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Dramatis Personae

The First Man

The Second Man

The Third Man

The Fourth Man

One by one, four men appear on the stage. They are all absolutely different and have different walks, clothes and hair styles.

All Together: A knock on the door!

(pause)

(None of the characters changes his position.)

All Together: A knock on the door!

The First Man falls down on the floor and holds his head in his hands.
The Second Man takes a deep breath and is now about to laugh.
The Third Man slowly shuffles towards an imaginary door.
The Fourth Man doesn’t move.
A long pause.
Now the Second Man starts laughing, gesticulating and clapping his hands on his sides.
That stops the Third Man in his tracks.

The Third Man: Was that a knock on the door or did it only seem like it?

(The Second Man laughs fit to split his sides.)

The Fourth Man: No, this fellow (The Second Man) imagined himself to be a bird and clapped his wings too loudly.

The Third Man: (looking carefully at the Second Man) Do you think he will fly away?

(The Second Man’s laughter slowly dies away.)

The Fourth Man: I don’t think so.

The Second Man: (pointing to the First Man) Well, just look how he thumped down on the floor!

The Third Man: Was that a knock on the door or did it only seem like it?

The Fourth Man: Of course not. This fellow on the floor is composing poetry and I think we are distracting with him with our knocking.

The Third Man: Ah-ha, so there was a knock.

The Fourth Man: Didn’t you see how that fellow flapped his wings?

The Second Man: Just imagine, he is composing poetry lying on the floor. Isn’t it funny?

(He laughs as before, gesticulating.)

The First Man:  (He removes his hands from his head and raises himself partly up from the floor.) Did I hear a sound or did I imagine it?

The Third Man:  Did you imagine something?

The First Man:  I think someone was shooting.

The Fourth Man:  We’ve got a duck here, so we are shooting at it but we can’t hit it. We haven’t shot ducks for a long time and have lost the knack.

The Second Man:  (stops laughing) Where is the duck? Who was talking about a duck?

The Fourth Man:  I say a duck flew in. We are hunting it.

The Second Man:  How did it fly in? The doors are closed. Didn’t you hear the knock?

The Third Man:  Ah-ha, so there was a knock!

(He turns around and continues slowly shuffling towards the door.)

The Second Man:  Who was it knocking?

The Fourth Man:  It was a duck!

(pause)

The Second Man:  Ah-h, so you were just kidding. (laughs again)

The First Man:  (He gets up, bunches his fists and approaches the Fourth Man threateningly.) Can you shoot ducks? Can you shoot ducks? First ducks and then next will it be a man? Is that what you meant to say?

The Second Man:  (catches the First Man by his hand) Calm down, calm down, it’s just a practical joke; a practical joke, do you hear? Have you seen any gun here?

The First Man:  You can do it without a gun! With arrows! With stones! By feet! By words! Quite silently! You’ve made up all sorts of things and then invented others.

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  (trying to reason it out aloud) You can do it with screwdrivers, baobab trees, braces, clouds, handkerchiefs …

The Third Man:  Where is the door? Has anybody seen a door around here?

The Fourth Man:  Do you need to go out … er, urgently?

The Third Man:  Someone was knocking.

The Fourth Man:  Are you expecting anyone?

The Second Man:  (almost breathless with laughter) A duck! Do you mean this sort of duck? (ducking down as if passing through a low doorway)
(The Third Man takes out a huge multi-coloured handkerchief and weeps into it.)

The First Man:  What’s the matter with you?

The Third Man:  I can’t see any way out!

The Fourth Man:  Isn’t there a door?

(pause)

The Third Man:  Listen, what shall we do? We’ll never be able to understand each other! (pause) People have forgotten how to understand each other. (pause) We speak the same language, but we don’t understand each other.

The Fourth Man:  (ironically) It’s high time we built a tower.

(pause)
The Second Man:  What sort of tower?

The Fourth Man:  The Tower of Babel.

(pause)
The Second Man:  Well, just think about building it. To build what? What sort of tower? Not any tower but the Tower of Babel. (laughs)

(There is a long pause, while the Third Man is crying and the Second Man is laughing.)

The First Man:  Now I know! Let’s dance!

