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Part One








Westminster Abbey. The sound of late organ practice echoes in the empty Abbey. Then the organist stops, shuts off the organ, turns off the lights and we hear his echoing footsteps reverberating in the Abbey and the opening creak and echoing closing slam of a huge wooden door.


Poets’ Corner and across the way the memorial to Gilbert Murray.


A cloud moves away from the full moon and its light streams through the Rose Window, and sheds the image of Aeschylus into the air like an Aurora. Then it falls on the memorial plaque to Gilbert Murray.


Gilbert Murray emerges after fifty years beneath his plaque.


He stands in the coloured light cast by the image of Aeschylus.


He looks up at the Rose Window and addresses Aeschylus.




GILBERT MURRAY


Aeschylus? I don’t believe it. You! You! it’s you


in Westminster Abbey the moon is shining through.


My ecstatic ashes find themselves illuminated


by the spirit of the poet I’m so proud to have translated.


The light’s like an Aurora and I rejoice, rejoice


that I was ever chosen to be your English voice.


Aeschylus! Your radiance is like the bright Aurora


described to me by Nansen, my friend, the explorer,


who’s the protagonist I’ve chosen in the fifty years I’ve spent 


composing my own drama beneath my monument.


Aeschylus! Aeschylus! O Aeschylus, I knew


the light that woke my spirit could only come from you.


So, greatest of tragedians, I beg you to assist


my humblest of efforts to become a dramatist.


With your inspiration I hope our play succeeds


in honouring Fridtjof Nansen and his heroic deeds,


from the Polar ice floes he sailed his ship the Fram in


to his noble role in saving millions from famine.




Gilbert Murray sees a fresh green laurel wreath laid on a plaque in the floor of Poets’ Corner, though he doesn’t see that it is laid on the memorial to T. S. Eliot.





This drama I’m preparing ’ll earn me a laurel wreath


like this one laid to honour the poet who lies beneath.




Takes wreath, then looks back at plaque.





Oh no! Oh no! It beggars all belief.


T. S. Eliot! He’s not worth one laurel leaf.


What a tasteless, not to say a crudely crass idea


to place Eliot in this spot when I’m not far from here.


What a dastardly, mean and spiteful trick to play


to put my cruellest critic just seventy feet away!




Gilbert Murray walks away from the T. S. Eliot memorial and tries on the wreath for size.





This could be the laurel wreath I’ll be allowed to wear


once I’ve shown the Muses my true poetic flair.


And once I’ve got the crown on I’ll be finally allowed


to cross the floor to mingle with the Poets’ Corner crowd.


Me in Poets’ Corner! My deepest dream come true!


Provided they don’t put me next to you-know-who!




Gilbert Murray begins to walk towards Poets’ Corner to replace the laurel wreath, then decides to keep it  and place it on his own memorial. He contemplates the wreath on his carved name.





I know! I need Sybil Thorndike, my Hecuba, Medea.


Her ashes, I believe, are also resting here.




Gilbert Murray begins to walk through the Abbey searching for Sybil Thorndike.





Sybil! It’s Gilbert! I’ve been let out on parole.


I’m going to do a drama and want you to play a role.


Sybil! Sybil!


SYBIL THORNDIKE


                    Gilbert! No need to go so far.


I’m just round the corner from where your ashes are.


Right here next to Noël, who died in 1973.


I played Lady Gilpin in his Hands Across the Sea,


the same year I played Aphrodite and the Nurse


in your Hippolytus. I’m happiest with verse.


And your verse, whatever critics say, I find divine.


I went on playing your Medea till I was fifty-nine!


GILBERT MURRAY


I know that very well, that’s why I wanted you.


There’s a part in this drama I rather hope you’ll do.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


What as?


GILBERT MURRAY


               As yourself, dear Sybil.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


                                                    As myself, oh dear!


I get stage fright as myself.


GILBERT MURRAY


                                           Please say that you’ll appear.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


What’s it about? Is it one of your translations?


GILBERT MURRAY


No, Sybil, an original, and my inspiration ’s


Dr Fridtjof Nansen. I call my drama FRAM.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Fram? Sounds like Beckett! Beckett SAM


not the Thomas à Becket of T. S. El—


GILBERT MURRAY


That name’s taboo.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Sorry, darling! Yes, he made cruel fun of you.


GILBERT MURRAY


T. S. Eliot! Who damned my versions of Greek plays,


saying they were ruined by my ‘Swinburnian haze’.


