.

VOICES OFF OF THE TWO WOMEN Nort at all, it's very cheap. A cretonne:
you can drape the walls of a room ...

We hear words from their conversation whenever there is a silence between Freud and Fliess.

Mathilde and Martha both have fans, they fan themselves as they speak.

In a window recess, Freud and Fliess are talking: Fliess only rarely turns entirely towards
Freud: one would say he was contemplating the building opposite. But when he wishes to assert or
to convince, he looks at his interlocutor — less to observe than to charm.

At such moments, the brilliance of his large eyes seems almost unbearable.

Freud is nervous, restless, still sombre; from time to time, he leans over the balcony in the hope
that Breuer’s coupé has just arrived (every time a carriage passes — which is not very often in this
‘residential neighbourhood). But at the same time we sense that Fliess captivates and intimidates
him.

He addresses him with a gentleness and a desire to please that he has hitherto reserved for Breuer
and Charcot. He listens to him raptly; from time to time his nervous mannerism overtakes him

and he pokes his forefinger into his nostril.

FREUD, desire to please that is almost servile; but the severity he demonstrates towards himself is
utterly sincere, and has deep roots:
I cannot understand why a man of your worth, a Berlin specialist, should have
gone out of his way just to hear my lectures. You know I'm not even a Professor. A
simple lecturer, that’s all.

FLIESS, amiable but distant If I've come to you, it’s because your reputation has come
to me.

FREUD I teach anatomy of the brain: anyone can do that better than I can.

FLIESS You know that’s not true. The old fossils in power divide the brain up into

thousands of little compartments. Each of these corresponds to one of our gestures,
one of our sensations or one of our words. You're one of the few people in Europe to
teach thar those little compartments don't exist; that everything’s a matter of connec-
tions and movement.

Freud has bowed his head to conceal an almost childish smile of satisfaction.
FLIESS I'm going to tell you a secret.

Fliess turns abruptly towards Freud and stares fixedly at him.
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Breuer has told you: I'm an ear-nose-and-throat specialist. I've managed to isolate a
neurosis. The nasal neurosis, if you like. There’s a nervous connection between the
nose and all the other organs.

Freud listens intently. He so far forgets himself as to poke his finger into his nose.

By numbing the nasal region, I've caused intestinal disturbances to disappear. Of
course, they'd return as soon as the nose recovered its normal sensitivity.

A carriages goes by in the street. Freud, despite the rapt interest he is showing, cannot restrain him-
self from glancing down at the street. A two-horse coupé passes by and disappears.
Fliess, annoyed by this momentary inattention, places his hand on Freud’s shoulder. With
great authority:
FLIESS Listen to me, dear friend.

Freud turns towards him, captivated.

I could go further if I had a more thorough knowledge of neurology. You can help

me.
FREUD I’'m not...
FLIESS, not listening to him It all hangs together, Freud. The nose and the nerves in the

nose are simply a relay.
Staring into Freud's eyes with his terrible gaze:

Everything’s ruled by sex.
FREUD By sex?

Freud pulls an astonished face. He hurriedly removes his finger from his nose.
As he speaks, a carriage has drawn up beneath the window, but he is too absorbed on this

occasion to pay any attention.

FLIESS The biological development of the individual takes place under the control
and direction of the sexual organs.

(Forcefully;)
Iknow it but I can’t prove it. You will help me.
Freud appears totally bewildered. His face, normally so hard, seems softened by a certain anxiety.

FREUD I should like to help you ...
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(A pause.)
It takes so much courage to dare call into question ...
(A pause. Sombrely;) 1 don’t have it.

The door of the drawing-room abruptly opens. Enter Breuer, hiding his confusion beneath an
embarrassed joviality.

BREUER, from the door Dear friends, I cast myself at your feet, I know that I'm un-
forgivable.
MATHILDE, tartly Unforgivable indeed.

Breuer bows and kisses Martha’s hand.

BREUER, to Martha Unforgivable?
MARTHA, dffectionately Unforgivable, but you're forgiven.

Fliess and Freud have moved over towards Breuer. Fliess unconcernedly cordial, Freud irritable

and sombre.

BREUER Fliess and Freud know what professional obligations are. A patient delayed
me.

FLIESS Such are the drawbacks of our calling.

Freud remains silent: his silence, and the wooden face with which he confronts Breuer’s smiles,
show his deliberate intention of making his discontent clear.

MATHILDE Well, let’s go straight to table. Everything will be burnt to a cinder.
The two women rise to their feet. Mathilde is between Freud and Breuer.
(To Breuer;) How is it you've never spoken to Freud about your Cicilie?
Breuer’s face changes slightly. He looks at the still annoyed Freud with a timid expression.
Mathilde leaves them to take Fliess’s arm as the chambermaid throws wide the double doors
leading to the dining-room.
In the dining-room, a few moments later.
The guests are sitting round a circular table in the following order: Mathilde; to Mathilde’s right,

Fliess; to Fliess’s right, Martha; to Martha’s right, Breuer, who thus finds himself beside Freud.
Freud completes the circle: he is to Mathilde’s left. A servant is handing round a turbot.

128



Breuer, very embarrassed despite the great ease of his manners, addresses the impassive Fliess

but is really speaking for Freud’s sake.

BREUER, laughing As you can imagine, there’s never been any question for me of
hiding one of my patients from Freud: we have no secrets from each other.

He turns towards Freud, seeking his assent. Freud turns towards the servant, who is offering him
the dish; by helping himself, he avoids replying.
Martha looks at Freud with irritation and embarrassment. She waits for a reply that does not

come. Blushing slightly, she half turns towards Fliess and says with a smile:

MARTHA No secrets! Never any secrets. Dr Breuer is my husband’s big brother.
Mathilde is my sister: | named my little daughter after her.

Mathilde listens in annoyance: she too now turns towards Fliess and says gaily:

MATHILDE No secrets, no. Except one: the mysterious Cicilie. Josef has been treat-
ing her for a year and a half.

A silence. Freud eats without raising his eyes. Breuer, still jovial, continues with false simplicity:

BREUER There’s nothing mysterious about Cicilie. It's an extraordinary case, that’s
all.

He turns towards Freud.

So extraordinary that I didn’t want to talk to you about it before the cure was
complete. I was afraid I might be mistaken.

Freud, still sombre, does not answer. Breuer addresses Fliess.

What do you think of a patient who herself invents the therapy that suits her?
FLIESS She must be unusually intelligent.
BREUER, almost fatuously Unusually! Yes, unusually!

He proclaims his conviction with a mixture of admiration and naive self-satisfaction.

I've been merely her instrument. Even today, I have difficulty in believing it. Luckily,
the results are there.

A pause. Glance at Freud, who has stopped eating and is looking straight in front of him.

It was a magnificent case of hysteria. The kind one finds in books. Contractures of the
lower limbs, anaesthesias, pareses, visual and auditory disturbances, neuralgias,
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coughs, speech difficulties: she had everything.

FREUD, amused A fugitive from the Salpétriére!

BREUER, put out The women in the Salpétriére could barely read. This girl 1s from
the best society, her culture is unrivalled and she has every talent.

FLIESS What therapy has she invented?

Breuer has grown animated as he speaks: he has forgotten Freud; we sense that the subject enthrals
him.

BREUER She has quite simply reinvented hypnotism, adapting it to her illness.

Freud starts. He knocks his fork with his fingertips, and it chinks against his plate. For the first
time, he turns towards Breuer. His eyes are bright with anger.

FREUD Hypnotism? So it’s true?
Breuer looks at him in astonishment.
['d refused to believe it.
In response to Breuer’s astonishment, he adds with deep dissatisfaction:

Little Dora Wassermann told me you were hypnotizing one of your patients. [
laughed in her face.

His hands begin to tremble.

When I returned from Paris, six years ago, with my head full of all those fancies, you
didn’t defend me, Breuer, you let Meynert crush me like a worm — and you were
quite right,

The two women listen in dismay. Breuer has turned pale. Only Fliess, discreetly amused, has lost
neither his composure nor his appetite: the servant makes the rounds offering fresh helpings of
turbot; everyone refuses with a curt, mechanical gesture, except Fliess who takes a discreet but
copious second helping. He listens calmly, drinking white wine. None of all this denotes bad
manners, simply a robust unconcern.

FREUD [ was mistaken! I was mistaken!
And today it's you, you whom I respect like a father, it’s you who's going in for all
that quackery.
BREUER, gently Listen to me, Freud.

Freud does not look at Breuer. His anger does not prevent him from being intimidated. By contrast
Breuer, confronted with Freud’s violence, has recovered all his calm and his composure. He looks
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at Freud affectionately and without the least irritation.

FREUD Hypnotism doesn’t cure! It’s not a therapy, it’s a cabaret turn! Charcot used
to make contractures disappear under hypnosis. And afterwards? They’d reappear
when the patient woke up.

BREUER Doubtless you're right, Freud. Anyway, in 1887 I didn’t believe in hypno-
tism. You know very well I believe only in experiment.

FREUD And experiment drove you to make use of suggestion?

BREUER Yes. But it’s not a matter of treating symptoms directly. The charlatans are
the ones who say: ‘Stand up and walk’ to a paralysed hysterical patient.

FREUD, losing nothing of his aggressiveness Well then?

BREUER When Cicilie’s under hypnosis she talks about her ailments, she recalls
how the symptoms first appeared. And each time she’s able to find in her memory the
circumstances of their first appearance ...

FLIESS, very fnterested They disappear?
BREUER Yes. Today, they've almost all disappeared.
FREUD, with a kind of frightened revulsion You get her to talk about herself?

Freud has become ashen; his hands tremble; he speaks without a trace of violence, but only by dint

of considerable effort.

Then you're changing her neurosis into a psychosis: she’ll die in a padded cell.

He addresses Fliess, speaking in a perturbed voice.

I gave up the method of induced sleep seven years ago. Do you know why? Because a
maniac under hypnosis started telling me how he wanted to kill his father. A father
whom he adored, of course. They say any kind of crazy thing, poor wretches! And
what if all those crazy things remained stuck in their minds? If that poor imbecile
raving on his couch ... if he’d convinced himself he was destined to be a parricide?
Stirring up mud is useless!

A servant comes in and goes over to Breyer.

SERVANT There’s a man in the hall asking for Dr Freud. He says he has been
searching for him everywhere.

Freud looks at the servant bad-temperedly.

FREUD Can’t I be leftin peace? (A pause.) From whom?
SERVANT 1 beg your pardon?

FREUD Who has sent him?

SERVANT Professor Meynert.
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Freud rises abruptly to his feet.

FREUD, painfully What does he want?
SERVANT Professor Meynert is asking to see you. Apparently it’s urgent.

All look at Freud, who is pale, with drawn features and wide eyes. For a moment he remains
dumb and overwhelmed; then he regains control of himself, bows to Mathilde and forces a smile.

FREUD Well, it comes to all of us in the end, Mathilde. (4 pause.) I beg of you, finish
the meal without waiting for me.

He goes out. The guests look at each other anxiously.
Martha seems almost terrified. She rolls a pellet of bread between her fingers. Breuer looks at
her and says to her gently:

BREUER If Meynert's going to die, it’s better they should see each other again.
Martha looks at him.

MARTHA Better or worse, I don’t know. But something’s going to change, I'm sure
of that.

MATHILDE What, dearest?

She stares into space.

MARTHA I'wonder ... Perhaps we'll never be happy again,
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Meynert’s bedroom.

Luxurious — but with a German bad taste of the period. In any case, however, the lighting is too
weak for us to be able to make out the furnishings.

A paraffin lamp placed on a little round table enables us to see only a bed ready to receive the
patient and, not far from the bed, a big comfortable-looking armchair in which the patient is
seated.

Meynert has aged greatly: the wrinkles that ravaged his face have deepened, his beard and hair
are now entirely grey. But the fact that he has grown old is less striking than his waxy pallor.

His hands themselves are white, even the fingernails. He is wearing a dressing-gown, and
beneath the dressing-gown a nightshirt.

A pillow behind his head, a blanket round his knees. His feet — hidden in fact by the blanket —
are propped up on a stool of which we can see the base alone.

Only Meynert’s gaze has lost nothing of its hardness or force. The patient’s lids were closed, but
suddenly he opens his eyes and his gaze — full of intelligence, but somehow haunted — searches the
shadows.

Meynert’s voice is low, but this is because he is sparing it.

MEYNERT Freud?
He does not wait for a reply.
Come over here.
Freud goes over to him.
He is almost as pale as Meynert, and his eyes are as hard. With one hand, Meynert waves him
feebly to a chair.
Freud goes and sits down.
Come closer to me: I've been forbidden to speak loudly.
Freud pulls his chair up close to Meynert.

MEYNERT Are you still searching for male hysterical patients?

At this reminder of the 1887 lecture and their quarrel, Freud frowns and shakes his head almost
imperceptibly as a sign of denial. Meynert understands the sign.

Pity. I could have presented you with a fine specimen.
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Freud, dumbfounded and mistrustful, guesses beforehand the reply to the question he puts.

FREUD Who?
Meynert has recovered his bitter, ironical smile. He says with simplicity and almost with pride:
MEYNERT Me.
Freud does not reply.
He looks at Meynert: on his face, astonishment is mingled with a sudden, deep understanding
— and, less clearly, with a certain satisfaction.

Meynert continues, with a kind of sombre pride:

I knew the symptoms before Charcot; I learned about them the hard way — I had
them all.

Still more proudly:
All. No one knew anything.

Freud speaks harshly: his resentment has not abated.

FREUD When you threw me out of your laboratory. you already knew that?
MEYNERT I'd known it for twenty years.

FREUD You called me a buffoon and a charlatan.

MEYNERT You know the story of Noah: a son mustn’t see his father’s nakedness.

He looks at him without tenderness and without regret. In a factual tone of voice:
You were my spiritual son.
Freud, in the same tone of voice, with an additional touch of sadness:

FREUD Yes. And you cursed me. You ruined my life. I was a scientist, not a doctor.
Medicine disgusts me: I don’t like torturing people on the pretext that they’re ill.

(A pause.)
For six years I've carried out no research. I torture neurotic people I can’t cure.
Meynert laughs feebly.

MEYNERT Electrotherapy, baths and massage?
FREUD, bitterly Massage, baths, electrotherapy.
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Meynert laughs a little louder.

MEYNERT One might just as well put a poultice on a wooden leg.

Harshly, with sparkling eyes:

It’s quite useless.

FREUD 1 know. And yet I prescribe nothing else.

Meynert, with a still more ironical smile:

MEYNERT At all events, it can’t do any harm.
FREUD Not even that.
(A pause,)

Who would you call the charlatan? The young man who sincerely believed in the
virtues of hypnotism or the man of today, who prescribes a treatment he doesn’t
believe in?

Meynert has closed his eyes and does not reply.
Freud looks at him with growing anxiety.
After a moment, he rises noiselessly to his feet and is about to go over to the patient.
Meynert hears him and speaks without opening his eyes.

MEYNERT Sit down. I'm not asleep, I'm gathering my thoughts. I'm very weak. I

have to talk to you. Don’t interrupt me.
He speaks at first with his eyes closed; in a moment, he will open them.

Sufferers from neurosis form a fraternity. They rarely know each other, yet they
recognize each other. At first sight. Just one rule: silence. Normal people, that's who
our enemies are.

I've kept the secret ... All my life — even from myself; I've refused to know myself.

He opens his eyes and looks intently at Freud.

You belong to the fraternity, Freud. Or very nearly ... I hated you, because you
wanted to betray ... I was wrong.

(A pause.)

My life has been nothing but play-acting. I've wasted my time hiding the truth. I was
keeping quiet.
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Result: I'm dying with pride, but in ignorance.
Bitter smile.

A disciple of knowledge must know, mustn’t he? [ don’t know who 1 am. It’s not I who
has lived my life: it’s an Other.

He once more closes his eyes. Freud seems overwhelmed. He leans forward and timidly lays his
hand upon the sick man’s pale hand, which is lying on the arm of his chair.

Meynert reopens his eyes. He looks exhausted. But for the first time since the beginning of the
film, he looks at Freud almost with affection.

Ina quicker, weaker voice:

Break the silence. Betray us. Find the secret. Expose it to the light of day, even if it
means revealing your own.
It's necessary to dig deep down. Into the mud.

At these last words, Freud withdraws his hand and recoils somewhat,

Didn’t you know thar?

FREUD, slowly Into the mud? Yes, I know.

MEYNERT Does that frighten you?

FREUD Yes. I...'m not an angel.

MEYNERT So much the better. Angels don’t understand men.

Freud’s face has altered: he is still sombre but his eyes are shining.

FREUD What if I weren't capable ...
MEYNERT If you're not, no one will be.

A silence. He raises his voice slightly.

For six years you've been champing at the bit ... Now charge: it’s in your character.
Retreat before nothing. If your strength fails you, make a pact with the Devil.

More quietly, but with burning conviction:

It would be splendid to risk Hell so that everyone could live under the light of
Heaven.

He has half raised himself, his pillow slips down behind him. Freud rises and repositions the

pillow.
Meynert lets himself sink back.
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For my part, I lost — through lack of courage. Your turn to play. Farewell.

He is breathing through his mouth. Very slight rattle. Weary, painful expression. His eyes are
open and staring. He repeats very softly, as if to himself:

Lost.
Freud looks at him for a moment, impassively.
Meynert no longer even seems aware of his presence.

Freud stretches out his hand timidly. Touches the dying man’s pale hand with his fingertips,

turns on his heel and leaves noiselessly.
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The Breuers’ dining-room.

The guests are awaiting Freud’s return, their empty plates before them.
Conversation continues between Fliess and Mathilde, broken by long silences.
Breuer and Martha say nothing: the former appears ill at ease, the latter worried and on edge.

MATHILDE And that avenue in the middle of the Tiergarten ... what do you call ir?
It’s so beaudful.

FLIESS The Siegesallee.

MATHILDE Oh!
A pause.

FLIESS We have nothing to equal your Ring ...

MATHILDE The Ring is beaudiful. But I've seen the seagulls over the Spree ...

FLIESS, distantly The seagulls. Oh yes ... But you have the Danube ...
A silence. The clock strikes ten. Martha shivers.

MARTHA Machilde, ten o’clock! I beg of you, have dinner served! (Forcing a smile))
We'll give Dr Fliess a very poor impression of Viennese hospitality.

FLIESS Madam, please ...

There is an imperious ring at the front door.

BREUER There he is.
MATHILDE It's not his ring.

Martha rises abruptly to her feet; without moving from her place, she peers through the glazed
door.

MARTHA, relieved, almost joyful I¢'s him! It’s him!

Everybody turns towards the entrance.
Breuer, worried, says half-aloud as if to himself:

BREUER I wonder what they can have had to say to each other.

The door opens.
Freud comes in.
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He looks distraught, almost exhausted. At the same time, a considerable change seems to have
taken place in him; something has blossomed; he appears almost joyful.

MARTHA and BREUER, almost together How is he?
Freud sits down in his place and picks up his napkin.

FREUD, speaking with a kind of almost naive simplicity, as if he had passed beyond his feelings of
grief: There’s no hope. In my opinion, it's a matter of hours.

He looks at the guests without seeing them. He says mechanically:
Did you wait for me?
Fastening his gaze on Fliess, abruptly, with a kind of burning, suppressed enthusiasm.
He’s an extraordinary man.
Mathilde signals to the servant, who goes out, fetches a roast of beef and offers it to the guests
during the scene which follows.
Everyone helps themselves.
Freud stares into space, he is now almost smiling.
MARTHA, more worried than curious What did he say to you?
Freud makes a gesture of dismissal at this question. He says nothing. The servant has served the two
women and Fliess; he bends over Freud, who does not see him.
The servant remains in this position, trying to attract Freud’s attention.
Martha draws Freud’s attention to the dish:
Sigmund!
Freud comes to himself; looks at the dish with a surprised expression and makes a gesture of refusal.

FREUD Oh!... No, thank you.

The servant goes to serve Breuer. There is a moment’s silence, then Freud turns abruptly towards
Breuer. He has a friendly, respectful expression.

Breuer, | should like to see your Cicilie.

Breuer looks embarrassed and displeased.
Freud seems not to notice this.
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When you next visit her, take me with you.
MATHILDE, ironically The next visit will be tomorrow morning, never fear!

Freud reiterates ardently:

FREUD Take me with you.

BREUER Butyousaid ...

FREUD Stupidities. I apologize humbly.

BREUER I don’t know if I can ... without preparing her ...

MATHILDE, laughing She’ll be delighted. (To Martha:) That girl worships the ground
he treads on.

BREUER It’s a delicate treatment...

MATHILDE, still laughing A twosome, you see? With a threesome, the patient
becomes difficult.

BREUER Very well!

Breuer casts a hostile, angry glance at Mathilde.
He makes his decision swiftly.

(Rather drily, to Freud;)

Come and pick me up here tomorrow at ten o’clock. I think I'll be able to show you
the disappearance of two complementary symptoms: psychic deafness and a converg-
ent squint. [ promise you won't forget the experience.

(With a constrained laugh, to Fliess;) While we’re about it, may I ask you to join us?
I'm not entirely sure that Cicilie’s cough is hysterical, and I'd like you to examine her

throat.
FLIESS Very willingly, I'll arrange to be free.
MATHILDE And now the threesome has become a foursome. The more the merrier!

(To Martha;) You’d better watch out, Martha: that woman’s to be feared! It seems she’s
an enchantress.
MARTHA, calmly I'm not afraid of anything.

Freud starts to laugh.

MATHILDE You're very trusting: I admire you.
Freud still retains the distraught expression he was wearing when he came into the room.

FREUD There's no great merit involved, Mathilde: who could be so crazy as to think
I attract the attention of women. (Pointing to Martha;) I'm still wondering why this one

married me.

He turns to Breuer and, as he speaks, contemplates him with deep and affectionate admiration.
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There’s the husband who should be watched. If I were you, Mathilde, I'd lock him up:
that man is too majestic and too handsome not to steal the hearts of all his female
patients.
Everybody laughs, Mathilde more loud!y than the rest. Martha utters a cry.
MARTHA What’s the matter with you?
She points at Mathilde’s left hand, which is bleeding profusely: deep cuts on three fingers.
MATHILDE, who is looking at Freud and Breuer and laughing Me? Nothing.

(She lowsers her eyes to her hand and utters a faint cry, almost a sigh.)

Mathilde has turned quite pale.
She speaks in an altered voice, with great effort.

How stupid! I picked up this knife by the blade.
Martha at once rises to her feet and comes over to put an arm round her shouldets.
MARTHA, fenderly Come, Mathilde, come quickly.
She leads her away. The three men have risen. Martha makes a gesture declining their services.
No, we don’t need any gentlemen, especially if they’re doctors. We shan’t be long,

The two women go out. Mathilde is on the point of fainting. Martha supports her.
When the door has closed, Breuer gives a little false laugh.

BREUER Well, well! A dinner of upsets.
The two guests do not answer him: they remain standing, their faces turned to the glazed door.
Seeing Freud’s grave and frowning demeanour, Breuer changes his tone; he adds seriously,

gesturing towards the door:

A touch of neurasthenia: nothing serious. After ten years of marriage, it isn’t good for
a couple not to have children.
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Next morning, around nine o’clock.

In Breuer’s barouche.

A fine June morning. The barouche is traversing an outlying neighbourhood — at first poor,
then residential: villas and gardens.

Breuer is speaking, in a calm, objective tone. He has evidently reconciled himself in the end to
this three-way visit.

Freud listens with the closest attention.

Fliess is more relaxed.

He looks at Breuer from time to time, but we are never sure whether he is listening — and his
terrible, flaming eyes never seem to be looking.

BREUER, continuing a conversation begun long before The first disturbances date from
her father’s death. He had heart trouble and collapsed right in the street. She adored
him: you can just imagine the shock. A traumatism, in the most literal sense.

FREUD What happened to her?

BREUER Everything, as [ told you — even frightful hallucinations. But we've
eliminated the symptoms one by one.

Freud pulls out his cigar-case and mechanically takes a cigar.

FREUD How?

As Breuer prepares to reply, Fliess notices that Freud is going to smoke.
He turns his terrible eyes towards him. He seems interested for the first time.

FLIESS, imperiously You smoke too much.

Freud starts; he hestitates for a moment, but eventually answers amiably enough.

FREUD You're quite right.
FLIESS, same tone You should at least give up the morning cigars. They are ...
terrible.

Freud frowns, hesitates and eventually replaces the cigar in the case and the case in his pocket.
He acts more out of politeness than out of true submission. Brever regards the scene with
amused surprise.

BREUER, to Fliess Bravo! For six years I've been trying to convince him, and you
succeed at the first try.
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Fliess merely smiles, with the slightest hint of fatuousness. Freud, faintly irritated, turns towards

Breuer.

FREUD Well? This method?

