79 The Quarrelsome Party

Customer Sorry? What do you want?

Shop Assistant (nervously) 'Those towels cost three
thousand two hundred pesetas.

Customer (fimly) Yes, we'd already talked about that.

Shop Assistant But I'm sorry . . . you haven't paid for
them yet. .. . _ ¥

Customer What do you mean I haven’t paid for them! -
Didn’t we agree they were in exchange for the-
handkerchiefs? - s e

Shop Assistant  But you haven’i paid for the
handkerehiefs either . . . =Tn .

Customer - Of course not! Am 1 taking them? . . . (Hg exits

in a determined fashion, leaving the Shop Assistant perplexed,
scratghing his head and looking at the audience.) ;

Curtain.
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“What would e have to do w0 satmfy such demanding -

judges? [ . . .] Merely distance ourselves.from all thatis -
" natural and fall prey io the wildest fantasies.” .

Jean Racine, First Preface to Britannicus '

For Joan Brossa “



Premiere in Catalan
Broadcast on the television programme Lletres Catalanes, 18

October 1978, directed by Merce Vilaret.

Premiere Production of the English translation
Gate Theatre, Notting Hill, London, 8 February 1988,

directed by Astrid Hilne; designed by Helen Tulley.

Gabricl de Beaument . Carl Halling
Monsieur le Marquis de . . . Steven Dykes

Characters

Gabriel de Beaument, actor
Monsieur le Marquis de . ..

The characters in.this story are completely fictitious. The
period in which the play is set should emphasise the -
impassibility of identifying them.

Paris, 1784. A private drawing-room in a rococo mansion. Furniture
in keeping with the taste and style of the period. A section of the back
wall forms a recess, framed by a large arch, the opening of which 1s
covered by curtains. The remainder of the back wall is made up of a big
latticed window, through which we can observe the inexorable advance
of dusk. To the right and left, two closed doors. Seated in an armchair,
Gabriel de Beaumont is wasting lo see Monsieur le
Marquis de . . . 4 Servant, unsire on his feet, 15 lighting the
candelabra with almost ceremonial slowngss: . ..

Gabiriel (speaking loudly, afier a long pause) The Marquis moust
surely have forgotten I'm here . . ..(The Servant does not reply.
Silence. Galbriel insists again, in an indifferent tone.) I presume. -
you've reminded him that I've been waiting to see him . . .
(Shart pause)) for almostan hour . . . ? (Confronted by the -

- Servant’s refisizl o speak, he pretends to be offended)) Besides; it’s
" not as'if 'm the ohe who’s particularly interested in this

meeting . . . The Marquis himself . . . (Stopping, unsure of himself.

 Then, with new-found confidence.) Yes, he was the onc . . . The

Marquis wanted tomeet me . . . Perhaps you didn’t know?

" During the interval in yesierday’s performance he sent me a
 'message: I wish to speak for a few minutes with Monsieur _

Gabriel de Beaumont, actor . . " However, my friend, an
“actor with my reputation is always busy . . . Take today, for
example ... . I had to read several plays . . . (We hear a clock

 strike six in the distance. With every stroke, Gahriel becomes more and
* more nervous.) All right, that’s enough! You're making me . . .

nervous . . .. Yow're like some kind of ghost, moving about for
-no reason! Do you think I give a damn whether you light

. twenty, gr_forty candles . . : ? As far as I'm concerned you can

save yourself the bother. I'm leaving. (Gesting up.) I’s obvious

' that this is just a joke. The Marquis is clearly not going to see

mgtOdaYsahdISﬁ]l-havtalmtodo__'_.. =

- Serva.nt(m a neutral tone, continieing his .wonfc) The Marquis

begs you to forgive him. He will be with you in a'moment.

- Gabriel (arcastically) God almighty! So you do havea
* ‘tongue after all! For a moment, I thought you were a

moving statue, not a human being! -
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Servant The Marquis hopes that you w111 have an
enjoyable stay in his house, and that you will have no cause

for complaint . . .

Gabriel (hesitating) Tdon’t. .. especially . . . This room is
very pleasant, but . . .- :

Servant Allow me . . . (He seis up a-small table with drinks .
and glasses, taken from behind one of the side doors, which tums out o

be the door to a large cupboard imbedded in the wall) The Marquis -

has entrusted me to tell you that you can have everything.
you want at your digposal. * '

Gabriel Idon’t want anything, thank y’o_u:x'rery much.
Servant (as if he had not heard what Gabriel hasjust said) 1.

would in particular urge you tq try this wine from Cyprus.. ...~

It’s a highly prized liqueur, with a rather exotic flavour

.. . (And ke pours out a glass which Gabriel feels compelled to
accept.) ) _ e _
Gabriel - Verywell . . . (He drinks it all in"one Jg.u'ljb,_wanting to
finish the conversation. He restrains himself from showing how
unpleasant he finds the drink.) But tell your master that I would
be even mare honoured if I could be graced by his presence,
as soon as possible. Is that understood? - - e

Servant I will tell the Marquis . . : {He does not move an . -
inch.) ' Jahys .
Gabiriel Bﬁt if' you stay here, 1 don’t see how you can':'_' ' )
pass on my message! (He becomes prritated again.) Oh, for
heaven’s sake; do what [ tell you! e |
Servant {pouring him another glass) The Marqu@s dges not -
need my help to know everything that goes on inside this . -

mansion. (Short pause.) Might 1 persuade you to have another

glass of this wine, Monsieur? y
Gahriel (drily). 1t’s too sweet for my liking. _

Servant (tn an mpmmml tong) Butthe Ma.rquis is most fond
of it. . T S E
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Gabriel (finally giving in, and taking the glass) ~All right! But
don’t think you can shut me up with that kind of servility . . .
(He takes a sip and leaves the glass on the table.) T've drunk it. Now
what? (His tone becomes harsher.) What more do you all want
with me? Why don’t you go and carry out your duties?

Servant (fsumég'j#) ..Monsieur . . .

Gabriel * You haven’t stopped staring at me stnce you-
camie in the roem, Has the Marqms sent you to spy omn'-.

. me...?

: Servant(mkm aéackj- Oh no, Monsieur ... ‘ (Chmge éf -

. tone) It's just that ... (As if hesitating) O stage you look

taller. - - 8 | e
Gabriel (suprised) " Ah, that . . . (Unconsciously becoming -

. conceited.) There’s a simple reason for that. On stage, the
audience is only given the points of reference we want to

provide . . .

Servant (softhy) And y_dur voice . ..."

. Gabriel (amused, in spite-of everyihing)  It's .stronger,- more .

powerful . . . Is that:what you mean? (Didactically.) That’s
only logical. Speaking with you, now, I don’t have to worry
about projecting my voice. There aren’t any problems to do
with distance ér acousties... -~
Servant (siressing his inferes’)  You mean that, when you act,
you dor’t behave on stage the same as you do in'real life." .?