‘With no creative instinct he leaves Euripides quite dead’


is what you-know-who (that dreadful playwright!) said.


And would you believe it, the Abbey powers-that-be


have put his memorial only seventy feet from me!


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Surely, Gilbert Murray, this slightly petty streak


is scarcely compatible with chairs in ancient Greek!


Before I mentioned you-know-who and made you so upset


you said your play was called … what was it? I forget.


GILBERT MURRAY


FRAM (‘FORWARD’ in Norwegian), what Nansen called the craft


he had specially constructed with round hull fore and aft,


so that, when the pack-ice crushed it, it didn’t crack, but rose


and stayed unshattered on top of the ice floes.


So with my modest talents as the would-be poet I am 


that is my subject – Fridtjof Nansen and the Fram.


Fram, and famine, is the play I hope to write.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Hope to write, Gilbert? When’s it for?


GILBERT MURRAY


                                                             Tonight!


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Tonight? Tonight? But where’s my part? We haven’t time.


GILBERT MURRAY


But we’re already talking in Gilbert Murray rhyme!


All you have to do is remember who you’ve been


and you’ll be absolutely capable of playing any scene.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Which theatre will have the honour of me playing me?


GILBERT MURRAY


The National Theatre, Sybil, on the South Bank, the ‘NT’!


And, Sybil, you’ll be thrilled to know that you will play


in the space named for your friend, Lord Olivier


(who resides near Poets’ Corner, by the way).


SYBIL THORNDIKE


(shouting)


Larry?


GILBERT MURRAY


          Not so loud! He’ll hear you, and immediately start


demanding that he gets the drama’s leading part.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


He’d be rather good as Nansen.


GILBERT MURRAY


                                                   No, Sybil, no,


it’s only the originals I’m using in my show. 


Nansen’s Nansen. Gilbert Murray’s me, and you, you’re you.


Everything is real and everything is true.


I think it’s time we quietly creep off to the NT


before all the ghosts of thespians start yearning to be free.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Nansen was so handsome, I remember, like a Viking


when he came to London. To a lot of ladies’ liking.


Will he be there?


GILBERT MURRAY


                           He will.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


                                        Goody! But wish you’d said.


If I’d known I was meeting Nansen I’d’ve worn my red!


GILBERT MURRAY


You’ll be fine just as you are!


                                             Right! Across the river!


You’ll appear after the Prologue I myself deliver.




Gilbert Murray takes a marble mask from a poetic memorial.


He takes Sybil Thorndike by the hand.


They hurry to the National Theatre. They go through the foyers to the door into the Olivier stalls.


They enter through the door to the Olivier stalls.





SYBIL THORNDIKE


(entering Olivier stalls through right aisle)


Gilbert! This is so inspiring! The Olivier!


I can’t wait to walk onto that stage and do your play.


GILBERT MURRAY


(entering Olivier stalls through left aisle)


Just imagine, Sybil, this space we see before us


was inspired by the theatre of ancient Epidaurus. 


But the balcony’s scarcely authentic ancient Greek.


Remember someone’s up there, though, every time you speak.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Gilbert you’re addressing one who was renowned


throughout her lifetime for her clarity of sound.


Everything I utter will be crystal clear.


Even those in ten-quid seats have a right to hear.




Sybil Thorndike moves closer to the stage, then stops.





Gilbert, you resurrect me, give me no time to prepare,


let me come in the wrong frock and with frightful hair.


You should have given me time to choose another dress,


something less tomb-bound. Look, my hair’s a total mess.




Sybil Thorndike and Gilbert Murray go onto the


totally bare Olivier stage and savour its proportions.





So you haven’t got a text? And I see you haven’t yet


gone to the trouble to think about a set!


I need costume and make-up, I don’t want to disgrace


the memory of my noble friend whose spirit fills this space.


I need to change my costume. I need to do my face!




Sybil Thorndike exits.





GILBERT MURRAY


And while you are doing that I’m going to cover mine


to initiate our effort with one ancient tragic line.




Gilbert Murray enters with the mask of Greek Tragedy. He holds it before his face.





Ουκ αv τις ειπoι μαλλov η πεπovθαμεv.    (Eur. Herc, 916)




Revealing himself, and placing mask downstage centre.





Not to cast aspersions on your state of education,


but is anyone out there in need of a translation?


Let me see a show of hands. O, I see, quite a lot.


No fellow classicists? Obviously not!


