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TEACHING OBJECTIVES:

The module aims at offering a discussion of late twentieth-century British theatre with special attention to some Shakespearean rewrites.

SYLLABUS:

British Shakespearean rewrites in the late twentieth century: from the absurdist to the epic theatre.

The module will deal with some rewrites of Shakespeare’s tragedies (Hamlet, Macbeth and King Lear) by Tom Stoppard and Edward Bond. These plays will be set against the British theatrical experimentation of the 60s and 70s, and will be examined in relation with contemporary absurdist and epic issues concerning meta-theatricality and meta-communicativeness.

The module will be set up into lectures (24h = 4CFU) and a seminar (24h = 4CFU) intended to further the discussion of the syllabus and to apply to textual analysis the critical tools presented during the classes. Non-attending students are required to follow the primary text and reference lists recommended to attending students and to complement it with the supplementary reference list.
LANGUAGE: the module will be held in English.
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Students are free to choose any English edition:

· William Shakespeare, Hamlet, Macbeth, King Lear
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· Edward Bond, Lear (1971)
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Supplementary references for non-attending students

Non-attending students are required to read in full the two critical texts indicated in the References section above: K.E. Kelly (ed.), The Cambridge Companion to Tom Stoppard, Cambridge, Cambridge U.P., 2001;  G. Restivo, La nuova scena inglese: Edward Bond, Torino, Einaudi, 1977

Please be advised

Further details on required readings and general information on bibliographical material will be provided during classes.

EXAM METHOD:

The exam will consist in an oral discussion in English of the module’s topics.

1) Samuel Beckett, Waiting for Godot (I)
VLADIMIR: What do we do now? 

ESTRAGON: Wait. 

VLADIMIR: Yes, but while waiting. 

ESTRAGON: What about hanging ourselves? 

VLADIMIR: Hmm. It'd give us an erection. 

ESTRAGON: (highly excited). An erection! 

2) Samuel Beckett, Waiting for Godot (I)
ESTRAGON: (with effort). Gogo light- bough not break- Gogo dead. Didi heavy- bough break- Didi alone. Whereas- 

VLADIMIR: I hadn’t thought of that. 

ESTRAGON: If it hangs you it’ll hang anything. 

VLADIMIR: But am I heavier than you? 

ESTRAGON: So you tell me. I don’t know. There's an even chance. Or nearly. 

VLADIMIR: Well? What do we do? 

ESTRAGON: Don't let's do anything. It's safer. 

VLADIMIR: Let's wait and see what he says. 

ESTRAGON: Who? 

VLADIMIR: Godot. 

ESTRAGON: Good idea. 

3) Ian Kott, Shakespeare our Contemporary (1965):

1.

[…] a striking feature of the new theatre is its grotesque quality. Despite appearances to the contrary, this new grotesque has not replaced the old drama and comedy of manners. It deals with problems, conflicts and themes of tragedy, such as: human fate, the meaning of existence, freedom and inevitability, the discrepancy between the absolute and the fragile human order. Grotesque means tragedy rewritten in different terms. […] in a tragic and grotesque world, situations are imposed, compulsory and inescapable; the tragic and the grotesque worlds are closed, and there is no escape from them.
2.

The tragedy lies in the very principle of choice by which one of the values must be annihilated. The cruelty of the absolute lies in demanding such a choice and in imposing a situation which excludes the possibilities of a compromise, and where one of the alternatives is death. The absolute is greedy and demands everything; the hero’s death is its confirmation.

The tragic situation becomes grotesque when both alternatives of the choice imposed are absurd, irrelevant or compromising. The hero has to play, even of there is no game. Every move is bad, but he cannot throw down his cards. To throw down the cards would also be a bad move.

3.
The absolute is absurd. Maybe that is why the grotesque often makes use of the concept of a mechanism which has been put in motion and cannot be stopped. Various kinds of impersonal and hostile mechanisms have taken the place of God, Nature and History, found in the old tragedy. The notion of an absurd mechanism is probably the last metaphysical concept remaining in modern grotesque. But this absurd mechanism is not transcendental any more in relation to man, or at any rate to mankind. It is a trap set by man himself into which he has fallen.

The scene of tragedy has mostly been a natural landscape. Raging nature witnessed man’s downfall, or – as in King Lear –  played an active part in the action. Modern grotesque usually takes place in the midst of civilization. Nature has evaporated from it almost completely. Man Is confined to a room and surrounded by inanimate objects. But objects have now been raised to the status of symbols of human fate, or situation, and perform a similar function o that played in Shakespeare by forest, storm, or eclipse of the sun. Even Sartre’s hell is just a vast hotel consisting of rooms and corridors, beyond which there are more rooms and corridors. This hell ‘behind closed doors’ does not need any metaphysical aids. [“l’enfer, c’èst les autres”, “Hell is other people”, from No Exit / Closed Doors, Huis Clos 1944]

Ionesco’s hell is arranged on similar lines. A new tenant moves into an empty flat. Furniture is brought in. There is more and more furniture. Furniture surrounds the tenant on all sides. He is surrounded already by four wardrobes but more are brought in. He has been closed in by furniture. He can no longer be seen. He has been brought down to the level of inanimate objects, he has become an object himself.

In Beckett’s Endgame (1957 in French, published in English in 1958) there is a room with a wheel-chair and two dustbins. A picture hangs face to the wall. There is also a staircase, a telescope and a whistle. All that remains of nature is sand in the dustbins, a flea, and the part of man that belongs to nature: his body:

Hamm: Nature has forgotten us.

Clov: There’s no more nature.

Hamm: No more nature! You exaggerate.

Clov: In the vicinity.

Hamm: But we breathe, we change! We lose our hair, our teeth! Our bloom! Our ideals!

Clov: Then she hasn’t forgotten us.

It can easily be shown how, in the new theatre, tragic situations become grotesque.”

4.
Let us imagine an electronic computer which plays chess and calculates any number of moves in advance. A man must play chess with an electronic computer, cannot leave or break the game, and has to lose the game. His defeat is just, because it is effected according to the rules of the game; he loses because he has made a mistake. But he could not have won.

A man losing the chess-game with an electronic computer, whom he himself has fed with combinatorial analysis and rules, whom he himself has ‘taught’ to play, is not a tragic hero any more. If he plays that chess-game from the moment he was born until he dies, and if he has tolose, he will at most be the hero of a tragic-grotesque. All that is left of tragedy is the concept of ‘unmerited guilt,’ the inevitable defeat and unavoidable mistake. But the absolute has ceased to exist. It has been replaced by the absurdity of the human situation.

The absurdity does not consist in the fact that man-made mechanisms are under certain condition stringer, and even wider that he. The absurdity consists in that they create a compulsory situation by forcing him into a game in which the probability of his total defeat constantly increases. The Christian view of the end of the world, with the Last Judgement and its segregation of the just and unjust, is pathetic. The end of the world caused by the atomic bomb is spectacular, but grotesque just the same. Such an end of the world is intellectually unacceptable, either to Christians or to Marxists. It would be a silly ending.

5.

There is a machine for a game similar to tossing coins for ‘heads or tails’. I put a coin on the table the way I like, with ‘heads’ or ‘tails’ on top. The machine does not see the coin, but it has to predict how I have put it. If it gives the right answer, it wins. I inform the machine whether it has given the right answer. I put down the coin again, and so on. After a time the machine begins to win by the right answers more and more often. It has memorized and learned my system; it has deciphered me, as it were. It foresees that after three ‘heads’ I will put down two ‘tails’. I change the system, and play using a different method. The blind machine learns this one too, and begins to win again. I am endowed with free will and have the freedom of choice. I can put down ‘heads’ or ‘tails’. But in the end, like Oedipus, I must lose the game.

6.
There is a move by which I do not lose. I do not put the coin on the table. I do not choose. I simply toss it. I have given up the system, and left matters to chance. Now the machine and I have even chances. The possibility of win and lose, of ‘heads’ or ‘tails’ is the same. It amounts to fifty-fifty. The machine wanted me to treat it seriously, to play rationally with it, using a system, a method. But I do not want to. It is I who have now seen through the machine’s method.

The machine stands for fate, which acts on the principle of the law of average. In order to have even chances with fate I must become fate myself; I must chance my luck; act with a  fifty-fifty chance. […] That kind of man most certainly is not a tragic hero. He has adopted a clownish attitude to fate.
7. 

In modern tragedy, fate, gods and nature have been replaced by history. History is the only framework of reference, the final authority to accept or reject the validity of human action.
8. 

After his eyes have been gouged out, Gloucester wants to throw himself over the cliffs of Dover into the sea. He isled by his own son [Edgar], who feigns madness. Both have reached the depths of human suffering [..] on the stage there are just two actors, one playing a blind man, the other playing a man who plays a madman. They walk together:

Gloucester: When shall I come to the top of that same him?

Edgar: You do climb up it now: look, how we labour.

Gloucester: Methinks the ground is even.

Edgar: Horrible steep.


Hark, do you hear the sea?

Gloucester: No, truly. (IV. 6, ll. 1-4)

[…] The text itself provides the stage directions. Edgar is supporting Gloucester; he lifts his feet high pretending to walk uphill. Gloucester, too, lifts his feet, as if expecting the ground to rise, but underneath his foot there is only air. This entire scene is written for a very definite type of theatre, namely pantomime.

This pantomime only makes sense if enacted on a  flat and level stage.

Edgar feigns madness, but in doing so he must adopt the right gesture. In its theatrical expression this is a scene in  which a madman leads a blind man a talks him into believing in a non-existent cliff. In another moment a landscape will be sketched in. Shakespeare often creates a landscape on an empty stage. 

[think about the first Chorus of Henry V:

Prologue:

Chorus:

O, for my Muse of fire, that would ascend

The brightest heaven of invention;

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!]

A few words, and the diffused, soft afternoon light at the Globe changes into night, evening, or morning. But no other Shakespearian landscape is so exact, precise and clear, as this one [..]. A little human figure hanging half-way down the cliff is gathering samphire. Fishermen walking on the beach are like mice. A ship seems a little boat, a boat is floating like a buoy

Edgar: Come on, sir; here’s the place. Stand still! How fearful

And dizzy ’tis to cast one’s eyes so low!