The Third Man:  (stops crying) So are you suggesting we dance (pause) and then we’ll understand each other? (pause) Dance and then we’ll understand each other. Understand each other. Each other. Each other. (pause) And then, during the dance, let everyone say what he is thinking. Everyone say what he is thinking.  Let him. (pause) This way we’ll discover each other’s innermost thoughts. This way we’ll discover each other’s innermost thoughts. Innermost thoughts. Each other’s. Each other’s. (pause) Of course we’ll understand each other! Certainly we’ll understand each other! Yes, rather, I bet, I bet.

(pause)

(They make a circle. Each of the characters is standing with his back to the others. They all start moving, slowly at first, then faster and faster.)

The First Man:  Well, talk, talk. Why aren’t you talking? Talk, start talking. Who will be first? Why are you all keeping silent.

(pause)
The Third Man:  Only tell what you are thinking about. Do you remember?

The First Man:  Well, come on! This will be our salvation, friends, I feel it will be our salvation. Ah, what a good idea of mine it was to suggest this.

The Third Man:  Come on, come on!

The First Man:  Don’t keep quiet, you have to speak out, so come on!

The Third Man:  Well, come on!

(pause)

The Second Man:  I am still thinking about ducks. (pause) My mother used to cook wonderful duck pies. (pause) Well-cooked duck meat is very tender, it melts in your mouth! You should have tried my mother’s pies; so juicy! (He rattles off the words as if it were a well-worn refrain.) The meat was not fatty, but it was so juicy. I can’t understand how she made such pies! I have no idea. I am very often, practically always, thinking about those pies, but generally, mostly about the ducks. Not every duck makes such juices without being fatty. Most ducks, as far as I know …

The First Man:  (extremely irritated) Oh dear, stop going on about ducks! Let’s hear your innermost thoughts. Do you know what innermost thoughts are?

(pause) 

The Second Man:  I can agree with that, not every duck …

The First Man:  Can’t you think about anything else besides ducks? We can speak about anything, do you understand, absolutely anything. Anything that we are worrying about, anything that bothers us. We must empty out our minds. Don’t you understand that we have to clear out our minds. We have such an opportunity just now. Can’t you understand?

The Third Man:  Speaking for myself, I personally understand very well and agree with it heartily, but I can’t now ... I can’t speak while I am concentrating on the dance. You others, please, talk, don’t pay any attention to me. You can do it, I’m sure. I will be able to speak too, but a little bit later on. I have no thoughts in my head so far. You have so many thoughts, so don’t wait for me.

The First Man:  Not a single thought? Try harder, force yourself, just open your mouth and empty your mind. It is very simple, you open your mouth and everything will just pour out. It is very good that there isn’t a single thought in your head, it couldn’t be better! Thoughts only get in the way. Well, come on, the mouth opens and …! The mouth opens and …!

The Third Man:  Will it become easier?

The First Man:  Of course, by all means, that goes without saying, without any doubt.

The Third Man:  Do you hear? It will be easier.

The First Man:  (to the Third Man) It will be easier for you.

The Third Man: It will be easier for me, but later on. Well, why are you still silent?

The First Man:  You needn’t be afraid.

The Third Man:  There’s not a single thought, honestly. Why are the rest of you keeping silent, he is always talking to me and I, dammit, have nothing to say to him.

The First Man:  Well, that is good.

The Third Man:  Really?

The First Man:  Really.

The Third Man:  Why are you addressing me personally?

The First Man:  I feel …

The Third Man:  What do you feel?

The First Man:  I feel that you can do it.

The Third Man:  The fact is that I can’t.

The First Man:  That is just an illusion.

The Third Man:  What?

The First Man:  You have only to believe me.

The Third Man:  I am tired.

The First Man:  It is false tiredness.

The Third Man:  I am tired.

The First Man:  Very soon you’ll get your second breath.

The Third Man:  Are you sure?

The First Man:  More than you.

The Third Man:  And will it become easier all at once?

The First Man:  All at once.

The Fourth Man:  Only nothing will change.

(The dance stops immediately as if the Fourth Man’s words were a signal.)

(pause)

The First Man:  How come, nothing will change?

The Fourth Man:  It’s very simple. You know we are four people in a room without any doors and whether you dance or wave your hands about, no duck will fly in.

(pause)

The First Man:  (to the Fourth Man) You are such an unkind person.

The Third Man:  Well, I don’t understand any of this, that’s for certain.

The Fourth Man:  (to the Third Man) You are not so stupid as you pretend to be.

The Third Man:  How dare you!

