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THE HOUR WE KNEW NOTHING OF EACH OTHER

written by PETER HANDKE
translated by Meredith Oakes
for S 
(and for example the square in front of the Centre Commercial du Mail on the Plateau de Velizy)

“Do not betray what you have seen; keep to the image.”
(From the sayings of the oracle of Dodona)

A dozen actors and admirers
PRODUCTION SCRIPT
(as of 13 February 2012)
Episode 1
We sometimes encounter people, even perfect strangers, who begin to interest us at first sight, somehow suddenly, all at once, before a word has been spoken. (Fyodor Dostoevsky)

The stage is an open square in bright light.

01. It begins as someone crosses it quickly.

02. Then, from the other direction, someone else does the same.

03. Then two cross paths with each other.

04. Likewise, each one followed after a brief, equal interval by a third and a fourth, on the diagonal… The entire group of this evening’s “heroes” entering and leaving.
Episode 2

When you do the common things in life in an uncommon way, you will command the attention of the world. (George Washington Carver)
Pause.
01. Someone walks across the square, at the back.
02. As he walks unselfconsciously, he keeps opening and spreading all his fingers, while slowly stretching and raising his arms until he’s made an arc with them over the top of his head; then he lowers them again just as casually, as he strolls across the square.

03. Before he disappears into the lane at the back, he also builds up a wind with his walking, fans it to himself in handfuls, leans back his head as he does so, face lifted, and finally veers off.
04. Someone comes towards him in the middle ground of the square, marking a silent beat first with one hand, then with both together, until finally, as he too curves away out of the square into another lane, his whole body has joined in, and even his gait has learned the beat.

05. Like his predecessor – who meanwhile is entering and leaving at the back, trying to make more light and wind for himself – he turns on his heel, and  crosses the square, again and again, imparting his beat to himself, in the foreground come running from left, from right, from above, swinging down from an unseen ledge or bridge, from below, springing up out of a ditch or a manhole, four, five, six, seven others, a small group.
06. Nor do they remain within the square, but swarm out from it, leave it, are already back again, each one of them self-contained, and each, as he “plays himself in”, continuously sharply changing form and figure, like a chimera:

a. from a standing leap making an instant switch, with barely a change of expression, 
b. to heel-clicking, 
c. shoe-knocking, 
d. arm-spreading, 
e. shading one’s eyes, 
f. walking with a stick, 
g. treading lightly, 
h. hat-taking-off, 
i. hair-combing, 
j. drawing a knife, 
k. shadow-boxing, 
l. looking over one’s shoulder, 
m. umbrella-opening, 
n. sleepwalking, 
o. falling to the ground, 
p. spitting, 
q. balancing on a line, 
r. stumbling, 
s. skipping, 
t. turning in a circle going along,
u. punching one’s head and one’s face, 
v. tying up one’s shoelaces, 
w. rolling on the ground for a short time, 
x. writing in the air,

all this in no particular order, not carried through, just started.
07. And already they’re gone again, those in front, the one in the middle, the one far at the back.

Episode 3

Listening looks easy, but it's not simple. Every head is a world. 
(Cuban proverb)
Pause.

01. Someone crosses the square without looking at it, as a fisherman on his way to fish.
02. And then, immediately, someone as a well wrapped up elderly woman pulling a shopping trolley behind her.
03. She’s still not completely out of sight when two with firefighters’ helmets come storming across the square, hoses and extinguishers in their arms, more in practice than the real thing?
04. On their heels, walking like someone lost in a dream, comes a football fan on his way home, still with a long way to go, holding a foam finger which he drops as he walks; 
05. and he in turn is followed by someone anonymous, with a ladder, 
06. against which the beauty in high heels brushes by as she overtakes, without either of them noticing.

Pause.

07. A roller-skater flits across the stage, is gone.
08. Behind him someone as a rug dealer, a pile of rugs open on his shoulder, stooping low, stopping at times, knees bent, crosses the square on his way to his customers.
09. He’s still staggering out when his path is crossed by someone who, as cowboy or cattledriver, cracks his whip every third stride, while pursuing his course unselfconsciously like the other.
010. Likewise in the meantime someone barefoot, with her face in her hands, walks haltingly across the square further back, drops her arms in the middle and shuffles on in a circle, finger in her mouth, wearing a big grin, like a madwoman who perhaps paraded by just now as a beauty, while further to the front of the square, joining her, two young girls, arm-in-arm as they enter, suddenly become a pair of cart-wheelers for a stretch, melting away a second later.

011. Someone, as an occasional squarekeeper, zigzags in a curve across the scene, strewing behind him handful after handful of ash from a pail.
012. Almost simultaneously with him, someone hurries past as a local businessman who, as he crosses the square, puts away one set of keys (for the car) and takes out the other, bigger set (for house and shop), fingering out the right one as he goes and pointing it at his goal as he exits.

013. And immediately after him comes someone anonymous apparently running to catch him up, who then stops in the middle of the square and turns slowly back.
Pause.  
The open square in the bright light.
(SFX) An aeroplane high above it, for two or three moments.
014. Then the previous state again. 
015. A man in uniform marches quickly through on one side, and is already coming back on the other, still at the double, a bunch of flowers under his arm, disappearing with it by the shortest route.

