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            Introduction

         

         
            Leave the central station by the Kirchenallee exit, and to the left, diagonally opposite, across a broad but not very busy street, are the whitish façade and high flat dome of Deutsches Schauspielhaus Hamburg, the theatre which commissioned and produced the two plays in this volume.

            The first – The Rest Will Be Familiar to You from Cinema – is a rewriting of Euripides’ Phoenician Women, in which the eponymous Chorus of women, trapped in Thebes at a crucial moment of civil war, has been replaced by a group of ‘girls’ – young women, who, Sphinx-like, pose a string of unanswerable questions even as they drive through the action to its brutal conclusion: the banishment of Oedipus and Antigone’s bitter conflict with Creon over the burial of her brother.

            The second play – Men Asleep – is a different kind of experiment, based on two separate thefts. The title is stolen from a painting, Schlafende Männer, by the Austrian artist Maria Lassnig; and the self-destructing scenario of two couples meeting late at night, the younger on the territory of the older, from Albee’s 1962 play Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? What might happen, I asked myself, if Albee’s scenario was forced to encounter Lassnig’s tender image?

            Writing for a German theatre means writing for a resident company of actors. In The Rest Will Be Familiar a core group from the company was expanded by ten or so young actors still at drama school to play the ‘girls’. Five years later I wrote Men Asleep for four specific members of this same company: Paul Herwig, Julia Wieninger, Josefine Israel and Tilman Strauss. 

            I would like to take this opportunity to thank Katie Mitchell for introducing me to the theatre and for her part in instigating this work, as well as staging it. My thanks too to artistic director Karin Beier for her faith in scheduling these two plays before they were even written.

         

         MC, November 2018

      

   


   
      

         
            THE REST WILL BE FAMILIAR TO YOU FROM CINEMA

            (ALLES WEITERE KENNEN SIE AUS DEM KINO)

            after Euripides’

Phoenician Women

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      

         
            Premiere Production

         

         The Rest Will Be Familiar to You from Cinema, in a German translation by Ulrike Syha, as Alles Weitere kennen Sie aus dem Kino, was first performed at Atelier 9/10, Studio Hamburg, on 24 November 2013, transferring to the main stage of Deutsches Schauspielhaus Hamburg in April 2014.

         
             

         

         Jocasta  Julia Wieninger

         Antigone  Sophie Krauß

         Minder  Ruth Marie Kröger

         Polynices  Bastian Reiber

         Eteocles  Christoph Luser

         Kreon  Paul Herwig

         Teiresias  Michael Wittenborn

         Teiresias’ Daughter  Gala Winter

         Menoecius  Uwe Dreysel

         Wounded Officer  Niklas Bruhn

         Softly-Spoken Officer  Giorgio Spiegelfeld

         Oedipus  Jan-Peter Kampwirth

         Girls  Mieke Biendara, Katharina Bintz, Frederike Bohr, Tinka Fürst, Josephine Gehlhaar, Gesa Geue, Mersiha Husagic, Ruth Marie Kröger, Johanna Link, Rébecca Marie Mehne, Meike Schmidt, Tamara Theisen, Gala Winter

         
             

         

         Direction  Katie Mitchell

         Set Design  Alex Eales

         Costumes  Laura Hopkins

         Music  Paul Clark

         Lighting  James Farncombe

         Sound  Donato Wharton

         Dramaturg  Jörg Bochow

      

   


   
      

         
            Characters

         

         
            Jocasta

wife and mother of Oedipus

            Antigone

daughter of Oedipus and Jocasta

            
        Minder
      

            Polynices

son of Oedipus and Jocasta

            Eteocles

son of Oedipus and Jocasta

            Kreon

Jocasta’s brother

            Teiresias

a prophet

            Teiresias’ Daughter

a child

            Menoecius

Kreon’s son, a child

            
        Wounded Officer
      

            
        Softly-Spoken Officer
      

            
        Oedipus
      

            and a number of

Girls

            
                

            

            
        Scene
      

            Interior of a large decaying house
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               SCENE ONE

               GIRLS

            

         

         
            ——   If Carolin has three apples and Luise has three apples

            how many oranges has Sabine got?

            If Anna has two more ponies than Miriam

            and Miriam’s cat Bobby has seven kittens

            then what is it like to kill?

            ——   Yes what is it like to kill

            and what is it like to be Bobby the cat?

            ——   If a stone weighing seventy-five grams

            travelling at two hundred kilometres per hour

            can shatter a human pelvis

            why are we all so beautiful?

            ——   Plus what is the value of x

            if I stand here naked? Well?

            
               Pause.

            

            What is a Sphinx?

            Why does a Sphinx kill?

            ——   What does a Sphinx want plus

            who does a Sphinx fuck when?

            Why is the Sphinx girls

            and why are we all so beautiful?