The Fourth Man:  Yes, I dare! I dare!

(pause)

The First Man:  (to the Fourth Man) You are a wicked, unkind person, you do not believe in anything. You have spoiled such a good idea.

The Fourth Man:  And you are just being provocative. (pause) Do you know the word ‘provocateur’? Why have you made everyone else empty their minds while you kept silent yourself?

The First Man:  Well, I simply had no time. I am doing everything for you all. I wanted you to become easier in your minds. Yes, I …

The Fourth Man:  You should have started with yourself. (pause) To set us an example, so to say. (pause) Why did you need a dance? Answer me!

(pause) 

The Second Man:  Really I was thinking about the duck pies.

The First Man:  Yes, it was my idea about the dance and I think it is a good one.

The Fourth Man:  No, it’s bad, it’s not fair.

(While they are quarrelling, the Third Man creeps up behind the First Man and tucks his handkerchief into the other man’s belt. The First Man doesn’t notice anything. The Third Man goes away as if nothing has happened and stands near the Fourth Man.)

The First Man:  (to the Fourth Man) You are simply not able speak your innermost thoughts out aloud. That’s it! (pause) What? Have I guessed right? (pause) Of course, not everybody can speak their innermost thoughts out aloud. You are just not up to it! (pause) It is because you are a coward. I know other clever Dicks like you - you are always cowards. 

The Fourth Man:  (going right up to the Fourth Man belligerently) Who are you calling a coward? Me?

The Second Man:  (stands between the First Man and Fourth Man) Are you quarrelling because of me? (pause) Because of me? (pause) I thought as much. (pause) OK, OK, I confess, the Devil take you, I didn’t think about any pies. (pause) How could you tell – by my eyes, perhaps? (to the First Man) By my eyes? (to the Fourth Man) By my eyes? (pause) Well, OK, if you don’t want to speak to me, don’t say anything. I am confessing now, just confessing, (pause) because now I feel like it, (pause) not when you were dancing, but now, (pause) before you almost started fighting. (pause) I’ll tell you now, OK, I’ll tell you now, (pause) since it has turned out like this, (pause) now, (pause) just now, (pause) I had some shameful thoughts. I did.

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  What shameful thoughts?

(pause)
The Second Man:  I wanted … I wanted …

(pause)
The First Man:  What did you want?

The Second Man: I wanted …

(pause) 

The First Man:  What? What?

The Second Man: I wanted …

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  Well, come on, out with it.

The Second Man: I wanted some women to dance with us.

(pause)
The Third Man:  Naked?

The Second Man:  Why naked? Why necessarily naked? Just women, dressed, to dance with us. Can’t you understand? (pause) Can’t you understand?

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  You are being naïve. (pause) They are dancing by themselves, quite separately. (pause) They have been, for a long time.

The Second Man:  But it would only be for the time being, (pause) temporarily, for the time being. (pause) Let them dance separately, let them. Perhaps they are thinking about dancing with us.

The Fourth Man:  Hang on!

The Second Man:  That is what I am doing. I was thinking about it while I was dancing. I lied because … yes, I was ashamed of thinking about women. (pause) You were almost fighting.

The Fourth Man:  Yes. (to the First Man) Still, what were you thinking of?

The Third Man:  Oh, I seem to have lost my handkerchief.

The Fourth Man:  What did you do?

The Third Man:  I lost it.

The Fourth Man: Why not say it’s just gone missing?

(pause)
The Third Man:  Where’s it gone then?

The Fourth Man:  Well, the same place where it got lost.

(pause) 

The Third Man:  Only don’t make me get all muddled up. Don’t make me get all muddled up. (pause) You are making me get all muddled up, muddled up, and I will make myself muddled up … and then, ay, ay, ay!

The Fourth Man:  What’s this ‘ay, ay, ay’ then?

The Second Man:  (laughs) Well, how come. (He makes the ducking movement again while he continues speaking.) He was a long time looking for the door.

The First Man:  (to the Second Man) Stop taking the mickey! Can’t you see that he has lost something?

(The Third Man shuffles slowly towards the First Man.)

The Third Man:  (His intonation is, at the same time, both sickly sweet and threatening.)  Exactly, exactly, missing, not lost, not gone, but missing.

The Fourth Man:  What a tragedy! The fellow’s little handkerchief is missing.