BREUER From the very first months of treatment, 1 realized that she was putting
herself in a state akin to that provoked by suggestion. In this ... self-hypnosis,
memories come back to her, she recounts everything which can be of help to her. For
example, the events which have accompanied or provoked the appearance of a
hysterical symptom. When she wakes up, I remind her of what she has told me and
the symptom disappears.

FREUD [t never returns?

BREUER Some have rerurned, but that’s because she hadn’t told me everything. In
the evenings, she’s forgetful and tired. A lot of patience is needed.

A silence. The three men ponder.
The barouche passes along a wide road flanked by villas.
Breuer pensively lights a gold-tipped cigarette.

That gave me the idea of returning every morning and hypnotizing her myself. I ask
her to concentrate her thoughts on the symptom she has singled out, and for which
she hasn’t found any reason.

FREUD Does she talk?

BREUER Very easily. She cleanses herself, she hunts out the bad memories lurking
in dark corners. Do you know what she calls this? ‘Sweeping the chimneys of the
brain’.

(He laughs complacently.)

The barouche enters a park, through an open gate: lawns, groves, ornamental lake; beyond them, a
pretty single-storey villa. A perron with three steps leads to the front door.

We've arrived.
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A few moment later.

On the perron, a woman of around forty, dark clothes, austere bearing, awaits them. She must
have been very beautiful, and still would be if it were not for the severity and harshness of her
countenance.

Breuer appears, climbs the steps and kisses her hand.

BREUER, introducing Dr Fliess, an eminent throat specialist, who is willing to
examine our Cicilie.

Fliess kisses Frau Kortner’s hand.

Dr Freud, my closest friend.

Freud bows slightly and shakes the hand offered him.
FRAU KORTNER Come in, gentlemen.

They enter a large, bright room: no furniture. Good taste, but a certain puritanism. A big fireplace,
bare walls, a circular table, round the table fine old chairs, but of wood.

As they enter behind Frau Kortner, she turns round towards Breuer who is following her.
(Fliess is behind Breuer and Freud brings up the rear,)

Cicilie worries me. She’s awake but she claims she can’t open her eyes.
BREUER, smiling I promised I'd open them for her myself.

He indicates Fliess.

Dr Fliess will be so kind as to wait here. Three of us round the patient’s bed would be
too much. He’ll make his examination when I've seen her. Come along, Freud.

They enter the neighbouring room.

Cicilie’s bedroom.

It is the same room that we saw on the previous evening. The shutters are open.
This room, much smaller than the hall we have just left, is furnished with charming taste
(eighteenth century). It is the room of a stylish, sensitive young woman. Mirrors, dressing-tables,
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wing-chairs. Shelves full of books run round the room. The bed is made up and covered with white

furs.

Céicilie is fully dressed. Light-coloured gown. Hair arranged with great care (blonde hair in a
coil). She is reclining on a couch, two cushions beneath her head, a blanket over her legs. She is
knitting. But her eyes are obstinately closed.

As they enter, Breuer whispers to Freud, with a kind of ecstasy that he barely attempts to
conceal:

BREUER, it a slow whisper She’s beautiful.

Freud looks at the young patient with a hard, penetrating gaze. He does not answer: manifestly,
Cicilie’s beauty does not interest him.

A very faint smile touches Cicilie’s lips, as if she had heard the phrase, albeit uttered very
quietly and a long way away from her.

Breuer signals to Freud to stay where he is and goes over to Cicilie. The latter’s smile grows

more pronounced.

CACILIE, gaily Good morning, Doctor.
BREUER Did you hear me?
CACILIE 1 recognized the sound of your footsteps.

Breuer is at the patient’s bedside. He speaks to her, throughout the scene, in a tender, passionate
but restrained voice. He will demonstrate an exceptional gentleness, as if he were deeply conscious

of the girl’s fragility.
Pointing to her eyes with the tip of her forefinger, Cicilie adds:

My poor Mama wanted to dress me, but as you can see I've kept my word.
Now you must keep yours.

With a slightly teasing emphasis:

Dr Josef Breuer, give me back lighc.

Breuer bends down. He places his thumbs on Cicilie’s eyes. She opens her eyelids. Her eyes — as
we saw on the previous day — are afflicted with a convergent squint.

She raises herself slightly, takes Breuer’s hand, holds it between both her own hands and trans-
ports it towards her eyes.

BREUER What are you doing?
CACILIE I want to see your hand. I can only see things close to. It’s a big, big hand.
With a kind of stifled cry:

Enormous!



She repulses it, thrusting it far away from her. Fit of coughing. Breuer lays his hand on her head
and the fit ceases.
In a voice still strangled by the cough:

You must cure my cyes.

BREUER Don’t be afraid, Cicilie. We're going to try. This very day.
CACILIE Are you going to sweep the chimneys of my mind?
BREUER Of course.

CACILIE Then chimney-sweeping it is!

Breuer signals to Freud to approach. He moves forward heavily — we can tell that he is deliber-

ately making a noise. Despite the sound of his footsteps, Cacilie seems unaware of his presence.
He bows. Breuer signals to him to speak.

FREUD My humble respects, Fraulein.

Cicilie does not answer.

I'm a doctor too. My great friend Dr Breuer has been so good as to permit me to

accompany him.

She lays her knitting down on a pedestal table near the couch, but with the greatest difficulty: her
convergent squint prevents her from locating objects precisely. Her hand gropes around blindly,

touches the table and lets go of the knitting, which falls to the floor.
Breuer hastens to pick up the knitting and replace it on the table. He takes Cicilie’s blindly

groping hand and replaces it on the couch.

CACILIE, delighted You picked up my knitting!

Ciicilie — continuing to ignore Freud — smiles at Breuer without seeing him.

How kind you are. Thank you.

Freud, watching attentively, looks as much at Breuer as at Cicilie. His gaze travels from one to the
other, as if he were discovering a strange and profound bond between them.

BREUER
CACILIE
BREUER

Cicilie, you haven’t said good morning to Dr Freud.
[s there someone here?
Yes: one of my friends whom I wanted to introduce to you.

CACILIE, put out Oh!

(A pause.)

What’s your name?
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FREUD, loud, clear voice Sigmund Freud.

Cicilie’s face remains impassive, she awaits a response.

BREUER, almost in a whisper Dr Sigmund Freud.
CACILIE, repeating docilely Dr. Sigmund Freud.
Not very amiably:

Forgive me, Dr Freud, I'm deaf and almost blind. (Quickly and with asperity) I don’c see
in what way I can be of interest to you.

BREUER, warmly Cicilie! You're not deaf, since you can hear me.
CACILIE, shrugging her shoulders Of course I can hear you. And I can hear my poor
mother too.

A pause. Smiling to herself:
That’s not the same.

Breuer smiles too, with barely veiled satisfaction. He bends over her and puts his forefinger
between her eyes.

BREUER Look at my finger.
CACILIE I can see nothing else.
BREUER You're going to sleep.

Freud goes and fetches two chairs and brings them up close to the couch. He sits on one of them and
looks Breuer up and down. Breuer speaks more as a man in love than as a doctor. He tempers his
authority with affection. Cicilie stirs restlessly.

Go to sleep, please now.
She has difficulty falling asleep.

CACILIE You’re not alone. That bothers me.
BREUER Don’t worry about a thing, Cicilie. Sleep.

She is still restless. He insists. Masterful, like a man who knows he is loved:

Do it for me.
CACILIE For you?

She closes her eyes and smiles.
Freud has frowned. This over-intimate contact between the practitioner and his patient
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obviously displeases him, but without diminishing the rapt interest with which he follows the
experiment.
Cicilie is already asleep, her eyes closed. She breathes peacefully.
In the large room next door.
Fliess is seated at the table, on a wooden chair. On the other side of the table, Frau Kértner is like-
wise seated.
They are both stiff, silent, almost hostile. Both have harsh features, handsome faces with
terrible eyes.
Fliess seems irritated by the waiting. He drums with his left hand on the table. A clock strikes.
They start and turn round: it is ten in the morning.
In Cicilie’s bedroom.
Breuver has pulled out his watch and is checking the time. Between his teeth:
BREUER It's time.

He bends over Cicilie.

Cicilie!

Open your eyes.
She opens her eyes. A silence. Then he questions her:

Your sight problems, when did they appear?
CACILIE I don’t know.

She speaks in a hoarser voice. Without gestures or changes of facial expression.

A very long time ago. They come and go.

BREUER And the deafness?

CACILIE It’s the same thing. When I see badly, I hear badly.
BREUER All the same, there was a beginning.

CACILIE Yes.

BREUER When?

He has bent over her and waits.

CACILIE Give me your hand. To help me.
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Breuer takes her hand.

One day 1 woke up: [ was deaf and half blind.

BREUER And what had happened?
CACILIE When?

BREUER Just before that.

CACILIE Nothing. I was asleep.

She makes an effort. She finds a memory.

Oh, yes! I'd taken some sleeping tablets.
BREUER Why?

She seems surprised by the question.

CACILIE I suppose, because I couldn’t sleep.

BREUER What prevented you?

CACILIE Would you sleep, the day before your father’s funeral?
BREUER So your afflictions appeared on the day of the funeral?

A brief silence. Cacilie seems astonished.

CACILIE Good Heavens! ... Yes.

BREUER Did you go to the church?

CACILIE No.

BREUER How about the cemetery?

CACILIE I couldn’e.

BREUER Did you want to go?

CACILIE, impatiently I told you, it was my father they were burying!

BREUER But you didn’t go?

CACILIE That'’s because I was prevented.

BREUER By whar?

CACILIE By ... By ... (In a voice of despair;) 1 couldn’t see a thing any more.

BREUER What had happened the evening before?

CACILIE Nothing. It was a Tuesday. I stayed by the coffin.

BREUER How about Monday?

CACILIE That's the day they brought his body back.

BREUER, in surprise On Monday? You must be mistaken, Cicilie: people aren't
buried that quickly.

CACILIE, obstinately On the Monday they brought us back his body.

BREUER I beg of you, child, try again to remember. On Monday, your father has a

stroke in the middle of the street and his body’s brought home; on Tuesday he’s
already in his coffin, and on Wednesday he’s buried.
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Cacilie weeps quietly. Tears roll down her cheeks. Breuer seems deeply moved.
Answer, Cicilie. Don't cry.
In obvious agitation:
Don’t cry. Don’t cry.
A tear has remained on Cicilie’s cheek. Breuer puts out his hand and brushes away the tear, with
the tip of his forefinger.
Freud watches Breuer uneasily, then swiftly turns his eyes away and returns to Cicilie.
She relaxes somewhat as she feels the light caress of Breuer’s finger on her cheek. She says
abruptly, but without intonation:
CACILIE He didn’t die on Monday.
He had his stroke during the night from Saturday to Sunday.
BREUER, dumbfounded What?
Meaning wink from Breuer to Freud.
You never told me that.
Ciicilie’s hands begin to flutter again. She closes her eyes.
CACILIE [ didn’t remember any more.

Breuer takes one of her hands in his own and squeezes it as he questions her.

BREUER What happened between Saturday and Monday?
What was done with the body?

CACILIE They kept it.
BREUER Where?
CACILIE At...at... the hospital.

BREUER At the hospital? Why?

She does not answer. Freud has bent over her: he watches her avidly.

CACILIE Because my mother wasn’t in Vienna.
BREUER Where was she?

CACILIE At Graz. Ac her brother’s.

BREUER How about you?

CACILIE At home. All alone.

We can see only her head and the pillow. She repeats:
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All alone.

She opens her eyes, rises to her feet. It is the same room, but the curtains are drawn. A bedside lamp
is burning.
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[10]

Freud and Breuer have disappeared, the chairs they occupied are back in their usual places. Caci-
lie, whom we now see fully, has normal eyes: the convergent squint has totally disappeared. She is
in her nightdress. She hurriedly takes a dressing-gown, slips it on, ties the belt, puts on some slip-
pers and picks up the lamp.

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF It was past midnight. I thought they were going to break the
door in.

The whole scene is shot with total realism (exactly like the preceding scenes). Simply we hear noth-
ing but the voices off of Cicilie and Breuer. Not a sound.

She goes to the door of her room, opens it, passes through into the hall and goes over to the front
door. She seems to be listening.

BREUER, voice off Who?

On the front steps. Moonlight. Two policemen are knocking at the shutters.
We now see Ccilie, on the other side of the door, hurrying to open the bolts, then the door, then
the shutters.

CACILIE How do you mean?
BREUER Who was knocking?
CACILIE, voice off Doctors.

As they are opened, the shutters reveal to us two gentlemen — fur-lined coats, flowing beards —
who bow with exquisite courtesy, holding their top-hats in their hands.

CACILIE, voice o_[f They were conling to warn me.

Cicilie listens to them speak (their lips move but no sound issues from their mouths); her eyes
widen, she puts a hand in front of her mouth and sways.

They rush forward to stop her falling and lead her gently towards an open two-horse carriage.
This whole scene is played with no exaggeration on the part of the actors, but it must appear very
slightly stilted and out-of-date.

She installs herself on the rear seat, the two doctors on the front seat, their top-hats on their
knees. The driver whips up the two horses, which move off at top speed.

Here again, nothing should seem false properly speaking, but in the very realism of the scene
something should seem uncanny funheimlich ): the fact, for example, of seeing this beautiful blonde
girl, with disordered hair, sitting in her dressing-gown and nightdress opposite those two bearded
men; the fact, too, that the horses move off at top speed (which in a sense is normal, given that the
case is an emergency, but which can nevertheless produce a jarring effect, by seeming almost like
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the start of a wagon race).
Cicilie, thrown backwards, silent, is beautiful, pale and tragic.

FREUD, voice off Doctors?
The image literally explodes and we return to the bedroom. Freud is speaking:
Usually, they send porters or orderlies.

Cicilie, her eyes open, does not seem even to hear him.
Breuer lets go of Cacilie’s hand and, with an abrupt, almost violent gesture — that contrasts
with his usual behaviour — imposes silence upon Freud. The latter, intimidated, does not insist.
Breuer takes Cacilie’s hand again.

BREUER, gently Go on, child, go on.
CACILIE We arrived at the hospital after midnight.

A corridor. On the walls, frescos representing scenes from mythology: Venus rising from the waves
(inspired by the Botticelli painting), Dande and the shower of gold (inspired by Titian), Spring
(Botticelli). To the right and left, plaster statues (half-naked women supporting the ceiling).
Doors (small but sumptuous, fine carved oak, brass handles). Above each door a sign:
Ophthalmology Ward, Neurology Ward, etc. etc.
No sound except that of an orchestra playing a Viennese waltz.

CACILIE They were playing music for the patients.

Clcilie, between the two doctors who have replaced their top-hats on their heads, walks hurriedly
along the corridor.

I remember!
There was a hole in the carpet, I almost tripped over.

We see that the floor is carpeted in red. The carpet is dirty and worn through in places. Cicilie’s
right slipper catches in the frayed material at the edge of a hole. She stumbles, her bare foot comes
out of the slipper. She recovers her balance. A doctor kneels down, and hands her the slipper. The
music swells and becomes vulgar.

I couldn’t bear it!
BREUER'S VOICE OFF What?
CACILIE The music.
(Sharply:) You don’t play waltzes when people are dead.

A door suddenly opens to her right.
The two doctors place themselves to right and left of the door and usher her in with a bow. She
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goes into a little room with silk-covered walls.

A fresco on the (low) ceiling representing Michelangelo’s prophetesses (Sistine). Their figures
are grouped round a chandelier (glass, gas-lit). The music swells. In the four corners of the room, a
headless Graeco-Roman statue.

CACILIE We went in. It was a private room. Statues everywhere. The nurses were

shivering, they had goose-flesh.

We perceive, around the bed and hiding its occupant, women dressed in short nightdresses, over
which they have hastily thrown nurses’ tunics they have not even bothered to button up. They are
heavily made up, but with harsh, austere faces and hair pulled back.

BREUER, amazed Goose-flesh? Why?

CACILIE It was late, they must have been dragged out of bed like me. They were
wearing nightdresses under their tunics.

One of the nurses turns round and goes towards Cacilie.
It’s absurd.
She is wearing a nightdress. She comes towards Ciicilie and shows her the bed.
CACILIE It's absurd. I can see one who wasn’t wearing a tunic at all.
Shot of Ccilie, who is looking at the (invisible) nurse in astonishment.
My memory must be deceiving me.
The nurse reappears, dressed in a tunic properly buttoned up. Austere face without makeup,
nurse’s cap.
She has taken Ciicilie by the hand and is leading her towards the bed.
CACILIE'S VOICE OFF, quite altered, slightly vulgar Come along now, me darlings, clear
off!
BREUER, astounded What?
CACILIE That’s what she said.
The women stand back from the bed. It is an iron bed, like the ones we saw in the neurology ward
in Part One.
A man — at first we see only his feet and trouser-bottoms. Our view travels up his legs. He is in

evening dress, with decorations. His head is not seen.

I saw my father on a hospital bed. Abandoned by everybody.
Like a dog.



(Calmly;)
He had a death’s-head.
We still do not see his head.
BREUER A death’s-head?
CACILIE Yes. Like skeletons. It must have been a mask. They put them on dead
bodies in hospitals, don’t they?
BREUER It must have been painful for you.

CACILIE, still calm Very painful.

Cicilie kneels in tears at the dead man’s bedside. She takes the dead man’s hand and presses it to

her face.
CACILIE, serenely So I wouldn’t see it any more, I flung myself on his hand.
With sudden passion:
I could see only his fingers, those great fingers of his that I Joved.
She covers it with kisses. She looks ardently at the thumb of the hand, from close to.

We see her full-face, in close-up. She looks at the finger and her eyes, converging on the thumb
which she is pressing against her lips and nose, reproduce the former squint.
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In the bedroom.

Ciicilie stretched out on the bed (convergent squinting of the eyes). Freud and Breuer. Eloquent
wink from Breuer to Freud, signifying: ‘Now we’re there.’

BREUER On the following days, you saw the death’s-head again.

CACILIE Yes. When | was watching by the coffin. And on the morning of the
funeral, when I woke up.

BREUER And each time you saw it, you thought again of your father’s hand and you
imagined you were looking at it from right close to.

Cicilie has closed her eyes again.

CACILIE Yes. I remember ... On the day of the funeral, I woke up with a start. [ saw
the death’s-head. Just above me. And straight away, I began to squint. And I've never
seen anything again except right close to.

BREUER, gently And that’s everything, Cicilie, that's everything. The mental chimney-
sweeping is over. As you saw the death’s head at a certain distance, you began to squint
with both eyes, in the way a person looks at something from right close to.

CACILIE Yes. To defend myself.

BREUER, tenderly It’s over, Cicilie. It’s all over. You're going to open your eyes
and recover the healthy eyesight you used to enjoy in the old days.

She stirs restlessly.
Open your eyes: you'll never squint again.

Ciicilie opens her eyes. The convergent squint remains unchanged.
In vexation, but almost whispering:

Oh!
He makes a gesture of annoyance, and turns towards Freud, ar once bewildered and somewhat
aggressive.

Like someone who has just botched a conjuring-trick.

BREUER, whispering A lot of patience 15 needed.
Success isn’t automatic.

Freud does not reply.



He seems perplexed and sunk in his own reflections.

I'm going to wake her up.

Freud starts.
FREUD Allow me to ask her a few questions.
BREUER, grudgingly You won't get anything else out of her. What's more, these

sessions are tiring, We mustn't overtax her.
He turns towards Freud, who seems really enthralled. Breuer looks at him for a moment and seems
to understand the importance that Freud attaches to this interrogation.
With a gesture of sullen resignation:
Very well! Be brief.
Freud, without leaving his chair, bends over the patient.
FREUD, bending towards the patient, in a voice choked by timidity Cicilie!
She does not seem to hear him. More loudly:
Cacilie!

A pause. He leans back in his chair with a certain frustration. Breuer smiles with veiled satisfac-
tion.

BREUER She hears only me, I told you.
Freud regains hope and turns to Breuer with eyes aflame.
FREUD Ask her to listen to me. And to answer me.
BREUER, recovering his authority Freud, you've never practised this method and you

don’t know the patient ... We're taking a big risk.

A silence.

FREUD, impatiently I'll be careful.

BREUER Tell me your questions, I'll ask them myself.

FREUD Allow me to do it, I beg of you. [ should like a direct contact.
Breuer bends towards Cicilie. At once ingratiating and masterful:

BREUER Cicilie, my friend Dr Freud is going to question you.
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CACILIE You know I shan't hear him.

BREUER, insistent You'll hear him, Cicilie. I request you to hear him. And you'll
answer him.

CACILIE Very well.

Breuer leans back and invites Freud to begin.
Freud bends forward.
Breuer contemplates the scene almost malevolently. We sense that he is watching Freud closely,

ready to intervene at the slightest blunder.

FREUD Cicilie, tell me again the story of that night between Saturday and Sunday.
Try hard ro remember.
There was a knock and you went to open the door.

We once more see Cicilie in her dressing-gown in front of the bolted front door.
Cicilie unbolts the door and prepares to open the shutters as we saw her do earlier.

FREUD'S VOICE OFF You opened the door, and what did you see?

But at the moment when she is about to push back the shutters, and consequently see her visitors,
Freud’s voice immobilizes her:

Not doctors, Cicilie! Certainly not doctors! Doctors on duty do not leave the hospital
for a single moment.

So whom?
Suddenly:
Wasn'tit policemen?
With an abrupt movement Cicilie opens the shutters: the two policemen we glimpsed before are
standing in front of the door.

They look ill at ease, but coarse and devoid of any courtesy.
Answer, Cicilie! Answer!
They speak brutally, but with an effort at politeness. Ciicilie listens to them, pale with anxiety and
grief-

She turns away and goes off, leaving the French window open.

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF I don’t know. [ don’t remember.

The policemen remain on the perron.



FREUD, voice off Doctors would have given you time to get dressed.

Cicilie comes back in a suit, fully dressed but hatless. She looks at the policemen in angry indigna-
tion and goes out; they follow her.

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF I...1did get dressed.

FREUD A barouche was waiting for you?

CACILIE Yes. One with two horses.

FREUD There’s not a doctor in all Vienna who has a two-horse barouche.

A carriage is waiting in the garden. But it is a common or garden ‘Black Maria’. A two-horse one,
of course.
Before climbing in, Ciicilie recoils; then she gets in, followed proudly by the two policemen.
CACILIE'S VOICE OFF Oh, God! (she sighs in distress).

We find ourselves once more in the bedroom.

Breuer places his hand on Freud’s shoulder and pulls him back.

BREUER You're tiring her! Just because of a few trivial contradictions, you're
not going to...

FREUD, indignantly Trivial!

BREUER, peremptorily It sometimes happens that she contradicts herself. It's of no

importance. I know her better than you.

He looks at Freud with the jealous anger of a man in love.
Freud, intimidated, very reluctantly holds his tongue. Breuer bends over Ciicilie to awaken her.

Cicilie!
Cacilie suddenly struggles, her hands tremble, her face is contorted.
CACILIE, in a fury Leave me alone! Leave me alone! You've insulted me!
Furious glance from Breuer at Freud: “You see what yow've done!’
Freud, bending over the patient too, pays no attention at all.
But Cicilie proceeds, and Breuer, dumbfounded, gives up trying to wake her.
My father was dead and you made me climb into a police-wagon, like a common
thief.

You're lying! My father’s a mainstay of the Empire, a man of impeccable morality;
the Emperor himself has congratulated him!

159



A dark street.

A house — shutters hermetically sealed. Red lamp over the door.
The door is open. On the pavement, two policemen are standing guard.
The Black Maria stops in front of the door, Ciicilie gets out, stiff and proud, her eyes sparkling.

CACILIE He was struck down in the street, going about his business; it's overwork
that killed him! Overwork.
I'm going to the hospital to identify my father’s corpse. It’s the hospital, I tell you,
the hospital.

She goes in. It is a brothel. To the right, a large doorway leads to a spacious, empty room: the
reception-room of the brothel.

In the centre, circular couch. Mirrors on all the walls; a violinist and a pianist standing on a
dais, at the far end of the room, are softly playing a Viennese waltz.

Policemen, sitting at a table, ave drinking the house cognac and listening to them.

The policemen point out the way to her: she climbs a flight of stairs and follows a corridor.

Stairs and corridor are carpeted in the same material which carpeted the hospital corridor in the
first account.

FREUD, voice off Music in a hospital? Music after midnight?
But the carpet is far dirtier. Holes, stains, wrinkles.

CACILIE They were playing in the reception-room on the ground floor. To insult
my father.

The walls are covered with crudely executed paintings representing nude women.

There are doors to right and left. With signs, as in the first account. But on these signs, names
have been written: Lily — Daisy — Concha — Francette (one name on each door).

Allis silent, but we can hear the Viennese waltz being played as well as might be expected
(which is not very well) by the tuneless piano and the squeaking fiddle it accompanies.

All of a sudden Cicilie, who is marching straight ahead seeming to see nothing, passes in front
of an open door.

