
















 A Night in the Old Marketplace  5

 PROLOGUE

 There are two curtains: a front one, which is already raised, and a scrim of black
 gauze behind it that gradually grows more diaphanous until, by the end of the
 prologue, the entire stage is seen through it. The Director and Stage
 Manager enter from opposite wings. The Stage Manager is followed by the
 Narrator.

 Director (to Stage Manager):
 Ready?

 Stage Manager:
 Almost.
 There's just the fence to put around the well.

 Narrator:
 In which once, long ago,
 The drunk musicians drowned . . .

 But what about the gargoyle
 Whose magic power lured them into it?

 Stage Manager:
 It's all in place?
 A huge thing,
 Half-man and half-woman,
 With a horn in the half that's a man.

 Narrator:
 A long-forgotten god
 From days before the synagogue and church . . .

 Director:
 . . . which will awake and start to spout. . .

 Stage Manager:
 ... a river of red water from its mouth,

 As though it were a cow that dreamily
 Lifts up its head from drinking
 To cast a magic circle with its eyes
 In a zealous, red-beamed light,
 Exactly as the stage directions call for.
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 6  PROLOGUE

 Director (to Narrator):
 You'll introduce each act?
 Just make it short and snappy!

 Stage Manager:
 Or else it's curtains for you!

 Director:
 Before Act One you'll walk around the stage
 And explain the set.

 (To Stage Manager)
 Make sure you spotlight everything he points to.

 Narrator:
 Who'll summarize the plot?

 Director:
 That's the playwright's job.
 And here he is . . .

 (The Poet enters.)

 Narrator:
 He has no color in his cheeks,
 But his dark eyes burn bright.
 Look how he keeps his right hand on his heart.

 Director:
 He doesn't even see us!

 (He exits peevishly.)

 Narrator:
 He's lost in thought. . .

 (To the audience)
 This is his play.
 He wants to tell us something.

 Poet:
 (Bowing to the audience from the right wing)

 A fevered dream by night
 On a sickbed in a swamp that will not drain!
 Half-scared to death,
 The frightened heart keeps vigil.
 From far away,
 From the black wastes,
 From fields and forests spattered by the night,
 Wild peals are borne on air
 Of howling, bloodthirsty beasts,
 Of cackling devils
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  7

 And tittering ghosts.
 Far-off, a will-o'-the-wisp,
 Toadstool or dogskull,
 Dances and prances
 With a horrible gleam,
 While above,
 Hushed as a dove,
 A pale sky spreads itself out. . .
 Not a shimmer,
 Not a glimmer,
 Not a dark eyeball's sheen
 Or the white of an unseeing eye . . .
 The world is asleep, in a fever of
 Silence hushed as a dove,
 While a madcap fool
 Weaves a net of shadowy beams
 At the foot of the old gargoyle.

 (He paces back and forth.)
 Ah, shades of the past,
 Whose fountainheads scarce are behind us!
 Ah, beams intertwined
 With the net's bare hope of a haul. . .
 And the anguished heart asks:
 Is it over once and for all,
 Or is there more still ahead?
 And if so, how soon will the thread
 In the weave be made tight?

 Who can know on a fever-night?
 The jackal, or else the hyena . . .

 (Having reached a wing, he suddenly exits.)

 Stage Manager:
 Powerful!

 (Nudging the Narrator)
 Set the scene!

 (Exits)
 Narrator:

 An old marketplace.
 Over there is the town hall.

 (The town hall is lighted up.)
 In the niches of its walls
 Are statues made of stone:

 All kinds of old nobility;
 A pair of pious, pensive priests;
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 8  PROLOGUE

 And up above, as you can see,
 High on the clock tower
 (The clock itself no longer tells the hour),

 A bishop with a cross and sword,
 Both held above his head
 To fight for the true faith:
 One is for blessing, one for striking dead . . .
 In that street on your left, you see the church.

 (The church is lighted up.)
 Commanding the whole square,
 It stands there with a supercilious stare,
 Its Jesus gold, its marble white,
 Throwing its long shadow all the way
 To the synagogue over on your right. . .

 (The synagogue is lighted up.)
 It's just a shul like any shul,
 Peering out through cracked old spectacles,
 An old building damp with tears
 And full of grief,
 Stooped beneath a heavy roof,
 From which it glances at the church in fear:
 Look here,
 I hardly take up any room,
 I'm colorless, I make no sound,

 My steps go down into the ground?
 And you're so dazzlingly tall and bright!
 Why don't you let my windows have the light
 Your shadow takes from them
 And stop your poking in my soul ... ?