Ουκ αv τις ειπoι μαλλov η πεπovθαμεv (Herakles),


one of the greatest tragedies of the great Euripides.


The messenger enters. His first words in Greek are these:


Ουκ αv τις ειπoι μαλλov η πεπovθαμεv.


What he’s saying ’s that the horror that’s occurred ’s


too terrible for anyone to put into mere words.


And then from line nine-two-two to ten-fifteen


he lets us know in detail the horrors that he’s seen.


Ninety-three lines in graphic, passionate succession


giving the unspeakable poetical expression.


Forgive the ancient Greek. I’m only showing off.




He bows.





Gilbert Murray, classicist, translator, prof.


As the ghost of Gilbert Murray I’ve not had to travel far,


just from Westminster Abbey where now my ashes are.


They’ve been there fifty years exactly. Hence this brief parole


and anniversary outing for my long-departed soul,


suddenly awakened by a streaming radiant light


that inspired me to rise and visit you tonight.


I’d hazard a surmise most of you are unaware


there’s a stained-glass Aeschylus in the Abbey over there.


I was his translator. There’s no poetic fire


blazes brighter in the firmament than his Oresteia.


His Oresteia was played here, and my question’s why,


when my own was in existence, was the version by …


(permit me, I beg you, my peck of peevish pique)


a grubby Yorkshire poet with a bad degree in Greek!




Gilbert Murray composes himself.





I’m here as one who had the honour to know between the wars 


one of the greatest heroes of the international cause,


my friend, Fridtjof Nansen, who died nine years before


our precious League of Nations broke up with the war.


Nansen was a hero who served the League of Nations


starting with his prisoner-of-war repatriations,


then giving the stateless person and the refugee


a means of crossing borders, an ID,


that allowed, for example, many a Russian émigré,


Stravinsky, Chagall, Pavlova, world-renowned today,


to use the special passport that bore his name,


the Nansen passport, to cross frontiers, and find fame.


Now Time’s bestowed a Nansen passport on my ghost


to re-enter life and cross extinction’s border post


to tell you I, like Nansen, a passionate believer


in the principles of peace we worked for in Geneva,


had to witness the League’s failure, and, unlike Nansen, then


lived to hope for better from the newly named UN.


Nansen died. I lived, and to my profoundest shame


saw the atrocities enacted in humanity’s soiled name.


To speak of the war’s atrocities is an almost hopeless task


even for this open-eyed and eloquent Greek mask.


I happen to believe that the ancient tragic speech


is the highest form of eloquence a man can hope to reach.




Sybil Thorndike in a dressing gown over a green dress shouts from wings.





SYBIL THORNDIKE


Gilbert!


GILBERT MURRAY


             Sybil?


SYBIL THORNDIKE


                        Is it time for me yet? 


GILBERT MURRAY


                                                          Not yet, no!


Your scene comes after Nansen’s scenes in Arctic ice and snow.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Scene? Scene! I can’t believe you’d be so mean


to bring me back from oblivion to play one paltry scene!


How cruel to disturb a long-departed soul


only to offer her a less than leading role,


and make her wait while Nansen tries to reach the Pole.


Well, I hope his Arctic scenes take Dr Nansen ages.


It will give you time to write me several more pages.


I warn you if my part ’s not a satisfactory size


I might have to steal the limelight and simply improvise.


And Gilbert, this costume, I fear that it won’t do!


I never appear in costumes in either green or blue!


I can’t go on, I warn you, dressed the way I am.


Find me another frock or you can fuck your Fram.


GILBERT MURRAY


Language, Sybil, language! I fear that you abuse


the purer vocabulary of my more genteel Muse.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Well, Gilbert, I hope she won’t prove so genteel


she won’t do justice to the way that people feel.


GILBERT MURRAY


There are moments, I confess, when she rather shies away


from certain aspects of the subject that I’ve chosen for my play.


Though I admire Nansen with an almost schoolboy awe


I can’t cope with the fact he’s a fervent carnivore.


As a lifetime vegetarian I find that I can’t bear


to describe what was for Nansen his daily Arctic fare.


The bear-brains breakfast fried in blubber of skinned seal


is not what I’d consider a tolerable meal.


And as a teetotaller too my non-imbibing Muse


is somewhat prim and squeamish about Johansen’s ‘booze’.


Nansen’s companion. Johansen, who can only think


of surviving the Arctic to destroy himself with drink.


I don’t want our audience out there to have to sit


listening to Johansen craving shots of aquavit.