Gahrﬂel (finally won over by the conyersation) Of course -n‘o’t.-
That would be impossible . . . If I did, nobody would listen

to me properly, and I wouldn’t be able to convey the
character’s emotions”, . . HeS, C i

Servnnt Please forgive my insisting, but Prm fascinated by
_ anything to do with the theatre. You said the characters’

emotions: Did you really mean that, or were you perhaps

- referring to your owh emotions, which, during the’

performance . .. ?" "
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Gabriel (interrupting kim)  No,no . . . They really are the
character’s emotions, but, in a way, they’re mine as well. (He
sits down again, without stopping the flow of his speech.) I mean that
when you act, there comes a point at which you can’t
distinguish where fiction begins or ends. ..

Servant (cagerly) Then you really have to feel what you
express on stage . . . ¥, :

Gabriel BExactly: you express what you feel

Servant But, on the other hand, you yourself argued just
now that you have to resort to 2 certain kind -of'speech . . .
the correct projection of your voice . . . That is
conventional. Besides, how can you really experience the
emotions of Racine’s characters, for example, ‘when Racine,
and all the otheér great writers of the past, express themselves
through vérse in a way, which, as far as 1 can see, is hardly
natural and, what's more, with words which aren’t even in
common use? . . . : '

Gabriel (@nused) You've turned out to be a proper
philosopher, haven’t you, just like Monsieur Diderot?
(Laughs.y No, my fiiend, these disquisitions hardly suit your - .-
social class! S - SO I %
Servarit (undeterred)  Excuse my saying 5o, Monsieur, but
social classes are also a convention, like many other things.

Gahriel Qh‘ﬁol; that’s not true. Your Maﬁjuis, for
example; exercises pOwer . . . He has real, effective power -

. . That power — and you probably realise this better thanl

do — is mot exactly a social convention- .. g

Servant Yes, but you can rise from povci'ty to power, just .
as you can sink from power into poverty. A social status can -

be reversed .. .. 7. _
Gabricl (surprised) You must be one of the people who

secretly subscribe o d’Alembert’s Encyclopaedia! I've never
heard a servant use such sophisticated languagel :
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Servant [ don’t see why you should be so surprised,
Monsieur . . . You have acquired a position for yourself in
society, but you’re not an aristocrat . . . You’ve got where
you are through your effort alone, and that’s an admirable
achievement . . .- - :

Gabriel (bifterly) A position in saciety . . . (Restraining s
sudden uneasey - o i e o :

Servant (conemed, wishing o beof sevice)  Monsiene :_..”

Gabriel Thatsweet wine can’t have agreed with me. 1
shouldn’t have drunkiit . .. It’s always the same . . . (Change
of tome.) My position in society, you were saying? My position
in society is always rather precarious. It depends on my art,
and art depends on the tastes of a period . . . Anyway, my
background znd my profession always rise up against me
like a brick wall or a kind of watchdog telling me: you’re
entertained by kings and eat at their tables, but yow'll never
reach their level. Youw'll always be an actor. . Sk

Servamnt (desply moved) . Ani actor . .. The most despised and
yet most-envied profession in the world. Everybody feels the
need to act once in'a while - . . I mean, in real life; offstage
.. . (After a short pause, as if deciding to make a great confession.) 1

myself ..o ST

Gabriel (notreaimxg the Ser'\rﬁ.!ﬁ:’s gmwmg excitémént) | I’m -
not surprised. Servants’ work always involves lying. If-you’re

~ a servant,you also have to act, and play arole . .-

Servant (mtmupng h.in-ra,.-?ﬂick.ly) No, I didn’t mea.n.‘tl;ai

" justnow . . . It was really something much simpler. You see,

've been dcting for you: I've created a character . . Jand
you, with' all your experience, haven’t been able to spot it.

* So'my acting has been a success. And that’s because I've -
behaved in a completely natural way. b

Gabriel (30??19‘5';?3) ‘What do you mean? I dont”

understand . . ..
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Servant It’s simple: 'm not the Marquis’s servant . . .
(Slowly, without looking at Gabriel.) [ am the Marquis . . . In
person . . .

Gabriel (afler a pause. Unsure of himself, trying to show that he
has not fallen for a joke which, moreover, he believes to be in

rather dubious taste) Don’t be ridiculous ... . That’s
impossible . . .

Servant (sonfinuing in the humble, discreet tone. he has maintained
from the beginning) ~Why is it impossible? How many times in
your life have you-seen the Marquis? Iri other words, how
many times in your life have you seen me?. -'Ifh.rce or fogr e
five at most; always some distance away, wearing his wig

and his ceremonial robes . . . No . . . Think about it: it’s very ]

casy . .. A discreetly lit room, 2 different hairstyle, a plain -
jacket, and, above all, by:carefully imitating a servant’s way
of talking and his mannerisms . . . That’s all you need . . .

(He smiles.) And in my innocence, I thought 1 wouldn’tbe .. . -

able to keep up the fiction for a second, in front of a
professional tike you! Oh, did you really not realise? My
conversation, what I said - not the way I said it — the . . . the
depth of my arguments, my preoccupations ... . All that .
should have atiracted your attention, all that gave me away
.. .Butno. .. You allowed yourself to be-convinced by
appearances . . . I was dressed as a servant, so Thad to be a.
servant . . . But clothing is always a disguise. -

Gahriel (becoming more and more violent) 'With or without .
your disguise, you’re not going to trick me, if that was what
you had in mind! I know our sort only too well ... !
(Energetically.y T'll call your master, and we'll all get an
explanation for this. i e

Servant (very calmly and softl)) My friend, you shouldn’t

need any proof . . . You would act more wisely by believing -

whatI teliyou. ..

Gabriel (now standfng, having frantically pulled the-rope for the .
Servant’s bell, as the Servant was speaking) . Be guiet!

- my servant.. -
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Servant (afier a long pause) You see? Nobody’s going to
answer. Do you still think I'm lying?

Gabriel (stubbornly ringing the bell again and again; the echoes seem
to disappear in distant rooms) 1 refuse to believe any of it. If
nobody’ll listen. to me, Tl go myself! (Goes fo one of the side
doors, but, in the heat of the moment, gets the wrong one, and opens the
door te the cupboard from which the Servamt kad prevausly taken
the drinks. He shuts i again angrily, and érosses the reomlo the other
Servant That is a clothes cupboard {He smiles.), and the
other door, which leads to the hall, is locked.. . . ;
Gabriel (¢fier checking to see if he is telling the truth, Gabriel -
comes_face fo_face with the Servant) Locked? :

Servant From the outsiat-eQ Those were the orders 1 gava
Gabriél (sfwﬁtmg) ¥ L(-)(;ke_d from the _@utgide? Have ?011
gone out of your mind? Give me the key! (Going towards Jim

© hear?®

threateningly.) Give me the key, or T'll ake it from you! Do you

Servamt Yes .. .But you’re not so sure of yourself as you
were 2 moment ago'. . . You're beginning to hesitate . . .