The crows and choughs that wind the midway air

Show scarce so gross as beetles. Halfway down

Hangs one that gathers samphire – dreadful trade!

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head.

The fisherman that walk upon the beach

Appear like mice, and yon tall anchoring bark

Diminished to her cock; her cock, a buoy

Almost too small for sight. The murmuring surge

That on th’unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes

Cannot be heard so high. I’ll look no more,

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 

Topple down headlong (IV.6, ll. 11-24)

The Landscape is now below them:

Gloucester: Set me where you stand

Edgar: give me your hand. You are now within a foot

Of th’extreme verge. For all beneath the moon

Would I not leap upright. (ll. 24-27)

In Shakespeare’s time the actors probably put their feet forward through a small balustrade above the apron-stage, immediately over the heads of the ‘groundlings’. […] It’s the presence and importance of the mime that is significant. [… Now] Gloucester has already jumped over the precipice. Both actors are at the foot of a non-existent cliff. The same landscape is now above them. The mime continues:

Gloucester: But have I fall’n or no?

Edgar: from the dread summit of this chalky bourn.

Look up a-height; - the shrill-gorged lark so far

Cannot be seen or heard: do but look up. (ll. 56-59)

The mime creates a scenic area: the top and bottom of the cliff, the precipice. Shakespeare makes use of all the means of anti-illusionist theatre in order to create a most realistic and concrete landscape. A landscape which is only a blind man’s illusion. There is perspective in it, light, men and things, even sounds. From the height of the cliff the sea cannot be heard, but there is mention of its roar. From the foot of the cliff the lark cannot be heard, but there is mention of its song. In this landscape sounds are present by their very absence: the silence is filled with them, just as the empty stage is filled with the cliff.

The scene of the suicidal leap is also a mime. [… the] type of parable [… presented here] is not to be thought of outside the theatre, or rather outside a certain kind of theatre [not naturalistic]. In narrative prose Edgar could, of course, lead the blind Gloucester to the cliffs of Dover, let him jump down from a  stone and make him believe that he was jumping from the top of a cliff. But he might just as well lead him a day’s journey away from the castle and make him jump from a stone on any heap of sand. In film and in prose [sic] there is only the choice between a real stone lying in the sand and an equally real jump from the top of a chalk cliff into the sea. One cannot transpose Gloucester’s suicide attempt to the screen, unless one were to film a stage performance. But I the naturalistic, or even stylized theatre, with the precipice painted or projected on to a screen, Shakespeare’s parable would be completely obliterated.

The stage must be empty. On it a suicide, or rather its symbol, has been performed. Mime is the performance of symbols. 

[…] In Ionesco’s Le Tueur sans Gages the Architect, who is at the same time the commissioner of police, shows Berenger round the Cité Radieuse. On an empty stage Berenger sniffs at non-existent flowers and taps at non-existent walls. The Radiant City exists and does not exist, or rather it has existed always and everywhere. And that is why it is so terrifying. Similarly, the Shakespearian precipice at Dover exists and does not exist. It is the abyss, waiting all the time. The abyss, into which one can jump, is everywhere. […] For once, in King Lear, Shakespeare shows the paradox of pure theatre. It is the same theatrical paradox that Ionesco uses in his Le Tueur sans Gages.

In the naturalistic theatre one can perform a murder scene, or a scene of terror. The shot maybe fired from a revolver or a toy pistol. But in mime there is no difference between a revolver and a toy pistol: in fact neither exist. Like death, the shot is only a performance, a parable, a symbol. […] Gloucester is Everyman, and the stage becomes the medieval Theatrum Mundi. […] In King Lear the stage is empty throughout: there is nothing, except the cruel earth, where man goes on his journey from the cradle to the grave. The theme of King Lear is an inquiry into the meaning f this journey, into the existence or non-existence of Heaven and Hell.

9.

From the middle of the second act to the end of the fourth act, Shakespeare takes up a biblical theme. But this new Book of Job, or new Dantean Inferno, was written towards the close of the Renaissance. In Shakespeare’s play there is neither Christian heaven, nor the heaven predicted and believed in by humanists. King Lear makes a tragic mockery of all eschatologies: of the heaven promised on earth, and the heaven promised after death; in fact – of both Christian and secular theodicies; of cosmogony and of the rational view of history; of the gods and natural goodness, of man made in the ‘image and likeness’. In King Lear, both the medieval and the renaissance orders of established values disintegrate. All that remains at the end of this gigantic pantomime is the earth – empty and bleeding. On this earth, through which a tempest has passed leaving only stones, the King, the Fool, the Blind Man and the Madman carry on their distracted dialogue.

The blind Gloucester falls over on the empty stage. His suicidal leap is tragic. Gloucester has reached the depths of human misery; so has Edgar, who pretends to be Mad Tom in order to save his father. But the pantomime performed by actors on the stage is grotesque, and has something of a circus about it. The blind Gloucester who has climbed a non-existent height and fallen over on flat boards, is a clown. A philosophical buffoonery has been performed, of the sort found in modern theatre. 

Whistle from left wing

He (the man) does not move.

He looks at his hands, looks round for scissors, sees them, goes and picks them up, starts to trim his nails, stops, runs his finger along blade of scissors, goes and lays them on small cube, turns aside, opens his collar, frees his neck and fingers it.

The small cube is pulled up and disappear in flies, carrying away rope ands scissors.

He turns to take scissors, sees what has happened.

He turns aside, reflects.

He goes and sits down on big cube.

The big cube is pulled from under him. he falls. The big cube is pulled up and disappears in flies.

He remains lying on his side, his face towards auditorium, staring before him.

The Act Without Words closes Beckett’s Endgame, providing as it were its final interpretation. Remaining vestiges of characters, action and situation have been further reduced here. All that remains is a situation which is a parable of universal human fate. A total situation. Man has been thrown on to the empty stage. He tries to escape into the wings, but is kicked back. From above a tree with some leaves, a jug of water, tailoring scissors, and some cubes are pulled down on ropes. The man tries to hide ion the shade of the leaves, but the tree is pulled up. He tries to catch hold of the jug, but it rises into the air. He attempts suicide, but this too, proves impossible. “The bough folds down against trunk”. The man sits down and thinks. The jug and the tree appear again. The man does not move. […] gods, fate, the world, are not indifferent, but sneering and malicious.

[…] This new Book of Job is shown in buffo, as a circus pantomime. […] Gloucester’s suicide attempt, too, is merely a circus somersault on an empty stage. […] In Shakespeare clowns often ape the gestures of kings and heroes, but only in King Lear are great tragic scenes shown through clowning.

It is not only the suicide mime that is grotesque. The accompanying dialogue is also cruel and mocking. The blind Gloucester kneels and prays:

  (kneeling) O you mighty gods!

This world I do renounce, and, in your sights,

Shake patiently my great affliction off:

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposeless wills,

My snuff and loathed part of nature should

Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him! (IV. 6, ll. 34-40)

Gloucester’s suicide has a meaning only if the gods exist. It is a protest against undeserved suffering and the world’s injustice. This protest is made in a definite direction. It refers to eschatology. Even if the gods are cruel, they must take this suicide into consideration. It will count in the final reckoning between gods and man. Its sole value lies in its reference to the absolute.

But if the gods, and their moral order in the world, do not exist, Gloucester’s suicide does not solve or alter anything. It is only a somersault on an empty stage. It is deceptive an unsuccessful on the factual as well as on the metaphysical plane. Not only the pantomime, but the whole situation is then grotesque. From the beginning to the end. It is waiting for a Godot who does not come. [ Kott now refers to the suicide scene in Waiting for Godot that we have already mentioned]:

Estragon: Why don’t we hang ourselves?

Vladimir: With what?

Estragon: You haven’t got a bit of rope?

Vladimir: No

Estragon: Then we can’t.

Vladimir: Let’s go.

Estragon: Wait, there’s my belt.

Vladimir: It’s too short.

Estragon: You could hang on to my legs.

Vladimir: And who would hang on to mine?

Estragon: True.

Vladimir: Show all the same. (Estragon loosens the cord that holds up his trousers which, much too big for him, fall about his ankles. They look at the cord.) That might do at a pinch. But is it strong enough?

Estragon: We’ll soon see. Here. (They each take an end of the cord and pull. It breaks they almost fall.)

Vladimir: Not worth a curse. (II)

Gloucester did fall, and he got up again. He has made his suicide attempt, but he failed to shake the world. Nothing has changed. Edgar’s comment is ironical:

… had he been where he thought,

By this had thought been past (IV. 6, ll.)

If there are no gods, suicide makes no sense. Death exists in any case. Suicide cannot alter human fate, but only accelerate it. It ceases to be a protest. It is a surrender. It becomes the acceptance of the world’s greatest cruelty – death. [after the fall Gloucester is helped to stand up by Edgar who feigns now to be a man who saw him and mad Tom on the crest and depicts him as a a horned demon]. Gloucester has finally realized:

… henceforth I’ll bear 

Affliction till it do cry out itself

‘Enough, enough’, and die. (IV. 6, ll. 75-77)

And once again in the last act [when Edgar urges him to go away because Lear has lost and has been made prisoner with Cordelia]:


No further, sir; a man may rot even here (V. 2, l. 8)

After his grotesque suicide the blind Gloucester talks to the deranged Lear. Estragon and Vladimir carry on a very similar conversation, interrupted by the despairing cries of the blind Pozzo, who has fallen down and cannot get up. Pozzo would find it easier to understand Gloucester:

… one day I went blind, one day we’ll go deaf, one day we were born, one day we shall die… they give birth astride of a grave, the light gleams an instant, then it’s night once more. (II)

Shakespeare had said as much, in fewer words:

Edgar: […] Men must endure

Their going hence, even as their coming hither.

Ripeness is all.  (V.2, ll. 9-11)


But it was Ionesco who put it most briefly of all, in his Tueur sans Gages: “We shall die, this is the only serious alienation”

10.