 (The study house is lighted up.)
 Poor but cheery?that's the study house.
 Despite its old, ramshackle frame
 Its large windows are aflame

 With youngsters learning Torah:
 Their cheeks are pale,
 Their curls are dark,
 Their glowing eyes could win your heart?
 Like birds they sing!
 Like bells they ring!

 Stage Manager (muttering from the wing):
 We're running late!

 Narrator (hearing steps, he br?ate off and says nervously):
 Someone's there!
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  9

 (The Wanderer appears, walking slowly and looking very tired.)
 An unfamiliar face . . .

 Director (leafing through his notebook):
 I can't find him anyplace.

 Narrator (regarding the Wanderer with astonishment):
 He walks
 As though to leave his footprints in the air;
 A knapsack on his back and heavy travel wear;
 A walking stick carved with a faded rose
 That drops its petals as he goes . . .
 Look how he bites his lips!

 Stage Manager:
 I'd better let them know.

 (Exits)
 Narrator:

 A sickly smile;
 Eyes young but sorrowful
 Beneath a wrinkled brow . . .

 (He cups his hand to his ear.)
 Sshhh, he's talking now!

 Wanderer (looking about):
 The same stars, the same sky,
 The same earth . . .
 How much these ears have heard,
 And yet they would hear more!
 How little do these eyes
 Feel they have seen their fill
 Of color or of form!
 What's near still drives me on;
 What's far still draws me to it:
 On and on and on . . .
 My legs feel like lead.
 My pack
 Sits heavy on my back . . .

 (He begins to remove it.)
 And beside the weight of my own clothes,
 I bear with me the dust of many lands and roads . . .

 (He sits down by the synagogue wall)
 Come closer to me, night, drift close around me!
 Your breath is pure,
 Your shadows soft . . .
 Where am I coming from? Don't ask.
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 10  PROLOGUE

 Before these shadows flee, I must be off.
 Where am I going to? Don't ask again.
 Maybe Someone Up There knows,
 But I myself
 Have grown old but hardly wise
 From seeing set and seeing rise
 The sun that I've been following so long.
 Nowhere a stranger and nowhere at home;
 Driven by the same unknown hunter
 Who drives us all but me a little faster . . .

 No matter where I sleep, I dream in a strange bed,
 And with the crack of dawn I'm up.
 Night, let me lay my head down in your lap!
 I won't bother looking at the town?they're all the same . . .
 Be good and spin for me a dream
 That gently rocks my weary heart to sleep:
 Spin red, spin black,
 Spin gray?
 Mix the colors any way?
 But spin!
 Spin life,
 Spin death,
 Spin out what's in between . . .

 (He falls asleep. The scrim now seems so thin that the entire
 marketplace can be seen clearly, along with all the characters on
 stage. The synagogue is dark, the study house brightly lit; oil lamps
 burn smokily in the backs of the shops in the old courtyard. The
 shopkeepers are getting ready to put out the lights and close for the
 day. On the wooden balcony overlooking the courtyard women sit
 looking down, some at the study house, others at a group of girls
 standing in a circle in the marketplace, still others at the shops
 below. Behind them the windows of their homes are like red,
 burning eyes. In the street in the background leading away from the
 marketplace stand two young ladies. One holds a letter up to the
 light of a streetlamp. The Lamp Snuffer, his instrument in his
 hand, is about to start work. The town hall is shuttered from
 within. A rainbow-colored light plays over the edges of the shutters.
 On a corner near the church street a boy and a girl are holding
 hands. They are about to stroll into the marketplace. The Night

 Watchman leans against a wall by the tavern door, from which he
 has apparently just emerged, ready to begin his rounds; around his
 neck is a whistle on a chain. The gargoyle in the middle of the
 marketplace is a somber green. The cobblestones gleam in the paved
 streets. The flames of the streetlamps quiver in the damp air.
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  11

 The characters are all in place, motionlessly waiting for a sign
 to begin.

 The Stage Manager returns with the Director and the
 Poet. They walk on tiptoe.)

 Stage Manager (pointing to the Wanderer):
 He's fast asleep.

 Narrator:
 As if in some deep fog.
 The things that happen in the theater!

 Director:
 Come on, let's get him out of here.

 (The Director, the Stage Manager, and the Narrator drag
 the sleeping Wanderer offstage, leaving his things behind.)

 Poet (suddenly inspired):
 Hold on!
 I've just glimpsed one of his dreams:
 That's the play we'll put on!

 (He gathers the Wanderer's things.)