The Third Man:  (continuing moving) Yes, the little handkerchief is missing, the little handkerchief. You might think, ‘What nonsense, a handkerchief, such a small thing’ (demonstrating its size with his hands) OK, OK, we won’t take into consideration that this is my favourite handkerchief given to me by my unforgettable granny, but today one handkerchief is missing, tomorrow the second is missing and then ten more handkerchiefs – then you will see how the whole tower will be carried away.

The Second Man:  Which tower?

The Third Man:  (continuing moving) The Tower of Babel.

The Second Man:  Just think of it, the tower will be carried away. What kind of tower? Not any tower, but the Tower of Babel! (laughs)

The Third Man: (continuing moving) The handkerchief is lost, the handkerchief. Maybe someone has stolen it. How could such a thing happen? Well, a man hankered for a good thing, made up something like a dance, fooled our heads with different questions and while the answer was being thought over, he grabed his handkerchief and made it his own. (standing near the First Man) Well, you wicked man, show me my handkerchief!

The First Man:  What are you talking about? Are you drunk?

The Third Man:  (looks at all present, as if asking them to be allies) We have no drunk people here, none of us drinks even a little, not even a gram. You won’t blacken my reputation; you won’t lie about me and you should give back the handkerchief.

The First Man:  What do I need your handkerchief for?

The Third Man:  Well, I don’t know, maybe you will use it to blow your nose or maybe you will do something worse than that.

The Fourth Man:  I wonder what else can one do with a handkerchief.

The Third Man:  What? What? Whatever you like, but he is a thief and he knows what to do with a handkerchief.

(The Third Man takes his handkerchief from the belt of the First Man, cries with happiness and, kneeling, presses his find to his mouth.)

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  (to the First Man) As simple as that! Frankly speaking, I thought that you were a more serious person, but you are a mere little pickpocket, a specialist in handkerchiefs, that’s why you see an execution by firing squad in your dreams.

(pause)

(Quite unexpectedly, the Second Man starts laughing even more enthusiastically than before and clapping his hands to his sides.)

The Fourth Man:  Why are you laughing all the time? You are sick, aren’t you?

The Second Man:  (hardly able to breathe from laughing) It’s a practical joke!

The Fourth Man:  What kind of practical joke is that? You are talking nonsense.

The Second Man:  It was he himself who put his handkerchief there – I saw him myself, that’s why I am telling you that it is a practical joke. Well, good for him, good for him.

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  That’s mean of him.

The Second Man: I say it’s a practical joke! I saw it with my own eyes.

The Fourth Man:  That’s mean of him.

(pause)

The Second Man:  Are you sure?

The Fourth Man:  Absolutely!

(pause)

The Second Man:  How did you get to know about it? It was in his own thoughts, he didn’t share anything with anyone before he put that handkerchief in his belt. In that case, how could we know what he had in his mind? So it’s just a practical joke, is it? Your private thoughts are your own secret thoughts, you see. Everyone has his own in his own language. That way, you and I, you know …

The Fourth Man:  Meanness is like dancing; it is understandable in any language.

(pause)

The First Man:  We were in a bit too much of a hurry. (pause) It’s a pity! It’s very, very sad! (pause) There was just a chance, but now there is none.

The Second Man:  (to the Fourth Man) You see he is saying something, but nobody can understand anything he says. He himself probably understands. I say ‘Different thoughts; different language.’
The First Man:  You see, I am a man out of his time. I am sacrificing myself immensely. There haven’t ever been any such people before now – at least, I haven’t met any. (pause) You see, I am ready to do anything to make the rest of you happy. (pause) I don’t know where it comes from in me. (pause) For other people, I am ready to humiliate myself. (pause) Yes, yes. (pause) Just now I imagined that I would confess to stealing the handkerchief. (pause) I even imagined being cruelly beaten by you; (with tears in his eyes) maybe even unto death. (pause) For the handkerchief (pause) but I also imagined you repenting when you see the consequences of your deeds. How tearful you will be! (pause) And then, by all means, of course, it goes without saying, certainly, you will feel relief. (to the Second Man) You didn’t believe me during the dance and, if you had confessed …

The Second Man: Confessed what?

The First Man:  … the fact that you want women and I don’t exclude the possibility that I might become a woman.

The Second Man:  Well, I never …

The First Man:  I might.

The Second Man:  That’s impossible!

