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Rosencrantz & Guildenstern Are Dead
Arcadia

ACT ONE
TWO ELIZABETHANS passing the time in a place without any visible character. 
They are well dressed---hats, cloaks, sticks and all. 
Each of them has a large leather money bag. 
GUILDENSTERN'S bag is nearly empty. 
ROSENCRANTZ'S bag is nearly full. 
The reason being: they are betting on the toss of a coin, in the following manner.
GUILDENSTERN ( hereafter " GUIL " ) takes a coin out of his bag, spins it, letting it fall. 
ROSENCRANTZ ( hereafter " ROS " ) studies it, announces it as "heads" ( as it happens) and puts it into his own bag. Then they repeat the process. They have apparently been doing this for some time. 
The run of "heads" is impossible, yet ROS betrays no surprise at all--- he feels none. 
However, he is nice enough to feel a little embarrassed at taking so much money off his friend. Let that be his character note. 
GUIL is well alive to the oddity of it. He is not worried about the money, but he is worried by the implications; aware but not going to panic about it--- his character note. 
GUIL sits. ROS stands ( he does the moving, retrieving coins) . 
GUIL spins. ROS studies coin. 
ROS: Heads.
He picks it up and puts it in his bag. The process is repeated. 
Heads.
Again. 
Heads.

Again. 
Heads.
Again. 
Heads.
GUIL ( flipping a coin): There is an art to the building up of suspense.
ROS: Heads.
GUIL ( flipping another): Though it can be done by luck alone.
ROS: Heads.
GUIL: If that's the word I'm after.
ROS ( raises his head at GUIL): Seventy-six-love.
GUIL gets up but has nowhere to go. He spins another coin over his shoulder without looking at it, his attention being directed at his environment or lack of it. 
Heads.
GUIL: A weaker man might be moved to re-examine his faith, if in nothing else at least in the law of probability. ( He slips a coin over his shoulder as he goes to look upstage. ) ROS: Heads.
GUIL, examining the confines of the stage, flips over two more coins as he does so, one by one of course. ROS announces each of them as "heads." 
GUIL ( musing): The law of probability, it has been oddly asserted, is something to do with the proposition that if six monkeys ( he has surprised himself)... if six monkeys were .
ROS: Game?
GUIL: Were they?
ROS: Are you?
GUIL ( understanding): Game. ( Flips a coin. ) The law of averages, if I have got this right, means that if six monkeys were thrown up in the air for long enough they would land on their tails about as often as they would land on their
ROS: Heads. ( He picks up the coin. )
GUIL: Which even at first glance does not strike one as a particularly rewarding speculation, in either sense, even without the monkeys. I mean you wouldn't bet on it. I mean I would, but you wouldn't... ( As he flips a coin. )
ROS: Heads.
GUIL: Would you? ( Flips a coin. )
ROS: Heads.

Repeat. 
Heads. ( He looks up at GUIL ---embarrassed laugh. ) Getting a bit of a bore, isn't it?
GUIL ( coldly): A bore?
ROS: Well...
GUIL: What about the suspense?
ROS ( innocently): What suspense? Small pause.
GUIL: It must be the law of diminishing returns... I feel the spell about to be broken.
( Energizing himself somewhat. He takes out a coin, spins it high, catches it, turns it over on to the back of his other hand, studies the coin---and tosses it to ROS . His energy deflates and he sits. ) Well, it was an even chance... if my calculations are correct.
ROS: Eighty-five in a row---beaten the record!
GUIL: Don't be absurd.
ROS: Easily!
GUIL ( angry): Is that it, then? Is that all?
ROS: What?
GUIL: A new record? Is that as far as you are prepared to go?
ROS: Well...
GUIL: No questions? Not even a pause?
ROS: You spun them yourself.
GUIL: Not a flicker of doubt?
ROS ( aggrieved, aggressive): Well, I won---didn't I?
GUIL ( approaches him---quieter): And if you'd lost? If they'd come down against you, eighty-five times, one after another, just like that?
ROS ( dumbly): Eighty-five in a row? Tails?
GUIL: Yes! What would you think?
ROS ( doubtfully): Well... ( Jocularly. ) Well, I'd have a good look at your coins for a start!
GUIL ( retiring): I'm relieved. At least we can still count on self-interest as a predictable factor... I suppose it's the last to go. Your capacity for trust made me wonder if perhaps... you, alone... ( He turns on him suddenly, reaches out a hand. ) Touch.
ROS clasps his hand. GUIL pulls him up to him. 
GUIL ( more intensely): We have been spinning coins together since--- ( He releases him almost as violently. ) This is not the first time we have spun coins!
ROS: Oh no---we've been spinning coins for as long as I remember.
GUIL: How long is that?
ROS: I forget. Mind you---eighty-five times!
GUIL: Yes?
ROS: It'll take some beating, I imagine.
GUIL: Is that what you imagine? Is that it? No fear?
ROS: Fear?
GUIL ( in fury---flings a coin on the ground): Fear! The crack 4 might flood your brain with light!
ROS: Heads... ( He puts it in his bag. )
GUIL sits despondently. He takes a coin, spins it, lets it fall between his feet. He looks at it, picks it up, throws it to ROS who puts it in his bag. GUIL takes another coin, spins it, catches it, turns it over to his other hand, looks at it, and throws it to ROS , who pun in his bag. GUIL takes a third coin, spins it, catches it in his right hat turns itover onto his left wrist, lobs it in the air, catches it with his left hand, raises his left leg,throws the coil? up under it, catches it and turns it over on the top of his head, where itsits. ROS comes, looks at it, puts it in his bag. 
ROS: I'm afraid
GUIL: So am I.
ROS: I'm afraid it isn't your day.
GUIL: I'm afraid it is.
Small pause. 
ROS: Eighty-nine.
GUIL: it must be indicative of something, besides the redistribution of wealth. ( He muses. ) List of possible explanations. One: I'm willing it. Inside where nothing shows, I am the essence of a man spinning double-headed coins, and betting against himself in private atonement for an unremembered past. ( He spins a coin at ROS . ) ROS: Heads.
GUIL: Two: time has stopped dead, and the single experience of one coin being spun once has been repeated ninety times... ( He flips a coin, looks at it, tosses it to ROS . ) On the whole, doubtful. Three: divine intervention, that is to say, a good turn from above concerning him, cf. children of Israel, or retribution from above concerning me, cf.
Lot's wife. Four: a spectacular vindication of the principle that each individual coin spun individually ( he spins one) is as likely to come down heads as tails and therefore should cause no surprise each individual time it does. ( It does. He tosses it to ROS . ) ROS: I've never known anything like it!

GUIL: And a syllogism: One, he has never known anything like it. Two, he has never known anything to write home about. Three, it is nothing to write home about... Home...
What's the first thing you remember?
ROS: Oh, let's see... The first thing that comes into my head, you mean?
GUIL: No---the first thing you remember.
ROS: Ah. ( Pause. ) No, it's no good, it's gone. It was a long time ago.
GUIL ( patient but edged): You don't get my meaning. What is the first thing after all the things you've forgotten?
ROS: Oh I see. ( Pause. ) I've forgotten the question.
GUIL leaps up and paces.
GUIL: Are you happy?
ROS: What?
GUIL: Content? At ease?
ROS: I suppose so.
GUIL: What are you going to do now?
ROS: I don't know. What do You want to do?
GUIL: I have no desires. None. ( He stops pacing dead. ) There was a messenger... that's right.
We were sent for. ( He wheels at ROS and raps out:) Syllogism the second: One, probability is a factor which operates within natural forces. Two, probability is not operating as a factor. Three, we are now within un-, sub- or supernatural forces.
Discuss. (ROS is suitably startled. Acidly. ) Not too heatedly.
ROS: I'm sorry I---What's the matter with you?
GUIL: The scientific approach to the examination of phenomena is a defence against the pure emotion of fear. Keep tight hold and continue while there's time. Now counter to the previous syllogism: tricky one, follow me carefully, it may prove a comfort. If we postulate, and we just have, that within un-, sub- or supernatural forces the probability is that the law of probability will not operate as a factor, then we must accept that the probability of the first part will not operate as a factor, in which case the law of probability will operate as a factor within un-, sub- or supernatural forces. And since it obviously hasn't been doing so, we can take it that we are not held within un-, sub- or supernatural forces after all; in all probability, that is. Which is a great relief to me personally. ( Small pause. ) Which is all very well, except that---( He continues with tight hysteria, under control. ) We have been spinning coins together since I don't know when, and in all that time ( if it is all that time) I don't suppose either of us was more than a couple of gold pieces up or down. I hope that doesn't sound surprising because its very unsurprisingness is something I am trying to keep hold of. The equanimity of your average tosser of coins depends upon a law, or rather a tendency, or let us say a probability, or at any rate a mathematically calculable chance, which ensures that he will not upset himself by losing too much nor upset his opponent by winning too often.
This made for a kind of harmony and a kind of confidence. It related the fortuitous and the ordained into a reassuring union which we recognized as nature. The sun came up about as often as it went down, in the long run, and a coin showed heads about as often as it showed tails. Then a messenger arrived. We had been sent for. Nothing else happened. Ninety-two coins spun consecutively have come down heads ninety-two consecutive times... and for the last three minutes on the wind of a windless day I have heard the sound of drums and flute...
ROS ( cutting his fingernails): Another curious scientific phenomenon is the fact that the fingernails grow after death, as does the beard.
GUIL: What?
ROS ( loud): Beard!
GUIL: But you're not dead.
ROS ( irritated): I didn't say they started to grow after death! ( Pause, calmer. ) The fingernails also grow before birth, though not the beard.
GUIL: What?
ROS ( shouts): Beard! What's the matter with you? ( Reflectively. ) The toenails, on the other hand, never grow at all.
GUIL ( bemused): The toenails never grow at all?
ROS: Do they? It's a funny thing---I cut my fingernails all the 18 time, and every time I think to cut them, they need cutting. Now, for instance. And yet, I never, to the best of my knowledge, cut my toenails. They ought to be curled under my feet by now, but it doesn't happen. I never think about them. Perhaps I cut them absent-mindedly, when I'm thinking of something else.
GUIL ( tensed up by this rambling): Do you remember the first thing that happened today?
ROS ( promptly): I woke up, I suppose. ( Triggered. ) Oh---I've got it now---that man, a foreigner, he woke us up.
GUIL: A messenger. ( He relaxes, sits. )
ROS: That's it---pale sky before dawn, a man standing on his saddle to bang on the shutters---
shouts---What's all the row about?! Clear Off!---But then he called our names. You remember that---this man woke us up.
GUIL: Yes.
ROS: We were sent for.
GUIL: Yes.
ROS: That's why we're here. ( He looks round, seems doubtful, then the explanation. ) Travelling.
GUIL: Yes.
ROS ( dramatically): It was urgent---a matter of extreme urgency, a royal summons, his very words: official business and no questions asked---lights in the stable-yard, saddle up and off headlong and hotfoot across the land, our guides outstripped in breakneck pursuit of our duty! Fearful lest we come too late!

Small pause. 
GUIL: Too late for what?
ROS: How do I know? We haven't got there yet.
GUIL: Then what are we doing here, I ask myself.
ROS: You might well ask.
GUIL: We better get on.
ROS: You might well think.
GUIL: We better get on.
ROS ( actively): Right! ( Pause. ) On where?
GUIL: Forward.
ROS ( forward to footlights): Ah. ( Hesitates. ) Which way do we---( He turns round. ) Which way did we---?
GUIL: Practically starting from scratch... An awakening, a man standing on his saddle to bang on the shutters, our names shouted in a certain dawn, a message, a summons A new record for heads and tails. We have not been... picked out... simply to be abandoned... set loose to find our own way... We are entitled to some direction... I would have thought.
ROS ( alert, listening): I say---! I say
GUIL: Yes?
ROS: I can hear---I thought I heard---music.
GUIL raises himself. 
GUIL: Yes?
ROS: Like a band. ( He looks around, laughs embarrassedly, expiating himself. ) It sounded like--- --a band. Drums.
GUIL: Yes.
ROS ( relaxes): It couldn't have been real.
GUIL: "The colours red, blue and green are real. The colour yellow is a mystical experience shared by everybody" demolish.
ROS ( at edge of stage): It must have been thunder. Like drums... By the end of the next speech, the band is faintly audible.
GUIL: A man breaking his journey between one place and another at a third place of no name, character, population or significance, sees a unicorn cross his path and disappear.
That in itself is startling, but there are precedents for mystical encounters of various kinds, or to be less extreme, a choice of persuasions to put it down to fancy; until---

God," says a second man, "I must be dreaming, I thought I saw a unicorn." At which point, a dimension is added that makes the experience as alarming as it will ever be. A third witness, you understand, adds no further dimension but only spreads it thinner, and a fourth thinner still, and the more witnesses there are the thinner it gets and the more reasonable it becomes until it is as thin as reality, the name we give to the common experience Look, look!" recites the crowd. "A horse with an arrow in its forehead! It must have been mistaken for a deer."
ROS ( eagerly): I knew all along it was a band.
GUIL: ( tiredly): He knew all along it was a band.
ROS: Here they come!
GUIL: ( at the last moment before they enter---wistfully): I'm sorry it wasn't a unicorn. It would have been nice to have unicorns.
The TRAGEDIANS are six in number, including a small BOY ( ALFRED ). Two pull and push a cart piled with props and belongings. There is also a DRUMMER, a HORN- PLAYER and a FLUTIST. The SPOKESMAN ("the PLAYER ") has no instrument. He brings up the rear and is the first to notice them. PLAYER : Halt! Thegroup turns and halts. (Joyously.) An audience! ROS and GUIL half rise. Don't move! 
They sink back. He regards them fondly. Perfect! A lucky thing we came along. 
ROS: For us?
PLAYER: Let us hope so. But to meet two gentlemen on the road---we would not hope to meet them off it.
ROS: No?
PLAYER: Well met, in fact, and just in time.
ROS: Why's that?
PLAYER: Why. we grow rusty and you catch us at the very point of decadence---by this time tomorrow we might have forgotten everything we ever knew. That's a thought, isn't it?
( He laughs generously. ) We'd be back where we started ---improvising.
ROS: Tumblers, are you?
PLAYER: We can give you a tumble if that's your taste, and times being what they are...
Otherwise, for a jingle of coin we can do you a selection of gory romances, full of fine cadence and corpses, pirated from the Italian; and it doesn't take much to make a jingle---even a single coin has music in it. They all flourish and bow, raggedly.
Tragedians, at your command. ROS and GUIL have got to their feet.
ROS: My name is Guildenstern, and this is Rosencrantz. GUIL Confers briefly with him.
( Without embarrassment. ) I'm sorry---his name's Guildenstern, and I'm Rosencrantz.
PLAYER: A pleasure. We've played to bigger, of course, but quality counts for something. I recognized you at once
ROS: And who are we?
PLAYER: ---as fellow artists.

ROS: I thought we were gentlemen.
PLAYER: For some of us it is performance, for others, patronage. They are two sides of the same coin, or, let us say, being as there are so many of us, the same side of two coins.
( Bows again. ) Don't clap too loudly---it's a very old world.
ROS: What is your line?
PLAYER: Tragedy, sir. Deaths and disclosures, universal and particular, denouements both unexpected and inexorable, transvestite melodrama on all levels including the suggestive. We transport you into a world of intrigue and illusion... clowns, if you like, murderers---we can do you ghosts and battles, on the skirmish level, heroes, villains, tormented lovers---set pieces in the poetic vein; we can do you rapiers or rape or both, by all means, faithless wives and ravished virgins---flagrante delicto at a price, but that comes under realism for which there are special terms. Getting warm, am I?
ROS ( doubtfully): Well, I don't know...
PLAYER: It costs little to watch, and little more if you happen to get caught up in the action, if that's your taste and times being what they are.
ROS: What are they?
PLAYER: Indifferent.
ROS: Bad?
PLAYER: Wicked. Now what precisely is your pleasure? ( He turns to the TRAGEDIANS . ) Gentlemen, disport yourselves.
The TRAGEDIANS shuffle into some kind of line. 
There! See anything you like?
ROS ( doubtful, innocent): What do they do?
PLAYER: Let your imagination run riot. They are beyond surprise.
ROS: And how much?
PLAYER: To take part?
ROS: To watch.
PLAYER: Watch what?
ROS: A private performance.
PLAYER: How private?
ROS: Well, there are only two of us. Is that enough?
PLAYER: For an audience, disappointing. For voyeurs, about average..
ROS: What's the difference?
PLAYER: Ten guilders.

ROS ( horrified): Ten guilders!
PLAYER: I mean eight.
ROS: Together?
PLAYER: Each.
ROS: I don't think you understand--- What are you saying?
PLAYER: What am I saying---seven.
ROS: Where have you been?
PLAYER: Roundabout. A nest of children carries the custom of the town. Juvenile companies, they are the fashion. But they cannot match our repertoire... we'll stoop to anything if that's your bent.
He regards ROS meaningfully but ROS returns the stare blankly. 
ROS: They'll grow up.
PLAYER ( giving up): There's one born every minute. ( To TRAGEDIANS :) On-ward!
The TRAGEDIANS Start to resume their burdens and their Journey. GUIL stirs himself at last. 
GUIL: Where are you going?
PLAYER: Ha-altl They halt and turn. Home, sir.
GUIL: Where from?
PLAYER: Home. We're travelling people. We take our chances where we find them.
GUIL: It was chance, then?
PLAYER: Chance?
GUIL: You found us.
PLAYER: Oh yes.
GUIL: You were looking?
PLAYER: Oh no.
GUIL: Chance, then.
PLAYER: Or fate.
GUIL: Yours or ours?
PLAYER: It could hardly be one without the other.
GUIL: Fate, then.

PLAYER: Oh yes. We have no control. Tonight we play to the court. Or the night after. Or to the tavern. Or not.
GUIL: Perhaps I can use my influence.
PLAYER: At the tavern?
GUIL: At the court. I would say I have some influence.
PLAYER: Would you say so?
GUIL: I have influence yet.
PLAYER: Yet what?
GUIL seizes the PLAYER violently. 
GUIL: I have influence!
The PLAYER does not resist. GUIL loosens his hold. 
(More calmly.): You said something---about getting caught up in the action.
PLAYER ( gaily freeing himself): I did!---I did!---You're quicker than your friend...
( Confidingly. ) Now for a handful of guilders I happen to have a private and uncut performance of The Rape of the Sabine Women---or rather woman, or rather Alfred---
( Over his shoulder. ) Get your skirt on, Alfred...
BOY starts struggling into a female robe
... and for eight you can participate.
GUIL backs, PLAYER follows
... taking either part.
GUIL backs
... or both for ten.
GUIL tries to turn away, PLAYER holds his sleeve.
... with encores.
GUIL smashes the PLAYER across the face. The PLAYER recoils. GUIL stands trembling.
( Resigned and quiet). Get your skirt off, Alfred.
ALFRED struggles out of his half-on robe... 
GUIL ( shaking with rage and fright): It could have been---it didn't have to be obscene... It could have been---a bird out of season, dropping bright-feathered on my shoulder... I could have been a tongueless dwarf standing by the road point the way... I was prepared. But it's this, is it? No enigma, no dignity, nothing classical, portentous, only this ---a comic pornographer and a rabble of prostitutes. .

PLAYER ( acknowledging the description with a sweep of his he bowing; sadly): You should have caught us in better times. We were purists then. ( Straightens up. ) On-ward.
The PLAYERS make to leave. 
ROS ( his voice has changed; he has caught on): Excuse me!
PLAYER: Ha-alt!
They halt. 
A-al-l-fred!
ALFRED resumes the struggle. The PLAYER comes forward. 
ROS: You're not-ah-exclusively players, then?
PLAYER: We're inclusively players, sir.
ROS: So you give---exhibitions?
PLAYER: Performances, Sir.
ROS: Yes, of course. There's more money in that, is there?
PLAYER: There's more trade, Sir.
ROS: Times being what they are.
PLAYER: Yes.
ROS: Indifferent.
PLAYER: Completely.
ROS: You know I'd no idea
PLAYER: No---
ROS: I mean, I've heard of---but I've never actually
PLAYER: No.
ROS: I mean, what exactly do you do?
PLAYER: We keep to our usual stuff, more or less, only inside out. We do on stage the things that are supposed to happen off. Which is a kind of integrity, if you look on every exit being an entrance somewhere else.
ROS ( nervy, loud): Well, I'm not really the type of man who--no, but don't hurry off---sit down and tell us about some of the things people ask you to do.
The PLAYER turns away. 
PLAYER: On-ward!

ROS: Just a minute! They turn and look at him without expression. Well, all right---I wouldn't mind seeing---just an idea of the kind of---( Bravely. ) What will you do for that? ( And tosses a single coin on the ground between them. )
The PLAYER spits at the coin, from where he stands. The TRAGEDIANS demur, trying to get at the coin. He kicks and cuffs them back. 
On!
ALFRED is still half in and out of his robe. The PLAYER cuffs him. 
( TO ALFRED :) What are you playing at?
ROS is shamed into fury. 
ROS: Filth! Disgusting---I'll report you to the authorities---perverts! I know your game all right, it's all filth!
The PLAYERS are about to leave. GUIL has remained detached. 
GUIL ( casually): Do you like a bet?
The TRAGEDIANS turn and look interested. The PLAYER comes forward. 
PLAYER: What kind of bet did you have in mind?
GUIL walks half the distance towards the PLAYER , Stomps his boot over the coin. 
GUIL: Double or quits.
PLAYER: Well... heads.
GUIL raises his foot. The PLAYER bends. The TRAGEDIAN crowd round. Relief and congratulations. The PLAYER picks up the coin. GUIL throws him a second coin. 
GUIL: Again?
Some of the TRAGEDIANS are for it, others against. 
GUIL: Evens.
The PLAYER nods and tosses the coin. 
GUIL: Heads.
It is. He picks it up. Again. GUIL spins coin. 
PLAYER: Heads.
It is. PLAYER picks up coin. He has two coins again. He spins one. 
GUIL: Heads.
It is. GUIL picks it up. Then tosses it immediately. 
PLAYER ( fractional hesitation): Tails.

But it's heads. GUIL picks it up. PLAYER tosses down his last coin by way of paying up, and turns away. GUIL doesn't pick it up; he puts his foot on it. 
GUIL: Heads.
PLAYER: No!
Pause. The TRAGEDIANS are against this. 
( Apologetically. ) They don't like the odds.
GUIL ( lifts his foot, squats, picks up the coin still squatting, looks up): You were right---
heads. ( Spins it, slaps his hand on it, on the floor. ) Heads I win.
PLAYER: No.
GUIL ( uncovers coin): Right again. ( Repeat. ) Heads I win.
PLAYER: No.
GUIL ( uncovers coin): And right again. ( Repeat. ) Heads I win.
PLAYER: No!
He turns away, the TRAGEDIANS with him. comes close. GUIL stands up, GUIL: Would you believe it? ( Stands back, relaxes smiles. ) Bet me the year of my birth doubled is an odd number.
PLAYER: Your birth---!
GUIL: If you don't trust me don't bet with me.
PLAYER: Would you trust me?
GUIL: Bet me then.
PLAYER: My birth?
GUIL: Odd numbers you win.
PLAYER: You're on!
The TRAGEDIANS have come forward, wide awake. 
GUIL: Good. Year of your birth. Double it. Even numbers I win, odd numbers I lose. Silence.
An awful sigh as the TRAGEDIANS realize that any number doubled is even. Then a terrible row as they object. Then a terrible silence. 
PLAYER: We have no money. GUIL turns to him.
GUIL: Ah. Then what have you got?
The PLAYER silently brings ALFRED forward. GUIL regards ALFRED sadly. 
Was it for this?

PLAYER: It's the best we've got.
GUIL ( looking up and around): Then the times are bad indeed.
The PLAYER starts to speak, protestation, but GUIL turns on him viciously. 
The very air stinks.
The PLAYER moves back. GUIL moves down to the footlights and turns. 
Come here, Alfred.
ALFRED moves down and stands, frightened and small. 
( Gently. ) Do you lose often?
ALFRED: Yes, Sir.
GUIL: Then what could you have left to lose?
ALFRED: Nothing, sir.
Pause. GUIL regards him. 
GUIL: Do you like being... an actor?
ALFRED: No, sir.
GUIL looks around, at the audience. 
GUIL: You and I, Alfred---we could create a dramatic precedent here.
And ALFRED , who has been near tears, starts to sniffle. 
Come, come, Alfred, this is no way to fill the theatres of Europe.
The PLAYER has moved down, GUIL cuts him oft again. 
( Viciously. ) Do you know any good plays?
to remonstrate with ALFRED . 
PLAYER: Plays?
ROS ( Coming forward, faltering Shyly): Exhibitions...
GUIL: I thought you said you were actors.
PLAYER ( dawning): Oh. Oh well, we are. We are. But there hasn't been much call GUIL: You lost. Well then --- one of the Greeks, perhaps? You're familiar with the tragedies of antiquity, are you? The great homicidal classics? Matri, patri, fratri, sorrori, uxori and it goes without saying
ROS: Saucy--- --Suicidal-hm? Maidens aspiring to godheads

ROS: And vice versa
GUIL: Your kind of thing, is it?
PLAYER: Well, no, I can't say it is, really. We're more of the blood, love and rhetoric school.
GUIL: Well, I'll leave the choice to you, if there is anything to choose between them.
PLAYER: They're hardly divisible, sir---well, I can do you blood and love without the rhetoric, and I can do you blood and rhetoric without the love, and I can do you all three concurrent or consecutive, but I can't do you love and rhetoric without the blood.
Blood is compulsory---they' all blood, you see.
GUIL: Is that what people want?
PLAYER: It's what we do. ( Small pause. He turns away. )
GUIL touches ALFRED On the shoulder. 
GUIL: ( wry, gentle): Thank you; we'll let you know.
The PLAYER has moved upstage. ALFRED follows. 
PLAYER ( to TRAGEDIANS): Thirty-eight!
ROS ( moving across, fascinated and hopeful): Position?
PLAYER: Sir?
ROS: One of your--- tableaux?
PLAYER: No, sir.
ROS: Oh.
PLAYER ( to the TRAGEDIANS now departing with their cart, air taking various props off it): Entrances there and there ( indicating upstage).
The PLAYER has not moved his position for his last four lines. He does not move now. 
GUIL waits. 
GUIL: Well... aren't you going to change into your costume?
PLAYER: I never change out of it, sir.
GUIL: Always in character.
PLAYER: That's it.
Pause. 
GUIL: Aren't you going to-come on?
PLAYER: I am on.
GUIL: But if you are on, you Can't Come On. Can you?

PLAYER: I start on.
GUIL: But it hasn't started. Go on. Well look out for you.
PLAYER: I'll give you a wave.
He does not move. His immobility is now pointed, and getting awkward. Pause. ROS 
walks tip to him till they are face to face. 
ROS: Excuse me.
Pause. The PLAYER lifts his downstage foot. It was covering GUIL 'S Coin. ROS puts his foot on the coin. Smiles. 
Thank you.
The PLAYER turns and goes. ROS has bent for the coin. 
GUIL ( Moving out): Come On.
ROS: I say---that was lucky.
GUIL ( turning): What?
ROS: It was tails.
He tosses the coin to GUIL who catches It. Simultaneously a lighting change sufficient to alter the exterior mood into interior, but nothing violent. And OPHELIA runs On in some alarm, holding up her skirts---followed by HAMLET . OPHELIA has been sewing and she holds the garment. They are both mute. HAMLET , with his doublet allunbraced, no hat upon his head, his stockings fouled, ungartered and down-gyved tohis ankle, pale as his shirt, his knees knocking each other... and with a look so piteous,he takes her by the wrist and holds her hard, then he goes to the length of his arm, andwith his other hand over his brow, falls to such perusal of her face as he would drawit... At last, with a little shaking of his arm, and thrice his head waving up and down,he raises a sigh so piteous and profound that it does seem to shatter all his bulk andend his being. That done he lets her go, and with his head over his shoulder turned, hegoes out backwards without taking his eyes off her... she runs off in the oppositedirection. ROS and GUIL have frozen. GUIL unfreezes first. He jumps at ROS . 
GUIL: Come on!
But a flourish---enter CLAUDIUS and GERTRUDE , attended. 
CLAUDIUS: Welcome, dear Rosencrantz... ( he raises a hand at GUIL while ROS bows---
GUIL bows late and hurriedly)... and Guildenstern. He raises a hand at ROS while GUIL bows to him---ROS is still straightening up from his previous bow and halfway up he bows down again. With his head down, he twists to look at GUIL, who is on the way up. Moreover that we did much long to see you, The need we have to use you did provoke Our hasty Sith nor th'exterior nor the inward man Resembles that it was. What it should be, More than his father's death, that thus hath put him, So much from th'understanding of himself, I cannot dream of. I entreat you both That, being of so young days brought up with him And sith so neighboured to his youth and haviour That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court Some little time, so by your companies To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather So much as from occasion you may glean, Whether aught to us unknown afflicts him thus, That opened lies within our remedy.

GERTRUDE: Good ( fractional suspense) gentlemen. They both bow. He hath much talked of you, And sure I am, two men there is not living To whom he more adheres. If it will please you To show us so much gentry and goodwill As to expand your time with us awhile For the supply and profit of our hope, Your visitation shall receive such thanks As fits a king's remembrance.
ROS: Both your majesties Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, Put your dread pleasures more into command Than to entreaty.
GUIL: But we both obey, And here give up ourselves in the full bent To lay our service freely at your feet, To be commanded.
CLAUDIUS: Thanks, Rosencrantz ( turning to ROS Who is Caught unprepared, while GUIL 
bows) and gentle Guildenstern ( turning to GUIL who is bent double).
GERTRUDE ( correcting): Thanks Guildenstern. ( turning to ROS , who bows as GUIL checks upward movement to bow to both bent double, squinting at each other)... and gentle Rosencrantz ( turning to GUIL , both straightening up--- GUIL checks again and bows again). And I beseech you instantly to visit My too much changed son. Go, some of you, And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.
TWO ATTENDANTS exit backwards, indicating that ROS and GUIL should follow. 
GUIL: Heaven make our presence Pleasant and helpful to him.
GERTRUDE: Ay, amen' and our practices!
ROS and GUIL move towards a downstage wing. Before they get there, POLONIUS 
enters. They stop and bow to him. He nods and hurries upstage to CLAUDIUS . They turn to look at him. 
POLONIUS: The ambassadors from Norway, my good lord, are joyfully returned.
CLAUDIUS: Thou still hast been the father of good news.
POLONIUS: Have I, my lord? Assure you, my good liege, I hold my duty as I hold my soul, Both to my God and to my gracious King; And I do think, or else this brain of mine Hunts not the trail of policy so sure As it hath used to do, that I have found The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy...
Exeunt---leaving ROS and GUIL . 
ROS: I want to go home.
GUIL: Don't let them confuse you.
ROS: I'm out of my stop here--- We'll soon be home and high--dry and home---I'll--- It's all over my depth--- -I'll hie you home and---
ROS: ---Out of my head---
GUIL: --dry you high and---
ROS ( cracking, high): --Over MY step over my head bodyguard tell you it's all stopping to a death, it's boding to a depth, stepping to a head, it's all heading to a dead stop---
GUIL: ( the nursemaid): There!... and we'll soon be home and dry... and high and dry...

( Rapidly. ) Has it ever happened to you that all of a sudden and for no reason at all you haven't the faintest idea how to spell the word---"wife"---or "house"---because when you write it down you just can't remember ever having seen those letters in that order before... ?
ROS: I remember
GUIL: Yes?
ROS: I remember when there were no questions.
GUIL: There -- -I Is that ways questions. To exchange one set for another is no great matter.
ROS: Answers, yes. There were answers to everything.
GUIL: You've forgotten.
ROS: ( flaring): I haven't forgotten---how I used to remember my own name---and yours, oh yes! There were answers everywhere you looked. There was no question about it ---
people knew who I was and if they didn't they asked and I told them.
GUIL: You did, the trouble is, each of them is... plausible, 38 without being instinctive. All your life you live so close to truth, it becomes a permanent blur in the comer of your eye, and when something nudges it into outline it is like. being ambushed by a grotesque. A man standing in his saddle in the half-lit half-alive dawn banged on the shutters and called two names. He was just a hat and a cloak levitating in the grey plume of his own breath, but when he called we came. That much is certain---we came.
ROS: Well I can tell you I'm sick to death of it. I don't cam one way or another, so why don't you make up your mind.
GUIL: We can't afford anything quite so arbitrary. Nor did we come all this way for a christening. All that---preceded us. But we are comparatively fortunate; we might have been left to sift the whole field of human nomenclature, like two blind men looting a bazaar for their own portraits... At least we are presented with alternatives.
ROS: Well as from now
GUIL: ---But not choice.
ROS: You made me look ridiculous in there.
GUIL: I looked just as ridiculous as you did.
ROS: ( an anguished cry): Consistency is all I ask!
GUIL: ( low, wry rhetoric): Give us this day our daily mask.
ROS: ( a dying fall): I want to go home. ( Moves. ) Which way did we come in? I've lost my sense of direction.
GUIL: The only beginning is birth and the only end is death---if you can't count on that, what can you count on? They connect again.
ROS: We don't owe anything to anyone.
GUIL: We've been caught up. Your smallest action sets off another somewhere else, and is set off by it. Keep an eye open, an ear cocked. Tread warily, follow instructions. We'll be all right.
ROS: For how long?
GUIL: Till events have played themselves out. There's a logic at work---it's all done for you, don't worry. Enjoy it. Relax. To be taken in hand and led, like being a child again, even without the innocence, a child---it's like being given a prize, an extra slice of childhood when you least expect it, as a prize for being good, or compensation for never having had one... Do I contradict myself?
ROS: I can't remember... What have we got to go on?
GUIL: We have been briefed. Hamlet's transformation. What do you recollect?
ROS: Well, he's changed, hasn't he? The exterior and inward man fails to resemble GUIL: Draw him on to pleasures---glean what afflicts him.
ROS: Something more than his father's death
GUIL: He's always talking about us---there aren't two people living whom he dotes on more than us.
ROS: We cheer him up---find out what's the matter
GUIL: Exactly, it's a matter of asking the right questions and giving away as little as we can.
It's a game.
ROS: And then we can go?
GUIL: And receive such thanks as fits a king's remembrance.
ROS: I like the sound of that. What do you think he means by remembrance?
GUIL: He doesn't forget his friends.
ROS: Would you care to estimate?
GUIL: Difficult to say, really---some kings tend to be amnesiac, others I suppose---the opposite, whatever that is...
ROS: Yes---but--- Elephantine... ?
ROS: Not how long---how much?
GUIL: Retentive---he's a very retentive king, a royal retainer. .
ROS: What are you playing at?
GUIL: Words, words. They're all we have to go on.
Pause. 
ROS: Shouldn't we be doing something---constructive?
GUIL: What did you have in mind?... A short, blunt human pyramid... ?