            What d’you think?

            ——   What d’you think of my hair?

            ——   Yes what d’you think of my hair

            when I do this with it? 

            ——   Oh and why when the camera

            moves through the green tree-tops of Thebes

            at the end of the 1967 film of Oedipus by Pier Paolo Pasolini

            do you feel that you want to cry?

            Is it the music?

            ——   Is it the music or is it because you’re angry?

            Is it you’re jealous of Silvana Mangano’s dress?

            Or Silvana Mangano’s mouth or hair?

            ——   Who is this music by?

            Schubert? Is it by Mozart? Why do you want to cry?

            ——   Why do you so much want to cry?

            And why do you resist crying?

            
               Accompanied on either side by two Girls, Jocasta appears in obscurity and is slowly led downstage. Music: the opening bars of Mozart K. 465.

            

            ——   If two boys each pierced by a blade made of copper and tin

            take three hours to bleed to death

            in an ambient temperature of 30 degrees Celsius

            then who is this woman? Is she

            (a) mother of Oedipus?

            (b) wife of Oedipus?

            (c) mother of the two boys

            or (d) all of the above? Plus

            how can the dead live?

            ——   Yes how can the dead live now? 

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

               JOCASTA

            

         

         
            Jocasta   Bright light.

            Time past.

            Girl   Says Jocasta.

            Jocasta   Says Jocasta.

            Girl   Kadmos.

            Jocasta   Kadmos – yes – leaves the Phoenician coast

            in search of Europe

            and eventually – she says – founds Thebes.

            He founds Thebes here where Thebes is now.

            Girl   His fingers.

            Jocasta   What?

            Girl   His fingers.

            Jocasta   His fingers – from the perpetual cracking open

            of shellfish to obtain dye – says Jocasta –

            smell of sex.

            
               Pause.

            

            He brings with him from the east

            bright light, the blood-red dye that’s made him rich

            his own human material and the alphabet.

            Girl   He marries.

            Jocasta   He marries. Yes. He reproduces.

            Each new generation can now use his alphabet to write.

            Each copies out the human material of the one before 

            copies but corrupts the human material of the one before

            until one day is born the unfortunate sum

            of all these errors: Laios.

            Laios marries.

            Girl   Me.

            Jocasta   What?

            Girl   Marries me. Jocasta. Say it.

            Jocasta   Laios marries me. Jocasta.

            
               Pause.

            

            We marry but we have no children.

            Humiliated by his failure to reproduce

            Laios visits the oracle at Delphi

            where he pays the entrance fee and prays for a son

            but Apollo says ‘Don’t do it.

            Your own son will murder you plus

            your whole family will go sliding across the palace floor

            on a thin film of blood. End of interview.’

            Laios comes home here to Thebes kicking up dust

            and the moment he’s through the door inserts his penis

            into my vagina. ‘This one’s for Apollo,’ he says.

            It’s my first orgasm.

            
               Pause.

            

            Bright light.

            Time past.

            Laios my husband is hunched over his work-bench 

            threading a steel rod through two holes

            he’s drilled in our newborn baby’s ankles.

            ‘Help me,’ he says – ‘I’m scared but I can’t kill it.

            Well don’t just stand there staring,’ he says,

            ‘TAKE IT AWAY.’

            Which is why eighteen years later

            where two roads converge to make the letter Y

            Laios – rushing back to Delphi this time to be reassured

            the mutilated child he’d forced me to abandon didn’t survive –

            encounters – without knowing it – the child itself –

            Oedipus – eighteen years old now –

            and runs him off the road: ‘HEY!’

            The young man pulls out a butcher’s knife

            with an ash-wood grip and murders him.

            My husband dead –

            
               Pause.

            

            Girl   I’m available.

            Girl   I’m available – say it.

            Jocasta   My husband dead, I’m available.

            Kreon my brother – says Jocasta – promises me

            to whoever can solve the – no.

            Girl   Impossible question.

            Jocasta   – impossible question – no.

            Girl   Of the Sphinx.

            Jocasta   – to whoever can solve the impossible

            question – no!

            Girl   Of the Sphinx. SAY IT! 

            Jocasta   – promises me

            to whoever can solve the impossible question

            of the Sphinx.

            Girl   Good. Oedipus swaggers.

            Jocasta   Oedipus swaggers in. ‘It’s not difficult,’ he says

            ‘The answer’s a human being. Now make me king.’

            
               Pause.

            

            Oh his clear eyes! His strong precise grip!

            Yes with my own beautiful boy-husband

            I have two more sons: Polynices, Eteocles,

            and then Antigone, Ismene,

            my two angry little girls.

            
               Pause.

            

            Time past.

            Light dims.

            Oedipus – older now – bangs open the door one night

            crawls into our high-up bed stinking of blood and sweat.