On the threshold, a blonde woman who resembles her stands motionless. She is wearing the
nightdress and dressing-gown which Ciicilie was wearing in the first account.

When Cicilie passes in front of her, the woman pulls a face, revealing a toothless mowth.

FREUD'S VOICE OFF Tell me about the nurses.

Cicilie stumbles (as in the first account), but it is from shock. A little further on, the policemen
accompanying her make her enter a little low-ceilinged room (one of the prostitutes’ bedrooms).

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF, violently They were whores.
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BREUER'’S VOICE OFF Cacilie!

The image explodes. We find ourselves back in Cicilie’s room with Breuer and Freud.
Breuer looks shaken.

BREUER Cicilie! Child! My ... dear child! You can’t...

This time, it is Freud who lays a hand upon his shoulder to silence him.
Freud wears a timid, imploring expression. Breuet, pale and nervous, leans back.

CACILIE There were six of them at the foot of his bed, and some policemen.
We abruptly find ourselves back in the prostitute’s bedroom.

I hated them.

Women around the bed. The same ones we saw dressed as nurses in the first account.

They were all wearing dressing-gowns like Cicilie’s, which they have slipped on over night-
dresses like the one she was wearing in the first account. Except one, the sixth, who is simply wear-
ing a transparent nightdress, with her arms bare.

They look at Cicilie without uttering a word, but with aggressive, spiteful expressions. Cécilie
looks at them: scornful defiance. Suddenly she perceives the girl in the nightdress.

CACILIE [ saw the one who'd killed him.
The girl — a big, amply proportioned blonde, with an enormous bust and firm, plump bare arms
protruding from her nightdress — is the living proof of Herr Kértner’s somewhat vulgar tastes.
Normally, she must be gay and happy-go-lucky. At this moment, she is very worried. A uniformed
policeman and another in plain clothes stand at her sides.

FREUD, voice off How did she kill him?

She avoids Ciicilie’s eye, but the latter’s gaze devours her with a kind of desperate fascination.

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF How? How? Do you think I know what those women
do?

(In a strange tone of voice — one almost of jealousy)
He died in her arms.
The policeman in plain clothes moves forward. The women stand back. We can now see the body

on the bed, up to fts waist. It is naked. Someone has thrown a blanket over its belly, just hiding the
sex.
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Against a background of Viennese music, the policeman speaks and we can hear his voice.
POLICEMAN, loud voice Friulein Kortner, do you recognize your father?
Cicilie, very pale, approaches the bed. She does not dare look at her father’s face. A silence.

Then she forces herself to glance at it, and with her we discover the face of man of around fifty,
who must have been good-looking (blonde moustache and beard, with tufts of grey in them), but
who is disfigured by a fixed and almost obscene grimace.

His mouth is half-open and wisted down, and we can see two gold teeth. Traces of lipstick —
very visible — on his face and bald forehead give the still flushed countenance a ridiculous, but

sinister aspect.

Ciicilie appears to be on the edge of a breakdown.

CACILIE'S VOICE OFF I recognized him! I recognized him! There was lipstick on his
cheeks ...

Suddenly she collapses, falls to her knees, takes her father’s hand, kisses it, looks at his thumb from
right close to and begins to squint as in the former scene.

I took his hand, his big hand that I loved, and 1 saw only that, I remembered only that.
He used to take me in his strong hands and lift me off the ground.

She sobs, her head bent over her father’s hand.

His hands ...
His hands ...

She is still bending over the inert hand.
BREUER'S VOICE OFF And that’s enough! Cicilie! Wake up! Wake up!
(The voice swells;)
Wake up, I wish it!
The vision explodes. We find ourselves back in the bedroom.
Freud and Breuer are at the bedside of the exhausted Cicilie, who lies prostrate with her eyes

closed.

CACILIE, natural voice I'm awake, Doctor. But how tired I am!
So what did 1 tell you?

Breuer hesitates slightly, then, almost shamefacedly, avoiding Freud’s eye:
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BREUER Nothing,
Freud seems beside himself with fury.

FREUD Cacilie!
CACILIE Yes.

Breuer seems angry and terrified, but resigned to the inevitable.

FREUD Can you hear me, now?
CACILIE, amused, but unsurprised Well, well! Yes.
FREUD You told us that your father died in a bawdy house.

Cicilie sits bolt upright. She opens her eyes: her eyes are normal.

CACILIE, violently Go away!
FREUD You can see me, Cicilie.

Cicilie looks him in the eye.
CACILIE, cold and hard Yes. And I can hear you. Leave the house.
Freud does not seem greatly moved. He rises and begins to leave, saying to her very gently:

FREUD You're cured, Cicilie.
CACILIE, with a kind of fury Cured! Ha! Ha! Ha! Cured!

A fit of coughing convulses her; she doubles forward on the chaise longue.

Breuer — who is standing watching the scene (he too has risen to his feet), gripping in his strong
hands the back of the chair on which he had been seated — turns towards Freud and says to him,
with an authority full of bad faith:

BREUER You had better withdraw. I'll try and sort this out.

He seems to be trying, at ong and the same time, to condemn Freud for his intervention, while out
of politeness hiding this condemnation from him.

(Cough off from Ciicilie,)
FREUD, somewhat tartly What is there to sort out? The symptom has disappeared.
BREUER, indignantly And that cough, do you hear it?

(A pause.)
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I beg of you, leave us.

Freud, wounded, bows and goes to the door. As he is leaving, he can still hear Breuer’s tender
whisperings.

BREUER'S VOICE OFF Cicilie! 1 beg of you, calm yourself!

As he closes the door behind him, Freud sees from afar Breuer bending over Ciicilie, who is still
coughing. He has laid a hand on her forehead; we sense that Ciicilie, beneath this gentle pressure,
is relaxing slightly.

Freud finds himself in the hall again: the mother and Fliess are still facing one another; Fliess is
drumming on the table.

He sits down beside Fliess, who looks at him with relief. They exchange a smile of mutual
understanding.

FREUD It will soon be your turn.

Fliess bends down, picks up his laryngological instruments (a small black leather suitcase) and is
about to place it on the table. Cicilie’s mother restrains him with a peremptory gesture.

FRAU KORTNER Allow me!
Placed on the table in front of Frau Kértner there was a little circular table-mat. She slides it across
to Fliess, who understands and places his case on the little mat.

The door of the bedroom flies open and Breuer comes out, vexed and upset. He turns to Frau

Kortner and speaks to her, with great respect but commandingly.

BREUER Cicilie is very nervy, this morning. You’re the only person who could calm
her. You must stay with her. Don't leave her alone for a moment. I'll come back late
this afternoon.

He turns to Fliess.

(To Fliess;) I'm sorry, my dear Fliess, but she’s in such a state that you wouldn’t be able
to examine her.

With forced joviality:
It will have to be for some other time.
Fliess nods in reply, but without concealing his vexation.

Everybody rises. Breuer hesitates for a moment, then draws the mother to one side.
During their brief dialogue — which we do not hear — Fliess and Freud exchange a few words.
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FLIESS The symptom?

FREUD She can see and she can hear.
FLIESS Then the method is sound.
FREUD Yes. But it must be followed right through.
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[12]

The barouche.

The three men climb in and sit down in silence. It sets off. Breuer and Freud are seated side by side.
Fliess sits facing them. A pause.

Breuer addresses Freud, with bad grace. We sense that he is displeased, but that his professional
duty as a doctor and man of science obliges him to speak.

BREUER Frau Kortner has confirmed your hypothesis, Freud. Cicilie’s father died
in a brothel. The police had the unforgivable boorishness to take the girl there to
identify him.

Freud’s eyes glow, but he does not reply.

Fliess seems very interested.

FLIESS And so?

BREUER That’s all. Since that time, her body has refused to see or hear. I'm worried.
I wonder if we were right to touch that particular chord.

FLIESS Haven’t the symptoms disappeared?

BREUER But how about later? What if they were to come back? Or other ones?

In an objective tone of voice, but really in order to worry Freud:

On several occasions she has tried to kill herself.

FREUD The chimney-sweeping of the brain must be carried out methodically. The
more soot there is, the more we have to sweep.

BREUER Not with such brutality!

FREUD She was resisting us.

(To Fliess;) She no longer even remembered that she'd seen the body. It took two
bouts of questioning for the memory to rise to the surface again.

BREUER A girl of nineteen finds her father naked, dead and surrounded by prosti-

tutes! If you think that situation doesn’t present all the circumstances of a psychic

traumatism ...
FREUD Of a traumatism, granted. But why forget it?
BREUER How many accident victims forget the circumstances of their accident!
FREUD They forget them, but they don’t distort them.

(To Fliess;) She was hiding the truth from herself. The binocular squint was in
order not to see that defiled body, those ladies of easy virtue, any longer; the psychic
deafness was in order not to hear the violin playing waltzes any longer. She ... was
repressing her memory; and her body was her accomplice.
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BREUER Very well. She was ‘repressing’ it, as you say. That means it was more than
she could bear.

FREUD Certainly.

BREUER Was it right to bring it back to her by force?

FREUD It’s your method.

BREUER No. I refuse to violate her soul. And for my part I find it legitimate that a

child of twenty should wish to respect her father and that she should make every
effort to forget that shameful death. Do you want to know what I really think: I

admure her.
FREUD Admire her as much as you like, but let’s cure her: that’s our first duty.
BREUER And you think you'll cure her by inflicting such a terrible humiliation

upon her? You've done her only harm.
FREUD Breuer!

He makes a violent effort of self-control.
Your method is brilliant: it cures by means of the truth! But we must let in all the
light, then. We must have no piry.

BREUER I regret having taken you with me. You distort everything: the goal and the
means of attaining it. I was allowing gentle, persuasive forces to act, and you simply

hammer away for all you're worth.

Freud forgets even his anger: he looks straight ahead, intently; we sense that he is painfully dis-
entangling the web of his ideas, and that he is nevertheless glimpsing a new truth.

FREUD  Gentle forces ... what good are they?
Nothing’s gentle, with Cicilie.
Nothing’s tender ...
BREUER You don’t know a thing about it!
(In a more personal tone of voice than he would like:)
For my part, I'm well acquainted with her tenderness.

Breuer’s tone has shocked Freud. He replies harshly:

FREUD, shocked It’s your own you're so well acquainted with! It’s your own that you

find in her!
Then he returns to his reflections:

Cicilie is a field of battle. A fight is being waged, inside her, a fight is being waged
night and day ...

167



He speaks without looking at anyone.

1 had the feeling ... when I was listening to her ...
With sudden enlightenment:

Breuer, it’s not her father she’s defending, it’s herself.

Breuer listens to him in stupefied indignation.

BREUER, in a loud voice What?
FREUD Those unclothed women ... that naked man ... those obscene paindings ...
Breuer, she was aroused.

As he speaks, an invisible orchestra (a large number of musicians, playing with talent) strikes up
the waltz from the brothel.

BREUER Aroused? Carnally? When she was shown her father’s corpse? Aroused by
that sordid caricature of love?

He starts to laugh:

Freud, I no longer recognize you. In my eyes, you were the most austere man I've ever
known. More puritanical than a pastor. I can still recall the day when you jumped
into my carriage, in full flight, to escape from the clutches of a lady of easy virtue.
And do you claim today that a young virgin can experience the sexual attraction of
vice?

Freud looks distraught. Breuer’s last words have struck home deeply. He turns his head to right
and left, as if to escape his thoughts. Then, as if he were asking him for help, he looks at Fliess.
The latter has refrained from intervening in the conversation — out of simple politeness. But he
has not missed a word of it. When he meets Freud’s eye, he makes no gesture and speaks no word.
But he smiles broadly as a sign of his approval.
And Freud, looking at him the while as if fascinated by his great, blazing eyes, murmurs in a
low, sombre tone:

FREUD An attraction in horror ... An attraction by horror ... I was wondering ...

Abruptly, without taking his eyes off Fliess as if he were drawing his courage from him, he adds in

a louder, more resonant voice:
All neuroses have a sexual origin.

Fliess’s smile broadens. He is wearing a truly satanic expression. Breuer starts. With greater
violence:
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BREUER That's the first I've heard about it!

He has caught Fliess’s smile, and the complicity that suddenly unites Fliess and Freud displeases

him.

I see you're becoming a disciple of our friend Fliess: sex is everywhere, even in the
nose.

He pretends to poke his forefinger into his nostril, obviously in allusion to Freud’s mannerism —
which incidentally has not been in evidence since the previous day — but which he must have
noticed long ago. Freud does not reply, intimidated by Breuer’s anger, but he gives a frown. He no
longer looks at anyone; he remains silent and sombre, his head bowed, during Breuer’s reprimand.

BREUER But there it is, you're out of luck. I've known Cicilie for a year and a half
and [ visit her twice a day, and in all that time not one of her gestures or one of her
words, even under hypnosis, has demonstrated the slightest carnal preoccupation. She
is wholly ignorant of love, and never thinks about it. She has but one concern in my
experience: to help those in distress. And I'd even say to you, now that I think about it,
that her sexual development strikes me as somewhat retarded. Doubtless by her
neurosis.

He laughs angrily, rubbing his hands.
Not the least sign of a boy friend. Not even the classic little cousin. Nobody! Ha! Ha!
Nobody! The flesh slumbers.
And there you see, dear colleagues, the dangers of generalization.
To the driver:

Put me down here, Francz.

The coachman pulls on the reins and the barouche comes to a halt beside the pavement.
To Freud, more mildly:

I'm going to visit old Dessoir, his condition worries me. Goodbye, Fliess; I'll see you
soon, Freud.

He leaps lightly down from the barouche. A wave of his hand.

Frantz! You'll take these gentlemen wherever they wish to go.
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[13]

Freud speaks to the coachman in a natural tone of voice.
FREUD To the Faculty of Medicine.

Freud addresses Fliess without looking at him.

1t’s time for my lecture. Come.

The barouche has already moved off again. Simultaneously, Breuer enters the building he had
pointed to. Fliess comes and sits beside Freud (in the place vacated by Breuer). The barouche rolls
along for a while.

Freud, with unblinking gaze, torn between the reflections aroused in him by the cathartic
method and the resentment that Breuer’s conduct towards him has inspired, leans forward in
silence.

After a moment’s pause, he hears Fliess’s mordant, sombre tones.

FLIESS, with a certain ardour Bravo.

Freud turns with a start and looks at Fliess’s face: though still terrifying, it is striving to appear
encouraging.
(It will turn out in the long run that Fliess’s face, so constantly handsome and satanic, thanks to
the very constancy of its terrifying beauty, presents a rather set and faintly comical aspect.)

FLIESS, forcefully repeating Freud’s phrase ‘All neuroses have a sexual origin.’
That's right.
Bravo!
Freud, who was not expecting congratulations, looks at Fliess in amazement. He replies in
genuine good faith — and, above all, with great timidity (due precisely to the importance of the
idea involved).
FREUD 1 don’t even know why I said that.
The idea came to me on the spot. In the bedroom. There was something going on.
Something sexual.
Abruptly:
Breuer disgusted me. He seemed too gentle ... so fatherly ...

He recalls the scene, and appears fascinated by the memory. He is jealous.
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He and that child ... they were a couple.

With discreet irony:

Perhaps his method requires one to go that far.

With a kind of rage:

Unaware! Innocent! He's letting himself be fooled.
Do you know what she said, under hypnosis?

‘They were whores!” And with what an air!

He calms down, assuming a timid and profoundly shifty expression. Casting a sidelong glance at
Fliess:

If's a painful impression: nothing more. He’s right: it would be a mistake to
generalize.
FLIESS It’s necessary first to generalize.
I've watched Breuer: he’s jealous of your idea. He'll do you down if you let him.
Freud grows fearful. His face alters: he rediscovers the respect that Breuer inspires in him.
FREUD I owe him everything ...

Fliess, touching his forehead:

FLIESS Except that.
He’s not your father; he doesn’t have the right to reprimand you.

Freud winces almost imperceptibly when he hears: ‘He’s not your father’.
Repeating Freud’s phrase:
‘All neuroses have a sexual origin’
I'm fully in agreement,with you.
FREUD I don’t have the slightest shred of evidence.
FLIESS I should hope not.

Freud looks at him in astonishment.

You and 1, we're of the same breed.
We’re visionaries.

The barouche draws up in front of the Faculty. Students are continually passing in and out
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through the wide-open main doors.

Freud and Fliess climb out of the barouche and across the courtyard. Freud, followed by Fliess,
makes a detour to avoid the crowd and proceeds towards a little side door, obviously reserved for
teachers. As he walks, he asks Fliess, without looking at him:

FREUD What do you mean by visionaries?
FLIESS, forcefully They’re people who have ideas before they possess the means to
verify them. There must be hidden powers in them.

They have entered; they follow a corridor, then go through a low door into a little chamber reserved
for teachers, and which leads to a large amphitheatre.

It contains a table, two chairs, a glass-fronted bookcase, a small washbasin and, over the latter,
a mirror flecked with reddish-brown marks.

Freud closes the door carefully. With a gesture that should appear unusual, he turns the key in
the lock. He says to Fliess, almost in a whisper:

FREUD You, you're a visionary. Not me. I'm just a not very good experimenter.

Fliess, by a gesture, rejects this objection with imperious authority.

FLIESS A visionary can be recognized immediately.
FREUD By what?
FLIESS By his eyes.

Pointing to Freud’s eyes:

Yours see far. Like mine.
Freud, you're on your way. Don’t let yourself be stopped by Breuer's inhibitions.
All is sexuality: from volcanoes to the stars, by way of animals and men. Sex: that’s
what produces the world and what drives it; nature is fecundity run wild.
He pulls out his watch and consults it.
It’s time for your lecture.
Freud points out a door to Fliess:
FREUD Yes. Go through this way: you'll have a seat in the front row.
FLIESS I shall establish that, even in his smallest actions, man obeys the great sexual

rhythms of the universe.

Fliess makes his way towards the door; with one hand on the latch, he turns:
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You'll help me, Freud. You'll help me.

He goes out. Freud, subdued for a moment, recovers. He opens the bookcase and takes out a large
anatomical work; he leafs through it, finds some handwritten notes between two of the pages and is
about to go out likewise, taking them with him. But he changes his mind, goes over the washbasin
and studies his bright, hard eyes at length in the mirror.
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[14]

Next Tuesday, in Freud’s consulting-room (just as we described it at the beginning of
this second part). Dora has just come in.
She takes off her hat and places it on a chair near the divan. In making this gesture, she is
obliged to turn round by the window.

DORA Well, I never! It’s gone.

Freud finishes writing, at his desk. He raises his head.
Freud, innocently:

FREUD What's that?

Dora points to the site of the ‘electric chair’, which has indeed disappeared.

DORA The torture machine.
FREUD You're pleased, I hope.
DORA No.

She looks worried. She peers all around.

If you've removed it, that means you've found something better.
Freud begins to laugh. She puts out her tongue at him.

Torturer!

Whereupon she goes off with dignity to undress behind the screen.
Freud has risen to his feet. He stops her with a word.

FREUD No.
She freezes, astonished.

DORA No massage today?
FREUD No.

Dora stamps her foot angrily.
DORA I've told you it does me good. Thwarting me is all you take pleasure in.

She returns to the couch and sits down, in despair.
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Things are going very badly!
She begins to weep.

Very badly! Very badly!
FREUD What else is wrong?

Freud is wearing an amused, mysterious expression, as if he were preparing some good trick. He
listens and registers what she is saying, but we sense that his real thoughts are elsewhere.

DORA, weeping It’s horrible! I can no longer ... go into a shop.
FREUD, wryly You’re very extravagant, Dora. It’s a piece of luck for your parents.
DORA, stamping her foot Don’t joke. I hate it when you joke. I tell you I'm afraid of

going into stores.
Freud goes over to her.

FREUD Afraid? Why?
DORA I don’t know. Yesterday, 1 had some shopping to do and I came home with-
out having bought anything,
Each time I put my hand on the latch of a shop door, I'd feel my heart constrict
and I'd leave. I fiad to leave.

FREUD Is it the first time this has happened to you?

DORA, impatiently Of course not! It has happened hundreds of rimes.

FREUD Since when?

DORA For the past four years.

FREUD Why have you never told me about it?

DORA It comes and goes. It grips me, then disappears. I didn’t think it would
interest you.

FREUD Everything interests me.

DORA No one who heard you laughing at my misfortunes would think so.

She rises abruptly to her feet.
I don’t want to be laughed at. Ever again.

Freud comes up to her. He places his hands on her shoulders and forces her to sit down again.

FREUD When you want to go into a shop, are you afraid of being laughed ar? Is that
what stops you?

DORA Yes.

FREUD Has it already happened?

DORA Being laughed at? Of course: I can still hear their laughter.

FREUD Whose laughter?
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DORA There were several of them. Shop-assistants.
It was my fault. I was fifteen years old, my mother had gone out, I had put on one
of her dresses and some lipstick.
FREUD And what then?

She ironically mimics her bearing on that occasion.

DORA That's all. I thought I was beautiful. A great lady. | went into a confectioner’s
to buy some sweets.

FREUD And the assistants laughed at you.

DORA You can just imagine! In that fancy-dress!

She buries her head in her hands. In a sincere and tragic tone of voice:
I loathed myself!

Freud gently separates her hands.

FREUD Because you dressed yourself up as a lady?

Dora looks at him.

At the age of fifteen?
DORA, forcefully Yes.
FREUD That’s not serious, Dora.
DORA No.

Dora has herself realized that the reason invoked was inadequate. She looks astonished. In worried
surprise:

No, obviously not.

A pause. Freud paces up and down the consulting-room. He walks and smokes as he speaks.

FREUD You were quite right, Dora: Dr Breuer is treating one of his patients by
hypnotism.
DORA You see?

Dora’s countenance changes: she stands up, overjoyed to have been right.
You always begin by telling me I'm lying,
Freud comes back towards her.

FREUD, paying no heed to the interruption The results are excellent.
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He speaks gently, but his expression is disquieting.

It’s a new method.

Dora recoils, and at once falls back to a sitting position on the couch.
DORA, anxiously I don’t want it.

Freud comes still closer to her. He towers over her.

EREUD What is it you don’t want, Dora?

DORA I don’t want to be hypnotized.

FREUD, feigning astonishment You were the one who was demanding it, the other
day.

Dora slips aside, rises abruptly to her feet and tries to leave. Freud restrains her.

DORA Apparently it drives you mad, and gives you headaches, and you say any old
thing when you're asleep.

FREUD Oh no! Not any old thing.
He leads her back towards the couch.
You know very well I want to cure you.

DORA I don’t know anything of the kind. I'm only a plaything for you; I'm useful
for your experiments, just like some poor frog.
She allows herself to be sat down on the couch.

I don’t feel well. We'll begin next time.

Freud has bent over her. He presses down very lightly on her shoulders, to make her stretch out. She
looks at him with an expression that is at once provocative and fearful.

Would it make you happy?

He smiles without answeri ng.
With a kind of plaintive surrender:

Very well then, take her, this poor frog of yours; remove her brain, if it can be of some
use to science.

She yields to the pressure of his hands and stretches out on the couch.
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[15]

In the Freuds’ dining-room.

The housekeeper is laying the table. Martha comes in.

MARTHA Three places, Minna, Dr Fliess is dining with us.
MINNA Very well, Madam.
MARTHA Is the Doctor still in his consulting-room?
MINNA Yes, Madam.
MARTHA With Fraulein Dora?

The maid nods.
MARTHA They've been a long time.

Suddenly Martha notices on the wall the print representing Hamilcar and Hannibal.
Oh!
The maid, who was bending over a drawer in the cupboard, lifts her head.
The print. [t wasn't there. Who put it back?
The maid looks at the print without understanding her mistress’s agitation.

MINNA It was the Doctor. He asked me for the stool straight after lunch.
Martha looks at the print angrily.

MARTHA, in a deliberately expressionless voice Very well, very well. That’s quite all
right, then.

She continues to look, more calmly now and with no gesture that betrays her perturbation; but her
eyes are filled with tears.

(Bursts of laughter off)
(Several peaple.)
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[16]

The bursts of laughter begin over the image of Martha looking at the print.
A confectionery shop. Some assistants (three young men, behind counters laden with jars of

sweets) are laughing heartily.
One of them is doubled up with laughter, another is slapping his thighs. Their gestures have

nothing exaggerated about them as such — if, for instance, the assistants had been in a group of

young men and laughing at one of their comrades.
DORA'S VOICE OFF, heard above the laughter I tell you they were laughing. That's all.

The only strangeness comes from the situation. A woman of about fifty, stern-faced and imposing
— the proprietress, obviously — is watching them, without sharing their hilarity but without con-
demning it.

This whole little scene is viewed by an invisible but fairly tall person (Dora is fifteen).

FREUD Mocking laughter? Insolent?

The young assistants are still mirthful, but they can no longer be heard. Here again, everything can
and must seem normal: they have quietened down, that is all.

DORA Worse. It made me frightened.