 (Curtain)
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace

 ACT THREE

 (Curtain)

 Narrator:
 "Once upon a time"?
 That's all some need to hear and they believe it. . .
 And so,
 Among that portion of mankind
 That is too weak or not quite bold enough
 To shield itself from life or live it,
 We find tormented souls

 Who look for comfort to the world of myth,
 In whose protective lap (how great the risk!)
 They hide their heads.

 Without bright stars, without the sun,
 The eye thirsts for the images of dreams,
 And the ear yearns
 For olden days and cloudy climes?
 For "Once upon a time". . .
 Once upon a time?
 Life was exchanged for fantasy,
 Which sows not, reaps not,
 Bears no golden fruit,
 But only raises, sick and shadowy,
 Its pale blue sprouts
 Full of sweet poison for the head and heart;

 While deeper yet, out of a black abyss,
 Stare enigmatic eyes, man's, beast's, or winking god's
 Ah, irresistible hasheesh!
 Once?
 But listen well
 To what befell
 Upon a time.
 Picture a world where all is shattered,
 Souls tortured to the point of madness,
 Bodies flayed and flogged with poison snakes!
 Overhead, at the highest zenith,

This content downloaded from 
�������������131.229.64.72 on Fri, 04 Feb 2022 12:02:51 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 40  ACT THREE

 So faint that few can still have seen it,

 Is a creature with hair gold-streaming
 And eyes as bright as the brightest star.
 A single word is written on its forehead:
 "Truth!"
 It pales, it fades,
 It vanishes in mist. . .

 And now, out of the abyss,
 Rises its opposite?
 A ponderously cloud-gray shape
 On whose plutonic brow's inscribed
 The words: "Have faith!"

 Through the dark night
 This legendary beast keeps watch,
 And Death awakes!
 Graves yawn wide
 And from them crawl,
 In snow-white robes and prayer shawls?
 The dead! . . .
 Without a sound, without a word,
 They slip into the synagogue
 To pray and chant,
 And to lament
 The queenly Shekhinah's banishment:
 The dead! . . .
 If you want to live, stranger,

 Don't pray with them: it's mortal danger!
 If they call you to the Torah,
 Your wife's life with you is over;
 Should your house have a male heir,
 Teach him quick the mourner's prayer;
 If you're a bachelor, or have no son?

 (The scrim rises. The Narrator walks off, shouting angrily.)
 But I'm not done! I'm still not done!

 (Night. The dead walk up the back street, heading into town from
 the cemetery. Unsteadily gripping the cemetery fence, since they
 have no gravestones of their own to support themselves with, are a
 police Informer, his tongue in his hand, and a Butcher who sold
 his unwitting customers non-kosher meat and now has the tripe of
 a cow around his neck. Others are still crawling from their graves,
 rubbing their eyes and stretching themselves. The Brody Singers
 climb out of a common grave in tarred sadcs, embarrassed to be
 without shrouds. On a knoll in the middle of the cemetery stands an
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  41

 Old M an, shading his eyes and looking about as if searching for a
 sign in heaven or on earth.)

 Jester (to gargoyle):
 Quick,
 Your magic ring!
 Here come the dead?
 Show them your blood-red rays!

 (To the apparitions)
 And you, who believe you're alive?
 Disappear!
 Beat it, scram, get out of here!
 Back to your barracks!
 When the dead
 Come swarming from all corners,
 Be prepared
 For anything!

 A Worker:
 He thinks we're easy to scare!
 Doesn't he know we're Reds?

 Cultured Jews:
 Jews?they'll believe whatever they're told!

 Frozen Woman (clinging to the warmth of the gargoyle's light):
 I'm so cold! I'm so cold!

 (The workers, the cultured Jews, and the Frozen Woman remain;
 all the other apparitions disappear.)

 Someone (unnerved):
 Here they come! They're almost here?
 And they'll expect us to decide.
 All that talk was a lot of hot air . . .

 I feel so empty inside . . .
 (He runs off up the church street.)

 Old Man (calling out):
 What a terrible night!
 Someone's playing magic tricks, all right.

 (The dead stand in a circle. The Jester clambers quickly up the
 clock tower and tinkers for a long time with the hands of the clock.

 With a squeak, they begin to move. He starts to count the hours, the
 clock chiming them angrily after him. Between each count and each
 chime, the Recluse interrupts.)
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 42  ACT THREE

 Jester:
 One! . . . Two! . . .

 Recluse:
 God is through!

 Jester (impatiently):
 Three! . . . Four! . . .

 Recluse:
 He'll send no more?

 Jester (losing patience completely and rushing ahead):
 Five! . . . Six! . . . Seven!

 Recluse:
 . . . miracles from heaven.

 Jester:
 Eight!