ROS: We could go.
GUIL: Where?
ROS: After him.
GUIL: Why? They've got us placed now---if we start moving around, we'll all be chasing each other all night.
Hiatus. 
ROS ( at footlights): How very intriguing! ( Turns. ) I feel like a spectator---an appalling business. The only thing that makes it bearable is the irrational belief that somebody interesting will come on in a minute...
GUIL: See anyone?
ROS: No. You?
GUIL: No. ( At footlights. ) What a fine persecution---to be kept intrigued without ever quite being enlightened... ( Pause. ) We've had no practice.
ROS: We could Play at questions.
GUIL: What good would that do?
ROS: Practice!
GUIL: Statement! one-love.
ROS: Cheating!
GUIL: How?
ROS: I hadn't started yet.
GUIL: Statement. Two-love
ROS: Are you counting that?
GUIL: What?
ROS: Are you counting that?
GUIL: Foul! No repetitions Three-love First game to...
ROS: I'm not going to play if you're going to be like that.
GUIL: Whose serve?
ROS: Hah?
GUIL: Foul! No grunts. Love-one.
ROS: Whose go?

GUIL: Why?
ROS: Why not?
GUIL: What for?
ROS. Foul! No synonyms! One-all.
GUIL: What in God's name is going on?
ROS: Foul! No rhetoric. Two-one.
GUIL: What does it all add up to?
ROS: Can't you guess?
GUIL: Were You addressing me?
ROS: Is there anyone else?
GUIL: Who?
ROS How Would I know?
GUIL: Why do you ask?
ROS: Are you serious?
GUIL: Was that rhetoric?
ROS: No.
GUIL: Statement! Two-all. Game point.
ROS: What's the matter with you today?
GUIL: When?
ROS: What?
GUIL: Are you deaf?
ROS: Am I dead?
GUIL: Yes or no
ROS: Is there a choice?
GUIL: Is there a God?
ROS: Foul! No non sequiturs,
GUIL: ( seriously): What's your name?
ROS: What's yours?
GUIL: I asked you first.

ROS: Statement. One-love.
GUIL: What's your name when you're at home?
ROS: What's yours?
GUIL: When I'm at home?
ROS: Is it different at home?
GUIL: What home?
ROS: Haven't you got one?
GUIL: Why do you ask?
ROS: What are you driving at?
GUIL ( with emphasis): What's your name?!
ROS: Repetition. Two-love. Match point to me.
GUIL ( seizing him violently): WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE?
ROS: Rhetoric! Game and match! ( Pause. ) Where's it going to end?
GUIL: That's the question.
ROS: It's all questions.
GUIL: Do you think it matters?
ROS: Doesn't it matter to you?
GUIL: Why should it matter?
ROS: What does it matter why?
GUIL ( teasing gently): Doesn't it matter why it matters?
ROS ( rounding on him): What's the matter with you?
Pause. 
GUIL: It doesn't matter.
ROS ( voice in the wilderness):... What's the game?
GUIL: What are the rules?
Enter HAMLET behind, crossing the stage, reading a book---as he is about to disappear GUIL notices him. 
GUIL ( sharply): Rosencrantz!
ROS ( jumps): What!

HAMLET goes. Triumph dawns on them, they smile.
GUIL: There! How was that?
ROS: Clever!
GUIL: Natural?
ROS: Instinctive.
GUIL: Got it in your head?
ROS: I take my hat off to you.
GUIL: Shake hands.
They do. 
ROS: Now I'll try you---GUIL---!
GUIL: ---Not yet---catch me unawares.
ROS: Right.
They separate. Pause. Aside to GUIL . 
Ready?
GUIL ( explodes): Don't be stupid.
ROS: Sorry.
Pause. 
GUIL ( snaps): Guildenstern!
ROS ( jumps): What?
He is immediately crestfallen, GUIL is disgusted. 
GUIL: Consistency is all I ask!
ROS ( quietly): Immortality is all I seek...
GUIL ( dying fall): Give us this day our daily week...
Beat. 
ROS: Who was that?
GUIL: Didn't you know him?
ROS: He didn't know me.
GUIL: He didn't see you.

ROS: I didn't see him.
GUIL: We shall see. I hardly knew him, he's changed.
ROS: You could see that?
GUIL: Transformed.
ROS: How do you know?
GUIL: Inside and out.
ROS: I see.
GUIL: He's not himself.
ROS: He's changed.
GUIL: I could see that.
Beat. 
Glean what afflicts him.
ROS: Me?
GUIL: Him.
ROS: How?
GUIL: Question and answer. Old ways are the best ways.
ROS: He's afflicted.
GUIL: You question, I'll answer.
ROS: He's not himself, you know.
GUIL: I'm him, you see.
Beat. 
ROS: Who am I then?
GUIL: You're yourself.
ROS: And he's you?
GUIL: Not a bit of it.
ROS: Are you afflicted?
GUIL: That's the idea. Are you ready?
ROS: Let's go back a bit.
GUIL: I'm afflicted.

ROS: I see.
GUIL: Glean what afflicts me.
ROS: Right.
GUIL: Question and answer.
ROS: How should I begin?
GUIL: Address me.
ROS: My dear Guildenstern!
GUIL: ( quietly): You've forgotten---haven't you?
ROS: My dear Rosencrantz!
GUIL: ( great control): I don't think you quite understand. we are attempting is a hypothesis in which I answer him, while you ask me questions.
ROS: Ah! Ready?
GUIL: You know what to do?
ROS: What?
GUIL: Are you stupid?
ROS: Pardon?
GUIL: Are you deaf?
ROS: Did you speak?
GUIL ( admonishing): Not now---
ROS: Statement.
GUIL ( shouts): Not now! ( Pause. ) If I had any doubts, or rather hopes, they are dispelled.
What could we possibly have in common except our situation? ( They separate and sit. ) Perhaps he'll come back this way.
ROS: Should we go?
GUIL: Why?
Pause. 
ROS ( starts up. Snaps fingers): Oh! You mean-you pretend to be him, and I ask you questions!
GUIL ( dry): Very good.
ROS: You had me confused.

GUIL: I could see I had.
ROS: How should I begin?
GUIL: Address me. They stand and face each other, posing.
ROS: My honoured Lord!
GUIL: My dear Rosencrantz!
Pause. 
ROS: Am I pretending to be you, then?
GUIL: Certainly not. If you like. Shall we continue?
ROS: Question and answer.
GUIL: Right.
ROS: Right. My honoured lord!
GUIL: My dear fellow!
ROS: How are you?
GUIL: Afflicted!
ROS: Really? In what way?
GUIL: Transformed.
ROS: Inside or out?
GUIL: Both.
ROS: I see. ( Pause. ) Not much new there.
GUIL: Go into details. Delve. Probe the background, establish the situation.
ROS: So---so your uncle is the king of Denmark?!
GUIL: And my father before him.
ROS: His father before him?
GUIL: No, my father before him.
ROS: But surely---
GUIL: You might well ask.
ROS: Let me get it straight. Your father was king. You were his only son. Your father dies.
You are of age. Your uncle becomes king.
GUIL: Yes.

ROS: Unorthodox.
GUIL: Undid me.
ROS: Undeniable. Where were you?
GUIL: In Germany.
ROS: Usurpation, then.
GUIL: He slipped in.
ROS: Which reminds me.
GUIL: Well, it would.
ROS: I don't want to be personal.
GUIL: It's common knowledge.
ROS: Your mother's marriage.
GUIL: He slipped in.
Beat. 
ROS ( lugubriously): His body was still warm.
GUIL: So was hers.
ROS: Extraordinary.
GUIL: Indecent.
ROS: Hasty.
GUIL: Suspicious.
ROS: It makes you think.
GUIL: Don't think I haven't thought of it.
ROS: And with her husband's brother.
GUIL: They were close.
ROS: She went to him
GUIL: Too close---
ROS: for comfort.
GUIL: It looks bad.
ROS: It adds up.
GUIL: Incest to adultery.

ROS: Would you go so far?
GUIL: Never.
ROS: To sum up: your father, whom you love, dies, you are his heir, you come back to find that hardly was the corpse cold before his young brother popped onto his throne and into his sheets, thereby offending both legal and natural practice. Now why exactly are you behaving in this extraordinary manner?
GUIL: I can't imagine! ( Pause. ) But all that is well known, common property. Yet he sent for us. And we did come.
ROS: ( alert, ear cocked): I say! I heard music
GUIL: We're here.
ROS: Like a band---I thought I heard a band.
GUIL: Rosencrantz...
ROS: ( absently, still listening): What? Pause, short.
GUIL: ( gently wry): Guildenstern.
ROS ( irritated by the repetition): What?
GUIL: Don't you discriminate at all?
ROS ( turning dumbly): Wha'?
Pause. 
GUIL: Go and see if he's there.
ROS: Who?
GUIL: There.
ROS goes to an upstage wing, looks, returns, formally making his report. 
ROS: Yes.
GUIL: What is he doing?
ROS repeats movement. 
ROS: Talking.
GUIL: To himself? ROS Starts to move. GUIL Cuts in impatiently. Is he alone?
ROS: No.
GUIL: Then he's not talking to himself, is he?
ROS: Not by himself... Coming this way, I think. ( Shiftily. ) Should we go?

GUIL: Why? We're marked now.
HAMLET enters, backwards, talking, followed by POLONIUS , upstage. ROS and GUIL occupy the two corners do looking upstage. 
HAMLET: for you yourself, sir, should be as old as I am if like a crab you could go backward.
POLONIUS ( aside): Though this be madness, yet there is method in it. Will you walk out of the air, my lord?
HAMLET: Into my grave.
POLONIUS: Indeed, that's out of the air. HAMLET Crosses to upstage exit, POLONIUS
asiding unintelligibly until my lord, I will take my leave of you.
HAMLET: You cannot take from me anything that I will more willingly part withal---except my life, except my life, except my life...
POLONIUS ( crossing downstage): Fare you well, my lord. ( To ROS : ) You go to seek Lord Hamlet? There he is.
ROS ( to POLONIUS): God save you sir.
POLONIUS goes. 
GUIL ( Calls upstage to HAMLET): My honoured lord!
ROS: My most dear lord!
HAMLET centred upstage, turns to them. 
HAMLET: My excellent good friends! How dost thou Guildenstern? ( Coming downstage with an arm raised to ROS , GUIL meanwhile bowing to no greeting. HAMLET 
corrects himself. Still to ROS :) Ah Rosencrantz!
They laugh good-naturedly at the mistake. They all meet misstate, turn upstage to walk, HAMLET in the middle, arm over each shoulder. 
HAMLET: Good lads how do you both?
BLACKOUT
ACT TWO
HAMLET , ROS and GUIL talking, the continuation of the previous scene. 
Their conversation, on the move, is indecipherable at first. 
The first intelligible line is HAMLET 'S, coming at the end of a short speech---see Shakespeare Act 11, scene ii. 
HAMLET: S'blood, there is something in this more than natural, if philosophy could find it out.

A flourish from the TRAGEDIANS ' band. 
GUIL: There are the players.
HAMLET: Gentlemen, you am welcome to Elsinore. Your hands, come then. ( He takes their hands. ) The appurtenance of welcome is fashion and ceremony. Let me comply with you in this garb, lest my extent to the players ( which I tell you must show fairly outwards) should more appear like entertainment than yours. You am welcome. ( About to leave. ) But my uncle---father and aunt-mother am deceived.
GUIL: In what, my dear lord?
HAMLET: I am but mad north north-west; when the wind is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw.
POLONIUS enters as GUIL turns away. 
POLONIUS: Well be with you gentlemen.
HAMLET ( to ROS): Mark you, Guildenstern. ( uncertainly to GUIL) and you too; at each ear a hearer. That great baby you see there is not yet out of his swaddling clouts... ( He takes ROS upstage with him, talking together. )
POLONIUS: My Lord! I have news to tell you.
HAMLET ( releasing ROS and mimicking): My lord, I have news to tell you... When Roscius was an actor in Rome...
ROS comes downstage to rejoin GUIL . 
POLONIUS ( as he follows HAMLET out): The actors are come hither my lord.
HAMLET: Buzz, buzz.
Exeunt HAMLET and POLONIUS . ROS and GUIL ponder. Each reluctant to speak first. 
GUIL: Hm?
ROS: Yes?
GUIL: What?
ROS: I thought you . .
GUIL: No.
ROS: Ah.
Pause. 
GUIL: I think we can say we made some headway.
ROS: You think so?
GUIL: I think we can say that.

ROS: I think we can say he made us look ridiculous.
GUIL: We played it close to the chest of course.
ROS ( derisively): "Question and answer. Old ways are the best ways"! He was scoring off us all down the line.
GUIL: He caught us on the wrong foot once or twice, perhaps, but I thought we gained some ground.
ROS ( simply): He murdered us.
GUIL: He might have had the edge.
ROS ( roused): Twenty-seven-three, and you think he might have had the edge?! He murdered us.
GUIL: What about our evasions?
ROS: Oh, our evasions were lovely. "Were you sent for?" he says. "My lord, we were sent for..." I didn't know when to put myself.
GUIL: He had six rhetoricals
ROS: It was question and answer, all right. Twenty-seven questions he got out in ten minutes, and answered three. I was waiting for you to delve. "When is he going to start delving?" I asked myself.
GUIL: And two repetitions.
ROS: Hardly a leading question between us.
GUIL: We got his symptoms, didn't we?
ROS: Half of what he said meant something else, and the other half didn't mean anything at all.
GUIL: Thwarted ambition---a sense of grievance, that's my diagnosis.
ROS: Six rhetorical and two repetition, leaving nineteen, of which we answered fifteen. And what did we get in return? He's depressed!... Denmark's a prison and he'd rather live in a nutshell; some shadow-play about the nature of ambition, which never got down to cases, and finally one direct question which might have led somewhere, and led in fact to his illuminating, claim to tell a hawk from a handsaw.
Pause. 
GUIL: When the wind is southerly.
ROS: And the weather's clear.
GUIL: And when it isn't he can't.
ROS: He's at the mercy of the elements. ( Licks his finger and holds it up-facing audience. ) Is that southerly?

They stare at audience. 
GUIL: It doesn't look southerly. What made you think so?
ROS: I didn't say I think so. It could be northerly for all I know.
GUIL: I wouldn't have thought so.
ROS: Well, if you're going to be dogmatic.
GUIL: Wait a minute---we came from roughly south according to a rough map.
ROS: I see. Well, which way did we come in? (GUIL looks round vaguely. ) Roughly.
GUIL ( clears his throat): In the morning the sun would be easterly. I think we can assume that.
ROS: That it's morning?
GUIL: If it is, and the sun is over there ( his right as he faces the audience) for instance, that ( front) would be northerly. On the other hand, if it is not morning and the sun is over there ( his left)... that... ( lamely) would still be northerly. ( Picking up. ) To put it another way, if we came from down there ( front) and it is morning, the sun would be up there ( his left), and if it is actually over there ( his right) and it's still morning, we must have come from up there ( behind him), and if that is southerly ( his left) and the sun is really over there ( front), then it's the afternoon. However, if none of these is the case ROS: Why don't you go and have a look?
GUIL: Pragmatism?!---is that all you have to offer? You seem to have no conception of where we stand! You won't find the answer written down for you in the bowl of a compass, I can tell you that. ( Pause. ) Besides, you can never tell this far north---it's probably dark out there.
ROS: I merely suggest that the position of the sun, if it is out, would give you a rough idea of the time; alternatively clock, if it is going, would give you a rough idea of the position of the sun. I forget which you're trying to establish.
GUIL: I'm trying to establish the direction of the wind.
ROS: There isn't any wind. Draught, yes.
GUIL: In that case, the origin. Trace it to its source and it might give us a rough idea of the way we came in---which might give us a rough idea of south, for further reference.
ROS: It's coming up through the floor. ( He studies the floor. ) That can't be south, can it?
GUIL: That's not a direction. Lick your toe and wave it around a bit.
ROS considers the distance of his foot. 
ROS: No, I think you'd have to lick it for me.
Pause. 
GUIL: I'm prepared to let the whole matter drop.

ROS: Or I could lick yours, of course.
GUIL: No thank you.
ROS: I'll even wave it around for you.
GUIL ( down ROS 'S throat): What in God's name is the matter with you?
ROS: Just being friendly. GUIL: ( retiring): Somebody might come in. It's what were counting on, after all. Ultimately.
Good pause. 
ROS: Perhaps they've all trampled each other to death in the rush... Give them a shout.
Something provocative. Intrigue them.
GUIL: Wheels have been set in motion, and they have their own pace, to which we are...
condemned. Each move is dictated by the previous one---that is the meaning of order. If we start being arbitrary it'll just be a shambles: at least, let us hope so. Because if we happened, just happened to discover, or even suspect, that our spontaneity was part of their order, we'd know that we were lost. ( He sits. ) A Chinaman of the T'ang Dynasty---
and, by which definition, a philosopher---dreamed he was a butterfly, and from that moment he was never quite sure that he was not a butterfly dreaming it was a Chinese philosopher. Envy him; in his two-fold security.
A good pause. ROS leaps up and bellows at the audience. 
ROS: Fire!
GUIL jumps up. 
GUIL: Where?
ROS: It's all right---I'm demonstrating the misuse of free speech. To prove that it exists. ( He regards the audience, that is the direction, with contempt---and other directions, then front again. ) Not a move. They should burn to death in their shoes. ( He takes out one of his coins. Spins it. Catches it. Looks at it. Replaces it. ) GUIL: What was it?
ROS: What?
GUIL: Heads or tails?
ROS: Oh. I didn't look.
GUIL: Yes you did.
ROS: Oh, did I? ( He takes out a coin, studies it. ) Quite right---it rings a bell.
GUIL: What's the last thing you remember?
ROS: I don't wish to be reminded of it.
GUIL: We cross our bridges when we come to them and burn them behind us, with nothing to show for our progress except a memory of the smell of smoke, and a presumption that once our eyes watered.

ROS approaches him brightly, holding a coin between finger and thumb. He covers it with his other hand, draws his fists apart and holds them for GUIL. GUIL considers them.
Indicate the left hand, ROS opens it to show it empty.
ROS: No.
Repeat process. GUIL indicates left hand again. ROS shows it empty. Double bluff! 
Repeat process--- GUIL taps one hand, then the other hand, quickly. ROS inadvertently shows that both are empty. ROS laughs as GUIL turns upstage. ROS stops laughing, looks around his feet, pats his clothes, puzzled. POLONIUS breaks that up by entering upstage followed by the TRAGEDIANS and HAMLET . 
POLONIUS ( entering): Come sirs.
HAMLET: Follow him, friends. We'll hear a play tomorrow. ( Aside to the PLAYER , who is the last of the TRAGEDIANS) Dost thou hear me, old friend? Can you play The Murder of Gonzago?
PLAYER: Ay, my lord.
HAMLET: We'll ha't tomorrow night. You could for a need study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines which I would set down and insert in't, could you not?
PLAYER: Ay, my lord.
HAMLET: Very well. Follow that lord, and look you mock him not.
The PLAYER crossing downstage, notes ROS and GUIL . Stops. HAMLET crossing downstage addresses them without pause. 
HAMLET: My good friends, I'll leave you till tonight. You are welcome to Elsinore.
ROS: Good, my lord.
HAMLET goes. 
GUIL: So you've caught up.
PLAYER ( coldly): Not yet, sir.
GUIL: Now mind your tongue, or we'll have it out and throw the rest of you away, like a nightingale at a Roman feast.
ROS: Took the very words out of my mouth.
GUIL: You'd be lost for words.
ROS: You'd be tongue-tied.
GUIL: Like a mute in a monologue.
ROS: Like a nightingale at a Roman feast.
GUIL: Your diction will go to pieces.
ROS: Your lines will be cut.

GUIL: To dumbshows.
ROS: And dramatic pauses.
GUIL: You'll never find your tongue.
ROS: Lick your lips.
GUIL: Taste your tears.
ROS: Your breakfast.
GUIL: You won't know the difference.
ROS: There won't be any.
GUIL: We'll take the very words out of your mouth.
ROS: So you've caught on.
GUIL: So you've caught up.
PLAYER ( tops): Not yet! ( Bitterly. ) You left us.
GUIL: Ah! I'd forgotten---you performed a dramatic spectacle on the way. Yes, I'm sorry we had to miss it.
PLAYER ( bursts out): We can't look each other in the face! ( Pau more in control. ) You don't understand the humiliation of --to be tricked out of the single assumption which makes of it existence viable---that somebody is watching... The plot was two corpses gone before we caught sight of ourselves, stripped naked in the middle of nowhere and pouring ourselves down a bottomless well.
ROS: Is that thirty-eight?
PLAYER ( lost): There we were---demented children mincing about in clothes that no one ever wore, speaking as no man ever spoke, swearing love in wigs and rhymed couplets, killing each other with wooden swords, hollow protestations of faith hurled after empty promises of vengeance --- and every gesture, every pose, vanishing into the thin unpopulated air We ransomed our dignity to the clouds, and the uncomprehending birds listened. ( He rounds on them. ) Don't you see?! We're actors---we're the opposite of people! ( They recoil nonplussed, his voice calms. ) Think, in your head, now, think of the most... private... secret... intimate thing you have ever done secure in the knowledge of its privacy... ( He gives them---and the audience---a good pause. ROS takes on a shifty look. ) Are you thinking of it? ( He strikes with his voice and his head. ) Well, I saw you do it!
ROS leaps up, dissembling madly. 
ROS: You never! It's a lie! ( He catches himself with a giggle in a vacuum and sits down again. )
PLAYER: We're actors... We pledged our identities, secure in the conventions of our trade, that someone would be watching. And then, gradually, no one was. We were caught, high and dry. It was not until the murderer's long soliloquy that we were able to look around; frozen as we were in profile, our eyes searched you out, first confidently, then hesitantly, then desperately as each patch of turf, each log, every exposed corner in every direction proved uninhabited, and all the while the murderous King addressed the horizon with his dreary interminable guilt... Our heads began to move, wary as lizards, the corpse of unsullied Rosalinda peeped through his fingers, and the King faltered.
Even then, habit and a stubborn trust that our audience spied upon us from behind the nearest bush, forced our bodies to blunder on long after they had emptied of meaning, until like runaway carts they dragged to a halt. No one came forward. No one shouted at us. The silence was unbreakable, it imposed itself upon us; it was obscene. We took off our crowns and swords and cloth of gold and moved silent on the road to Elsinore.
Silence. Then GUIL claps solo with slow measured irony. 
GUIL: Brilliantly re-created---if these eyes could weep!... Rather strong on metaphor, mind you. No criticism---only a matter of taste. And so here you are---with a vengeance.
That's a figure of speech... isn't it? Well let's say we've made up for it, for you may have no doubt whom to thank for your performance at the court
ROS: We are counting on you to take him out of himself. You are the pleasures which we draw him on to---( he escapes a fractional giggle but recovers immediately) and by that I don't mean your usual filth; you can't treat royalty like people with normal perverted desires. They know nothing of that and you know nothing of them, to your mutual survival. So give him a good clean show suitable for all the family, or you can rest assured you'll be playing the tavern tonight.
GUIL: Or the night after.
ROS: Or not.
PLAYER: We already have an entry here. And always have had
GUIL: You've played for him before?
PLAYER: Yes, sir.
ROS: And what's his bent?
PLAYER: Classical.
ROS: Saucy!
GUIL: What will you play?
PLAYER: The Murder of Gonzago.
GUIL: Full of fine cadence and corpses.
PLAYER: Pirated from the Italian...
ROS: What is it about?
PLAYER: It's about a King and Queen. .
GUIL: Escapism! What else?
PLAYER: Blood
GUIL: Love and rhetoric.

PLAYER: Yes. ( Going. )
GUIL: Where are you going?
PLAYER: I can come and go as I please.
GUIL: You're evidently a man who knows his way around.
PLAYER: I've been here before.
GUIL: We're still finding our feet.
PLAYER: I should concentrate on not losing your heads.
GUIL: Do you speak from knowledge?
PLAYER: Precedent.
GUIL: You've been here before.
PLAYER: And I know which way the wind is blowing.
GUIL: Operating on two levels, are we?! How clever! I expect it comes naturally to you, being in the business so to speak. The PLAYER's grave face does not change. He makes to move off again. GUIL for the second time cuts him off. The truth is, we value your company, for want of any other. We have been left so much to our own devices after a while one welcomes the uncertainty of being left to other people's.
PLAYER: Uncertainty is the normal state. You're nobody special.
He makes to leave again. GUIL loses his cool. 
GUIL: But for God's sake what are we supposed to do?!
PLAYER: Relax. Respond. That's what people do. You can't go through life questioning your situation at every turn.
GUIL: But we don't know what's going on, or what to do with ourselves. We don't know how to act.
PLAYER: Act natural. You know why you're here at least.
GUIL: We only know what we're told, and that's little enough. And for all we know it isn't even true.
PLAYER: For all anyone knows, nothing is. Everything has to be taken on trust; truth is only that which is taken to be true. It's the currency of living. There may be nothing behind it, but it doesn't make any difference so long as it is honoured. One acts on assumptions.
What do you assume?
ROS: Hamlet is not himself, outside or in. We have to glean what afflicts him.
GUIL: He doesn't give much away.
PLAYER: Who does, nowadays?

GUIL: He's---melancholy.
PLAYER: Melancholy?
ROS: Mad.
PLAYER: How is he mad?
ROS: Ah. ( To GUIL :) How is he mad?
GUIL: More morose than mad, perhaps.
PLAYER: Melancholy.
GUIL: Moody.
ROS: He has moods.
PLAYER: Of moroseness?
GUIL: Madness. And yet.
ROS: Quite.
GUIL: For instance.
ROS: He talks to himself, which might be madness.
GUIL: If he didn't talk sense, which he does.
ROS: Which suggests the opposite.
PLAYER: Of what?
Small pause. 
GUIL: I think I have it. A man talking sense to himself is no madder than a man talking nonsense not to himself.
ROS: Or just as mad.
GUIL: Or just as mad.
ROS: And he does both.
GUIL: So there you are.
ROS: Stark raving sane.
Pause. 
PLAYER: Why?
GUIL: Ah. ( TO ROS :) Why?
ROS: Exactly.

GUIL: Exactly what?
ROS: Exactly why.
GUIL: Exactly why what?
ROS: What?
GUIL: Why?
ROS: Why what, exactly?
GUIL: Why is he mad?!
ROS: I don't know!
Beat. 
PLAYER: The old man thinks he's in love with his daughter.
ROS ( appalled): Good God! We're out of our depth here.
PLAYER: No, no, no---he hasn't got a daughter---the old man thinks he's in love with his daughter.
ROS: The old man is?
PLAYER: Hamlet, in love with the old man's daughter, the old man thinks.
ROS: Ha! It's beginning to make sense! Unrequited passion!
The PLAYER moves. 
GUIL: ( Fascist. ) Nobody leaves this room! ( Pause, lamely. ) Without a very good reason.
PLAYER: Why not?
GUIL: All this strolling about is getting too arbitrary by half---I'm rapidly losing my grip.
From now on reason will prevail.
PLAYER: I have lines to learn.
GUIL: Pass!
The PLAYER passes into one of the wings. ROS cups his hands and shouts into the opposite one. 
ROS: Next! But no one comes.
GUIL: What did you expect?
ROS: Something... someone... nothing. They sit facing front. Are you hungry?
GUIL: No, are you?
ROS ( thinks): No. You remember that coin?

GUIL: No.
GUIL: What coin?
ROS: I don't remember exactly.
Pause. 
GUIL: Oh, that coin... clever.
ROS: I can't remember how I did it.
GUIL: It probably comes natural to you.
ROS: Yes, I've got a show-stopper there.
GUIL: Do it again.
Slight pause. 
ROS: We can't afford it.
GUIL: Yes, one must think of the future.
ROS: It's the normal thing.
GUIL: To have one. One is, after all, having it all the time now... and now... and now. .
ROS: It could go on for ever. Well, not for ever, I suppose. ( Pause. ) Do you ever think of yourself as actually dead, lying in a box with a lid on it?
GUIL: No.
ROS: Nor do I, really... It's silly to be depressed by it. I mean one thinks of it like being alive in a box, one keeps forgetting to take into account the fact that one is dead... which should make all the difference... shouldn't it? I mean, you'd never know you were in a box, would you? It would be just like being asleep in a box. Not that I'd like to sleep in a box, mind you, not without any air- --you'd wake up dead, for a start, and then where would you be? Apart from inside a box. That's the bit I don't like, frankly. That's why I don't think of it..
GUIL stirs restlessly, pulling his cloak round him. 
Because you'd be helpless, wouldn't you? Stuffed in a box like that, I mean you'd be in there for ever. Even taking into account the fact that you're dead, it isn't a pleasant thought. Especially if you're dead, really... ask yourself, if I asked you straight off---I'm going to stuff you in this box now, would you rather be alive or dead? Naturally, you'd prefer to be alive. Life in a box is better than no life at all. I expect. You'd have a chance at least. You could lie there thinking well, at least I'm not dead! In a minute someone's going to bang on the lid and tell me to come out. ( Banging the floor with his fists. ) "Hey you, whatsyername! Come out of there
GUIL ( jumps up savagely): You don't have to flog it to death!
Pause. 
ROS: I wouldn't think about it, if I were you. You'd only get depressed. ( Pause. ) Eternity is a terrible thought. I mean, where's it going to end? ( Pause, then brightly. ) Two early Christians chanced to meet in Heaven. "Saul of Tarsus yet!" cried one. "What are you doing here?!"... "Tarsus-Schmarsus," replied the other, "I'm Paul already." ( He stands up restlessly and flaps his arms. ) They don't care. We count for nothing. We could remain silent tin we're green in the face, they wouldn't come.
GUIL: Blue, red.
ROS: A Christian, a Moslem and a Jew chanced to meet in a closed carriage "Silverstein!"
cried the Jew. "Who's your friend?"... "His name's Abdullah," replied the Moslem, "but he's no friend of mine since he became a convert." ( He leaps up again, stamps his foot and shouts into the wings. ) All right, we know you're in there! Come out talking!
( Pause. ) We have no control. None at all... ( He paces. ) Whatever became of the moment when one first knew about death? There must have been one, a moment, in childhood when it first occurred to you that you don't go on for ever. It must have been shattering---stamped into one's memory. And yet I can't remember it. It never occurred to me at all. What does one make of that? We must be born with an intuition of mortality. Before we know the words for it, before we know that there are words, out we come, bloodied and squalling with the knowledge that for all the compasses in the world, there's only one direction, and time is its only measure. ( He reflects, getting more desperate and rapid. ) A Hindu, a Buddhist and a lion-tamer chanced to meet, in a circus on the Indo-Chinese border. ( He breaks out. ) They're taking us for granted! Well, I won't stand for it! In future, notice will be taken. ( He wheels again to face into the wings. ) Keep out, then! I forbid anyone to enter! ( No one comes. Breathing heavily. ) That's better...
Immediately, behind him a grand procession enters, principally CLAUDIUS , GERTRUDE , POLONIUS and OPHELIA . CLAUDIUS takes ROS 's elbow as he passes and is immediately deep in conversation: the context is Shakespeare Act 111, scene i. GUIL still faces front as CLAUDIUS , ROS , etc., pass upstage and turn. 
GUIL: Death followed by eternity the worst of both worlds. It is a terrible thought.
He turns upstage in time to take over the conversation with CLAUDIUS . GERTRUDE 
and ROS head downstage. 
GERTRUDE: Did he receive you well?
ROS: Most like a gentleman.
GUIL ( returning in time to take it up): But with much forcing of his disposition.
ROS ( a flat lie and he knows it and shows it, perhaps catching GUIL 's eye): Niggard of question, but of our demands most free in his reply.
GERTRUDE: Did you assay him to any pastime?
ROS: Madam, it so fell out that certain players We o'erraught on the way: of these we told him And there did seem in him a kind of joy To hear of it. They are here about the court, And, as I think, they have already order This night to play before him.
POLONIUS: 'Tis most true And he beseeched me to entreat your Majesties To hear and see the matter.
CLAUDIUS: With all my heart, and it doth content me To hear him so inclined. Good gentlemen, give him a further edge And drive his purpose into these delights.
ROS: We shall, my lord.

CLAUDIUS ( leading out procession): Sweet Gertrude, leave us, too, For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, That he, as t'were by accident, may here Affront Ophelia...
Exeunt CLAUDIUS and GERTRUDE. ROS ( peevish): Never a moment's peace! In and out, on and they're coming at us from all sides.
GUIL: You're never satisfied.
ROS: Catching us on the trot... Why can't we go by them?
GUIL: What's the difference?
ROS: I'm going.
ROS pulls his cloak round him. GUIL ignores him. Without confidence ROS heads upstage. He looks out and comes back quickly. 
He's coming.
GUIL: What's he doing?
ROS: Nothing.
GUIL: He must be doing something.
ROS: Walking.
GUIL: On his hands?
ROS: No, on his feet.
GUIL: Stark naked?
ROS: Fully dressed.
GUIL: Selling toffee apples?
ROS: Not that I noticed.
GUIL: You could be wrong?
ROS: I don't think so.
Pause. 
GUIL: I can't for the life of me see how we're going to get into conversation.
HAMLET enters upstage, and pauses, weighing up the pros and cons of making his quietus. ROS and GUIL watch him. 
ROS: Nevertheless, I suppose one might say that this was a chance... One might well... accost him... Yes, it definitely looks like a chance to me... Something on the lines of a direct informal approach... man to man... straight from the shoulder... Now look here, what's it all about... sort of thing. Yes. Yes, this looks like one to be grabbed with both hands, I should say... if I were asked.... No point in looking at a gift horse till you see the whites of its eyes, etcetera. ( He has moved towards HAMLET)

ROS: Excuse me. but his nerve fails. He returns.) We're overawed, that's our trouble. When it comes to the point we succumb to their personality...
OPHELIA enters, with prayerbook, a religious procession of one. 
HAMLET: Nymph, in thy orisons; be all my sins remembered.
At his voice she has stopped for him, he catches her up. 
OPHELIA: Good my lord, how does your honour for this many day?
HAMLET: I humbly thank you---well, well, well. They disappear talking into the wing.
ROS: It's like living in a public park!
GUIL: Very impressive. Yes, I thought your direct informal approach was going to stop this thing dead in its tracks there. If I might make a suggestion---shut up and sit down Stop being perverse.
ROS ( near tears): I'm not going to stand for it!
A FEMALE FIGURE , ostensibly the QUEEN , enters. ROS march up behind her, puts his hands over her eyes and says with a desperate frivolity. 
ROS: Guess who?!
PLAYER ( having appeared in a downstage corner): Alfred!
ROS lets go, spins around. He has been holding ALFRED , in his robe and blond wig. 
PLAYER is in the downstage corner still. ROS comes down to that exit. The PLAYER 
does not budge He and ROS stand toe to toe. The PLAYER lifts his downstage foot. 
ROS bends to put his hand on the floor. The PLAYER lowers his foot. ROS screams and leaps away. 
PLAYER ( gravely): I beg your pardon.
GUIL ( to ROS): What did he do?
PLAYER: I put my foot down.
ROS: My hand was on the floor!
GUIL: You put your hand under his foot?
ROS: I---
GUIL: What for?
ROS: I thought--- ( Grabs GUIL . ) Don't leave me!
He makes a break for an exit. A TRAGEDIAN dressed as a KING enters. ROS recoils, breaks for the opposite wing. Two cloaked TRAGEDIANS enter. ROS tries again but another TRAGEDIAN enters, and ROS retires to misstate. The PLAYER claps his hands matter-of-factly. 
PLAYER: Right! We haven't got much time.