The First Man:  You see, I say I am a man out of his time. That’s why I see a firing squad in my dreams. (pause) OK, let’s put all sentiment aside. I invite you to give the order to fire.

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  What? 

The First Man:  The order to fire.

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  You’re crazy, aren’t you?

The First Man:  That’s possible, but it’s too late to do anything about it now. I am ready (closes his eyes)

(pause)

The Second Man:  Well, we don’t have any guns.

The First Man:  I have already explained, it is possible to shoot with anything, if you really want to badly enough.

(pause)

The Second Man:  (to the Fourth Man) What shall we do? We must think of something – we mustn’t disappoint the man. He has already prepared himself.
(pause)

 (The Fourth Man comes up to the Third Man, snatches the handkerchief out of his hand and starts to strangle him with it.)

The Fourth Man:  So what little thoughts are hidden in your little head, you joker?
The First Man:  (opens his eyes) Leave him alone! He is a hostage to the times.

The Third Man:  (to the Fourth Man) I won’t say anything. I was trying to help you.

The Fourth Man:  Me?

The Third Man:  Who else? You didn’t have any evidence against the provocateur and besides that, he is crazy, as he himself confessed just now. And moreover he is a thief.

The Fourth Man:  But it was you, our glorious joker who planted the handkerchief on him – (taking the mickey) this little handkerchief.
The Third Man:  He would have stolen it all the same because he is a thief – he has just confessed that.

The First Man:  He is right.

The Fourth Man:  But it was you who planted the handkerchief on him.

The Third Man:  (spluttering against the attempt to strangle him) I didn’t want him to touch my clean handkerchief with his dirty hands, that’s why I planted it, that’s why I planted it. Do you know how many germs there are on hands? Didn’t they teach you how many germs there were on your hands in kindergarden.

The First Man:  He is right, forgive him. People love each other as I loved you.

The Second Man:  What did you love us for?

The First Man:  I don’t know that myself; I loved you, and that’s all there is to it.

The Second Man:  Good for you. (to the Fourth Man, loudly) Listen to what he is saying.

The Fourth Man:  (continuing the strangling) Leave me alone, you can see I can’t manage it …

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) He is telling us to stop. 

The Fourth Man: (continuing strangling the Third Man) What?

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) You shouldn’t do anything.

The Fourth Man: (continuing strangling the Third Man) Why?

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) Now we’ll love each other.

The Fourth Man: (continuing strangling the Third Man) Who?

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) We’ll love everybody.

The Fourth Man: (continuing strangling the Third Man) What for?

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) He doesn’t know himself, but says we should try.

The Fourth Man: (continuing strangling the Third Man) What?

The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man, loudly) We should try.

The Fourth Man: (letting go of the Third Man) The Devil take him. Nothing comes of it all the same.

The Third Man: (to the Fourth Man) Thank you very much.

The Fourth Man:  What?

The Third Man: Thank you very much.

The First Man:  (to the Third Man) Now ask him to forgive you.

The Third Man: Thank you very much and please forgive me.

The First Man: (to the Fourth Man) Now you.

The Fourth Man:  What!

The First Man: Now you ask him to forgive you.

(pause)

(The Fourth Man looks at the Third Man as if he comes from another planet.)

The Fourth Man:  I am speechless! I will be thinking about how to remain silent until the end of my life.

(a long pause)

The First Man:  So you think it’s silence, do you? (pause) Yes, yes, very likely. (pause) I felt that something interferes, some insincerity (pause) maybe, maybe you are right.

(a long pause)

The Second Man:  (to the Fourth Man) I think it would be better to cut out your tongue. (pause) You know, it is a very terrible thing when you are not allowed to do something, when you are not allowed, but you want it very much. Believe me, I know what I am talking about. (pause) You see you won’t be able to bear it if you don’t cut it out. (pause) Would you like me to ask one of my acquaintances who is a barber to do it? (pause) The only thing is, it will be difficult for you to eat. We use our tongues to push our food into our bellies. I know what I am talking about – I have read it in a book.

The Fourth Man:  So you are a cultured person, are you?

The Second Man:  What did you say?

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  I said nothing will come of being dumb.

The Second Man:  And I say, cut!

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  Will I have to push my food into my belly with my hands?

The Second Man:  What you have just said is right, I read about that in a book too. You probably read the same book, didn’t you?

(a long pause)

The Third Man:  (sarcastically, in a whisper) Smart people, there are only smart people around here.