016. A skateboarder swerving round something imaginary, then immediately jumping off his board and leaving, casually meditative, with it under his arm – not much in common with the roller-skater from before – is instantly replaced by a silhouette in coat and hat, from which latter – as the figure raises it a little more each time as he passes, offering greetings all around – leaves fall a little more each time.
017. Now, in his place, a young woman walks in a light office dress, a tray with a few coffee cups in her hand, describing a short arc over the stage before turning into one of the lanes.
018. Meanwhile the squarekeeper goes by, in another segment, with his broom-and-shovel cart.

Episode 4
A friend may be waiting behind a stranger's face. (Maya Angelou)
Pause.  
The empty square in the light.

(SFX) A screech of jackdaws, as in the high mountains.
(SFX) Next, that of a seagull.
01. Someone in blind man’s glasses fumbles his way in without his stick, wanders about, then stands as if lost while around him, from all sides, sporadic activity reigns: 
02. the sudden thumping past of a runner (who’s already been running a long time); someone who dashes frantically away and who keeps looking back over his shoulder, chased as a thief by the person following close behind him, shaking his fist; someone who enters as the street café waiter, opening a bottle, flicking the bottletop over the square and leaving again; again the old lady with her shopping trolley, together with another who’s almost identical, only the trolleys are different; at the same time, someone on a mountain bike, who keeps rising up in the saddle; also at the same time a whole group who with big strides, swinging travelling bags, go across the square one behind the other, as young people sometimes do between one compartment and the next in a train, or like a team on the way from the coach to the playing field; and at the same time someone leafing through a newspaper without looking up as he walks in an arc around the blind man who seems to be listening in the middle of the square, and who now has an arm put round his shoulder from behind by a new arrival hurrying around the corner, whereupon he takes this person’s arm without turning his face to them and departs through the centre, while thoroughly feeling his way through the book which the other has placed in his other hand. 

03. Meanwhile the beauty crosses, a hammer in one hand, an unfolded centimetre rule in the other, nails between her lips.

Episode 5
Human relationships always help us to carry on because they always presuppose further developments, a future… (Albert Camus)
Pause.  
A newspaper page slides across the square, then another one.

(SFX) The clang of an iron bar falling somewhere else.

(SFX) A foghorn.

(SFX) A short indefinable cry, then nothing but the noise of small birds, and a clattering of footsteps such as can only come from a large number of freely running children’s feet on a pavement.
01. A drunk staggers diagonally through the scene at the back, humming, then howling, then shrieking, then finally baring and gnashing his teeth all around.
02. A complete flight crew, with the appropriate baggage, takes its seemingly fore-ordained path across the square; a fool is hard on their heels, pulling faces, aping them, kissing their footprints, then putting his ear to the ground and finally creeping off on all fours.
03. Meanwhile a young woman walks by elsewhere, and on her way takes a pile of photographs from an envelope, looks at them one by one, stops, smiles, and carries on with a big smile, continuing to look at one particular photo, until, as she catches sight of an anonymous passer-by coming towards her returning her smile, her expression immediately goes blank and she turns into the lane with a face like a mask; whereas the other person carries the smile further over the square, aped for a moment by the fool tumbling in in a short arc and immediately disappearing again, which only serves to broaden the smile still more.
04. With giant strides, someone hurries from the very back as a young entrepreneur with the appropriate accessories, stops in the middle, feels in his suit pocket, pats the other pockets, empties them, first into his hand, then on to his little attaché case, and at last puts away again, one by one, carefully, methodically, ceremoniously: his brightly coloured handkerchief, dice, an empty shoe polish tin, a scallop shell, a pocket calculator, brass knuckles, an apple, a woman’s stocking, a gingerbread heart, shoelaces, a bundle of loose banknotes, a credit card concertina, a miner’s lamp.
05. Then he hurries off, just as he came, the hand with the case also carrying the apple.
06. The squarekeeper comes sweeping with his broom; however often he retraces his steps and starts again; without a pause, now here, now there, and yet advancing in this way and working in this way, he moves out of sight.
07. Now at last the beauty passes, who the moment she appears lowers her eyelids and in the manner of one conscious of drawing all eyes from all directions and playing with this – without participating – strides through the centre of the stage, with one single long, backward, glance, only just visible, from the corners of her eyes: no caterwauling, no burp from a loudspeaker, no sudden horn-hoot, nor the baying – that breaks out in a lane, now; only as she leaves the square does she lift her eyelids again.
08. A young woman goes in a wider arc with the coffee tray, while someone as a beggar at the end of his session crosses the square, counting the coins in his plate as he goes then putting everything all at once into his coat pocket.
09. Two indeterminate people then walk from different directions through the quarter, one with a book in his hand, the other with a loaf of bread.
010.  Neither heeding the other, one opens his book as they draw level, and the other takes a bite from his loaf. 
011. The reader slows down, as does the eater; then the reader looks up and over his shoulder, while the eater, looking around in a circle, leaves the square.

Episode 6
Strangers passing in the street

By chance two separate glances meet

And I am you and what I see is me. (Roger Waters)
The big open square in its bright light, and nothing else.