GUIL: What are you doing?
PLAYER: Dress rehearsal. Now if you two wouldn't mind just moving back... there... good...
( TO TRAGEDIANS) Everyone ready? And for goodness' sake, remember what we're doing. ( TO ROS and GUIL :) We always use the same costumes more or less, and they forget what they are supposed to be in you see... Stop picking your nose, Alfred. When Queens have to they do it by a cerebral process passed down in the blood... Good.
Silence! Off we go!
PLAYER-KING: Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart
PLAYER jumps up angrily. 
PLAYER: No, no, no! Dumbshow first, your confounded majesty! ( To ROS and GUIL :) They're a bit out of practice, but they always pick up wonderfully for the deaths---it brings out the poetry in them.
GUIL: How nice.
PLAYER: There's nothing more unconvincing than an unconvincing death.
GUIL: I'm sure.
PLAYER claps his hands. 
PLAYER: Act One-moves now.
The mime. Soft music from a recorder. PLAYER - KING and PLAYER - QUEEN 
embrace. She kneels and makes a show protestation to him. He takes her up, declining his head upon her neck. He lies down. She, seeing him asleep, leaves him. 
GUIL: What is the Dumbshow for?
PLAYER: Well, it's a device, really---it makes the action that follows more or less comprehensible; you understand, are tied down to a language which makes up in obscurity what it lacks in style.
The mime (continued) ---enter another. He takes off the SLEEPER's crown, kisses it. 
He has brought in a small bottle of liquid. He pours the poison in the SLEEPER's ear, and lei him. The SLEEPER convulses heroically, dying. 
ROS: Who was that?
PLAYER: The King's brother and uncle to the Prince.
GUIL: Not exactly fraternal
PLAYER: Not exactly avuncular, as time goes on.
The QUEEN returns, makes passionate action, finding the KING dead. The POISONER comes in again, attended by others (the two in cloaks). The POISONER 
seems to console with her. The dead body is carried away. The POISONER woos the QUEEN with gifts. She seems harsh awhile but in the end accepts his love. End of mime, at which point, the wait of a woman in torment and OPHELIA appears, wailing, closely followed by HAMLET in a hysterical state, shouting at her, circling her, both misstate. 

HAMLET: Go to, I'll no more on't; it hath made me mad! She falls on her knees weeping. I say we will have no more marriage! ( His voice drops to include the TRAGEDIANS , who have frozen. ) Those that are married already ( he leans close to the PLAYER -
QUEEN and POISONER , speaking with quiet edge) all but one shall live. ( He smiles briefly at them without mirth, and starts to back out, his parting shot rising again. ) The rest shall keep as they are. ( As he leaves, OPHELIA tottering upstage, he speaks into her ear a quick clipped sentence. ) To a nunnery, go.
He goes out. OPHELIA falls on to her knees upstage, her sobs barely audible. A slight silence. 
PLAYER-KING: Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart
CLAUDIUS enters with POLONIUS and goes over to OPHELIA and lifts her to her feet. The TRAGEDIANS jump back with heads inclined.
CLAUDIUS: Love? His affections do not that way tend, Or what he spake, though it lacked form a little, Was not like madness. There's something In his soul o'er which his melancholy sits on Brood, and I do doubt the hatch and the Disclose will be some danger; which for to Prevent I have in quick determination thus set It down: he shall with speed to England.
Which carries the three of them-- CLAUDIUS , POLONIUS , OPHELIA ---out of sight. 
The PLAYER moves, clapping his hands for attention. 
PLAYER: Gentlemen! ( They look at him. ) It doesn't seem to be coming. We are not getting it at all. ( To GUIL :) What did think?
GUIL: What was I supposed to think?
PLAYER ( To TRAGEDIANS): You're not getting across!
ROS had gone halfway up to OPHELIA ; he returns. 
ROS: That didn't look like love to me.
GUIL: Starting from scratch again...
PLAYER ( to TRAGEDIANS): It was a mess.
ROS ( to GUIL): It going to be chaos on the night
GUIL: Keep back---we're spectators.
PLAYER: Act Two! Positions!
GUIL: Wasn't that the end?
PLAYER: Do you call that an ending?---with practically everyone on his feet? My goodness no--- over your dead body.
GUIL: How am I supposed to take that?
PLAYER: Lying down. ( He laughs briefly and in a second has never laughed in his life. ) There's a design at work in all art surely you know that? Events must play themselves out aesthetic, moral and logical conclusion.

GUIL: And what' that, in this case?
PLAYER: It never varies---we aim at the point where everyone who is marked for death dies.
GUIL: Marked?
PLAYER: Between "just desserts' and "tragic irony" we are given quite a lot of scope for our particular talent. Generally speaking, things have gone about as far as they can possibly go when things have got about as bad as they reasonably get. ( He switches on a smile. )
GUIL: Who decides?
PLAYER ( switching off his smile): Decides? It is written.
He turns away. GUIL grabs him and spins him back violently. 
( Unflustered. ) Now if you're going to be subtle, we'll miss each other in the dark. I'm referring to oral tradition. So to speak.
GUIL releases him. 
We're tragedians, you see. We follow directions---there is no choice involved. The bad end unhappily, the good unluckily. That is what tragedy means. ( Calling. ) Positions!
The TRAGEDIANS have taken up positions for the continuation Of the mime: which in this case means a love scene, sexual and passionate, between the QUEEN and the POISONER -
KING . 
PLAYER: Go!
The lovers begin. The PLAYER contributes a breathless commentary for ROS and GUIL . 
Having murdered his brother and wooed the widow---the poisoner mounts the throne!
Here we see him and his queen give rein to their unbridled passion! She little knowing that the man she holds in her arms---!
ROS: Oh, I say---here---really! You can't do that!
PLAYER: Why not?
ROS: Well, really---I mean, people want to be entertained---they don't come expecting sordid and gratuitous filth.
PLAYER: You're wrong---they do! Murder, seduction and incest ---what do you want---
jokes?
ROS: I want a good story, with a beginning, middle and end.
PLAYER ( to GUIL): And you?
GUIL: I'd prefer art to mirror life, if it's all the same to you.
PLAYER: It's all the same to me, sir. ( To the grappling LOVERS) All right, no need to indulge yourselves. ( They get up. To GUIL :) I come on in a minute. Lucretius, nephew to the king! ( Turns his attention to the TRAGEDIANS) Next!

They disport themselves to accommodate the next piece mime, which consists of the PLAYER himself exhibiting a excitable anguish (choreographed, stylized) leading to an impassioned scene with the QUEEN (cf. "The Closet Scene," Shakespeare Act III, scene iv) and a very stylized reconstruction of a POLONIUS figure being stabbed behind the arras (the murdered KING to stand in for POLONIUS ) while the PLAYER 
himself continues his breathless commentary for the benefit of ROS and GUIL . 
PLAYER: Lucretius, nephew to the king... usurped by his uncle and shattered by his mother's incestuous marriage loses . . his reason... throwing the court into turmoil and disarray as he alternates between bitter melancholy and unrestricted lunacy... staggering from the suicidal ( a pose) to the homicidal ( here he kills " POLONIUS " )... he at last confronts his mother and in a scene of provocative ambiguity---( a somewhat oedipal embrace) begs her to repent and recant. ( He springs up, still talking. ) The King---( he pushes forward the POISONER - KING) tormented by guilt---haunted by fear ---decides to despatch his nephew to England---and entrusts this undertaking to two smiling accomplices---
friends--- two spies
He has swung round to bring together the POISONER - KING and the two cloaked TRAGEDIANS the latter kneel and accept a scroll from the KING . 
---giving them a letter to present to the English court and so they depart---on board ship The two SPIES position themselves on either side of the PLAYER , and the three of them sway gently in unison, the motion of a boat; and then the PLAYER detaches himself. 
---and they arrive
One spy shades his eyes at the horizon. 
-and disembark---and present themselves before the English king---( He wheels round. ) The English king---
An exchange of headgear creates the ENGLISH KING from the remaining player---
that is, the PLAYER who played the original murdered king. 
But where is the Prince? Where indeed? The plot has thickened---a twist of fate and cunning has put into their hands a letter that seals their deaths!
The two SPIES present their letter, the ENGLISH KING reads it and orders their deaths. They stand up as the PLAYER whips off their cloaks preparatory to execution. 
Traitors hoist by their own petard?---or victims of the gods? ---we shall never know!
The whole mime has been fluid and continuous but now ROS moves forward and brings it to a pause. What brings ROS forward is the fact that under their cloaks the two SPIES are wearing coats identical to those worn by ROS and GUIL , whose coats are now covered by their cloaks. ROS approaches "his" spy doubtfully. He does notquite understand why the coats are familiar. ROS stands close, touches the coat,thoughtfully... 
ROS: Well, if it isn't---! No, wait a minute, don't tell me---it's a long time since---where was it? Ah, this is taking me back to---when was it? I know you, don't I? I never forget a face---( he looks into the spy's face)... not that I know yours, that is. For a moment I thought---no, I don't know you, do I? Yes, I'm afraid you're quite wrong. You must have mistaken me for someone else.

GUIL meanwhile has approached the other spy, brow creased in thought. 
PLAYER ( to GUIL): Are you familiar with this play?
GUIL: No.
PLAYER: A slaughterhouse---eight corpses all told. It brings out the best in us.
GUIL ( tense, progressively rattled during the whole mime and commentary): You!---What do you know about death?
PLAYER: It's what the actors do best. They have to exploit whatever talent is given to them, and their talent is dying. They can die heroically, comically, ironically, slowly, suddenly, disgustingly, charmingly, or from a great height. My own talent is more general. I extract significance from melodrama, a significance which it does not in fact contain; but occasionally, from out of this matter, there escapes a thin beam of light that, seen at the right angle, can crack shell of mortality.
ROS: Is that all they can do---die?
PLAYER: No, no---they kill beautifully. In fact some of them Id even better than they die.
The rest die better than they They're a team.
ROS: Which ones are which?
PLAYER: There's not much in it.
GUIL ( tear, derision): Actors! The mechanics of cheap melodrama! That isn't death! ( More quietly. ) You scream and choke and sink to your knees, but it doesn't bring ~ home to anyone---it doesn't catch them unawares and start the whisper in their skulls that says---"One day you are going to die." ( He straightens up. ) You die so many times; how can you expect them to believe in your death?
PLAYER: On the contrary, it's the only kind they do believe. They're conditioned to it. I had an actor once who was condemned to hang for stealing a sheep--- -or a lamb, I forget which---so I got permission to have him hanged in the middle of a play---had to change the plot a bit but I thought it would be effective, you know---and you wouldn't believe it, he just wasn't convincing! It was impossible to suspend one's disbelief---and what with the audience jeering and throwing peanuts, the whole thing was a disaster!---he did nothing but cry all the time---right out of character---just stood there and cried...
Never again.
In good burnout he has already turned back to the mime: the two SPIES awaiting execution at the hands of the PLAYER , who takes his dagger out of his belt. 
Audiences know what to expect, and that is all that they are prepared to believe in. ( To the SPIES:) Show!
The SPIES die at some length, rather well. The light has begun to go, and it fades as they die, and as GUIL speaks. 
GUIL: No, no, no... you've got it all wrong... you can't act death. The fact of it is nothing to do with seeing it happen ---it's not gasps and blood and falling about---that isn't what makes it death. It's just a man failing to reappear, that's all ---now you see him, now you don't, that the only thing that's real: here one minute and gone the next and never coming back---an exit, unobtrusive and unannounced, a disappearance gathering weight as it goes on, until, finally, it is heavy with death.
The two SPIES lie still, barely visible. The PLAYER Comes forward and throws the SPIES' cloaks over their bodies. ROS starts to clap, slowly. BLACKOUT. A second of silence, then much noise. Shouts . "The King rises!-... "Give o'er the play!" and cries for "Lights lights, lightsl" When the light comes, after a few seconds, it comes asunrise. The stage is empty save for two cloaked figures sprawl, the ground in theapproximate positions last held by the dead SPIES. As the light grows, they are seen tobe ROS and GUIL and to be resting quite comfortably. ROS raises himself elbows andshades his eyes as he stares into the audience. Finally: 
ROS: That must be cast, then. I think we can assume that
GUIL: I'm assuming nothing.
ROS: No, it's all right. That the sun. East.
GUIL ( looks up): Where?
ROS: I watched it come up.
GUIL: No... it was light all the time, you see, and you a your eyes very, very slowly. If you'd been facing back there you'd be swearing that was east.
ROS ( standing up): You're a mass of prejudice.
GUIL: I've been taken in before.
ROS ( looks out over the audience): Rings a bell.
GUIL: They're waiting to see what were going to do.
ROS: Good old east
GUIL: As soon as we make a move they'll come pouring every side, shouting obscure instructions, confusing ridiculous remarks, messing us about from here to breakfast and getting our names wrong.
ROS starts to protest but he has hardly opened his mouth before: 
CLAUDIUS ( off stage-with urgency): Ho, Guildenstern!
GUIL is still prone. Small pause. 
ROS AND GUIL: You're wanted…
GUIL furiously leaps to his feet as CLAUDIUS and GERTRUDE enter. They are in some desperation. 
CLAUDIUS: Friends both, go join you with some further aid: Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, and from his mother's closet hath he dragged him. Go seek him out; speak fair and bring the body into the chapel. I pray you haste in this. ( As he and GERTRUDE are hurrying out. ) Come Gertrude, well call up our wisest friends and lot them know both what we mean to do...
They've gone. ROS and GUIL remain quite still. 

GUIL: Well...
ROS: Quite.
GUIL: Well, then.
ROS: Quite, quite. ( Nods with spurious confidence. ) Seek him out. ( Pause. ) Etcetera.
GUIL: Quite.
ROS: Well. ( Small pause. ) Well, that's a step in the right direction.
GUIL: You didn't like him?
ROS: Who?
GUIL: Good God, I hope more tears are shed for us!
ROS: Well, it's progress, isn't it? Something positive. Seek him out. ( Looks round without moving his feet. ) Where does one begin... ? ( Takes one step towards the wings and halts. )
GUIL: Well, that's a step in the right direction.
ROS: You think so? He could be anywhere.
GUIL: All right-you go that way, I'll go this way.
ROS: Right.
They walk towards opposite wings. ROS halts. 
N o.
GUIL halts. 
You go this way---I'll go that way.
GUIL: All right.
They march towards each other, cross. ROS halts. 
ROS: Wait a minute.
GUIL halts. 
I think we should stick together. He might be violent.
GUIL: Good point. I'll come with you.
GUIL marches across to ROS . They turn to leave. ROS halts. 
ROS: No, I’ll come with you.
GUIL: Right.
They turn, march across to the opposite wing. ROS halls. GUIL halts. 

ROS: I'll come with you, my way.
GUIL: All right.
They turn again and march across. ROS halts. GUIL halts. 
ROS: I've just thought. If we both go, he could come here. That would be stupid, wouldn't it?
GUIL: All right---I'll stay, you go.
ROS: Right.
GUIL marches to midstage. 
I say.
GUIL wheels and carries on marching back towards ROS , who starts marching downstage. They cross. ROS halts. 
I've just thought.
GUIL halts. 
We ought to stick together; he might be violent.
GUIL: Good point.
GUIL marches down to join ROS . They stand still for a moment in their original positions. 
Well, at last we're getting somewhere.
Pause. 
Of course, he might not come.
ROS ( airily): Oh, he'll come.
GUIL: We'd have some explaining to do.
ROS: He'll come. ( Airily wanders upstage. ) Don't worry-take my word for it-( Looks out-is appalled. ) He's coming!
GUIL: What's he doing?
ROS: Walking.
GUIL: Alone?
ROS: No.
GUIL: Not walking?
ROS: No.
GUIL: Who's with him?

ROS: The old man.
GUIL: Walking?
ROS: No.
GUIL: Ah. That's an opening if ever there was one. ( And is suddenly galvanized into action. ) Let him walk into the trap!
ROS: What trap?
GUIL: You stand there! Don't let him pass!
He positions ROS with his back to one wing, facing HAMLET 's entrance. GUIL 
positions himself next to ROS , a few feet away they are covering one side of the stage, facing the opposite side. GUIL unfastens his belt. ROS does the same. They join the two belts, and hold them taut between them. it trousers slide slowly down. HAMLET 
enters opposite, slowly, dragging POLONIUS 's body. He enters upstage, makes a small arc and leaves by side, a few feet downstage. ROS and GUIL , holding the belts taut, stare at him in some bewilderment. HAMLET leaves, dragging the body. They relax the the belts. 
ROS: That was close.
GUIL: There's a limit to what two people can do.
They undo the belts. ROS pulls up his trousers. 
ROS ( worriedly --he walks a few paces towards HAMLET): was dead.
GUIL: Of course he's dead!
ROS ( turns to GUIL): Properly.
GUIL: ( angrily): Death's death, isn't it?
ROS falls silent. Pause. 
Perhaps hell come back this way.
ROS starts to take off his belt. 
No, no, no!-if we can't learn by experience, what else have we got?
ROS desists. Pause. 
ROS: Give him a shout.
GUIL: I thought we'd been into all that.
ROS ( shouts): Hamlet!
GUIL: Don't be absurd.
ROS ( shouts): Lord Hamlet!

HAMLET enters. ROS is a little dismayed. 
What have you done, my lord, with the dead body?
HAMLET: Compounded it with dust, whereto is kin.
ROS: Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence and bear it to the chapel.
HAMLET: Do not believe it.
ROS: Believe what?
HAMLET: That I can keep your counsel and not mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge, what replication should be made by the son of a king?
ROS: Take you me for a sponge, my lord?
HAMLET: Ay, sir, that soaks up the King's countenance, his rewards, his authorities. But such officers do the King best service in the end. He keeps them, like an ape, in the comer of his jaw, first mouthed, to be last swallowed. When he needs what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you and, sponge, you shall be dry again.
ROS: I understand you not, my lord.
HAMLET: I am glad of it: a knavish speech sleeps in a foolish car.
ROS: My lord, you must tell us where the body is and go with us to the King.
HAMLET: The body is with the King, but the King is not with the body. The King is a thing GUIL: A thing, my lord-?
HAMLET: Of nothing. Bring me to him.
HAMLET moves resolutely towards one wing. They move with him, shepherding. Just before they reach the exit, HAMLET , apparently seeing CLAUDIUS approaching from off stage, bends low in a sweeping bow. ROS and GUIL , cued by Hamlet, also bow deeply--a sweeping ceremonial bow with their cloaks swept round them. 
HAMLET , however, continues the movement into an about-turn and walks off in the opposite direction. ROS and GUIL , with their heads low, do not notice. No one comes on. ROS and GUIL squint upwards and find that they are bowing to nothing. 
CLAUDIUS enters behind them. At first word they leap up and do a double-take. 
CLAUDIUS: How now? What hath befallen?
ROS: Where the body is bestowed, my lord, we cannot get from him.
CLAUDIUS: But where is he?
ROS ( fractional hesitation): Without, my lord; guarded to know your pleasure.
CLAUDIUS ( moves): Bring him before us.
This hits ROS between the eyes but only his eyes show it. Again his hesitation is fractional. And then with great deliberation he turns to GUIL . 
ROS: Ho! Bring in the lord.

Again there is a fractional moment In which ROS is smug, GUIL is trapped and betrayed. GUIL opens his mouth and closes it. The situation is saved. HAMLET , escorted, is marched in just as CLAUDIUS leaves. HAMLET and his ESCORT Cross the stage and go out, following CLAUDIUS . Lighting changes to Exterior. 
ROS ( moves to go): All right, then?
GUIL ( does not move; thoughtfully): And yet it doesn't seem enough; to have breathed such significance. Can that be all? And why us?-anybody would have done. And we have contributed nothing.
ROS: It was a trying episode while it lasted, but they've done with us now.
GUIL: Done what?
ROS: I don't pretend to have understood. Frankly, I'm not very interested. If they won't tell us, that's their affair. ( He wanders upstage towards the exit. ) For my part, I'm only glad that that's the last we've seen of him-( And he glances off stage and turns front, his face betraying the fact that )
ROS: Talking.
GUIL: To himself?
ROS Makes to go, GUIL Cuts him off. 
Is he alone?
ROS: NO, he's with a soldier.
GUIL: Then he's not talking to himself, is he?
ROS: Not by himself Should we go?
GUIL: Where?
ROS: Anywhere.
GUIL: Why?
ROS puts up his head listening. 
ROS: There it is again. ( In anguish. ) All I ask is a change ground!
GUIL: ( coda): Give us this day our daily round...
HAMLET enters behind them, talking with a soldier in arms. ROS and GUIL don't look round. 
ROS: They'll have us hanging about till we're dead. At least. And the weather will change.
( Looks up. ) The spring can't last for ever.
HAMLET: Good sir, whose powers are these?
SOLDIER: They are of Norway, sir.

HAMLET: How purposed, sir, I pray you?
SOLDIER: Against some part of Poland
HAMLET: Who commands them, sir?
SOLDIER: The nephew to old Norway! Fortinbras.
ROS: We'll be cold. The summer won't last.
GUIL: It's autumnal.
ROS ( examining the ground): No leaves.
GUIL: Autumnal-nothing to do with leaves. It is to do with a certain brownness at the edges of the day... Brown is creeping up on us, take my word for it... Russets and tangerine shades of old gold flushing the very outside edge of the senses... deep shining ochres, burnt umber and parchments of baked earth-reflecting on itself and through itself, filtering the light. At such times, perhaps, coincidentally, the leaves might fall, somewhere, by repute. Yesterday was blue, like smoke.
ROS ( head up, listening): I got it again then.
They listen-faintest sound of TRAGEDIANS ' band. 
HAMLET: I humbly thank you, sir.
SOLDIER: God by you, sir. ( Exit. )
ROS gets up quickly and goes to HAMLET . 
ROS: Will it please you go, my lord?
HAMLET: I'll be with you straight. Go you a little before.
HAMLET turns to face upstage. ROS returns down. GUIL faces front, doesn't turn. 
GUIL: Is he there?
ROS: Yes.
GUIL: What's he doing?
ROS looks over his shoulder. 
ROS: Talking.
GUIL: To himself?
ROS: Yes.
Pause. ROS makes to leave. 
ROS: He said we can go. Cross my heart.
GUIL: I like to know where I am. Even if I don't know am, I like to know that. If we go there's no knowing.

ROS: No knowing what?
GUIL: If well ever come back.
ROS: We don't want to come back.
GUIL: That may very well be true, but do we want to go?
ROS: Well be free.
GUIL: I don't know. It's the same sky.
ROS: We've come this far.
He moves towards exit. GUIL follows him. 
And besides, anything could happen yet.
They go. 
BLACKOUT
ACT THREE
Opens in pitch darkness. Soft sea sounds. 
After several seconds of nothing, a voice from the dark... 
GUIL: Are you there?
ROS: Where?
GUIL ( bitterly): A flying start...
Pause. 
ROS: Is that you?
GUIL: Yes.
ROS: How do you know?
GUIL ( explosion): Oh-for-Gods-sake!
ROS: We're not finished, then?
GUIL: Well, we're here, aren't we?
ROS: Are we? I can't see a thing.
GUIL: You can still think, can't you?
ROS: I think so.

GUIL: You can still talk.
ROS: What should I say?
GUIL: Don't bother. You can feel, can't you?
ROS: Ah! There's life in me yet!
GUIL: What are you feeling?
ROS: A leg. Yes, it feels like my leg.
GUIL: How does it feel?
ROS: Dead.
GUIL: Dead?
ROS ( panic): I can't feel a thing!
GUIL: Give it a pinch! ( Immediately he yelps. )
ROS: Sorry.
GUIL: Well, that's cleared that up.
Longer pause.- the sound builds a little and identifies itself---the sea. Ship timbers, wind in the rigging, and then shouts of sailors calling obscure but inescapably nautical instructions from all directions, far and near. A short list. Hard a larboard! Let go the stays! Reef down me heartiest Is that you, coxn? Hel-Ilo! Is that you? Hard a port! 
Easy as she goes! Keep her steady on the lee! Haul away, lads! (Snatches of sea shanty maybe.) Fly the jib! Topail up, me maties! When the point has been well made and more so. 
ROS: We're on a boat. ( Pause. ) Dark, isn't it?
GUIL: Not for night.
ROS: No, not for night.
GUIL: Dark for day.
Pause. 
ROS: Oh yes, it's dark for day.
GUIL: We must have gone north, of course.
ROS: Off course?
GUIL: Land of the midnight sun, that is.
ROS: Of course.
Some sailor sounds. A lantern is lit upstage--in fact by HAMLET . The stage lightens disproportionately Enough to see: ROS and GUIL sitting downstage. Vague shapes of rigging, etc., behind. 
I think it's getting light.
GUIL: Not for night.
ROS: This far north.
GUIL: Unless we're off course.
ROS ( small pause): Of course. A better light--Lantern? Moon?... Light. Revealing, among other things, three large man-sized cc on deck, upended, with lids. Spaced but in line.
Behind an above--a gaudy striped umbrella, on a pole stuck into the deck, tilted so that we do not see behind it--one of those huge six-foot-diameter jobs. Still dim upstage.
ROS and GUIL still facing front.
ROS: Yes, it's lighter than it was. It'll be night soon. This far north. ( Dolefully. ) I suppose we'll have to go to sleep. ( He yawns and stretches. )
GUIL: Tired?
ROS: No... I don't think I'd take to it. Sleep all night, can't see a thing all day... Those eskimos must have a quiet life.
GUIL: Where?
ROS: What?
GUIL: I thought you- ( Relapses. ) I've lost all capacity for disbelief. I'm not sure that I could even rise to a little gentle scepticism.
Pause. 
ROS: Well, shall we stretch our legs?
GUIL: I don't feel like stretching my legs.
ROS: I'll stretch them for you, if you like.
GUIL: No.
ROS: We could stretch each other That way we wouldn't have to go anywhere.
GUIL ( pause): No, somebody might come in.
ROS: In where?
GUIL: Out here.
ROS: In out here?
GUIL: On deck.
ROS considers the floor slaps it.
ROS: Nice bit of planking, that.

GUIL: Yes, I'm very fond of boats myself. I like the way they're --contained. You don't have to worry about which way to go, or whether to go at all-the question doesn't arise, because you're on a boat, aren't you? Boats are safe areas in the game of tag... the players will hold their positions until the music starts... I think I'll spend most on boats.
ROS: Very healthy.
ROS inhales with expectation, exhales with boredom stands up and looks over the audience. 
GUIL: One is free on a boat. For a time. Relatively.
ROS: What it like?
GUIL: Rough.
ROS joins him. They look out over the audience. 
ROS: I think I'm going to be sick.
GUIL licks a finger, holds it up experimentally. 
GUIL: Other side, I think.
ROS goes upstage: Ideally a sort of upper deck joined to the downstage lower deck by short steps. The umbrella being on the upper deck. ROS pauses by the umbrella an behind it. GUIL meanwhile has been resuming his -looking out over the audience Free to move, speak, extemporise, and yet. 
We have cut loose. Our truancy is defined by one fixed our drift represents merely a slight change of angle to it: we may seize the moment, toss it around while I pass, a short dash here, an exploration there, but we are brought round full circle to face again the single fact-that we, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern bearing a letter from one king to another, are taking Hamlet.
By which time, ROS has returned, tiptoeing with teeth clenched for secrecy, gets to GUIL , points surreptitiously behind him-and a tight whisper. 
ROS: I say-he's there!
GUIL ( unsurprised): What's he doing?
ROS: Sleeping.
GUIL: Its all right for him.
ROS: What is?
GUIL: He can sleep.
ROS: It's all right for him.
GUIL: He's got us now.
ROS: He can sleep.
GUIL: It's all done for him.

ROS: He's got us.
GUIL: And weve got nothing. ( A cry. ) All I ask is our common due!
ROS: For those in peril on the sea...
GUIL: Give us this day our daily cue.
Beat, pause. 
Sit.
Long pause. 
ROS ( after shifting, looking around): What now?
GUIL: What do you mean?
ROS: Well, nothing is happening.
GUIL: We're on a boat.
ROS: I'm aware of that.
GUIL ( angrily): Then what do you expect? ( Unhappily. ) We act on scraps of information...
sifting half-remembered directions that we can hardly separate from instinct.
ROS puts a hand into his purse, then both hands behind his back, then holds his fists out. GUIL taps one fist. ROS opens it to show a coin. He gives it to GUIL . He puts his hand back into his purse. Then both hands behind his back, then holds his fists out. 
GUIL taps one. ROS opens it to show a coin. He gives it to GUIL Repeat. Repeat. 
GUIL getting tense. Desperate to lose. Repeat. GUIL taps a hand, changes his mind, taps the other, and ROS inadvertently reveals that he has a coin in both fists. 
GUIL: You had money in both hands.
ROS ( embarrassed): Yes.
GUIL: Every time?
ROS: Yes.
GUIL: What's the point of that?
ROS ( pathetic): I wanted to make you happy.
Beat.
GUIL: How much did he give you?
ROS: Who?
GUIL: The King. He gave us some money.
ROS: How much did he give you?

GUIL: I asked you first.
ROS: I got the same as you.
GUIL: He wouldn't discriminate between us.
ROS: How much did you get?
GUIL: The Same.
ROS: How do you know?
GUIL: You just told me-how do you know?
ROS: He wouldn't discriminate between us.
GUIL: Even if he could.
ROS: Which he never could.
GUIL: He couldn't even be sure of mixing us up.
ROS: Without mixing us up.
GUIL ( turning on him furiously): Why don't you say something original! No wonder the whole thing is so stagnant! You don't take me up on anything-you just repeat it in a different order.
ROS: I can't think of anything original. I'm only good in support.
GUIL: I'm sick of making the running.
ROS ( humbly): It must be your dominant personality. ( Almost in tears. ) Oh, what's going to become of us!
And GUIL comforts him, all harshness gone. 
GUIL: Don't cry... it's all right... there... there, I'll see we're all right.
ROS: But we've got nothing to go on, we're out on our own.
GUIL: We're on our way to England-we're taking Hamlet there.
ROS: What for?
GUIL: What for? Where have you been?
ROS: When? ( Pause. ) We won't know what to do when we get there.
GUIL: We take him to the King.
ROS: Will he be there?
GUIL: No---the king of England.
ROS: He's expecting us?

GUIL: No.
ROS: He wont know what we're playing at. What are we going to say?
GUIL: We've got a letter. You remember the letter.
ROS: Do I?
GUIL: Everything is explained in the letter. We count on that.
ROS: Is that it, then?
GUIL: What?
ROS: We take Hamlet to the English king, we hand over the letter-what then?
GUIL: There may be something in the letter to keep us going a bit.
ROS: And if not?
GUIL: Then that's it-we're finished.
ROS: At a loose end?
GUIL: Yes.
Pause. 
ROS: Are there likely to be loose ends? ( Pause. ) Who is the English king?
GUIL: That depends on when we get there.
ROS: What do you think it says?
GUIL: Oh... greetings. Expressions of loyalty. Asking of favours calling in of debts. Obscure promises balanced by vague threats... Diplomacy. Regards to the family.
ROS: And about Hamlet?
GUIL: Oh yes.
ROS: And us-the full background?
GUIL: I should say so.
Pause. 
ROS: So we've got a letter which explains everything.
GUIL: You've got it.
ROS takes that literally. He starts to pat his pockets, etc. 
What's the matter?
ROS: The letter.

GUIL: Have you got it?
ROS ( rising fear): Have I? ( Searches frantically. ) Where would I have put it?
GUIL: You can't have lost it.
ROS: I must have!
GUIL: That's odd-I thought he gave it to me.
ROS looks at him hopefully. 
ROS: Perhaps he did.
GUIL: But you seemed so sure it was you who hadn't got it.
ROS ( high): It was me who hadn't got it!
GUIL: But if he gave it to me there no reason why you should have had it in the first place, in which case I don't see what all the fuss is about you not having it.
ROS ( pause): I admit its confusing.
GUIL: This Is all getting rather undisciplined... The boat, the night, the sense of isolation and uncertainty... all these induce a loosening of the concentration. We must not lose control. Tighten up. Now. Either you have lost the letter or you didn't have It to lose in the first place, in which case the King never gave it to you, in which case he gave it to me, in which case I would have put it into my inside top pocket, in which case ( calmly producing the letter)... it will be... hem. ( They smile at each other. ) We mustn't drop off like that again.
Pause. ROS takes the letter gently from him. 
ROS: Now that we have found it, why were we looking for it?
GUIL ( thinks): We thought it was lost.
ROS: Something else?
GUIL: No.
Deflation. 
ROS: Now we've lost the tension.
GUIL: What tension?
ROS: What was the last thing I said before we wandered off?
GUIL: When was that?
ROS ( helplessly): I can't remember.
GUIL ( leaping up): What a shambles! We're just not getting anywhere.
ROS ( mournfully): Not even England. I don't believe in it anyway.