The theme of King Lear is the decay and fall of the world. The play opens like the Histories, with the division of the realm and the king’s abdication. It also ends like the Histories, with the proclamation of a new king. Between the prologue and the epilogue there is civil war. But unlike in the Histories and Tragedies, the world is not healed again. In King Lear there is no young and resolute Fortinbras to ascend the throne of Denmark; no cool-headed Octavius to become Augustus Caesar; no noble Malcolm to “give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights”. In the epilogues to the Histories and Tragedies the new monarch invites those present to his coronation. In King Lear there will be no coronation. There is  no one whom Edgar can invite to it. 

[These are Edgar’s concluding lines: 

The weight of this sad time we must obey;

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.

The oldest hath borne most; we that are young

Shall never see so much nor live so long. (V. 3,ll. 322-325)]

Gloucester was right when he said: “This great world shall so wear out to naught” [when he speaks with the deranged Lear: IV.6, l. 137]. Those who have survived – Edgar, Albany and Kent – are, as Lear, just “ruined pieces of nature” [ibidem].

[…] The decay and fall of the world will be shown on two levels, on two different kinds of stage, as it were. One of these may be called Macbeth’s stage, the other – Job’s stage. […] All bonds, all laws, whether divine, natural or human, are broken. Social order., from the kingdom to the family, will crumble into dust. There are no longer kings and subjects, fathers and children, husbands and wives. There are only huge renaissance monsters, devouring one another like beasts of prey [and in fact the animal imagery is pervasive (for instance Regan is like a “vulture” for Lear II. 4,  l. 132, and Regan a rash boar for Gloucester: in III. 7, before being blinded, Gloucester says that he has sent the King to Dover for him not have the “boarish fangs” of Goneril in his anointed flesh], as well as the idea of a self-destructive mankind, as Albany says: 

If that the heavens do not their visible spirit

Send quickly down to tame these vild offences, 

It will come – 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself

Like monsters of the deep” (IV, 2, vv. 46-50)]

These violent sequences are merely an illustration and an example, and perform the function of a black, realistic counterpart to ‘Job’s stage’.


For it is Job’s stage that constitutes the main scene. On it the ironic, clownish morality play on human fate will be performed. […] The theme of the downfall is carried through by Shakespeare stubbornly, consistently, and is repeated at least four times. The fall is at the same time physical and spiritual, bodily and social.

At the beginning there was a king with his court and ministers. Later there are just four beggars wandering about in a wilderness, exposed to raging wind and rain. The fall may be slow, or sudden. Lear has at first a retinue of a hundred men, then fifty, then only one. Kent is banished by one angry gesture of the King. But the process of degradation is always the same. Everything that distinguishes a man – his titles, social position, even name – is lost. Names are not needed any more. Every one is just a shadow of himself [as the fool comments upon Lear not believing his own ears at Gonerill’s censuring the supposed misbehaviour of his retinue and his licensed fool]; just a man:

King Lear: Doth any one know me? – Why, this is not Lear:

Doth Lear walk thus? Speak thus?

[…]

Who is it that can tell me who I am?

Fool: Lear’s a shadow (I.4., ll, 225-230)

And once more the same question, and the same answer. The banished Kent retursn in disguise to his King:

King Lear: How now! what are thou?

Kent: A man, sir. (I.4, 8-10)

A naked man has no name. Before the morality play commences, everyone must be naked. Naked like a worm:

Then Job arose, and rent his mantle, and shaved his head, and fell down upon the ground, and worshipped.

And said, Naked came I out of my mother’s womb, and naked shall I return hither. (Book of Job, I, 20.21)

Biblical imagery in this new Book of Job is no mere chance. Edgar says that he will with his “nakedness out-face / The winds and persecutions of the sky” (II. 3, ll. 12-13) 
The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms

Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary;

And with this horrible object, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,

Enforce their charity. […]

This theme returns obstinately, and with equal consistency:

Gloucester: I’the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw

Which made me think a man a worm (IV. 1, ll, 32-33)

A downfall means suffering and torment. It may be a physical or spiritual torment, or both. Lear will lose his wits; Kent will be put in the stocks; Gloucester will have his eyes gouged out and will attempt suicide. For a man to become naked, or rather to become nothing but man, it is not enough to deprive him of his name, social position and character. One must also maim and massacre him both morally and physically.

[… As Edgar disguised as poor Tom exclaims]:

Edgar: O gods! Who is’t can say “ I am at the worst”?

I am worse than e’er I was

Old Man [a tenant of Gloucester]: ’Tis poor mad Tom.

Edgar: And worse I may be yet. The worst is not,

So long as we can say “This is the worst”. (IV.1, ll. 25-28)

Vladimir and Estragon talk to each other in a very similar fashion. They gibber, but in that gibber there are remnants of the same eschatology:

Vladimir: We’re in no danger of ever thinking any more.

Estragon. Then what are we complaining about?

Vladimir: Thinking is not the worst.

Estragon: Perhaps not. But at least there’s that.

Vladimir: That what?

Estragon: That’s the idea, lets’ ask other questions.

Vladimir: What do you mean, at least there’s that?

Estragon: That much less misery.

Vladimir: True.

Estragon: Well? If we gave thanks for our mercies?

Vladimir: What is terrible is to have thought. (II)

Pozzo is proud and pompous when in the first part of Waiting for Godot he leads on a rope the starving Lucky. Their relation is still that of master and servant, the exploiter and the exploited. When they appear for the second time Pozzo id blind and Lucky is dumb. They are still joined by the same rope. But now they are just two men:

’Tis the time’s plague, when madmen lead the blind (IV. 1, l. 46)

[…] Edgar is leading the blind Gloucester to the precipice at Dover. This is just the theme of Endgame; Beckett was the first to see it in King Lear; he eliminated all action, everything external, and repeated it in its skeleton form.

Clov cannot sit down, the blind Hamm cannot get up, moves only in his wheel-chair, and passes water only by means of a catheter. Nell and Nagg have ‘lost their shanks’ and are almost breathing their last in dustbins. But Hamm continues to be the master, and his wheel-chair brings to mind a throne. In the London production [1955] he was dressed in a faded purple gown and wiped his face with a blood-red handkerchief. He was, like King Lear, a degraded and powerless tyrant, “a ruin’d piece of nature”. He was a King Lear, the scene in Act Four, where Lear meets the blind Gloucester and after a great frantic monologue gives the order that one of his shows be taken off, as it pinches him. It is the same pinching shoe that one of the clowns in Waiting for Godot will take off at the beginning of the scene [Estragon, sitting on a low mound, is trying to take off his boot. He pulls at it with both hands, panting. He gives up, exhausted, rests, tries again. As before].

[…] This is the theme of the fall. The concept of man has been reduced and all situations have shrunk to the one ultimate, total and concentrated human fate. To Valdimir’s question “What is in this bag?” the blind Pozzo replies: “Sand”. Clov in Endgame lifts the lid of the dustbin in order to find out what is happening to Nagg. “He’s crying”, he reports. To this Hamm replies: “Then he’s living”.

[…] English critics have regarded it as Beckett’s reply to the Cartesian formula of man [cogito ergo sum], which was in itself a reduction of the theological formula. But in fact Beckett simply repeats after Shakespeare:

Lear: […] we came crying hither.

[Thou knowest the first time that we smell the air

We wawl and cry…]

When we are born, we cry that we are come

To this great stage of fools. (IV.6, ll. 180-182, 184-185)

[See also Waiting for Godot: Vladimir: “Suppose we repented”. Estragon: “Repented what?”. Vladimir: “Oh… (he reflects). We wouldn’t have to go into the details”. Estragon: “Our being born?” (I)]

The world is real and the shoe really pinches. Suffering is also real. But the gesture with which the ruin of a man demands that his pinching show be taken off is ridiculous. Just as ridiculous as blind Gloucester’s somersault on the flat empty stage.

The biblical Job, too, is the ruin of a man. But this ruin constantly talks to God. He curses, imprecates, blasphemes. Ultimately he admits that God is right. He has justified his sufferings and ennobled them. Included them in the metaphysical and absolute order. The Book of Job is a theatre of the priests. Whereas in both the Shakespearean and Beckettian Endgames the Book of Job is performed by clowns. But here, too, the gods are invoked throughout by all the characters; by Lear, Gloucester, Kent, even Albany:

[Lear: What’s he that hath so much thy place mistook

To set thee here?

Kent: 

It is both he and she;

Your son and daughter.

Lear: No

Kent: Yea

Lear: No, I say

Kent: I say yea.]

Lear: By Jupiter, I swear no!

Kent: By Juno, I swear ay! (II. 4, ll. 11-21)

[…] The gods are silent. Gradually the tone becomes more and more ironical. The ruin of a man invoking God is even more ridiculous. The action becomes more and more cruel, but at the same time assumes amore and more clownish character:

Gloucester: By the kind gods, ’tis most ignobly done

To pluck me by the beard (III. 7, ll. 36-37)

Defeat, suffering, cruelty have a meaning even when the gods are cruel. Even then. It is the last theological chance to justify suffering. The biblical Job new about it well when he called on God:

If the scourge slay suddenly, he will laugh at the trial of the innocent (Book of Job, IX, 23)

From the just God, one can still appeal to the unjust God. Says Gloucester after his eyes have been gouged out:

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods –

They kill us for their sport (IV.1, ll. 36-37)

But as long as gods exist, all can yet be saved:

Hearken unto this, O Job: stand still, and consider the wondrous works of God (Book of Job, XXXVII, 14)

The Bible is Beckett’s favourite reading. After all, the passage sounds like the dialogue in Endgame:

Clov: They said to me, Here’s the place, raise your head and look at all that beauty. That order! They said to me, Come now you’re not a brute beast, think upon these things and you’ll see how all becomes clear. And simple! They said to me, What skilled attention they get, all these dying of their wounds.

Hamm: Enough!

Clov: I say to myself – sometimes, Clov, you must learn to suffer better than that if you want them to weary of punishing you. I say to myself –sometimes, Clove, you must be there better than if you want them to let you go – one day.