01. Another two indeterminate people appear. 
02. One stops and lifts his head as if arriving, looks around him, takes a deep breath and nods, while the other is already beckoning him on, again and again, until the first one, casually turning once all the way round, follows him at a distance.
03. A woman in headscarf and gumboots crosses the square, lugging a watering can and with it a faded, indeed rotten bunch of flowers, which she throws off at the back in a high arc.
04. The next moment someone dressed almost exactly the same enters from quite another direction, the epitome of an Old Crone, with a sickle, a bundle of sticks and a handbasket overfull of wild mushrooms.

05. A third woman, indeterminate, clad almost the same, moves on a third path, with nothing in her hands, her back and neck bent low, her face staring fixedly at the ground, and barely moving from the spot, while behind her another walker comes up, gradually slowing his pace, as if the path were too narrow for overtaking, but gazing steadily into the distance, with no eyes for the being at the tips of his walking boots.
06. Opposite these two, as they continue practically walking on the spot, someone as a chef has briefly come into the open as if taking a break for a few quick puffs on a cigarette, after which he’s already out of sight again.
07. Next a fisherman struggles round the corner, his shoulders laden with a fishing net, while the departing walker releases a balloon into the air.
(SFX) There has been thunder, and now there’s thunder again.

08. And a laundry woman has run across the square and is now running back, holding in both arms an enormous, jumbled pile of washing.

09. As if nothing had happened, a swaggering man strolls past, rolling his hips and shoulders, cutting a figure as lord of the square, followed at heel, so to speak, by the fool of the square, who initially copies him then links, first arms, then legs, with him – hopping along on one leg beside him – and finally romps around him on all fours as a yapping dog, without the lord of the square, as one who knows himself to be alone in the wide world, even having noticed him on his tour of inspection.
010. Meanwhile, another individual goes past blocking his ears against the swarm-like sound of sirens starting up from left and right, which soon then swells to the howling of an alarm (immediately broken off).
011. As a ghost, a Papageno flits across the stage, with bird-catcher’s cage, in feathered clothing.
012. The sight of him is replaced by something like a small troop of lumberjacks, going their way with axes and saws on their shoulders.
013. After them a young woman strays through the scenery, eyes wide, hand over her mouth, then she lets it fall, a noiseless scream, now surrounded by what seems to be the midday chirping of sparrows and summer twittering of swallows and other such bird-whinnying.

014. The woman’s path has briefly been crossed by someone carrying a ball, and afterwards also by someone as a tourist with one camera hung around his neck, another camera ready to shoot, not looking at people coming towards him, eyes only for the square, which he now – incorporating the silently weeping woman as she leaves, another roller-skater, and a hospital attendant in place of the chef from before who comes out as he did for a puff on a cigarette and instantly hurries off again – captures on film, after which he runs straight back to where he’s already being summoned for the journey to continue.
Episode 7
One hour of life, crowded to the full with glorious action, and filled with noble risks, is worth whole years of those mean observances of paltry decorum. (Sir Walter Scott)
Pause. 
The square is empty, in its bright light.

(SFX) A rustling starts up, gets stronger, a roaring, goes all around in a circle, abates.
01. Someone blindfolded feels his or her way out from a lane in a short arc, and disappears down the next one.
02. Someone walks past with a feather in his hair as if it’s been forgotten there, shading his brow, while someone else comes towards him, his gaze fixed on his apparently freshly bandaged hand.
03. Such a greeting occurs, however, as two postmen pass each other, and also in the meeting of the two uniformed men on the beat, and then also, albeit almost hidden or as if secret, as a man and a woman pass one another.

04. Someone in the posture of the shopkeeper with time on his hands steps forward at the side, lets himself be seen for a while, steps back again.
05. A small group of hikers crosses on the diagonal, with the inevitable advance guard, main body and the one straggler, head down, feet dragging, who doesn’t speed up at the sharp finger-whistle from the other side of the space; in departing, the straggler comes to a complete halt, puts his head back and draws with his hand seemingly the flight patterns of various birds in the air, which he then fans into his coat as he walks on.
06. Meanwhile the beauty floated past again, arm-in-arm with the fool of the square beaming at her side, limping, hopping, and tumbling; a great sparkling comes from her as she goes, from the mirror jewellery that reaches from her plaited crown of hair to her stiletto heels, and meanwhile she casts glances through the holes in a big leaf as if through a fan; and the fool kisses his hand to the circle all around, from which stepped, there and then, a nun, her face not visible, in one hand a plastic suitcase, in the other a bundle tied with string, setting off somewhere else behind the other two.
07. Then several, who are nothing in particular, populate the square again for a few moments, on their way from one activity to the next:


08. Someone passes with a tree. 
09. And from underneath at the back, as from a ditch or hollow, a pair of strolling lovers emerges, as if they’ve been there together for a long time, and in the light of the square, arms around each other, they go off peaceably in a widening spiral, again and again looking back at their spot.
010. Meanwhile someone done up as a gangster made a brief appearance, twiddling his empty hands, and he’s now on his way back in a hurry, both hands weighed down by supermarket bags with vegetables peeping out of them.
011. Then, just as quickly, someone passes bound and barefoot, escorted by two indeterminate people in civilian clothes.
012. During his brief crossing, the bound man has been searching for witnesses with his eyes, but immediately after him the beauty, or another one, draws all eyes to her, as she moves across the square, laboriously this time, with her belly swelled right out, as if very pregnant, all alone, a letter in her hand, sticking another stamp on it as she goes.
013. This person and that, old, young, men and women, the group, now become a following for her, as with many pieces of post, turning them, some first addressing them, sealing them, reading them through once more, looking at postcards, they proceed from various points of the compass towards an invisible centre beyond the far side of the square; one man returns empty-handed, goes elsewhere; another woman has gone on into the lane.
014. Meanwhile, someone in overalls has set his course in the foreground, a thick rope tied around his waist, a sailor’s bag on his shoulder, taken off as he entered and filled with a huge globe which, as he continues, shines all around from inside the bag.
015. Two hunters pull a third hunter past on a litter of green branches.

016. A small group just walks, goalless, or knowing their goal, and in the middle of this, one changes from goalless to goal-knowing, while his goal-knowing successor suddenly loses his goal.
(SFX) And again a rustling goes round the square.

017. Someone as a waiter makes a brief appearance sending ice cubes splintering from a bucket across the ground.

Episode 8
Strangers are exciting, their mystery never ends. (Ani Difranco)
Pause.  
The empty square in the bright light.  A single leaf falls from high above, like a summer leaf.

(SFX) A gunshot, and its echoes, again and again.

01. Someone steps into the square with an eerie spectacles-apparatus, as from an optician’s, tests his eyesight, steps back again.

02. Elsewhere someone crosses, a basket hung in the crook of her arm with early apples, from one of which she takes a bite as she goes along.
03. A squarekeeper veers in for a moment with a hose.
04. Led by someone with parasol raised high, a small excursion group enters, rather crooked, most of them old, and now they stop with a single jolt, and erupt in unison in a cry of wonder as if at the very light in the square, then as they leave, each one turning slowly and crookedly in a circle, they repeat the same sound under the silent witness of the leader, as if for his benefit, with closed mouths, changed to a loud humming.
05. And again a man and a woman come towards each other from a distance, the man instantly dropping his head, while she holds hers high, then shortly before they pass he suddenly looks up into her face which she, however, has just averted the moment before.
06. Someone as a budding modern businesswoman, with a transparent little case, in which this and that can be glimpsed, walks along studying a dossier, at the same time clasping in her hand the mobile phone, with aerial extended, that soon falls to the ground, whereupon, after she’s reluctantly bent down to pick it up, the case springs open, releasing its contents, whereupon, after she’s half-sulkily, half-angrily gathered them up, she trips within one or two paces, at which she all at once vaguely smiles, and this intensifies as she becomes absorbed in the dossier again, walking on, and now, as she really trips, stumbles and nearly falls.
07. Another walker, hat in one hand, book in the other, head bent low, is going along when another two runners come pounding in unexpectedly with steps that make the whole square ring, and, overtaking the walker in a pincer-movement, instantly knock the two things out of his fingers, without – already they’ve disappeared, bobbing briefly up and down – turning to him as he now ceremoniously spits, bends down, continues on his way and, suddenly greeted by the upraised hand of the next runner, waves his hand just as suddenly, returning the greeting.

08. While he strolls on, a surveyor behind him has already planted his theodolite, looks through it, waves his invisible partner on the other side of the square briskly to the left, to the right, gives him the thumbs-up and has already left the square again.
09. An elderly man with an old-fashioned gate-key showed as a fleeting marginal apparition.
010. Then likewise a man – a climbing stick in his fist, labouring along with a white-haired woman on his back; a youth with a frond of palm or fern; two or three people drinking from water-flasks as they go by; someone as Moses, coming back from Sinai with the tablets of stone; someone who, absent-minded one moment, suddenly stands to attention, clicks his heels; a small wedding party, bit by bit shaking grains of rice from their hair and shoulders as they go; and again the beauty who, first visible only from behind, suddenly turns to me!
011. Just as suddenly, in the middle of this, a rolled up bundle throws itself out on to the square, at first stepdancing, and trundles itself over the ground in all directions, in its death throes, and which then at last is dead; the bundle stretches out, strewn around it the things it lost in the struggle, the shoes.
012. The dying man was mimicked, down to his final spasms, by the fool.
Silence.

013. Two in white coats come running, with a stretcher: a couple of manoeuvres and already they’re carrying him off, the possessions too.
014. A pair, at first standing back, who witnessed the death, now embrace; are all over each other; jump on each other as they rush away.

015. A cheerful unsuspecting person then strolls by.

Episode 9
There are no strangers here; only friends you haven't yet met. 

(William Butler Yeats)

The square, self-contained, in its bright light.
(SFX) Again the rustling travels around it, autumnal.

01. Someone as a gardener goes past, his hay rake as sceptre, pulling behind him a sack of hay from which he loses a few bunches.