GUIL: What?
ROS: England.
GUIL: Just a conspiracy of cartographers, you mean?
ROS: I mean I don't believe it! ( Calmer. ) I have no image. I try to picture us arriving, a little harbour perhaps... roads inhabitants to point the way... horses on the road... riding for a day or a fortnight and then a palace and the English king... That would be the logical kind of thing... But my mind remains a blank. No. We're slipping off the map.
GUIL: Yes... yes... ( Rallying. ) But you don't believe anything till it happens. And it has all happened. Hasn't it?
ROS: We drift down time, clutching at straws. But what good's a brick to a drowning man?
GUIL: Don't give up, we can't be long now.
ROS: We might as well be dead. Do you think death could possibly be a boat?
GUIL: No, no, no . . - Death is . - - not. Death isn't. You take my meaning. Death is the ultimate negative. Not-being. You can't not-be on a boat.
ROS: I've frequently not been on boats.
GUIL: No, no, no-what you've been is not on boats.
ROS: I wish I was dead. ( Considers the drop. ) I could jump over the side. That would put a spoke in their wheel.
GUIL: Unless they're counting on it.
ROS: I shall remain on board. That'll put a spoke in their wheel. ( The futility of it, fury. ) All right! We don't question, we don't doubt. We perform. But a line must be drawn somewhere, and I would like to put it on record that I have no confidence in England.
Thank you. ( Thinks about this. ) And even if it's true, it'll just be another shambles.
GUIL: I don't see why.
ROS ( furious): He won't know what we're talking about.-What are we going to say?
GUIL: We say-Your majesty, we have arrived!
ROS ( kingly): And who are you?
GUIL: We are Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
ROS ( barks): Never heard of you!
GUIL: Well, we're nobody special
ROS ( regal and nasty): What's your game?
GUIL: We've got our instructions
ROS: First I've heard of it

GUIL ( angry): Let me finish- ( Humble. ) We've come from Denmark.
ROS: What do you want?
GUIL: Nothing-we're delivering Hamlet
ROS: Who's he?
GUIL ( irritated): You've heard of him
ROS: Oh, I've heard of him all right and I want nothing to do with it.
GUIL: But …
ROS: You march in here without so much as a by-your-leave and expect me to take in every lunatic you try to pass off with a lot of unsubstantiated …
GUIL: We've got a letter …
ROS snatches it and tears it open. 
ROS ( efficiently): I see... I see... well, this seems to support your story such as it is---it is an exact command from the king of Denmark, for several different reasons, importing Denmark's health and England's too, that on the reading of this letter, without delay, I should have Hamlet's head cut off---!
GUIL snatches the letter. ROS , double-taking, snatches it back. GUIL snatches it half back. They read it together, and separate. Pause. They are well downstage looking front. 
ROS: The sun's going down. It will be dark soon.
GUIL: Do you think so?
ROS: I was just making conversation. ( Pause. ) We're his friends.
GUIL: How do you know?
ROS: From our young days brought up with him.
GUIL: You've only got their word for it.
ROS: But that's what we depend on.
GUIL: Well, yes, and then again no. ( Airily. ) Let us keep things in proportion. Assume, if you like, that they're going to kill him. Well, he is a man, he is mortal, death comes to us all, etcetera, and consequently he would have died anyway, sooner or later. Or to look at it from the social point of view-he's just one man among many, the loss would be well within reason and convenience. And then again, what is so terrible about death? As Socrates so philosophically put it, since we don't know what death is, it is illogical to fear it. It might be... very nice. Certainly it is a release from the burden of life, and, for the godly, a haven and a reward. Or to look at it another way-we are little men, we don't know the ins and outs of the matter, there are wheels within wheels, etcetera-it would be presumptuous of us to interfere with the designs of fate or even of kings. All in all, I think we'd be well advised to leave well alone. Tie up the letter-there-neatly-like that.-
They won't notice the broken seal, assuming you were in character.

ROS: But what's the point?
GUIL: Don't apply logic.
ROS: He's done nothing to us.
GUIL: Or justice.
ROS: It's awful.
GUIL: But it could have been worse. I was beginning to think was. ( And his relief comes out in a laugh. )
Behind them HAMLET appears from behind the umbrella. light has been going. 
Slightly. HAMLET is going to the lantern. 
ROS: The position as I see it, then. We, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, from our young days brought up with him awakened by a man standing on his saddle, are summoned, and arrive, and are instructed to glean what afflicts him draw him on to pleasures, such as a play, which unfortunately, as it turns out, is abandoned in some confusion owing to certain nuances outside our appreciation -which, among other causes, results in, among other effects, a high, not to say, homicidal, excitement in Hamlet, whom we, in consequence, are escorting, for his own good, to England. Good. We're on top of it now.
HAMLET blows out the lantern. The stage goes pitch black. The black resolves itself to moonlight, by which HAMLET approaches the sleeping ROS and GUIL . He extracts the letter and takes it behind his umbrella; the light of his lantern shines through the fabric, HAMLET emerges again with a letter, an and replaces it, andretires, blowing out his lantern. Morning comes. ROS watches it coming-from. theauditorium. Behind him gay sight. Beneath the re-tilted umbrella, reclining in a deck-chair, wrapped in a rug, reading a book, possibly smoking, sits HAMLET . ROS 
watches the morning come, and brighten to high noon. 
ROS: I'm assuming nothing. ( He stands up. GUIL wakes. ) The position as I see it, then. That's west unless we're off course, in which case it's night; the King gave me the same as you, the King gave you the same as me; the King never gave me the letter, the King gave you the letter, we don't know what's in the letter; we take Hamlet to the English king, it depending on when we get there who he is, and we hand over the letter, which may or may not have something in to keep us going, and if not, we are finished and at a loose end, if they have loose ends. We could have done worse. I don't think we missed any chances... Not that we're getting much help. ( He sits down again. They lie downprone. ) If we stopped breathing we'd vanish.
The muffled sound of a recorder. They sit up with disproportionate interest. 
GUIL: Here we go.
ROS: Yes, but what?
They listen to the music. 
GUIL ( excitedly): Out of the void, finally, a sound; while on a boat ( admittedly) outside the action ( admittedly) the perfect and absolute silence of the wet lazy slap of water against water and the rolling creak of timber-breaks; giving rise at once to the speculation or the assumption or the hope that something is about to happen; a pipe is heard. One of the sailors has pursed his lips against a woodwind, his fingers and thumb governing, shall we say, the ventages, whereupon, giving it breath, let us say, with his mouth, it, the pipe, discourses, as the saying goes, most eloquent music. A thing like that, it could change the course of events. ( Pause. ) Go and see what it is.
ROS: It's someone playing on a pipe.
GUIL: Go and find him.
ROS: And then what?
GUIL: I don't know-request a tune.
ROS: What for?
GUIL: Quick-before we lose our momentum.
ROS: Why!---something is happening. It had quite escaped my attention! No listens: Makes a stab at an exit. Listens more carefully: Changes direction.
GUIL takes no notice. ROS wanders about trying to decide where the music comes from. Finally he tracks it down-unwillingly--to the middle barrel. There is no getting away from it. He turns to GUIL who takes no notice. ROS , during this whole business, never quite breaks into articulate speech. His face and his hands indicate hisincredulity. He stands gazing at the middle barrel. The pipe plays on within. He kicksthe barrel. The pipe stops. He leaps back towards GUIL . The pipe starts up again. Heapproaches the barrel cautiously. He lifts the The music is louder. He slams down thelid. The music is softer. He goes back towards GUIL . But a drum starts, muffled. Hefreezes. He turns. Considers the left-hand barrel. The drumming goes on within, intime to the flute. He walks towards GUIL . He opens his mouth to speak. Doesn't makeit. A lute is heard. He spins round at the third barrel. More instruments join in. Until itis quite inescapable that inside the three barrels, distributed, playing together afamiliar tune which has been heard three times before, are the TRAGEDIANS . Theyplay on. ROS sits beside GUIL . They stare ahead. The tune comes to an end. Pause. 
ROS: I thought I heard a band. ( In anguish. ) plausibility is all I presume!
GUIL ( coda): Call us this day our daily tune…
The lid of the middle barrel flies open and the PLAYER 'S head pops out. 
PLAYER: Ahal All in the same boat, then! ( He climbs out. He goes round banging on the barrels. ) Everybody out!
Impossibly, the TRAGEDIANS climb out of the barrels. With their instruments, but not their cart. A few bundles. Except ALFRED . The PLAYER is cheerful. 
( TO ROS :) Where are we?
ROS: Travelling.
PLAYER: Of course, We haven't got there yet.
ROS: Are we all right for England?
PLAYER: You look all right to me. I don't think they're very particular in England. Al-l-fred!

ALFRED emerges from the PLAYERS barrel. 
GUIL: What are you doing here?
PLAYER: Travelling.
( TO TRAGEDIANS :) Right-blend into the background!
The TRAGEDIANS are in costume (from the mime): A King with crown, ALFRED as Queen, Poisoner and the two cloaked figures. They blend. 
( TO GUIL :) Pleased to see us? ( Pause. ) You've come out of it very well, so far.
GUIL: And you?
PLAYER: In disfavour. Our play offended the King.
GUIL: Yes.
PLAYER: Well, he's a second husband himself. Tactless, really.
ROS: It was quite a good play nevertheless.
PLAYER: We never really got going-it was getting quite interesting when they stopped It.
Looks up at HAMLET 
That's the way to travel...
GUIL: What were you doing In there?
PLAYER: Hiding, ( indicating costumes. ) We had to run for it just as we were.
ROS: Stowaways.
PLAYER: Naturally-we didn't get paid, owing to circumstances ever so slightly beyond our control, and all the money we had we lost betting on certainties. Life is a gamble, at terrible odds-if it was a bet you wouldn't take it. Did you know that any number doubled is even?
ROS: Is It?
PLAYER: We learn something every day, to our cost. But we troupers just go on and on. Do you know what happens to old actors?
ROS: What?
PLAYER: Nothing. They're still acting. Surprised, then?
GUIL: What?
PLAYER: Surprised to see us?
GUIL: I knew it wasn't the end.
PLAYER: With practically everyone on his feet. What do you make of it, so far?

GUIL: We haven't got much to go on.
PLAYER: You speak to him?
ROS: It's possible.
GUIL: But it wouldn't make any difference.
ROS: But it's possible.
GUIL: Pointless.
ROS: It's allowed.
GUIL: Allowed, yes. We are not restricted. No boundaries have been defined, no inhibitions imposed We have, for the while, secured, or blundered into, our release, for the while.
Spontaneity and whim are the order of the day. Other wheels are turning but they are not our concern. We can breathe. We can relax. We can do what we like and say what we like to whomever we like an say what we like to whomever we like, without restriciton.
ROS: Within limits, of course
GUIL: Certainly within limits.
HAMLET comes down to footlights and regards the audience. The others watch but don't speak. HAMLET clears his throat noisily and spits into the audience. A split second later he claps his hand to his eye and wipes himself. He goes back upstage. 
ROS: A compulsion towards philosophical introspection is his chief characteristic, if I may put it like that. It does not mean he is mad. It does not mean he isn't. Very often, it does not mean anything at all. Which May Or may not be a kind of madness.
GUIL: It really boils down to symptoms. Pregnant replies, mystic allusions, mistaken identities, arguing his father is 116 his mother, that sort of thing; intimations of suicide, forgoing of exercise, loss of mirth, hints of claustrophobia not to say delusions of imprisonment; invocations of camels, chameleons, capons, whales, weasels, hawks, handsaws--riddles, quibbles and evasions; amnesia, paranoia, myopia; day-dreaming, hallucinations; stabbing his elders, abusing his parents, insulting his lover, and appearing hatless In public--knock-kneed droop- stockinged and sighing like a love-sick schoolboy, which at his age is coming on a bit strong.
ROS: And talking to himself.
ROS and GUIL move apart together. 
Well, where has that got US?
ROS: He's the Player.
GUIL: His play offended the King---
ROS:--offended the King
GUIL: -Who orders his arrest
ROS: --orders his arrest

GUIL: --so he escapes to England
ROS: On the boat to which he meets
GUIL: Guildenstern and Rosencrantz taking Hamlet---
ROS: -who also offended the King ---
GUIL: -and killed Polonius
ROS: --offended the King in a variety of ways---
GUIL: --to England. ( Pause. ) That seems to be it.
ROS jumps up.
ROS: Incidents! All we get is incidents! Dear God, is it too much to expect a little sustained action?
And on the word, the PIRATES attack. That is to say. Noise and shouts and rushing about. "Pirates."' Everyone visible goes frantic. HAMLET draws his sword and rushes downstage. GUIL , ROS and PLAYER draw Swords and rush upstage. Collision. 
HAMLET turns back up. They turn back down. Collision. By which time there is general panic right upstage. All four charge upstage with ROS , GUIL and PLAYER ( shouting): At last! To arms! Pirates! Up there! Down there! To my sword's length!
Action! All four reach the top, see something they don't like, waver, run for their lives!
downstage: HAMLET , in the lead, leaps into the left barrel. PLAYER leaps into the right barrel. ROS and GUIL leap into the middle barrel. All closing the lids after them. The lights dim to nothing while the sound of fighting continues. The sound fades to nothing. The lights come up. The middle barrel ( ROS 's and GUIL 'S) is Missing. Thelid of the right-hand barrel is raised cautiously, the heads Of ROS and GUIL appear. 
The lid of the other barrel ( HAMLET 'S) is raised. The head of the PLAYER appears. 
All catch sight of each other and slam down lids. Pause. Lids raised cautiously. 
ROS ( relief): They've gone. ( He starts to climb out. ) That was close. I've never thought quicker.
They are all three out of barrels. GUIL is wary and nervous. ROS is light-headed. The PLAYER is phlegmatic. They note the missing barrel. ROS looks round. 
ROS: Where's----?
PLAYER takes off his hat in mourning. 
PLAYER: Once more, alone--on our own resources.
GUIL ( worried): What do you mean? Where is he?
PLAYER: Gone.
GUIL: Gone where?
PLAYER: Yes, we were dead lucky there. If that's the word I'm after.

ROS: ( not a pick up): Dead?
PLAYER: Lucky.
ROS ( he means): Is he dead?
PLAYER: Who knows?
GUIL ( rattled): He's not coming back?
PLAYER: Hardly.
ROS: He's dead then. He's dead as far as we're concerned.
PLAYER: Or we are as far as he is. ( He goes and sits on the floor to one side. ) Not too bad, is it?
GUIL ( rattled): But he can't-we're supposed to be-weve got a letter-we're going to England with a letter for the King
PLAYER: Yes, that much seems certain. I congratulate you on the unambiguity of your situation.
GUIL: But you don't understand-it contains-we've had our instructions-the whole thing's pointless without him.
PLAYER: Pirates could happen to anyone. Just deliver the letter. They'll send ambassadors from England to explain...
GUIL ( worked up): Can't you see-the pirates left us home and high--dry and home-drome--
( Furiously. ) The pirates left us high and dry!
PLAYER ( comforting): There...
GUIL ( near tears): Nothing will be resolved without him...
PLAYER: There...
GUIL: We need Hamlet for our release!
PLAYER: There!
GUIL: What are we supposed to do?
PLAYER: This.
He turns away, lies down if he likes. ROS and GUIL apart. 
ROS: Saved again.
GUIL: Saved for what?
ROS sighs. 
ROS: The sun's going down. ( Pause. ) It’ll be night soon. ( Pause. ) If that's west. ( Pause. ) Unless we've----

GUIL ( shouts): Shut up! I'm sick of it! Do you think conversation is going to help us now?
ROS ( hurt, desperately ingratiating): I-I bet you all the money I've got the year of my birth doubled is an odd number.
GUIL ( moan): No-o.
ROS: Your birth!
GUIL Smashes him down. 
GUIL ( broken): We've travelled too far, and our momentum taken over; we move idly towards eternity without possibility of reprieve or hope of explanation.
ROS: Be happy-if you're not even happy whats so good about surviving? ( He picks himself up. ) We'll be all right. I suppose we just go on.
GUIL: Go where?
ROS: To England.
GUIL: England! That's a dead end. I never believed in it anyway.
ROS: All we've got to do is make our report and that'll be that. Surely.
GUIL: I don't believe it--a shore, a harbour, say-and we get off and we stop someone and say-Where's the King?. And he says, Oh, you follow that road there and take the first left and ( Furiously. ) I dont believe any of it
ROS: It doesn't sound very plausible.
GUIL: And even if we came face to face, what do we say?
ROS: We say-We've arrived!
GUIL ( kingly): And who are you?
ROS: We are Guildenstern and Rosencrantz.
GUIL: Which is which?
ROS: Well, I'm-You're--
GUIL: What's it all about?
ROS: Well, we were bringing Hamlet-but then some pirates---
GUIL: I don't begin to understand. Who are all these people, what's it got to do with me? You turn up out of the blue with some cock and bull story---
ROS ( with letter): We have a letter
GUIL ( snatches it, opens it): A letter-yes-that's true. That's something... a letter... ( Reads. )
"As England is Denmark's faithful tributary... as love between them like the palm might flourish, etcetera... that on the knowing of this contents, without delay of any kind, should those bearers, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, put to sudden death---"

He double-takes. ROS snatches the letter. GUIL snatches it back. ROS snatches it half back. They read it again and look up The PLAYER gets to his feet and walks over to his barrel and kicks it and shouts into it. 
PLAYER: They've gone! It's all over!
One by one the PLAYERS emerge, impossibly, from the barrel, and form a casually menacing circle round ROS and GUIL , Who are still appalled and mesmerised. 
GUIL ( quietly): Where we went wrong was getting on a boat. We can move, of course, change direction, rattle about, but our movement is contained within a larger one that carries us along as inexorably as the wind and current...
ROS: They had it in for us, didn't they? Right from the beginning. Who'd have thought that we were so important?
GUIL: But why? Was it all for this? Who are we that so much should converge on our little deaths? ( In anguish to the PLAYER :) Who are we?
PLAYER: You are Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. That's enough.
GUIL: No-it is not enough. To be told so little--to such an end and still, finally, to be denied an explanation
PLAYER: In our experience, most things end in death.
GUIL: ( fear, vengeance, scorn): Your experience!-Actors!
He snatches a dagger from the PLAYER 's belt and holds the point at the PLAYER 'S 
throat: the PLAYER backs and GUIL advances, speaking more quietly. 
I'm talking about death-and you've never experienced that. And you cannot act it. You die a thousand casual deaths-with none of that intensity which squeezes out life... and no blood runs cold anywhere. Because even as you die you know that you will come back Is a different hat. But no one gets up after death-there is no applause-there is only silence and some second-hand clothes and that's-death--
And he pushes the blade in up to the hilt. The PLAYER stands with huge, terrible eyes, clutches at the wound as the blade withdraws: he makes small weeping sounds and falls to his knees, and then right down. While he Is dying, GUIL , nervous, high, almost hysterical, wheels on the TRAGEDIANS . 
If we have a destiny, then so had he-and if this is ours, then that was his-and if there are no explanations for us, then let there be none for him.
The TRAGEDIANS watch the PLAYER die: they watch with some Interest. The PLAYER finally ties still. A short moment of silence. Then the TRAGEDIANS start to applaud with genuine admiration. The PLAYER stands up, brushing himself down. 
PLAYER ( modestly): Oh, come, come, gentlemen-no flattery-it was merely competent.
The TRAGEDIANS are still congratulating him. The PLAYER approaches GUIL , who stands rooted, holding the dagger. 
PLAYER: What did you think? ( Pause. ) You see, it is the kind they do believe in-it's what is expected.

He holds his hand out for the dagger. GUIL Slowly puts the point of the dagger on to the PLAYER 's hand, and pushes . the blade slides back into the handle. The PLAYER 
smiles, reclaims the dagger. 
For a moment you thought I'd-cheated.
ROS relieves his own tension with loud nervy laughter. 
ROS: Oh, very good! Very good! Took me in completely-didn't he take you in completely--
( claps his hands). Encore! Encore!
PLAYER ( activated, arms spread, the professional): Deaths for all ages and occasions!
Deaths by suspension, convulsion, consumption, incision, execution, asphyxiation and malnutrition-! Climactic carnage, by poison and by steel---! Double deaths by duel-!
Show!---
ALFRED , still in his Queen's costume, dies by poison: the PLAYER , with rapier, kills the " KING " and duels with a fourth TRAGEDIAN , inflicting and receiving a wound. 
The two remaining TRAGEDIANS , the two "SPIES" dressed in the same coats as ROS 
and GUIL , are stabbed, as before. And the light is fading over the deaths which take place right upstage. (Dying amid the dying-tragically, romantically.) So there's an end to that---it's commonplace: light goes with life, and in the winter of your years the dark comes early...
GUIL ( tired, drained, but still an edge of impatience; over the mime): No... no... not for us, not like that. Dying is not romantic, and death is not a game which will soon be over...
Death is not anything... death is not - . . It's the absence of presence, nothing more... the endless time of never coming back... a gap you can't see, and when the wind blows through it, it makes no sound…
The light has gone upstage. Only GUIL and ROS are visible as ROS 's clapping falters to silence. A Small pause. 
ROS: That's it, then, is it?
No answer. He looks out front. 
The sun's going down. Or the earth's coming up, as I fashionable theory has it.
Small pause. 
N ot that it makes any difference.
Pause. 
What was it all about? When did it begin?
Pause. No answer. 
Couldn't we just stay put? I mean no one is going to come on and drag us off... They'll just have to wait. We're still young... fit... we've got years…
Pause. No answer. 
( A cry. ) We've done nothing wrong! We didn't harm anyone. Did we?

GUIL: I can't remember.
ROS pulls himself together. 
ROS: All right, then. I don't care. I've had enough. To tell truth, I'm relieved.
And he disappears from View. GUIL does not notice. 
GUIL: Our names shouted in a certain dawn... a message . summons... There must have been a moment, at the beginning, where we could have said-no. But some missed it. ( He looks round and sees he is alone. ) Rosen-? Guil-?
He gathers himself. 
Well, we'll know better next time. Now you see me, now you ( and disappears).
Immediately the whole stage is lit up, revealing, upstage, arranged in the approximate positions last held by the dead TRAGEDIANS , the tableau of court and corpses which is he last scene of Hamlet. That is: The KING , QUEEN , LAERTES and HAMLET all dead.. HORATIO holds HAMLET . FORTINBRAS is there. So are two AMBASSADORS from England. 
AMBASSADOR: The sight is dismal; and our affairs from England come too late. The ears are senseless that should give us hearing to tell him his commandment is fulfilled, that Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead. Where should we have our thanks?
HORATIO: Not from his mouth, had it the ability of life to thank you: He never gave commandment for their death. But since, so jump upon this bloody question, you from the Polack wars, and you from England, are here arrived, give order that these bodies high on a stage be placed to the view; and let me speak to the yet unknowing world how these things came about: so shall you hear of carnal, bloody and unnatural acts, of accidental judgments, casual slaughters, of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, and, in this upshot, purposes mistook fallen on the inventors' heads: all this can I truly deliver.
But during the above speech, the play fades out, overtaken by dark and music. 