The proprietress, still stern-looking, between two jars. She has turned towards Dora (in other
words, towards the camera-lens) and is looking at her. She is not laughing, but we can hear
laughter and the laughter seems to come from her.

Laughter (off), strange, slightly panting, almost foolish, with a very faint quaver. It is the
laughter of a single individual.

EREUD'S VOICE OFF, over the laughter Frightened or ashamed?

DORA, voice off Both.

FREUD Why did it make you frightened? It’s not very terrible, laughter.
DORA That laughter was.

The counters suddenly grow taller, as if viewed by an individual of very diminutive stature (a
dwarf or a child). The assistants have disappeared.

The camera turns (like a worried glance) towards the door (likewise viewed from very low
down) and this movement allows us to see that the store has altered its appearance. It is still a con-
Jectioner’s, but it is smaller, darker and seedier.

The camera view returns to settle on the place the laughter is coming from. Between two big
Jjars of sweets there appears the head of an old man (plain white moustache, baldness): it is he who
is laughing. He wants to reassure. His mouth is smiling, he strives to assume a kindly expression.
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But his staring, crazy eyes — which are looking towards the camera — give him an uneasy, sad and
almost malevolent expression.

DORA I was six. The old man said he wanted to give me a sweet.
The old man comes round the counter.
I was paralysed. He came round the counter.

Suddenly all the sounds flood back: the old man’s steps, his slightly panting breath, the sound of a
Jjar that he knocks slightly as he passes, and finally his voice.

OLD MAN Are you afraid? Are you afraid? What a silly thing you are! Are you afraid
of a kind old grandpa?

As he speaks, he has come out from behind the counter. He walks towards the place where Dora is.
You'll get some sweets. As many as you like. A whole bagful.
He bends down towards the unseen Dora.
(Child’s terrified scream off.)
FREUD'S VOICE OFF Dora! Dora! Wake up! It’s all over!

The scene freezes: the old man remains just as he was: his arms outstretched, in the process of
kneeling down. It is a still.

Wake up! I order you to wake up.

In Freud’s consulting-room the scene has vanished: when Dora opens her eyes, she sees Freud
bending over her.

DORA, with profound relief It's you! It’s you! What happened to me?

FREUD You told me one of your memories. You were six years old, you'd gone into
ashop ...
He has straightened up again. She sits up.

D IRA, interrupting him Be quiet! (4 pause.,)] remember it all. He was laughing ...
They are both seated, facing one another, she on a couch, he on a chair.

FREUD You'd forgotten?
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DORA, spiritedly Certainly I'd forgotten. You wouldn't wish me to remember that
... filthy episode, after all!
FREUD And the other story, is that true?

She looks at him in astonishment.

The one that happened to you when you were fifteen. The shop-assistants who

laughed.
DORA That's true as well.
FREUD That’s the one you remembered?
DORA Yes, because the other one is too ...

Gesture to reject the memory.
FREUD But it was the other one that counted?
DORA Perhaps. | don’t know. When I thought about the shop-assistants, it was the
old man’s laughter I heard.
A silence.
FREUD Come.
He goes over to the window and opens it. She joins him.
You're going to give me a present.
He points out a shop to her.
When you leave, you'll go into that shop and buy me some cigars.
You'll bring them to me on Monday at five o'clock.
The street, five minutes later.
Dora, in front of the shop. She passes in front of the shop-window, approaches the door, hesitates
Jor a moment, turns round to look at the building (on the other side of the thoroughfare) where

Freud’s apartment is situated.
Freud is still at the window. She smiles at him and enters the shop.
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117]

In the Freuds’ living-room.
Fliess, Freud and Martha ate seated in armchairs around a table bearing liqueurs. Freud is not
drinking. Fliess is holding a small glass and warming it in his hand. Every now and then he
drinks, with evident sensuality. Freud beams as he watches him. Martha is very amiable, but there
is something a bit forced in her tone and mannerisms.
Freud puts his hand into his jacket pocket, to take out his cigar-case. He thinks better of it,
removes his hand and places it on the table. He has a childlike, cheated expression.
Martha, who has seen him out of the corner of her eye, bursts out laughing.
MARTHA Look at my husband, Dr Fliess, and tell me if he doesn’t look miserable.

Fliess turns his great eyes towards Freud in astonishment.

FLIESS He does indeed. But why?
MARTHA Because he doesn’t dare smoke in front of you.

Freud laughs in turn, with an air of satisfied delight.

FREUD Good heavens, that's right! That's well observed, Martha. I'm afraid of being
scolded.

Fliess smiles with a certain fatuousness: deep down, he finds the thing quite natural.
Martha is slightly annoyed to see the almost timorous admiration that Freud feels for Fliess.

FLIESS So much the better, dear Madam. Fear is salutary.
Martha, her eyes sparkling with false gaiety, and with a touch of sadism:
MARTHA It's the first tme ...
I congratulate you.
If you could use your influence to stop him smoking.

FLIESS But Madam, don't forget I'm his pupil.

Freud laughs, frankly amused at the idea that this superior individual should have come from
Berlin to attend his lectures.

(Seriously:) 1 shall forbid him robacco when I can be certain of being obeyed.
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He has put his little glass back empty on the pedestal-table. Martha rises to her feet, wanting to
pour him some more cognac.

Just a drop. Thank you, dear Madam.
He picks up the glass. The clock on the mantelpiece strikes. He turns: it shows eleven o’clock.

It’s getting late. You know I work mainly at nigh.
FREUD Like me.

A silence. Martha has sat down again. Fliess drinks in little sips, his eyes half-closed. Freud finally
plucks up courage to ask him the question which, we sense, has been tormenting him since the

beginning of the evening.

FREUD Have you seen Cicilie again?

FLIESS [ examined her throat this morning.

FREUD ‘Was Breuer present?

FLIESS Of course.

FREUD I thought he wasn’t visiting her any more.

FLIESS He goes there every day. He claims she’s entirely cured, but I'm not con-

vinced of it.
He drinks.
Far from it.
He drinks.

Her throat is inflamed, of course: but it’s the cough that inflames it.
I should be extremely surprised if that wasn’t a hysterical symptom.

Martha says nothing, but she has begun to frown: she does not like anything being said against
Breuer. Her uneasy gaze travels from Fliess to Freud.

FREUD He hasn’t spoken to you again about my ... hypothesis.

FLIESS He doesn’t mention it: one would think he’d forgotten it. Only this morning
he was talking to me about snow, ermine and a host of other things, each whiter than
the one before.

Fliess is ironical. His voice has an unpleasant sharpness.

FREUD In connection with Cacilie?
FLIESS Yes, Freud, you ought to have things out with him.
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Freud’s face darkens. He is himself embarrassed by Fliess’s animosity towards Breuer. He seeks to

defend him.

FREUD It’s very embarrassing. I've always thought of him as my master. You know
he’s a man of real worth.

FLIESS Of course! of course!
Fliess makes not the least attempt to hide the fact that he is agreeing only out of pure politeness.
I'm afraid he’s making a serious error of diagnosis.

In a conspiratorial tone, which is very slightly and involuntarily comical.

The case is perfectly clear: you and I both know what’s going on ... But he appears so
sure of himself ... he’s so convinced he knows his patient through and through.

With veiled authority:

So ask if you can see her again.
FREUD Oh no! Our relationship is not so ... intimate. He'd take it very much amiss.

Fliess’s interest fades at once.

FLIESS, indifferently Pity!
He rises abruptly to his feet, very Prussian, very stiff. To Martha:
It's time. You must excuse me, dear Madam.

Clicking of heels, hand-kissing.
Then Freud chimes in, affectionate and almost tender.

FREUD Until tomorrow, Fliess.
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[18]

The same sitting-room, a few minutes later. The maid is tidying the drinks cabinet, clearing away
the glasses. A cloud of smoke floats above her.

MARTHA'S VOICE OFF I don’t like that Fliess of yours.
FREUD'S VOICE OFF Pooh!

We discover him in an armchair: for the first time since the beginning of the film, and for the last,

he seems relaxed — even to have let himself go completely: he is sprawling in the armchair, legs
outstretched, and has taken off his necktie and undone his stiff collar. He is smoking a cigar, bliss-

Sully.

In a conciliatory tone and without the least intention of wounding Martha:
You say that because he saw you crying.
Martha is standing; she glances meaningfully at the maid.

MARTHA, very swiftly That’s all right, Minna. You can do the dishes tomorrow
morning. Go to bed now.

The maid is looking at Freud with a rapturous expression.
(Annoyed;) Do you hear me?
The maid disappears.

That girl irritates me. She looks at you with those swimming eyes ... I'll bet she’s in

love with you.

Freud merely shrugs his shoulders, he could not care less about the maid’s feelings. He exhales a
puff of smoke, forms a ‘ring’ and amuses himself watching it float away.

He doesn't like Breuer, you know. It's obvious.

FREUD Who?

MARTHA Thac Fliess. He frightens me. You're like a litcle boy in front of him.
She tries to wound him, in the hope of stinging his pride. Freud smiles amiably.

FREUD True enough, Martha, like a little boy.

Martha paces irritably up and down.
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MARTHA I wonder what you find in him.
FREUD Couldn’t you sit down for a bitz Come here nexr to me.

She gives him a faint smile and sits down on the arm of his chair.

MARTHA, pressing her question Well?

FREUD Well nothing. You've seen him. He’s a man.

MARTHA And Breuer isn’t one?

FREUD Breuer’s a Viennese. Intelligent, subtle, but sceptical.

Fliess, he’s a Prussian.

MARTHA He certainly does look like one. Stiff as a poker ...

FREUD Stiff but hard. A soldier. You've seen his eyes.

MARTHA Yes.

FREUD I've never seen handsomer ones. (With conviction, but at the same time mis-
chievously;) He's the one you should have married.

MARTHA What a dreadful idea!

FREUD You'd have had a virile, strong, fascinating husband.

She has bent over him, half-teasing half-tender, and is caressing his beard.

MARTHA The one I have got fascinates me more, provided he takes the trouble.
And I think his eyes are the handsomest in the world. Once he deigns to look Fliess in
the face, Fliess's great eyes will shatter like glass.

Freud smiles at her, but does not seem to understand this timid exhortation to take cognizance of
his own value. He pursues his own train of thought.

FREUD You’re crazy ... Fliess, you see ... He’s an adventurer.
MARTHA And you approve of that?
FREUD Yes. No adventurers, no science. The wotld belongs to them.

Perhaps he'll give me the strength to become one.
He has finished his cigar. She opens the windows.
MARTHA He isn’t even capable of preventing you from smoking. This room stinks.
Freud has risen.

FREUD I'll see you later.
MARTHA Don’t work too long,

Freud kisses her on the forehead. She adds casually:

What happened with Dora? She stayed almost an hour.
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Freud shrugs his shoulders without replying.

Did you hypnotize her?
FREUD Yes.

Ironical and very mildly jealous (whereas all her allusions to Fliess left him quite unmoved):
You must be pleased: it’s your dear Breuer’s method.

MARTHA If you're applying his method, why does Fliess claim that you're not in
agreement with him?

FREUD, smiling It's just on a question of detail. A rrifle.
He prepares to go off; she gently holds him back.

MARTHA And Dora?

He answers her — still smiling — but with a touch of bad grace.

FREUD Wellz

MARTHA Is the method working with her?
FREUD We must wait and see.

MARTHA How does it help?

FREUD, vaguely We shall see. We shall see.

Freud sets her gently aside and goes over to the door. When he places his hand on the latch,
Martha, for fear he may go off without her having said everything, discloses the true reason for her
anxiety.

MARTHA [ saw your mother this afternoon.
Freud turns abruptly. His face has hardened: it appears attentive and anxious.
Do you know your father 1sn't at all well?
Freud stares fixedly at her, without changing expression or speaking.
You've really been neglecting him recently.
Freud gives a disagreeable pout, which distorts his face. He is not yet irritated, but for the first time
since the start of this scene he reassumes the sombre, tense countenance we saw him wear at the

beginning of Part Two.

FREUD, stiffly Me? Who said so? Mama?
MARTHA Your mother, yes. But I'd been thinking it for a long time.
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FREUD What did she say?
Freud lowers his eyes. He looks guilty.

MARTHA She said: ‘I still see my son, because I've got legs and can come here. But
Papa can’t leave his chair any longer, and it’s been over a month since Sigmund last

came to see him.

He says — very quickly, like a child being scolded who, in order to be left in peace, swears he will
never be naughty again:

FREUD I'll go and see them tomorrow morning. I promise you.

He is about to leave. Martha crosses the room nimbly and positions herself between him and the
door.

MARTHA She doesn’t trust their doctor.

Freud, in a calm and reasonable tone that hides a growing irritation:

FREUD He’s a first-class doctor. The relatives of patients never trust us.

MARTHA You treat him.

FREUD Treat whom? My father?

MARTHA Why not? When he had that glaucoma in his eye, it was you who
operated on him,

FREUD That's not the same thing ... Birnenschatz has been treating him for six

years: it’s not done to steal a colleague’s patients.

Martha, very tartly and swiftly (we can sense both her deep friendship for Breuer and a trace of

Jjealousy):
MARTHA Yet you're trying to steal Breuer's!
FREUD Me?
MARTHA Yes, Cicilie: Fliess is pushing you to take her away from him.
FREUD You haven’t understood a thing.

She tries to speak, he interrupts her. Very quickly:

I've got work to do, Martha. Tomorrow morning I'll go and see my father, and I
promise you I'll examine him. I'll see you later.

He kisses her quickly on the forehead and goes out.
She remains motionless, uncertain, and we divine that she has some vague foreboding of the
misfortunes that threaten their household.
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[19]

Two o’clock in the morning.

Freud is writing in his study, seated at his desk. He has removed his collar and jacket, but kept on
his waistcoat.

FREUD'S VOICE OFF, as he writes Neuroses are pathological defence mechanisms
against an intolerable memory seeking to force itself into consciousness. Neurotic
symptoms are designed to screen this memory. The patient clings to the delirious
symptoms, he loves his delirium as he loves himself. But if we succeed in getting him
to discover what he is hiding from himself, he sees the forgotten scene in full day-
light, the repression becomes useless and the symptom disappears. Representations of
sexual origin ...

He stops writing, seems to be searching and dwells on the interrupted sentence.

He opens a drawer: his night’s work is finished. He feels too tired to carry on with it. He puts
his manuscript carefully away in the drawer, takes a key from his jacket pocket, locks the drawer,
replaces the key in his pocket.

He rises to his feet, goes to the window, leans over the balcony, looks at the sky. He lowers his
eyes. In the street, in front of the shop that Dora entered, a prostitute is walking her beat. He sees
her and closes the window almost immediately (without haste or emotion — without anything
indicating that the girl’s presence is the cause of his action).

In the street, the prostitute mechanically raises her head and sees the window close and then the
light go out. She proceeds on her way indifferently.

Freud's bedroom. Martha is in bed and asleep. Freud in his nightshirt makes his way towards
the bed. He carries a candlestick with a lighted candle in his right hand, and shields the flame with
his left hand to avoid waking his wife (Martha occupies the left-hand side — in relation to the
spectator — of the nuptial bed).

Freud blows out the candle and slips into bed on the right-hand side. Martha groans slightly in
her sleep and shifts over to the left. Freud tosses and turns (we tan make out his movements in the
half-light and the bed creaks). Then he falls still. He is lying on his back.

In the street, the prostitute tirelessly continues her slow pacing. A cab goes by (open barouche).
A fat man of about fifty (flower in his buttonhole) gives an order to the coachman.

(Sound off of an unintelligible voice.)

The cab stops in front of the prostitute. The man smiles at her, she hesitates, then gets in. The
cab moves off again and disappears into the distance. The street is now deserted.

A railway compartment. Third class. Freud is sitting there, dressed as an orderly (white coat
and cap). He looks young and submissive. Op%site him, stretched out on the seat, a richly dressed
old man.
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His left leg is stretched out on the seat. The foot is swathed in cottonwool and bandages (it is
enormous, like the foot of someone with gout). The other leg is half-extended, the foot (normal and
wearing a black bootee) rests on the compartment floor.

He has Breuer’s head, but his hair and beard are white. His mouth is open, his lower jaw
hangs down: obviously the old man is senile. No suitcases on the luggage-racks. The door leading
to the corridor is closed, the curtains drawn.

If the setting appears dreamlike in character, this is solely because it is too sharp, lit by a harsh,
white light, with something imperceptibly abstract deriving from its extreme cleanness and from
the very noticeable absence of all the props of a railway journey.

Freud and the old man remain silent and motionless for an instant: we would think we were
looking at a photograph if; through the window, we did not perceive a procession of vague shapes
bearing witness to the train’s speed.

All of a sudden, Breuer begins to laugh. His laugh exactly reproduces that of the sweet-shop
man (in Dora’s story). Freud remains completely motionless. Breuer quietens down. He turns his
eyes towards Freud and splutters:

BREUER .. like ... sweet.
Freud answers him in a wholly childlike voice (a boy of twelve).
FREUD Yes, Papa.

He turns to the right and, in the same instant that he catches sight of it himself, we perceive a
urinal (classic shape, in transparent glass) filled with sweets. Apart from its shape — which is
unmistakable — it resembles one of the jars we saw in Dora’s story and contains the same sweets.

(Eagerly;) Wait a second.

He rises to his feet, takes the urinal, leans out of the open window and empties the urinal outside.
On the outside, every shape has vanished: one would say the train was travelling through fog.
(The schematism, in fact, is still the same: in his dream, Freud has not imagined an outdoor land-
scape. In the dreams reproduced here, we must never find anything except such props as are essen-
tial. Moreover, the dreamer discovers these only as he has need of them.)
When the jar is entirely empty, Freud turns towards the old patient and proffers it to him as a

urinal.
Here!

He is astounded to discover, as we do a moment later, that the old man has disappeared. In his
place, sitting opposite Freud, stiff, with a pointed helmet, there is Fliess dressed like a Prussian
officer. He rests his hands on the pommel of his sabre.

FLIESS Let the old bury the old. And let the dead take care of the dead.
(Imperious and solemn;) Look after Cicilie, corporal!
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FREUD At your command, Sir.
Next morning, in Freud’s bedroom.
Martha is still in bed. The windows and shutters are open. Freud’s jacket hangs on the back of the
chair.
We hear Freud’s voice, as he completes his toilet in the bathroom.
FREUD'S VOICE OFF, following on directly from his last line I'll be back for lunch.

Martha, still sleepy, opens her eyes blearily.

MARTHA Are you going to see your father?
FREUD Later on: if I have time.

He comes back into the room, in his shirt-sleeves, and puts on his jacket.

MARTHA It's seven o'clock in the morning, Sigmund! If it’s not to go and see your
father, I'd like to know why you’re getting up so early.

He has put his jacket on. He goes over to the bed and kisses Martha on both cheeks.

EREUD I must speak to Breuer. I want to catch him at home before he leaves on his
rounds.

He has reached the door.

MARTHA You promised me you’d examine your father.

FREUD, smiling, but categorical [ won’t treat him, in any case. I respect him too much
to make myself his nurse.
He goes out. Martha — who had sat up in bed — remains sitting for a moment, then in a kind of

despairing resignation allows herself to slump backwards, closes her eyes and, bothered by the day-
light, ends up burying her head under the covers.
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[20]

In the Breuers’ dining-room, a few minutes later.

Breuer is sitting opposite Mathilde. He is ready to leave — as ever, majestic and carefully groomed.
Mathilde is wearing a housecoat.

They are taking their breakfast: coffee and toast. Mathilde is watching Breuer fixedly, with a
mixture of resentment and love. She tries to attract her husband’s attention. In vain.

Breuer temains distant, eyes fixed, sunk in his own silent meditations. He looks at the time (on
his watch, which he has taken out of his waistcoat-pocket and which he immediately replaces
there), hesitates for a moment, then almost mechanically picks up the large china coffee-pot in the
centre of the table and pours himself one last cup of coffee.

Mathilde starts.

MATHILDE You might have asked me if I wanted any.

Breuer smiles affectionately at her, in faint bewilderment.
BREUER Forgive me, I was thinking about something else.

He bends over the table to pour her some coffee. She places her hand over her cup.
MATHILDE I don’t want any more. Thank you.

He replaces the coffee-pot on the table with a touch of irritation.

BREUER What's wrong with you?
MATHILDE What about you?

She looks at him. He meets her gaze with an embarrassed expression.

You, the soul of politeness, serving yourself in my presence as if I didn’t exist.
It’s so unlike you.
BREUER, frying to smile You're not going to condemn me just for one piece of forget-
fulness.
MATHILDE Yes! Because it’'s me you want to forget.
BREUER, genuinely indignant Your're crazy!
MATHILDE, with very harsh irony Oh! You don’t wish me dead! But if I could be very,
very happy, anywhere other than where you are ... how that would suit you!
BREUER, annoyed Mathilde!

A footman opens the glazed door.
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FOOTMAN Dr Freud asks whether Sir and Madam can receive him.
BREUER, delighted to escape a stormy argument But of course! Show him in.

Mathilde is very discontented, but she recovers at once and smiles gaily.
Freud comes in. Breuer rises and shows him to a chair with great assiduity. Mathilde offers him
her hand with a radiant, coquettish smile.

MATHILDE You'll take a little cup of coffee, won’t you.
(To the footman;) A cup for Herr Freud.

Freud takes Mathilde’s hand and raises it towards his lips, but Breuer throws an arm round his
shoulder and guides him to a chair.

Freud — who had come in with a firm step — seems quite stunned to be the object of these
warm displays of friendship.

The footman has placed a cup in front of Freud. Breuer pours him some coffee.

BREUER I'm glad to see you, Freud. And so eatly: today will be a lucky day.
Freud, to stop Breuer, who is filling his cup to the brim:

FREUD, very quickly Thank you! Thank you!
Breuer puts down the coffee~pot and looks gaily at Freud.

BREUER Just look at him!
He turns towards Mathilde!
Isn’t he a sight for sore eyes?

MATHILDE, untruthfully. I've never seen him looking so well. Martha takes good care
of you, Freud. I hope you appreciate your good fortune.

FREUD, affectionate but faintly surprised Breuer’s looking well too.

MATHILDE, laughing with somewhat wild gaiety Yes, everybody’s looking well. Every-
body’s looking well! Josef's blooming.

Only, in his case, he doesn’t appreciate his good fortune.

Breuer, seeing the conversation is taking a dangerous turn, makes haste to change the subject.

BREUER Did you need to speak to me?
MATHILDE Hang on a moment, give the poor man time to drink!
To Freud:

Drink your coffee in peace.

193



(He tries to speak.)
Drink!

Freud drinks the whole cup, out of annoyance. He says as he puts it down, in a slightly over-
ceremonious tone of voice masking the urgency of his wish:

FREUD I've come to ask a favour.
BREUER, gaily Granted in advance!
FREUD Take me to see Cacilie.

A silence. Mathilde has turned pale. She looks at Breuer with blazing eyes, pursing her lips.
Breuer looks embarrassed and very angry. He finally replies, staring at his fingernails.

BREUER, in a fone of voice rendered almost disagreeable by embarrassment But I'm not see-
ing her any more! She’s cured, after all!

Freud looks very surprised. He replies with a naive air — though without our being quite sure he is
unaware he is making a blunder — and in the very distinctive tone used by blunderers: a blend of
inspiration and ill-will:

FREUD What? But Fliess told me you'd been ...
MATHILDE, with brusque rapidity To see her? When?
FREUD, exuding innocence Only yesterday.

Mathilde, beside herself with fury, turns towards Breuer.

MATHILDE You lied to me!

Breuer is furious with Freud, but above all seems very disconcerted.
BREUER, noble but mild protestation Come now, Mathilde!

Mathilde will not be mollified.

MATHILDE, flood of words You who've seen her, Freud, perhaps you could tell me:
what has she got, this woman who has taken my husband from me?

It is now the terrified Freud’s turn to lower his head, with a doltish look. He certainly was not
expecting to unleash this violence.

BREUER, with a little more authority Mathilde!

MATHILDE, very fast, still furious She has taken him from me! He’s bored with me, he
thinks only of her; we’re never alone any more, that girl's between us. All the time! All
the time!
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This explosion of rage has transformed Mathilde: she looks older and, above all, her charm has been
replaced by an almost vulgar violence. She speaks without even knowing what she is saying — and,
despite her very real suffering, the exaggeration of her statements makes them faintly comical.

But I warn you, Josef, you'll never get anything out of me. Neither divorce, nor legal
separation. You'll have to kill me, it’s quite simple, and I really wonder if you won’t end
up doing it! You're my witness, Freud, you hear me: your friend will end up by killing
me!

Breuer is astounded to discover Mathilde’s jealousy. As she was talking, he looked at her as if he were
seeing her for the first time.

She looks at him too, scarlet with anger. Freud seizes advantage of this moment of silence, during
which neither Breuer nor Mathilde is concerned with him, to attempt to take ‘French leave’.