            ‘What’s wrong?’

            ‘Nothing. New information. Go back to sleep.’

            Turns out on finding he’s married to me –

            Girl   To his own mother.

            Jocasta   – to his own mother – yes –

            he’s used a hot needle to blind himself.

            In the morning he won’t stop screaming.

            
               Pause.

            

            Light dimmer still.

            His own sons – look – are now dragging the disgraced King 

            Oedipus my boy my husband

            by his ankles up the stone stairs.

            They want to shut him away in darkness

            and share power for themselves.

            ‘Don’t think two fucked-up little shits like you

            could ever share anything

            unless you’ve split it apart with a knife first,’ he goes.

            They spit in his face – bang the door shut –

            Girl   They’ve been cursed.

            Jocasta   They’ve been cursed – I know – yes –

            by their own father.

            ‘Don’t panic,’ says Polynices ‘let’s just separate.’

            ‘Yes yes yes we’ll separate,’ says Eteocles

            ‘I’ll go away. You stay here.’

            ‘No’ says Polynices ‘I’m the youngest, I’ll go first

            but look we should make it formal: let’s say each of us will hold executive power over the city one year at a time

            while the other keeps away.’ ‘Sure,’ says Eteocles.

            ‘Alternate years – whatever – where do I sign?’

            But after year one’s elapsed

            and Polynices reappears on the doorstep relaxed and smiling

            with presents for his sisters

            Eteocles won’t let him back.

            
               Pause.

            

            Bright light.

            The time is now now.

            Out there beyond the city walls Polynices

            – who rushed straight into a toxic political marriage –

            has assembled a vast army of violent men.

            For days and for days I’ve worked at engineering a truce

            so he can come here with immunity

            meet Eteocles and negotiate.

            Girl   Why’s he not here?

            Jocasta   Why’s he not here?

            Girl   Has one of them broken the terms / of the truce?

            Jocasta   Has one of them already broken

            the hard-won terms / of the truce?

            Girl   All I can hear inside my head is my own son / screaming and screaming.

            Jocasta   NO! DON’T KEEP TELLING ME WHAT TO SAY!

            I am free. I am free.

            I’m a human being. Look at me. I can say

            what I like.

            
               Pause.

            

            Girl   Says Jocasta.

            Jocasta   Says Jocasta, wife and mother of Oedipus.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE THREE

               ANTIGONE AND MINDER

            

         

         Antigone slips out of the room upstairs and encounters her Minder. A Girl is squatting on the staircase, her back to us perhaps.

         
            Minder   I’ve been waiting. 

            
               Antigone becomes self-conscious, says nothing.

            

            I said I’ve been waiting.

            Antigone   What do I say?

            Girl   You scared me.

            Antigone   What?

            Girl   You scared me.

            Antigone   You scared me.

            Minder   You’re late.

            Antigone   What?

            Minder   You’re late.

            Antigone   So?

            Minder   You’re late.

            
               Pause. Antigone turns to the Girl for help. However. she doesn’t find this stressful: for the moment it’s a kind of game. The Girl mouths ‘father’.

            

            Antigone   I’ve been with my father.

            Minder   I can see where you’ve been.

            What were you doing in there?

            Antigone   He wanted to see my new skirt.

            Minder   How could he ‘see your skirt’?

            Girl   Fingers.

            Antigone   With his fingers of course.

            Minder   Where’s your sister?

            Antigone   Ismene can’t come. She’s got music.

            Minder   You know you’re not meant to be in there.

            Antigone   You’re obsessed. He’s my father.

            Well come on – you promised you’d show me ‘the enemy’.

            
               Pause.

            

            (Turns to Girl.) Is this the stone?

            Girl   No it’s the kiss.

            Antigone   The kiss?

            
               Girl nods.

            

            Well come on – you promised you’d show me ‘the enemy’.

            Don’t look so fierce. You promised.

            Remember?

            
               She kisses the Minder. Confident that the scene is progressing as it should, the Girl withdraws. There’s something prolonged and over-intimate about the kiss. The Minder tactfully separates herself.

            

            Minder   Well you need to get up on this.

            And please please please be careful.

            
               Some kind of chair or stool or ladder arrangement is needed since standing at floor level doesn’t give a good enough view. Antigone’s reaction is one of excitement, not fear.

            

            Antigone   Oh my god! There’s hundreds of them!

            Minder   Thousands. You’re looking at upwards of ten thousand men.

            Antigone   Ten thousand men. Amazing. All that metal.

            Minder   It’s bronze.

            Antigone   Bronze – yes – copper and tin. Amazing.

            
               She looks.

            

            Weird.

            Minder   What is?

            Antigone   Look at those ones moving in groups.

            Ha. They’re chasing their own shadows.

            Minder   That’s Special Forces.