TOM STOPPARD
Arcadia
ACT ONE
SCENE ONE
A room on the garden front of a very large country house in Derbyshire in April 1809. Nowadays, the house would be called a stately home. The upstage wall is mainly tall, shapely, uncurtained windows, one or more of which work as doors. Nothing much need be said or seen of the exterior beyond. We come to learn that the house stands in the typical English park of the time. Perhaps we see an indication of this, perhaps only light and air and sky.
The room looks bare despite the large table which occupies the centre of it. The table, the straight-backed chairs and, the only other item of furniture, the architects stand or reading stand, would all be collectable pieces now but here, on an uncarpeted wood floor, they have no more pretension than a schoolroom, which is indeed the main use of this room at this time. What elegance there is, is architectural, and nothing is impressive but the scale. There is a door in each of the side walls. These are closed, but one ofthefrench windows is open to a bright but sunless morning.
There are two people, each busy with books and paper and pen and ink, separately occupied. The pupil is thomasina coverly, aged 13. The tutor is SEPTIMUS HODGE, aged 22. Each has an open book. Hers is a slim mathematics primer. His is a handsome thick quarto, brand new, a vanity production, with little tapes to tie when the book is closed. His loose papers, etc, are kept in a stiff-backed portfolio which also ties up with tapes.
Septimus has a tortoise which is sleepy enough to serve as a paperweight.
Elsewhere on the table there is an old-fashioned theodolite and also some other books stacked up. thomasina: Septimus, what is carnal embrace? Septimus: Carnal embrace is the practice of throwing one's arms
around a side of beef. thomasina: Is that all?
Septimus: No ... a shoulder of mutton, a haunch of venison well hugged, an embrace of grouse . . . caro, carnis; feminine; flesh.
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thomasina: Is it a sin?
Septimus: Not necessarily, my lady, but when carnal embrace is
sinful it is a sin of the flesh, QED. We had caro in our Gallic
Wars - 'The Britons live on milk and meat' - 'lacte et carne
vivunf. I am sorry that the seed fell on stony ground. thomasina: That was the sin of Onan, wasn't it, Septimus? Septimus: Yes. He was giving his brother's wife a Latin lesson
and she was hardly the wiser after it than before. I thought you
were finding a proof for Fermat's last theorem. thomasina: It is very difficult, Septimus. You will have to show
me how. SEPTIMUS: If I knew how, there would be no need to ask you.
Fermat's last theorem has kept people busy for a hundred and
fifty years, and I hoped it would keepjyow busy long enough for
me to read Mr Chater's poem in praise of love with only the
distraction of its own absurdities. thomasina: Our Mr Chater has written a poem? Septimus: He believes he has written a poem, yes. I can see that
there might be more carnality in your algebra than in Mr
Chater's 'Couch of Eros'. thomasina: Oh, it was not my algebra. I heard Jellaby telling
cook that Mrs Chater was discovered in carnal embrace in the
gazebo. Septimus: (Pause) Really? With whom, did Jellaby happen to say?
(thomasina considers this with a puzzled frown.) thomasina: What do you mean, with whom? Septimus: With what? Exactly so. The idea is absurd. Where did
this story come from? thomasina: Mr Noakes. Septimus: Mr Noakes! thomasina: Papa's landskip gardener. He was taking bearings in
the garden when he saw - through his spyglass - Mrs Chater in
the gazebo in carnal embrace. SEPTIMUS: And do you mean to tell me that Mr Noakes told the
butler? thomasina: No. Mr Noakes told Mr Chater .Jellaby was told by
the groom, who overheard Mr Noakes telling Mr Chater, in
the stable yard.
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Septimus: Mr Chater being engaged in closing the stable door.
thomasina: What do you mean, Septimus?
Septimus: So, thus far, the only people who know about this are Mr Noakes the landskip architect, the groom, the butler, the cook and, of course, Mrs Chater's husband, the poet.
thomasina: And Arthur who was cleaning the silver, and the bootboy. And now you.
Septimus: Of course. What else did he say?
thomasina: Mr Noakes?
Septimus: No, not Mr Noakes. Jellaby. You heard Jellaby telling the cook.
thomasina: Cook hushed him almost as soon as he started. Jellaby did not see that I was being allowed to finish yesterday's upstairs' rabbit pie before I came to my lesson. I think you have not been candid with me, Septimus. A gazebo is not, after all, a meat larder.
Septimus: I never said my definition was complete.
thomasina: Is carnal embrace kissing?
Septimus: Yes.
thomasina: And throwing one's arms around Mrs Chater?
Septimus: Yes. Now, Fermat's last theorem-
thomasina: I thought as much. I hope you are ashamed.
Septimus: I, my lady?
thomasina: If you do not teach me the true meaning of things, who will?
Septimus: Ah. Yes, I am ashamed. Carnal embrace is sexual congress, which is the insertion of the male genital organ into the female genital organ for purposes of procreation and pleasure. Fermat's last theorem, by contrast, asserts that when x,y and z are whole numbers each raised to power of n, the sum of the first two can never equal the third when n is greater than 2. (Pause.)
thomasina: Eurghhh!
Septimus: Nevertheless, that is the theorem.
thomasina: It is disgusting and incomprehensible. Now when I am grown to practise it myself I shall never do so without thinking of you.
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Septimus: Thank you very much, my lady. Was Mrs Chater down this morning?
thomasina: No. Tell me more about sexual congress.
Septimus: There is nothing more to be said about sexual congress.
thomasina: Is it the same as love?
septimus: Oh no, it is much nicer than that.
(One of the side doors leads to the music room. It is the other side door which now opens to admit JELLABY, the butler.) I am teaching, Jellaby.
jellaby: Beg your pardon, Mr Hodge, Mr Chater said it was urgent you receive his letter.
septimus: Oh, very well, (septimus takes the letter.) Thank you. (And to dismiss jellaby.) Thank you.
jellaby: (Holding his ground) Mr Chater asked me to bring him your answer.
septimus: My answer?
(He opens the letter. There is no envelope as such, but there is a 'cover" which, folded and sealed, does the same service. septimus tosses the cover negligently aside and reads.) Well, my answer is that as is my custom and my duty to his lordship I am engaged until a quarter to twelve in the education of his daughter. When I am done, and if Mr Chater is still there, I will be happy to wait upon him in - (he checks the letter) - in the gunroom.
jellaby: I will tell him so, thank you, sir.
(SEPTIMUS folds the letter and places it between the pages of 'The Couch of Eros'.)
thomasina: What is for dinner, Jellaby?
jellaby: Boiled ham and cabbages, my lady, and a rice pudding.
thomasina: Oh, goody. (jellaby leaves.)
septimus: Well, so much for Mr Noakes. He puts himself forward as a gentleman, a philosopher of the picturesque, a visionary who can move mountains and cause lakes, but in the scheme of the garden he is as the serpent.
thomasina: When you stir your rice pudding, Septimus, the spoonful of jam spreads itself round making red trails like
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the picture of a meteor in my astronomical atlas. But if you stir backward, the jam will not come together again. Indeed, the pudding does not notice and continues to turn pink just as before. Do you think this is odd?
SEPTIMUS*. No.
thomasina: Well, I do. You cannot stir things apart.
Septimus: No more you can, time must needs run backward, and since it will not, we must stir our way onward mixing as we go, disorder out of disorder into disorder until pink is complete, unchanging and unchangeable, and we are done with it for ever. This is known as free will or self-determination.
(He picks up the tortoise and moves it a few inches as though it had strayed, on top of some loose papers, and admonishes it.) Sit!
thomasina: Septimus, do you think God is a Newtonian?
Septimus: An Etonian? Almost certainly, I'm afraid. We must ask your brother to make it his first enquiry.
thomasina: No, Septimus, a Newtonian. Septimus! Am I the first person to have thought of this?
Septimus: No.
thomasina: I have not said yet.
Septimus: 'If everything from the furthest planet to the smallest atom of our brain acts according to Newton's law of motion, what becomes of free will?'
thomasina: No.
Septimus: God's will.
thomasina: No.
Septimus: Sin.
thomasina: (Derisively) No!
Septimus: Very well.
thomasina: If you could stop every atom in its position and
direction, and if your mind could comprehend all the actions thus suspended, then if you were really, really good at algebra you could write the formula for all the future; and although nobody can be so clever as to do it, the formula must exist just as if one could.
Septimus: (Pause) Yes. (Pause.) Yes, as far as I know, you are
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the first person to have thought of this. (Pause. With an effort.) In the margin of his copy of Arithmetical Fermat wrote that he had discovered a wonderful proof of his theorem but, the margin being too narrow for his purpose, did not have room to write it down. The note was found after his death, and from that day to this -
thomasina: Oh! I see now! The answer is perfectly obvious.
Septimus: This time you may have overreached yourself. (The door is opened, somewhat violently. CHATER enters.) Mr Chater! Perhaps my message miscarried. I will be at liberty at a quarter to twelve, if that is convenient.
chater: It is not convenient, sir. My business will not wait.
Septimus: Then I suppose you have Lord Croom's opinion that your business is more important than his daughter's lesson.
chater: I do not, but, if you like, I will ask his lordship to settle the point.
Septimus: (Pause) My lady, take Fermat into the music room. There will be an extra spoonful of jam if you find his proof.
thomasina: There is no proof, Septimus. The thing that is perfectly obvious is that the note in the margin was a joke to make you all mad. (thomasina leaves.)
Septimus: Now, sir, what is this business that cannot wait?
chater: I think you know it, sir. You have insulted my wife.
Septimus: Insulted her? That would deny my nature, my conduct, and the admiration in which I hold Mrs Chater.
chater: I have heard of your admiration, sir! You insulted my wife in the gazebo yesterday evening!
Septimus: You are mistaken. I made love to your wife in the gazebo. She asked me to meet her there, I have her note somewhere, I dare say I could find it for you, and if someone is putting it about that I did not turn up, by God, sir, it is a slander.
chater: You damned lecher! You would drag down a lady's reputation to make a refuge for your cowardice. It will not do! I am calling you out!
Septimus: Chater! Chater, Chater, Chater! My dear friend!
chater: You dare to call me that. I demand satisfaction!
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Septimus: Mrs Chater demanded satisfaction and now you are demanding satisfaction. I cannot spend my time day and night satisfying the demands of the Chater family. As for your wife's reputation, it stands where it ever stood.
chater: You blackguard!
Septimus: I assure you. Mrs Chater is charming and spirited, with a pleasing voice and a dainty step, she is the epitome of all the qualities society applauds in her sex - and yet her chief renown is for a readiness that keeps her in a state of tropical humidity as would grow orchids in her drawers in January.
chater: Damn you, Hodge, I will not listen to this! Will you fight or not?
Septimus: (Definitively) Not! There are no more than two or three poets of the first rank now living, and I will not shoot one of them dead over a perpendicular poke in a gazebo with a woman whose reputation could not be adequately defended with a platoon of musketry deployed by rota.
chater: Ha! You say so! Who are the others? In your opinion? -no-no -! - this goes very ill, Hodge. I will not be flattered out of my course. You say so, do you?
Septimus: I do. And I would say the same to Milton were he not already dead. Not the part about his wife, of course -
chater: But among the living? Mr Southey?
Septimus: Southey I would have shot on sight.
chater: (Shaking his head sadly) Yes, he has fallen off. I admired Thalaba' quite, but 'Madoc', (he chuckles) oh dear me! - but we are straying from the business here - you took advantage of Mrs Chater, and if that were not bad enough, it appears every stableboy and scullery maid on the strength -
Septimus: Damn me! Have you not listened to a word I said?
chater: I have heard you, sir, and I will not deny I welcome your regard, God knows one is little appreciated if one stands outside the coterie of hacks and placemen who surround Jeffrey and the Edinburgh -
Septimus: My dear Chater, they judge a poet by the seating plan of Lord Holland's table!
chater: By heaven, you are right! And I would very much like to know the name of the scoundrel who slandered my verse
7
drama 'The Maid of Turkey' in the Piccadilly Recreation, too!
Septimus: The Maid of Turkey'! I have it by my bedside! When I cannot sleep I take up The Maid of Turkey' like an old friend!
CHATER: (Gratified) There you are! And the scoundrel wrote he would not give it to his dog for dinner were it covered in bread sauce and stuffed with chestnuts. When Mrs Chater read that, she wept, sir, and would not give herself to me for a fortnight - which recalls me to my purpose -
Septimus: The new poem, however, will make your name perpetual -
chater: Whether it do or not -
Septimus: It is not a question, sir. No coterie can oppose the acclamation of the reading public. The Couch of Eros' will take the town.
chater: Is that your estimation?
Septimus: It is my intent.
chater: Is it, is it? Well, well! I do not understand you.
Septimus: You see I have an early copy - sent to me for review. I say review, but I speak of an extensive appreciation of your gifts and your rightful place in English literature.
chater: Well, I must say. That is certainly . . . You have written it?
Septimus: (Crisply) Not yet.
chater: Ah. And how long does . . . ?
SEPTIMUS: To be done right, it first requires a careful re-reading of your book, of both your books, several readings, together with outlying works for an exhibition of deference or disdain as the case merits. I make notes, of course, I order my thoughts, and finally, when all is ready and I am calm in my mind. . .
chater: (Shrewdly) Did Mrs Chater know of this before she -before you -
Septimus: I think she very likely did.
chater: (Triumphantly) There is nothing that woman would not do for me! Now you have an insight to her character. Yes, by God, she is a wife to me, sir!
Septimus: For that alone, I would not make her a widow.
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chater: Captain Brice once made the same observation!
Septimus: Captain Brice did?
chater: Mr Hodge, allow me to inscribe your copy in happy anticipation. Lady Thomasina's pen will serve us.
Septimus: Your connection with Lord and Lady Croom you owe to your fighting her ladyship's brother?
chater: No! It was all nonsense, sir - a canard! But a fortunate mistake, sir. It brought me the patronage of a captain of His Majesty's Navy and the brother of a countess. I do not think Mr Walter Scott can say as much, and here I am, a respected guest at Sidley Park.
Septimus: Well, sir, you can say you have received satisfaction. (CHATER is already inscribing the book, using the pen and ink-pot on the table. NOAKES enters through the door used by chater. He carries rolled-up plans, chater, inscribing, ignores noakes. noakes on seeing the occupants, panics.)
noakes: Oh!
Septimus: Ah, Mr Noakes! - my muddy-mettled rascal! Where's your spyglass?
noakes: I beg your leave -1 thought her ladyship - excuse me -(He is beating an embarrassed retreat when he becomes rooted by CHATER's voice. CHATER reads his inscription in ringing tones.)
chater: To my friend Septimus Hodge, who stood up and gave his best on behalf of the Author - Ezra Chater, at Sidley Park, Derbyshire, April ioth, 1809.' (Giving the book to Septimus.) There, sir - something to show your grandchildren!
Septimus: This is more than I deserve, this is handsome, what do you say, Noakes?
(They are interrupted by the appearance, outside the windows, of lady croom and captain edward brice, rn. Her first words arrive through the open door.)
lady croom: Oh, no! Not the gazebo!
(She enters, followed by BRICE who carries a leatherbound
sketch book.)
Mr Noakes! What is this I hear?
brice: Not only the gazebo, but the boat-house, the Chinese bridge, the shrubbery -
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chater: By God, sir! Not possible!
brice: Mr Noakes will have it so.
Septimus: Mr Noakes, this is monstrous!
lady croom: I am glad to hear it from .you, Mr Hodge.
thomasina: (Opening the door from the music room) May I return now?
SEPTIMUS: (Attempting to close the door) Not just yet -
lady croom: Yes, let her stay. A lesson in folly is worth two in wisdom.
(brice takes the sketch book to the reading stand, where he lays it open. The sketch book is the work a/MR noakes, who is obviously an admirer of Humphry Reptoris 'Red Books'. The pages, drawn in watercolours, show 'before' and 'after* views of the landscape, and the pages are cunningly cut to allow the latter to be superimposed over portions of the former, though Repton did it the other way round.)
brice: Is Sidley Park to be an Englishman's garden or the haunt of Corsican brigands?
SEPTIMUS: Let us not hyperbolize, sir.
brice: It is rape, sir!
noakes: (Defending himself) It is the modern style.
chater: (Under the same misapprehension as Septimus) Regrettable, of course, but so it is. (thomasina has gone to examine the sketch book.)
lady croom: Mr Chater, you show too much submission. Mr Hodge, I appeal to you.
Septimus: Madam, I regret the gazebo, I sincerely regret the gazebo - and the boat-house up to a point - but the Chinese bridge, fantasy! - and the shrubbery I reject with contempt! Mr Chater! - would you take the word of a jumped-up jobbing gardener who sees carnal embrace in every nook and cranny of the landskip!
thomasina: Septimus, they are not speaking of carnal embrace, are you, Mama?
lady croom: Certainly not. What do you know of carnal embrace?
thomasina: Everything, thanks to Septimus. In my opinion, Mr Noakes's scheme for the garden is perfect. It is a Salvator!
lady croom: What does she mean?
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noakes: (Answering the wrong question) Salvator Rosa, your ladyship, the painter. He is indeed the very exemplar of the picturesque style.
brice: Hodge, what is this?
Septimus: She speaks from innocence not from experience.
brice: You call it innocence? Has he ruined you, child? (Pause.)
Septimus: Answer your uncle!
thomasina: (To Septimus.) How is a ruined child different from a ruined castle?
Septimus: On such questions I defer to Mr Noakes.
noakes: (Out of his depth) A ruined castle is picturesque, certainly.
Septimus: That is the main difference. (To brice) I teach the classical authors. If I do not elucidate their meaning, who will?
brice: As her tutor you have a duty to keep her in ignorance.
lady croom: Do not dabble in paradox, Edward, it puts you in danger of fortuitous wit. Thomasina, wait in your bedroom.
thomasina: (Retiring) Yes, mama. I did not intend to get you into trouble, Septimus. I am very sorry for it. It is plain that there are some things a girl is allowed to understand, and these include the whole of algebra, but there are others, such as embracing a side of beef, that must be kept from her until she is old enough to have a carcass of her own.
lady croom: One moment.
brice: What is she talking about?
lady croom: Meat.
brice: Meat?
lady croom: Thomasina, you had better remain. Your
knowledge of the picturesque obviously exceeds anything the rest of us can offer. Mr Hodge, ignorance should be like an empty vessel waiting to be filled at the well of truth - not a cabinet of vulgar curios. Mr Noakes - now at last it is your turn-
noakes: Thank you, your ladyship -
lady croom: Your drawing is a very wonderful transformation. I would not have recognized my own garden but for your
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ingenious book - is it not? - look! Here is the Park as it appears to us now, and here as it might be when Mr Noakes has done with it. Where there is the familiar pastoral refinement of an Englishman's garden, here is an eruption of gloomy forest and towering crag, of ruins where there was never a house, of water dashing against rocks where there was neither spring nor a stone I could not throw the length of a cricket pitch. My hyacinth dell is become a haunt for hobgoblins, my Chinese bridge, which I am assured is superior to the one at Kew, and for all I know at Peking, is usurped by a fallen obelisk overgrown with briars -
noakes: (Bleating) Lord Little has one very similar-
lady croom: I cannot relieve Lord Little's misfortunes by adding to my own. Pray, what is this rustic hovel that presumes to superpose itself on my gazebo?
noakes: That is the hermitage, madam.
lady croom: I am bewildered.
brice: It is all irregular, Mr Noakes.
noakes: It is, sir. Irregularity is one of the chiefest principles of the picturesque style -
lady croom: But Sidley Park is already a picture, and a most amiable picture too. The slopes are green and gende. The trees are companionably grouped at intervals that show them to advantage. The rill is a serpentine ribbon unwound from the lake peaceably contained by meadows on which the right amount of sheep are tastefully arranged - in short, it is nature as God intended, and I can say with the painter, 'Et in Arcadia egoV 'Here I am in Arcadia,' Thomasina.
thomasina: Yes, mama, if you would have it so.
lady croom: Is she correcting my taste or my translation?
thomasina: Neither are beyond correction, mama, but it was your geography caused the doubt.
lady croom: Something has occurred with the girl since I saw her last, and surely that was yesterday. How old are you this morning?
thomasina: Thirteen years and ten months, mama.
lady croom: Thirteen years and ten months. She is not due to be pert for six months at the earliest, or to have notions of
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taste for much longer. Mr Hodge, I hold you accountable. Mr Noakes, back to you -
noakes: Thank you, my -
lady croom: You have been reading too many novels by Mrs Radcliffe, that is my opinion. This is a garden for The Castle ofOtranto or The Mysteries of Udolpho -
chater: The Castle ofOtranto, my lady, is by Horace Walpole.
noakes: (Thrilled) Mr Walpole the gardener?!
lady croom: Mr Chater, you are a welcome guest at Sidley Park but while you are one, The Castle ofOtranto was written by whomsoever I say it was, otherwise what is the point of being a guest or having one? (The distant popping of guns heard.) Well, the guns have reached the brow -1 will speak to his lordship on the subject, and we will see by and by - (She stands looking out.) Ah! - your friend has got down a pigeon, Mr Hodge. (Calls out.) Bravo, sir!
Septimus: The pigeon, I am sure, fell to your husband or to your son, your ladyship - my schoolfriend was never a sportsman.
brice: (Looking out) Yes, to Augustus! - bravo, lad!
lady croom: (Outside) Well, come along! Where are my troops? (brice, noakes and chater obediently follow her, chater making a detour to shake Septimus's hand fervently.)
chater: My dear Mr Hodge!
(chater leaves also. The guns are heard again, a little closer.)
thomasina: Pop, pop, pop ... I have grown up in the sound of guns like the child of a siege. Pigeons and rooks in the close season, grouse on the heights from August, and the pheasants to follow - partridge, snipe, woodcock, and teal -pop - pop - pop, and the culling of the herd. Papa has no need of the recording angel, his life is written in the game book.
Septimus: A calendar of slaughter. 'Even in Arcadia, there am I!'
thomasina: Oh, phooey to Death!
(She dips a pen and takes it to the reading stand.)
I will put in a hermit, for what is a hermitage without a
hermit? Are you in love with my mother, Septimus?
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Septimus: You must not be cleverer than your elders. It is not polite.
thomasina: Am I cleverer?
Septimus: Yes. Much.
thomasina: Well, I am sorry, Septimus. (She pauses in her drawing and produces a small envelope from her pocket.) Mrs Chater came to the music room with a note for you. She said it was of scant importance, and that therefore I should carry it to you with the utmost safety, urgency and discretion. Does carnal embrace addle the brain?
Septimus: (Taking the letter) Invariably. Thank you. That is enough education for today.
thomasina: There. I have made him like the Baptist in the wilderness.
Septimus: How picturesque.
(LADY CROOM is heard calling distantly for THOMASINA who runs off into the garden, cheerfully, an uncomplicated girl. SEPTIMUS opens Mrs Chater9s note. He crumples the envelope and throws it away. He reads the note, folds it and inserts it into the pages of'The Couch of Eros9.)
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SCENE TWO
The lights come up on the same room, on the same sort of morning, in the present day, as is instantly clear from the appearance of HANNAH jarvis; and from nothing else.
Something needs to be said about this. The action of the play shuttles back and forth between the early nineteenth century and the present day, always in this same room. Both periods must share the state of the room, without the additions and subtractions which would normally be expected. The general appearance of the room should offend neither period. In the case of props - books, paper, flowers, etc., there is no absolute need to remove the evidence of one period to make way for another. However, books, etc., used in both periods should exist in both old and new versions. The landscape outside, we are told, has undergone changes. Again, what we see should neither change nor contradict.
On the above principle, the ink and pens etc., of the first scene can remain. Books and papers associated with Hannah's research, in Scene Two, can have been on the table from the beginning of the play. And so on. During the course of the play the table collects this and that, and where an object from one scene would be an anachronism in another (say a coffee mug) it is simply deemed to have become invisible. By the end of the play the table has collected an inventory of objects.
HANNAH is leafing through the pages ofMrNoakes's sketch book. Also to hand, opened and closed, are a number of small volumes like diaries (these turn out to be Lady Groom's 'garden books'). After a few moments, HANNAH takes the sketch book to the windows, comparing the view with what has been drawn, and then she replaces the sketch book on the reading stand.
She wears nothing frivolous. Her shoes are suitable for the garden, which is where she goes now after picking up the theodolite from the table. The room is empty for a few moments.
One of the other doors opens to admit CHLOfi and BERNARD. She is the daughter of the house and is dressed casually. BERNARD, the visitor, wears a suit and a tie. His tendency is to dress flamboyantly,
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but he has damped it down for the occasion, slightly. A peacock-coloured display handkerchief boils over in his breastpocket. He carries a capacious leather bag which serves as a briefcase. chloE: Oh! Well, she was here ... BERNARD: Ah. . . the french window .. . chloE: Yes. Hang on.
(CHLOE steps out through the garden door and disappears from view. BERNARD hangs on. The second door opens and VALENTINE looksin.)
valentine: Sod.
(valentine goes out again, closing the door. chloE returns,
carrying a pair of rubber boots. She comes in and sits down and
starts exchanging her shoes for the boots, while she talks.) chloE: The best thing is, you wait here, save you tramping
around. She spends a good deal of time in the garden, as you
may imagine. Bernard: Yes. Why? chloE: Well, she's writing a history of the garden, didn't you
know? Bernard: No, I knew she was working on the Croom papers
but... chloE: Well, it's not exactly a history of the garden either. I'll let
Hannah explain it. The trench you nearly drove into is all to
do with it. I was going to say make yourself comfortable but
that's hardly possible, everything's been cleared out, it's en
route to the nearest lavatory. Bernard: Everything is?
chloE: No, this room is. They drew the line at chemical 'Ladies''. Bernard: Yes, I see. Did you say Hannah? chloE: Hannah, yes. Will you be all right?
(She stands up wearing the boots.)
I won't be. . . (But she has lost him.) Mr Nightingale? Bernard: (Waking up) Yes. Thank you. Miss Jarvis is Hannah
Jarvis the author? chloE: Yes. Have you read her book? Bernard: Oh, yes. Yes. chloE: I bet she's in the hermitage, can't see from here with the
marquee. . .
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Bernard: Are you having a garden party?
chloE: A dance for the district, our annual dressing up and general drunkenness. The wrinklies won't have it in the house, there was a teapot we once had to bag back from Christie's in the nick of time, so anything that can be destroyed, stolen or vomited on has been tactfully removed; tactlessly, I should say -(She is about to leave.)
Bernard: Um - look - would you tell her - would you mind not mentioning my name just yet?
chloE: Oh. All right.
Bernard: (Smiling) More fun to surprise her. Would you mind?
chloE: No. But she's bound to ask . .. Should I give you another name, just for the moment?
Bernard: Yes, why not?
chloE: Perhaps another bird, you're not really a Nightingale. (She leaves again. BERNARD glances over the books on the table. He puts his briefcase down. There is the distant pop-pop of a shotgun. It takes BERNARD vaguely to the window. He looks out. The door he entered by now opens and GUS looks into the room. Bernard turns and sees him.)
Bernard: Hello.
(GUS doesn't speak. He never speaks. Perhaps he cannot speak. He has no composure, and faced with a stranger, he caves in and leaves again. A moment later the other door opens again and valentine crosses the room, not exactly ignoring Bernard and yet ignoring him.)
valentine: Sod, sod, sod, sod, sod, sod . . . (As many times as it takes him to leave by the opposite door, which he closes behind him. Beyond it, he can be heard shouting. Chlo! Chlo! Bernard's discomfort increases. The same door opens and valentine returns. He looks at Bernard.)
Bernard: She's in the garden looking for Miss Jarvis.
valentine: Where is everything?
Bernard: It's been removed for the, er . . .
valentine: The dance is all in the tent, isn't it?
Bernard: Yes, but this is the way to the nearest toilet.
valentine: I need the commode.
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Bernard: Oh. Can't you use the toilet?
valentine: It's got all the game books in it.
Bernard: Ah. The toilet has or the commode has?
valentine: Is anyone looking after you?
Bernard: Yes. Thank you. I'm Bernard Nigh— I've come to see
Miss Jarvis. I wrote to Lord Croom but unfortunately I
never received a reply, so I -valentine: Did you type it? BERNARD: Type it?
valentine: Was your letter typewritten? Bernard: Yes. valentine: My father never replies to typewritten letters.
{He spots a tortoise which has been half-hidden on the table.)
Oh! Where have you been hiding, Lightning? {He picks up
the tortoise.) Bernard: So I telephoned yesterday and I think I spoke to you -valentine: To me? Ah! Yes! Sorry! You're doing a talk about -
someone - and you wanted to ask Hannah - something -Bernard: Yes. As it turns out. I'm hoping Miss Jarvis will look
kindly on me. valentine: I doubt it. Bernard: Ah, you know about research? valentine: I know Hannah. Bernard: Has she been here long? valentine: Well in possession, I'm afraid. My mother had read
her book, you see. Have you? Bernard: No. Yes. Her book. Indeed. valentine: She's terrifically pleased with herself. Bernard: Well, I dare say if I wrote a bestseller -valentine: No, for reading it. My mother basically reads
gardening books. Bernard: She must be delighted to have Hannah Jarvis writing a
book about her garden. valentine: Actually it's about hermits.
(GUS returns through the same door, and turns to leave again.)
It's all right, Gus - what do you want? -
(But gus has gone again.)
Well. . . I'll take Lightning for his run.
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Bernard: Actually, we've met before. At Sussex, a couple of years ago, a seminar . . .
valentine: Oh. Was I there?
Bernard: Yes. One of my colleagues believed he had found an unattributed short story by D. H. Lawrence, and he analysed it on his home computer, most interesting, perhaps you remember the paper?
valentine: Not really. But I often sit with my eyes closed and it doesn't necessarily mean I'm awake.
Bernard: Well, by comparing sentence structures and so forth, this chap showed that there was a ninety per cent chance that the story had indeed been written by the same person as Women in Love. To my inexpressible joy, one of your maths mob was able to show that on the same statistical basis there was a ninety per cent chance that Lawrence also wrote the Just William books and much of the previous day's Brighton and Hove Argus.
valentine: (Pause) Oh, Brighton. Yes. I was there. (And
looking out.) Oh - here she comes, I'll leave you to talk. By the way, is yours the red Mazda?
Bernard: Yes.
valentine: If you want a tip I'd put it out of sight through the stable arch before my father comes in. He won't have anyone in the house with a Japanese car. Are you queer?
Bernard: No, actually.
valentine: Well, even so.
(valentine leaves, closing the door. Bernard keeps staring at the closed door. Behind him, hannah comes to the garden door.)
hannah: Mr Peacock?
(BERNARD looks round vaguely then checks over his shoulder for the missing Peacock, then recovers himself and turns on the Nightingale bonhomie.)
Bernard: Oh . . . hello! Hello. Miss Jarvis, of course. Such a pleasure. I was thrown for a moment - the photograph doesn't do you justice.
hannah: Photograph?
(Her shoes have got muddy and she is taking them off.)
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Bernard: On the book. I'm sorry to have brought you indoors, but Lady Chloe kindly insisted she -
hannah: No matter - you would have muddied your shoes.
Bernard: How thoughtful. And how kind of you to spare me a little of your time. (He is overdoing it. She shoots him a glance.)
hannah: Are you a journalist?
Bernard: (Shocked) No!
hannah: (Resuming) I've been in the ha-ha, very squelchy.
Bernard: (Unexpectedly) Ha-AaA!
hannah: What?
Bernard: A theory of mine. Ha-hah, not ha-ha. If you were strolling down the garden and all of a sudden the ground gave way at your feet, you're not going to go 'ha-ha', you're going to jump back and go 'ha-hah!', or more probably, 'Bloody 'ell!'... though personally I think old Murray was up the pole on that one - in France, you know, 'ha-ha' is used to denote a strikingly ugly woman, a much more likely bet for something that keeps the cows off the lawn. (This is not going well for Bernard but he seems blithely unaware. HANNAH stares at him for a moment.)
hannah: Mr Peacock, what can I do for you?
Bernard: Well, to begin with, you can call me Bernard, which is my name.
hannah: Thank you.
(She goes to the garden door to bang her shoes together and scrape off the worst of the mud.)
Bernard: The book! - the book is a revelation! To see Caroline Lamb through your eyes is really like seeing her for the first time. I'm ashamed to say I never read her fiction, and how right you are, it's extraordinary stuff- Early Nineteenth is my period as much as anything is.
hannah: You teach?
Bernard: Yes. And write, like you, like we all, though I've never done anything which has sold like Caro.
hannah: I don't teach.
Bernard: No. All the more credit to you. To rehabilitate a
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forgotten writer, I suppose you could say that's the main
reason for an English don. hannah: Not to teach? BERNARD: Good God, no, let the brats sort it out for themselves.
Anyway, many congratulations. I expect someone will be
bringing out Caroline Lamb's oeuvre now? hannah: Yes, I expect so. Bernard: How wonderful! Bravo! Simply as a document
shedding reflected light on the character of Lord Byron, it's
bound to be -hannah: Bernard. You did say Bernard, didn't you? BERNARD: I did.
hannah: I'm putting my shoes on again. Bernard: Oh. You're not going to go out? hannah: No, I'm going to kick you in the balls. Bernard: Right. Point taken. Ezra Chater. hannah: Ezra Chater. BERNARD: Born Twickenham, Middlesex, 1778, author of two
verse narratives, 'The Maid of Turkey', 1808, and 'The
Couch of Eros', 1809. Nothing known after 1809, disappears
from view. hannah: I see. And? BERNARD: (Reaching for his bag) There is a Sidley Park
connection.
(He produces 'The Couch of Eros'from the bag. He reads the
inscription.)
To my friend Septimus Hodge, who stood up and gave his
best on behalf of the Author - Ezra Chater, at Sidley Park,
Derbyshire, April 10th 1809.
(He gives her the book.)
I am in your hands. hannah: The Couch of Eros'. Is it any good? Bernard: Quite surprising. hannah: You think there's a book in him? BERNARD: No, no - a monograph perhaps for the Journal of
English Studies. There's almost nothing on Chater, not a
word in the DNB, of course - by that time he'd been
completely forgotten.
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hannah: Family?
Bernard: Zilch. There's only one other Chater in the British
Library database. hannah: Same period? Bernard: Yes, but he wasn't a poet like our Ezra, he was a
botanist who described a dwarf dahlia in Martinique and
died there after being bitten by a monkey. hannah: And Ezra Chater? Bernard: He gets two references in the periodical index, one for each
book, in both cases a substantial review in the Piccadilly Recreation, a
thrice weekly folio sheet, but giving no personal details. hannah: And where was this (the book)? Bernard: Private collection. I've got a talk to give next week, in
London, and I think Chater is interesting, so anything on
him, or this Septimus Hodge, Sidley Park, any leads at all
... I'd be most grateful.
(Pause.) hannah: Well! This is a new experience for me. A grovelling
academic. Bernard: Oh, I say. hannah: Oh, but it is. All the academics who reviewed my book
patronized it. Bernard: Surely not. hannah: Surely yes. The Byron gang unzipped their flies and
patronized all over it. Where is it you don't bother to teach,
by the way? Bernard: Oh, well, Sussex, actually. hannah: Sussex. (She thinks a moment.) Nightingale. Yes; a
thousand words in the Observer to see me off the premises
with a pat on the bottom. You must know him. Bernard: As I say, I'm in your hands. hannah: Quite. Say please, then. Bernard: Please. hannah: Sit down, do. Bernard: Thank you.
(He takes a chair. She remains standing. Possibly she smokes; if
so, perhaps now. A short cigarette-holder sounds right, too. Or
brown-paper cigarillos.)
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hannah: How did you know I was here?
Bernard: Oh, I didn't. I spoke to the son on the phone but he
didn't mention you by name . . . and then he forgot to
mention me. hannah: Valentine. He's at Oxford, technically. Bernard: Yes, I met him. Brideshead Regurgitated. hannah: My fiance.
(She holds his look.) Bernard: (Pause) I'll take a chance. You're lying. hannah: (Pause) Well done, Bernard. Bernard: Christ. hannah: He calls me his fiancee. Bernard: Why? hannah: It's a joke. Bernard: You turned him down?
hannah: Don't be silly, do I look like the next Countess of-BERNARD: No, no - a freebie. The joke that consoles. My tortoise
Lightning, my fiancee Hannah. hannah: Oh. Yes. You have a way with you, Bernard. I'm not
sure I like it. Bernard: What's he doing, Valentine? hannah: He's a postgrad. Biology. Bernard: No, he's a mathematician. hannah: Well, he's doing grouse. Bernard: Grouse?
hannah: Not actual grouse. Computer grouse. Bernard: Who's the one who doesn't speak?
HANNAH: GUS.
Bernard: What's the matter with him?
hannah: I didn't ask.
BERNARD: And the father sounds like a lot of fun.
hannah: Ah yes.
Bernard: And the mother is the gardener. What's going on
here? hannah: What do you mean? Bernard: I nearly took her head off- she was standing in a
trench at the time. hannah: Archaeology. The house had a formal Italian garden
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until about 1740. Lady Croom is interested in garden history. I sent her my book - it contains, as you know if you've read it - which I'm not assuming, by the way - a rather good description of Caroline's garden at Brocket Hall. I'm here now helping Hermione.
Bernard: (Impressed) Hermione.
HANNAH: The records are unusually complete and they have never been worked on.
Bernard: I'm beginning to admire you.
Hannah: Before was bullshit?
