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‘Prometheus is the foremost saint and martyr in the philosopher’s calendar.’


Karl Marx
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Seize the Fire


An empty place, wet rock, shale. A cliff, below it a line of metal  posts cemented into bare rock.


Enter POWER and VIOLENCE followed by PROMETHEUS, his  thumbs clipped together behind his back, HEPHAESTUS follows  them reluctantly.




POWER




There’s fuck all here.





VIOLENCE




No firing squad.


No nothing.





POWER


(Fingerprodding bullet holes in cliff and chewing gum)




Ah, the man’s a god,


god’s a man –


we may bruise him


but we’ll never kill him.





VIOLENCE




Hephaestus – hey –


you tie him to that post.


It was your fire he stole. 





POWER




Called Zeus dictator


and fell in love wi’ humans. 





VIOLENCE


(Cracking fingers)




Humans!


Dirty beasts they are!








HEPHAESTUS




Zeus bid you catch him.


You said, Yes sir!


But me, I’ve got no wish


to hurt or harm him –


he’s my own kin.





VIOLENCE




Go tell Zeus that.





HEPHAESTUS




He knows it, Zeus.


Ah, Prometheus,


you know it too.


I’ve got to lash you


to this vicious post.


It breaks my heart


to leave you in this abattoir –


a dump for rebels


and the disappeared.


There’s no humans


will come here ever.


Their voices, aye,


all that eager,


all that tender buzz,


won’t reach your ears.


The frosts up here –


they’ll skin you –


and the sun’ll grill you.


For there’s no one living


can save you now.


It’s a hard, tight,


new state we live in –


Zeus set it up.


No room for pity. 


Just bend the knee, though –


he’ll heed you then.





VIOLENCE




‘S a traitor this. 





HEPHAESTUS




Like I told you –


we’re close – we’re kin.





VIOLENCE


(Kicking PROMETHEUS)




Kin wi’ this!





HEPHAESTUS




Would you let him be!





POWER




Fetch you the flex


and tie him to that post.


Make sure you hobble him.





HEPHAESTUS


(Unwinding red flex from waist)




Do I tie his ankles?





POWER




Aye, you tie his ankles.





VIOLENCE




He’s a cunning fella.





(While HEPHAESTUS is tying PROMETHEUS to the metal post, VIOLENCE chucks stones at the cliff face.)





HEPHAESTUS




This hurts me, brother.





POWER




You’re soft as butter.





HEPHAESTUS




It’s done, it’s done.





POWER


(To PROMETHEUS)




So, Mr Foresight,


you went ahead?


Thieved fire and gave it them?


But what would animals


want with fire?


They’ll never pity you


nor never plant – not ever –


your image on their shitpiled hills.





VIOLENCE




Wriggle your way out of that one,


trickster!





(He headbutts PROMETHEUS in the stomach as they leave.)


PROMETHEUS




Winds and rivers,


light, sea, earth, winds,


wind on the needlegrass


and light,


light on the greased eel and the greyhound,


I call on you –


on the pure and the slimy,


the running, shotsilk 


skim of you –


I call on you as witnesses


to my first millennium


as Zeus’s prisoner.


Didn’t I make things happen?


Didn’t I seize the fire of ideas


and make them leap, tear, fly, sing –


the rush and whap of them


in each split moment! –


and now I can do nothing,


nothing will happen.


Mortal, ashamed, cowed, frightened –


clamped to its frozen edges,


the humans hugged the earth


and waited for wipe-out.


The secret source of fire and heat –


that one, primal,


Idea of all ideas,


I searched it out –


so delicate and brittle


I hid it in a cusp of fennel,


a single spark


inside that aromatic


greeny-white bulb.


I swam like a mullet


with a hook bedded


in its soft mouth –


I swam


in the smell of the ocean,


in the huge dazzle of all ideas


and always hearing


just as I’m hearing now


the quick fluster of seabirds flying.
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