Clov is a clown but is more unhappy than Hamm. Clov’s gabble is still eschatological, just as Lucky’s is in Waiting for Godot. In this dialogue of “human ruins” Hamm alone has realized the folly of all suffering. He has one reply to make to eschatology: “Take it easy… Peace to our… arses.” Both couples: Pozzo who has been made blind, and Lucky who has been made dumb, on the one hand, Hamm who cannot get up, and Clov who cannot sit down, on the other, have been taken from the Endgame of King Lear:

King Lear: Read

Gloucester: What, with the case of eyes?

[…]

King Lear: What, are mad? A man may see how this world goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears. (IV. 6, ll. 145-146, 152-153)

These are biblical parables: The blind see clearly, madmen tell the truth. After all, they are all mad.

[…] Above ‘Job’s stage’, there is in King Lear only ‘Macbeth’s stage’. On it people murder, butcher, and torture one another, commit adultery and fornication, divide kingdoms. From the point of view of a Job who has ceased to talk to God, they are clowns. Clowns who do not yet know they are clowns:

King Lear: […] come, come; I am a king!

My masters, know you that.

Gentleman: You are a royal one, and we obey you.

King Lear: Then ther’s life in’t. Nay, an you get it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa (IV. 6, 201-204)

Just as blind Hamm came to understand everything, although he was bound to his wheel-throne. And Pozzo, when he turned blind and fell over his sand-filled bags:

Pozzo: I woke up one fine day as blind as Fortune…

Vladimir: And when was that?

Pozzo: I don’t know … Don’t question me! The blind have no notion of time. The things of time are hidden form them too. (II)

And this is how King Lear ends his final frantic tirade:

To rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even

The natural fool of fortune (IV. 6, ll. 192-193)

[…] On ‘Job’s stage’ four clowns have performed the old medieval sotie about the decay and fall of the world. But in both Shakespearean and Beckettian Endgames it is the modern world that fell; the renaissance world, and ours.

4) Edward Bond:

1. From Theatre Quarterly, January-March 1972, 5:
I would like people to have seen something that they might have read about in a newspaper, or even have been involved in, but not really understood – because they see it from a partial point of view, or whatever – suddenly to be able to see it whole, and to be able to say, well, now I can understand all the pressures that went into the making of that tragedy. When I come to judge that situation, my judgement will be more accurate, and therefore the action I take more appropriate. And I would like them to be so strongly moved as to want to take action. 

2. From Theatre Quarterly, January-March, 5

He’s a writer I admire very much, but I think it’s wrong to make a cultural hero out of the man. One can say, all right, you’ve lived through a time of enormous and extreme suffering which your plays capture very well: yet a writer has to do more than this. In Beckett’s plays there’s no earthly reason why Beckett should ever have written them, and every reason why he should go and kill himself tomorrow. And yet he doesn’t, he goes on writing plays – so they can’t be true to his experience. And a writer has to be true to his experience and not tell himself lies, even comforting ones.

3  From Letter to his publisher, 9 February 1982
Epic isn’t a style but a philosophical undertaking. It emphasises the origin of morality and reason in human work and creativity; that the concept of absurdity and nihilism are not applicable to human affairs, except as form of decadence; that art is not universal, not some ideal statement that appeals to all people, but is class-derived and historical; that art is, in fact, the creation of value by incorporating the structures in human, historical development into human images and into new, enriched, more rational forms of consciousness.
4. From “A Notice to Young Writers”, The Worlds
The forms of the new drama will be epic. […] An epic play tells a story and says why it happened. This gives it a beginning, a middle and an end joined together in a truthful way. […] Theatre must talk of the causes of human misery and the sources of human strength.
5. From Introduction to The Fool
Culture will be each individual’s understanding of his community and his commitment to it. […] The artist’s job is to make the process public, to create public images, literal or figurative, in signs, sound and movement, of the human condition – public images in which our species recognizes itself and confirms its identity.
6. From Preface to Lear
a.

Men without politics would be animals, and art without politics would be trivial. […] Art is the most public of activities. […] Art is the expression of the conviction that we can have a rational relationship with the world and each other. It isn’t the faith or hope that we can, it is the demonstration that we can. […] Art is always optimistic and rational – in this way: it makes the present relationship between people easier to understand, by destroying cloaks of sentimentality, hypocrisy and myth, and it makes the potential rationality of these relationships more certain. It does this partly through its choice of subject – but the important thing is the integrity of its objectivity.
b.
Many animals are violent, but in non-human species the violence is finally controlled so that it does not threaten the species’ existence. Then why is the existence of our species threatened by its violence?

I must begin with an important distinction. The predator hunting its prey is violent but not aggressive in the human way. It wants to eat, not destroy, and its violence is dangerous to the prey but not to the predator. Animals only become aggressive – that is destructive in the human sense – when their lives, territory or status in their group are threatened, or when they mate or are preparing to mate. Even then the aggression is controlled. Fighting is usually ritualized, and the weaker or badly-placed animal be left alone when it runs away or formally submits. Men use much of their energy and skill to make more efficient weapons to destroy each other, but animals have often evolved in ways to ensure the can’t destroy each other.
c.

[…] in normal surroundings and conditions members of the same species are not dangerous to one another, but that when they are kept in adverse conditions, and forced to have unnaturally, their behaviour deteriorates. This has been seen in zoos and laboratories. Then they become destructive and neurotic and make bad parents. They begin to behave like us. […] We respond aggressively when we are constantly deprived of our physical and emotional needs, or when we are threatened with this; […] It does not matter who much a man doing routine work in, say, a factory or office is paid: he will still be deprived in this sense. Because he is behaving in a way for which he is not designed, he is alienated from his natural self, and this will have physical and emotional consequences for him. He becomes nervous and tense and begins to look for threats everywhere. This makes him belligerent and provocative; he becomes a threat to other people, and so his situation rapidly deteriorates.

d.
Why, in the first places, do we live in urban, crowded regimented groups, working like machines (mostly for the benefit of other men) and with no real control of our lives? […] In critical times any non-conformity would be a danger to the group. People who are controlled by others in this way soon lose the ability to act for themselves, even if their leaders do not make it dangerous for them to do so. And then […] the natural feelings of opposition become moralized and work to perpetuate the very organization they basically oppose. The whole structure becomes held together by the negative biological response to deprivation and threat – it is an organization held together by the aggression it creates. Aggression has become moralized, and morality has become a form of violence. […] an unjust society causes and defines crime; and an aggressive social structure which is unjust and must create aggressive social disruption, receives the moral sanction of being ‘law and order’. Law and order is one of the steps taken to maintain law and order.

[…] Social morality is also a safe form of obedience for many of the victims of the unjust organization. It gives them a form of innocence founded on fear – but it is never a peaceful innocence. It is a sort of character easily developed in childhood, when power relations are at their starkest. Then it is dangerous to have aggressive ideas against those in power because they can easily punish you, they are stronger and cleverer, and if you destroyed them how could you live? (In adults this becomes: We can’t have a revolution because the buses wouldn’t run and I’d be late at work. Or: Hitler made the trains run on time).
e.
[…] the weight of aggression in our society is so heavy that the unthinkable happens: we batter it [the child]. And when the violence is not so crude it is still there, spread thinly over the years; the final effect is the same and so the dramatic metaphor I used to describe it was the stoning of a baby in its pram. This is not done by thugs but by people who like plays condemning thugs.

One way or another the child soon learns that it is born into a strange world and not the world it evolved for: we are no longer born free. So the small, infinitely vulnerable child panics – as any animal must. It does not get the reassurance it needs, and in its fear it identifies with the people who have the power over it. That is, it accepts their view of the situation, their judgement of who is right and wrong – their morality. But this morality – which is social morality – now has all the force of the fear and panic that created it. Morality stops being something people want and become what they are terrified to be without.
f. 
[… people threatened by moralities become missionaries and campaigners]. Their morality is angry because they are in conflict with themselves. Not merely divided, but fighting their own repressed need for justice with all the fear and hysteria of their original panic. Because this isn’t something that is done once, in childhood or later; to go on living these people must murder themselves every day. Social morality is a form of suicide. […] There is no way out for them – it is as if an animal was locked in a cage and then fed with the key. It shakes the bars but can never get out. So other people’s happiness becomes their pain, and other people’s freedom reminds them of their slavery. […] These people are the angry, gleeful ghosts of my play, Early Morning.

g.
[…] society is held together by the aggression it creates, and men are not dangerously aggressive but our society is. It creates aggression in this way: first it is basically unjust, and second it makes people live unnatural lives – both things which create a natural, biological aggressive response in the members of society. 

[…] It is because we cannot do this [react to threat mentally, emotionally and morally] successfully that we no longer functions as species. Instead we have created all the things that threaten us: our military giantism, moral hysteria, industrial servitude, and all the ugly aggressiveness of a commercial culture.

h.
Our situation has been made much worse, at least for the time being, by our technological success. […]

We evolved in a biosphere but we live in what is more and more becoming a technosphere. We do not fit into it very well and so it activates our biological defences, one of which is aggression. Our environment is changing so rapidly that we cannot wait for biological solutions to evolve. So we should either change our technosphere or use technology to change human nature. But change in our society is really decided on urgent commercial imperatives, so nothing is done to solve our main problem. But a species living in an unfavourable environment dies out. For us the end will probably be quicker because the aggression we generate will be massively expressed through our technology.

i.
There is no need for pessimism pr resignation, and this play is certainly not either of these things. Lear is blind till they take his eyes away, and by then he has begun to see, to understand. (Blindness is a dramatic metaphor for insight, that is why Gloucester, Oedipus and Tiresias are blind.) Lear’s new world is strange and so at first he can only grope painfully and awkwardly. Lear is old by then, but most of the play’s audiences will be younger. It might seem to them that the truth is always ground for pessimism when it is discovered, but one soon comes to see it as an opportunity.