02. Again the beauty struts through the scene, followed by another beauty, walking faster, who suddenly runs, lands a heavy blow on the first one’s head, and has already run off into a lane at the side; the first, holding her head, has stopped.
03. While she stands there, someone else arrives on roller-skates, propelling himself with ski-poles, and snatches her handbag away as he shoots past, causing her to spin round on herself.
04. As she then again remains there motionless, someone passes with an easel and a pointed black hat, dressed in nineteenth-century costume, someone in a faun’s mask appears briefly from a lane, two push a ball back and forth to each other with their feet as they cross by, the elderly woman walks with the familiar shopping trolley now squeaking noisily and filled with tattered plastic carrier bags, a man briefly enters the scene in a dressing gown, with a rubbish bin, a small group are seen again on their way to post letters.

05. A man creeps up behind the beauty, quickly, then gently lays his hands over her eyes, after which, without her looking round at him, he picks her up in the same way by her knees and arms and carries her out of the square.

06. Someone passes, with bare arms covered up to the elbows and beyond in watches.
07. Two in heavy dark winter garments, with suitcases and boxes, meet two others, airily coming along in colourful summer clothes.

08. Meanwhile from somewhere a veil blew in, and a young woman following straight after in a wedding dress, clearly still at the fitting stage, searches, finds, disappears.
09. Amid all the coming and going, now the thudding of children running a race has become audible again, on rather soft soles, with the appropriate shouting.

010. Someone of any kind now passes someone else of any kind, stops short, the other one also stops short, they stare into each other’s faces, recognise each other, have got it wrong, shake their heads, move apart from each other, stop once more, look back at each other hard, go their separate ways shaking their heads.

011. As if by chance, while the two were still visible, a third headshaker was going his way elsewhere, but with an ever slower headshake that changed with time into nodding, and from this it changes back into shaking, and from this again to nodding, with both getting slower, more majestic each time, and so on, until by the end of his appearance the one expresses the same as the other.

012. He is followed, glasses pushed up on his head, finger in something like a script, by the square’s fool, accompanied at a distance by someone else who carries in front of him a model of the square in its light, miniature, wood or cardboard, these two finally joined by yet a third person, in one arm a tailor’s dummy, in the other a heap of costumes; very quickly they’re gone.

Episode 10
We die to each other daily. What we know of other people is only our memory of the moments during which we knew them. And they have changed since then. To pretend that they and we are the same is a useful and convenient social convention which must sometimes be broken. We must also remember that at every meeting we are meeting a stranger. (T.S. Eliot)
The open square in bright light.

(SFX) …periodic roaring breaking around it like a tiny island.
(SFX) The whistle of a marmot, an eagle’s cry.

(SFX) Eerily cut short, the shrilling of a cicada.
01. A man follows a woman then straight away, as if they’d done a quick circle behind the square, a woman a man; she blocks his way, whereupon he swerves, whereupon she blocks his way again and, as he tries to pass, grabs his cloak, whereupon he breaks free and runs off half naked, while the woman holds the fabric out, so to speak, to a third who has entered from somewhere else, not looking at him, whereupon the new arrival goes after the first hero with big strides and the woman follows hot on his heels, crossing paths halfway with the small vigorous hiking group from before.  

02. One solitary old man comes towards them, carrying a stick like them, with which he now all of a sudden attacks the hikers, who for their part instantly parry with their sticks, and a fencing match develops and lasts until the solitary man has put his adversaries to flight and laconically continues on his track.
03. Then for a while it’s as if only old men were crossing the square, and furthermore, always in the same direction, and each time the same ones who, appearing on one side and leaving on the other, reappearing on the former side, go on their eternal circuit, 
04. …once rather like people only slowly moving in a queue, 
05. …once as robed dignitaries in a procession, 
06. …once as country people, all arms filled with sheaves, wicker bottles of wine, garlands of corn cobs, in their harvest festival procession, 
07. …once as veterans with everything appropriate, 
08. …and finally just as isolated old men, each sunk in himself, more sprightly or less so, now also lapping each other and catching up with each other again, one of them meanwhile going aside and, while the others continue with their circuit, walking clumsily on the edge, on the edges, pushing one foot after the other, the next man veering off at another edge, standing there, seeking a wall, a ledge, for head, for arms, for feet, plus stick, then trembling on the spot, all over, with a still face as he does so, which seems even stiller, and whiter, 
09. …as now from a lane a child’s screaming breaks forth, falls silent, peals out again, noises of terror and suffering that dominate even the busy coming and going that now begins to take place in the square, involving various passers-by, 
010. …among others a film crew casually in command of the scene, to whom, as they pass, the place together with its inhabitants and transients belongs, even though it’s obviously not the film’s location; and amid all this sudden hustle and bustle, there trembles at the back, on the horizon, accompanied by the child’s screaming, the last moon face of the circuit of old men, albeit so slowly, that within the steady trembling each single, jerky lift of the head becomes clear, aimed at the one in all the melee who perhaps had eyes for him; to no avail (or they’re not the eyes he was looking for).

011. To this episode a few shorter ones are immediately added, in which suddenly only young people cross, curve around, recross the square; suddenly only men; suddenly only women.

012. While in the meantime, again quite somewhere else, Aeneas carries his aged father across the square on his back, with a scroll in his hand that smokes and burns.