He gently pushes back his chair, rises noiselessly to his feet and takes a step towards the door. But
Breuer, who has recovered his authority, pins him to the spot with one imperious word:

BREUER Freud!
Once more very amiable:
Come and sit down again, I beg of you.
Looking sternly at Mathilde:

I'm sorry Mathilde should have taken it into her head to present you with this painful
spectacle.

Freud comes back, highly embarrassed, but remains standing behind his chair.

FREUD I'm the one to be sorry ...
BREUER I beg of you! I'd have liked to keep you out of this affair, but since you're
mixed up in it now, you must stay to hear my explanation.

Mathilde s exhausted by her explosion of rage. She is now staring at her cup, scarlet and embarrassed,
with a sombre, numbed expression.

BREUER I was quite unaware of Mathilde’s jealousy. If only she’d spoken to me about
it...

(To Mathilde:) Yet you're a doctor’s daughter. You ought to know what we doctors

feel, when Nature allows us to study a case that is out of the ordinary.

He speaks sincerely and with nobility. His bad faith is far too profound to be detected.
(He laughs;) Jealous! My poor darling! If you knew ...
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Mathilde — whatever sne may think — is ashamed of having shown her feelings. Now she is in a
position of inferiority, simply because she has committed what, in this period, any hostess would term
a serious impropriety.

But her sullen attitude allows Breuer to introduce his little speech. He has now risen to his feet,
and the two men, standing behind their chairs, look at Mathilde with the air of judges.

BREUER Freud! Tell her that my interest in Cicilie is strictly professional.
What 1 like about her, my darling, is the method that has cured her.

A silence. Mathilde does not reply, but she remains tense and ashen, her eyes lowered. Breuer looks
at her and takes his decision.

Do you want me to prove it to you? Let’s go to Venice.

Mathilde, dumbfounded, raises her eyes and looks at him incredulously. He repeats with great self-
assurance:

Let’s go to Venice. Let’s bring forward the date of our holidays. If Freud will be so good
as to keep an eye for me on a few patients who are giving me some cause for concern ...
I need three days to put my affairs in order. You can book the tickets for Thursday.
This time Mathilde’s face lights up.
MATHILDE To Venice!
Naturally, she bursts out sobbing. Breuer moves round the table and comforts her like a child.

BREUER There! there! there! Are you happy, at least?

She nods affirmatively, her head in her hands, her shoulders heaving with sobs.
Breuer, stroking the back of her neck, tells her very paternally:

I don’t want any more tears!
I'm giving in to your foolish fancies in order to cut off the trouble at the root.
Caicilie’s cured.
You won't ever speak of her again! Is that a promise?

She nods and controls her tears.
Breuer adds, very lightly:

I'll call on her this morning to bid her farewell, but you won’t be jealous: Freud will go
with me.

She turns and looks at him anxiously.
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MATHILDE I can really buy the tickets?
BREUER, paternally Of course, child, this very morning,
MATHILDE Oh! how happy [ am!

She rises to her feet, turns and throws her arms round his neck.

He frees himself gently.

BREUER There now! There now! Let’s go off quickly, Freud. Since you're here, I'll
make the round of my patients and introduce you to the ones you'll be taking charge

of.

Mathilde turns towards Freud and offers him her hand, with an apologetic smile.

Freud — a very unusual action both for us, who know his abruptness, and for Mathilde — bends
over her hand and kisses it.

Breuer, vexed, drags him away.

They go out, the footman hands them their hats.

On the landing, before they go down, Breuer takes Freud by the arm and says to him confi-
dentially — man to man:

I consider jealousy to be a neurotic symptom.
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|21]

At Cicilie’s.
The French windows are wide open to the garden.
She is seated at her dressing-table, very beautiful, looking entirely normal.

A tall young man of about twenty — also very good-looking, but of Italian appearance, very
black hair, black eyes — is standing beside her. He is dressed in workman’s overalls and holds a wide

straw hat in one hand.
(Sound off of a barouche stopping.)
Ciciliespeaks to him in friendly tones but as to a servant. It is clear that she feels no attraction for him.

CACILIE You promise me you won't drown them?
YOUNG MAN, respectfully Yes, Fraulein.

At the sound of the barouche, Cicilie has assumed an imperceptibly sly and mischievous air. She
prolongs the conversation so that Breuer will find her with the young man.

CACILIE I shall take two for myself and give the others to friends.
At this moment, Breuer and Freud appear at the French window; they have left the barouche and
come directly to Cicilie’s room.
Breuer looks at the young man with surprised and somewhat malevolent attention.
On hearing the gravel crunch beneath their feet, Ciicilie has risen unhurriedly to her feet and
turned towards the garden. In a very natural and almost indifferent tone of voice:

Good morning, Doctor!

She goes over to them. She is dressed in a loose housecoat that hides her figure. She walks rather
heavily. On seeing Freud, her face lights up.

Good morning, Dr Freud. I'm very happy to see you again.
She turns towards the young man. Carelessly:
Good-bye, Hans, I'll see you later.
Hans bows.
HANS Good-bye, Fraulein.
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He leaves by the door leading to the hall.
When the door has closed again, Breuer looks at Cicilie with a stern, morose expression.

BREUER Who's that?
CACILIE The gardener’s son.
BREUER What business do you have with him?

Ciicilie replies quite naturally, but she has a faintly sly look. We can sense that she is amused,

CACILIE You wanted me to mingle with people of my own age.
BREUER, sharply Of your own age and your own station.

Ccilie smiles.

CACILIE Don’t worry, Doctor: our bitch is about to whelp, and I was just asking Hans
not to drown the puppies.

She laughs in his face.
That's all it was about. Sit down, I beg of you.

They move towards the centre of the room. On a table, Breuer notices two little knitted woollen
bootees fora baby, and an unfinished jumper in the same wool — the needles arestill projecting from it.

BREUER What’s that?

CACILIE Baby clothes.

BREUER You're knitting?

CACILIE Yes. For one of my friends who's expecting a baby.

A silence. They sit down. Breuer looks constrained and gloomy.
BREUER, with a certain solemnity Cicilie, you are cured.

Cicilie, smiling and quite straightforward.

CACILIE Yes, I am.

BREUER, smiling paternally I've come to bid you farewell, my dear: you have no further
need of my services.

CACILIE, with a mildness that bodes no good I'll be seeing you again, Doctor.

BREUER Of course you will, Cicilie. We shall certainly have occasion to see each
other again.

CACILIE When?

BREUER Later on. My wife and I are leaving on Thursday for Venice.

CACILIE, noting the date Next Thursday? Very well.
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(Urbanely amiable:) Venice! Is it a kind of second honeymoon?

Brever seets suddenly furious, as if he had been trying too hard to control himself and now, at the
end of his tether, was letting himself go.

BREUER A honeymoon? After seven years of marriage? You're too grown up to talk
such nonsense, Cicilie, and too young to be talking about marriage.

CACILIE, more and more sly Too young? Come, Doctor, I'm twenty years old: I'll be
married within a year, thanks to you.

Breuer, ever more ill-at-ease, mops his brow, which is dripping with sweat.

BREUER, in a perturbed voice Marry, my dear child, and be happy. I wish it for you with
all my heart.

He rises abruptly to leave.

CACILIE, very swiftly, in sincere and helpless astonishment — but still mildly You haveaheart?
Breuer frowns.

BREUER, gravely Cicilie.

CACILIE, laughing I'm talking nonsense, Doctor. 1 know the devotion with which

you've taken care of me.
She turns to Dr Freud; with deadly mildness:

Dr Freud, I'm happy that Dr Breuer should have had the very great thoughtfulness to
bring you back here.

She offers him her hand, warm and almost tender.
I was afraid 1 wouldn’t be able to thank you.

Freud, bowing, in a pretty stiff and distant tone of voice:

FREUD I did nothing, Friulein.
CACILIE You cured me, Doctor! Dr Breuer found the method, but you were the one
who applied it.

Freud is genuinely indignant.
He looks angrily at Cicilie, and at Breuer with anxious affection.
He irritably begins a sentence which Breuer interrupts:
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FREUD I find you very ungrateful, Friulein. I am merely the humble disciple...

Breuer raises a hand to interrupt him.
Breuer is still smiling, but underneath he is very bitter. He speaks sharply: it is not Cicilie against

whom his animosity is directed, it is Freud.

BREUER We shall argue later about our respective merits. Doctors have no pride,
Friulein Cicilie: the important thing for them is the cure. Wherever it comes from.

He turns towards Freud. Cacilie goes up to him with a touch of coquetry.
She offers him her forehead.

... Come!
CACILIE Won't you kiss me!

Breuer looks at her tenderly, but with an unhappy expression.

He hesitates, before eventually kissing her.

Ciicilie turns towards Freud with the obvious intention of offering him her forehead.

But Freud has seen Breuer’s face: he looks disappointed (by his master’s attitude), unhappy (at
seeing Breuer sufffer) and furious (with Cicilie).

He frowns and casts a glance at Cicilie that causes her to shrink back.

FREUD Goodbye, Friulein.

He turns on his heel and strides towards the French window. Breuer follows him. Cicilie starts to

cotgh.

(Cough off from Cicilie.)
We can no longer see anything but the backs of the two men. One would think they had been
routed.
CACILIE'S VOICE OFF, punctuated by the cough Have a good journey, Doctor! Have a
good journey!

In front of the perron.

The two men climb hastily back into the barouche.
We can still hear the fits of coughing, in the distance.

(Coughing off, a long way away but very clear, from Cicilie,)
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BREUER, fo the driver 12 Park Avenue. Hurry!

The barouche leaves the garden.

We hear the gate being closed behind it.

Breuer straightens up, turns and looks at the villa as it recedes into the distance and vanishes
round the first bend.

He slumps back onto the seat beside Freud, whose eyes are fixed in a hard stare and who has
Jfound time to light a cigar.

BREUER And that's that. They appear, they monopolize our attention, they disappear
and thank you kindly: we never see them again.

Freud, roused from his reverie, looks at him with so alarmed an expression that Breuer cannot help

laughing.
FREUD Who?
BREUER, laughing in his face Where were you? I'm talking of our patients.
FREUD, vague and indifferent Oh!yes...
BREUER, asserting more than asking She’s cured, isn’t she?
FREUD, worriedly There’s that cough ...
BREUER Just one attack! (Resentfully;) She wasn’t even coughing, these last few days.

It’s Fliess’s medicines that have inflamed her throat.
Freud puffs at his cigar without replying.
(Categorically;) Finished. The page is turned.

A silence. The barouche turns into a street flanked by tall new buildings.
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Thursday morning.

It is nine o’clock.

Fine sunny day.

In front of the Breuers’ house, two carriages have drawn up. In one of them (an open cab — the
second carriage), the Breuers’ chambermaid and footman are stacking suitcases.

In front of the other, Breuer, Mathilde, Freud and Martha are chatting animatedly as
Mathilde keeps an eye on the cab containing her luggage.

Everyone looks very gay.
MARTHA You'll have superb weather.
MATHILDE My aunt writes that it’s raining in the mountains. But in Milan ic’s

hotter than in summer.
She leaves them for a moment and goes over to the servants. Pointing at the last suitcase.
No. That one has my things for the journey in it. Put it next to the driver.

They obey. The driver takes the suitcase carefully and places it beside him. To the servants:

... Goodby, Maria ...
... Goodbye, Heinz ...
SERVANTS, together Safe journey, Madam, safe journey.

She comes back towards Breuer and the Freuds.
MATHILDE It’s time.
To the Freuds:
... Are you coming to see us off?
FREUD Of course.
MARTHA, laughing, to the two Breuers How he must love you! He has a physical horror
of railway-stations and journeys.
They laugh. Freud laughs with the others, looking relaxed.

FREUD Who hasn’t got his own little neurosis? (More seriously.)

He turns towards Brever:
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Do you know what I dream of writing? A psychopathology of everyday life. I'd show
how normal people are just mad people whose neuroses have turned out well.

Breuer listens politely but without real interest.
Mathilde intervenes energetically.

MATHILDE, with friendly authority Yes, well, you’ll tell us all about that when we get
back. I don’t want you to make us miss our train. Get in, Martha.

Martha climbs into the barouche. The cab with the luggage overtakes the motionless barouche.

( Without anxiety: as a mere precaution.) Have you got the dckets,]osef‘?
BREUER, automatically Yes.

He pulls out his wallet, certain of finding the tickets there. They are not in it. He puts the wallet
back in his pocket and searches himself methodically — outside and inside pockets of his jacket,

waistcoat pockets, trouser poc/eets.

No.
MATHILDE, dumbfounded It's not possible! Look properly; you never forget anything.

Breuer obediently searches his pockets for the second time.
He raises the leather band covering the lining of his top-hat. Gesture of impotence.
Mathilde’s face turns scarlet with anger.
It’s too bad!
BREUER, to Mathilde Get into the carriage. I've left them in one of the drawers of my
desk. I'm sure of it. I can still see them.
He is about to go back into the house.
MATHILDE, sharply imperious Not you!
She explains to everyone:
Once you've left your house on a journey, you must on no account go back into it
before your departure.
BREUER Why, pray?
MATHILDE It brings bad luck!

Freud, with quite spontaneous alacrity:

FREUD Don’t you bother, Breuer, I'll go.
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Breuer, beneath his smiles, is no longer quite the same when he is speaking to Freud.

BREUER, rather disagreeable irony Can this be you, Freud, a materialist and an atheist,
giving in to my wife’s superstitions?

Freud seems not to notice the change.

FREUD, gaily When you're an atheist, you have to be superstitious: otherwise what
would be left?

MATHILDE Thank you, Freud!

MARTHA, to Breuer Let him go!

BREUER All right, all right!

He takes out his bunch of keys, shows one of the keys to Freud.
... The first drawer on the right.
Freud takes the keys and rushes into the house.

(To Mathilde, feigned indignation:) Aren’t you ashamed?
MARTHA Leave her be! ... It’s a real honeymoon. You're not going to oppose your
wife’s wishes right at the start.

At the word ‘honeymoon’, Breuer’s face darkens. A silence.

In Breuer’s study, Freud opens the drawer indicated. He takes out a sheaf of papers and hunts
for the tickets. He finds them finally: Breuer had put them into a little card-case, which also con-
tains a photograph: it is of Cicilie.

He hastily bundles the papers together, replaces them in the drawer, locks it and leaves the
apartment.

He hurries down the stairs.

In the street, in front of the building.

When Freud comes out of the house, the setting has altered.

Behind the barouche, a heavy two-horse ambulance.

In front of the ambulance, Breuer is talking to an orderly.

In the barouche, the two women are seated, stiff and silent.

Martha is pale with anguish; Mathilde, stiff, her eyes blazing with hatred and anger, seems
beyond even despair, in a kind of frenzy of gaiety.

Dumbfounded, he approaches the barouche.

FREUD What's the matter?
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Martha does not reply.
He looks at them both.

(Insistently;) What's the matter?

MATHILDE, laughing Oh! nothing at all, Freud, a mere prank! Cicilie has gone into
labour.
FREUD, in utter astonishment What?

Mathilde laughs without replying. Martha nods towards Breuer.
MARTHA Go and join him. And don’t leave him.

Freud hastily joins Breuer, who is pale, his features drawn.

The ambulance door is open.

Breuer, showing no surprise at his presence, signals to Freud to climb in.

Freud enters the ambulance and Brever at once joins him.

They sit down on a narrow bench — opposite an empty patient’s bed — reserved for the order-
lies.

Meanwhile the orderly has climbed up onto the front seat and seated himself beside the driver.

The ambulance sets off with its two horses at the gallop.
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In the ambulance.
Freud and Breuer, silent. Breuer is sweating and mopping his brow.
After a moment, Breuer begins to speak in a jerky voice, punctuated by silences. He scems

crushed by this news:

BREUER It seems that the pains began this morning. They took her to the St
Stephen’s clinic. She wants to see me.

He begins to laugh, not in a friendly fashion.

You can be pleased: it’s you who were right. Sex! ... I thought she was a virgin, and in
the meantime ...

Freud looks at him dumbfounded.

FREUD But after all ... You ... you can’t not have known about it ... You used to
examine her.
BREUER Not for the past year. She didn't like me to touch her.
(He laughs.)

I thought it was out of modesty.

He turns violently towards Freud and questions him — half-tragic, half-comical:
Pregnant by whom? I ask you! ... That boy, the other day, that gardener ...
Furiously:

I've let myself by fooled by a whore.

In a corridor of the clinic, outside a closed door.
We can hear the characteristic screams of a woman in labour.
(Voice off of Ciicilie screaming.)
A doctor, a midwife, Cicilie’s mother.
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They await Breuer in silence. Cicilie’s mother betrays no sign of emotion. Her face has merel
74 Y- 54 )4

grown still harder. Steps are heard in the corridor.
FRAU KORTNER At last!

Breuer and Freud appear; they are almost running. When he sees Frau Kértner, Freud removes his
hat. But Breuer is so overwrought that he keeps his hat on his head.

BREUER, out of breath What's the matter with her?
Frau Kortner, without a word, points to the doctor and the midwife (meaning of her gesture:
‘theyll inform you better than I could’).
Breuer turns towards them and looks at them with a perturbed expression; they seem very sur-
prised by the emotion he is showing.
OBSTETRICIAN, introducing himself Dr Pfarrer.
BREUER, quickly and distractedly How do you do?
(Continuing:) What has happened?
DR PFARRER She's entirely virgin. But she must have been suffering from a nervous
pregnancy over the past few months.
(Smiling:)

And, being consistent, today she’s giving us a nervous confinement.

Breuer listens to him in astonishment. Then he goes over to the door and opens it. To everybody —
including Freud:

BREUER No. Stay here!
He goes in, shutting the door behind him.
Ciicilie is in bed. She has her eyes closed; from time to time she cries out or struggles.
Two nurses are watching over her. With an imperious nod, Breuer dismisses the nurses. They
leave noiselessly.
Breuer sits down at Cicilie’s bedside, on a chair previously occupied by one of the nurses.
Cicilie!
She opens her eyes. She smiles.

CACILIE It’s you? Give me your hand.

Breuer, overwhelmed, takes her hand. She has a contraction, then falls back upon the bed.
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(Tremendous scream. She falls silent for a moment, exhausted.)

Are you happy? It's a son, I'm sure of it.
BREUER Listen to me....

She looks at him with an astonishment that is soon effaced by a fresh wave of pain
(Fresh scream from Cicilie, then exhausted voice;)
CACILIE What shall we call him, my darling?

She falls back on the bed.

In the corridor.

Half an hour has gone by. The obstetrician paces up and down.

The nurses and the midwife stand a little further off. Freud and Frau Kortner, motionless, stiff;
each as hard as the other, wait without looking at one another. Cicilie is no longer screaming.

Breuer comes out at last, exhausted, sweating. He carefully closes the door behind him. He goes
over to Freud and Frau Kortner, who await him in silence.

BREUER, to the mother She is sleeping.

(A pause.) She recognized under hypnosis that she wasn’t pregnant.
Frau Kortner still says nothing.
(Embarrassed by this silence:)

Everything’s under control. Leave her in the clinic for two or three days, then you'll
be able to take her back home.

Frau Kortner agrees wordlessly, with a stiff little nod.
Breuer looks at her, disconcerted, bows deeply to her and turns on his heel. To Freud:

Come, Freud.

Outside, the ambulance is waiting in front of the door. The orderly approaches Breuer.
ORDERLY Doctor! (Breuer turns round.) We can take you back.

Breuer, very drawn, makes a gesture of refusal.

BREUER No, thank you. We'll go back on foot.
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[24]

Freud and Breuer are talking, as they walk through sunny, almost deserted streets.
Breuer has not replaced his top-hat on his head. He walks at Freud’s side, mopping his brow. A
long stlence.
Freud casts worried, timorous glances in Breuer’s direction but does not dare question him.
They arrive at a crossroads. Breuer crosses the road, with the intention of continuing straight
ahead Freud catches him very respectfully by the arm and compels him to turn to the right.
Breuer docilely allows himself to be guided.

BREUER Oh! Yes...
A few steps more. In genuine distress, and as if to himself:
I'm a criminal.
Freud looks at him in astonishment. Breuer explains, this time turning towards him:
She thought she was pregnant by me.
This method is diabolical.
We've no right!
Freud looks at him questioningly. He explains himself:
Man’s not made to be omnipotent.
She obeyed me. I had total power over her.

There’s the result.

They walk on in silence.
He stares straight ahead of him, into the distance:

When [ first knew her, she was innocence itself, I swear to you.

FREUD, as if fo himself Innocence ... I wonder if that exists.
BREUER, abruptly irritated If you'd seen her, a year ago, you wouldn’t ask that
question.

With deep regret:

She didn’t know a thing, she was pure as the driven snow.

Meynert was right: there are things deep down inside us which we don’t have any
right to touch.
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Freud, with a start:

FREUD Meynert? But he says the opposite, now.
BREUER Because he's going to dic. It no longer matters to him.

(Sounds off of a carriage.)
(Horse's hooves, creak of wheels, )

He turns round: it is an elderly cab. Closed carriage. Elderly driver. He looks at his watch.
I'll take the other train.
Freud cannot believe his ears.
FREUD Eh?
Breuer signals to the driver, who pulls on his reins.
BREUER, explaining The afternoon train.

The carriage draws up alongside them. Breuer invites Freud to get in. Freud does not get in. He
looks indignantly at Breuer.

FREUD You're not going o ...

BREUER Go away? | certainly am. The further away, the better.
FREUD Bur Cacilie . ..

BREUER She’s cured.

FREUD As you can see for yourself, she isn't.

Breuer is lying to himself: he pretends to be quite calm, but he remains deeply upset.

BREUER Ie’s the last crisis.
If I remain, I'll only do her harm. If I go away, she’ll forget me.

Freud, torn between astonishment and indignation, has lost all his timidity.

FREUD, forcefully Cured! While you were curing her contractures and her visual
problems, she was calmly developing a nervous pregnancy and it’s you she thoughte
she was pregnant by. She’s more ill than ever; you can’t abandon her!

Breuer flushes. Freud's tone has antagonized him.

BREUER, very coldly But that’s just what I am going to do.
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He secks to climb into the cab. Freud holds him back by his sleeve.

FREUD Breuer! You're a doctor: it’s your duty to...
BREUER I know my duty better than you do.

He turns back towards Freud and says forcefully, while the coachman watches in bewilderment:
(Almost shouting:)
I made her love me, do you understand?
FREUD She fell in love with you. Doubtless because she was already disturbed.

You had nothing to do with it.
BREUER Of course not!

(A pause.)
That would be too easy.
Still with passion, but almost nostalgically:
She was cold. She was pure ... Do you know what I think? Hypnotism is a means of
seduction.
If my colleagues were to insist that I be struck off the Medical Register, I'd have
nothing to say against it.
Mounting astonishment on the part of the driver.
Breuer explodes. He accuses himself, but from his tone and his gestures one would say he was

drawing up an indictment against Freud.

I sullied her, Freud, I sullied her by idiotic and criminal practices. I've dishonoured
myself.

As he speaks, he jabs his outstretched forefinger into his interlocutor’s chest.

A doctor who seduces his patients! A quack doctor! The whole town’s going to laugh
at me.

In a flat, almost exhausted voice:
I must go away.

He opens the door of the cab and climbs in. Freud does not detain him. He closes the door.
Through the open window, we see him sit down. The driver prepares to whip up his horses.

Freud stops him:
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FREUD, to the driver One moment!
He goes up to the window. Breuer has sat down on the seat, overcome, his eyes half-closed.

(To Breuer, timidly)) If you give me a note for Frau Kortner, Ill treat Cicilie in your
absence.

Breuer’s indignation is such that he literally projects his head through the window.
Freud retreats a step. Breuer’s furious face emerges from the open window. His eyes are blazing:

BREUER, with extreme violence, and for the first time since we have known him with the imperious
authority of a tyrant Never!
1 know your theories, my poor Freud! I know all your fine ideas about sex.
You'll steal my method and put it to God knows what use!
You'll fill that poor girl’s head with vileness, you'll drive her stark mad.

Rapping out the words:

Listen well, Freud: I forbid you to concern yourself with her. Is that understood?
FREUD, in a sharp voice, torn between anger and timidity Yes.

Freud takes a step back and signals to the driver to whip up his horses.
(With sombre irony;) Have a good journey!

The cab moves off. Freud, motionless, furious and dismayed, watches the carriage until it
disappears.

213



[25]

A lecture-theatre at the Faculty of Medicine.

The lecture has just ended. The last students are leaving through the door at the rear, situated
behind the highest tier of seats. The camera follows them for a moment, then gives us a high-angle
shot of the hall.

From high overliead we can see the lecturer at his rostrum. (It is Freud, who is putting his
papers away in his briefcase.) In the front row, still seated, we can see from behind a strongly-built
student who, even from far away, seems older than the very young men — all with beards — who
are leaving the hall: it is Fliess.