The Fourth Man:  (to the Third Man) What are you muttering about?

The Third Man: (in a whisper) All the trouble on earth comes from clever people not from fools.

The Fourth Man: (to the Third Man) Can you speak louder, I can’t hear anything?

The Third Man:  … such smart people as you. (loudly) Crazy! I can see now it’s a big advantage to be crazy – a cry from a saved soul. (pause) I’m really cleverer than all you taken together. I can wrap you round my little finger.

The Second Man:  He has gone mad, hasn’t he?

The Third Man:  One thousand times, I can wrap you round my little finger a thousand times. I’ll become a big boss and will make my own rules.

The First Man:  Well, that makes a change, in any case we seem to have a new opportunity.

The Third Man:  (with sparkling eyes) I’ll become a commander of the Tower of Babel.

The First Man:  (to the Third Man) You know, I quite respect your opinion.

The Third Man:  I will order all the thieves to be thrown out of the tower and I will decide who is a thief – I will.

The First Man:  Friends, it would be sensible to listen to a person who was on the verge of death, believe me.

The Fourth Man:  But he is a rogue, isn’t he?

The First Man:  The prospect of death changes many things, believe me.

The Third Man:  There should be order.

The First Man:  People who have been there (points up to the sky) become the best, new people, believe me.

The Third Man:  Oh, there should be order.

The First Man:  So many people have been lost on the scaffold!

The Third Man:  It is only I who knows what to do to make order. When the long-awaited order comes, everyone will understand everyone else immediately. They will speak only one language, the language of feet and will cut out their tongues, so as not to say anything else. You will use hopping about as a means of communication.

The First Man:  (to the Third Man) It looks as if your voice is becoming clearer.

The Second Man: (to the Third Man) How do we speak ‘the language of feet’? Let’s try it.

The Third Man:  We’ll try by all means, yes, let’s try it. Your feet must be heavy.

(The third Man picks up the Handkerchief from the floor and holds it out like a flag. The Second Man and the Third Man start marching. The First Man goes up to the Fourth Man and together they watch what is taking place.)

(pause)

The Second Man:  We won’t destroy our tower, will we?

The Third Man:  As far as you and I are concerned, we won’t. (marching) Nothing was ever destroyed from order. (marching) Those clever people could destroy everything by arranging that hopping around. (marching)  Let’s do it even louder, to make them burst from fear. 

The Second Man:  Is it possible for them not to burst? (marching) Let them talk to us too.

The Third Man: (marching) Well, that’s enough. That’s enough talking. Louder!

(marching music is heard)

The Second Man:  They don’t march with us.

The Third Man:  Louder! 

The Second Man:  Why don’t they want to march with us?

The Third Man: Louder!

(marching)

The Second Man:  We are the only two, do you hear?

The Third Man: Louder!

(marching)

The Second Man:  What shall we do if they refuse?

The Third Man:  We’ll throw them off the tower! I see you are strong, aren’t you?

The Second Man:  Ain’t I strong? Of course I’m strong!

(marching)

The Third Man:  And you are clever, you have read a book.

The Second Man:  And clever too.

(marching)

The Third Man:  And strong!

The Second Man: And strong!

The Third Man: And clever.

The Second Man: And clever.

(The First Man falls down on the floor with a shout. The Fourth Man bends over him.)

The Third Man:  There was a bang, wasn’t there?

The Fourth Man:  Stop it, can’t you see – the man is not well.

(The words of the Fourth Man are pronounced firmly and against the background music the words somehow lose their meaning and the march music is not heard any more, but there is a tapping sound and the action becomes farcical. Then, silence falls.)

The Second Man:  (pointing to the First Man) See how he crashed to the floor.

(pause)

(The First Man raises his head, his eyes are full of tears.)