Bernard: Completely. Your photograph does you justice, I'm not sure the book does. (She considers him. He waits, confident.)
hannah: Septimus Hodge was the tutor.
Bernard: (Quietly) Attagirl.
hannah: His pupil was the Croom daughter. There was a son at Eton. Septimus lived in the house: the pay book specifies allowances for wine and candles. So, not quite a guest but rather more than a steward. His letter of self-recommendation is preserved among the papers. I'll dig it out for you. As far as I remember he studied mathematics and natural philosophy at Cambridge. A scientist, therefore, as much as anything.
Bernard: I'm impressed. Thank you. And Chater?
hannah: Nothing.
Bernard: Oh. Nothing at all?
hannah: I'm afraid not.
Bernard: How about the library?
hannah: The catalogue was done in the 1880s. I've been through the lot.
Bernard: Books or catalogue?
hannah: Catalogue.
BERNARD: Ah. Pity.
hannah: I'm sorry.
Bernard: What about the letters? No mention?
hannah: I'm afraid not. I've been very thorough in your period because, of course, it's my period too.
BERNARD: Is it? Actually, I don't quite know what it is you're . . .
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hannah: The Sidley hermit.
Bernard: Ah. Who's he?
hannah: He's my peg for the nervous breakdown of the Romantic
Imagination. I'm doing landscape and literature 1750 to 1834. Bernard: What happened in 1834? hannah: My hermit died. BERNARD: Of course. hannah: What do you mean, of course? BERNARD: Nothing. hannah: Yes, you do.
Bernard: No, no... However, Coleridge also died in 1834. hannah: So he did. What a stroke of luck. (Softening.) Thank
you, Bernard.
(She goes to the reading stand and opens Noakes's sketch book.)
Look-there he is.
(BERNARDgoes to look.)
Bernard: Mmm.
hannah: The only known likeness of the Sidley hermit.
Bernard: Very biblical.
hannah: Drawn in by a later hand, of course. The hermitage didn't yet exist when Noakes did the drawings.
Bernard: Noakes. . . the painter?
hannah: Landscape gardener. He'd do these books for his clients, as a sort of prospectus. (She demonstrates.) Before and after, you see. This is how it all looked until, say, 1810 - smooth, undulating, serpentine - open water, clumps of trees, classical boat-house -
Bernard: Lovely. The real England.
hannah: You can stop being silly now, Bernard. English landscape was invented by gardeners imitating foreign painters who were evoking classical authors. The whole thing was brought home in the luggage from the grand tour. Here, look - Capability Brown doing Claude, who was doing Virgil. Arcadia! And here, superimposed by Richard Noakes, untamed nature in the style of Salvator Rosa. It's the Gothic novel expressed in landscape. Everything but vampires. There's an account of my hermit in a letter by your illustrious namesake,
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BERNARD: Florence?
hannah: What?
Bernard: No. You go on.
hannah: Thomas Love Peacock.
Bernard: Ah yes.
hannah: I found it in an essay on hermits and anchorites
published in the CornhillMagazine in the 186os. . . {She fishes for the magazine itself among the books on the table, and finds it.) . . . 1862 . . . Peacock calls him {S he quotes from memory.) 'Not one of your village simpletons to frighten the ladies, but a savant among idiots, a sage of lunacy.'
Bernard: An oxy-moron, so to speak.
hannah: {Busy) Yes. What?
BERNARD: Nothing.
hannah: {Having found the place) Here we are. 'A letter we have seen, written by the author of Headlong Hall nearly thirty years ago, tells of a visit to the Earl of Croom's estate, Sidley Park -'
BERNARD: Was the letter to Thackeray?
HANNAH: {Brought up short) I don't know. Does it matter?
Bernard: No. Sorry.
{But the gaps he leaves for her are false promises - and she is not
quick enough. Thaf show it goes.)
Only, Thackeray edited the Cornhill until '63 when, as you
know, he died. His father had been with the East India
Company where Peacock, of course, had held the position of
Examiner, so it's quite possible that if the essay were by
Thackeray, the letter. . . Sorry. Go on.
Of course, the East India Library in Blackfriars has most of
Peacock's letters, so it would be quite easy to . . . Sorry. Can I
look?
{Silently she hands him the Cornhill.)
Yes, it's been topped and tailed, of course. It might be worth . . .
Goon. I'm listening . . .
{Leafing through the essay, he suddenly chuckles.) Oh yes, it's
Thackeray all right. . .
{He slaps the book shut.) Unbearable . . .
{He hands it back to her.) What were you saying?
hannah: Are you always like this?
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BERNARD: Like what?
HANNAH: The point is, the Crooms, of course, had the hermit under their noses for twenty years so hardly thought him worth remarking. As I'm finding out. The Peacock letter is still the main source, unfortunately. When I read this (the magazine in her hand) well, it was one of those moments that tell you what your next book is going to be. The hermit of Sidley Park was my ...
Bernard: Peg.
hannah: Epiphany.
Bernard: Epiphany, that's it.
hannah: The hermit was placed in the landscape exactly as one might place a pottery gnome. And there he lived out his life as a garden ornament.
Bernard: Did he do anything?
hannah: Oh, he was very busy. When he died, the cottage was stacked solid with paper. Hundreds of pages. Thousands. Peacock says he was suspected of genius. It turned out, of course, he was off his head. He'd covered every sheet with cabalistic proofs that the world was coming to an end. It's perfect, isn't it? A perfect symbol, I mean.
Bernard: Oh, yes. Of what?
hannah: The whole Romantic sham, Bernard! It's what happened to the Enlightenment, isn't it? A century of intellectual rigour turned in on itself. A mind in chaos suspected of genius. In a setting of cheap thrills and false emotion. The history of the garden says it all, beautifully. There's an engraving of Sidley Park in 1730 that makes you want to weep. Paradise in the age of reason. By 1760 everything had gone - the topiary, pools and terraces, fountains, an avenue of limes - the whole sublime geometry was ploughed under by Capability Brown. The grass went from the doorstep to the horizon and the best box hedge in Derbyshire was dug up for the ha-ha so that the fools could pretend they were living in God's countryside. And then Richard Noakes came in to bring God up to date. By the time he'd finished it looked like this (the sketch book). The decline from thinking to feeling, you see.
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Bernard: {A judgement) That's awfully good.
(HANNAH looks at him in case of irony but he is professional.)
No, that'll stand up. hannah: Thank you.
BERNARD: Personally I like the ha-ha. Do you like hedges? hannah: I don't like sentimentality. Bernard: Yes, I see. Are you sure? You seem quite sentimental
over geometry. But the hermit is very very good. The
genius of the place. hannah: (Pleased) That's my title! Bernard: Of course. hannah: (Less pleased) Of course? Bernard: Of course. Who was he when he wasn't being a
symbol? hannah: I don't know.
BERNARD: Ah.
hannah: I mean, yet.
Bernard: Absolutely. What did they do with all the paper?
Does Peacock say? hannah: Made a bonfire. Bernard: Ah, well. hannah: I've still got Lady Croom's garden books to go
through. Bernard: Account books or journals? hannah: A bit of both. They're gappy but they span the
period. hannah: Really? Have you come across Byron at all? As a
matter of interest. hannah: A first edition of 'Childe Harold' in the library, and
English Bards, I think. Bernard: Inscribed? hannah: No.
BERNARD: And he doesn't pop up in the letters at all? hannah: Why should he? The Crooms don't pop up in his. BERNARD: (Casually) That's true, of course. But Newstead isn't
so far away. Would you mind terribly if I poked about a
bit? Only in the papers you've done with, of course.
(hannah twigs something.)
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Hannah: Are you looking into Byron or Chater?
(chloE enters in stockinged feet through one of the side doors?
laden with an armful of generally similar leather-covered ledgers.
She detours to collect her shoes.) CHLOE: Sorry - just cutting through - there's tea in the pantry if
you don't mind mugs -Bernard: How kind. chloE: Hannah will show you. BERNARD: Let me help you. chloE: No, it's all right -
(BERNARD opens the opposite door for her.)
Thank you - I've been saving Val's game books. Thanks.
(BERNARD closes the door.) Bernard: Sweet girl. hannah: Mmm. Bernard: Oh, really? hannah: Oh really what?
(CHLOfi's door opens again and she puts her head round it.) chloE: Meant to say, don't worry if father makes remarks about
your car, Mr Nightingale, he's got a thing about - (and the
Nightingale now being out of the bag) ooh - ah, how was the
surprise? - not yet, eh? Oh, well - sorry - tea, anyway - so
sorry if I - (Embarrassed, she leaves again, closing the door.
Pause.) hannah: You absolute shit.
(She heads off to leave.) Bernard: The thing is, there's a Byron connection too.
(HANNAH stops andfaces him.) hannah: I don't care. Bernard: You should. The Byron gang are going to get their
dicks caught in their zip. hannah: (Pause) Oh really? Bernard: If we collaborate. hannah: On what? Bernard: Sit down, I'll tell you. hannah: I'll stand for the moment. Bernard: This copy of The Couch of Eros' belonged to Lord
Byron.
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HANNAH: It belonged to Septimus Hodge.
Bernard: Originally, yes. But it was in Byron's library which was sold to pay his debts when he left England for good in 1816. The sales catalogue is in the British Library. 'Eros' was lot 74A and was bought by the bookseller and publisher John Nightingale of Opera Court, Pall Mall. . . whose name survives in the firm of Nightingale and Matlock, the present Nightingale being my cousin. (He pauses. H ANN ah hesitates and then sits down at the table.) I'll just give you the headlines. 1939, stock removed to Nightingale country house in Kent. 1945, stock returned to bookshop. Meanwhile, overlooked box of early nineteenth-century books languish in country house cellar until house sold to make way for the Channel Tunnel rail-link. 'Eros' discovered with sales slip from 1816 attached - photocopy available for inspection.
(He brings this from his bag and gives it to HANNAH who inspects it.)
HANNAH: All right. It was in Byron's library.
Bernard: A number of passages have been underlined. (HANNAH picks up the book and leafs through it.) All of them, and only them - no, no, look at me, not at the book - all the underlined passages, word for word, were used as quotations in the review of 'The Couch of Eros' in the Piccadilly Recreation of April 30th 1809. The reviewer begins by drawing attention to his previous notice in the same periodical of 'The Maid of Turkey'.
hannah: The reviewer is obviously Hodge. 'My friend
Septimus Hodge who stood up and gave his best on behalf of the Author.'
Bernard: That's the point. The Piccadilly ridiculed both books.
HANNAH: (Pause.) Do the reviews read like Byron?
Bernard: (Producing two photocopies from his case) They read a damn sight more like Byron than Byron's review of Wordsworth the previous year. (HANNAH glances over the photocopies.)
HANNAH: I see. Well, congratulations. Possibly. Two previously
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unknown book reviews by the young Byron. Is that it? Bernard: No. Because of the tapes, three documents survived undisturbed in the book.
(He has been carefully opening a package produced from his bag. He has the originals. He holds them carefully one by one.) 'Sir - we have a matter to settle. I wait on you in the gun room. E. Chater, Esq.'
'My husband has sent to town for pistols. Deny what cannot be proven - for Charity's sake -1 keep my room this day.' Unsigned.
'Sidley Park, April nth 1809. Sir -1 call you a liar, a lecher, a slanderer in the press and a thief of my honour. I wait upon your arrangements for giving me satisfaction as a man and a poet. E. Chater, Esq.'
(Pause.)
hannah: Superb. But inconclusive. The book had seven years to find its way into Byron's possession. It doesn't connect Byron with Chater, or with Sidley Park. Or with Hodge for that matter. Furthermore, there isn't a hint in Byron's letters and this kind of scrape is the last thing he would have kept quiet about.
Bernard: Scrape?
hannah: He would have made a comic turn out of it.
Bernard: Comic turn, fiddlesticks! (He pauses for effect.) He killed Chater!
HANNAH: (A raspberry) Oh, really!
BERNARD: Chater was thirty-one years old. The author of two books. Nothing more is heard from him after 'Eros'. He disappears completely after April 1809. And Byron - Byron had just published his satire, English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, in March. He was just getting a name. Yet he sailed for Lisbon as soon as he could find a ship, and stayed abroad for two years. Hannah, this is fame. Somewhere in the Croom papers there will be something -
hannah: There isn't, I've looked.
Bernard: But you were looking for something else! It's not
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going to jump out at you like 'Lord Byron remarked wittily
at breakfast!' HANNAH: Nevertheless his presence would be unlikely to have
gone unremarked. But there is nothing to suggest that Byron
was here, and I don't believe he ever was. Bernard: All right, but let me have a look. hannah: You'll queer my pitch. Bernard: Dear girl, I know how to handle myself-hannah: And don't call me dear girl. If I find anything on
Byron, or Chater, or Hodge, I'll pass it on. Nightingale,
Sussex.
(Pause. She stands up.) Bernard: Thank you. I'm sorry about that business with my
name. hannah: Don't mention it... Bernard: What was Hodge's college, by the way? hannah: Trinity. BERNARD: Trinity?
hannah: Yes. (She hesitates.) Yes. Byron's old college. Bernard: How old was Hodge? hannah: I'd have to look it up but a year or two older than
Byron. Twenty-two .. . Bernard: Contemporaries at Trinity? hannah: (Wearily) Yes, Bernard, and no doubt they were both in
the cricket eleven when Harrow played Eton at Lords!
(BERNARD approaches her and stands close to her.) Bernard: (Evenly) Do you mean that Septimus Hodge was at
school with Byron? hannah: (Falters slightly) Yes ... he must have been ... as a
matter of fact. Bernard: Well, you silly cow.
(With a large gesture of pure happiness, BERNARD throws his
arms around HANNAH and gives her a great smacking kiss on the
cheek. CHLOE enters to witness the end of this.) chloE: Oh - erm ... I thought I'd bring it to you.
(She is carrying a small tray with two mugs on it.) BERNARD: I have to go and see about my car. hannah: Going to hide it?
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BERNARD: Hide it? I'm going to sell it! Is there a pub I can put up
at in the village?
(He turns back to them as he is about to leave through the
garden.)
Aren't you glad I'm here?
(He leaves.) CHLOE: He said he knew you. HANNAH: He couldn't have. chloE: No, perhaps not. He said he wanted to be a surprise, but
I suppose that's different. I thought there was a lot of sexual
energy there, didn't you? hannah: What? chloE: Bouncy on his feet, you see, a sure sign. Should I invite
him for you? hannah: To what? No. chloE: You can invite him - that's better. He can come as your
partner. hannah: Stop it. Thank you for the tea. CHLOE: If you don't want him, I'll have him. Is he married? hannah: I haven't the slightest idea. Aren't you supposed to
have a pony? chloE: I'm just trying to fix you up, Hannah. hannah: Believe me, it gets less important. chloE: I mean for the dancing. He can come as Beau Brummel. hannah: I don't want to dress up and I don't want a dancing
partner, least of all Mr Nightingale. I don't dance. chloE: Don't be such a prune. You were kissing him, anyway. hannah: He was kissing me, and only out of general enthusiasm. chloE: Well, don't say I didn't give you first chance. My genius
brother will be much relieved. He's in love with you, I
suppose you know. hannah: (Angry) That's a joke! chloE: It's not a joke to him. hannah: Of course it is - not even a joke - how can you be so
ridiculous?
(GUS enters from thegardeny in his customary silent
awkwardness.) chloE: Hello, Gus, what have you got?
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(gus has an apple, just picked, with a leaf or two still attached.
He offers the apple to HANNAH.) HANNAH: (Surprised) Oh! . . . Thank you! CHLOE: (Leaving) Told you.
(chloE closes the door on herself) hannah: Thank you. Oh dear.
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SCENE THREE
The schoolroom. The next morning. Present are: THOMASINA, SEPTIMUS, JELLABY. We have seen this composition before: thomasina at her place at the table; Septimus reading a letter which has just arrived; jellaby waiting, having just delivered the letter. 'The Couch of Eros' is in front of Septimus, open, together with sheets of paper on which he has been writing. His portfolio is on the table. Plautus (the tortoise) is the paperweight. There is also an apple on the table now, the same apple from all appearances. SEPTIMUS: (With his eyes on the letter) Why have you stopped?
(THOMASINA is studying a sheet of paper, a 'Latin unseen' lesson.
She is having some difficulty.) THOMASINA: Solio insessa. . .in igne. . . seated on a throne... in
the fire. . . and also on a ship... sedebat regina... sat the
queen.. . SEPTIMUS: There is no reply, Jellaby. Thank you.
(He folds the letter up and places it between the leaves of'The
Couch of Eros'.) JELLABY: I will say so, sir. THOMASINA:. .. the wind smelling sweetly. . .purpureisvelis. ..
by, with or from purple sails -Septimus: (To jellaby) I will have something for the post, if you
would be so kind. jellaby: (Leaving) Yes, sir. THOMASINA:. . . was like as to- something -by, with or from
lovers -oh, Septimus! -musicatibiarumimperabat. . .music
of pipes commanded ... Septimus: 'Ruled' is better. thomasina: . . . the silver oars - exciting the ocean - as if - as if -
amorous -Septimus: That is very good.
(He picks up the apple. He picks off the twig and leaves, placing
these on the table. With a pocket knife he cuts a slice of apple, and
while he eats it, cuts another slice which he offers to Plautus.) 1HOMASINa: Regina reclinabat. . .the queen-was reclining-
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praeter descriptionem - indescribably - in a golden tent. ..
like Venus and yet more -SEPTIMUS: Try to put some poetry into it. thomasina: How can I if there is none in the Latin? Septimus: Oh, a critic! thomasina: Is it Queen Dido? Septimus: No. thomasina: Who is the poet? Septimus: Known to you. thomasina: Known to me? Septimus: Not a Roman. thomasina: Mr Chater? Septimus: Your translation is quite like Chater.
(septimus picks up his pen and continues with his own
writing.) thomasina: I know who it is, it is your friend Byron. septimus: Lord Byron, if you please. thomasina: Mama is in love with Lord Byron. septimus: (Absorbed) Yes. Nonsense. thomasina: It is not nonsense. I saw them together in the
gazebo.
(Septimus's pen stops moving, he raises his eyes to her at last.)
Lord Byron was reading to her from his satire, and mama
was laughing, with her head in her best position. septimus: She did not understand the satire, and was showing
politeness to a guest. thomasina: She is vexed with papa for his determination to alter
the park, but that alone cannot account for her politeness to a
guest. She came downstairs hours before her custom. Lord
Byron was amusing at breakfast. He paid you a tribute,
Septimus. septimus: Did he? thomasina: He said you were a witty fellow, and he had almost
by heart an article you wrote about - well, I forget what, but
it concerned a book called The Maid of Turkey' and how
you would not give it to your dog for dinner. septimus: Ah. Mr Chater was at breakfast, of course. thomasina: He was, not like certain lazybones.
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Septimus: He does not have Latin to set and mathematics to correct.
(He takes Thomasina*s lesson book from underneath Plautus and tosses it down the table to her.)
thomasina: Correct? What was incorrect in it? (She looks into the book.) Alpha minus? Pooh! What is the minus for?
Septimus: For doing more than was asked.
thomasina: You did not like my discovery?
Septimus: A fancy is not a discovery.
thomasina: A gibe is not a rebuttal.
(SEVTIMUS finishes what he is writing. He folds the pages into a letter. He has sealing wax and the means to melt it. He seals the letter and writes on the cover. Meanwhile - ) You are churlish with me because mama is paying attention to your friend. Well, let them elope, they cannot turn back the advancement of knowledge. I think it is an excellent discovery. Each week I plot your equations dot for dot, xs against.ys in all manner of algebraical relation, and every week they draw themselves as commonplace geometry, as if the world of forms were nothing but arcs and angles. God's truth, Septimus, if there is an equation for a curve like a bell, there must be an equation for one like a bluebell, and if a bluebell, why not a rose? Do we believe nature is written in numbers?
Septimus: We do.
thomasina: Then why do your equations only describe the shapes of manufacture?
Septimus: I do not know.
thomasina: Armed thus, God could only make a cabinet.
SEPTIMUS: He has mastery of equations which lead into infinities where we cannot follow.
thomasina: What a faint-heart! We must work outward from the middle of the maze. We will start with something simple. (She picks up the apple leaf.) I will plot this leaf and deduce its equation. You will be famous for being my tutor when Lord Byron is dead and forgotten.
(SEPTIMUS completes the business with his letter. He puts the letter in his pocket.)
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Septimus: (Firmly) Back to Cleopatra.
thomasina: Is it Cleopatra? -1 hate Cleopatra!
Septimus: You hate her? Why?
thomasina: Everything is turned to love with her. New love, absent love, lost love -1 never knew a heroine that makes such noodles of our sex. It only needs a Roman general to drop anchor outside the window and away goes the empire like a christening mug into a pawn shop. If Queen Elizabeth had been a Ptolemy history would have been quite different -we would be admiring the pyramids of Rome and the great Sphinx of Verona.
Septimus: God save us.
thomasina: But instead, the Egyptian noodle made carnal embrace with the enemy who burned the great library of Alexandria without so much as a fine for all that is overdue. Oh, Septimus! - can you bear it? All the lost plays of the Athenians! Two hundred at least by Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides - thousands of poems - Aristotle's own library brought to Egypt by the noodle's ancestors! How can we sleep for grief?
Septimus: By counting our stock. Seven plays from Aeschylus, seven from Sopocles, nineteen from Euripides, my lady! You should no more grieve for the rest than for a buckle lost from your first shoe, or for your lesson book which will be lost when you are old. We shed as we pick up, Uke travellers who must carry everything in their arms, and what we let fall will be picked up by those behind. The procession is very long and life is very short. We die on the march. But there is nothing outside the march so nothing can be lost to it. The missing plays of Sophocles will turn up piece by piece, or be written again in another language. Ancient cures for diseases will reveal themselves once more. Mathematical discoveries glimpsed and lost to view will have their time again. You do not suppose, my lady, that if all of Archimedes had been hiding in the great library of Alexandria, we would be at a loss for a corkscrew? I have no doubt that the improved steam-driven heat-engine which puts Mr Noakes into an ecstasy that he and it and the modern age should all coincide,
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was described on papyrus. Steam and brass were not invented
in Glasgow. Now, where are we? Let me see if I can attempt a
free translation for you. At Harrow I was better at this than
Lord Byron.
(He takes the piece of paper from her and scrutinizes it, testing one
or two Latin phrases speculatively before committing himself.)
Yes - 'The barge she sat in, like a burnished throne...
burned on the water... the - something - the poop was
beaten gold, purple the sails, and - what's this? - oh yes, - so
perfumed that -thomasina: (Catching on and furious) Cheat! Septimus: (Imperturbably)'- the winds were lovesick with
them. ..' thomasina: Cheat! Septimus: '... the oars were silver which to the tune of flutes kept
stroke...' thomasina: (Jumping to her/eel)Cheat! Cheat! Cheat! SEPTIMUS: (As though it were too easy to make the effort worthwhile)
'... and made the water which they beat to follow faster, as
amorous of their strokes. For her own person, it beggared all
description - she did lie in her pavilion -'
(thomasina, in tears of rage, is hurrying out through the
garden.) thomasina: I hope you die!
(She nearly bumps into brice who is entering. She runs out of
sight, brice enters.) brice: Good God, man, what have you told her? Septimus: Told her? Told her what? brice: Hodge!
(SEPTIMUS looks outside the door, slightly contrite about
thomasina, and sees that chater is skulking out of view.) SEPTIMUS: Chater! My dearfellow! Don't hang back-come in,
sir!
(chater allows himself to be drawn sheepishly into the room,
where BRICE stands on his dignity.) chater: Captain Brice does me the honour-1 mean to say, sir,
whatever you have to say to me, sir, address yourself to
Captain Brice.
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Septimus: How unusual. (To brice) Your wife did not appear
yesterday, sir. I trust she is not sick? brice: My wife? I have no wife. What the devil do you mean, sir?
(SEPTIMUS makes to reply, but hesitates, puzzled. He turns back
to CHATER.)
SEPTIMUS: I do not understand the scheme, Chater. Whom do I address when I want to speak to Captain Brice?
brice: Oh, slippery, Hodge - slippery!
Septimus: (To chater) By the way, Chater - (he interrupts
himself and turns back to BRICE, and continues as before) by the way, Chater, I have amazing news to tell you. Someone has taken to writing wild and whirling letters in your name. I received one not half an hour ago.
brice: (Angrily) Mr Hodge! Look to your honour, sir! If you cannot attend to me without this foolery, nominate your second who might settle the business as between gentlemen. No doubt your friend Byron would do you the service. (Septimus gives up the game.)
Septimus: Oh yes, he would do me the service. (His mood
changes, he turns to chater.) Sir -1 repent your injury. You are an honest fellow with no more malice in you than poetry.
chater: (Happily) Ah well! - that is more like the thing! (Overtaken by doubt.) Is he apologizing?
brice: There is still the injury to his conjugal property, Mrs Chater's-
chater: Tush, sir!
brice: As you will - her tush. Nevertheless -
(But they are interrupted by lady croom, also entering from the garden.)
lady croom: Oh - excellently found! Mr Chater, this will please you very much. Lord Byron begs a copy of your new book. He dies to read it and intends to include your name in the second edition of his English Bards and Scotch Reviewers.
CHATER: English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, your ladyship, is a doggerel aimed at Lord Byron's seniors and betters. If he intends to include me, he intends to insult me.
lady croom: Well, of course he does, Mr Chater. Would you rather be thought not worth insulting? You should be proud
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to be in the company of Rogers and Moore and Wordsworth -ah! The Couch of Eros!' (For she has spotted Septimus's copy of the book on the table.)
Septimus: That is my copy, madam.
lady croom: So much the better - what are a friend's books for if not to be borrowed?
(Note: 'The Couch of Eros' now contains the three letters, and it must do so without advertising the fact. This is why the volume has been described as a substantial quarto.) Mr Hodge, you must speak to your friend and put him out of his affectation of pretending to quit us. I will not have it. He says he is determined on the Malta packet sailing out of Falmouth! His head is full of Lisbon and Lesbos, and his portmanteau of pistols, and I have told him it is not to be thought of. The whole of Europe is in a Napoleonic fit, all the best ruins will be closed, the roads entirely occupied with the movement of armies, the lodgings turned to billets and the fashion for godless republicanism not yet arrived at its natural reversion. He says his aim is poetry. One does not aim at poetry with pistols. At poets, perhaps. I charge you to take command of his pistols, Mr Hodge! He is not safe with them. His lameness, he confessed to me, is entirely the result of his habit from boyhood of shooting himself in the foot. What is that noise}
(The noise is a badly played piano in the next room. It has been going on for some time since thomasina left.)
Septimus: The new Broadwood pianoforte, madam. Our music lessons are at an early stage.
lady croom: Well, restrict your lessons to the piano side of the instrument and let her loose on the forte when she has learned something. (lady CROOM, holding the book, sails out back into the garden.)
brice: Now! If that was not God speaking through Lady Croom, he never spoke through anyone!
chater: (Awed) Take command of Lord Byron's pistols!
brice: You hear Mr Chater, sir - how will you answer him?
(SEPTIMUS has been watching lady c room's progress up the garden. He turns back.)
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SEPTIMUS: By killing him. I am tired of him.
chater: (Startled) Eh?
brice: (Pleased) Ah!
Septimus: Oh, damn your soul, Chater! Ovid would have stayed a lawyer and Virgil a farmer if they had known the bathos to which love would descend in your sportive satyrs and noodle nymphs! I am at your service with a half-ounce ball in your brain. May it satisfy you - behind the boat-house at daybreak - shall we say five o'clock? My compliments to Mrs Chater -have no fear for her, she will not want for protection while Captain Brice has a guinea in his pocket, he told her so himself.
brice: You lie, sir!
Septimus: No, sir. Mrs Chater, perhaps.
brice: You lie, or you will answer to me!
Septimus: (Wearily) Oh, very well -1 can fit you in at five
minutes after five. And then it's off to the Malta packet out of Falmouth. You two will be dead, my penurious schoolfriend will remain to tutor Lady Thomasina, and I trust everybody including Lady Croom will be satisfied! (SEPTIMUS slams the door behind him.)
brice: He is all bluster and bladder. Rest assured, Chater, I will let the air out of him.
(brice leaves by the other door, chater's assurance lasts only a moment. When he spots the flaw .. .
chater: Oh! But...
(He hurries out after brice.)
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SCENE FOUR
HANNAH and valentine. She is reading aloud. He is listening. Lightning, the tortoise, is on the table and is not readily distinguishable fromPlautus. In front ofValentine is Septimus's portfolio, recognizably so but naturally somewhat faded. It is open. Principally associated with the portfolio (although it may contain sheets of blank paper also) are three items: a slim maths primer; a sheet of drawing paper on which there is a scrawled diagram and some mathematical notations, arrow marks, etc.; and Thomasina9 s mathematics lesson book, i.e. the one she writes in, which valentine is leafing through as he listens to HANNAH reading from the primer. HANNAH: 'I, Thomasina Coverly, have found a truly wonderful method whereby all the forms of nature must give up their numerical secrets and draw themselves through number alone. This margin being too mean for my purpose, the reader must look elsewhere for the New Geometry of Irregular Forms discovered by Thomasina Coverly.' (Pause. She hands valentine the text book, valentine looks at what she has been reading.
From the next room, a piano is heard, beginning to play quietly, unintrusively, improvisationally.) Does it mean anything? valentine: I don't know. I don't know what it means, except
mathematically. hannah: I meant mathematically. valentine: (Now with the lesson book again) It's an iterated
algorithm. hannah: What's that?
valentine: Well, it's. . .Jesus. . . it's an algorithm that's been . . . iterated. How'm I supposed to... ? (He makes an effort.) The left-hand pages are graphs of what the numbers are doing on the right-hand pages. But all on different scales. Each graph is a small section of the previous one, blown up. Like you'd blow up a detail of a photograph, and then a detail of the detail, and so on, forever. Or in her case, till she ran out of pages.
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HANNAH: Is it difficult?
valentine: The maths isn't difficult. It's what you did at school.
You have some x-and-.y equation. Any value for x gives you a
value fory. So you put a dot where it's right for both x andy.
Then you take the next value for x which gives you another
value fory> and when you've done that a few times you join
up the dots and that's your graph of whatever the equation
is. hannah: And is that what she's doing? valentine: No. Not exactly. Not at all. What she's doing is,
every time she works out a value for y, she's using that as her
next value for x. And so on. Like a feedback. She's feeding
the solution back into the equation, and then solving it again.
Iteration, you see. hannah: And that's surprising, is it? valentine: Well, it is a bit. It's the technique I'm using on my
grouse numbers, and it hasn't been around for much longer
than, well, call it twenty years.
(Pause.) hannah: Why would she be doing it? valentine: I have no idea.
(Pause.)
I thought you were doing the hermit. hannah: I am. I still am. But Bernard, damn him ...
Thomasina's tutor turns out to have interesting connections.
Bernard is going through the library like a bloodhound. The
portfolio was in a cupboard. valentine: There's a lot of stuff around. Gus loves going
through it. No old masters or anything .. . hannah: The maths primer she was using belonged to him - the
tutor; he wrote his name in it. valentine: (Reading) 'Septimus Hodge.' hannah: Why were these things saved, do you think? valentine: Why should there be a reason? hannah: And the diagram, what's it of? valentine: How would I know? hannah: Why are you cross? valentine: I'm not cross. (Pause.) When your Thomasina was
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doing maths it had been the same maths for a couple of thousand years. Classical. And for a century after Thomasina. Then maths left the real world behind, just like modern art, really. Nature was classical, maths was suddenly Picassos. But now nature is having the last laugh. The freaky stuff is turning out to be the mathematics of the natural world.
HANNAH: This feedback thing?
valentine: For example.
hannah: Well, could Thomasina have -
valentine: (Snaps) No, of course she bloody couldn't!
hannah: All right, you're not cross. What did you mean you were doing the same thing she was doing? (Pause.) What are you doing?
valentine: Actually I'm doing it from the other end. She
started with an equation and turned it into a graph. I've got a graph - real data - and I'm trying to find the equation which would give you the graph if you used it the way she's used hers. Iterated it.
hannah: What for?
valentine: It's how you look at population changes in biology. Goldfish in a pond, say. This year there are x goldfish. Next year there'll bey goldfish. Some get born, some get eaten by herons, whatever. Nature manipulates the x and turns it into y.Theny goldfish is your starting population for the following year. Just like Thomasina. Your value fory becomes your next value for x. The question is: what is being done to x? What is the manipulation? Whatever it is, it can be written down as mathematics. It's called an algorithm.
hannah: It can't be the same every year.
valentine: The details change, you can't keep tabs on
everything, it's not nature in a box. But it isn't necessary to know the details. When they are all put together, it turns out the population is obeying a mathematical rule.
hannah: The goldfish are?
valentine: Yes. No. The numbers. It's not about the behaviour offish. It's about the behaviour of numbers. This thing works for any phenomenon which eats its own numbers -
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measles epidemics, rainfall averages, cotton prices, it's a natural phenomenon in itself. Spooky.
HANNAH: Does it work for grouse?
valentine: I don't know yet. I mean, it does undoubtedly, but it's hard to show. There's more noise with grouse.
hannah: Noise?
valentine: Distortions. Interference. Real data is messy.
There's a thousand acres of moorland that had grouse on it, always did till about 1930. But nobody counted the grouse. They shot them. So you count the grouse they shot. But burning the heather interferes, it improves the food supply. A good year for foxes interferes the other way, they eat the chicks. And then there's the weather. It's all very, very noisy out there. Very hard to spot the tune. Like a piano in the next room, it's playing your song, but unfortunately it's out of whack, some of the strings are missing, and the pianist is tone deaf and drunk -1 mean, the noisel Impossible!
hannah: What do you do?
valentine: You start guessing what the tune might be. You try to pick it out of the noise. You try this, you try that, you start to get something - it's half-baked but you start putting in notes which are missing or not quite the right notes .. . and bit by bit.. . (He starts to dumdi-da to the tune of'Happy Birthday'.) Dumdi-dum-dum, dear Val-en-tine, dumdi-dum-dum to you - the lost algorithm!
hannah: (Soberly) Yes, I see. And then what?
valentine: I publish.
hannah: Of course. Sorry. Jolly good.
valentine: That's the theory. Grouse are bastards compared to goldfish.
hannah: Why did you choose them?
valentine: The game books. My true inheritance. Two hundred years of real data on a plate.
hannah: Somebody wrote down everything that's shot?
valentine: Well, that's what a game book is. I'm only using from 1870, when butts and beaters came in.
hannah: You mean the game books go back to Thomasina's time?
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valentine: Oh yes. Further. (And then getting ahead of her thought.) No - really. I promise you. I promise you. Not a schoolgirl living in a country house in Derbyshire in eighteen-something!
hannah: Well, what was she doing?
valentine: She was just playing with the numbers. The truth is, she wasn't doing anything.
hannah: She must have been doing something.
valentine: Doodling. Nothing she understood.
HANNAH*. A monkey at a typewriter?
valentine: Yes. Well, a piano.
(HANNAH picks up the algebra book and reads from it.)
hannah: \ . . a method whereby all the forms of nature must give up their numerical secrets and draw themselves through number alone.' This feedback, is it a way of making pictures of forms in nature? Just tell me if it is or it isn't.
valentine: (Irritated) To me it is. Pictures of turbulence -growth - change - creation - it's not a way of drawing an elephant, for God's sake!
hannah: I'm sorry.
(She picks up an apple leaf from the table. She is timid about
pushing the point.)
So you couldn't make a picture of this leaf by iterating a
whatsit?
valentine: (Off-hand) Oh yes, you could do that.
hannah: (Furiously) Well, tell me! Honestly, I could kill you!
valentine: If you knew the algorithm and fed it back say ten thousand times, each time there'd be a dot somewhere on the screen. You'd never know where to expect the next dot. But gradually you'd start to see this shape, because every dot will be inside the shape of this leaf. It wouldn't be a leaf, it would be a mathematical object. But yes. The unpredictable and the predetermined unfold together to make everything the way it is. It's how nature creates itself, on every scale, the snowflake and the snowstorm. It makes me so happy. To be at the beginning again, knowing almost nothing. People were talking about the end of physics. Relativity and quantum looked as if they were going to clean out the whole problem
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between them. A theory of everything. But they only explained the very big and the very small. The universe, the elementary particles. The ordinary-sized stuff which is our Jives, the things people write poetry about - clouds -daffodils - waterfalls - and what happens in a cup of coffee when the cream goes in - these things are full of mystery, as mysterious to us as the heavens were to the Greeks. We're better at predicting events at the edge of the galaxy or inside the nucleus of an atom than whether it'll rain on auntie's garden party three Sundays from now. Because the problem turns out to be different. We can't even predict the next drip from a dripping tap when it gets irregular. Each drip sets up the conditions for the next, the smallest variation blows prediction apart, and the weather is unpredictable the same way, will always be unpredictable. When you push the numbers through the computer you can see it on the screen. The future is disorder. A door like this has cracked open five or six times since we got up on our hind legs. It's the best possible time to be alive, when almost everything you thought you knew is wrong. (Pause.)