We are now in front of the rostrum. Fliess has risen to his feet, he is talking to Freud who has
Just risen too, looking up at him from below.

Fliess wears a sardonic smile; Freud has a bitter, sombre expression: he accepts Fliess’s jibes at
Breuer’s expense, even — reluctantly — joins in, but he does not smile.

FLIESS, spiteful irony And how’s our Don Juan?
FREUD, vexed Pooh!

(A pause. )

My wife has just received a letter from Mathilde.
(Bitter:) They are blissfully happy.

He closes his briefcase, climbs down from the stage (a single step) and finds himself on the same
level as Fliess again.

With his great, satanic eyes the latter watches him approach. He has not struck up the con-
versation without a very precise intention. And this is evident.

FLIESS, same tone Is the weather fine in Venice?

FREUD, sombre irony Very fine.

FLIESS, abruptly And what about Cicilie, in the meantime? Has she been put in a
straitjacket?

FREUD I've no idea.

FLIESS All the same, it would be very convenient to chain patients up so that
doctors could take holidays.

He moves closer to Freud.
So you haven’t seen her again.
FREUD, annoyed I tell you Breuer forbade me ...

FLIESS So whar?
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FREUD She’s his patient.

FLIESS, brutally And when Breuer isn’t there, his patients can kick the bucker?

FREUD, sharply and with decision I won't steal his patients.

FLIESS She’s not his patient, she’s in love with him.

Freud, embarrassed, makes an effort to defend his master.

FREUD Let’s drop that, Fliess. It's not Breuer’s fault. (He laughs.) The man’s just too
attractive. I've been applying his method to my own patients for two months now, I
can swear to you they aren’t in love with me.

His face darkens in spite of himself.

What I reproach him with is having run away.

His eyes are intent and he gazes into the distance.

(Hard;) Running away, retreating, I can’t accept that. Especially from a Jew.
(In a half-joking, half-serious voice;)

In a war, I'd die where 1 stood.

A silence. Fliess places his hand on Freud’s shoulder to compel the latter to look at him.

FLIESS Freud, Cicilie’s an exceptional case. She can be useful to us ...
FREUD, astonished Be useful to us ...
FLIESS I'd find it quite unacceptable for her to be lost to Science.

He lets go of Freud’s shoulder and paces up and down in front of the stage.

I need you. You're the only person who can help me in my research. I'm close to
success.

With deep conviction, but with a certain pedantry, which gives him a solitary and almost wild
look.

I can see. Yes. I've seen the truth. [ shall turn biology upside down. My theories are
complete: what remains is to prove them. That’s the easiest part. Above all, if you give
me your help.

Freud’s eyes follow him as he comes and goes.

FREUD, slightly stunned What theories?
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FLIESS I'll tell you everything, never fear. Butit'll be a real initiation.
(Laughing to hide his deep seriousness:)

We shall make a blood pact! I shall deliver up my secrets only to a brother! We must
divide the work.

Without even noticing, he climbs onto the stage.

He moves up and down it as he speaks.

Freud sits down on a tier, fascinated. Fliess, after several journeys back and forth, ends up by
stopping behind the rostrum and speaking on his feet, looking down at Freud from above.

Sexuality, Freud. Everything comes back to that. You'll be quite amazed when I let
you in on my discovery.
For the moment, we must go back to Cicilie.
FREUD What connection ...
FLIESS Cicilie’s a proof. I know it.

(In a voice that is harsh, indeed so hard as to be almost inhuman;)

She must be worked on hard and without respite. Until she delivers up her secret to
us.

Imperiously, his finger extended over the rostrum to point at Freud:

Let’s go and see Cicilie. In any case I have to go and visit her again, since her throat
1sn’t better.

Insistently:

Let’s go and see her! You've no right to hold back the advance of knowledge, just to
spare Breuer’s susceptibilides.

Freud has risen to his feet, but he does not reply. He keeps his head bowed and wears a stubborn
expression.
Fliess looks at him and — in a measured, almost gentle voice — hurls this poisoned dart:
He’s only jealous, after all!
Freud raises his head and turns towards Fliess with some anxiety.
FREUD, in a changed voice Did you have the impression ... ?
FLIESS It’s as clear as daylight. Fellows like that are very fond of showing generosity

to their apprentices. It's a very cheap method of forming a good opinion of yourself.
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But let the apprentice once become a master ... then he’d better watch our.
FREUD), thoughtfully I've sometimes felt ...

It is Freud’s turn to pace along the stage. He looks thoughtful and malevolent. Above all, unhappy.
He no longer looks at Fliess: he is searching within himself.

You see, Fliess, people like me need to provide themselves with tyrants. [ don’t know
why.

Mine was Breuer.

1 used to obey him like a child.

Sombre and resentful:

But I wouldn't forgive him a weakness.
Are you sure he’s jealous?
FLIESS It hits you in the face.

Freud, of course, is not discovering anything at present. Fliessissimply putting into words what he had
not dared admit to himself.

FREUD, sincere and appalled Of me? Of me who's nothing? I admired him so
much ...

A pause. It is Freud’s turn to be racked by jealousy. In a venomous tone of voice, as if he were
taking revenge on his idol by delivering him up to Fliess’s mockery:

FREUD Do you know that he’s in love?
FLIESS With Cicilie?
FREUD Of course. I'm none too sure which one of them seduced the other. I've felc

embarrassed since the first day of this business.
He'd bend over her, he’d put on a sugary voice, he’d be for ever mopping his
brow ...

Fliess does not say a word. He listens with a smile, very well knowing that Freud is entangling
himself ever deeper: the trap is working petfectly.

He was like a billy-goat! Everything was sexual between them. That's what gave me

the idea.
(Abrupt decision:)
Let’s go and se¢ Cicilie.

As he utters these last words, Freud in turn climbs onto the stage, where he finds himself on the
same level as Fliess
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[26]

In an open cab.

The suburbs of Vienna, near Cicilie’s villa. Fliess, sprawled on the seat, is speaking.
Freud, bending forward, his expression anxious, his eyes intent, makes no reply.
It is impossible to tell whether he is attentive or tormented by the decision he has taken.

FLIESS To conclude, I assert that every individual is simultaneously male and
female. That's what I call bisexuality. Naturally, there’s one sex which dominates: the
other is blocked, masked, but its physiological development continues.

You're a man, Freud, a virile man, yet — as is the case with all men — a part of your
make-up is feminine. And your life, like mine, is conditioned by periodic phenomena
related to our bisexual make-up. Rhythms ...

The carriage enters the street flanked by villas which leads to Cacilie’s house. Freud shivers and
sits up straight. Fliess, furious at being interrupted, looks at him coldly.

You're not listening to me.
Freud, upright, looks at the gate of the villa in the distance.

What's the matter?

FREUD, between his teeth I shouldn’t have ...

FLIESS, furious What?

FREUD, regretfully and with sorrow Breuer will never forgive me for it.
FLIESS So what?

What need do you have of him, now? He provided the method and you perfected
it: it’s yours.

The carriage has stopped. Freud is the first to jump down.

(Irritated by Freud’s silence;)

You told me you never retreated!
FREUD I'm not retreating. Let’s go.

He rings at the entrance-gate. No reply.

After waiting for a moment, Fliess goes over to a little side door and opens it.

He goes in and Freud follows him. They see the villa in the distance. All the shutters are closed.
It appears abandoned.

Someone advances towards them. It is the gardener’s son. He is wearing a wide straw hat. His
respectful air has given way to a certain insolence.
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FLIESS Frau Kortner?

GARDENER’S SON Gone away.
FLIESS And her daughter?
GARDENER’S SON Her too.
FREUD When are they expected back?
GARDENER’S SON Never.

(A pause.)

The villa’s up for sale.

FLIESS Where can one write to them?
YOUNG MAN They've left no address.
FLIESS Very well.

He is the first to turn on his heel and climb back into the cab. Freud does not follow him at once.
The young man closes the door again and Freud remains for a moment, facing the closed door.

FLIESS, voice off Well, Freud?

Freud turns on his heel and makes his way towards the cab. His face has brightened. He says as he
sits down:

FREUD, in a faintly ironical tone of voice, masking his real satisfaction Well, Fliess, it’s a
sign from Destiny, don’t you think?

The barouche moves off.
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27]

Freud’s consulting-room.
A few hours later, towards the end of the afternoon.
He is sitting near the couch. On the couch, Dora, under hypnosis. Dora is speaking.
Freud listens to her, smoking a cigar.
DORA, in aﬂat voice My poor Mama, I'm never easy in my mind; as soon as she goes
out shopping, I have a lump in my throat, I can’t help thinking some accident is going
to happen to her.

Dora speaks in a rapid, toneless voice. Without the least intonation, as if she were repeating a part.

FREUD What kind of accident?
DORA A runaway horse, for example. Any kind of accident, provided it's fatal.

Freud, who was listening almost indifferently, suddenly becomes interested:
FREUD What did you say?

Dora’s eyelids flutter and she stirs restlessly.
FREUD What did you say? Repeat it.

Dora closes her eyes.
In a plaintive voice:

DORA I can’t remember. I'm tired.
Freud hesitates for a moment. Then he goes on, gently but firmly.
FREUD You said: provided it’s fatal.
DORA Fatal? What?
I don’t know! I don’t know!
She tosses and turns, she seems exhausted. Freud sees this: he decides to stop the session.
He stands up, unhurriedly stubs out his cigar and leaves it in an ashtray, on his desk.
He comes back towards Dora, but does not sit down. He bends over her.
Freud lays his hand on Dora’s forehead, we sense that he is about to awaken her.

FREUD, gently Dora!
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In little Mathilde’s room.
She is in bed, very flushed; she is suffocating.
Groans are heard coming from her throat.

Martha is sitting in front of her bed, anxious.

MARTHA, she speaks gently and with deep love Mathilde! What's wrong? Is something

hurting?

The little girl nods, unable to speak.
Her big eyes, open wide, bear witness to her suffering.

Are you suffocating?
Fresh groans. One would say the child was at death’s door, and in order to convince ourselves
that Mathilde is in mortal danger it is enough to see Martha’s face.

These fresh, more violent groans are all that is needed to throw the young woman into a panic.
She rises abruptly to her feet and runs out of the room.

In Freud’s consulting-room.

The two protagonists have remained more or less in the positions in which we left them. Freud,
bending over Dora, repeats gently:

FREUD Wake up, Dora. You're awake.
Dora’s eyes have opened; she is awake.
(There is a discreet knock at the far door.)

Freud, absorbed in what he is doing, does not hear.
Dora smiles at Freud: it is the true smile of a person in love.

(There is a second knock.)
Abruptly, she flings her arms round his neck. She unmistakably offers him her lips.
DORA My love!

The far door opens. Martha appears, her face ravaged. She sees the scene. Freud, who has not seen
her come in, gently unwraps Dora’s arms and straightens up.

FREUD, embarrassed laugh There we have one of hypnotism’s little surprises.
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Dora, disconcerted, has sat up on the couch.
(In a frosty, but mild voice;)
I'm not your love, Dora. Just your doctor.
Dora, terribly embarrassed, looks at Freud in silence.
MARTHA, voice off Sigmund!
Freud turns round abruptly. He looks angrily at Martha, but sees from her features that she is
deeply distressed.

Dora, crimson, rises to her feet wordlessly and goes to take her hat.

The child’s very ill. I don’t know what’s wrong with her. I'm frightened.
FREUD I'm coming! Monday, five o'clock!

He turns his head towards Dora, as he swiftly crosses the room. Dora, very timidly:
DORA Goodbye, Martha.

Martha looks at her coldly:
MARTHA, icy Goodbye.

Freud and Martha go out.

In the children’s room.

Little Mathilde is suffocating. Freud and Martha come in. Martha remains in the background.
Freud bends over the child.

FREUD Open your mouth.
Mathilde opens her mouth. Freud bends forward and looks inside.

Has she had her temperature taken?
MARTHA Thirty-eight point nine.

Freud is still bending over the child. He straightens up.

FREUD, to Martha I think it's croup.
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Go and tell the maid to go over to Fliess’s and fetch him back at once.

He sits down beside Mathilde, holding her hand. Martha goes out to instruct the maid; then she
comes back, takes a chair and sits down on the other side of the bed.

In Dr Freud’s consulting-room.
Dora finishes fastening her hat on her head with long pins. She is irritable, grows annoyed when
she looks at herself in the mirror, pricks her finger with a pin and stamps her foot.
This task completed, she goes over with sparkling eyes to Freud’s desk and tears up —
unhurriedly, but systematically — all the papers lying on it. This operation seems fo soothe her.
She straightens up and leaves the study with the avenging calm of an executioner.
One hour later (around eight in the evening). In the children’s room.
Fliess, still seated at Mathilde’s bedside, is putting his instruments away in his bag.

(Groans off from the little girl)

Freud and Martha stand watching him in silence. He stands up and goes out. Freud Sollows
him into the corridor. Martha joins them silently.

FLIESS Diphtherial laryngitis.
Freud is ashen.

MARTHA Isit...1s it serious?
FLIESS Freud, I'd like to see you for a moment in your study.

They move off. Martha waits, squeezing a handkerchief in her left hand.
(Sound off of a door closing.)
We hear the sound of a door closing, then Fliess’s voice:

FLIESS'S VOICE OFF I'll come back tomorrow morning. If her condition worsens let
me know, whatever the hour.

The front door closes.

(Sound off of the front door.)
(Sound off of Freud’s footsteps.)
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Freud comes back, passes in front of Martha without looking at her. He enters the children’s
room.
He goes over to the patient and looks at her with deep tenderness. The little girl makes an effort
to smile at him.
FREUD Does 1t hurt?

What's the thing you'd most like? The one that would give you most pleasure in
the whole world?

The child tries to speak. She manages finally, in a stifled voice.

LITTLE MATHILDE Strawberries.
FREUD Very well.

He almost runs out of the room. Martha comes in and sits down in his place.

In the street. A greengrocer’s shop.

The iron grille is lowered. Freud bangs with his fist on the iron shutter.
On the first floor, a window finally opens. An old man with spectacles leans over the balcony.

OLD MAN All right now, what do you want?
FREUD Some strawberries.
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(28]

In the children’s room.

Later. Night is falling. Martha is sitting on one side of the bed. On the other we perceive Freud,
with drawn features.

The child tosses and turns and seems delirious. On the night-table, a basket of strawberries. She
has not yet touched them.

Martha gives Freud a hard, cold look.

MARTHA, whispering I've the right to know what he said.
FREUD Yes. (A silence,)
Hard and sombre:

One chance in two.
Just there ...

Pointing to his own throat.

... she has a false laryngeal membrane that’s suffocating her.
If she can get rid of it during the night ...
MARTHA And if she can’c? ...

Freud does not reply.

Late at night. Martha has been to see her two sons, both of whose beds she has transferred into
her own room. They are asleep.

She comes back on tip-toe to install herself at Mathilde’s bedside. The latter opens her eyes
suddenly and looks intently at Freud, as if wishing to speak to him.

Freud bends over her.

FREUD What do you want, my darling?
LITTLE MATHILDE, painfully Strawberries.

Freud takes the basket and shows it to her. He extracts a strawberry, removes the stalk and places
the berry himself in the child’s mouth.

FREUD Gently!
Gently!
If you have trouble swallowing it, spit 1t out.

The little girl begins to chew. Painfully. Martha looks mistrustfully at Freud.
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MARTHA Are you sure it’s all right?
Freud shrugs his shoulders sadly.

(Coughing off — the child choking.)

Freud starts up.
MARTHA, her eyes blazing with anger You see what you've done!
FREUD, to Mathilde Spit it out! Spit it out quickly!

Mathilde coughs and chokes more and more. She half sits up and vomits onto the covers.

(To Martha;) Wait! Wait!

The little girl coughs a bit more, then lets herself fall back.

Listen to her breathing.

Her breathing is still wheezy but quieter. Freud and Martha listen for a moment longer.
FREUD She’s out of danger.

The little girl smiles at her father.

Is it hurting less?
LITTLE MATHILDE Yes.

She shuts her eyes and falls asleep.

Martha rises calmly to her feet, removes the soiled covers, goes to fetch others from a cupboard
and remakes Mathilde’s bed, without waking her. She takes away the dirty linen, disappears for a
moment, then returns.

Freud watches Mathilde sleeping with a vague smile of relief. Martha has finished her work.
She sits down and abruptly begins to sob in silence, her head in her hands.

Freud rises and goes softly over to her. He takes her by the shoulders. She frees herself with a
movement of almost savage violence.

MARTHA Don't touch me!
Freud lets his arms drop.
FREUD, dumbfounded Martha!

Martha has recovered. She looks at him stonily.
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MARTHA, in a cold voice Forgive me.

I'm letting myself go.

(To excuse herself:) I've been so afraid, you see. Horribly afraid.
FREUD You don’t seem relieved.
MARTHA lam.

He looks at her with deep anxiety and, discouraged, goes back to his place and sits down again.
The child is breathing almost normally. Martha and Freud, on either side of the bed, their
features drawn with fatigue, look straight ahead of them, without seeing each other.
It is dawn. The window brightens. In the street, a milkman’s cart goes by.
Freud and Martha still sit mutely at Mathilde’s bedside.
The child sleeps. Her sleep is quite peaceful; her face is calm and relaxed. Freud and Martha
are aged and hardened by fatigue (wrinkles, circles under their eyes).
Freud seems to be reflecting. Suddenly, he turns his eyes towards Martha.

FREUD, in an undertone Martcha!
She looks at him without either affection or hostility.

Are you angry with me?

MARTHA, coldly but sincerely No.

FREUD Yes you are. About Dora, yesterday evening.

MARTHA Don't let's talk about that.

FREUD We must talk about it, Martha! 1 ...

MARTHA Why? I know what you're going to say: that you haven’t been trying to

seduce Dora; that you don't feel any love for her, not even any desire; that her ...
symptoms of yesterday evening are a by-product of the treatment; that you'll always
be faithful to me?

What's the use?

I’'m quite convinced of all that.

Freud speaks to her gently and with sincerity.

FREUD Well then?

MARTHA I don’t like what you're doing.

FREUD It’s your friend Breuer who gave me the idea of doing what I'm doing.

MARTHA Yes. And you can see where it got him. Do you really believe it’s a scien-
tific method of treatment?

FREUD What?

MARTHA To make women fall in love with you in order to cure them.

FREUD Who talks of doing that?

MARTHA You. You hypnotize them.

FREUD Hypnotism has nothing to do with ... that nonsense.

Martha, still stony, raises her voice slightly.
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MARTHA, speaking a little more loudly I don’t know whether you hypnotize them in
order to make them fall in love with you; but what’s certain is that they're in love
with you because you hypnotize them.

FREUD, sincerely, without raising his voice No.

MARTHA, taking no notice of this denial I find that unsavoury.

Without violence. Almost apologetic. But underneath we sense the inflexibility of a judge.
Mathilde stirs and emits a very faint moan, due probably to the sounds disturbing her sleep.
Freud looks at her.

FREUD, fo Martha Hush!

He rises noiselessly to his feet and goes to the window. He looks at the street, the people going to
work, the rare carriages passing by. He signals to Martha to come and join him. She does not want
to. He insists.

(In an undertone;) Please come.
She stands up and goes over to him, somewhat reluctantly. She leans her forehead against the pane,
to cool herself down a bit, no doubt.

They talk without looking at one another: both face the street.

FREUD You know what I think: hypnotism is an effect. Never a cause.
MARTHA What does that mean?

We sense that Freud is groping for his thoughts. It is a question about which he has never
reflected.

FREUD The first time I hypnotized Dora, she fell asleep in a trice. Because she
trusted me; because she already wanted to yield herself up to me.

MARTHA So she was in love.
Freud begins to laugh: a little, harsh, joyless laugh.

FREUD, in the ironical, unfriendly tone of voice he invariably adopts when speaking of him-
self In love, yes. But not with me. Look at me, Martha, and tell me whether it's
possible ...

She interrvpts him wearily and dispiritedly.

MARTHA, interrupting him You' always repeat that. If you're good enough for me,
why wouldn’t you be good enough for her?

Freud starts tapping on the windowpane. He is searching for a reply. All of a sudden, he turns
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towards Martha and answers her with suppressed ardour: he has just hit upon an idea.
FREUD Don’t let’s speak about me. Take Cicilie. She didn’t love Breuer for his own

sake. She felr like a child in his hands: he dominated her, he was authoritarian and
tender. It was like the reincarnation of her dead father and ...

He gropes for his idea.
She ... transferred to him feelings which she had for her father.

Martha, astonished and indignant, turns towards Freud.

MARTHA But that’s ridiculous!
(A pause;) What about Dora? Her father’s still alive.
FREUD Then it’s somebody else. Somebody of my age ... whom she loves without

admitting it to herself. She loves me instead of that man.

The two interlocutors are now facing one another.

MARTHA What man?

FREUD I don’c know. I'll find him. Ac all events ... it’s a displacement of feelings.
I'm just an image of the other, a symbol. She has made the same transference.

MARTHA Transference. What a fine word. It explains everything. My love for you,
was that a transference?

FREUD Why not?

MARTHA Then we only ever love shadows?

FREUD I don't know. It’s something I've just understood ... I'll see where it leads
me...

MARTHA, ironical and cold No transference, no hypnosis?

FREUD No trust, in any case. The patient wouldn’t talk.

With sudden enlightenment:

Do you know what? Transference is the normal relationship between the doctor and
the neurotic patient.
MARTHA I see.

She leaves Freud, who has turned back to the window and is pursuing his idea with a rapt
expression.

He makes no move to detain her. She glances at the little patient, who is breathing peacefully,
leaves the room and goes to have a look at her two sons asleep in her bedroom. We sense that she is
deeply distressed.

One of the children has uncovered himself in his sleep; she pulls up the covers and gently tucks
in his bed, without ceasing to reflect. Then she comes back into the children’s room and goes over to
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rejoin Freud, who has not moved.
A brief silence. Then:

MARTHA It’s dirty.

FREUD What?

MARTHA Those false loves ... those substitutions ... the way in which you exploit
them ...

FREUD How about an illness, do you think that’s clean?

MARTHA I'm a decent woman and you'’re proud of that. Once you forbade me to go

skating; you didn’t want me even to greet Irma Stein, because she had a bad repu-
tation; today you still forbid me to read certain things.

I tell you frankly, in the name of what I've always been and what you've made me,
I'm revolted by what goes on in your doctor’s consulting-room.

It’s not jealousy, it’s disgust. Reflect carefully, Sigmund: are you sure a woman can
live with a husband whose occupation disgusts her?

Freud looks at her worriedly. The daylight illuminates their two faces, furrowed and blackened by
the night: their wrinkles and the circles under their eyes help to give their conflict a tragic and
irremediable quality.

Won't you give up this ...

With contemptuous irony:

... therapy?

Freud seems deeply distressed. He is all tenderness and warmth, in face of the icy Martha.

FREUD Martha! You know very well it’s impossible to go backwards.

MARTHA Even if you're in danger of destroying yourself?

FREUD We're sure of discovering ...

MARTHA A shameful secret. Something like a family skeleton. In the old days you

used to tell me everything ... Now you keep silent, but when you come out of your
consulting-room each evening, the look in your eyes frightens me.

Abruptly and impulsively, she puts her arms round his neck. Ardently:
Sigmund! For the sake of our happiness, won't you ...
We hear a bell ring.

(Bell ringing off))

Neither Freud nor Martha pays any attention. Freud looks at Martha with a kind of despair-
ing passion.
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(Sound of a door opening.)
The maid opens the door.
MAID'S VOICE OFF Dr Fliess has just arrived.

Martha’s face freezes, she allows her arms to drop. Freud straightens up, he is wearing a hard

expression.
FREUD No, Martha. Not even for the sake of our happiness.
MARTHA, once again stony Then don't talk to me about anything any more. Never.

There’ll be our childrer, the house, our relatives. As for the rest, I hope I shan’t have
to know anything about it

Freud looks at her in anguish.
It is she who turns away and says to Fliess, whom we do not see:

MARTHA Good morning, Doctor. I think our child is out of danger.
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[29]

A fortnight later, in the afternoon.

Freud and Fliess are walking on the Ring in bright sunlight; their promenade will take them
towards a large stone bridge over the Danube. Many passers-by on the Ring, smart outfits,
splendid shops.

Fliess (top-hat, cane, black frock-coat — far more elegant than Freud) looks at the passers-by
and the stores with an amusement filled with regret.

A beautiful woman passes and looks boldly at him. He returns her stare with a swaggering
expression we have not seen him wear before; he even follows her with his eyes and makes so bold
as to turn as she passes. One might almost think she was the object of his farewells . ..

FLIESS, with faint, self~mocking melancholy Farewell! Farewell!

Freud, for his part, is undisguisedly sad. He passes among the people without seeing them. At
Fliess’s words, he gives a start.