Gabriel (violently) . The key!’

© Servant Grabnel de Beaumont . .. (}'?éé.-;kaypge.z}-z the-..
. Sexrvant’s voice is so surprising-that Gabriel fs siopped in his -

tracks.) If T am who I say I.am, and you dare raise a finger

 againstme . .. (His tone is so-harsh, that,.even though he does:not
Sinish the:sentence; it manages lo creats o long, intimidating silence in
- thevoom) - - T oo - < st

~ Gabriel (recém}zgﬁij'c&l_n}s;_bui noz Lachngkzsprwm Pt

confidense) . I'm not threatening you! You’re keeping me here
againstmywilll - . . e g
Servant (sonfidently) Uifortunately, there aren’t aty
witnesses heré to prove it. (Afler @ brigfpause, tempering the -
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severity in his voice.) But no . . . I don’t want to force you to do
anything. I'm just asking you to listen to what I have to say.
(Crossing the stage to the door of the cupboard embedded in the wall.)
You’re still not convinced. You won’t believe I'm the
Marquis, because I'm not dressed as a marquis. (While he has
been speaking, he has opened the cupboard door and taken out a wig
which he substitutes for the one he was wearing, and an elegant dress
coat, with which he replaces the Sexrvant’s shabby jacket.) All right:
I’ll do my best to satisfy you as quickly as I can. (Once he &5
fully clothed, he closes the cupboard door, and turns towards Trame

now? _ ) _ A lae T4
Gabriel (stutiering) - 1. . . don’t know . . . 'm confused . ..

Marquis* {sitting down, ke makes a conciliatory gesture t0
Gabriel) . Please sit down, my friend . . . (Gabriel sifs
down like an automaton.) I wanted to speak to you,-because 1
have a proposal to make . . . with reference to your :
profession . ... That explains the innocent game.of disguises.

I hope you'll forgive me, but I had to test you.. .

Gabriel (fillowing a pause. Very unsure of himself) ~ Monsieur le

Margquis . . . Is that what I should call you from now on?
Please forgive me as well, but I'm still not sure: Are you . . . b
mear, are you, Monsieur, really .-, . the Marquis ;. . ? Or is
this another joke? But . . . I'm an idiot ... ; The evidence
you've just given me seems conclusive. Yes, you really are
the Marquis. And I should have guessed it from the start . ..
(The sagial convéntions gradually prevasl, and Gabriel begins lo react
accordingly.) You really have impressed me . . . And now I'm -
afraid I didn’t behave as I should have, before. But, you've .
got to see my point of view .. . How could I ever know

that . ..? Imean . .. If P've in any way offended you . . .

Marquis (in a fiiendly tm)) Oh no . . . Everybody acts with
other people according to their opinion of them .. . and- -~ .

according to the position they themselves think they have —
or really do have — in society . . . Isn’t that 502 Now that you

*From now 6n, ﬂ-:ge_,_Sm'ant will be called the Margnis,

Gabriel, who gapes at hkim in amazement.} What’s your answer . -
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know I’'m the Marquis, you’ve stopped speaking in that
condescending tone . . . that tone of superiority and self-
confidence with which you addressed the servant. Now
you’re more polite with me and call me Monsieur le
Marquis. Right now, without realising it, you’re also starting
toact. .. e .

Gabriel (a‘éjg&ﬁng Wa&cﬂgy) Monsieur! You me,ah- to say
that . , . Oh! How could-you doubt my sincerity? ,

Maxquis 1 don’t doybt it; my friend! T was simply
pointing out a fact you probably weren’t aware of yourself.
(Short pause.) In real life, as I-was trying to explain before,
we allact . . . all the time ... What’s more, these daily
performances are vital for the survival of the social statug

" quo. .. Even for out own survival as individuals . .- Oh, if

Monsiear Rousseau’s theories were taken seriously, we’d
live in a kind of hell on earth .. . ¥ (Fhis he says with a certain
morbid delight) The noble savage . : . (Pause. He smiles.) - -
No . . . Man at his most primitive is not exactly kind-

. hearted . . : Of course, hie’s hardly hypocritical, 'll grant

you that . . . But that sort of sincerity, Gabriel . . . exposes

.+ us for what we really are. And we’re worse than the
_* cruellest beasts in the jungle . . . I'm speaking from my -

own experience ... :

~ Gabriel Even so, Moisieur le Marquis . .. ina century

" as enlightened as ours, among our civilised contemporaries
. ..actions of extreme cruelty have been carried out . ... by
- people who, given over to their most primitive instinéts . . .

Marquis  Of cousse.... . But when I spoke of hell on .
earth, I didn’t do so with moral revulsion .. . or pious-

- condemnation .. . T was just objectively pointing out a fact
* for which, I'have to admit, I' have a certain . . . shall we say
. ‘aesthetic’ admiration ;. .~ - AL ey g

Gabriel (susprised) . Then, I don’t unidersiand you, -

- Monsieur le Marquis . ... How can suchevilbe ... .

beautifa® - - . oo -
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Marquis Oh, but . . . (Rather disappointed.) Don’t you think
it can? I'm surprlsed . Come now, when you play corrupt
characters or murderers don’t you feel a certain envy deep
down inside . . . ? I mean . . . when you shake off the skin of
social conventions and established norms . . . and stop
behaving as you're suppoaed to . '

Gabriel (a.egl sertously) _But that is ﬁcuon

Marquis {smiling agam) Oh, yes . . . fiction . . . Of course .
I was forgetting . . . (Long pause. ﬁe Marqms gels ufy, goes
to a prece of; ﬁnmtme, opens a drawer and takes out @ book.} I've
invited yow here because I want you to perform one of my
plays. . ; i

Gabriel One of your plays? I didn’t know you were a
writer, Monsieur le Marquis. (He shows oo fuuch suiprise and 1s
thus unsonvincing. The Miaxquis looks at fnm with curiosity.)

Marquis Dve tried it out. (Geing up fo Gabnel) Gabriel,
I’d be very grateful if you could be the first person to
perform it. I'll pay all the expenses. You’ ll be well rewarded
if you agree todoit.

Gabriel - [t’s what I do for a living. (Pme) will you let me B

read it?

Marqums ch, but . (Suddenly stops, wztkout giving hem the
book.} I mrust warn you now,that my play is stylistically very -
différent from the plays you act in. I can’t guarantee you
any.great success. e

Gabriel 1 don’tiunderstand. Whenever an author wrltes a
play hse always wants it to be a success..