Hannah: The weather is fairly predictable in the Sahara.
valentine: The scale is different but the graph goes up and down the same way. Six thousand years in the Sahara looks like six months in Manchester, I bet you.
hannah: How much?
valentine: Everything you have to lose.
HANNAH: (Pause) No.
valentine: Quite right. That's why there was corn in Egypt. (Hiatus. The piano is heard again.)
hannah: What is he playing?
valentine: I don't know. He makes it up.
HANNAH: Chloe called him 'genius'.
valentine: It's what my mother calls him - only she means it. Last year some expert had her digging in the wrong place for months to find something or other - the foundations of Capability Brown's boat-house - and Gus put her right first go.
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HANNAH: Did he ever speak?
valentine: Oh yes. Until he was five. You've never asked about
him. You get high marks here for good breeding. hannah: Yes, I know. I've always been given credit for my
unconcern.
(BERNARD enters in high excitement and triumph.) BERNARD: English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. A pencilled
superscription. Listen and kiss my cycle-clips!
(He is carrying the book. He reads from it.) 'O harbinger of Sleep, who missed the press And hoped his drone might thus escape redress! The wretched Chater, bard of Eros' Couch, For his narcotic let my pencil vouch!'
You see,,y0w have to turn over every page. hannah: Is it his handwriting? Bernard: Oh, come on. hannah: Obviously not. Bernard: Christ, what do you want? hannah: Proof.
valentine: Quite right. Who are you talking about? Bernard: Proof? Proof? You'd have to be there, you silly bitch! valentine: (Mildly) I say, you're speaking of my fiancee. hannah: Especially when I have a present for you. Guess what I
found. (Producing the present for Bernard.) Lady Croom
writing from London to her husband. Her brother, Captain
Brice, married a Mrs Chater. In other words, one might
assume, a widow.
(BERNARD looks at the letter.) Bernard: I said he was dead. What year? 1810! Oh my God,
1810! Well done, Hannah! Are you going to tell me it's a
different Mrs Chater? hannah: Oh no. It's her all right. Note her Christian name. Bernard: Charity. Charity . . . 'Deny what cannot be proven for
Charity's sake!' hannah: Don't kiss me! valentine: She won't let anyone kiss her. BERNARD: You see! They wrote - they scribbled - they put it on
paper. It was their employment. Their diversion. Paper is
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what they had. And there'll be more. There is always more.
We can find it! hannah: Such passion. First Valentine, now you. It's moving. BERNARD: The aristocratic friend of the tutor-under the same
roof as the poor sod whose book he savaged - the first thing he
does is seduce Chater's wife. All is discovered. There is a duel.
Chater dead, Byron fled! P. s. guess what?, the widow married
her ladyship's brother! Do you honestly think no one wrote a
word? How could they not! It dropped from sight but we will
write it again! hannah: You can, Bernard. I'm not going to take any credit, I
haven't done anything.
(The same thought has clearly occurred to BERNARD. He becomes
instantly po-faced.) Bernard: Well, that's - very fair - generous -hannah: Prudent. Chater could have died of anything, anywhere.
(The pa-face is forgotten.) Bernard: But he fought a duel with Byron! hannah: You haven't established it was fought. You haven't
established it was Byron. For God's sake, Bernard, you
haven't established Byron was even here! Bernard: I'll tell you your problem. No guts. hannah: Really? Bernard: By which I mean a visceral belief in yourself. Gut
instinct. The part of you which doesn't reason. The certainty
for which there is no back-reference. Because time is reversed.
Tock, tick goes the universe and then recovers itself, but it
was enough, you were in there and you bloody know. valentine: Are you talking about Lord Byron, the poet? BERNARD: No, you fucking idiot, we're talking about Lord Byron
the chartered accountant. valentine: (Unoffended) Oh well, he was here all right, the poet.
(Silence.) hannah: How do you know? valentine: He's in the game book. I think he shot a hare. I read
through the whole lot once when I had mumps - some quite
interesting people -hannah: Where's the book?
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valentine: It's not one I'm using - too early, of course -
hannah: 1809.
valentine: They've always been in the commode. Ask Chloe. (HANNAH looks to BERNARD. BERNARD has been silent because he has been incapable of speech. He seems to have gone into a trance, in which only his mouth tries to work. HANNAH steps over to him and gives him a demure kiss on the cheek. It works. BERNARD lurches out into the garden and can be heard croaking for'Chloe... Chloe!9)
valentine: My mother's lent him her bicycle. Lending one's bicycle is a form of safe sex, possibly the safest there is. My mother is in a flutter about Bernard, and he's no fool. He gave her a first edition of Horace Walpole, and now she's lent him her bicycle.
(He gathers up the three items [the primer, the lesson book and the diagram] and puts them into the portfolio.) Can I keep these for a while?
hannah: Yes, of course.
(The piano stops. GUS enters hesitantly from the music room.)
valentine: (To gus) Yes, finished . .. coming now. (To hannah) I'm trying to work out the diagram. (GUS nods and smiles, at hannah too, but she is preoccupied.)
hannah: What I don't understand is . . . why nobody did this feedback thing before - it's not like relativity, you don't have to be Einstein.
valentine: You couldn't see to look before. The electronic calculator was what the telescope was for Galileo.
hannah: Calculator?
valentine: There wasn't enough time before. There weren't enough pencilsl (He flourishes Thomasina's lesson book.) This took her I don't know how many days and she hasn't scratched the paintwork. Now she'd only have to press a button, the same button over and over. Iteration. A few minutes. And what I've done in a couple of months, with only a pencil the calculations would take me the rest of my life to do again - thousands of pages - tens of thousands! And so boring!
hannah: Do you mean - ?
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(She stops because GUS is plucking valentine's sleeve.)
Do you mean - ? valentine: All right, Gus, I'm coming. hannah: Do you mean that was the only problem? Enough time?
And paper? And the boredom? valentine: We're going to get out the dressing-up box. HANNAH: (Driven to raising her voice) Vail Is that what you're
saying? valentine: (Surprised by her. Mildly) No, I'm saying you'd have
to have a reason for doing it.
(gus runs out of the room, upset.)
(Apologetically) He hates people shouting. hannah: I'm sorry.
(valentine starts to follow gus.)
But anything else? valentine: Well, the other thing is, you'd have to be insane.
(valentine leaves.
HANNAH stays, thoughtful. After a moment, she turns to the
table and picks up the Cornhill Magazine. She looks into it
briefly, then closes it, and leaves the room, taking the magazine
with her.
The empty room.
The light changes to early morning. From a long way off, there
is a pistol shot. A moment later there is the cry of dozens of crows
disturbed from the unseen trees.)
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ACT TWO
SCENE FIVE
BERNARD is pacing around, reading aloud from a handful of typed
sheets, valentine, chlo? and gus are his audience, gus sits
somewhat apart, perhaps less attentive, valentine has his tortoise
and is eating a sandwich from which he extracts shreds of lettuce to offer
the tortoise.
Bernard: 'Did it happen? Could it happen?
Undoubtedly it could. Only three years earlier the Irish poet Tom Moore appeared on the field of combat to avenge a review by Jeffrey of the Edinburgh. These affairs were seldom fatal and sometimes farcical but, potentially, the duellist stood in respect to the law no differently from a murderer. As for the murderee, a minor poet like Ezra Chater could go to his death in a Derbyshire glade as unmissed and unremembered as his contemporary and namesake, the minor botanist who died in the forests of the West Indies, lost to history like the monkey that bit him. On April 16th 1809, a few days after he left Sidley Park, Byron wrote to his solicitor John Hanson: 'If the consequences of my leaving England were ten times as ruinous as you describe, I have no alternative; there are circumstances which render it absolutely indispensable, and quit the country I must immediately.' To which, the editor's note in the Collected Letters reads as follows: 'What Byron's urgent reasons for leaving England were at this time has never been revealed.' The letter was written from the family seat, Newstead Abbey, Nottinghamshire. A long day's ride to the north-west lay Sidley Park, the estate of the Coverlys- a far grander family, raised by Charles II to the Earldom of Croom . . .' (hannah enters briskly, apiece of paper in her hand.)
hannah: Bernard . . .! Val. . .
Bernard: Do you mind?
(HANNAHpwte her piece ofpaper downin front ofValentine.)
chloE: (Angrily)Hannah).
hannah: What?
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CHLOE: She's so rudel
HANNAH: (Taken aback) What? Am I?
valentine: Bernard's reading us his lecture.
HANNAH: Yes, Iknow. (Then recollecting herself.) Yes -yes -that was rude. I'm sorry, Bernard.
valentine: (With the piece of paper) What is this?
hannah: (To Bernard) Spot on- the India Office Library. (To valentine) Peacock's letter in holograph, I got a copy sent -
chloE: Hannahl Shut up!
hannah: (Sitting down) Yes, sorry.
Bernard: It's all right, I'll read it to myself.
chlo?: No.
(HANNAH reaches for the Peacock letter and takes it back.)
hannah: Go on, Bernard. Have I missed anything? Sorry. (BERNARD stares at her balefully but then continues to read.)
Bernard: The Byrons of Newstead in 1809 comprised an eccentric widow and her undistinguished son, the "lame brat", who until the age often when he came into the title, had been carted about the country from lodging to lodging by his vulgar hectoring monster of a mother -' (h ann ah's hand has gone up) - overruled - 'and who four months past his twenty-first birthday was master of nothing but his debts and his genius. Between the Byrons and the Coverlys there was no social equality and none to be expected. The connection, undisclosed to posterity until now, was with Septimus Hodge, Byron's friend at Harrow and Trinity College-' (Hannah's hand goes up again) - sustained - (He makes an instant correction with a silver pencil.) 'Byron's contemporary at Harrow and Trinity College, and now tutor in residence to the Croom daughter, Thomasina Coverly. Byron's letters tell us where he was on April 8th and on April 12th. He was at Newstead. But on the 10th he was at Sidley Park, as attested by the game book preserved there: "April 10th 1809-forenoon. High cloud, dry, and sun between times, wind southeasterly. Self-Augustus - Lord Byron. Fourteen pigeon, one hare (Lord B.)." But, as we know now, the drama of life and death at Sidley Park was not about pigeons but about sex and literature.'
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valentine: Unless you were the pigeon.
Bernard: I don't have to do this. I'm paying you a compliment.
chlo?: Ignore him, Bernard - go on, get to the duel.
Bernard: Hannah's not even paying attention.
hannah: Yes I am, it's all going in. I often work with the radio on.
Bernard: Oh thanks!
hannah: Is there much more?
chloE: Hannah!
hannah: No, it's fascinating. I just wondered how much more there was. I need to ask Valentine about this (letter) - sorry, Bernard, go on, this will keep.
valentine: Yes - sorry, Bernard.
chloE: Please, Bernard!
Bernard: Where was I?
valentine: Pigeons.
chloE: Sex.
hannah: Literature.
Bernard: Life and death. Right. 'Nothing could be more
eloquent of that than the three documents I have quoted: the terse demand to settle a matter in private; the desperate scribble of "my husband has sent for pistols"; and on April i ith, the gauntlet thrown down by the aggrieved and cuckolded author Ezra Chater. The covers have not survived. What is certain is that all three letters were in Byron's possession when his books were sold in 1816 -preserved in the pages of "The Couch of Eros" which seven years earlier at Sidley Park Byron had borrowed from Septimus Hodge.'
hannah: Borrowed?
BERNARD: I will be taking questions at the end. Constructive comments will be welcome. Which is indeed my reason for trying out in the provinces before my London opening under the auspices of the Byron Society prior to publication. By the way, Valentine, do you want a credit? - 'the game book recently discovered by.'?
valentine: It was never lost, Bernard.
Bernard: 'As recently pointed out by.' I don't normally like
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giving credit where it's due, but with scholarly articles as with divorce, there is a certain cachet in citing a member of the aristocracy. I'll pop it in ad lib for the lecture, and give you a mention in the press release. How's that?
valentine: Very kind.
HANNAH: Press release? What happened to the Journal of English Studies}
Bernard: That comes later with the apparatus, and in the recognized tone - very dry, very modest, absolutely gloat-free, and yet unmistakably 'Eat your heart out, you dozy bastards'. But first, it's 'Media Don, book early to avoid disappointment'. Where was I?
valentine: Game book.
chloE: Eros.
hannah: Borrowed.
Bernard: Right.' - borrowed from Septimus Hodge. Is it conceivable that the letters were already in the book when Byron borrowed it?'
valentine: Yes.
chloE: Shut up, Val.
valentine: Well, it's conceivable.
Bernard: 'Is it likely that Hodge would have lent Byron the book without first removing the three private letters?'
valentine: Look, sorry -1 only meant, Byron could have borrowed the book without asking.
hannah: That's true.
Bernard: Then why wouldn't Hodge get them back?
hannah: I don't know, I wasn't there.
BERNARD: That's right, you bloody weren't.
chloE: Go on, Bernard.
Bernard: 'It is the third document, the challenge itself, that convinces. Chater "as a man and a poet", points the finger at his "slanderer in the press". Neither as a man nor a poet did Ezra Chater cut such a figure as to be habitually slandered or even mentioned in the press. It is surely indisputable that the slander was the review of "The Maid of Turkey" in the Piccadilly Recreation, Did Septimus Hodge have any connection with the London periodicals? No. Did Byron?
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Yes! He had reviewed Wordsworth two years earlier, he was to review Spencer two years later. And do we have any clue as to Byron's opinion of Chater the poet? Yes! Who but Byron could have written the four lines pencilled into Lady Croom's copy of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers' -
HANNAH: Almost anybody.
BERNARD: Darling T
hannah: Don't call me darling.
Bernard: Dickhead, then, is it likely that the man Chater calls his friend Septimus Hodge is the same man who screwed his wife and kicked the shit out of his last book?
hannah: Put it like that, almost certain.
chlo?: (Earnestly) You've been deeply wounded in the past, haven't you, Hannah?
hannah: Nothing compared to listening to this. Why is there nothing in Byron's letters about the Piccadilly reviews?
Bernard: Exactly. Because he killed the author.
hannah: But the first one, The Maid of Turkey', was the year before. Was he clairvoyant?
chloE: Letters get lost.
Bernard: Thank you! Exactly! There is a platonic letter which confirms everything - lost but ineradicable, like radio voices rippling through the universe for all eternity. 'My dear Hodge - here I am in Albania and you're the only person in the whole world who knows why. Poor C! I never wished him any harm - except in the Piccadilly, of course - it was the woman who bade me eat, dear Hodge! - what a tragic business, but thank God it ended well for poetry. Yours ever, B.-PS. Burn this.'
valentine: How did Chater find out the reviewer was Byron?
Bernard: (Irritated) I don't know, I wasn't there, was I? (Pause. To hannah) You wish to say something?
hannah: Moi?
chloE: I know. Byron told Mrs Chater in bed. Next day he dumped her so she grassed on him, and pleaded date rape.
Bernard: (Fastidiously) Date rape? What do you mean, date rape?
hannah: April the tenth.
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(BERNARD cracks. Everything becomes loud and overlapped as BERNARD threatens to walk out and is cajoled into continuing.)
Bernard: Right! - forget it!
hannah: Sorry-
Bernard: No - I've had nothing but sarcasm and childish interruptions -
valentine: What did I do?
Bernard: No credit for probably the most sensational literary discovery of the century -
chloE: I think you're jolly unfair - they're jealous, Bernard -
hannah: I won't say another word -
valentine: Yes, go on, Bernard - we promise.
BERNARD: {Finally) Well, only if you stop feeding tortoisesl
valentine: Well, it's his lunch time.
Bernard: And on condition that I am afforded the common courtesy of a scholar among scholars -
hannah: Absolutely mum till you're finished -
BERNARD: After which, any comments are to be couched in terms of accepted academic -
hannah: Dignity - you're right, Bernard.
Bernard: - respect.
hannah: Respect. Absolutely. The language of scholars. Count on it.
(Having made a great show of putting his pages away, BERNARD reassembles them and finds his place, glancing suspiciously at the other three for signs of levity.)
Bernard: Last paragraph. 'Without question, Ezra Chater issued a challenge to somebody. If a duel was fought in the dawn mist of Sidley Park in April 1809, his opponent, on the evidence, was a critic with a gift for ridicule and a taste for seduction. Do we need to look far? Without question, Mrs Chater was a widow by 1810. If we seek the occasion of Ezra Chater's early and unrecorded death, do we need to look far? Without question, Lord Byron, in the very season of his emergence as a literary figure, quit the country in a cloud of panic and mystery, and stayed abroad for two years at a time when Continental travel was unusual and dangerous. If we seek his reason - do we need to look far?
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(No mean performer, he is pleased with the effect of his peroration. There is a significant silence.)
hannah: Bollocks.
chlo?: Well, I think it's true.
hannah: You've left out everything which doesn't fit. Byron had been banging on for months about leaving England - there's a letter in February -
BERNARD: But he didn't go, did he?
hannah: And then he didn't sail until the beginning of July!
Bernard: Everything moved more slowly then. Time was
different. He was two weeks in Falmouth waiting for wind or something -
hannah: Bernard, I don't know why I'm bothering - you're arrogant, greedy and reckless. You've gone from a glint in your eye to a sure thing in a hop, skip and a jump. You deserve what you get and I think you're mad. But I can't help myself, you're like some exasperating child pedalling its tricycle towards the edge of a cliff, and I have to do something. So listen to me. If Byron killed Chater in a duel I'm Marie of Romania. You'll end up with so much fame you won't leave the house without a paper bag over your head.
valentine: Actually, Bernard, as a scientist, your theory is incomplete.
Bernard: But I'm not a scientist.
valentine: (Patiently) No, as a scientist-
BERNARD: (Beginning to shout) I have yet to hear a proper argument.
hannah: Nobody would kill a man and then pan his book. I
mean, not in that order. So he must have borrowed the book, written the review, posted it, seduced Mrs Chater, fought a duel and departed, all in the space of two or three days. Who would do that?
BERNARD: Byron.
hannah: It's hopeless.
Bernard: You've never understood him, as you've shown in your novelette.
hannah: In my what?
BERNARD: Oh, sorry - did you think it was a work of historical
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revisionism? Byron the spoilt child promoted beyond his
gifts by the spirit of the age! And Caroline the closet
intellectual shafted by a male society! valentine: I read that somewhere -hannah: It's his review. Bernard: And bloody well said, too!
(Things are turning a little ugly and Bernard seems in a mood
to push them that way.)
You got them backwards, darling. Caroline was Romantic
waffle on wheels with no talent, and Byron was an
eighteenth-century Rationalist touched by genius. And he
killed Chater. hannah: (Pause) If it's not too late to change my mind, I'd like
you to go ahead. Bernard: I intend to. Look to the mote in your own eye! - you
even had the wrong bloke on the dust-jacket! hannah: Dust-jacket? valentine: What about my computer model? Aren't you going
to mention it? Bernard: It's inconclusive. valentine: (To hannah) The Piccadilly reviews aren't a very
good fit with Byron's other reviews, you see. hannah: (To Bernard) What do you mean, the wrong bloke? Bernard: (Ignoring her) The other reviews aren't a very good fit
for each other, are they? valentine: No, but differently. The parameters -Bernard: (Jeering) Parameters! You can't stick Byron's head in
your laptop! Genius isn't like your average grouse. valentine: (Casually) Well, it's all trivial anyway. Bernard: What is? valentine: Who wrote what when ... Bernard: Trivial? valentine: Personalities. Bernard: I'm sorry - did you say trivial? valentine: It's a technical term. Bernard: Not where I come from, it isn't. valentine: The questions you're asking don't matter, you see.
It's like arguing who got there first with the calculus. The
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English say Newton, the Germans say Leibnitz. But it doesn't matter. Personalities. What matters is the calculus. Scientific progress. Knowledge.
Bernard: Really? Why?
valentine: Why what?
BERNARD: Why does scientific progress matter more than personalities?
valentine: Is he serious?
Hannah: No, he's trivial. Bernard-
valentine: (Interrupting, to BERNARD) Do yourself a favour, you're on a loser.
BERNARD: Oh, you're going to zap me with penicillin and pesticides. Spare me that and I'll spare you the bomb and aerosols. But don't confuse progress with perfectibility. A great poet is always timely. A great philosopher is an urgent need. There's no rush for Isaac Newton. We were quite happy with Aristotle's cosmos. Personally, I preferred it. Fifty-five crystal spheres geared to God's crankshaft is my idea of a satisfying universe. I can't think of anything more trivial than the speed of light. Quarks, quasars - big bangs, black holes - who gives a shit? How did you people con us out of all that status? All that money? And why are you so pleased with yourselves?
CHLOE: Are you against penicillin, Bernard?
Bernard: Don't feed the animals. (Back to valentine) I'd push the lot of you over a cliff myself. Except the one in the wheelchair, I think I'd lose the sympathy vote before people had time to think it through.
hannah: (Loudly) What the hell do you mean, the dust-jacket?
Bernard: (Ignoring her) If knowledge isn't self-knowledge it isn't doing much, mate. Is the universe expanding? Is it contracting? Is it standing on one leg and singing 'When Father Painted the Parlour'? Leave me out. I can expand my universe without you. 'She walks in beauty, like the night of cloudless climes and starry skies, and all that's best of dark and bright meet in her aspect and her eyes.' There you are, he wrote it after coming home from a party. (With offensive politeness.) What is it that you're doing with
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grouse, Valentine, I'd love to know?
(valentine stands up and it is suddenly apparent that he is
shaking and close to tears.) valentine: (To chloE) He's not against penicillin, and he knows
I'm not against poetry. (To Bernard) I've given up on the
grouse. hannah: You haven't, Valentine! valentine: (Leaving) I can't do it. HANNAH: Why? valentine: Too much noise. There's just too much bloody noisel
(On which, valentine leaves the room. chloE, upset and in
tears, jumps up and briefly pummels BERNARD ineffectually with
her fists.) chloE: You bastard, Bernard!
(She follows valentine out and is followed at a run by GUS.
Pause.) HANNAH: Well, I think that's everybody. You can leave now, give
Lightning a kick on your way out. Bernard: Yes, I'm sorry about that. It's no fun when it's not
among pros, is it? hannah: No. BERNARD: Oh, well. . . (he begins to put his lecture sheets away in his
briefcase, and is thus reminded. . .) do you want to know about
your book jacket? 'Lord Byron and Caroline Lamb at the
Royal Academy'? Ink study by Henry Fuseli? hannah: What about it? Bernard: It's not them. HANNAH: (She explodes) Who says!?
(BERNARD brings the Byron Society Journal/rom his briefcase.) BERNARD: This Fuseli expert in the Byron Society Journal. They
sent me the latest... as a distinguished guest speaker. HANNAH: But of course it's them! Everyone knows -BERNARD: Popular tradition only. (He is finding the place in the
journal.) Here we are. 'No earlier than 1820'. He's analysed it.
(Offers it to her.) Read at your leisure. HANNAH: (She sounds like BERNARD jeering) Analysed it? BERNARD: Charming sketch, of course, but Byron was in
Italy. . .
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HANNAH: But, Bernard -1 know it's them.
BERNARD: How?
hannah: How? It just is. 'Analysed it', my big toe!
Bernard: Language!
hannah: He's wrong.
BERNARD: Oh, gut instinct, you mean?
hannah: (Flatly) He's wrong.
(BERNARD snaps shut his briefcase.) Bernard: Well, it's all trivial, isn't it? Why don't you come? hannah: Where? Bernard: With me. hannah: To London? What for? Bernard: What for. hannah: Oh, your lecture. Bernard: No, no, bugger that. Sex. hannah: Oh . . . No. Thanks . . . (then, protesting) Bernardl BERNARD: You should try it. It's very underrated. hannah: Nothing against it. BERNARD: Yes, you have. You should let yourself go a bit. You
might have written a better book. Or at any rate the right
book. hannah: Sex and literature. Literature and sex. Your
conversation, left to itself, doesn't have many places to go.
Like two marbles rolling around a pudding basin. One of
them is always sex. Bernard: Ah well, yes. Men all over. hannah: No doubt. Einstein - relativity and sex. Chippendale -
sex and furniture. Galileo - 'Did the earth move?' What the
hell is it with you people? Chaps sometimes wanted to marry
me, and I don't know a worse bargain. Available sex against
not being allowed to fart in bed. What do you mean the right
book? BERNARD: It takes a romantic to make a heroine of Caroline
Lamb. You were cut out for Byron.
(Pause.) hannah: So, cheerio. Bernard: Oh, I'm coming back for the dance, you know. Chloe
asked me.
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hannah: She meant well, but I don't dance.
Bernard: No, no - I'm going with her.
hannah: Oh, I see. I don't, actually.
Bernard: I'm her date. Sub rosa. Don't tell Mother.
hannah: She doesn't want her mother to know?
BERNARD: No - / don't want her mother to know. This is my first experience of the landed aristocracy. I tell you, I'm boggle-eyed.
hannah: Bernard! - you haven't seduced that girl?
Bernard: Seduced her? Every time I turned round she was up a library ladder. In the end I gave in. That reminds me -1 spotted something between her legs that made me think of you. (He instantly receives a sharp stinging slap on the face but manages to remain completely unperturbed by it. He is already producing from his pocket a small book. His voice has hardly hesitated.)
The Peaks Traveller and Gazetteer -James Godolphin 1832 -unillustrated, I'm afraid. (He has opened the book to a marked place.) Sidley Park in Derbyshire, property of the Earl of Croom...'
hannah: (Numbly) The world is going to hell in a handcart.
Bernard: 'Five hundred acres including forty of lake - the Park by Brown and Noakes has pleasing features in the horrid style - viaduct, grotto, etc - a hermitage occupied by a lunatic since twenty years without discourse or companion save for a pet tortoise, Plautus by name, which he suffers children to touch on request.' (He holds out the book for her.) A tortoise. They must be a feature. (After a moment hannah takes the book.)
hannah: Thank you.
(valentine comes to the door.)
valentine: The station taxi is at the front.. .
Bernard: Yes . . . thanks . . . Oh - did Peacock come up trumps?
hannah: For some.
Bernard: Hermit's name and cv?
(He picks up and glances at the Peacock letter.) 'My dear Thackeray . . .' God, I'm good.
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{He puts the letter down.)
Well, wish me luck - {Vaguely to valentine) Sorry about
. . . you know . . . {and to hannah) and about your . . .
valentine: Piss off, Bernard.
Bernard: Right.
(BERNARD goes.)
hannah: Don't let Bernard get to you. It's only performance art, you know. Rhetoric, they used to teach it in ancient times, like PT. It's not about being right, they had philosophy for that. Rhetoric was their chat show. Bernard's indignation is a sort of aerobics for when he gets on television.
valentine: I don't care to be rubbished by the dustbin man. {He has been looking at the letter.) The what of the lunatic? (hannah reclaims the letter and reads it for him.)
hannah: The testament of the lunatic serves as a caution against French fashion ... for it was Frenchified mathematick that brought him to the melancholy certitude of a world without light or life ... as a wooden stove that must consume itself until ash and stove are as one, and heat is gone from the earth.'
valentine: {Amused, surprised) Huh!
hannah: 'He died aged two score years and seven, hoary as Job and meagre as a cabbage-stalk, the proof of his prediction even yet unyielding to his labours for the restitution of hope through good English algebra.'
valentine: That's it?
hannah: {Nods) Is there anything in it?
valentine: In what? We are all doomed? {Casually.) Oh yes, sure - it's called the second law of thermodynamics.
hannah: Was it known about?
valentine: By poets and lunatics from time immemorial.
hannah: Seriously.
valentine: No.
hannah: Is it anything to do with ... you know, Thomasina's discovery?
valentine: She didn't discover anything.
hannah: Her lesson book.
valentine: No.
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hannah: A coincidence, then?
valentine: What is?
hannah: (Reading) 'He died aged two score years and seven.' That was in 1834. So he was born in 1787. So was the tutor. He says so in his letter to Lord Croom when he recommended himself for the job: 'Date of birth - 1787.' The hermit was born in the same year as Septimus Hodge.
valentine: (Pause) Did Bernard bite you in the leg?
hannah: Don't you see? I thought my hermit was a perfect symbol. An idiot in the landscape. But this is better. The Age of Enlightenment banished into the Romantic wilderness! The genius of Sidley Park living on in a hermit's hut!
valentine: You don't know that.
hannah: Oh, but I do. I do. Somewhere there will be something . .. if only I can find it.
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SCENE SIX
The room is empty.
A reprise: early morning - a distant pistol shot - the sound of the crows.
JELLABY enters the dawn-dark room with a lamp. He goes to the windows and looks out. He sees something. He returns to put the lamp on the table, and then opens one ofthefrench windows and steps outside. jellaby: (Outside) Mr Hodge!
(Septimus comes in, followed by jellaby, who closes the
garden door. Septimus is wearing a greatcoat.) Septimus: Thank you, Jellaby. I was expecting to be locked out.
What time is it? jellaby: Half past five. Septimus: That is what I have. Well! - what a bracing
experience!
(He produces two pistols from inside his coat and places them on
the table.)
The dawn, you know. Unexpectedly lively. Fishes, birds,
frogs ... rabbits . . . (he produces a dead rabbit from inside his
coat) and very beautiful. If only it did not occur so early in
the day. I have brought Lady Thomasina a rabbit. Will you
take it? jellaby: It's dead. Septimus: Yes. Lady Thomasina loves a rabbit pie.
(JELLABY takes the rabbit without enthusiasm. There is a little
blood on it.) jellaby: You were missed, Mr Hodge. Septimus: I decided to sleep last night in the boat-house. Did I
see a carriage leaving the Park? jellaby: Captain Brice's carriage, with Mr and Mrs Chater also. Septimus: Gone?! jellaby: Yes, sir. And Lord Byron's horse was brought round at
four o'clock. Septimus: Lord Byron too!
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jellaby: Yes, sir. The house has been up and hopping. Septimus: But I have his rabbit pistols! What am I to do with his
rabbit pistols? jellaby: You were looked for in your room. Septimus: By whom? jellaby: By her ladyship. Septimus: In my room? jellaby: I will tell her ladyship you are returned.
(He starts to leave.) Septimus: Jellaby! Did Lord Byron leave a book for me? jellaby: A book?
Septimus: He had the loan of a book from me. jellaby: His lordship left nothing in his room, sir, not a coin. Septimus: Oh. Well, I'm sure he would have left a coin if he'd
had one. Jellaby - here is a half-guinea for you. jellaby: Thank you very much, sir. Septimus: What has occurred? jellaby: The servants are told nothing, sir. Septimus: Come, come, does a half-guinea buy nothing any
more? jellaby: (Sighs) Her ladyship encountered Mrs Chater during
the night. Septimus: Where?
jellaby: On the threshold of Lord Byron's room. Septimus: Ah. Which one was leaving and which entering? jellaby: Mrs Chater was leaving Lord Byron's room. Septimus: And where was Mr Chater? jellaby: Mr Chater and Captain Brice were drinking cherry
brandy. They had the footman to keep the fire up until three
o'clock. There was a loud altercation upstairs, and -
(lady croom enters the room.) lady croom: Well, Mr Hodge. Septimus: My lady. lady croom: All this to shoot a hare? SEPTIMUS: A rabbit. (She gives him one of her looks.) No, indeed, a
hare, though very rabbit-like -
(jellaby is about to leave.) LADY croom: My infusion.
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jellaby: Yes, my lady.
{He leaves, lady croom is carrying two letters. We have not seen them before. Each has an envelope which has been opened. She flings them on the table.)
lady croom: How dare you!
Septimus: I cannot be called to account for what was written in private and read without regard to propriety.
lady croom: Addressed to me!
Septimus: Left in my room, in the event of my death -
lady croom: Pah! - what earthly use is a love letter from beyond the grave?
SEPTIMUS: As much, surely, as from this side of it. The second letter, however, was not addressed to your ladyship.
lady croom: I have a mother's right to open a letter addressed by you to my daughter, whether in the event of your life, your death, or your imbecility. What do you mean by writing to her of rice pudding when she has just suffered the shock of violent death in our midst?
Septimus: Whose death?
lady croom: Yours, you wretch!
Septimus: Yes, I see.
lady croom: I do not know which is the madder of your
ravings. One envelope full of rice pudding, the other of the most insolent familiarities regarding several parts of my body, but have no doubt which is the more intolerable to me.
Septimus: Which?
lady croom: Oh, aren't we saucy when our bags are packed! Your friend has gone before you, and I have despatched the harlot Chater and her husband - and also my brother for bringing them here. Such is the sentence, you see, for choosing unwisely in your acquaintance. Banishment. Lord Byron is* a rake and a hypocrite, and the sooner he sails for the Levant the sooner he will find society congenial to his character.
Septimus: It has been a night of reckoning.
lady croom: Indeed I wish it had passed uneventfully with you and Mr Chater shooting each other with the decorum due to a civilized house. You have no secrets left, Mr Hodge. They
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spilled out between shrieks and oaths and tears. It is fortunate that a lifetime's devotion to the sporting gun has halved my husband's hearing to the ear he sleeps on.
Septimus: I'm afraid I have no knowledge of what has occurred.
lady croom: Your trollop was discovered in Lord Byron's room.
Septimus: Ah. Discovered by Mr Chater?
lady croom: Who else?
Septimus: I am very sorry, madam, for having used your
kindness to bring my unworthy friend to your notice. He will have to give an account of himself to me, you may be sure, {Before LADY CROOM can respond to this threat, jellaby enters the room with her 'infusion'. This is quite an elaborate affair: a pewter tray on small feet on which there is a kettle suspended over a spirit lamp. There is a cup and saucer and the silver 'basket containing the dry leaves for the tea. JELLABY places the tray on the table and is about to offer further assistance with it.)
lady croom: I will do it.
jellaby: Yes, my lady. (To Septimus) Lord Byron left a letter for you with the valet, sir.
Septimus: Thank you.
(Septimus takes the letter off the tray, jellaby prepares to leave, lady croom eyes the letter.)
lady croom: When did he do so?
jellaby: As he was leaving, your ladyship.
(jellaby leaves. septimus/>«# the letter into his pocket.)
Septimus: Allow me.
(Since she does not object, he pours a cup of tea for her. She accepts it.)
lady croom: I do not know if it is proper for you to receive a letter written in my house from someone not welcome in it.
Septimus: Very improper, I agree. Lord Byron's want of delicacy is a grief to his friends, among whom I no longer count myself. I will not read his letter until I have followed him through the gates. (She considers that for a moment.)
LADY croom: That may excuse the reading but not the writing.
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SEPTIMUS: Your ladyship should have lived in the Athens of
Pericles! The philosophers would have fought the sculptors
for your idle hour! lady croom: (Protesting) Oh, really! . . . (Protesting less.) Oh
really. . .
(SEPTIMUS has taken Byron's letter from his pocket and is now
setting fire to a corner of it using the little flame from the spirit
lamp.)
Oh . . . really . . .
(The paper blazes in Septimus's hand and he drops it and lets it
burn out on the metal tray.) Septimus: Now there's a thing - a letter from Lord Byron never
to be read by a living soul. I will take my leave, madam, at
the time of your desiring it. lady croom: To the Indies? Septimus: The Indies! Why? lady croom: To follow the Chater, of course. She did not tell
you? Septimus: She did not exchange half-a-dozen words with me. lady croom: I expect she did not like to waste the time. The
Chater sails with Captain Brice. Septimus: Ah. As a member of the crew? lady croom: No, as wife to Mr Chater, plant-gatherer to my
brother's expedition. Septimus: I knew he was no poet. I did not know it was botany
under the false colours. LADY croom: He is no more a botanist. My brother paid fifty
pounds to have him published, and he will pay a hundred
and fifty to have Mr Chater picking flowers in the Indies for a
year while the wife plays mistress of the Captain's quarters.
Captain Brice has fixed his passion on Mrs Chater, and to
take her on voyage he has not scrupled to deceive the
Admiralty, the Linnean Society and Sir Joseph Banks,
botanist to His Majesty at Kew. Septimus: Her passion is not as fixed as his. lady croom: It is a defect of God's humour that he directs our
hearts everywhere but to those who have a right to them. Septimus: Indeed, madam. (Pause.) But is Mr Chater deceived?
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lady croom: He insists on it, and finds the proof of his wife's virtue in his eagerness to defend it. Captain Brice is not deceived but cannot help himself. He would die for her.
Septimus: I think, my lady, he would have Mr Chater die for her.
lady croom: Indeed, I never knew a woman worth the duel, or the other way about. Your letter to me goes very ill with your conduct to Mrs Chater, Mr Hodge. I have had experience of being betrayed before the ink is dry, but to be betrayed before the pen is even dipped, and with the village noticeboard, what am I to think of such a performance?
Septimus: My lady, I was alone with my thoughts in the gazebo, when Mrs Chater ran me to ground, and I being in such a passion, in an agony of unrelieved desire -
lady croom: Oh ...!
Septimus: -1 thought in my madness that the Chater with her skirts over her head would give me the momentary illusion of the happiness to which I dared not put a face. {Pause.)
lady croom: I do not know when I have received a more unusual compliment, Mr Hodge. I hope I am more than a match for Mrs Chater with her head in a bucket. Does she wear drawers?
Septimus: She does.
lady croom: Yes, I have heard that drawers are being worn now. It is unnatural for women to be got up like jockeys. I cannot approve.