[…] Lear did not have to destroy his daughters’ innocence, he does so only because he doesn’t understand his situation. When he does understand he leaves Thomas and Susan unharmed. But I think he had to destroy the innocent boy. Some things were lost to us long ago as species, but we all seem to have to live through part of the act of losing them.
7. Bertold Brecht, The Modern Theatre is the Epic Theatre (1930)
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Plot







narrative

implicates the spectator in a stage situation
turns the spectator into an observer but

wears down his capacity for action
arouses his capacity for action

provides him with sensations
forces him to take decisions

the human being is taken for granted
the human being is the object of inquiry

he is unalterable
he is alterable and able to alter

thought determines being
social being determines thought

8. Edward Bond, Letter, 4 march 1982

I regard subjective experience as very important: but often I have to create that subjective-presence on stage very swiftly and without demonstrating the process of inner-invention. […] What is needed now is clearer understanding of our relationship to the world via the means of culture and society: that our subjectivity isn’t something that differentiates us from our objective society but does in fact the opposite, makes us a part of (not merely something in) our society. And that isn’t only by making society (as the relationships between people) rational that the individual can gain his or her personal freedom. […] Finally, is it clear that I am not interested in the old dichotomy between reason and emotion? I mean the rational psyche to be fully emotional. It’s its relationship to the world which is rational. It doesn’t mean that subjectivity is emptied of emotion. It means that emotions are, in fact, more pronounced and full. It also allows for emotions associated with tragedy and waste and suffering.

9. Edward Bond, “Types of Drama” (The Worlds)
Incidents would be chosen how historical problems arise and how they lead to resolutions. Movements spread over long periods and involving masses of people might be reflected in stories, often in simple stories. The characters wouldn’t be moved by personal motives but by forms of history. […] Indeed we’d show the power of historical forces by showing the individual ordinariness and human vulnerability and strength of the characters who live in it. […] In it [epic pattern] there’s no conceptual division between descriptions of a battle or a meal, between a battlefield or a dinner plate – no bewilderment, no creative no-man’s land. […] Each guarantees the existence of the other, each makes the other real. The family at table, the soldiers in the field, the refugees, the children playing, all human actions, human objects and the human mind may be completely shown in the arc of one story.
10. Edward Bond, LEAR
a.

Lear: I started this wall when I was young. I stopped my enemies in the field, but there were always more of them. How could we ever be free? So I built this wall to keep our enemies out. My people will live behind this wall when I’m dead. You may be governed by fools but you will always live in peace. My wall will make you free. That’s why the enemies on our borders – the Duke of Cornwall and the Duke of North – try to stop us building it. (I.1)
b.
Lear: O my poor children, you’re too good for this world [irony] (to the others). You see how well they will govern when I’m dead. Bodice, you’re right to be kind and merciful, and when I’m dead you can be – because you will have my wall. You’ll live inside a fortress. Only I’m not free to be kind or merciful. I must built the fortress. (I.1)

c.
Lear: I knew you were malicious! I built the wall against you as well as my other enemies! You talk of marriage? You have murdered your family. There will be no more children. Your husbands are impotent. (I.1)

d.
Boy: […] Did you know they are pulling his wall down?

Lear: The wall?

Boy: Up and down, up and down. The king was mad. He took all the men from this village. But I hid. They’d worked with their hands all their lives but when they started on the wall their hands bled for a week.

Lear: No.

Boy: You died of work or they shot you for not working. There was disease – 

Lear: They tried to stop that.

Boy: ‘Wall death’. Their feet used to swell with the mud. The stink of it even when you were asleep! Living in a grave! He should come here – I’d go back to my old job and dig a grave for him! We used to dig his wall up at nights, when they were working near here. (Sighs) Let’s talk about something else. […] She’s afraid it will change, she’d like to put a fence round us and shut everyone else out. (I.7)

e.
He puts Warrington down. A pool forms around him. The Boy looks at Lear. Stops. Suddenly he panics and shouts.

Cordelia!

The Sergeants and soldiers E and F come from behind the sheets.

Cordelia!

Soldier E shoots him. He staggers upstage towards the sheets. His head is down. He clutches at sheet and pulls it from the line. Cordelia stands behind it. Her head is down and she covers her face with hear hands. Soldier D is preparing to rape her. The Boy turns slowly away and as he does so the sheet folds round him. For a second he stands in silence with the white sheet draped round him. Only his head is seen. It is pushed back in shock and his eyes and mouth are open. He stands rigid. Suddenly a huge red stain spreads on the sheet. (I.7)

f. 
Judge: Ma’am, try to make the late king remember you.
Fontanelle: Father, once you found a white horse on a battlefield. You gave it to me and it broke its leg in the ice. They tied it to a tree and shot it. Poor little Fontanelle cried.

Lear: Poor horse.

Fontanelle: Another time I asked you how high the wall would be. You held me over your head and said you still couldn’t see over the top.

Lear: I was always exact: - Take me back to my prison. We are freer there. (II.1)

g.

Old sailor: I will tell the truth. I can’t see. I was  sailor and the sea blinded me. I have a little sight, but in a mist. I showed you how to sail. Your voice hasn’t changed. You came back when you were a king and showed me your daughters. I could see in those days. These are your daughters, sir.

Lear: Are you taken care of?

Old sailor: I’ve been blind seven years, sir. They say I have clearer eyes, but they don’t see for me.

Lear: Are you well looked after, sir?

Old sailor: Yes, sir. I have a good daughter.

Lear: Go home and watch her. They change faster than the wind at sea. (II.1)

h. From William Shakespeare, Richard II:

Give me that glass, and therein will I read.

No deeper wrinkles yet? Hath sorrow struck

So many blows upon this face of mine

And made no deeper wounds? O, flatt’ring glass,

Like to my followers in prosperity,

Thou dost beguile me. Was this face the face

That every day under his household roof

Did keep ten thousand men? Was this the face

That like the sun did make beholders wink?

Is this the face which fac’d so  many follies,

That was at last outfac’d by Bolingbroke?

A brittle glory shineth in this face.

As brittle as the glory is the face. (IV.1, ll. 275-87)





[He throws the glass down]

Bodice: Give him my mirror! (Aside to the Judge) Madmen are frightened of themselves!

[…] Lear: How ugly that voice is! That’s not my daughter’s voice. It sounds like chains on a prison wall. (Bodice puts the mirror in his hand and walks back to her chair) And she walks like something struggling in a sack. (Lear glances down briefly at the mirror).No, that’s not the king.

Judge: Take the oath first.

Lear: You have no right to sit there!

Judge: Take the oath.

Lear: I gave you your job because you were corrupt!

Judge: Take the oath.

Lear: The king is always on oath! (He stares down at the mirror) No, that’s not the king… This is a little cage of bars with an animal in it. (Peers closer) No, no, that’s not the king! (Suddenly gestures violently. The usher takes the mirror) Who shut that animal in the cage? Let it out. Have you seen its face behind the bars? There’s a poor animal with blood on its head and tears running down his face. Who did that to it? Is it a bird or a horse? It’s lying in the dust and its wings are broken. Who broke its wings? Who cut off his hands so that it can’t shake the bars? It’s pressing its snout on the glass. Who shut that animal in a glass cage? O god, there’s no pity in this world. You let it lick the blood from its hair in the corner of a cage with nowhere to hide from its tormentors. No shadow, no hole! Let that animal out of its cage! (He takes the mirror and shows it round) Look! Look! Have pity. Look at it claws trying to open the cage. It’s dragging its broken body over the floor. You are cruel! Cruel! Look at it lying in its corner! It’s shocked and cut and shaking and licking the blood on its sides. (Usher again takes the mirror from Lear) No, no! Where are they taking it now! Not out of my sight! What will they do to it? O god, give it to me! Let me hold it and stroke it and wipe its blood! (Bodice takes the mirror from the Usher) No!

Bodice: I’ll polish it every day and see it’s not cracked.

Lear: Then kill it. Kill it. Kill it. Don’t let her torment it. I can’t live with that suffering in the world.

Judge: See the king’s madness.

Lear: My daughters have been murdered and these monsters have taken their place! I hear all their victims cry, where is justice?

Bodice: Yes! I’ve locked this animal in its cage and I will not let it out! (II.1, p. 35)

i.
Fontanelle: Do my hair… Father comes home today.

Bodice: I must put on my dress.

Fontanelle: Do it quickly! Do my hair. (Bodice attends to her hair)

Lear: Mu daughters!

Bodice: They’re burying soldiers in the churchyard. Father’s brought the coffins on carts. The palls are covered with snow. Look, one of the horses is licking is hoof.

Fontanelle: This morning I lay in bed and watched the wind pulling the curtains. Pull, pull, pull… Now I can hear that terrible bell.

Lear: Fontanelle, you’re such a little girl. (He sits on the stone shelf) Sit here.

Fontanelle: No.

Lear: On my knees. (He sits her on his knees) Such a little girl.

Bodice: (Listening) Father! I must get dressed! I must get dressed. (She struggle frantically into her dress)

Lear: That’s better.

Fontanelle: Listen to the bell and the wind.

Lear: (wets his finger and holds it in the air) Which way is it blowing? (Bodice gets into the dress and comes down to him. He points to her) Tale it off!

Bodice: No.

Lear: Take it off. Your mother’s dress!

Bodice: She’s dead! She gave it too me!

Lear: Take it off!

Bodice: No!

Lear: Yes, or you will always wear it! (He pulls her to him) Bodice! My poor child, you might as well have worn her shroud. (II.2)

l.

Fontanelle: I’ll only sign what doesn’t conflict with my conscience. (Picks up a document) What’s this?

Bodice: Father’s death warrant.

Fontanelle: Where’s the pen? (II.4)

m.

Bodice: War. Power. (Off, Fontanelle laughs briefly, and then the aide laughs briefly) I’m forced to sit at this desk, work with my sister, walk beside my husband. They say decide this and that, but I don’t decide anything. My decisions are forced on me. I change people’s lives and things get done – it’s like a mountain moving forward, but not because I tell it to. I started to pull the wall down, and I had to stop that – the men are needed here. (She taps the map with the finger tips of one hand) And now I must move them here and here – (She moves her index finger on the map) – because the map’s my straitjacket and that’s all I can do. I’m trapped. (Off a clock strikes rapidly. Silence. She thinks about her life, but not reflectively. She is trying to understand what has happened to her). I hated being a girl, but at least I was happy sometimes. And it was better when I grew up, I could be myself – they didn’t humiliate me then. I was almost free! I made so many plans, one day I’d be my own master! Now I jave all the power… and I am a slave. Worse! (II.5)
n.
Carpenter: Who is he? I’ve seen him before.