The First Man:  (addresses the Second Man and the Third Man) My friends (pause) my friends. Just now, I was watching you and was listening to you to be precise … What was taking place … music … of course, you can treat it differently, I however … I can hear my heart, not somebody else’s, but my own. Do you understand what I am talking about? At first, I was a little bit frozen as if there was ice inside me, but gradually, step by step, I started melting. Streams of fire flowed through my veins, yes, it was precisely that, streams of fire. Some mechanisms which were unfamiliar to me, worked inside me. Some cogwheels whirled round. No, mills, it is better to say ‘mills’, and now it is like a current of electricity. Not streams, but a current of electricity, 1000 volts, tens, hundreds of thousands of volts, filled me with a humming noise. My feet were ready to tear my perishable body from the earth and ascend to the heavens – no, higher than that. Of course, the first thing needed was to make the first step, but I thought that that step and later rhythm will break through the earth under me like thunder from the skies, like an earthquake. I am quite aware of the fact that it is nothing else but fear before every beginning, fear of the unknown. Do you understand what I am saying? In short, I had only to shut my eyes and let body do what it wanted. As little as that, just to shut my eyes and let my body do what it wanted. However, as I found out, it is a most difficult thing. I still belonged to myself and at the same time, I didn’t belong to myself. Do you understand what I am saying? Some way or another, my eyes were shut, just for a fraction of a second. Just for a fraction of a second and at this very moment! (pause) At this very moment …

(pause)

The Fourth Man:  What has happened to you?

The First Man:  One thought, one terrible thought ...

(pause)
The Second Man:  Will you tell us about your thoughts?

The First Man:  Eh?

The Second Man: Will you tell us about your thoughts?

The First Man:  Yes, yes, of course.  It is a terrible thought …

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  What kind of thought was it?

(pause)
The First Man:  We are in prison.

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  What did you say?

The First Man:  All the world is a prison, don’t you think so? (pause) That’s the thought that occurred to me. (pause) The whole world is a prison and all the people are prisoners.

The Fourth Man:  Prisoners?

The First Man: Prisoners.

The Second Man: Prisoners?

The First Man: Prisoners. (pause) Do you remember Shakespeare? Do you remember? (to the Second Man) Have you read Shakespeare?

The Second Man:  Are you asking me? Of course I have.

The First Man:  Whatever we do, what ever enterprise we undertake, we will be acting, it’s only a play, only it is not theatre but prison, you see? (pause) There, outside, there are some rules which we will never be aware of.

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  Somehow you are not making sense.

The First Man:  Yes, yes, not making sense (pause) you are right, I’m not making sense. (pause) Everything should be simpler, much simpler. Yes, that’s how it should be. (to the Fourth Man) Tell me, do you often tell lies?

The Fourth Man:  Maybe, I haven’t thought about it. (pause) Why do you ask?

The First Man:  You see how easy it was for you to answer, ‘I haven’t thought about it.’ I can’t be like that. (cries) 
(pause)
The Third Man:  There is a smell like dampness about. The matter shows its darker side.

The Fourth Man: (to the First Man) Can you put it more clearly?

The First Man:  I am trying to. (pause) You see … (pause) you are acting, I am acting … (pause) No, not that (pause) To put it shortly, all acting is a lie, but I am a bad actor and I don’t know what to do. 

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  What has happened to you?

(pause)
The First Man:  I was lying to you.

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  What are you talking about?

The First Man: I was lying about everything. (pause)  In fact, I am scared. (pause) very, very scared. (pause) I made up that dance, only because I knew if you were holding hands, nobody could attack me and if everybody was describing what they were thinking about, the person who would like to attack me, would somehow betray himself. 

(pause)
The Fourth Man:  Are you afraid of me?

The First Man:  I don’t know. (pause) I don’t think so. (pause) I think not. (pause) No. (pause)  You least of all; your meaning is revealed by the words on your tongue.

(pause)
The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man) Is he right?

The Fourth Man:  It looks like it.

(pause)
The Second Man: (to the Fourth Man) Why is everything stuck on your tongue?

The Fourth Man:  I put glue on it!

(The Second Man starts laughing as in the beginning, finally waving his arms about and clapping his hands against his thighs.)

The Second Man: (through his laughter) How come, what sort of glue?

The Fourth Man:  Wood glue. Office gum doesn’t work.

(pause)
The Third Man: (to the Fourth Man) What is he doing? Laughing?

The Fourth Man:  No, he is imagining himself as a bird and is flapping his wings.

(pause)
The Third Man:  Do you think he will be able to fly?

The Fourth Man:  No, I don’t think so.

There is a sound like thunder. A sound like that which can be heard when a tower made of stone is destroyed by an earthquake. The First Man holds his head in his hands again. The Second Man straightens up and fills his lungs with air.  The Third Man slowly shuffles towards the imaginary door. The Fourth Man doesn’t move. There is a repetitive sound as of a record stuck in a groove.