Marquis Tm not _rea]ly worried by what people think .
(Pause.} No, Gabriel. My play 1s 2 pleCt: of research. In it i
want to prove — and, at the same time, demonstrate — my
own theom,: Monsieur Diderot states, quite.categorically,-
that the beil actors are the ones who are most distanced from
their charakters. Theatre is fiction, and, as such, the best way
of recreating that fiction in an audience is, prec:lsely, :
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imitate it, using one’s mind. By your own account, you
contradict yourself on this point. You told me that you are
dominated by emotion when you act, that your own
personality becomes tied up with the character you’re
playing; but you now admit that this identification is not total
because, to achieve it, you use certain techniques: the
projection of your voice, the correct movements, et cetera.
As far as 'm concerned, I want to argue the opposite: that
the best performances are those in which the actor becomes
the character, lives his life as inteénsely as his own, and even
loses all awareness of his own individuality. Drama should
not be fiction, art or technicue . . . Drama should be feeling,
emotion . . . and, above all, the joy of I:ransgressing .
established norms . . . We should expetience all our suffering,
all our anguish, all olif most iritimate desires and fears 6n
stage . . . Gabriel . . - our reallty . What we haven’t the
courage to admit or. a.ccept n everyday life, that’s what Pm
interestéd in . . . And I need men like you, Gabriel . . brave
and unagmatwe men, prepared to play the game to: its limmits
. (Gahriel, cuercome by sudden liredness, has_fallen asleep. The
Marqlms, who has become progressively more excited in the.course of
his speech, notices Gabriel and stops. Sofily; without the slagfdest hint
of reproach, he goes up o Gabriel, am‘almoﬁ wfmpm in his eaf)
You're not listening . . SETY 2,

Gabriel (commg 40 wn:h a _;olt) Monsleur

Ma.rqms (with a .rtrmge kind gf gffection wfmh mcreases o
Gabriel’s masg) - You fell asleep, Gabnel Yoq weren g
listening to me .

Gabriel (mbarmmd bymg & Justgﬁ) himse jj Monpsienr le
Marquis-, .. I...I.don’t know what could have come over

ai A-rnoment ago, I suddenly felt extremely tired . . .
But . S sﬂothing ... I feel better already . .. Just
the result of overwork -I'm tired, that’s all . .. I'll get over
It : X, ' is .

Marquis (geninely interested) Abl You feel tired! (Looking at
his watch.) Then we'll have to be quick . . . We hayen’t got
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much time left . . . (4s Gabriel tries to grab the glass of wine he
left on the table.) N o! Don’t drink that wine . . . now: It would
make you sleepier, and I want you to be wide awake . . (He
pours out a glass_from another bottle, then hands it to Gabrlel who
anxiously drinks it. In a completely natural tone.) Anyway, don’t
worry. As you say, you'll soon get over your tiredness and
feel better. I need you feeling better. We have to carry out a
test. :

Gabriel A test? (Annoyed, since he _féeis his professional ‘amour-
propre’ is being qﬁmded ) You mean you don’t trust my ability -

. my experience - . ? Perhaps you thmk I'm some sort of
atmateurp =

Marqms (mlly‘ixwufl Oh, no, not.:it all. .. Don’t
misunderstand me. I want to test my play, not you.

Gabriel (mﬂ anwed) Edon’t understand you.

Marquis I told you before that this play wasn’t in any
way like those which satisfy the . . . decadent tastes . . . of
ourtimes. I .. (He.utatzrg) Pve read it to myself several
times . .. al_onc, in my room . . . I've even.read it out loud, .
but that isn’t enough. I have to hear 1 SR 'comiz_lg from you_r
lips . . brought to life by you . I !

He dras back the curtains of the great archway which foms @ récess -
in the back wall, and a kind of apse is revealed with finy grilled _
windows, bt no a’aor The walls are made of plain stone. Jt books Tike'

the ‘theatrical? scenery for  medicval prison. In the centre of this stage, .

conststuting the only piece of furniture, is a great sione sgat with back -
and arms, also & in stone, mnkcr !zke ¢ ropal throne. - S0

Look . ][ ve prcjpared the ideal setting. for you

Gabrnel But I...Jcant...Ican *t act for you hke th1s

. without Lnowmg the play . not having rehearsed it .
Id have to read it first, and try ancl understand the ac‘uon
and the characters . . . (Since the Marquis does not answer kzm.
because he is lighting ihe candies for the stage, Gabriel, now:
becoming pmgmm@ more nervous, goes up fo the proscenium qfifze

F Ma.rqms {self- sah.g‘iecﬂ There you have it: we all know -

X Gabnel You mean, lead the condcmncd man to the ]

- gallows?-.
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little theatre.) At least tell me what it’s about . . . the subject,
the setting, the plot . . . something . . .

Marquis (continuing what he is doing) Do you really think
that is so important . . . ? (Stops what he is doing, turns round and
Saces Gabriel. In a more gentle voice.) Oh, all right . . . It’s a
free adaptation of the life of Socrates, from Xenophon’s
Apology. But, how can I putit. .. ? 'm not really interested
in the plot itself . . . I could have written the play about any

other charactcr or settmg that happened to come to
mind.., .

Ga.bnel But Socrates

Marquis (steppmg qﬁ' the stage) Socrates is just a pretext; -
Gabiriel - It’s not really about his life . . . It’s about his death.
The process of his death; #at is what Twanted: fo examine.

Gafbnel {rather scepticallyy His death? Then thc psychology
. the historical :['acts we all know . ~

them. Sincerwe all Jnow them, 1’s better to ignore them. (He
smales.) Anyway, all that psychology .bah! it’s justan -

excuse for phﬂosophlsmg ']['he only thing'we don’t

know about Socrates — am:Lso ma.uy other characters — is,

. précisely, their death. Not the fact they died, that’s obvious

. or even the way they died, and not the cause of their

_ death .. But their death . . . I repeat, the process of their

death . . . Dying with them . . . Not seemg how they die, but
fce]mg the intensity of their death . . . our oWIE death

Gabnel (mpmmi) ]F'ee]mg, again .

: Marqms Yes, feelmg' Feeling, Gabriel! F eehng wlthout

thetoric . . . Somehow taking part in their agony;, making
our bodles experience, our minds pereéive, step-by step, .