Episode 11
All great literature is one of two stories; a man goes on a journey or a stranger comes to town. (Leo Tolstoy)

Pause.  
The square shining with emptiness.

(SFX) Somewhere behind it, the normal passing roar of a single motorbike rider, invisible, afterwards the clattering of a propeller over the scene.
(SFX) After it, the rustling sound rises again, in a circle.

01. Again, someone as Papageno walks in one section of the square wearing, instead of the feathered outfit, one made of shells which clink; the birdcage he carries is empty and gaping wide open.

02. Someone or other is following him, hand under bulging coat, and now Papageno turns to look back at him more and more often, while the other moves as if in his footsteps, tracing every curve with him and every zigzag.

03. Only when he bites into an apple while following, and a pack of babies’ nappies appears from under the coat, does the shell-man face forwards again, even performing a playfully careless twirl as he goes on.
04. And already the man behind is upon him, ties his hands behind his back, hits him in the nape of the neck with the pack so he falls to the ground and stays there motionless; and goes off crunching his apple, swinging the packet of nappies.

05. As the fallen man, cage in his clenched fist, crawls after him, another walker enters the scene, on his head a whole tree-stump, roots upwards, washed out by the rain, offloading this after looking around and, using the roots as the feet of the stool, lowering himself on to it.

06. While he unfolds a map, suddenly some people come storming across the square as soldiers, then a moment later they rush from the same direction, fewer in number, then finally, 
07. …as a refugee, gasping for breath, flinging his head this way and that, a single one appears at the same spot and then spreads his arms unexpectedly, as if he had reached his destination, calmly turning to join the man sitting on the root-clump, while with raised hand seeming to salute the progress of one transporting in a wheelbarrow a statue broken into many pieces: the walker has meanwhile slipped his shoes off and is shaking pebbles and sand out of them, letting one and the other run through his fingers.

08. Meanwhile the beauty has come in again as pregnant, with a fully loaded supermarket trolley, accompanied by a man now, this pair gradually coming to a halt in the light and embracing passionately – while at the same time the woman still pushes the trolley back and forth on the spot.

09. As they then continue on their way, the man pushing the trolley behind her at a distance, someone again struts through the scenery with an architect’s model of the square on his outstretched arms.
010. As he dances off, twisting and turning, the next person is already coming, again someone with a rolled-up carpet or runner, which now, however, rolled out across the whole square on the diagonal, turns out to be a rural dirt road, with clay-yellow tire tracks and a strip of grass down the middle; the two already present, prior to sitting back down again, have briefly jumped to his aid, treading the road down at the end.

011. It’s bearer, work done, has sunk down cross-legged by the edge of the track, at a distance from the other two.
012. The first track-guests, already moving by, are Abraham and Isaac, the father one step behind his son, whom he pushes forward with his hand on his shoulder, the other hand holding behind his back the sacrificial knife; followed by an anonymous pair who suddenly become a king and his queen, who become, for a short in-between time, hopscotchers; by a writer (the “bookfool”), who stops, a notebook pulled from under his arm, and then putting away the book, conjures forth a crystal ball, which in this moment collects the light of the whole square; the spell being broken at once, and on his own initiative, by (SFX) the popping of a paper bag.
Episode 12
Happiness, not in another place but this place... not for another hour, but this hour. (Walt Whitman)
Pause.  
The square in the light, with its occupants, on the tree-clump, at the edge of the track.
(SFX) Now a splashing goes around as of jumping fish, and a loud humming rises into the air, as from a summer swarm of bees.

01. Someone in a frantic hurry, with a salesman’s case, bursts into the clearing and is suddenly not in a hurry any more, strolls to the side, joins the one by the edge of the track and squats down beside him.

02. Isaac returns, safe and well, with Abraham following empty-handed, dead tired.

03. As they lie down some way off, the father’s head in the son’s lap, children are heard passing again, invisible, identifiable by the constant calling and shouting, and someone approaches on his knees who then springs to his feet, brushes the dust off himself and finds a place somewhere.

04. Again someone slips in as the fool of the square, staring upwards into each person’s face, one by one, then withdrawing on tiptoe to the background, while someone enters as the “bookfool”, continually fanning the light into his open book as he walks up and down – and on a second path someone has come hopping in, as if on stepping stones in a river ford, and now halts on the bank and looks back, and on a third path an old couple has arrived, licking ice creams.

05. For the moment no-one passes through the square, each person stops, suddenly ceases to be active, stands, sits, lies; as do the ones who follow: 
06. …two who circle each other like wrestlers looking for the throwing hold then all at once calmly separate; someone who entered with the champion’s gesture, arms upraised, and there and then lets them fall; someone who came running in, on his chest a number which falls off as soon as he stops; a woman as someone back from the dead taking her first step into the light, next turning somersaults, next becoming an unobtrusive figure among the rest; someone with snow piled on shoulders and hat, only stopping when he’s most of the way across and decisively turning back to the middle of the square, whereupon he takes off his hat, shakes the snow off, and walks more and more peacefully, with smaller and smaller steps.