FREUD, as if roused from a dream To whom are you saying farewell?
FLIESS, gesture To all this. To Vienna.
FREUD, genuinely surprised Do you like Vienna? I hate it. Petty people! Petty loves!
Petty riffraff!
And if you count the tourists, more anti-Semites than there are inhabitants.
ELIESS, jovially You couldn’t live anywhere else!
FREUD That’s true. But from this evening on, I shall be living here alone. When
you've left, nobody, in this city, will take any interest in my research.

For the first time he looks at the passers-by, their tired, preoccupied, inexpressive or foolish faces,
and repeats:

Nobody.

Fliess looks sidelong at him and says:

FLIESS But you've seen Breuer again.

FREUD, a little embarrassed Twice since his return. He's giving up psychiatry.
FLIESS I should think so! It takes a strong back. What will he do?

FREUD He’s going back to neurology: his special field.

(A pause. Timidly;) We're writing a book together.

Fliess gives him a spiteful look
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FLIESS About what?
FREUD About his cathartic method.

(A pause. )

We've agreed to keep away from problems of sexuality.

FLIESS What’s left then? Idle chatter.

EREUD, gently Fliess, when children grow up it falls to them to support their
parents. Breuer has helped me: I respect him like my father and I'll respect him what-
ever happens. He'll just stagnate as a general practitioner and I ... I'd like him to write
this book.

FLIESS Too many fine sentiments, Freud. Far too many. Don’t forget that Science is
inhuman.

Freud looks at him in friendly fashion and wishes to speak. But he changes his mind. They walk
on in silence.

Dora goes by, on the arm of an officer. Freud raises his hat to her, but she turns her head away.
Fliess, preparing to raise his hat, changes his mind when he sees Dora’s attitude.

FLIESS Who's that, then?
FREUD It's Dora, you know. Obsessional neurosis. She stopped coming to see me
quite abruptly.

Fliess turns round and looks at Dora, who clasps the officer’s arm a little more tightly.
FLIESS She seems cured.
Freud has not turned round.

FREUD, little laugh, sharp.and vindictive She would be completely, if she returned my
greeting.

They have arrived beside the Danube. They cross the street and start over the bridge.
Afewcarriagespassbyon the roadway. Thepavement is deserted. Theyarein the middle of the bridge.
Abruptly Fliess stops Freud.

FLIESS Here. Above the river, in the middle of the city. It's a dream of a spot.
FREUD Yes. A dream.

They lean their elbows on the balustrade. To the right, buildings lining the embankment; to the
lefi, above the houses, the big wheel on the Prater with its little cars.

Fliess takes two rings out of his pocket. On the bezels, snakes have been engraved.

FLIESS One for you. One for me.
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With a smile, to show he is not taken in:
A secret society for two.
(More seriously;) Today, 13 July 1892, on a bridge in Vienna, there stand two men

who are the only ones to know Nature’s secret: sexuality drives the world.

He turns nimbly at the sound of a barouche and points to a dignified gentleman (grey beard, row of
decorations, a State Councillor at least) passing by in his private carriage.

It drives the world, but he doesn’t know it.
He looks insistently at Freud, his large, fascinating eyes flashing.
Let’s make a pact.

You in Vienna. I in Berlin. You the psychiatrist. I the physiologist and mathe-
matician. Your patients provide you with the facts and [ establish the periodicity of
their occurrence.

Rhythm, that’s the key. Rhythm and number.

Take the ring.

He proffers him a ring. Freud hesitates to take it.
What's the matter?
Freud looks at the river without answering.

Are you afraid?

Freud turns towards him, cut to the quick. He takes the ring, but instead of putting it on his finger
he keeps it in his hand.

FREUD, in a hesitant voice Why, yes: I'm afraid.

He is afraid and allows his fear to be seen. This is something which — as we have seen — he allows
himself only with men whom he considers his superiots.

FREUD It']l be necessary to stir up the slime. Over and over again. That ... thatsick-
ens me.

Fliess looks at him without answering. Freud goes on, hesitant and distressed:
And then I'm afraid of losing Martha. She knows nothing but she guesses. And I think
she condemns me. 1 love her because she’s like me, strict and chaste. She accuses me in

the name of the virtues I hold dear.
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He looks at his wedding-ring, and at Fliess’s ring which he is holding in the same hand.
She’ll live at my side like a stranger.
In this soft, debauched city, which will whisper daily: he’s a dirty Jew, he’s a pig
like all Jews.
A long anxious silence.
FLIESS There’s the Danube. If you refuse, throw the ring in.
Freud, in a harsh near-whisper, as if to himself — as if he had not heard:
FREUD And then, above all, I'm afraid of myself.
ELIESS, arrogant scorn A marriage, a city, do they really count? We shall have omni-
potence, Freud.

Gesture towards the embankment teeming with carriages and passers-by.

FLIESS We shall know their hidden instincts, the sources of what they call Good and
Evil, and we shall dominate them through Reason.

Freud abruptly begins to laugh.

(Somewhat disconcerted;) What's the matter?
FREUD I'm thinking about poor Meynert. He told me: ‘Make a pact with the Devil”

He slips the ring onto his index finger.
There.
Fliess smiles and does likewise.

FLIESS We'll write to each other every week. We'll have our own secret meetings.
FREUD ‘Congresses’ for two.

Freud has recovered his self-control: he is almost gay, now.
FLIESS In ten years, we shall be able to govern men.
He takes Freud's hand and clasps it in his own.

From now on, we must be as close as brothers.
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PART THREE



(1]

Freud has transferred to the ground floor of the same building. The family has retained the apart-
ment on the third floor, which is now solely a private apartment.

We shall learn this later on through the dialogue. For the moment, we recognize the
consulting-room. It is the same one we have seen hitherto. We simply perceive, when anyone goes
over to the window and glances outside, that the apartment is at street level — which should pro-
voke a certain visual surprise.

The basically identical appearance of the two consulting-rooms derives from the fact that the
new one occupies the same position in the ground-floor apartment as the old one did on the third

Sloor.

So far as the furnishings are concerned, the only difference comes from Freud's new tastes: same
armchairs, same couch — a little more worn — but, on already existing pieces of furniture (mantel-
piece, desk, occasional tables), small Egyptian figurines (authentic, but fairly commonplace).

A man in a black frock-coat is waiting; very thin, his expression intimidating behind his
pince-nez, his top-hat placed beside him on the carpet, both hands on the pommel of his cane.

(At first, there is silence.)

He has pale blue eyes, cold and clear, a fairly long but sparse pepper-and-salt beard, a fine
head of almost white hair. He is a man of about sixty, ‘important’ without any doubt (he is
wearing decorations); his thinness and severity give him an air of asceticism.

At present, he seems deeply reproving, but he says nothing.

Then we hear:

FREUD'S VOICE OFF, harder and more authoritarian Speak, Magda, speak! I command
you.

It was about a glove.
MAGDA'S VOICE OFF What glove?

The old gentleman has picked up an Egyptian statuette from a pedestal-table and studies it
wearily (holding it in his left hand, his right still resting on the cane).

FREUD'S VOICE OFF The one you dreamed about.
MAGDA'S VOICE, languid and weary 1 don’t know any longer.
(A silence.)

The old gentleman calmly puts the statuette back in its place. After which, replacing his left
hand on his right, he looks at Freud (whom we cannot yet see) severely.

OLD GENTLEMAN It’s pointless. After fifteen sessions, we're no further ahead.
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We discover Freud, sitting (as usual) in front of a hypnotized patient. This time it is an old maid
(about thirty-five), likewise very thin, entirely dressed in black, with an unprepossessing face (not
only is she genuinely ugly, but she scems never to have known either youth or gaiety).

For the moment she has her eyes shut. But even under hypnosis she retains a morose and dis-
agreeable expression. Freud, on hearing the father’s comments, has turned round in a rage.

He las regained the sombre expression we saw him wearing in Part One and especially at the
beginning of Part Two.

But he has acquired an almost tyrannical sureness and authority, above all with his patients.

In his eyes and the curl of his lips, there is a mixture of scorn and harshness.

He has become what one might call a man of violence, ready to violate his patients’ conscious-
ness to satisfy his scientific curiosity.

This is truly the man he would have become if he had really made a pact with the Devil.

At the same time — and this contrasts with his authority — the nervousness of his gestures has
increased. From time to time he coughs. A short, dry cough which tears at his throat. He is not
smoking.

FREUD, polite but very hard Hush!
He rises noiselessly and goes over to the father.

(In a firm tone, but almost whispering:)
[t must be said, Councillor, that you don’t make my rtask very easy. I've never once
seen Magda on her own. You’re present at every single session.
COUNCILLOR, in the same tone I'll never let a man hypnotize Magda in my absence.
Reputable doctor or no.

FREUD, impatiently Then please hold your tongue.

They exchange angry glances and Freud returns to his place. Magda has her eyes open. She says

forcefully:

MAGDA I remember everything. The gloves were my father’s.

Freud’s eyes are shining. With a curiosity devoid of warmth:

FREUD, in the voice of a policeman in a detective story When did he wear them?
MAGDA It was in Kitzbihel. Two years after my mother’s death.

FREUD How old were you?

MAGDA Six.

We return to the Aulic Councillor. His hands resting on his cane, a faraway look in his eyes, he
has not budged an inch.

(Scream off from Magda.)
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Magda utters a dreadful scream. The old man does not even flinch. He remains upright, staring
into space.

MAGDA'S VOICE OFF, she screams and sobs He hurt me!
He frightened me!
He wasn’t my father any more! I'll never get married, [ don’t want to see that look.

(This confession ends in inarticulate weeping. )

The Councillor does not move. The expression on his face does not change, but, all of a sudden,
tears flow silently from his eyes. He does not even think of protesting.

Freud has turned round; he sees the Councillor weeping.

He looks at him with a mixture of astonishment and contempt.

The Councillor does not even look at him. Freud bends over Magda. He calms her by the
pressure of his hand on her forehead. She stops struggling, and the terrible agitation that had seized
her decreases rapidly.

EREUD, authoritarian You are going to wake up, Magda. Bur 1 command you to
remember word for word what you have just said. Will you obey?
MAGDA, in a whisper Yes.
FREUD Wake up, Magda. Wake up!
You're awake.

Magda’s eyes are open. She gradually reassumes the sullen, lucid look she must have in everyday
life.
She raises herself and sits on the bed.

Do you remember what you said to me?
Magda’s expression does not change. She replies in a faint but natural voice:
MAGDA Yes.

Freud, though remaining seated, has moved away from ler.

She rises to her feet. She takes her hat wordlessly and fastens it on her head, without turning
towards the mirror.

Her movements are somewhat slow, still numbed one would say, but precise. Freud watches her
without saying a word.

The Councillor has risen likewise. There are no longer tears in his eyes.

Magda makes her way towards the door and the Councillor joins her.

He has not taken his hat, which remains on the carpet near the armchair Magda sees that he is
bare-headed. With a very simple and everyday movement she goes to pick up the top-hat, comes back
towards the Councillor and hands it to him. Her face expresses no feeling.
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MAGDA Your har, Papa.

The Councillor takes the hat and keeps it in his hand. Meanwhile Freud has opened the door.
They go out.

Magda first, her father follows her. They cross the waiting-room without a word. Magda takes
her black parasol from the umbrella-stand, opens the door and goes out, her father behind her.

Freud, who has not left his consulting-room, closes the door again and returns to the centre of
the room. Then, as if automatically, he goes over to the window and opens it.

We then perceive that we are at street level. Under a bright sun, Freud sees the father and
daughter dressed in black cross the Berggasse, side by side and without a word. They move away,
turn into a street on the right and disappear.

Freud closes the window again, returns to the far end of the room. His face expresses a mixture
of contempt and despair. He goes up to an Egyptian statuette and subjects it to a lengthy scrutiny.
His eyes brighten somewhat. He goes behind his desk, picks up a little open box containing an
object surrounded by straw.

He goes out. Through the same door as the Councillor and his daughter. He takes a hat from a
peg, places it on his head (he holds the little box in his left hand, clutching it tightly to him).

He goes out of the front door and climbs the stairs.
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On the third floor, he stops in front of a door and rings three times. The maid comes at once to let
him in. She has aged, but when she sees him her eyes still betray a kind of passionate admiration.
Freud is unconcerned by it. He gives her his hat and passes into the corridor.

FREUD No cable?
MAID No, sir.

The little Mathilde (she is ten) and his two sons (four and six) emerge from the children’s room and
rush towards him.

CHILDREN, joyfully Papa! Papa!
Freud’s face lights up; he smiles at them with deep affection.
FREUD, gently Careful, my darlings, careful.
He points at the box.
You'll break everything,
Here, Mathilde, take the box and carry it to the dining-room. But be really careful,
mind.
Mathilde takes the box carefully and carries it to the dining-room, proud as Punch of her mission.
Freud, his hands free, lifts his two sons one after another and kisses them tenderly.
Mathilde has come back.
MATHILDE And me! And me!
He takes her in his arms and kisses her.
FREUD My beautdiful litdle girl! My little angel!
Martha comes out of the kitchen.
MARTHA Come along! Everyone to table!
Freud takes her by the shoulders and kisses her on the forehead. They smile gaily and
affectionately at one another, but without the deep and loving tenderness that united them in Parts

One and Two.
Everybody goes into the dining room. The table is laid. As the children are taking their places
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round the table, Freud has gone over to a pedestal-table on which little Mathilde has placed the
box. From the straw surrounding it he takes out a little Egyptian bust.
Martha looks at it with the faintest touch of vexation.

MARTHA Another one! Whatever you do, don’t drop bits of straw!
They stick to the carpet and it’s the very devil to get them off.

Freud has finished the operation. The children and Martha are already seated; Martha serves the
two youngest.
Freud comes and sits down at the family table carrying his statuette.

He puts it down in front of him but slightly to the left, and contemplates it.

LITTLE MATHILDE, with childish delight It’s lovely!
FREUD, to Mathilde, enchanted by this tribute Yes.

The maid brings in a dish of meat. Martha serves Freud.
(To Martha who is serving him;) There hasn’t been any cable?
He is really saying it just to make quite sure.
MARTHA No, darling.
His face has darkened slightly.
Why? Were you expecting one?
FREUD It’s to do with Fliess. We were to meet at Berchtesgaden at the beginning of
next week, but he hasn’t told me which day.

Martha seems unpleasantly surprised.

MARTHA You never told me about that. So you’re going to leave us?
FREUD For three days, yes. If Fliess gives any sign of life.

Silence falls. The children eat. Martha watchs them out of the corner of her eye.
Freud remains sunk in contemplation of the Egyptian bust.

MARTHA, a nioment later Eat up, Sigmund. Your meat will be cold.
FREUD, doa'/e/y Oh, yes.

He eats without taking his eyes off the statuette.
A silence.

MATHILDE Papa!
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Martha glowers at her and puts her finger to her lips.

MARTHA Hush!

MATHILDE, without paying any attention to Martha Papa! Why do you look at the doll
while you're eating?

Freud, without taking his eyes off the statuette:

FREUD, gently Because it's my only moment of rest, darling.
MATHILDE You could talk to us.

Freud turns his head and looks affectionately at Mathilde.
EREUD No. Because ...

(He hesitates, then with a touch of irony, knowing that he won’t be understood;) My job is to
know people as they are. That's not very nice. When I rest, 1 prefer to look at what

they make.
MATHILDE, questioningly Oh?
MARTHA, very quickly You'll understand later on, Mathilde. Let Papa rest.

Silence once more. Freud has turned back to the statuette and is sunk in contemplation of it.
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13]

Two o’clock in the afternoon.

Breuer gets out of his barouche, enters the building and starts up the stairs.

After a few steps, he realizes his mistake and comes down again. He goes and rings the door-
bell on the ground floor.

On the door, a gilded plaque: ‘Dr Freud. Neurology. Psychiatry.’ It is Freud himself who comes
to let him in, a cigar in his mouth.

FREUD, friendly, but without the timid admiration he had in Parts One and Two Good
morning, Breuer.

He enters and deposits his hat and stick in the waiting-room.

BREUER Good morning, Freud. Do you know I was just about to go up to the third

floor?
I'll never get used to your new establishment.

He laughs. He is affable and courteous, he has lost his somewhat protective superiority, but
suddenly we no longer sense in his voice the generosity that formerly characterized his relations
with Freud.

Freud coughs (dry, harsh cough), before replying.

FREUD You know, I did it mainly for Martha's sake. Up there, it’s private life, you
see: the children, her domestic chores, the furniture — everthing reflects an image of
herself that pleases her. When [ was treating my patients on the third floor, she had
the feeling I was violating her privacy.

They have entered Freud’s consulting-room. Freud waves him to a chair. They both sit down in
front of Freud’s desk, on the same side. Breuer takes a manuscript out of his briefcase and lays it in
front of Freud.

BREUER There’s our introduction.
Freud takes it. He coughs.

What's that cough?

Freud shrugs his shoulders.

I thought you weren’t smoking any more.
FREUD Fliess allows me five cigars a day.
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The name of Fliess is not agreeable to Breuer. Visibly.
Daointing to his cigar:

This is the first one of the day. The best.

He looks at the manuscript, then pushes it away slightly.
If you like, we'll read that later.

He consults his watch.

I'm expecting a patient in ten minutes. Frau Doelnitz. I'm having some trouble with
her: I'd like you to see her with me.

BREUER, politely but without warmth Very willingly. But you know that we dis-
agree ...
FREUD, sharply It doesn’t concern any point of difference.

He rises to his feet.
It’s this: she reacts badly to hypnosis. Or perhaps it’s I who am unable to hypnotize
her.

On the other hand, when she stretches out on this couch without being put to sleep, it
seems to me that she speaks more readily and that she yields up far more of herself.

Breuer listens without benevolence.
Of course, the transference is obvious. So I come back to the question I've been asking
myself since that unfortunate Dora business: since it’s the transference which allows
the doctor to hypnotize the patient, why should hypnosis be necessary at all?
He laughs.
You'll tell me that I'm talking nonsense and that I'm simply a bad hypnotist.
BREUER, rather sharply I'shan’t tell you that: I'll merely ask you what remains of our
method.
FREUD, warmly Everything! Absolutely everything! I...
There is a ring at the door.
In any case, you'll see her.
The footman opens the door of the consulting-room.

FOOTMAN Herr Doelnitz.
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Enter Doelnitz, a giant. About thirty-five. No beard: side-whiskers. Ruddy complexion, huge
biceps which swell the sleeves of his jacket. Sports suit.

He looks hale and hearty, cut out for any sporting activity but without much talent for intel-
lectual pursuits. At the present moment, he seems intensely annoyed.

Freud has stood up at the sight of the giant: he will maintain his calm throughout the scene, but
we can sense that he is inspired by a cold and powerful anger. He will conduct the whole scene
which follows with sovereign authority — but, at moments, with a suppressed violence resembling

malice.
EREUD, coldly Herr Doelnitz, it's your wife 1 was expecting,
DOELNITZ, responding in kind, but with less control and more outward violence Dr Freud,

I've come to tell you that she’ll never come here again.
FREUD Well then, your errand 1s accomplished. You may withdraw.

Doelnitz, far from obeying, takes a chair and sits down.

DOELNITZ If you don’t mind, I've a few little things to say to you.

FREUD Sir, you are committing what is called a forcible entry. And I could have
you thrown out by the police. But out of consideration for your wife, whom until

further orders I still consider my patient, I consent to hear what you have to say.

Doelnitz does not seem very impressed. He looks at Breuer in an unfriendly fashion.

DOELNITZ I don’t know this gentleman.
FREUD Ir's Dr Breuer, a great neurologist; you'll speak in front of him or you'll
leave.

Breuer makes a move to rise.

FREUD No, Breuer, stay; I beg of you.
The footman opens the far door.

FOOTMAN There’s a person asking for Dr Breuer: he says it’s urgent.
Breuer rises to his feet.

FREUD, to Doelnitz You're lucky.

Breuer has reached the door; he goes out. Doelnitz follows him with his eyes.

248



Spcak.

DOELNITZ You're not a doctor, Sir.
FREUD I'm a charlatan. A notorious one. Is that all you have to say to me?
DOELNITZ No.

The far door opens once more. Breuer appears, his hat on his head.
BREUER It’s an emergency. I'll be back in half an hour.

He closes the door again.

EREUD, to Doelnitz You have half an hour at your disposal.

DOELNITZ Sir, since you have been treating my wife, she has fallen ill.

FREUD She wasn’t beforehand?

DOELNITZ No.

FREUD Well then? Why did you send her to me?

DOELNITZ She was ill. But not so seriously.

FREUD She had exactly the same illness, Sir. Only her illness bothered you less.
DOELNITZ, trying to understand She bothered me less ...

He has understood.
Yes, she bothered me less. So what? I don’t want her to bother me. I'm the one who's
paying, after all.

FREUD Sir, your wife 15 suffering from an acute anxiety neurosis. If you're so eager
not to be disturbed, tie a stone round her neck and throw her into the Danube.
Doelnitz thumps violently on the arm of his chair, rises to his feet and walks about agitatedly.
You must calin yourself if you want me to take you seriously.

Doelnitz controls himself, then comes and sits down again.

DOELNITZ She’s not my wife any longer.

Freud raises his epebrows with an air of ironical surprise.

You've forbidden her to have any relations with me.

FREUD, pretending not to understand Any relations?

DOELNITZ You know very well what [ mean. The ones a wife should have with her
husband.

FREUD Oh! I see. Well, yes: I've forbidden her such ... relations for as long as the

treatment lasts.
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Doelnitz once again springs out of his chair; he comes and thumps on Freud’s desk, and shouts in

his face:

DOLNITZ I'm the full-blooded type, the doctors have told me so; such relations are
necessary for me ...
FREUD If those doctors said so, ask them for some sedatives. It's not you 1 look after,
it’s your wife.
For the time being, such relations are injurious to her.

DOELNITZ Injurious! They’re natural, Sir.

FREUD You know very well she has begun to detest them.

DOELNITZ, disconcerted Did she ... Well, all right, she never did like that, but she
used to go along with it all the same. Whereas now ...

FREUD Each time she went along with it, she had an anxiety crisis. Aren’t you
ashamed to demand of your wife ... 2

DOELNITZ, violent but despairing Ach! But I can’t help it, Sir. That’s our whole sad
story.

FREUD, exploiting his advantage Will you please sit down.

Doelnitz, discomfited, goes and sits down.
If you don’t obey me, your wife will be locked away within three years.
Freud assumes the tone of a policeman.

Besides, for a long time now you've had other amusements.

DOELNITZ Eh!

FREUD Yes. The maidservants.
DOELNITZ Did she tell you that?
FREUD Yes.

A pause. Doelnitz remains in his armchair, crushed. Abruptly his anger returns.

DOELNITZ And you, you claim you'll cure her by filling her head with filch?
FREUD What filth?

DOELNITZ [ don’t know. Her head is full of it!

FREUD Yours too. And yet I don’t look after you.

Doelnitz has risen. This time he paces round the room.

DOELNITZ For the past fortnight, each time she comes back from seeing you she
talks to us about her uncle Hubert, she goes on about her uncle Hubert and nothing
else. 1 don't want you to remind her about her uncle Huberr.

FREUD Why not?

DOELNITZ Firstly because he’s dead.
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EREUD, ironical smile What else?

DOELNITZ And then because that's all filthy.
FREUD Talking to her about her uncle is filthy?
DOELNITZ Yes.

FREUD I see! Why?

DOELNITZ Because he was a filthy pig.

(A pause. Violently:)

You'll get round to it, my fine Sir, you'll get round to it I can see what you're trying
to do, from a mile off!

FREUD I'll thank you to call me Doctor. What will I get round to?

DOELNITZ Making her believe that her uncle Huberrt raped her.

FREUD, keenly interested Oh!

(A pause, )

Isn’t it true, then?

DOELNITZ Oh yes, my fine Sir! (Catching himself) Oh yes, Doctor! Only as far as
she’s concerned, it’s false!

FREUD Why?

DOELNITZ Because they've hidden it from her. All of them, starting with her
mother. And ending up with me, when her mother admitted it to me.

(Defiantly:) We've at least got some tact.

FREUD If someone had raped you, Sir, do you think people could hide it from you,

even if they were tactful about it?

At this suggestion, the giant’s astonishment knows no limits.
DOELNITZ, stunned Raped me? Me?
He collapses onto the chair and mops his brow.

She was six years old, Doctor!

FREUD And you think she didn’t notice?

DOELNITZ Oh yes. But she's forgotten it.

FREUD What does that mean: to forget?

DOELNITZ, more and more disconcerted It means to forget.

FREUD It means no longer wanung to recall a memory.

DOELNITZ If you like.

FREUD And where is it, that memory? Do you think it has flown away? It’s still

inside her, Sir, unconscious, repressed, and that’s whart spoils everything. That’s what
provokes her anxieties! That's what disgusts her with love.
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Doelnitz listens raptly: he makes an intense effor to understand.

DOELNITZ You mean it's not me who disgusts her?
FREUD Of course not: she received a shock in childhood which disgusted her with
all men.