. stage by stage, the mescapable advance towards self
; destructlon S
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Marquis (quickly) But I don’t just mean that . . . If only
we could, through some kind of imitative magic, penetrate
and live their inner life while still being ourselves . . . then,
what sublime delight, what pleasure for the mind! And just
imagine how that pleasure would be conveyed, and spread
to every part of our poor bodies! What pleasure, Gabriel, in
this, our dreary age of rationalism! (He laughs.) But, as you
can see . .. 1 go on and on . . . and Jose myself in words . . .
(Looks at his watch again.) I was énjoying emotions which I

haven’t yet even managed to stir nprin you . . . (Pause. 'ﬂwn, s

with apparent indifference.) You still haven’t said if you'll agree™
to play my game . . . : e esi BE 3
Gabriel (finally giving in to his host’s w

, somewhat wearily) 1

don’t understand you, Monsieur, but if it'll make you happy; -
T’ll gladly perform an extract from your play. Tell me what .

you want me to do. (ds ke climbs up on to-the stage.) However, 1
must warn you that, without a rehearsal, I won’t be able to--

do anything very impressive first time round; but, since you -

insist . . . LY
Marquis - Oh, yes, I do, Gabriel . .. 1do . .. (He quickly -
climbs up on to the stage as well and inspects everything closely.) Wait _
a minute . . . (Satisfied, having finished checking everything.) Yes ...

yes, everything is in place . . . (Stepis down from the stage, picks up

the book; opens it at the corresponding page and, going up lo the -~ -
proscenium, hands the ook to Gabitel.) I'm particularly -
interested in this scene . . - o |

Gabriel {ﬁarﬁ the stage, once he ha.i;glanced ai the open page) - o
The death scene . .. : -
Marquis . Exactly. i
Gabﬁél_ But . _ﬂic'dtl-;.ef characters s
Marqpis We can do without them : ]

Gabriel Al right. (Gaes tawards the stone throne.)

Marquis Don’t move from-the thfone. You no longer. nxd | '.

have any strength left.

. as you are.

Marquis Takﬂybur time-. 5
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Gabriel (sitting down)
scene?

In a sitting position for the whole

Marquis Yes.

Gabriél - That'll mean I won’t be able to strike certain
poses . . . for example; tragic poses . . . e

Marquis Forget about that. We'll assume yow're dying.
Gabriel 1 see. (Following a pause) But . . .

Mmm (impatienth) Why won’t you begin?

Gabrie!" I 'was wondering . . . : :
Marqms .Thcréf_-s no time for that no{v. (Correcting kis tone.)

 ~Oh! (Returning to a polite tone.) What s it? .
Gahriel Ifyoir're so obsessed with .. . realit;f .. (Witha

kidden note of sarcasni.) aren’t you surprised that I'm ot

. ‘wearing Greek robes? i :

_ Marquls (_z_bixkaut thinking) No. You've gotto . . . (Suddenly
- stopping, as if taken aback by what he kas just said,) No, for the

. time being, no . . . (Changes to an artificially light tone.) Tl

explain it all to you later. You wouldn’t understand now . . .

* (He smiles.) or you wouldn't believe me.
" Gabriel (who obviously does not understand what the Marguis
~ means) ~ Ah. .. (Long pause. Hesitantly.) Then . . . dressed as |

. am...? g

Marquis (irmly). Yes. It’s eSSéntia]_ for you to do it-dressed

Gabriel All nght You're the one who's directiﬁg the

_performance. _
" Marquis (soff) Yes, Gabriel, T am, to all intents and
» purposes, the director. TG
3 _.Gxébﬁ-él' ' Fine, W]]lyou give e just a few seconds to get

into the scene?
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Gabriel Thank you. (He reads the open page quickly, but
closely. Long silence. He suddenly begins to proclaim in a rather
affected manner.) Tell me, friends . . . Tell me, you who are by
me in this fatal hour . . . what is expected of me . . . what
pose does history require me to strike . ... in my death . . .?
A heroic pose, with an expression of eternal rest on my face
... An example to be followed . . . But history knows
nothing about death . . . about the deaths of individuals . . .
History despises isolated cases. It generalises. It has no
desire to know about symptoms, vital processes . . . It is only.
interested in the results. And what about me? What am I in
all this machinery? Nothing more than a myth. And myths,"
cannot cry out. (Pause. The Marquis unconsciously begins to

shake his head gently in disagreement, but Galbrié€l, gradually "~~~

becoming more and more involved in the scene, does not notice.)y But . -
men are the ones who die . . . And men die painfully, in. .-

convulsions, crying ut for mékcy . . . they die patheticaily , . .

soiling their bedclothes with excrement and the biood of
their vomit . . . and they’re scared . . . they’re scared . . .

terrified . . . not by a religious fear of what awaits them . 2" .

no . . . by a nameless fear . . . the physical fear of the
physical death everyone suffers . . . because death is
consecration, it’s the great ceremony of fear . . . Can’tyou
understand that? - e b -1

Masquis (suddenly, in'a tone of indiffeence) No.

Gabriel (suiprised, interrupts his performance, Not knowing whatta

say, hestating) Pardon?

Marguis All I said was no; I car’t. Or, at least, I can’t

understand that from your performance. -

Does that mean you don’t like my acting?

Marguis What I mean is that your style of acting db-c_“.-‘:\ff :

manage to convey what'’s happening to the character.

(Convinged of what he s saying) How-can I understand, when I

can’t feel what you’re supposed to be fecling?

Gabriel {rising ﬁonz:é‘wthmne, restraining his anger. Siowly) ‘ . 4
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Gabriel (icily) Your opinion of my artistic abilities,
Monsieur le Marquis, seems rather personal, and is, in
practice, contradicted by the overwhelming majority of
Parisian audiences. And, when I say audiences, I'm
obviously also referring to intelligent people . . . people as
intelligent and as learned as yourself.

Marquis (in a conciliatory tone) - Gabriél, please . . . Listen . . .

Gabriel (who can no longer contain his anger, goes up to the edge of
the small stage) In other words, you invited me to your home
and made me act out this absurd farce just so you could
make fun of me. Well, 'm sorry, but I won’t play your game
any more. T don't like beihg insulted. :And, as far as I'm
concerned, questioning my artistic talent would be like °
questioning your nobility. 8T '
Marquis (without raising his voice)  You’re not making any -
effort-to try and understand. My play is totally different-
from all other plays. .. '

Gabriel (:sbmﬁd@ i Dve realised that..But I don’t see how
the two things are connected. : Brafghe

Mé;qui‘s . It’s obvious: a different literary style requires a
completely new style of acting. e

Gabriel (i a fone of supérionity)  Oh, of course. - . | You're:
not content with making your debut as a dramatist. You
also feel obliged to give me lessons aboeut my profession. .

Mareuis (pafienth). -All1 mean is you can’t adequately
perform what you haven’t ever experienced .. . What you
haven’t experienced directly and personally. Because you've
never gorie through the agony of real death . .. '

Gahriel (whose sarcdsm is barely resiramed) HT'd gone
through the agony of real death, I would have died, and
then I weuldn’t be able to perform the pazt. (Surprised by fus
own reasening.) Oh, you'll have me talking real rabbish in a
mirte!-(Trying to explain-what he means.)-Accerding to your
argument, every.time an actor performed the death of a
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character . . . (Stopping. Not knowing whether he should become yet
angreer or burst out laughing.) But, for heaven’s sake! Do you
think I’'m an idiot? Characters who die on stage every night
come back to life after the performance is over. And that’s
how plays are rcpeated day a&er day.