07. Lastly there stumbles on to the scene again the man with wheelbarrow, – the statue no longer broke – and he makes an about-turn with the thing in the middle, seeks his place among the others, though failing and failing again to find it – the not-finding-his-place becomes ever more dramatic, until at last the square’s fool briskly indicates somewhere (and then no-one has ever been so very much in his place), whereupon the rescuer enters, takes off his mask and becomes I-don’t-know-who among all the others.

Episode 13
Make your choice, adventurous Stranger, 
Strike the bell and bide the danger, 

Or wonder, till it drives you mad, 

What would have followed if you had. (C.S. Lewis)
Pause. 
The square in its old bright light, and still there on it, at a distance from each other or close together, lying down, also standing up, squatting, or towering, all its heroes.

(SFX) The rustling or rushing circulates again, followed by a cracking sound running diagonally to the back as when a lake freezes, followed by the monotonous chirping of a distant cricket, followed by silence.
01. Now for a long moment this is what takes place: a tremor goes through them all together, a simultaneous shudder, again, and then again, then a start, then a jolt.
02. Someone boxes his own ears.

03. Someone invites a woman onto his lap, and already she’s there.

04. Someone reverses his coat into a ceremonial robe.

05. Someone cleans another’s shoe, someone seeking support leans on a woman, someone claws the ground wildly.

06. Someone who seems to be waiting acquires a companion, also waiting, and a third joins them, acting out the waiting of the other two.

07. A man and a woman lay a hand on each other’s sex.

08. A woman throws a key to another woman, who makes a hop on receiving it.

09. Someone tugs at someone else in passing.

010. Someone drops forward and puts his ear to the ground, then the other ear.

011. Someone abandons the pretence of waiting, and in the act of moving aside is brought back to his place by someone else.

012. Someone searches for something, bending down, then on all fours, someone searches with him in the same fashion, a third person joins in, getting in the way, and in quite another spot yet another starts to search for something too, while the first searcher finds, and holds up to the light, this and that which he wasn’t searching for, and one of the co-searchers finds for himself something long since believed to be lost, which he now kisses and presses to his heart.

013. Increasingly the people in the square are looking at – no, watching each other: one of them suddenly raging, trumpeting, running amok, is calmed down again merely by being watched, as is the woman who suddenly sobs loudly, and the person wheezing pitiably; whoever is watching comes closer at the same time.

014. And it also happens that all are simply there, some as the eye, others the ear, and as they observe each other they transform into each other, over the whole wide square.
015. Equally clumsily two, searching further together, bump heads, someone picks someone up from the ground and walks gasping for breath in a circle with him as he also gasps for breath, a woman strokes a man in such a way that she grotesquely distorts his face.

016. And again they’re collectively simply present, with ever narrowing eyes.

(SFX) Raven cries, and the baying of dogs which also contains a rumbling.

(SFX) A storm broke out, high above the square, thundering and rattling, without a hair stirring on those below.

(SFX) Then right around the scene went a many-layered wail of pain and sorrow, here from a child, there from an elephant, there from a pig, a dog, a rhinoceros, a bull, a donkey, a whale, a dinosaur, a cat, a hedgehog, a tortoise, an earthworm, a tiger, the Leviathan.

017. During this, each watched the other.

018. Two warm their hands in each others’ armpits, someone takes fright at the person coming towards him as his doppelganger, someone in despair searches for his spectator and, finding them, is able to perform his condition.
019. In the centre of the square, all together form a staircase with their bodies, and the person on top suddenly gets up and walks down it, whereupon from the depths at their feet comes (SFX) a ringing of bells, scarcely audible, sometimes tinny, sometimes full-toned, sometimes distant, sometimes near, sometimes pure, sometimes distorted, which now, having jumped to their feet, they all now listen to, bending down, hands on their thighs, one enraptured, one annoyed, one entertained, one tormented.

020. Then amid the sound came punting along behind the square, only the upper parts of their bodies high enough to see, in a boat of which only the punting poles are visible, two figures in African ceremonial dress, who stopped and with broad gestures silently invited people aboard their vessel.

021. No one consents, although again through nearly all, one after another, goes a jolt in that direction.

022. They punt away, while the underwater bells sound on and on.

023. At the last minute the man with the wheelbarrow scurries off after them, and almost immediately crashes down; someone has stuck out a leg to trip him.

024. Bells finished, dream finished.

025. Someone waves a hand in refusal, then another, then still another, then the whole chorus.

Episode 14
The more you love someone, he came to think, the harder it is to tell them. It surprised him that strangers didn't stop each other on the street to say I love you. (Jonathan Safran Foer)

Pause.  
The square, the light, the outlines.

01. The very old man (part of the old couple with ice creams), eyes wide open, to whom the others gradually turn, approaching him, or looking at him from a distance.

02. He suddenly smiles around the circle.

Silence.

03. And he’s just about to break into speech, he’s getting into the swing of it, illustrating – with his hands, which scan, with arms, which fly upwards, with his leaping shoulders, with his waving head, his noiselessly practising lips, flaring nostrils, arching brows, occasionally even a shake of the hips – the progress of his speech. 

04. Every single one of the spectators seems to understand him in advance, nods, nods again, spells it through with him, already he’s humming in preparation, as it were, again and then again, at different pitches.