Soldier J: Don’t know any of ’em from Adam. That one thinks ’e’s aking.

Carpenter: It’d be safer to be Jesus Christ.

Off a whistle

[…]

Fontanelle: Don’t take me like this. The people will throw stone at me and shout. They hate me. I’m afraid. I’ll faint and scream. I’ve never been humiliated, I don’t know how to behave. Help me. Please.

Lear: don’t ask them for favours. Walk with us. Be gentle and don’t pull.

Carpenter: Watch that old one. He’s a trouble maker.

Lear: we’ll go decently and quietly and look for my boy. He was very good to me. He saved my mind when I went mad. And to tell you the truth I did him a great wrong once, a very great wrong. He’s never blamed my. I must be kind to him now. Come on, we’ll find him together.

o.
Fontanelle: For as long as I can remember there was misery and waste and suffering wherever you were. You live in your own mad world, you can’t hear me. You’ve wasted my life and I can’t even tell you. O god, where can I find justice? (II. 6)

p.
Fontanelle: Bodice is still fighting. She’ll beat them, she always does. Help me, father. If Bodice saves us I’ll look after you. I understand you now. Take everything back. God knows I don’t want it. Look, let me help you. Father, think. Try. Talk to them, argue with them – you are so good at that. Sit down. (She brushes hair from his face) We mustn’t shout at each other. I’m such a stupid woman. Yes (She laughs) stupid, stupid! But you understand me. What will you say to them?

Lear: All the sky.

Fontanelle: Remember! Remember!

Lear: And a little piece of earth. (II. 6)

q.
Lear: She sleeps inside like a lion and a lamb and a child. The things are so beautiful. I am astonished. I have never seen anything so beautiful… Her body was made by the hand of a child, so sure and nothing unclean… If I had known this beauty and patience and care, how would I have loved her. […] Did I make this and destroy it? 

[…] Look! I killed her! Her blood is on my hands! Destroyer! Murderer! And now I must begin again. I must walk through my life, step after step, I must walk in weariness and bitterness, I must become a child, hungry and stripped and shivering in blood, I must open my eyes and see! (II.6)

r.
Lear: I am the King! I kneel by this wall. How many lives have I ended here? Go away. Go anywhere. Go far away. Run. I will not move till you go!

Farmer’s wife: Do stand sir.

Lear: I’ve heard your voices. I’d never seen a poor man. You take too much pity out of me, if there’s no pity I shall die of this grief.

Son: That o’boy’s a great rambler.

Lear: They feed you and clothe you –is that why you can’t see? All life seeks its safety. A wolf, a fox, a horse – they’d run away, they’re sane. Why d’you run to meet your butchers? Why?

Son: I’ll see you in the camp.

[…]

Lear: (stumbles to his feet) Men destroy themselves and say it’s their duty? It’s not possible! How can they be so abused? Cordelia doesn’t know what she’s doing! I must tell her – write to her!

Ghost: No, no, no! They never listen!

Lear: I can’t be silent! O my eyes! This crying’s opened my wounds! There’s blood again! Quick, quick, help me! My eyes, my eyes! I must stop her before I die!

s.
Thomas: How can you be so obstinate, how can you be such a fool?

Ben: (to Lear) Yeh, you ain’t some prisoner no one’s ever ’eard of, they can’t mess you about.

Lear: No, you mustn’t say that. I’m not a king. I have no power. But you can stay. You’re doing no harm. Now I’m hungry, take me inside. I’ll write to Cordelia again. She means well, she only needs someone to make her see sense. Take me in. I came here when I was cold and hungry and afraid. I wasn’t turned away, and I won’t turn anyone away. They can eat my food while it lasts and when it’s gone they can go if they like, but I won’t send anyone away. That’s how I’ll end my life. I’ll be shut up in a grave soon, and till then this door is open. (he smiles) (III. 1)

t.

Lear: (to the audience) A man woke up one morning and found he’d lost his voice. So he went to look for it, and when he came to the wood there was bird who’d stolen it. It was singing beautifully and the man said ‘Now I sing so beautifully I shall be rich and famous’. He put the bird in a cage and said ‘When I open my mouth wide you must sing.’ Then he went to the king and said ‘I will sing your majesty’s praise’. But when he opened his mouth the bird could only groan and cry because it was in a cage, and the king and the man whipped. The man took the bird home, but his family couldn’t stand the bird’s groaning and crying and they left him. So in the end the man took the bird back to the wood and let it out of the cage. But the man believed the king had treated him unjustly and he kept saying to himself ‘The king’s a fool’ and as the bird still had the man’s voice it kept singing this all over the wood and soon the other birds learned it. The next time the king went hunting he was surprised to hear all the birds singing ‘The king’s a fool’. He caught the bird who’d started it and pulled out its feathers, broke its wings and nailed it to a branch as a warning to all the other birds. The forest was silent. And just as the bird had the man’s voice the man now had the bird’s pain. He ran round silently waving his head and stamping his feet, and he was locked up for the rest of his life in a cage. (III. 2)

u.
Lear: I see. Savages have taken my power. You commit crimes and call them the law! […] You good, decent, honest, upright, lawful men who believe in order –when the last man dies, you will have killed him! I have lived with murderers and thugs, there are limits to their greed and violence, but you decent, honest men devour the earth!

Soldiers P and Q start to take the small man out.

Small man: No –stop them!

Lear: There’s nothing I can do! The government is mad! The law’s mad. (III. 2)
v.
Lear: What can I do? I left my prison, pulled it down, broke the key, and still I’m a prisoner. I hit my head against a wall all the time. There’s a wall everywhere. I’m buried alive in a wall. Does this suffering and misery last for ever?. Do we work to build ruins, waste all these lives to make a desert no one can live in? There’s no one to explain it to me, no one I can go to for justice. I’m old, I should know how to live by now, but I know nothing, I can do nothing, I am nothing. (III.2)
y.
Cordelia: You were here when they killed my husband. I watched them kill him. I covered my face with my hands, but my fingers opened so I watched. I watched them rape me, and John killed them, and my child miscarry. I didn’t miss anything. I watched and I said we won’t be at the mercy of brutes anymore, we’ll live a new life and help one another. The government is creating that new life – you must stop speaking against us. (III.3)

x.
Lear: […] I’ve suffered so much, I made all the mistakes in the world and I pay for each of them. I cannot be forgotten. I am in their minds. To kill me you must kill them all. Yes, that’s who I am. Listen, Cordelia. You have two enemies, lies and the truth. You sacrifice truth to destroy lies, and you sacrifice life to destroy death. It isn’t sane. […] But I have learned this, and you must learn it or you’ll die. Listen, Cordelia. If a god had made the world, might would always be right, that would be so wise, we’d be spared so much suffering. But we made the world – out of our smallness and weakness. Our lives are awkward and fragile and we have only one thing to keep us sane: pity, and the man without pity is mad. (III.3)

11. Edward Bond, “Drama and the Dialectics of Violence”, interview, Theatre Quarterly, Vol. II, no. 5, Jan-March 1972
I know exactly what I’m going to say. I know exactly the order of the scenes and what’s going to happen in them, and what character has to be there at what point. The difficulty is to get them there – there’s the painful thing. I sort of work out a diagram.

12.
It felt it was important to know what was happening in the room I might be in, but also what was happening in that room over there, that house down the road. So that in order to say something useful about experience now, one has to keep track of all these things. The play keeps an eye on what’s going on, you know – I think that’s what my structure does.
13. Edward Bond, “Lear: Saving Our Necks”, October 1975
We have to correct the false views on which our culture is founded. […] A false culture sustains itself by a false idea of human nature. […] Our own culture is based on the idea that people are  naturally violent. It is used to justify the violence and authoritarianism that saturate our state, although in fact it is the state that provokes violence and authoritarianism. […] But the social moral of Shakespeare’s Lear is this: endure till in time the world will be made right. That’s a dangerous moral for us. We have less time than Shakespeare.
14. Edward Bond:
“Shakespeare says that Lear’s suffering and partial, ineffective illumination represent the fallible condition of all human goodness. The problem is seen to be political but the solution given isn’t –it recommends calmness and acceptance.” (“Types of Drama”)

“As Shakespeare himself knew, the peace, the reconciliation that he created on the stage would not last an hour on the street.” (Introduction, Plays Two).

15. William Shakespeare, King Lear:


Edgar: The weight of this sad time we must obey;


Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.


The oldest hath borne most: we that are young


Shall never see so much, nor live so long (V.3, 322-325)

16. Edward Bond, Letter, 4 March 1982
The old religious categories of guilt and conscience seem to me to have become redundant. In a sense all acts of cruelty are signs of madness and so presumably their perpetrators shouldn’t be punished for them. I’m afraid that if morality isn’t a religious matter concerning god, it must be a political matter. And so justice, no gauze over the nose to prevent buddhists destroying germs by breathing over them. There are occasions when people have to be held responsible for their individual actions because certain things have to be socially demonstrated. But really the concept of guilt is primitive and has never helped the victim. The real problem is the emancipation of society.
17. From Lear
Cordelia: You were here when they killed my husband. I watched them kill him. I covered my face with my hands, but my fingers opened so I watched. I watched them rape me, and John kill them, and my child miscarry. I didn’t miss anything. I watched and said we won’t be at the mercy of brutes anymore, we’ll live a new life and help one another. The government’s creating that new life – you must stop speaking against us (III.3)

Cordelia: … I beseech your Majesty,

(If for I want that glib and oily art

To speak and purpose not, since, what I well intend,

I’ll do’t before I speake), that you make known

It is no vicious blot, murther or foulness,

No unchaste action, or dishonour’s step,

That hath depriv’d me of your grace and favour,

But even for want of that for which I am richer,

A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue

That I am glad I have not, though not to have it

Hath lost me in your liking. (King Lear, I.1, ll. 222-232)

18. From Lear
Lear: Listen, Cordelia. You have two enemies, lies and the truth. You sacrifice truth to destroy lies, and you sacrifice life to destroy death. It isn’t sane. […] But I’ve learned this, and you must learn it or you’ll die. Listen, Cordelia. If a God had made the world, might would always be right, that would be so wise, we’d be spared so much suffering. But we made the world – out of our smallness and weakness. Our lives are awkward and fragile and we have only one thing to keep us sane: pity, and the man without pity is mad. […] Your Law always does more harm than crime, and your morality is a form of violence. (III.3)

Cordelia: … We are not the first

Who with best meaning, have incurr’d the worst.