Marquis (as.if thinking out loud) But they 1€ never exactly
the same in every pcrfonnance . There are always
small differences .. BN

Gabnel Exactly: Small d.lfferences that’s all

Marqms {becammg progmmne ly more excited as he spealr.s) But I
want to make my. play a unique example! Just as my
paintings aré unique examples . . . my furniture . . . my
clothes . . . (He walks round the room excitedly.) and my-_l_)ocks

. (He pain;f Ip some. books, standing upn'ght betwesen two classical
statues, on a priece of furniture.) My hooks as well . ... Unique

editions, of my favourite texts, made to my spcciﬁcations ASE

Gabriel (without understanding) . But in the theatre, that’s
impossible. With the text of a play, maybe ~Butin the
performance of it .

Marquis (gmckgy) In the performance as well “Gabriel . . .
The performance is precisely what I'm: interested in!-

Gabriel * And where are you gomgjoo keep it; then?
(Amused’) You can’t frame a thcat:nca] perfbrmance, l]ke a
picture, or put- 1t ona shelf -

Ma,rqms 1 want to keep it here (Poz'nﬁng-to-—kis head.) In
my memory . : - BT
Gahbriel (shmggmg his skouldmfc) If this is just o'ﬁe of your
whims . - : S

Ma;rqms (.mlemn{y) It’s not a thm it’'sa need

Gabriel (fbllawmg a pause, i a fone of contrived indy _ﬁ‘erem:e,
Gabriel is about tv sigh off the stagey  All right . . . Sorry. It
seems Pm not good enough for you, You'll have to look for
another actor whe can attain the level of realism you
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require. Though, if you don’t mind my saying so, I very
much doubt you’ll find one. In one way or another, we are
all products of the same school.

Marquis But I don’t want anybody else; I need you!
Gabriel (cor;ﬁéedj' ~But you said that . . .

Marquis (enngyed) You won’t let me finish . .-, You won’t

let me finish, and we’ve both almost- forgottcn that time is

runnmg out . . . (As if speaking to ]xzm.m{f) Time is rinning out
- And that could be very- dangcrous

Gabrmel Dangtmns’r‘ Why ok I don’t understand.

.Marqlus Oh, how can you undemtand when every time
I try and go into details, you make me lose my train of
thought, with-your ax:adenuc disquisitions . . . which are
now eompletely off the pomt? (Gabriel suddmb seems unable
fo keep his balance. He raises his hands to his head and stifies a graan.
The Marquis : loaks at kem rmxwus . ) What's wrong" Are you '

-all right? "
. Gabriel My head’s turmng . Tfeel dizzy . . . It’s strange

It’s as if mylegs won’t support me ... If you’ll allow me
to.." sit down. ... [ rieed o sit down forabit.. He

'dmum_{y stumbles’ towafdf the throne, and sits down. '.I?w Mmrqmé

does not move or give.the slzg!zm indication of wanng to help him.y
Forglve me . . . but I find it very difficult . . . to concentrate
. You'll have to forgive me . . . Ecan’t . . . [ can’t follow

_'ydur arguments . . . Honestly . . . I can’t remcmbcr S (e
don’t know what 3 y'ou were ta]kmp abiout . . . Pve forgotten

And, really seenow. .. E dor’t even know the reason

why...Tm suddenly « 50 tired.

Marquls (calimby, ey?er a short pause)  The reason? The
reason is very simple, Gabriel .. . The reason is a’
combination of that Gypnot wine . .. and the clock . . .

Gabriel The . . wme'r‘

Marquis (becoming impatiend - Ohl Do T have to spell it out
to you in black-and white; as if you were some kind of
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schoolboy? I wanted to test you, Gabriel! You’ve been part
of my experiment!

Gabriel (now beginning to react and show his fear) An . ..
artistic experiment? Is that what you mean?

Marqms No, of course not! An experiment in physxology
. applied to an. actor § technique.

Gabriel: Pl'rysmlogy . (Suddenly realmng weozthmg he ts -
terrified, but does nof have tke strmgth to stand up.) The wine!

That's whatits . . .| Oh, nol Not Oh, God, no! How mul&

you do thatl ;
Marqu.ls (enemetzcaf{y) 1 had to know’

Gabriel (panw—rmcken Jkoutmg) Yeu had to. know? There s
only éne thing anybody has to know; and that’s that you re.

a murderer! - -

Marqlus (wztk a‘xgmgfy) I'm not a mlurd.-::re*r|| I'ma sacnust‘ '
The realm of aesthetics is artificial, and I can’t bear . . .
artificiality. The only thing 'm interested in is the study of

humai behaviour! Human beings are real; living things, and '

the study of them gives me greater pleasure than all your
plays and symphomes put together! S s A

Gabnel -You TEe mad' You re mhhma.n'

Marqms (m:;mpﬁant) You see? Your attxtudc towards’ me i

is changing! Now'. . . Now you’re really afraid! Now you’re .
really afraid, and your fear isn’t simulated! You kihow

you're going to die . That you’ve only got a few rinutés ©

left to live . ... Qh! Thls is the ideal momeyt to carry out my .
expenment' Youre going 1q die just like tay characterl .-
Fiction retreats, defeated by reahtyl There aren’t two views .
of the world any more! Only one view, one unique view,

the truth! The truth above all emotions ‘and sacial
conventions . . . ! The truth, Gabncl' Thc truth is as
preciQus as. hfe 1tsc1ﬂ

Gahriel (who has struggled to reach a standing posion, lakes-a ﬁw

steps forward towards the footlights. Haviig lost all self-contrel, ina™ *
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hoarse voice)  If I must die, I'll kill you as well! I’ll use all the
strength I have left to get my revenge!

Marquis (stands firm; aut/zoritatively) Wait a minute,
Gabriel! Stop! Let me propose . . . a pact .

Gabnel {hesitant, but still stepping farwam) “There’s no t1me
leﬁ There 'S 00" tlme lcft for that . ..

I\Iarqms Yes there is. (Loakmg at hu‘ watch ) Exactly elght-

mmutcs F

Gabnel Q‘imlgy stoppmg, wztﬁaut stepping qﬁ" t}w stage) - \f\"hatp

3 Marq_ms The drug is gradua]lly taking over your body-.

your movemeénts’, but you'll be able to think clearly for a.
minuté or two more = , (Short pause. Energetically.) You want’

- to save your-own hfc, don t-you? All right. Whether or not

you'do will depend on your own intelligence. (Takes a small
boitlé: out of his pocket, and shows it to Gabriel.) You see'this -

little bottle'r‘ It g the antldote

Gabnel (tkreatmmg agam) lee it to me' I”ll kﬂl you 1f you
don’tl .o .