05. Suddenly he falls silent, as if before speaking at last, but then remains silent, becomes expressionless, lets himself be seen as such.

06. The woman back form the dead comes up to him, with a bundle like a newborn baby, and lays it in the outstretched arms of the old man, and he, gazing down on it, gazing heavenwards, breaks out in jubilation and exultation, without words, stammering and bellowing.
07. And again here and there among his spectators someone nods, a nod in each case as if in response to a sentence; some have already started moving off and nod to him as they go by.

08. A general movement, in a big curve around the square, only really develops out of this when the old man at its heart claps his hands once, then once again, and then, uttering a few more snatches of his jubilation and rejoicing, the infant in his arms, he joins the movement off, while as he does so an ever stronger repeated urgent cheeping comes from the bundle as if from an abandoned brood of fledglings, to which the rustling-all-around is added anew; before this, the very old man has had his temples rubbed by the old woman (his counterpart) as if to smarten him up.

09. After this everything went quickly: immediately behind the one who brushed once more through the tall grass of the track in farewell, it was already rolled up; already, too, the clump of roots is rumbling off behind the scene, pushed on its way by various hands and feet; someone who, looking over his shoulder, starts to hesitate yet again at the edge, is helped on his way by a kick in the backside from the next person; the one snatching after falling leaves does so as he goes along; the one who gets his foot caught in a sort of metal trap lunges away all the faster with it.
010. And it becomes clear, as they now scatter in all directions, how one goes off angrily disappointed, poking out his tongue, spitting; another one cheerfully disappointed, shrugging his shoulders; some rather relieved to have escaped the dream, others wandering still further in search of it; one starting to cry, the other starting to laugh; one, as he departs, kissing the ground; one sketching his path in the air as he goes out, like a slalom-skier before the start; one making an actual run-up; one spreading his hands like a weight-lifter preparing and then he’s off and away with all his belongings; meanwhile faintly beyond the far side of the square, from several other squares, (SFX) the sounds of a firework display commenced, developed into chords, rang out.
Empty square…

Episode 15
We are all strangers in a strange land, longing for home, but not quite knowing what or where home is. We glimpse it sometimes in our dreams, or as we turn a corner, and suddenly there is a strange, sweet familiarity that vanishes almost as soon as it comes. (Madeleine L’Engle)
Pause. 
 The bright empty square, in its memory-light.

01. A short butterfly moment (or moth).

02. It’s followed immediately by the squarekeeper, pulling a cart behind him, in his hand is a birch broom, sweeping before him things leftover on the ground; pausing briefly, as he pushes his way off, to clean his own shoes with his broom.

03. In the meantime, crossing the square in the foreground, is the beauty, maintaining over the whole wide stretch her turned-in-on-itself smile, even when fixing her crooked stockings as she goes; in the background someone crosses with a ladder; and in the middle of this, someone else staggers on his way as a drunk, his extra-long shoelaces untied; someone else goes his round again with an open book, while someone walks beside him, reads with him and then turns the page for him, and somewhere else several go through, above them in the form of a scarecrow on a pole someone they’re burning in effigy.

(SFX) A screech-owl’s cry in bright daylight
04. Someone weeping silently as he goes, then whimpering, flapping his arms; someone entering and leaving with a branch between his legs; someone passing through with the model of the square; Death walks past; the huntsman transports “Snow-White’s heart” in a glass jar; a woman with clothes from the dry-cleaner’s; the two women in gumboots returning home; someone walking along with a sunflower; a woman who as she goes by throws away her keyring in a high arc; the beauty with a hazel-stick; a general carries children’s shoes held out in front of him; someone with a star chart; the squarekeeper again pushing the cart, with the fool of the square enthroned in it, broom and shovel as sceptre; a man with blindfold being dragged to his execution; a woman wandering up and down with a giant menu; a refugee; the woman who’s after a legacy, accompanying her rich aunt; a happy jogger skipping as he runs; a card-player fanning out his cards going through; two people dressed in winter clothes meet two dressed in summer clothes; they exchange again; a group, who all alighted together, spread quickly over the square, each one alone; a boy blows out an old man’s candle; there’s the patrol with dangling handcuffs and truncheons; a hiker walks through; a Jewish woman with a gasmask.
05. A general steady crossing-to-and-fro finally sets in – in the course of which someone again as a waiter briefly empties an ashtray in the square, a woman saunters with a tray of champagne glasses out of one lane and into another, someone again as a businessman temporarily with time on his hands, or as a weatherman, steps forward and looks up at the sky, Chaplin strolls by incidentally – hither and thither over the stage, everyone becoming, as time goes on, nothing more than just a person walking, on their way, arms swinging, acting out walking in this or that fashion; for a moment, it seems as if all those walking were being driven as one.

06. Then suddenly, the group comes the middle of the square – engaging each audience member with their eyes.  Changing places within their group to make eye contact with others throughout the square.

07. Then, ceremonially, they begin to strip away their “costumes”; at different paces.  Some fast, some slow.  

08. Once done, they each leave the clothes in the center and cross into and through the audience; walking or running onto their business; as single persons or as a group of two or three.  Until no one is left in the square.

Then the square grew dark.

END
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