And to be honest, Sybil, my Muse draws the line


at having crude four-letter words in anything of mine.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Sorry!


          You and Nansen, such a diverse twain.


Strange that you were friends.


GILBERT MURRAY


                                                Allow me to explain.




Screen with UN emblem flown in.





I first met Fridtjof Nansen underneath this sign


representing, as it does, half his world and half mine.


That emblem up above me, he and I first met beneath –


the world from an odd angle enclosed with olive wreath.


The half I think as mine ’s, of course, the wreath of peace,


representing what inspires me in the world of ancient Greece.


Nansen’s half of the emblem is the skewed lopsided view


of the globe we’re alarmed by because unaccustomed to.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Why is the map lopsided and askew?


GILBERT MURRAY


It’s the world as seen as if it’s one united whole


but from the viewpoint of the nationless North Pole.


It amused Dr Nansen, the first man to have been


as near to the North Pole as 86 14, 


that we first became acquainted underneath this sign


representing as it does half his world and half mine.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


Has Dr Fridtjof Nansen read anything by you?


If and when he sees his part will he know what to do?


GILBERT MURRAY


Dr Fridtjof Nansen is my most fervent fan!


Inordinately fond of poems that rhyme and scan!


Free verse appals him. He scorns the sort of Muse


that gives us rhymeless poetry like you-know-who’s.


My verse, he assured me, was much to Nansen’s liking


and him a man of action, an adventurer, a Viking!


Considered the most adventurous and glamorous man alive


when he almost reached the North Pole in 1895.


The complete man of action, a universal hero


who proved himself at temperatures of fifty below zero,


actually read and praised my verse translations.


He packed his head with poetry for Polar explorations.


You’d think a man of his kind, when he headed for the Pole,


would think about the body’s needs and not about the soul,


but Nansen’s shelves of poetry were packed inside his head


when only absolute necessities could be loaded on a sled.


Nansen’s head ’s replete with poems. I know none repleter.


He won’t have any problems with Murray rhyme and metre.


SYBIL THORNDIKE


So while his many scenes show him expert in your verse,


if you can spare a moment, may we, please, rehearse?


And while Dr Nansen brings the Arctic into sight,


you, Gilbert Murray, have a lot of lines to write.





You’re the last person needs reminding that in my long career


I have given my Clytemnestra, Hecuba, Medea.




Sybil Thorndike drags off Gilbert Murray, who rushes back to retrieve the tragic Greek mask.


Enter Nansen. A lantern-slide screen flies in. Poster for FARTHEST NORTH. DR FRIDTJOF NANSEN. LONDON.


Nansen stands before the lantern-slide screen.





NANSEN


At your Royal Geographical Society in 1892


I lectured on my plans and heard those learned men pooh-pooh


my ideas for my journey and declare it wasn’t true


that I could deduce an Arctic current from the seaman’s oilskin garb


that had drifted from Siberia as far as Julianhaab


in south-west Greenland and so proved the current’s flow.


I said there was a current. The RGS said no.


But I’ve not come back to London to say I told you so!


My success sprang from disaster. I owe a doleful debt


to the debris that had drifted from the doomed Jeanette


that sailed from San Francisco to the Bering Strait,


where it foundered, crushed by ice, a not uncommon fate


for ships in the Arctic ice pack. But from this wreck came clues.


The RGS said it couldn’t change its (I thought rearguard) views


if the only evidence it was offered was a pair of oilskin trews.


They thought it was effrontery, the most impudent of cheeks


to think I’d alter Polar history with a pair of drifting breeks. 


‘And, look at the Jeanette,’ they said. ‘No ship can withstand


the crushing of the pack ice around Franz Josef Land.


When the temperature drops to forty below freezing


the ice pack round the Arctic ship begins its fatal squeezing.


and if the expedition meets such predictable defeat


Dr Nansen ’s foolish to plan no line of retreat.’


They’d given me a medal for it so I didn’t need to boast


I was first to cross Greenland from East coast to West coast,


from uninhabited to habited, so ‘no line of retreat’


and it was now a strategy I intended to repeat.




Fram slide goes up on the screen.





FORWARD, FORWARD, Norwegian Fram ’s the name


on my ship’s prow. My heart ’s stamped with the same.


And what a ship she proved to be, built with rounded sides


so when the groaning ice pack grips its hull it slides


downwards and the Fram, instead of cracking, lifts


and, frozen in the ice floes, as I predicted, drifts.