            Antigone   What’s Special Forces?

            Minder   Specially trained – they’re looking for weaknesses.

            Antigone   We don’t have any weaknesses.

            Minder   They’ll still look.

            Antigone   Why can’t we kill them? I’d like to kill them now.

            Minder   They’re out of range.

            Antigone   Ten thousand men. All that metal. It hurts my eyes.

            Minder   Come over here.

            Antigone   What?

            Minder   Come here and look at this. Look at the trees.

            
               They move to a new viewing position.

            

            Antigone   Ha. They’ve gone. What happened?

            Minder   They’ve chopped them all down for firewood.

            Antigone   That’s horrible. But look! Look! I can see

            the river! It’s all sparkly! And oh oh oh oh oh

            there’s somebody in the water – look. Who’s

            that crossing the river on a horse? 

            Minder   That’s Tydéus.

            Antigone   But that river is ours! It’s ours! It’s sacred!

            Minder   Not to him.

            Antigone   Tydéus? Not the one married to that bitch’s sister?

            Minder   Don’t talk about women / like that.

            Antigone   That bitch Polynices married. Why did he

            have to marry some thick little tight-arsed

            bitch?

            Minder   Please don’t say that.

            Antigone   Oh but who is that boy?

            Look at his gold hair. He’s beautiful.

            Minder   Must be the Pretty One.

            Antigone   (laughs) The Pretty One? Weird. What kind of name is that?

            His eyes are so dark. All black. Black black black – like honey. Oh my god!

            Minder   What?

            Antigone   He’s looking right at us.

            Minder   Move away.

            Antigone   He’s staring right at us. How dare he!

            Minder   Move away.

            Antigone   I’ll teach him to stare. I’ll kill him. I’ll blind

            him. I want his head.

            Minder   Please calm down.

            Where d’you think you’re going? Antigone?

            Antigone   (laughing) I want to see where my brother is. 

            Minder   (also laughing in spite of herself)

            Stop it. No. That is dangerous.

            Antigone   Rubbish. I want to see Polynices.

            Minder   Please be careful.

            Antigone   So green.

            Look: there’s sheep! What ’re they doing?

            No – it’s men – it’s men making little piles of stones.

            Why ’re they making those little piles of stones?

            Minder   Sling-shot probably.

            Antigone   Sling-shot – of course – how exciting.

            I can’t see him. Is that him? – I don’t know –

            it’s all too bright – all those men, all that

            copper and tin – I wish I could fly down and

            touch him but which one is he? I’d land right

            next to my brother like a goddess – naked

            like Artemis – he’d be so surprised to see me

            naked! – d’you think he’d let me kiss him? –

            or would he be too afraid? – why are men all

            so cold and strange?

            Minder   I want you to come down from there.

            Antigone   Look: there’s one with a machine.

            Minder   It’s dangerous.

            Antigone   Look at his funny machine. I know who that is: it’s Kapanéus.

            He’s really famous. He uses mathematics to make machines.

            Minder   Antigone.

            Antigone   I like mathematics – it’s like poetry – but not

            machines – unless poetry’s really a machine –

            but that’s philosophy – I’m not sure I like

            philosophy: too many questions! – but where

            is my brother? – I so want to kiss him – why

            can’t I? why can’t I? – I just want wings – oh

            please give me wings and then I can –

            
               With a loud crack a stone smashes at high velocity through a pane of glass.

            

            Minder   Antigone!

            Antigone   Oh shit! Oh shit!

            
               Laughing with excitement and terror, Antigone makes her way back to the ground and lets the Minder hold her.

            

            Amazing! That was amazing!

            Minder   Are you hurt?

            Antigone   Shit. What was it?

            Minder   It was a stone.

            Antigone   How can a stone do that?

            Minder   Has it hurt you?

            Antigone   Incredible. Incredible. I think I’m going to

            enjoy war.

            Minder   (with vehemence) Don’t be so stupid.

            Antigone   What did you just say to me?

            
               As Antigone coldly separates herself from her Minder, several of the Girls come forward and watch.

            

            Minder   I’m sorry.

            Antigone   Don’t call me stupid. You’re a slave.

            Minder   I’m sorry.

            Antigone   First you got fucked then when they got sick

            of fucking you they gave you a desk-job –

            am I right? I said am I right?

            Minder   That’s what happens to the side that loses –

            yes.

            Antigone   What’s that supposed to mean? This is Thebes.

            I’m not on the side that loses. I can’t be.

            
               Although she’s still trembling, Antigone’s mood seems to lighten. She laughs again and smoothes out her skirt.

            

            He said saffron-yellow with spots of red.

            You don’t have to look so hurt.

            
               A Girl has retrieved the stone and offers it to Antigone, who takes it.

            

            One tiny stone. Amazing.
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