: M[arqm.s (umowd) It youdare step oﬂ':' that stage, . I’ll :

sma.sh the bottle on the ﬂoor .
Gabriel (a_:ﬂef a lang pmod qf silence, his wgfl is bmken andhe

- drops dowm, defeated, sobbmg, overcome by an attack of Iyutma) .
(Oh;notNo... . !T, . - Idon’t want to die-. . . I dldn’t mean
'what I sald before .11 don’t want to dle :

Marqlus (da.gms{amrd ), as if tadking about & petty mmmerczaf
transgetion) - : Stop-¢irying, and listen, Will you accept ny
conditions? (Gabriel, kolding back his tears, nods humbly,
mt}watnmigﬁom his positiotr on the floor.) A]lnght you re gomg
to give another performance. -

"Gabnel begummg to cgy agam ﬁzglztmed) Act O_h, no!

k. couldn’
Marqms (anpegvmg) Yau’re going to- ha,ve ta.
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Gabriel EvenifIdid...my performance would be . ..
ah . .. would be . . . (Holding back his tears.) disastrous . . .

Marquis It’s going to have to be your best performance
yet, Gabriel. If I don’t like it . . . If T don’t like it . . . I won’t

give you the antidote.
Gabriel (glimpsing in the Miarquis’s woraif alast glzmmef ef

hape ﬁ)r the condemned man) Do you swear? 1 mean, do you .

swear . . . Do you swear that if I managc 01,7

Mavrquis (interrupting kim) 1 give you my word of honour.
(Brief pause. Looking af his watch again.) You have six minutes
left, Gabriel. A six-minute performance, in exchange for

your life, And, if you de save your own life, T can assure you.
that you’ll be pald more than you've earned in the course’'of -

your career. But don’t waste time now. “Make an effort to

concentrate and be ready to begin at once. (Opens the drawer

of the little table and takes out a small sand-glass which he places on
the table, beside the botsle containing the antidote.) When all the
sand has dropped into the lower half of the sand-glass, the
performance will end; and you will find 6ut if you have
passed the test. (Sits down in an armchair, next o the table on

which he has pfaced ﬂw sand-glass and the battlﬂ) I’m ready when

you are.

After & pause, Gxabnel drags himself up off a‘lw gmund aud stumbles

back to the thrarie. He siis down, picks up the book, and examines the *

open page with an impenetrable expression. Silence, Gabiiel

cventually nods to the Marquis, bu/ docs nat laok hzm in.the face '

The Marquis mlemnb’ says:
Marguis  The performance is now begmmng

Then, the Marqms, Jlowg'y and with almost cerempnial care, tums .

the mnd—gfass upside dowm o that the sand staris to fall. Gabriel;-

as if jevked tnto action by an mmszb’e spring, multanem.ly begins his. .

performance.

Gabriel, i spue of His p}yrmal state, 1s clearly seen 1 be makmg ¢
great ¢ffort of willpower o excel. He is tense, concenirating on hus rolg_'

and trying o vary each part of the speech, each ward;. and to imbue
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every movement of his arms and head with meaning; even his slightest,
most insignificant gestures are moved by a primitive desire to transcend
his present wretchedness as an actor, and raise it to the category of a
great sacrifical rite, offered up to the implacable categories of a

supreme beauty, free from affectation. Acting against himself, contrary
to his own intuition, contrary to his convictions and his artistic

expenience, Gabriel devotes body and soul to the search for vibrant
intonations which are, at the same time, full of humzlzgfy, and completely
removed from the vhetorical foriudations he used in his Jfurst reading of
the extract. His acting thereby becomes so natural, so sincere, that his
first performancé of the text seems artificial by comparison. Hg speaks
very slowly, alert event during the pauses; he is carried along by his”
own vital rhythm, and is brilliantly fused with his-character. In his
cagerness, the Marquis folds his breath and stares at the astor’s ™

. Jace. Thick beads of stweat begin to-appear on the foreheads of both

men. Every pause, every new iword gathers on the walls and the

furniture, which ecfw the m_ystanaw r/yathms and- ﬁrebodmgx gf dea#z
.. and /zope, s : , ;

_ Gabriel Te]] me, fnends . Tell me, you who are b'y me
" in this fatat hour ... . what is expected of me . . . what pose
: does history reqlilre me to strike . . . in my death...?A -

heroic pose, with an expression.of eternal reston my face
An example 1o be followed.-. . , But history knows notlung
about death .”.". dbout the deaths of individuals . Hlstory

-despises 1solated cases. It generalises. It has no deslre to-
- know about sympitoins, vital processes . . ftisonly
 interested in the results. And what about me? What am 1 in

-all this machinery? Nothmg more than a myth: And myths’

. cannot ¢ry out. But.men‘are the ones who die . . . And.men
. die pamfu]ly, in convulsmns, ciying out for mercy . they

die pathetically . .". soiling their bedclothes with excrement

 and-the blpod of theit vomit . . . and they’re scared .

they’re scared . . ternﬁed not by a rehglous fear of whht
awaits them . .bya xlameless fear , .. the physical

. fear of the physlcal dea,th everyone suffers ... . because death
© is congecration, it’s the great ceremony of: fea; <. . Gan’t you

understapd that?
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Gabriel stops when he reaches this point. It is exactly the same point
at which he was interrupted by the Marquis in the first reading.
Gabriel is in a state of panic because he knows that the fatal answer
will soon be given; he cannot go on. The consequences of the great effort
he has made to keep his self-control and act without showing his real
state start to become more and more agparent.

Marquis (affer a long pmod of stlence  faced by Gabnel’
questioning, anguished expression, and realising that the actor’s
resistance has reached sts breaking poinf) There’s no need for
you to ga on. (Pause, Gabriel does not dare say m_yﬂzmg Heis
afraid to ask. The Marquis prolangs the tension of the situation by

speaking very slotolp.) All of the sand hasn’t yet dropped . . . (He

picks up the sand-glass and leaves it in a /zonzmztal pa.m‘wn on the
table.) But that will do. »

He stands up, takes the bottle contaming the anfidote, and walks very
slowly to the iable with the drinks seyvice. The position of his body

makes it impossible to see exactly what he is doing, He prepares a glass- X

of wine and, holding it, he slowly walks up 1o the stage. Gabriel
walches the Marquns s every movement with & myxture of eagerness
and fear. The silence is unbearable. 'Ihe Marquis climbs on to the
stage. He goes up to Gabriel and gives lim the glass. Gabriel
does nat move or say anything. He strefches out his arm and takes the
glass with a trembling hand. He Igﬂst]wglass to his lips. He drinks
Srom it. He sighs deeply and shuts his eyes. The Marqms takes the
glass from him and moves back towiards the Jootlights. Gabriel’s
body begins to shake rhythmically. He is crying. His erying is stifled
and quiet, liké that of a child. The Marq_uls s:e{;.r qﬁ"}:&& stage and
looks at Gabnel qﬁw&onatel

Marquis ]Don*t cry It’s hardly dlgrnﬁedfor a man like

you.