I had the best ship built that ever sailed the Polar Sea


and I left Christiania in 1893.


Some pompous ‘expert’ said, ‘Nansen’s going to lose


a lot more than the sailor who lost his oilskin trews.’


The ‘experts’ said that the ice would mash the Fram


to matchwood. I’d be doomed. And … and here I am!


in London to present some lantern slides which show


some of my adventures in the Arctic ice and snow.




A second lantern-slide screen with Fram. Nansen moves to it.





The ‘experts’ said that the ice would mash the Fram


to matchwood. I’d be doomed. And … and here I am! 


in Newcastle to present some lantern slides which show


some of my adventures in the Arctic ice and snow.




A third and final lantern-slide screen with Fram. Nansen moves to it.





The ‘experts’ said that the ice would mash the Fram


to matchwood. I’d be doomed. And … and here I am!


in Aberdeen to present some lantern slides which show


some of my adventures in the Arctic ice and snow.




All three screens still show the slide of the Fram. As Nansen shows his slides they appear simultaneously on each screen.





The Fram the very day I first felt the huskies pull


my sled towards the Pole. Note the rounded hull.


One of her special features that made her rise above


the pressure of the pack ice when the huge floes push and shove


and shatter ships less thoughtfully designed.


She gracefully glides upwards when the glaciers grind.


I left the Fram at latitude 84 4


uncertain when I left her if I’d see her any more.


It was March 14th 1895


and I struck out for the Pole determined to survive.


And –




A slide of Nansen’s phonogram surrounded by ice.





        – although I had, reluctantly, to leave it on the Fram


I had the crew wind up my beloved phonogram


and place it on the ice so that it would play


Eva singing Grieg as the dog-sled pulled away.


This is my wife’s voice pouring out her soul


fainter and fainter as I struck out for the Pole,


all art, all music, indeed anything refined


left, and maybe left for ever, far, far, far behind,


except for the poems I’d stored up in my mind.


And –




A slide of Hjalmar Johansen in Arctic furs appears on the screens.





         – I want to introduce on this next lantern slide




The lantern-slide images of Johansen speak.





JOHANSEN


Hjalmar Johansen, drunk, depressive, suicide.




Nansen continues, totally unaware of the interruption.


The lantern-slide images become still again.





NANSEN


my chosen companion on my quest for the Pole,


Hjalmar Johansen!




The lantern-slide images of Johansen speak.





JOHANSEN


                               The dark side of his soul!




The lantern-slide images of Johansen become still again.


Nansen quickly moves the slide image onto one of dogs. The centre screen of the three still has the image of Johansen.





NANSEN


We made thorough preparations for our expedition:


dogs, loaded sleds, kayaks, guns and ammunition,


chocolate, pemmican, dehydrated soups by Knorr …




Nansen breaks off.





I hear you sentimental British, who put their dogs before


even other human beings, when I show this slide, say: ‘Aw!’


In the whole of Europe no other group has sighed


so much in the darkness when I’ve shown this slide


of our faithful companions.




The image of Johansen speaks. 





JOHANSEN


                                          Tell them how they died!


NANSEN


(as if not hearing)


These were our most faithful companions and friends.


JOHANSEN


(from the screen)


Tell them how our ‘companions’ met their ends,


our huskies, our malamutes, our shaggy samoyeds.


Go on!




Nansen stays silent.





           I wanted to put bullets through their heads


when they came to the end of their sled-hauling life.


But no! I was ordered to use my Lapland knife


and save bullets for bigger beasts that could provide more meat.


We gave the chopped-up huskies to the other dogs to eat.


Dr Nansen’s a Darwinian with the stress on win!


We cut them up and fed the lumps to their surviving kin.


You could say that every dog was doubly employed,


as hauler of sled loads and dog’s dinner when destroyed.


I doubt if canine qualms make hungry dogs demur


at cannibal consumption of a clapped-out comrade cur.


And maybe dogs have a more Darwinian drive


and gladly eat each other to keep themselves alive.


Maybe more Darwinian than Nansen who, though, likes to eat


husky blood in blubber as a special breakfast treat!




Nansen angrily gets rid of the Johansen slide and the slides of the dogs, and puts up one of a Norwegian flag flying in a Polar wilderness. 





NANSEN


And that’s our flag flying at 86 14,


the farthest northern latitude that anyone had been.


We’d hoped to reach the Pole but the drifting ice terrain


forced us finally to head back south again.