Doelnitz’s face lights up.

You were afraid your physical person ...
DOELNITZ Yes. That used ro humiliate me.

With sudden violence:
What a filthy pig, all the same!
FREUD, surprised Who?
DOELNITZ Uncle Huberd!
Freud purses his lips silently, making clear his feelings.
When you've cured her, [ won’t disgust her any more?
There is a knock at the door.
FREUD Come in.
It is Breuer. He is pale and sombre, he looks at Freud with a kind of rancour.
Freud, wholly concerned with Doelnitz, smiles at him without noticing his attitude. Then he
turns back towards Doelnitz:
FREUD, with deep sincerity No, you won't disgust her any more.
Doelnitz rises to his feet, quite happy.
DOELNITZ Thank you, Doctor.
Freud stands up, still authoritarian but relaxed.
FREUD You've made her miss a session.

As he accompanies him to the door:

Tell her to come tomorrow at seven in the evening.
DOELNITZ, subdued Very well, Doctor.
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In the waiting-room, he turns to face Freud, over whom he towers, and asks him timidly:
Doctor, I sometimes wonder if 'm not a neurotic. Would you agree to examine me?
Miysterious and full of promise:

If you hypnotized me, I could tell you about some of those things ... You can’t even
imagine them.

Freud looks at him: Doelnitz exudes physical and mental health. He begins to laugh, ironical but
not unsympathetic.

FREUD, closing the door We'll talk about it again once your wife’s cured.
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Freud comes back to Breuer.
FREUD The thirteenth case.
Breuer gives a start. He was thinking about something else.
BREUER Eh?
FREUD It’s the thirteenth case of neurosis in which I've established that the patient

had been a victim in childhood of a sexual assault committed by an adult.

Breuer barely listens to him; he has the air of gloomy satisfaction of a man about to work off his
hostile feelings by playing the executioner.

BREUER You saw Magda, this morning?
FREUD Yes. And precisely ...

He stops abruptly at the sight of Breuer’s face. He is frightened but does not dare question him.
Breuer says in a natural voice, but one that barely disguises his malicious triumph:

BREUER It was her father who summoned me. She has just thrown herself out of
the window.

A pause. At last Freud is able to speak.
FREUD, painfully Dead?
BREUER, taking his time No. Fractures and bruises, but if there’s no internal haemor-

thage, I think she’ll pull through.

Freud turns on his heel and goes slowly over to his desk. His face is contorted. He begins to cough.

FREUD, coughing She told me this morning that her father had abused her when she
was siX.

BREUER, indignantly The Aulic Councillor? She told you a foul lie, and you pushed
her into it!

Freud swings abruptly round to face Breuer. But he answers without violence, with deep sadness.
FREUD, sadly Breuer!

(A pause. )
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Her father was present. He wept. Without a word of protest.
BREUER, with almost comical astonishment The Aulic Councillor!

We can sense the utter amazement of Breuer, who has always respected the official personages and

important people of this world.
It’s unbelievable!

He scems overwhelmed too. Freud circles the desk and goes to sit down on his chair in weary
despondency. After a moment:

(With conviction;) Y ou must give it up, Freud.

Freud replies without raising his eyes.

FREUD, drearily Give what up?

BREUER All of it. All chat.

FREUD It's your method.

BREUER Oh! no: I refuse to acknowledge 1t.

FREUD You used to reveal to patients the truth about themselves.
BREUER When they could endure it.

Freud, in a dull voice and with fixed gaze, as if he were thinking of himself:

FREUD The real truth about oneself, no one can endure that.
BREUER There, you see!
FREUD We're there to discover it and to help people look themselves in the face.

With our help, they'll be able to. At cock-crow, vampires disappear: they cannot with-
stand the light of day.

BREUER Magda tried to kill herself because she was crazy with shame and horror.
There are cases where lies are more human.
FREUD Was she any less crazy when she was lying to herself?
BREUER She was less unhappy.
FREUD The treatment is only just beginning; I'll go and see her and I'll . ..
BREUER You won't be admitted.
FREUD, stricken Oh!
BREUER Her father told me so.
FREUD But that's a crime! If the treatment is stopped now, all is lost!
BREUER All is lost, whatever you do.
(A pause.)

You're lucky her attempr at suicide failed.
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(A pause.)
If she'd killed herself, I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes.
Freud is disoriented; his replies are feeble defences, one would say he no longer believed in them.
FREUD All doctors take risks.
BREUER Calculated risks, yes. But not that one. They know where they're going and
you don’t know.
Freud is crushed by Breuer’s harshness. He speaks to him as a friend, with rediscovered deference.

FREUD I'm going through a ... difficult patch. Breuer, couldn’t you ... help me?

Breuer seems somewhat softened by this appeal for aid, which reminds him of the time when he

was protecting Freud.

BREUER I'd be very willing to, but what can I do? You see sex everywhere and |
can’t follow you ...

FREUD Magda ...

BREUER Yes: Magda. Perhaps it's true in her case. And also ... But not in all cases.

With authority, but in a friendly tone:

You trick your patients, Freud, you force them! Stop, if there’s still time.
You can believe me: | know what remorse is.

A perturbed voice. He is friendly enough to reveal his remorse to Freud:

I saw Loewenguth, who looks after Cicilie’s mother. They're ruined. They live in a
detached house in Prinz Eugen Gasse. Cicilie’s condition has worsened.

(A pause.)
She’'d be better off dead.
Freud has recovered: Breuer’s remorse has given him back his aggressiveness.
FREUD What will become of Science if men of learning do not say what they
believe to be the Truth?

Vienna is rotten! Everywhere hypocrisy, perversion, neurosis!

He rises to lzis_féet and strides up and down.
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Do you think I like plunging my hands into this cesspool?
(A pause.)

An Aulic Councillor. With the face of an ascetic! (Violently:) He's a cur! 1f Magda dies,
it's he who'll have killed her. Not me.

Going over to Breuer, in a still violent but friendly tone:

We'll cleanse this city or we'll blow 1t to smuthereens.

With deep conviction:

I cannot conceive of a healthy society that’s based on lies.

He begins to cough. In a voice strangled by the attack:

An Aulic Councillor!

He drinks, then forcefully, very sombre:

There are days when man sickens me.

Breuer looks at him in silence, disconcerted, partly overawed by this violent, sombre force, partly

pitying.
Freud, with great gentleness:

Would it be a great nuisance for you if we postponed the work tll tomorrow?
(Confidingly. It is almost a confession:) I don't feel very well. And then ... I must get

my ideas sorted out again.

Breuer smiles afffectionately at him and silently clasps his hand. He goes out, turns in the doorway
and says in a very friendly tone:

BREUER Till tcomorrow, Freud.

The door has closed again. Freud has not moved at all. Suddenly he calls out, in a worried voice:
FREUD Breuer!

The apartment door closes: Breuer has not heard him.

(Sound off of a door closing)
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Freud, left alone, starts coughing again. He returns to his desk: there is no more water in the jug.

He circles the desk, coughs again, presses his right hand to his chest at the level of his heart. He
seems to be in pain. He collapses onto a chair, pulls his watch from his waistcoat-pocket and lays it
on Breuer's manuscript. Looking at it, he takes his pulse. We sense that an attack may be
imminent.

(Sound off, several rings on the bell.)

(Sound of a door opening.,)

(A knock on the consulting-room door.)
Freud straightens up.

FREUD, regaining control of himself Come in.

Martha’s little maidservant enters. She is carrying a telegram. Freud’s face is transformed. He rises

to his feet, his eyes shining, fully master of himself.
Give me that.

He unseals the telegram and reads it, while the young maid looks at him with a sly, tender
expression. He turns back towards her; his face has lit up.

FREUD Go and tell your Mistress to be so kind as to pack my suitcase.
I'm leaving for Berchtesgaden tonight.
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Next day, at about four in the afternoon, in the mountains near Berchtesgaden, at a height of two
thousand feet.

Two men appear round a bend on a mountain path, amid a splendid landscape. Above them
snowy peaks, around them bare rock and scree, somewhat lower down high mountain pastures
and below that the valley.

These two men are identically dressed or almost so (Tyrolean leather jacket, soft Tyrolean
plumed hat; they have retained long trousers, but are wearing mountain shoes); each leans on an
alpenstock.

They are Freud and Fliess. Freud walks fast, Fliess has to make a slight effort to keep up with
him (but without the difference being very marked).

Freud, afier a faint hesitation, decides to shorten their route by scrambling down through boul-
ders and scree to rejoin the path two hundred metres below.

Like a practised walker, he goes down sideways across the scree.

Fliess follows him, but goes down with his face to the slope. The result is that he slips and falls
on his back, laughing.

Freud turns round at the noise, climbs swiftly back up the slope and tries to help Fliess up. But
Fliess has regained his feet unaided and brushes his trousers, laughing at his misadventure. (He is
quite sincere: no trace of humiliation. This is not where he invests his pride.)

FREUD Do the same as me. Go down sideways, you're quite safe and you can brake.
He starts down again and Fliess imitates him this time, quite a way behind.

Freud, reaching the path well ahead, gazes round at the mountains as he waits for Fliess. He
fastens his eyes on the peaks rather than the valley. Fliess jumps onto the path, out of breath but

happy.

You managed very well.

FLIESS Yes, but 'm out of breath.

Let’s sit down.

Pointing out a flat rock beside the path.
They sit down. Admiringly:

What training!
One would say you'd done nothing else all your life.

Freud looks almost happy.

FREUD I have done nothing else all my life: whenever I take a holiday, I have to go
climbing.
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The higher 1 go, the better it suits me.
He speaks without looking at Fliess, his eyes fastened on the peaks.

FLIESS If I were Sigmund Freud, I'd draw the conclusion that you like to dominate.
FREUD Maybe.

Pointing at the snowy peaks above them.

The main thing is, it’s not alive. Rocks. Snow. Nobody.

He picks up a stone from the edge of the path and looks at it.

I's dry. It’s clean. Death!

He throws the stone ahead of him and watches it roll down the slope.

I've often wondered if I didn’t wish to die.

As if to himself:

Wish? Fear? I've no idea.

He pulls himself together.

Actually, everyone must be like me.

Fliess looks at him with a smile.
FLIESS [ have no wish to die.
FREUD, warmly Yes, but you're not ‘everyone’. You have great things to do.
FLIESS, with simple conviction That's true.

(With faint remorse;) We shall do great things, Freud.

Freud rises abruptly to his feet.
FREUD It gets dark quickly. Let’s go.

A short while later.

Four hundred metres lower down. The daylight is beginning to fade. The peaks are very high,
they seem overpowering. The two walkers enter the shadow of the valley.

This time it is Fliess who leads the way and Freud who follows him.
Freud is certainly less tired than Fliess: what delays him is an inner resistance ...
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FLIESS, friendly but annoyed Hey? Are you straggling now? Let’s go that way down.

He points to the (waterless) bed of a stream between some trees. And at once he begins to go down
(sideways); Freud follows him, effortlessly, nimbly, but with no pleasure.

Come along! Hurry! Hurry!
They reach a fresh path. As they turn onto the path, they see Berchtesgaden at their feet. It is still

daylight in the valley, but in Berchtesgaden a few windows are already lit up.
Fliess wants to press on. Freud stops him.

FREUD Stop a moment.
FLIESS, already prepared to enjoy his new superiority Are you tired already?
FREUD Oh no!

Pointing at Berchtesgaden, very sombrely:

We have to go back into that.

Fliess, surprised by his tone, casts an inquiring glance at him:
FLIESS What's the matter? You don’t look quite yourself.

Freud stops. Fliess, irritably, stops too.

FREUD Listen to me, Wilhelm.
Freud hesitates.
FLIESS All right, all right! You can tell me about it later. ’'m not very keen on being

caught in the dark, I don’t have your cat’s eyes.

He tries to leave.
Freud detains him.

FREUD One of my patients threw herself out of the window.
® FLIESS, indifferenly ~ Oh!
FREUD I'd brought back a repressed memory: when she was six, her father took

advantage of her.
Fliess pulls a notebook out of his pocket.

FLIESS Interesting. Date of birth?
FREUD I know it by heart: 6 October 1860.
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FLIESS Date of the sexual attack.

FREUD [t was in 1866.

FLIESS, impatiently Naturally, since she was six. I'm asking you for the day, the
month and the hour.

FREUD 1 don’t know, I tell you she ...

FLIESS ... threw herself out of the window, well, so what? How do you expect me to

work on such vague data?

Freud shrugs his shoulders and says nothing.

Come along! We can talk as we go!

They continue on their way. Freud looks regretfully at the pure, ice-cold sky high above their

heads.
At their feet, the shadow thickens.

(Condescendingly, like someane preparing to play the role of a comforter;)

It’s this death that’s worrying you?

Freud speaks confidently. He is full of hope.

FREUD She’s not dead.
FLIESS She'll pull through?
FREUD Yes.

He is evidently relying on Fliess’s help; he needs to be given fresh heart.

FLIESS Well then?

FREUD What if she had killed herself?

FLIESS What a strange question. There are no ifs in the world. She didn’t kill herself:
period.

Freud does not reply. We sense that he is disappointed, and that he is struggling against his dis-
appointment.

Flies realizes this and decides it is necessary to make a further effort.

Very well. Let’s suppose she’s dead. Is she some relative of yours?
FREUD Of course not.

FLIESS If she’s nothing to you, I wonder what it can possibly matter to you.
(A pause.)

Hey, it’s startng to get dark. I don’t want to risk breaking a leg,
Can’t you go a bit faster?
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They go faster.

What do you expect me to say? Those are the risks of the trade.

Prussia’s greatest general and the best surgeon in Berlin have more or less the same
number of deaths on their consciences.

Is it Breuer who has got you all worked up?
Freud nods.
I thought as much. He’s the typical representative of Viennese sentimentaliry.
Waltzes! Waltzes! And rivers of tears: you'll never be able to wage a war.

Ow!

He has twisted his ankle. He almost falls, hops a few steps with a grimace of pain, then
sits down on a tree trunk.

FREUD, worried What's wrong?
Fliess massages his ankle through the shoe.

FLIESS, sulky I stumbled over a rock. (Bitterly;) One can’t even see one’s own feet any
longer. We should have gone back earlier.

(A pause.)
It’s nothing,
He climbs to his feet.
Forward, march.
He walks with a limp. Freud tries to support him, he pushes him away.
Not worth it.
In fact, his gait quickly becomes normal again.

What was she, this good lady?
FREUD A spinster. She never left her father ... she hardly went out.

Fliess listens to him, more and more disappointed.

FLIESS What a bug-like existence. It wouldn’t have been any great loss!
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(Conciliatory:)
But I quite agree with you: human lives shouldn’t be wasted.

(Forcefully:)
We won’t waste them, Sigmund! We're still groping. But for every one we lose, we'll
save a thousand later.

Do you know what the Berliners, who are no weaklings, always say? ‘You can’t
make an omelette without breaking eggs’.

Is that what you wanted me to say? Are you happy?
Freud gives a constrained nod, which may be taken as an assent.

Then let’s speak no more abour it.

They disappear round a bend and night falls on a deserted landscape.
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We rediscover them a moment later in the dining-room of a second~class hotel.

The ‘season’ has not begun and the hotel is deserted. In the large dining-room, provided with
several small tables (all empty), what strikes one first is a long table d’héte which, in the season, can
accommodate thirty places.

In fact, there are six people at the table. At the far end, four melancholy Bavarians: they must
be officials, who have taken daily board in the restaurant. At the other end, Fliess and Freud.

Right in the middle of the table, a seventh place has been laid (bottle of wine already started,
boxes of pills for liver-trouble, napkin with a wooden ring engraved with initials).

But this place will be occupied only at the end of the scene, by a hunchbacked old lady wearing
spectacles.

Fliess and Freud are on their dessert. Fliess eats his rice pudding with gusto. Freud hardly
touches his.

Fliess swallows the last mouthful of his dessert, then turns to Freud with an inquisitive air.

FLIESS Well, what have you brought me then?
Freud looks wretched and uncertain.

FREUD, with an air of tender reproach Hang on a while; let me thaw out. I'm so alone,
down there. Give me time to make the most of your presence.

FLIESS We've spent the whole day walking. Listen, Sigmund, our Congresses have
no meaning if they don’t help us advance in our research.

FREUD The essential thing for me is that they allow us to see each other again.

FLIESS, amiable but cool Yes, of course!

A pause.

Well?

FREUD, very slightly annoyed Well whart?

FLIESS You wrote to me that you had a theory about the sexual origin of neuroses.
I'm listening.

Freud rolls a pellet of bread in his left hand.

FREUD Imagine that a child, 1n the very first years of its life, is the victim of a sexual
assault.

FLIESS Committed by an adult?

FREUD Of course.

Its first reaction is fear, to which of course may be added pain and surprise. Bu, as
you may well imagine, it experiences no excitation: there’s no sexuality at that age.
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Very well. A few years go by, the organs develop. When it evokes that memory, it's
excited for the first time. In the meantime, however, society has instilled moral prin-
ciples into it — strict and unswerving imperatives; it feels shame at being excited, and
defends itself by repressing the memory into the unconscious.

Fliess does not seem particularly interested.
FLIESS All right. What then?

The hunchbacked old lady hobbles to her place; she sits down, unfolds her napkin and opens the
box of pills.

She seems content to eat. But little by little she becomes aware of the conversation between the
two men, and begins to listen with patent astonishment.

FREUD The memory secks to be reborn and the excitation to be perpetuated; but
the moral imperatives tend to deny them completely. Defence mechanisms enter into
action, the child convinces itself that nothing has happened. It forgets. But since the
struggle between these opposed forces is fierce, it’s just as if they reached a com-
promise: the representation no longer appears to consciousness; but something
replaces it — something which simultaneously masks it and serves as a symbol of it.
This something is the neurosis, or if you prefer the neurotic sympton.

FLIESS For example?

FREUD In the obsessional neurosis, the memory of the shock is set aside but what
replaces it are phobias and idées fixes. Dora had forgotten the old shopkeeper’s assaul,
but she retained her phobia about entering shops.

As for the shame she felt, she’d transferred it onto another object and given it
another cause: some shop assistants had laughed at her.

Fliess questions him half-heartedly:

FLIESS How about hysteria?

FREUD A special predisposition is needed, which allows the body to make itself
complicit with the patient: in order not to see her dead father any longer, Cicilie
squinted with both eyes and saw only at close range. As for anxiety neurosis ...

FLIESS, annoyed All right, all right! I can guess the rest. Repression, transference,
that's your field. That’s psychology. It doesn’t interest me. Do you have any cases?

FREUD Thirteen.

FLIESS Thirteen neuroses provoked by a sexual assault?

FREUD Yes.

FLIESS Who's the perpetrator?

FREUD Sometimes an uncle or a servant. In a majority of cases, the father.

The old lady is so astonished that she takes off her spectacles and stops eating.
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FLIESS The father?
FREUD, sombre and terse Yes.
FLIESS The father?

He rubs his hands with satisfaction, under the stunned gaze of the old lady.

Excellent, that! Excellent! Thar simplifies the calculations.
So neurosis in children results from the perversion of their fathers?

Freud looks at him in some embarrassment at this crude simplification of his theories.

Well, that seems to me to be entirely solid. Ac last, we've got some facts.

FREUD, timidly Wilhelm! It’s only a hypothesis. Thirteen cases aren’t enough to
back it up.
FLIESS Thirteen rapes, thirteen neuroses? And you're not satisfied?

For my part, I'm delighted! But [ want dates. If you give me the date of the parents’
birth, the date of the child’s and the date of the rape ...

FREUD I've told you it’s not so easy.

ELIESS, indulgently Of course. Because mad people are stupid. But you'll manage.
You'll perfect your method. When I have the dates, do you know what I'll do? I'll cal-
culate at what stage of the child’s feminine or masculine periods the traumatism
occurred, and [ can assure you from that I'll deduce with certainty the nature of the ill-
ness. Take anxiety neurosis: I can tell you in a rough and ready way that it’s feminine:
it's passivity pure and simple. Obsession is active, so it’s virile. The former appears in
subjects who've been raped at the culminating moment of the feminine rhythm, the
latter ...

Fliess is seized by a kind of lyrical enthusiasm.
Freud is more and more nervous: he no longer recognizes his theory; he listens with an astonish-
ment almost equal to that of the hunchbacked lady.

(Abruptly;)

The unfortunate thing, in this business, is that it’s not possible to make experiments.
In a laboratory, one could determine the time of the experimental rape down to
the last second.

The old hunchbacked lady has risen to her feet, beside herself with indignation. She says to the
waitress, in a tone of outraged dignity:

HUNCHBACKED LADY You can serve me in my room, child. I don’t wish to sit at the
same table as these gallows birds.

She has risen to her feet. After subjecting the two men to a vengeful glare, she disappears.
Fliess bursts out laughing.
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Next morning, in a modest but pleasant bedroom in the hotel.

Fliess is finishing an examination of Freud’s throat.

Freud is sitting on a chair, his mouth wide open. Fliess gives it a final glance, then goes to wash
his hands and put his instruments away in his bag.

The conversation takes place in the course of these activities.

(Carrying straight on with Fliess’s laughter.)

FLIESS, laughing There’s nothing wrong with you. Absolutely nothing. A slight
inflammartion, that's all.

(As he goes to the washbasin;)

You can close your mouth.
As you being sensible about cigars?

FREUD Five a day.
FLIESS And you'’ve never coughed so much?
FREUD Never.

Fliess has put his instruments away. He picks up his alpenstock and his Tyrolean hat, then slings a
rucksack across his shoulders.

FLIESS Come along.

In a street in Berchtesgaden.

In front of a Tabak Waren. Its windows filled with cigars. Freud waits in front of the shop. He is
wearing a rucksack on his back. He glances inside and sees Fliess in front of the till, paying for
something he has bought.

Fliess comes out. As it opens, the door triggers a little musical chime (several different notes
forming a melody). Fliess is carrying a rectangular box.

He hands it to Freud, who opens it.

FLIESS Here!
Freud takes it in surprise and opens it: enormous ‘black’ cigars are revealed, the strongest kind.

FREUD But Wilhelm, what do you expect me to do with these?
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FLIESS I expect you to smoke them.
FREUD Eh?

He had taken the box; now astonishment almost makes him drop it. Fliess, obligingly, takes it
from his hands, stands behind Freud and puts the box into a pocket of Freud’s rucksack.
Fliess enjoys Freud’s sutprise and takes pleasure in prolonging it.
FLIESS, the operation accomplished There.
(Smiling:)
Forward, march!
The two men move off again through Berchtesgaden. After a moment’s silence:
You can smoke as much as you like.
Freud stops in his tracks. Fliess stops likewise and feigns astonishment.
Aren’t you pleased?
FREUD No. (A pause.)
Wilhelm, this is the first time you've contradicted yourself.
(Sombre;)
You think I'm an incurable case, don’t you?
(Fliess smiles.)
Breuer listened to my chest; he spoke of myocarditis.
Is that it?
FLIESS Breuer’s an ass.
He puts his arm through Freud’s and drags him off.
I told you there was nothing wrong with you.
(Smiling:)
The truth is, I've calculated the date of your death.
Complacently and without haste:

So far as matters of that kind are concerned, the rhythm method has been perfected.
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Freud seems relieved: we divine that he does not believe very firmly in Fliess’s calculation.
Yet he continues to wear an expression Qf disappointment.

FREUD Well, then? At what age?

FLIESS Fifty-one.

FREUD In twelve years time?

FLIESS Yes, barring accidents. In twelve years we'll have found what we’re looking

for, we'll be kings of the earth.
They leave the built-up area and take an ascending road which leads towards the mountains.

FREUD, wryly It’s young to die.

FLIESS Precisely. I told myself twelve years wasn’t long enough for tobacco to
destroy you.

FREUD You'll survive me?

FLIESS By ten years, I think — I die in 1918, But I'd have nothing left to do, apart
from a few minor bits of patching up.

He seizes Freud’s arm.

Everything’s becoming clear, Sigmund. I make new progress every day.
Do you know why we're right-handed?

FREUD No.
FLIESS Bisexuality. The left side corresponds to our femininity, the right is the male
side.

Freud is not convinced.
FREUD, smiling So women ought to be left-handed, then?
A silence. Fliess is at a slight loss. But he frowns and gets out of it through irritation.

FLIESS Of course not! Are you joking, Sigmund? I hate jokes being made about
work.

The same day at about five in the afternoon. The station at Berchtes-
gaden.

Two tracks. Freud and Fliess are sitting side by side on a bench.
Fliess has put on his top-hat again. Freud is wearing a morning-coat, but has kept on his
Tyrolean hat.

No train. During the conversation, two local trains will stop and the passengers waiting on the
platform — fairly numerous — will get in. A quarter of an hour before the arrival of the train to
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Vienna, fresh passengers will appear on the platform. Freud and Fliess have their suitcases at their
ﬁ’et.
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