For thee, oppressed King, I am cast down;

Myself could else out-frown Fortune’s frown. (King Lear, V.3, ll. 3-6)

19.  King Lear
Goneril: Sir, I love you more than word can wield the matter; 

Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty (I.1, ll. 54-55)

Regan: I am made of that self metal as my sister,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short… (I.1, vv. 68-71)

20. From Lear
Lear: I knew it would come to this! I knew you were malicious! I built my wall against you as well as my other enemies! You talk of marriage? You have murdered your family. There will be no more children. Your husbands are impotent…I’ve watched you scheme and plan – they’ll lie by you when you dream! (I.1)

21. From Lear
Bodice: My decisions are forced on me. I change people’s lives and things get done – it’s like a mountain moving forward, but not because I tell it to. […] I hated being a girl, but at least I was happy sometimes. And it was better when I grew up. I could be by myself – they didn’t humiliate me then. I was almost free! I made so many plans, one day I’d be my own master! Now I have all the power… and I’m a slave. (II.5).

22. From Lear
Cordelia: Yes, you sound like the voice of my conscience. But if you listened to everything your conscience told you, you’d go mad. You’d never get anything done –and there’s a lot to do, some of it very hard.

Lear: Don’t build the wall.

Cordelia: We must. […]

Lear: The wall will destroy you. It’s already doing it. How can I make you see? […]

Cordelia: In this situation a good government acts strongly. (III.3)

22. From Lear
If I had known she was so beautiful… Her body was made by the hand of a child, so sure and nothing unclean… If I had known this beauty and patience and care, how would I have loved her. Did I make this – and destroy it? (II.6)

Albany: produce the bodies, be they alive or dead;

This judegment of the heavens, that makes us tremble,

Touches us not with pity (V. 3, ll. 229-331)

23. From King Lear
Goneril: Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding of his fool?

Oswald: Yes madam.

Goneril By day and night he wrongs me; every hour

He flashes into one gross crime or other,

He flashes into one gross crime or other,

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us

On every trifle. When he returns from hunting,

I will not speak with him; say I am sick:

If you come slack of former services,

You shall do well; the fault of it I’ll answer. (ll. 2-11)

24. From King Lear
Lear: Dost thou call me fool, boy?

Fool: All thy other titles thou given away; that thou was born with. (I.4, ll. 145-147)

25. From Lear
Boy: He can’t look after himself. He’s a poor old man – how can I throw him out? Who’d look after him then? I won’t do it? (I.6)

26. From Lear
Boy: The king was mad. He took all the men from the village. But I hid. They’d worked with their hands all their lives but when they started on the wall their hands bled for a week.

Lear: NO.

Boy: You died of work or they shot you for not working. There was a disease –

Lear: They tried to stop that.

Boy: – ‘Wall death’. Their feet used to swell with the mud. The stink of it even when you were asleep! Living in a grave! He should come here – I’d go back to my old job and dig a grave for him! (I.7)

27. From Lear
Lear: There was a king and he had a fountain in his garden. It was as big as the sea. One night the fountain howled and in the morning the king went to look at it. The servants emptied it and under the sea they found a desert. The king looked in the sand and there was a helmet and sword. (I.7)

28. From Lear
Ghost: I’m afraid. Let me stay with you, keep me here, please.

Lear: Yes yes. Poor boy. Lie down by me. Here. I’ll hold you. We’ll help each other. Cry while I sleep, and I’ll cry and watch while you sleep. We’ll take turns. The sound of the human voice will comfort us. (II.3)

29. From Lear
Lear: He was very good to me. He saved my mind when I went mad. And to tell you the truth I did him a great wrong once, a very great wrong. He’s never blamed me. I must be kind to him now. (II.2, p. 54)

30. From King Lear
Lear: Make no noise, make no noise; draw the curtains. 
So, so, so. We'll go to supper I’ th’ morning. So, so, so. 

Fool: And I’ll go to bed at noon. (III. 6, ll. 82-84)
31. From Lear

Lear: My wall will make you free… (I.1)

Warrington: Nothing’s gained by being firm in little matters (I.1)

Bodice: This is a political trial: politics is the higher form of justice… (II.1)

4th prisoner: Then he could be made politically ineffective… (II.6)

Councillor: Like many of my colleagues I gave the new undertaking of loyalty. I’ve always tried to serve people. I see that as my chief duty. If we abandon the administration ther’d be chaos. (III.2)

32. From Lear
Lear: When I’m dead my people will live in freedom and peace and remember my name, no – venerate it! …  They are my sheep and if one of them is lost I’d take fire to hell to bring him out. I loved and cared for my children, and now you’ve sold them to my enemies! (I.1)

33. From Lear 
Lear: No, that’s not the king… this is a little cage of bars with an animal in it. No, no, that’s not the King! Who shut that animal in that cage. Let it out. Have you seen its face behind the bars? There’s a poor animal with blood on its head and tears running down its face. (II.1)

[…] Bodice: Yes! I’ve locked this animal in its cage and I will not let it out! (II.1)

34. Edward Bond, from a note issued with the programme of the Royal Court Lear
In a play ideas must be enacted and not simply spoken. […] In a play the value of an idea isn’t in its literal sense but in the relation a character has to his idea, and the play must show the character bearing the responsibility of having such an idea or such a belief. The play makes a judgment, and the ability to make and understand such judgments is the centre of all education. 

35. From King Lear 
Lear: Out of my sight!

Kent: See better, Lear; and let me still remain

The true blank of thine eye. (I.1, vv. 156-158)

36. From King Lear 

Lear: Old fond eyes,


Beweep this cause again, I’ll pluck ye out,


And cast you, with the waters that you loose,


To temper clay. (I.4, ll. 299-301)

37. From King Lear

Gloucester: Because I would not see


Thy cruel nails pluck out his poor old eyes.


[…] but I shall see


The winged vengeance overtake such children.


Cornwall: See’t shalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair.


Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. (III. 7, ll. 54-55, 63-66)

38. From King Lear

Old man: You cannot see your way


Gloucester: I have no way, and therefore want no eyes;


I stumbled when I saw. (IV. 1, ll. 17-19)

39. From Lear

Old sailor: I will tell the truth. I can’t see. I was sailor and the sea blinded me. […] I’ve been blind seven years, sir. They say I have clear eyes, but they don’t see for me. (II.1)

40. From  Lear
Lear: I should have looked. I killed so many people and never looked at one of their faces. (II.2)

41. Edward Bond, Letter, 16 September 1982
I think of Lear as being the object and the Gravedigger’s Boy as being, in a way, almost his reflection under him – as if Lear were standing in a puddle or beside a stream. So that when Lear digs on top of the Wall he is doing the grave-digging activity in reverse. He is, as it were, digging out (in the sense of digging away) a grave that has been erected in the sky – that is one way he could look at the Wall. The Gravedigger’s Boy becomes a creature of death who inhabits a grave – Lear at the end is destroying (by a reinterpretation of life, which has to become a ground of action for his ‘party’) a living grave

5) Tom Stoppard

From Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead

1. ACT 1: Incipit:

Two ELIZABETHANS passing 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 it 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.

2.
     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.)

3. 
     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 claps his hand. GUIL pulls him up to him.)

     (More  intensely): We  have  been spinning coins together  since  - (He

releases him almost as violently.) This is not the first time we 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 time 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  that

might flood your brain with light!

     ROS: Heads... (He puts it in his bag.)

4. 
     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'm 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 a 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  ofIsrael, 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 that each  individual  time it  does. (It does. He tosses it to ROS.)

     ROS: I've never known anything like it!

     GUIL: And syllogism: One, he has never known anything like  it. Two: he has never known anything  to write home about. Three, it's  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: How long have you suffered from a bad memory?

     ROS: I can't remember.

     (GUIL 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: A  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  it's  very unsurprisingness is something I am  trying  to  keep  hold of.  The  equanimity of your  average pitcher and 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 ordained into a reassuring union which  we  recognised 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 sun 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...

5. 
     GUIL (tensed up by this rambling): Do you remember the first thing that happen 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: Without much conviction; 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 pitch and toss. 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.

6.
     (The  TRAGEDIANS are  six in number, including a small BOY(ALFRED). Two pull a  cart piled up with props and belongings. There is also a  DRUMMER, a HORN-PLAYER and a  FLAUTIST. The SPOKESMAN ("the PLAYER") has no instrument. He brings up the rear and is the first to notice them.)

7.
      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.

8.
     PLAYER:  A pleasure.  We've played to bigger,  of course,  but  quality counts for something. I recognised 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.

9.
     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  realise  that any number doubled is  even.  Then  a  terrible row as  they  object. Then  a  terrible silence.)

10.
     (OPHELIA has been sewing and she holds the garment. They are both mute. HAMLET, with  his  doublet all unbraced, no hat upon his head, his stockings fouled,  ungartered and double-gyved  to  his 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 and with his other hand over his brow, falls to such perusal of her face as he would draw it... 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 and end his being. That done he lets her go,  and with his head over his shoulder turned, he goes backwards without taking his eyesoff her... she runs off in the opposite direction.)

     (ROS and GUIL have frozen. GUIL unfreezes first. He jumps at ROS.)

11.
     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 half way  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 sanding.

     (ROS and GUIL still adjusting their clothing for CLAUDIUS's presence.)

