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  For Rebecca




  My other self




  My remaining limbs




  





  




  The formal definition of human nature preferred by patriarchal culture is one based on the articulation of sound. As Aristotle says, any animal can make noises to register pleasure or pain. But what differentiates man from beast, and civilisation from wilderness, is the use of articulated speech: logos… to a patriarchal social order like that of classical Greece, there is something abnormal about the use of signs to transcribe upon the outside of the body a meaning from inside the body which does not pass through the control point of logos.




  Anne Carson – The Gender of Sound




  One way to put off loneliness is to interpose God.




  Anne Carson – The Glass Essay




  And what kind of madness is it anyway to be in love with something constitutionally incapable of loving you back?




  Maggie Nelson – Bluets




  There is at times a magic in identity of position; it is one of those things that have suggested to us eternal comradeship




  E. M. Forster – A Room with a View




  To be noticed is to be loved




  Ali Smith – There But For The




  





  




  Foreword




  Ed Madden, director




  Two young aristocrats argue at the edge of an ocean. A Senate committee reckons with the sudden disappearance of all the fish in the sea. And a pair of scientists gaze at an octopus in a tank, and are gazed at in return. Let’s address the whale in the room: why does Marek write marine plays?




  Well, he grew up near the sea, and loved it, and loves it still; he loves to swim in it and to walk beside it, and he is prodigiously good at cooking things that come from it, too. In his flat there is a poster of the cover of Iris Murdoch’s The Sea, The Sea; and also an octopus ice bucket I got him for his birthday. So, I do think a part of it is that, for Marek, to write about the ocean and the creatures that inhabit it is to spend time in an environment with which he has a deep physical and imaginative affinity. But more than that, his plays actually draw their impetus, their fuel, from the vastness, mystery and force of the sea; in each of Wild Swimming, Yellowfin and Octopolis, characters are thrown into relief by their relationship to the scale and unknowability of the ocean and/or the almost alien quality of its lifeforms. None of these plays are set at sea but its presence is felt as a richly flexible source of metaphorical context; look, too, at the tidal fluidity of the typography, the arrangement of words on the page, which does so much to say: something is going on here, something liquid and slippery and alive.




  Octopolis is a play about perspective and attention and the extent to which we can ever hope to understand what’s going on inside other people’s heads, in which George and Harry’s relationship is largely mediated through their scrutiny of an animal that has itself long been at the centre of extraordinary debates around consciousness, sentience and selfhood. It is a work of piercing intellectual curiosity and real heart; a study of two great minds who are also complex and wounded people, and whose investigation into the nature and scope of Frances the octopus’ experience of the world gives rise to fundamental human questions of faith and feeling; brain, body and soul. It is a challenge and a pleasure to rehearse text that demands such ratiocinative and emotional acuity, and is so supplely theatrical.




  In many ways, apparently, it’s easier to travel to space than to the bottom of the sea; and by most estimates we have explored less than ten per cent of our oceans. The best of Marek’s writing captures something of the way I feel when contemplating those unplumbed depths. Whether you are holding this playtext as an audience member or reader, or to stage it yourself, I wish you a measure of the stimulation, wonder, and thrill of discovery that it has brought me.




  September 2023




  





  




  Acknowledgements




  My thanks to Jessica Stewart for putting me out there and for having my back; to the staff at the Hampstead Theatre for programming this play and for producing it with such spirited aplomb; to Jemma Redgrave and Ewan Miller for having the bravery to say yes and for being so incredibly good, and to Ed Madden – impeccable as always – for directing Octopolis, and for putting together such a fabulous and formidable team.




  Thanks also to my friends for keeping me sane – especially Sam and Mim, my playwriting partners in crime – and to my family, Clans Chapman, Horn and Myers, for all their love, support and enthusiasm.




  M.H.




   




   




   




   




   




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  




  Octopolis was first performed at Hampstead Theatre Downstairs, London, on 15 September 2023. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  GEORGE, an ethologist / a widow / a recluse




  HARRY, an anthropologist / a loner / an interloper




  FRANCES, an octopus




  A Note on the Staging




  In The Past the dialogue is not embodied. Think about the relationship between what they are saying and what they are doing.




  In A Future the dialogue is fully embodied, to the extent that it is not even spoken or, indeed, written.




  Notes on the Text




  Attends, Attend and Attend – Where there is an ‘s’ on the end, this word should be pronounced as it would be in French: ‘Tu attends.’ If there is no ‘s’ then ‘Attend’ should be pronounced the English way. Where italics are used on the English spelling this is a suggestion to the actor that they might want to lend special emphasis to that word.




  Giscard – Although this is a French surname, my feeling is that Harry would’ve anglicised the pronunciation. He uses a hard ‘G’ (as in ‘Give’) and a hard ‘D’ (as in ‘Lard’).




  A ‘Pause’ or a ‘Beat’ denotes a break in the rhythm of discourse. For clarity’s sake a Beat is a shorter and more rhythmic Pause. A ‘Silence’, however short, suggests the absence of the desire to speak. Outside of these moments, this is a quick play, and the dialogue should move at a fair lick, otherwise we’ll be here all day.




  Traditional punctuation is not always adhered to at the point at which a line breaks. Rather, guidance regarding pace, rhythm and sense should be inferred from the line breaks themselves.




  







  




  ACT ONE




  A caption appears in the blueish darkness: A FUTURE.




  GEORGE and HARRY dance to David Bowie.




  The movements are small and tentative, precise and symmetrical.




  *




  A new caption appears: THE PAST. Unless otherwise stated, it should remain for the duration of the act.




  H. She stood in the doorway




  G. Jesus Christ!




  H. It was apparent to me, for various reasons, that I must’ve woken her up




  G. What the fuck do you think you’re doing?




  H. I’m sorry!




  G. How the hell did you get in here?




  H. This is the Octopus House, is it not? You are Professor Grey?




  G. What are you doing with my kettle?




  H. I’m… Well, I’m making a cup of tea




  G. Right




  Beat.




  H. Would you…




  Like one?




  G. No!




  H. Right




  G. What I would like


  Is to know why you’re stood in my fucking kitchen


  Unannounced


  First thing in the fucking morning!
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