(She turns with a whirl of skirts and moves to leave.) I know nothing of Pericles or the Athenian philosophers. I can spare them an hour, in my sitting room when I have bathed. Seven o'clock. Bring a book. (She goes out. Septimus picks up the two letters, the ones he wrote, and starts to burn them in the flame of the spirit lamp.)
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SCENE SEVEN
valentine and CHLOE are at the table. GUS is in the room.
CHLOfi is reading from two Saturday newspapers. She is wearing workaday period clothes, a Regency dress, no hat.
valentine is pecking at a portable computer. He is wearing unkempt Regency clothes, too.
The clothes have evidently come from a large wicker laundry hamper, from which GUS is producing more clothes to try on himself. He finds a Regency coat and starts putting it on.
The objects on the table now include two geometrical solids, pyramid and cone, about twenty inches high, of the type used in a drawing lesson; and a pot of dwarf dahlias (which do not look like modern dahlias). chloE: 'Even in Arcadia- Sex, Literature and Death at Sidley
Park'. Picture of Byron. valentine: Not of Bernard? chloE: 'Byron Fought Fatal Duel, Says Don'... Valentine, do
you think I'm the first person to think of this? valentine: No. chloE: I haven't said yet. The future is all programmed like a
computer - that's a proper theory, isn't it? valentine: The deterministic universe, yes. chlo?: Right. Because everything including us is just a lot of
atoms bouncing off each other like billiard balls. valentine: Yes. There was someone, forget his name, 1820s,
who pointed out that from Newton's laws you could predict
everything to come -1 mean, you'd need a computer as big as
the universe but the formula would exist. CHLOE: But it doesn't work, does it? valentine: No. It turns out the maths is different. chloE: No, it's all because of sex. valentine: Really? chloE: That's what I think. The universe is deterministic all
right, just like Newton said, I mean it's trying to be, but the
only thing going wrong is people fancying people who aren't
supposed to be in that part of the plan.
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valentine: Ah. The attraction that Newton left out. All the way
back to the apple in the garden. Yes. (Pause.) Yes, I think
you're the first person to think of this.
(HANNAH enters, carrying a tabloid paper, and a mug of tea.) hannah: Have you seen this? 'Bonking Byron Shot Poet'. CHLOfi: (Pleased) Let's see.
(HANNAH gives her the paper, smiles atGUS.) valentine: He's done awfully well, hasn't he? How did they all
know? hannah: Don't be ridiculous. (To chloE) Your father wants it
back. CHLOfi: All right. hannah: What a fool. CHLOfi: Jealous. I think it's brilliant. (She gets up to go. To gus)
Yes, that's perfect, but not with trainers. Come on, I'll lend
you a pair of flatties, they'll look period on you -hannah: Hello, Gus. You all look so romantic.
(gus following CHLOfi out, hesitates, smiles at her.) CHLOfi: (Pointedly) Are you coming?
(She holds the door for GUS and follows him out, leaving a sense of
her disapproval behind her.) hannah: The important thing is not to give two monkeys for what
young people think about you.
(She goes to look at the other newspapers.) valentine: (Anxiously) You don't think she's getting a thing
about Bernard, do you? hannah: I wouldn't worry about Chloe, she's old enough to vote
on her back. 'Byron Fought Fatal Duel, Says Don'. Or rather
-(sceptically) 'Says Don!' valentine: It may all prove to be true. HANNAH: It can't prove to be true, it can only not prove to be false
yet. valentine: (Pleased) Just like science. hannah: If Bernard can stay ahead of getting the rug pulled till
he's dead, he'll be a success. valentine: Just like science... The ultimate fear is of posterity... hannah: Personally I don't think it'll take that long. valentine: . . .and then there's the afterlife. An afterlife would
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be a mixed blessing. 'Ah - Bernard Nightingale, I don't believe you know Lord Byron.' It must be heaven up there.
hannah: You can't believe in an afterlife, Valentine.
valentine: Oh, you're going to disappoint me at last.
hannah: Am I? Why?
valentine: Science and religion.
hannah: No, no, been there, done that, boring.
valentine: Oh, Hannah. Fiancee. Have pity. Can't we have a trial marriage and I'll call it off in the morning?
hannah: (Amused) I don't know when I've received a more unusual proposal.
valentine: (Interested) Have you had many?
hannah: That would be telling.
valentine: Well, why not? Your classical reserve is only a mannerism; and neurotic.
hannah: Do you want the room?
valentine: You get nothing if you give nothing.
hannah: I ask nothing.
valentine: No, stay.
(valentine resumes work at his computer, hannah establishes herself among her references at (her> end of the table. She has a stack of pocket-sized volumes, Lady Croom's *garden books9.)
hannah: What are you doing? Valentine?
valentine: The set of points on a complex plane made by -
hannah: Is it the grouse?
valentine: Oh, the grouse. The damned grouse.
hannah: You mustn't give up.
valentine: Why? Didn't you agree with Bernard?
hannah: Oh, that. It's all trivial - your grouse, my hermit, Bernard's Byron. Comparing what we're looking for misses the point. It's wanting to know that makes us matter. Otherwise we're going out the way we came in. That's why you can't believe in the afterlife, Valentine. Believe in the after, by all means, but not the life. Believe in God, the soul, the spirit, the infinite, believe in angels if you like, but not in the great celestial get-together for an exchange of views. If the answers are in the back of the book I can wait, but what a
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drag. Better to struggle on knowing that failure is final.
(She looks over valentine's shoulder at the computer screen.
Reacting) Oh!, but. . . how beautiful! valentine: The Coverly set. hannah: The Coverly set! My goodness, Valentine! valentine: Lend me a finger.
(He takes her finger and presses one of the computer keys several
times.)
See? In an ocean of ashes, islands of order. Patterns making
themselves out of nothing.
I can't show you how deep it goes. Each picture is a detail of the
previous one, blown up. And so on. For ever. Pretty nice, eh? hannah: Is it important? valentine: Interesting. Publishable. hannah: Well done! valentine: Not me. It's Thomasina's. I just pushed her
equations through the computer a few million times further
than she managed to do with her pencil.
(From the old portfolio he takes Thomasina's lesson book and gives
it to HANNAH. The piano starts to be heard.)
You can have it back now. hannah: What does it mean? valentine: Not what you'd like it to. HANNAH: Why not?
valentine: Well, for one thing, she'd be famous. hannah: No, she wouldn't. She was dead before she had time to
be famous . .. valentine: She died? hannah: . . .burned to death.
valentine: (Realizing) Oh. .. the girl who died in the fire! hannah: The night before her seventeenth birthday. You can see
where the dormer doesn't match. That was her bedroom
under the roof. There's a memorial in the Park. valentine: (Irritated) I know-it's my house.
(valentine turns his attention back to his computer, hannah
goes back to her chair. She looks through the lesson book.) hannah: Val, Septimus was her tutor -he and Thomasina would
have-
?6
valentine: You do yours. (Pause. Two researchers.
LORD AUGUSTUS, fifteenyears old, wearing clothes ofi8i2,
bursts in through the non-music room door. He is laughing. He
dives under the table. He is chased into the room by
thomasina, aged sixteen and furious. She spots AUGUSTUS
immediately.) thomasina: You swore! You crossed your heart!
(AUGUSTUS scampers out from under the table and THOMASINA
chases him around it.) Augustus: I'll tell mama! I'll tell mama! thomasina: You beast!
{She catches Augustus as Septimus enters from the other
door, carrying a book, a decanter and a glass, and his portfolio.) Septimus: Hush! What is this? My lord! Order, order!
(thomasina and Augustus separate.)
I am obliged.
(SEPTIMUS goes to his place at the table. He pours himself a
glass of wine.) Augustus: Well, good day to you, Mr Hodge!
(He is smirking about something.
thomasina dutifully picks up a drawing book and settles down
to draw the geometrical solids.
SEPTIMUS opens his portfolio.) Septimus: Will you join us this morning, Lord Augustus? We
have our drawing lesson. Augustus: I am a master of it at Eton, Mr Hodge, but we only
draw naked women. Septimus: You may work from memory. thomasina: Disgusting! Septimus: We will have silence now, if you please.
(From the portfolio SEPTIMUS takes Thomasina's lesson book
and tosses it to her; returning homework. She snatches it and
opens it.) thomasina: No marks?! Did you not like my rabbit equation? Septimus: I saw no resemblance to a rabbit. thomasina: It eats its own progeny.
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Septimus: (Pause) I did not see that.
(He extends his hand for the lesson book. She returns it to him.) thomasina: I have not room to extend it.
(SEPTIMUS and HANNAH turn the pages doubled by time.
AUGUSTUS indolently starts to draw the models.) hannah: Do you mean the world is saved after all? valentine: No, it's still doomed. But if this is how it started,
perhaps it's how the next one will come. hannah: From good English algebra? Septimus: It will go to infinity or zero, or nonsense. thomasina: No, if you set apart the minus roots they square
back to sense.
(SEPTIMUS turns the pages.
THOMASINA starts drawing the models.
HANNAH closes the lesson book and turns her attention to her
stack of'garden books'.) valentine: Listen - you know your tea's getting cold. hannah: I like it cold. valentine: (Ignoring that) I'm telling you something. Your tea
gets cold by itself, it doesn't get hot by itself. Do you think
that's
odd?
HANNAH: No.
valentine: Well, it is odd. Heat goes to cold. It's a one-way street. Your tea will end up at room temperature. What's happening to your tea is happening to everything everywhere. The sun and the stars. It'll take a while but we're all going to end up at room temperature. When your hermit set up shop nobody understood this. But let's say you're right, in 18-whatever nobody knew more about heat than this scribbling nutter living in a hovel in.Derbyshire.
hannah: He was at Cambridge - a scientist.
valentine: Say he was. I'm not arguing. And the girl was his pupil, she had a genius for her tutor.
hannah: Or the other way round.
valentine: Anything you like. But not thisl Whatever he thought he was doing to save the world with good English
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algebra it wasn't this! hannah: Why? Because they didn't have calculators? valentine: No. Yes. Because there's an order things can't
happen in. You can't open a door till there's a house. hannah: I thought that's what genius was. valentine: Only for lunatics and poets.
(Pause.) hannah: 'I had a dream which was not all a dream.
The bright sun was extinguished, and the stars Did wander darkling in the eternal space, Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air . ..' valentine: Your own? hannah: Byron.
(Pause. Two researchers again.) thomasina: Septimus, do you think that I will marry Lord
Byron? Augustus: Who is he? thomasina: He is the author of 'Childe Harold's Pilgrimage',
the most poetical and pathetic and bravest hero of any book I
ever read before, and the most modern and the handsomest,
for Harold is Lord Byron himself to those who know him,
like myself and Septimus. Well, Septimus? SEPTIMUS: (Absorbed) No.
(Then he puts her lesson book away into the portfolio and picks
up his own book to read.) thomasina: Why not?
Septimus: For one thing, he is not aware of your existence. thomasina: We exchanged many significant glances when he
was at Sidley Park. I do wonder that he has been home
almost a year from his adventures and has not written to me
once. Septimus: It is indeed improbable, my lady. Augustus: Lord Byron?! - he claimed my hare, although my
shot was the earlier! He said I missed by a hare's breadth.
His conversation was very facetious. But I think Lord Byron
will not marry you, Thorn, for he was only lame and not
blind.
79
Septimus: Peace! Peace until a quarter to twelve. It is intolerable
for a tutor to have his thoughts interrupted by his pupils. Augustus: You are not my tutor, sir. I am visiting your lesson by
my free will. Septimus: If you are so determined, my lord.
(thomasina laughs at that, the joke is for her, Augustus, not
included, becomes angry.) Augustus: Your peace is nothing to me, sir. You do not rule
over me. thomasina: (Admonishing) Augustus! Septimus: I do not rule here, my lord. I inspire by reverence for
learning and the exaltation of knowledge whereby man may
approach God. There will be a shilling for the best cone and
pyramid drawn in silence by a quarter to twelve at the earliest. Augustus: You will not buy my silence for a shilling, sir. What I
know to tell is worth much more than that.
(And throwing down his drawing book and pencil, he leaves the
room on his dignity, closing the door sharply. Pause. SEPTIMUS
looks enquiringly at THOMASINA.) thomasina: I told him you kissed me. But he will not tell. Septimus: When did I kiss you? thomasina: What! Yesterday! Septimus: Where? thomasina: On the lips! Septimus: In which county? thomasina: In the hermitage, Septimus! Septimus: On the lips in the hermitage! That? That was not a
shilling kiss! I would not give sixpence to have it back. I had
almost forgot it already. thomasina: Oh, cruel! Have you forgotten our compact? Septimus: God save me! Our compact? thomasina: To teach me to waltz! Sealed with a kiss, and a
second kiss due when I can dance like mama! SEPTIMUS: Ah yes. Indeed. We were all waltzing like mice in
London. thomasina: I must waltz, Septimus! I will be despised if I do not
waltz! It is the most fashionable and gayest and boldest
invention conceivable - started in Germany!
80
Septimus: Let them have the waltz, they cannot have the calculus.
thomasina: Mama has brought from town a whole book of waltzes for the Broad wood, to play with Count Zelinsky.
Septimus: I need not be told what I cannot but suffer. Count Zelinsky banging on the Broadwood without relief has me reading in waltz time.
thomasina: Oh, stuff! What is your book?
Septimus: A prize essay of the Scientific Academy in Paris. The author deserves your indulgence, my lady, for you are his prophet.
thomasina: I? What does he write about? The waltz?
Septimus: Yes. He demonstrates the equation of the propagation of heat in a solid body. But in doing so he has discovered heresy - a natural contradiction of Sir Isaac Newton.
thomasina: Oh! - he contradicts determinism?
Septimus: No!... Well, perhaps. He shows that the atoms do not go according to Newton.
(Her interest has switched in the mercurial way characteristic of her-she has crossed to take the book.)
thomasina: Let me see - oh! In French?
Septimus: Yes. Paris is the capital of France.
thomasina: Show me where to read.
(He takes the book back from her and finds the page for her. Meanwhile, the piano music from the next room has doubled its notes and its emotion.)
thomasina: Four-handed now! Mama is in love with the Count.
Septimus: He is a Count in Poland. In Derbyshire he is a piano tuner.
(She has taken the book and is already immersed in it. The piano music becomes rapidly more passionate, and then breaks off suddenly in mid-phrase. There is an expressive silence next door which makes SEPTIMUS raise his eyes. It does not register with thomasina. The silence allows us to hear the distant regular thump of the steam engine which is to be a topic. A few moments later LADY CROOM enters from the music room, seeming surprised and slightly flustered to find the schoolroom occupied. She collects herself, closing the door behind her. And remains watching,
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aimless and discreet, as though not wanting to interrupt the lesson. SEPTIMUS has stood, and she nods him back into his chair.
CHLOfi, in Regency dress, enters from the door opposite the music
room. She takes in valentine and HANNAH but crosses without
pausing to the music room door.) CHLOfi: Oh!-where's Gus? valentine: Dunno.
(CHLOfi goes into the music room.) lady croom: (Annoyed) Oh! - Mr Noakes's engine!
(She goes to the garden door and steps outside.
CHLOfi re-enters.) CHLOfi: Damn.
lady croom: (Calls out) Mr Noakes! valentine: He was there not long ago... lady croom: Halloo!
CHLOfi: Well, he has to be in the photograph - is he dressed? hannah: Is Bernard back? CHLOfi: No-he's late!
(The piano is heard again, under the noise of the steam engine.
lady croom steps back into the room.
CHLOfi steps outside the garden door. Shouts.) Gus! lady croom: I wonder you can teach against such a disturbance
and I am sorry for it, Mr Hodge.
(CHLOfi comes back inside.) valentine: (Getting up) Stop ordering everybody about. lady croom: It is an unendurable noise. valentine: The photographer will wait.
(But, grumbling, he follows CHLOfi out of the door she came in by,
and closes the door behind them, hannah remains absorbed.
In the silence, the rhythmic thump can be heard again.) lady croom: The ceaseless dull overbearing monotony of it! It
will drive me distracted. I may have to return to town to
escape it. Septimus: Your ladyship could remain in the country and let
Count Zelinsky return to town where you would not hear him. lady croom: I mean Mr Noakes's engine! (Semi-aside to
82
Septimus.) Would you sulk? I will not have my daughter study sulking. thomasina: (Not listening) What, mama?
(thomasina remains lost in her book, lady croom returns to close the garden door and the noise of the steam engine subsides.
HANNAH closes one of the 'garden books', and opens the next. She is making occasional notes.
The piano ceases.) lady croom: (To thomasina) What are we learning today?
(Pause.) Well, not manners. Septimus: We are drawing today.
(lady croom negligently examines what thomasina had
started to draw.) lady croom: Geometry. I approve of geometry. Septimus: Your ladyship's approval is my constant object. lady croom: Well, do not despair of it. (Returning to the window
impatiently.) Where is 'Culpability' Noakes? (She looks out
and is annoyed.) Oh! - he has gone for his hat so that he may
remove it.
(She returns to the table and touches the bowl of dahlias.
HANNAH sits back in her chair, caught by what she is reading.) For the widow's dowry of dahlias I can almost forgive my brother's marriage. We must be thankful the monkey bit the husband. If it had bit the wife the monkey would be dead and we would not be first in the kingdom to show a dahlia. (HANNAH, still reading the garden book, stands up.) I sent one potted to Chatsworth. The Duchess was most satisfactorily put out by it when I called at Devonshire House. Your friend was there lording it as a poet.
(HANNAH leaves through the door, following valentine and CHLOE.)
Meanwhile, thomasina thumps the book down on the table.) thomasina: Well! Just as I said! Newton's machine which would knock our atoms from cradle to grave by the laws of motion is incomplete! Determinism leaves the road at every corner, as I knew all along, and the cause is very likely
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hidden in this gentleman's observation. lady croom: Of what? thomasina: The action of bodies in heat. lady croom: Is this geometry? thomasina: This? No, I despise geometry!
(Touching the dahlias she adds, almost to herself.) The
Chater would overthrow the Newtonian system in a
weekend. Septimus: Geometry, Hobbes assures us in the Leviathan, is the
only science God has been pleased to bestow on mankind. lady croom: And what does he mean by it? Septimus: Mr Hobbes or God?
lady croom: I am sure I do not know what either means by it. thomasina: Oh, pooh to Hobbes! Mountains are not pyramids
and trees are not cones. God must love gunnery and
architecture if Euclid is his only geometry. There is another
geometry which I am engaged in discovering by trial and
error, am I not, Septimus? Septimus: Trial and error perfectly describes your enthusiasm,
my lady. lady croom: How old are you today? thomasina: Sixteen years and eleven months, mama, and three
weeks. lady croom: Sixteen years and eleven months. We must have
you married before you are educated beyond eligibility. thomasina: I am going to marry Lord Byron. lady croom: Are you? He did not have the manners to mention
it. thomasina: You have spoken to him?! lady croom: Certainly not. thomasina: Where did you see him? lady croom: (With some bitterness) Everywhere. thomasina: Did you, Septimus? Septimus: At the Royal Academy where I had the honour to
accompany your mother and Count Zelinsky. thomasina: What was Lord Byron doing? lady croom: Posing. Septimus: (Tactfully) He was being sketched during his visit. . .
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by the Professor of Painting ... Mr Fuseli.
lady croom: There was more posing at the pictures than in them. His companion likewise reversed the custom of the Academy that the ladies viewing wear more than the ladies viewed - well, enough! Let him be hanged there for a Lamb. I have enough with Mr Noakes, who is to a garden what a bull is to a china shop. (This as noakes enters.)
thomasina: The Emperor of Irregularity!
(She settles down to drawing the diagram which is to be the third item in the surviving portfolio.)
lady croom: Mr Noakes!
noakes: Your ladyship -
lady croom: What have you done to me!
noakes: Everything is satisfactory, I assure you. A little behind, to be sure, but my dam will be repaired within the month -
lady croom: (Banging the table) Hush!
(In the silence, the steam engine thumps in the distance.) Can you hear, Mr Noakes?
noakes: (Pleased and proud) The Improved Newcomen steam pump - the only one in England!
lady croom: That is what I object to. If everybody had his own I would bear my portion of the agony without complaint. But to have been singled out by the only Improved Newcomen steam pump in England, this is hard, sir, this is not to be borne.
noakes: Your lady-
lady croom: And for what? My lake is drained to a ditch for no purpose I can understand, unless it be that snipe and curlew have deserted three counties so that they may be shot in our swamp. What you painted as forest is a mean plantation, your greenery is mud, your waterfall is wet mud, and your mount is an opencast mine for the mud that was lacking in the dell. (Pointing through the window.) What is that cowshed?
noakes: The hermitage, my lady?
lady croom: It is a cowshed.
noakes: Madam, it is, I assure you, a very habitable cottage,
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properly founded and drained, two rooms and a closet under
a slate roof and a stone chimney -lady croom: And who is to live in it? noakes: Why, the hermit. lady croom: Where is he? noakes: Madam? lady croom: You surely do not supply a hermitage without a
hermit? noakes: Indeed, madam-lady croom: Come, come, Mr Noakes. If I am promised a
fountain I expect it to come with water. What hermits do you
have? noakes: I have no hermits, my lady. lady croom: Not one? I am speechless. noakes: I am sure a hermit can be found. One could advertise. lady croom: Advertise? noakes: In the newspapers. lady croom: But surely a hermit who takes a newspaper is not a
hermit in whom one can have complete confidence. noakes: I do not know what to suggest, my lady. Septimus: Is there room for a piano? noakes: (Baffled) A piano? lady croom: We are intruding here - this will not do, Mr
Hodge. Evidently, nothing is being learned. (To noakes)
Come along, sir! thomasina: Mr Noakes - bad news from Paris! noakes: Is it the Emperor Napoleon? THOMASINA: No. (She tears the page off her drawing blocky with her
'diagram' on it.) It concerns your heat engine. Improve it as
you will, you can never get out of it what you put in. It
repays eleven pence in the shilling at most. The penny is for
this author's thoughts.
(She gives the diagram to SEPTIMUS who looks at it.) noakes: (Baffled again) Thank you, my lady.
(noakes goes out into the garden.) lady croom: (To Septimus) Do you understand her? Septimus: No. lady croom: Then this business is over. I was married at
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seventeen. Ce soir ilfaut qu'on parlefrangais,je te demande, Thomasina, as a courtesy to the Count. Wear your green velvet, please, I will send Briggs to do your hair. Sixteen and eleven months . . .! (She follows noakes out of view.)
thomasina: Lord Byron was with a lady?
Septimus: Yes.
thomasina: Huh!
(Now Septimus retrieves his book from thomasina. He turns the pages, and also continues to study Thomasina3s diagram. He strokes the tortoise absently as he reads, thomasina takes up pencil and paper and starts to draw Septimus with Plautus.)
Septimus: Why does it mean Mr Noakes's engine pays eleven pence in the shilling? Where does he say it?
thomasina: Nowhere. I noticed it by the way. I cannot remember now.
Septimus: Nor is he interested by determinism -
thomasina: Oh . .. yes. Newton's equations go forwards and backwards, they do not care which way. But the heat equation cares very much, it goes only one way. That is the reason Mr Noakes's engine cannot give the power to drive Mr Noakes's engine.
Septimus: Everybody knows that.
thomasina: Yes, Septimus, they know it about engines!
SEPTIMUS: (Pause. He looks at his watch.) A quarter to twelve. For your essay this week, explicate your diagram.
thomasina: I cannot. I do not know the mathematics.
Septimus: Without mathematics, then.
(thomasina has continued to draw. She tears the top page from her drawing pad and gives it to SEPTIMUS.)
thomasina: There. I have made a drawing of you and Plautus.
SEPTIMUS: (Looking at it) Excellent likeness. Not so good of me. (thomasina laughs, and leaves the room. AUGUSTUS appears at the garden door. His manner cautious and diffident. SEPTIMUS does not notice him for a moment. SEPTIMUS gathers his papers together.)
Augustus: Sir .. .
Septimus: My lord . . . ?
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AUGUSTUS: I gave you offence, sir, and I am sorry for it. Septimus: I took none, my lord, but you are kind to mention it. Augustus: I would like to ask you a question, Mr Hodge.
(Pause.) You have an elder brother, I dare say, being a
Septimus? Septimus: Yes, my lord. He lives in London. He is the editor of
a newspaper, the Piccadilly Recreation. (Pause.) Was that
your question?
(AUGUSTUS, evidently embarrassed about something, picks up
the drawing of Septimus.) Augustus: No. Oh ... it is you? ... I would like to keep it.
(Septimus inclines his head in assent.) There are things a
fellow cannot ask his friends. Carnal things. My sister has
told me ... my sister believes such things as I cannot, I
assure you, bring myself to repeat. Septimus: You must not repeat them, then. The walk between
here and dinner will suffice to put us straight, if we stroll by
the garden. It is an easy business. And then I must rely on
you to correct your sister's state of ignorance.
(A commotion is heard outside - Bernard's loud voice in a sort
of agony.) Bernard: (outside the door) Oh no - no - no - oh, bloody hell! -Augustus: Thank you, Mr Hodge, I will.
(Taking the drawing with him, Augustus allows himself to be
shown out through the garden door, and SEPTIMUS follows him.
BERNARD enters the room, through the door HANNAH left by. VALENTINE comes in with him, leaving the door open and they are followed by HANNAH who is holding the 'garden book'.)
Bernard: Oh, no - no -
hannah: I'm sorry, Bernard.
Bernard: Fucked by a dahlia! Do you think? Is it open and shut? Am I fucked? What does it really amount to? When all's said and done? Am I fucked? What do you think, Valentine? Tell me the truth.
valentine: You're fucked.
Bernard: Oh God! Does it mean that?
hannah: Yes, Bernard, it does.
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Bernard: I'm not sure. Show me where it says. I want to see it. No - read it - no, wait. . .
(Bernard sits at the table. He prepares to listen as though listening were an oriental art.) Right.
HANNAH: (Reading) 'October ist, 1810. Today under the direction of Mr Noakes, a parterre was dug on the south lawn and will be a handsome show next year, a consolation for the picturesque catastrophe of the second and third distances. The dahlia having propagated under glass with no ill effect from the sea voyage, is named by Captain Brice 'Charity' for his bride, though the honour properly belongs to the husband who exchanged beds with my dahlia, and an English summer for everlasting night in the Indies.' (Pause.)
Bernard: Well it's so round the houses, isn't it? Who's to say what it means?
hannah: (Patiently) It means that Ezra Chater of the Sidley Park connection is the same Chater who described a dwarf dahlia in Martinique in 1810 and died there, of a monkey bite.
Bernard: (Wildly) Ezra wasn't a botanist! He was a poet!
hannah: He was not much of either, but he was both.
valentine: It's not a disaster.
Bernard: Of course it's a disaster! I was on 'The Breakfast Hour'!
valentine: It doesn't mean Byron didn't fight a duel, it only means Chater wasn't killed in it.
BERNARD: Oh, pull yourself together! - do you think I'd have been on 'The Breakfast Hour' if Byron had missedl
hannah: Calm down, Bernard. Valentine's right.
BERNARD: (Grasping at straws) Do you think so? You mean the Piccadilly reviews? Yes, two completely unknown Byron essays - and my discovery of the lines he added to 'English Bards'. That counts for something.
hannah: (Tactfully) Very possible - persuasive, indeed.
Bernard: Oh, bugger persuasive! I've proved Byron was here and as far as I'm concerned he wrote those lines as sure as he shot that hare. If only I hadn't somehow . . . made it all
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about killing Chater. Why didn't you stop me?! It's bound to
get out, you know -1 mean this - this gloss on my discovery -
I mean how long do you think it'll be before some botanical
pedant blows the whistle on me? HANNAH: The day after tomorrow. A letter in The Times, Bernard: You wouldn't. HANNAH: It's a dirty job but somebody -Bernard: Darling. Sorry. Hannah-hannah: - and, after all, it is my discovery. Bernard: Hannah. hannah: Bernard. Bernard: Hannah. hannah: Oh, shut up. It'll be very short, very dry, absolutely
gloat-free. Would you rather it were one of your friends? Bernard: (Fervently) Oh God, no! hannah: And then inyour letter to The Times-Bernard: Mine? hannah: Well, of course. Dignified congratulations to a
colleague, in the language of scholars, I trust. Bernard: Oh, eat shit, you mean? hannah: Think of it as a breakthrough in dahlia studies.
(CHLOfi hurries in from the garden.) chloE: Why aren't you coming?! - Bernard! And you're not
dressed! How long have you been back?
(Bernard looks at her and then at valentine and realizes for
the first time that valentine is unusually dressed.) Bernard: Why are you wearing those clothes? chloE: Do be quick!
(She is already digging into the basket and producing odd
garments for BERNARD.)
Just put anything on. We're all being photographed. Except
Hannah. hannah: I'll come and watch.
(valentine and chloE help Bernard into a decorative coat
and fix a lace collar round his neck.) chloE: (To hannah) Mummy says have you got the theodolite? valentine: What are you supposed to be, Chlo? Bo-Peep? chloE: Jane Austen!
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valentine: Of course.
HANNAH: {To CHLOfi) Oh - it's in the hermitage! Sorry. Bernard: I thought it wasn't till this evening. What photograph? chloE: The local paper of course - they always come before we
start. We want a good crowd of us - Gus looks gorgeous -Bernard: {Aghast) The newspaper!
{He grabs something like a bishop's mitre from the basket and
pulls it down completely over his face.
(Muffled) I'm ready!
{And he staggers out with valentine and chloE, followed by
HANNAH.
A light change to evening. The paper lanterns outside begin to glow. Piano music from the next room.
SEPTIMUS enters with an oil lamp. He carries Thomasina}s
algebra primer, and also her essay on loose sheen. He settles
down to read at the table. It is nearly dark outside, despite the
lanterns.
THOMASINA enters, in a nightgown and barefoot, holding a
candlestick. Her manner is secretive and excited.) Septimus: My lady! What is it? thomasina: Septimus! Shush!
{She closes the door quietly.)
Now is our chance! Septimus: For what, dear God?
{She blows out the candle and puts the candlestick on the table.) thomasina: Do not act the innocent! Tomorrow I will be
seventeen!
{She kisses septimus/h// on the mouth.)
There! Septimus: Dear Christ!
thomasina: Now you must show me, you are paid in advance. SEPTIMUS: {Understanding) Oh! thomasina: The Count plays for us, it is God-given! I cannot be
seventeen and not waltz. Septimus: But your mother -thomasina: While she swoons, we can dance. The house is all
abed. I heard the Broadwood. Oh, Septimus, teach me now!
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Septimus: Hush! I cannot now!
thomasina: Indeed you can, and I am come barefoot so mind
my toes. Septimus: I cannot because it is not a waltz. thomasina: It is not? Septimus: No, it is too slow for waltzing. thomasina: Oh! Then we will wait for him to play quickly. Septimus: My lady -thomasina: Mr Hodge!
(She takes a chair next to him and looks at his work.)
Are you reading my essay? Why do you work here so late? Septimus: To save my candles. thomasina: You have my old primer. Septimus: It is mine again. You should not have written in it.
(She takes it, looks at the open page.) thomasina: It was a joke. Septimus: It will make me mad as you promised. Sit over there.
You will have us in disgrace.
(thomasina gets up and goes to the furthest chair.) thomasina: If mama comes I will tell her we only met to kiss,
not to waltz. Septimus: Silence or bed. thomasina: Silence!
(SEPTIMUS pours himself some more wine. He continues to read
her essay.
The music changes to party music from the marquee. And there
are fireworks - small against the sky, distant flares of light like
exploding meteors.
Hannah enters. She has dressed for the party. The difference is not, however, dramatic. She closes the door and crosses to leave by the garden door. But as she gets there, valentine is entering. He has a glass of wine in his hand.)
HANNAH: Oh . . .
(But valentine merely brushes past her, intent on something,
and half-drunk.) valentine: (To her) Got it!
(He goes straight to the table and roots about in what is now a
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considerable mess of papers, books and objects. HANNAH turns back, puzzled by his manner. He finds what he has been looking for - the 'diagram'.
Meanwhile, Septimus reading Thomasina's essay, also studies
the diagram.
SEPTIMUS and valentine study the diagram doubled by
time.) valentine: It's heat. hannah: Are you tight, Val? valentine: It's a diagram of heat exchange. Septimus: So, we are all doomed! thomasina: (Cheerfully) Yes. valentine: Like a steam engine, you see -
(HANNAH fills Septimus's glass from the same decanter, and sips
from it.)
She didn't have the maths, not remotely. She saw what
things meant, way ahead, like seeing a picture. Septimus: This is not science. This is story-telling. thomasina: Is it a waltz now? Septimus: No.
(The music is still modern.) valentine: Like a film. hannah: What did she see? valentine: That you can't run the film backwards. Heat was
the first thing which didn't work that way. Not like Newton.
A film of a pendulum, or a ball falling through the air -
backwards, it looks the same. hannah: The ball would be going the wrong way. valentine: You'd have to know that. But with heat - friction - a
ball breaking a window -hannah: Yes.
valentine: It won't work backwards. hannah: Who thought it did? valentine: She saw why. You can put back the bits of glass but
you can't collect up the heat of the smash. It's gone. Septimus: So the Improved Newtonian Universe must cease and
grow cold. Dear me.
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valentine: The heat goes into the mix.
(He gestures to indicate the air in the room, in the universe.) thomasina: Yes, we must hurry if we are going to dance. valentine: And everything is mixing the same way, all the time,
irreversibly. . . Septimus: Oh, we have time, I think.
valentine: . . . till there's no time left. That's what time means. Septimus: When we have found all the mysteries and lost all the
meaning, we will be alone, on an empty shore. thomasina: Then we will dance. Is this a waltz? Septimus: It will serve.
(He stands up.) thomasina: (Jumping up) Goody!
(SEPTIMUS takes her in his arms carefully and the waltz lesson,
to the music from the marquee, begins.
BERNARD, in unconvincing Regency dress, enters carrying a
bottle.) Bernard: Don't mind me, I left my jacket...
(He heads for the area of the wicker basket.) valentine: Are you leaving?
(BERNARD is stripping offhis period coat. He is wearing his own
trousers, tucked into knee socks and his own shirt.) Bernard: Yes, I'm afraid so. hannah: What's up, Bernard? Bernard: Nothing I can go into -valentine: Should I go? BERNARD: No, I'm going!
(valentine and hannah watch Bernard struggling into his
jacket and adjusting his clothes.
SEPTIMUS, holding thomasina, kisses her on the mouth. The waltz lesson pauses. She looks at him. He kisses her again, in earnest. She puts her arms round him.) thomasina: Septimus ...
(SEPTIMUS hushes her. They start to dance again, with the slight awkwardness of a lesson.
CHLOE bursts in from the garden.)
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chloE: I'll kill her! I'll kill her!
Bernard: Oh dear.
valentine: What the hell is it, Chlo?
chloE: (Venomously) Mummy!
Bernard: (To valentine) Your mother caught us in that
cottage. chloE: She snooped!
Bernard: I don't think so. She was rescuing a theodolite. chloE: I'll come with you, Bernard. Bernard: No, you bloody won't. chloE: Don't you want me to?
Bernard: Of course not. What for? (To valentine) I'm sorry. chloE: (In furious tears) What are you saying sorry to him for? Bernard: Sorry to you too. Sorry one and all. Sorry, Hannah -
sorry, Hermione - sorry, Byron - sorry, sorry, sorry, now
can I go?
(chloE stands stiffly, tearfully.) chloE: Well...
(thomasina and Septimus dance.) hannah: What a bastard you are, Bernard.
(CHLOE rounds on her.) CHLOE: And you mind your own business! What do you know
about anything? hannah: Nothing.
chloE: (to Bernard) It was worth it, though, wasn't it? Bernard: It was wonderful.
(CHLOE goes out, through the garden door, towards the party.) hannah: (An echo) Nothing. valentine: Well, you shit. I'd drive you but I'm a bit sloshed.
(VALENTINE follows chloE out and can be heard outside
calling (Chlo!Chlo!') Bernard: A scrape. hannah: Oh . .. (she gives up) Bernard! BERNARD: I look forward to The Genius of the Place. I hope you
find your hermit. I think out front is the safest.
(He opens the door cautiously and looks out.) hannah: Actually, I've got a good idea who he was, but I can't
prove it.
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Bernard: (With a carefree expansive gesture) Publish! (He goes out closing the door.
SEPTIMUS and thomasina are now waltzing freely. She is
delighted with herself) thomasina: Am I waltzing? Septimus: Yes, my lady.
(He gives her a final twirl, bringing them to the table where he
bows to her. He lights her candlestick.
HANNAH goes to sit at the table, playing truant from the party. She pours herself more wine. The table contains the geometrical solids, the computer, decanter, glasses, tea mug, Hannah's research books, Septimus's books, the two portfolios, Thomasina's candlestick, the oil lamp, the dahlia, the Sunday papers. . .
GUS appears in the doorway. It takes a moment to realize that he is not Lord Augustus; perhaps not until HANNAH sees him.)
Septimus: Take your essay, I have given it an alpha in blind faith. Be careful with the flame.
thomasina: I will wait for you to come.
Septimus: I cannot.
thomasina: You may.
Septimus: I may not.
thomasina: You must.
Septimus: I will not.
(Sheputs the candlestick and the essay on the table.)
thomasina: Then I will not go. Once more, for my birthday. (SEPTIMUS and thomasina start to waltz together.
GUS comes forward, startling HANNAH.) hannah: Oh! - you made me jump.
(GUS looks resplendent. He is carrying an old and somewhat
tattered stiff-backed folio fastened with a tape tied in a bow. He
comes to hannah and thrusts this present at her.)
Oh...
(She lays the folio down on the table and starts to open it. It
consists only of two boards hinged, containing Thomasina's
drawing.)
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'Septimus holding Plautus'. (To gus) I was looking for that.
Thank you.
(gus nods several times. Then, rather awkwardly, he bows to
her. A Regency bow, an invitation to dance.)
Oh, dear, I don't really . . .
(After a moments hesitation, she gets up and they hold each
other, keeping a decorous distance between them, and start to
dance, rather awkwardly.
Septimus and thomasina continue to dance, fluently, to the piano.)
END
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