Gahriel (wzthout loakmg at t}w Marqms, zmabie ia hold back his -

tears) - I...cax’t...help 1t .I'm crying for j _]oy
Marquis (sofi)  Then I admire your bravery (Goes to the

side of the stage from which he drew back-the curiains; and presses an
oramental moulding in the wall. A large grid of bars siléntly starts o

descend from the ceiling; in just @ few seconds it reaches thefloor,
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thereby completely shutting off the opening to the small stage.) Yes . . .
You’re very brave, Gabriel. You’re braver than I thought.
Because you played against me . . . because you risked
playing against me, Gabriel, and you’ve lost the game . . .
and you’ve ended up by cheerfully accepting defeat.

Gabriel (slowly lifting up his head and seeing the bars. Does not
move. Destroyed, overcome by nervous tension, now unable o raise his
vozce) Pve...logt...!You. you saidh thatz .. You G
me . . .your word of honour

Marqms (Tetummg io his amwhazr Bgﬁnre sitting dawn, ke ﬁwes
Gabriel and says) And I*m keepmg it. I never sald I hked
your perfonna.nce ; _

% Gabnel But you Oh no...!You've just given-me

. the antidote ...

4 Marq[ms (takes the small bottle aut of his pocket in the same state'
that it was before, and shaws it to Gabriel. Galm} ) Thaven’t
 given you any antidote, Grabnel In fact, I’ve Just poisoned

you.

Gabriel (wiw oan iy’ longer react. Tn a weak wwe) But the
- wine . 22 g

Marqumis [ n:ei:er szud thz'vt {wﬁne the fu‘st' one vo'u dran.k

“when you came here — was poisoned. No . « Think about it

. That was what you assumed, because of certain

' 'syrnptoms ,.(Smdaummk&rafmskalr) It was onlyahght

drug. A harmless drug to make you feel sleepy and slow .
down your bodily reactions. {(Smiles.) I had to protcct mysclf
against the possibility of any viclence on your part .., .:(Brigf
pause. Shownng him. the bottle again.) If you’d taken the antldotc,
all of the symptops 1 described would have disappeared in a

_few minutes. That is physiology, Gabriel. You alene, your
.imagination created all that visceral fiction of agony. The
- only real poison, the only lethal poison, for which L swear,-

there is no known antidote, is the one you've just drunk. .-

{Smiles again. Sgfth.) You see? In no way have.I deceived you.

(Looking at his wateh.) I told you before that you had a few
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minutes left to live, and that was also true. The difference
lies in the fact that you thought you had already swallowed
the poison, and the last few minutes were all you had left
before its full effect would be felt. But I tried to explain that
what would be decided then, at the end of the test, was
simply, whether you, lived . . . or died. From the moment
you drank the poison, you were dead, Gabiiel: (Puts Fis pocket
watch away.) Your time is gp, and you ean’t make aiy more
decisions about your life or your actions. Death is making
you its slave. It’s locked you in its prison . , , and made sure
the doors are ﬁrmly shut :

Gabnel (amculatmg wzﬂ; dzﬁcul@) But...why...the...
bars...? 1

Marquis Because, from now on, the.course of your
agony starts to become dangerous. (Getf up, and goes over lo the
stage.) Arid I want te be able to.contemplate it atmy. k:lsure
mthout havmg to worry about my safety

Gabriel (desperately snatching at a lost, ﬁ:tde ho;;e)
‘Contemplate’ the death of a human being . .. No ... .
That’s impossible : . . You. . . you couldn’t do that . . .
You've played a;nother trick on me . .. If’s a game . ..
another le . . . (He tries fo lnugh, his face contored in.a grotesque
grimace)) You waiit to frighten me, that’s all . . . You love
making me suffer .. . don’t'you? (st voice ends up betraying
what ke veally feels: Heis erving; all hus ‘élan’ has fmpﬁmd
choking, exhausted) FPlease tell me . - Tell me it’ snot trie .
Tell me P'm c]rearfung

Masiquis (unmmd) No Gabriel . . . you'fe not dreaming

Unfortunately for you, andfortunately for me. Isaid I
wantcd yot to give a uriique perfermance. But perhaps i
didn’t use the right words. You’re not going to act for me.
You'll be playing for real: Now doyou understand? The
only way of adéquately acting out your own-death you
said so before; but you Were oniy ]ok.ng — s, preasely
when you ac¢tually die .
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Gabriel Before...Iwas...acting...acting out my
fear ... Iwasscared, I. .. thought I was dying . . .

Marquis Oh, yes, before . . . Before you were scared, yes
. . there’s no doubt about that. You were very scared, but
that wasn’t enough for me. You still had a glimmer of hope
left. You were playing against me. You wanted to win. And,
so, because you were playing' you still didn’t think you had

deﬁmtely lost. You weren’t completely beaten as you are
now. (He laughs) Ah, Gabriel . . ;t You've kept your acting
instinct till the ﬁnale Right up untﬂ the end you ve
pretended to be a character. (Gabriel sighs desply and his head
fallr Lifelessly down.on to his t:kest) What’s wrong? Poor Gabriel,
you ve fallen asleep again .. . Yow've fallen asleep, because
you've no other way of cscaplng . Because you can’t hear
to see your bife shipping helplessly thmugh your fingers, as

- each minute goes by . . . each breath . . . each heartbeat .

each pause . (Ckmges to an impersonal tone) But-no. It
doesn’t mattcr In a few moments you’ll wake up again. The
effects of the first drug will have worn off, and you'll be full

of energy and thinking cléarly. And the poison, the real

potson, will gradually begin to act on your body.. . . very

‘slowly . . . and painfully . . . for several hours . _But let’s

not rush things, Gabriel, Let’s respect the conventions and
the formality-of our art . . . We’ll go and sit down. (Sits down
again in the armehair.) And now, Gabriel, if you don’t mind, I
will stop talking. The curtain has just risen. A rather delicate
piece of music is being played on violins which are
concealed from view. The stage is lit by scores of candles,
and the leading actor, dressed for the ceremony, is getting
ready to make a dramatic entrance . .. Ah, this moment of
expectation is sublime . . . Just think. of the tension which
can be concentrated in these few seconds before the first

speech . . . But lets stop talking now . . . Will members of

the audiencc kindly remain in their Seatap . Let’s respect
all the ritual and be quiet. Not a word. Tomght is the
opening night and the performance is about to begi

right now. (Vegy slowly, all the bights 2o out until darkness covers ¢ the
stage.)