    […]   

   GERTRUDE: Good (fractional suspense) gentlemen...

     (They both bow.)

     […]

     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 too - 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.

     (To ATTENDANTS  exit backwards,  indicating  that  ROS  and GUIL should follow.)

     GUIL: Heaven make our presence and our practices

     Pleasant and helpful to him.

     GERTRUDE: Ay, amen!

     (ROS and GUIL move  towards and 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 but lose  interest  and come down to footlights. POLINIUS meanwhile calling to CLAUDIUS.)

12.

     ROS: I want to go home.

     GUIL: Don't let them confuse you.

     ROS: I'm out of my step here -

     GUIL: We'll soon be home and high - dry and home - I'll -

     ROS: It's all over my depth -

     GUIL: 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 body! - I 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.)

13. 
     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 a compensation for never having had one... Do I contradict myself?

     ROS: I don'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 – […]

14.
     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.

15.
     ROS: Am I dead?

     GUIL: Yes or no?

     ROS: Is there a choice?

     GUIL: Is there a God?

     ROS: Foul! No non sequiturs, three-two, one game all.

     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.)

16.
     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. What we are attempting is  a  hypothesis  in which  I  answer for him,  while you ask me questions.

17. 
     GUIL (shouts): Not now! (Pause.) If  I had my 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.)

18.
     HAMLET: My excellent good friends! How dost thou Guildenstern?  (Coming downstage with am 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 midstage, turn upside to walk, HAMLET in the middle, arm over each shoulder.)

     HAMLET: Good lads, how do you both?

     (A fade  out. That is  to say,  the conversation - see Shakespeare, Act II, Scene ii - runs down quickly; it is still animated and interspersed with laughter, but it is overtaken by rising music and fading light.)

19. ACT 2
     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 swaddling clouts... (He takes ROS upstage with him, talking together.)

20.  From Samuel Beckett, Waiting from Godot
ESTRAGON: 

Charming spot. (He turns, advances to front, halts facing auditorium.) Inspiring prospects. (He turns to Vladimir.) Let's go. 

VLADIMIR: 

We can't. 

ESTRAGON: 

Why not? 

VLADIMIR: 

We're waiting for Godot. 

ESTRAGON: 

(despairingly). Ah! (Pause.) You're sure it was here? 

VLADIMIR: 

What? 

ESTRAGON: 

That we were to wait. 

VLADIMIR: 

He said by the tree. (They look at the tree.) Do you see any others? 

ESTRAGON: 

     ROS: He's at  the mercy of the elements. (Licks his finger and holds it up - facing audience.) Is that southerly?

     (They stare at the 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 around 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's 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  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!

21. 
     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.

22.
     (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.

23.
     GUIL: Ah! I'd forgotten - you  performed  a dramatic  spectacle by  the wayside -  a thing  much  thought  of  in the New  Testament.  How did yours compare as an impromptu?

     PLAYER: Badly - neither witnessed nor reported.

     GUIL:  Yes,  I'm  sorry  we had  to miss  it. I  hope you didn't  leave anything out - I'd be furious to think I didn't miss all of it.

     (The PLAYER, progressively aggrieved, now burst out.)

     PLAYER: We can't look each other in the face! (Pause, more in control.) You  don't understand the humiliation  of it - to be tricked out of a single assumption,  which makes our 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  are - 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 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  than, gradually, no one was. We were  caught, high  and dry. It was not  until the murder's  long soliloquy that we were able to look around; frozen we were in the profile, our eyes searched you out, first confidently, then  hesitantly, then  desperately  as  each patch of turf, each log, each  exposed corned 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.)

24.
     GUIL: […] 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.

25.
     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 a  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,  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 on 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."

     (ROS stands up restlessly and flaps his arms.)

     They  don't care.  We count for nothing.  We could  remain  silent till 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....

26.
     ROS  (peevish): Never a moment's peace! In and out, on and off, 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.


[…]     ROS: It's like living in a public park!

27.
     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, we  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 had brought in a small bottle  of liquid.  He pours the poison  in  the  SLEEPER's  ear,  and  leaves  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. […]

28.
     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  to  aesthetic, moral  and  logical conclusion.

     GUIL: And what's 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!

29. 
     (They  disport themselves to accommodate the next piece of mime,  which consists   of  the   PLAYER  himself   exhibiting   an   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:  Lucianus, 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-courtiers-to 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 not quite understand why the coats are familiar. ROS stands close, touches the coat, thoughtfully....)

30. 
     GUIL (fear, 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 death 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 humour  he has already  turned back to the mime: the two SPIES awaiting  execution  at the  hands of the  PLAYER.)  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's  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.

31.

 (A second of silence, then much noise. Shouts ... "The King rises!" ... "Give o'er the play!"... and cries for "Lights, lights, lights!")

     (When the light comes, after a few seconds, it comes as a sunrise.)

     (The stage is empty save for two cloaked FIGURES sprawled on the ground in  the  approximate positions  last  held by  the dead SPIES.  As the light grows,  they  are  seen to  be  ROS  and  GUIL,  and  to  be  resting  quite comfortably.  ROS raises himself on his  elbows  and shades  his eyes  as he stares into the auditorium. Finally:)

     ROS: That must be east, then. I think we can assume that.

     GUIL: I'm assuming nothing.

     ROS: No, it's all right. That's the sun. East.

     GUIL (looks up): Where?

     ROS: I watched it come up.

32. 
     ROS (looks out over the audience): Rings a bell.

     GUIL: They're waiting to see what we're going to do.

     ROS: Good old east.

     GUIL:  As soon  as  we make a move  they'll come pouring  in from every side, shouting obscure instructions, confusing  us with 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.)

33.
     (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.)

34. 
     (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  where I am, I like to know that. If we go there's no knowing.

     ROS: No knowing what?

     GUIL: If we'll 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: We'll 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.)

35. ACT 3:

     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-God's-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.

36. 
     (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 and looks behind it.)

     (GUIL meanwhile has been resuming his  own theme - looking out over the audience - )

     Free to move, speak, extemporise, and yet.  We have not been cut loose. Our truancy is defined by one fixed star, and our drift represents  merely a slight chance of angle to it: we may seize the moment, toss it  around while the moment pass, a short dash here, an exploration there, but we are brought round  full  circle to  face  again  the  single immutable fact  -  that we, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, are taking Hamlet to England.

     (By which time,  ROS has returned, tiptoeing with  great  import, teeth clenched for secrecy, get to GUIL, points surreptitiously behind him - and a tight whisper:)

     ROS: I say - he's here!

     GUIL (unsurprised): What's he doing?

     ROS: Sleeping.

     GUIL: It's all right for him.

     ROS: What is?

     GUIL: He can sleep.

     ROS: It's all right for him.

37. 
     ROS: He's got us.

     GUIL: And we've got nothing. (A cry.) All I ask is our common due!

     ROS: For those in peril of 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.

38. 
     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.)

39. 
     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.

40. 
     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.

41.
     (GUIL snatches the letter. ROS,  doubletaking,  snatches  it back, GUIL snatches it halfback. 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.

42.
     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 it was. (And his relief comes out in a laugh.)

     (Behind them  HAMLET appears  from behind the  umbrella.  The 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 and 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.)

43.
     (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 tight of his lantern shines through the fabric, HAMLET emerges again with a letter, and replaces it, and retires, blowing out his lantern.)

Hamlet: Up from my cabin, 
My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my desire, 
Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew
To mine own room again; making so bold 
(My fears forgetting manners) to unseal 
Their grand commission; where I found, Horatio 
(O royal knavery!), an exact command, 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons,

         Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With, hoo! such bugs and goblins in my life- 
That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 
No, not to stay the finding of the axe, 
My head should be struck off. 

Horatio. Is't possible? 

Hamlet. Here's the commission; read it at more leisure. 
But wilt thou bear me how I did proceed? 

Horatio. I beseech you. 

Hamlet. Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
Or I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play. I sat me down; 
Devis'd a new commission; wrote it fair. 
I once did hold it, as our statists do, 
A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service. Wilt thou know 
Th' effect of what I wrote? 

Horatio. Ay, good my lord. 

Hamlet. An earnest conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful tributary, 
As love between them like the palm might flourish, 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear 
And stand a comma 'tween their amities, 
And many such-like as's of great charge, 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more or less, 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not shriving time allow'd. 

Horatio. How was this seal'd?

Hamlet. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant. 
I had my father’s signet in my purse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal; 
Folded the writ up in the form of th’ other, 
Subscrib’d it, gave’t th’ impression, plac’d it safely,
The changeling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 

Horatio. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to’t. 

Hamlet. Why, man, they did make love to this employment!
They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow. 
'Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Horatio. Why, what a king is this! [V.2, ll. 14-68]
44.
     (The muffled  sound of a  recorder.  They sit up  with disproportionate interest.) Here we go.

     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!

45.
     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, without restriction.

     ROS: Within limits, of course.

     GUIL: Certainly within limits.

46.
     (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 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 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.

     GUIL: And talking to himself.

     (ROS and GUIL move apart together.)

47. 
     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 his 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.)

     (The lid 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.

48.
     GUIL (worked up): Can't 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!

49. 
     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...

50.
     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 in 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  lies  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  stilt congratulating  him. The PLAYER  approaches GUIL, who stands rooted, holding the dagger.)

     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-! Climatic 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 stilt 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.)

     (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 the fashionable theory has it.

     (Small pause.) Not 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 Ml just have to wait. We're still young ... fit... we've got years...

     (Pause. No answer.)

     (A cry.) We've 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 you the truth, I'm relieved.

     (And he disappears from view.)

     (GUIL does not notice.)

     GUIL: Our  names  shouted  in  a certain  dawn  ...  a  message  ...  a summons... there must have been  a moment,  at the beginning, where we could have said-no. But somehow we 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.)

51.
     AMBASSADORS: The signal 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 th' 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 arriv'd, 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 forc'd cause;
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall'n on th' inventors' heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. (V.2, ll. 384-404)
     (But during  the above speech  the play  fades, overtaken  by  dark and

music.)