We ate a treat of chocolate, slept, and next day planned


to find the terra firma of Franz Josef Land.


We hadn’t made the Pole but on this day we could boast


that, of all the people in the world, we were the northernmost.




Similar slide goes up with Norwegian flag in colour.





And here’s a flag I coloured afterwards by hand


to show that it was Norway’s flag that flew in that bleak land.


I carried colours in the Arctic which I had to sacrifice


to patch up our holed kayaks to get us through the ice.


But once the midnight sun had set we had to build


a winter hut and store up all the meat we’d killed


to survive the freezing darkness till the spring


made it once more possible to think of travelling.




Another set of three lantern slides, this time forming a continuous Polar landscape with, on one, a snow and ice covered ‘hut’ as built by Nansen and Johansen to survive the Arctic winter. On third slide (stage left) the midnight sun begins to set and Johansen holds out Nansen’s Arctic gear as all the slides fly out revealing the identical icy wilderness in 3D with a ‘hut’ and a setting midnight sun and Johansen holding out Nansen’s gear. Johansen helps Nansen into his Arctic gear.





NANSEN


This is the sort of layered bear-and-seal-fur gear


you’re rarely ever out of as an Arctic pioneer. 


Our clothes get blackened, caked with soot and greasy goo


and it gets pretty foetid in the sleeping bag for two.


The only occasions we get our hands and faces clean


is when we shoot a bear –




Johansen shoots his rifle at an offstage bear.





JOHANSEN


                                                in all we shot nineteen.


NANSEN


And we can cut it open and do ablutions in the blood


that gushes from its body in a gratefully warm flood.


Our hut is ten feet long and exactly six feet wide.


The walls we made of stone and moss, the roof of walrus hide.


When I stretched my arms out my fingers touch each side.


There’s an entrance like a burrow we crawl out and in


like an igloo with a door of double walrus skin.


We’ll sleep all hours, twenty out of twenty-four


and we’ll be able to sleep singly as we couldn’t do before.




The midnight sun sets, leaving moonlit darkness.





Right, Johansen!


                          Our winter lodgings are complete.


I’ll be free of your snoring and your fidgeting feet.


We’ve got long months of Arctic winter to get through


and I won’t sleep at all if I’ve still to sleep with you!


You’re always twitching and what’s more upsetting you’re a


persistently objectionable trombone-volume snorer.


Now we’ve got our hut constructed, what I really want to do


’s divide the bag we’ve had to share right now into two.


Now we can have our separate spaces, one bag each,


with the cooker in the middle that both of us can reach.


I can’t bear to be so close to you when you start to snore. 


JOHANSEN


(under breath)


And the poetry you keep muttering ’s a total bloody bore.


NANSEN


What’s that?


JOHANSEN


                   We should have done this long before.


NANSEN


Not possible in the little tent, too cramped and poky, but


now we can be expansive in our palatial hut.


Not to have to listen to you when you snore and fart!


JOHANSEN


Or to you when you’re spouting the poet’s putrid art.


NANSEN


What was that, Johansen?


JOHANSEN


                                             I said let’s make a start.


It’s easy to split it. We’ll divide it down the seams.


NANSEN


Tonight I’m looking forward to slightly sweeter dreams.




They enter the hut. A ‘night’ elapses. A green Aurora. Hjalmar Johansen emerges, trembling with cold. Then after a while Nansen, also shivering, though trying to hide the fact. Nansen’s clothes and face are now as black and greasy as Johansen’s. Neither wants to admit that they couldn’t sleep in their separate sleeping bags.





NANSEN


Ah, Johansen, slept a good deal better, I’ve no doubt?


JOHANSEN


Like an innocent baby, sir. Went right out. 


NANSEN


Me too. Wonderful not to have to hear you snore.


JOHANSEN


In my own space I slept much better than before.




Pause.





NANSEN


I think you’re a liar. You didn’t sleep all night.


JOHANSEN


To be honest, Dr Nansen, you’re absolutely right.


NANSEN


I was frozen. Didn’t sleep a wink. In such sub-zero weather


we don’t have a choice. Sew the two bits back together.




Exit Nansen into hut.





JOHANSEN


In separate bags we spent a freezing sleepless night


and there’s nothing really for it except glumly reunite.




Exit Johansen into the hut.


The Aurora Borealis with spectacular purple light.


Enter Nansen to contemplate the Aurora. He begins sketching the phenomenon with a box of pastel crayons.
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