 Recluse:
 He's shut His gate.

 Jester (angrily):
 Nine! . . . Ten! . . . Eleven! . . . Twelve!

 (Shouting down to the Recluse)
 Why don't you learn to help yourself?

 (All of the dead except for the Old Man head determinedly for the
 marketplace.)

 Butcher (grabbing hold of the Informer):
 Has the Messiah woken yet?

 (Shaking him)
 Answer me!

 Old Man:
 The Messiah will wake by day,
 And now it's the black bottom of the night!
 Someone's playing with black magic!
 There's not a sign of Judgment Day
 Anywhere in heaven or on earth . . .
 Wait!

 (Calling to the dead, who ignore him)
 You can't escape
 The long arm of God!
 You're blind
 As the wind?
 And it's an ill wind that has sinned . . .
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace 53

 Cantor:
 Deep in the earth, my dear.
 Put out the fire

 And forget me. I am dead.
 (Glancing heavenward)

 And may He too forget!

 (They depart, the Cantor rejoining the other dead, the woman
 retiring behind the gate.)

 Old Maid (stepping forward):
 What?
 How gullible can you get?
 Forget what?
 The years I sat home in the dark
 Playing the game they call "Wait"?
 "Wait, your true love will turn up."

 Well, that's all a big load of crap!
 (Shouting at the sky)

 I can't stand it any more!
 (She walks back to the marketplace.)

 Right outside my front door
 Life went rolhcking by
 In a gale of desire,
 And I?
 I lay in a ditch like a worm!
 I might as well have been tone-deaf and color-blind,
 The way I lived, day after day,
 Night after night, in a cloud of gray!
 Not a laugh, not a smile, not a moment of fun,
 Not a single warm hand on the back of my neck . . .
 I never heard a good word,
 Never met a stranger's eyes or looked back . . .
 I bit my nails,
 And gritted my teeth,
 And ate out my heart that was pining away . . .
 Well, now I say:
 No!
 No! No! No! No! No!
 You can take your "Be a good girl" and stow it?
 You've already used it to cut my throat!
 Who'll pay me back?
 I want to scream, I want to curse,
 Hand me a stone and I'll?
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 54  ACT FOUR

 (She br?ales off, catching sight of the Brody Singers, who enter in
 their tarred sadts.)

 Frightened Voices:
 ?Who are you? What's that you've got on you?
 ?Tell us about the troubles you've gone through!

 (The music changes to the High Holiday prayer Odom lehevel
 domoh, "Man is but vanity. ")

 Brody Singers:
 We are the singers, the singers of Brod,
 And we have been punished, punished by God!
 We traveled through heat and we traveled through frost,
 Till we came down with plague and we gave up the ghost;
 The pallbearers came without waiting a minute,
 Each brought a tarred sack and put each of us in it;
 With pitchforks of iron, we still were alive,
 They prodded and poked us right into the grave.
 And now we are asking, we're asking of God:
 Why did He punish the singers of Brod?

 More Frightened Voices:
 ?Better not ask! You don't want to know!
 ?Better to stick to the straight and narrow!
 ?Better to dance!

 (Excitedly)
 ?Go ahead, dance!
 ?Let's see a fire in your pants!
 ?Let's see a gleam in your dead eyes!
 ?Show us you've got a spark of life!
 ?Shake a leg there, prance!
 ?Dance! Dance! Dance!
 ?Give it all you've got!
 ?Dance till you bust a gut!
 ?Kick up your heels!
 ?Pretend you're on wheels!

 Jester:
 Feel what you've never let yourselves feel!
 Live what you've never lived before!

 (They dance apathetically. The music limps along. Still, two circles
 form to the right and left, one for men and one for women. They
 keep stubbornly revolving while philosophers, a Kabbalist, and
 some Hasidim walk up and down between them.)
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  55

 First Philosopher:
 Life, death?
 I don't know what they're for . . .

 Second Philosopher:
 What a nit you are!
 There are some things you just have to accept.

 First Philosopher:
 You mean the human intellect?

 Second Philosopher:
 ... is useless? Let it rot!

 First Philosopher:
 But that is not. . .

 (Growing agitated)
 What is Truth
 If all's just semiotics?
 How completely idiotic
 It is to hold
 That all we know of anything
 Is what it's called!

 Third Philosopher (approaching them):
 That isn't so at all!
 You can't deny that suffering is real.

 Second Philosopher:
 It's simply a modality
 Of an unknowable reality.

 First Philosopher (regretfully):
 Well, anyway,
 Philosophy has had its ups and downs . . .

 Kabbalist (coming over):
 There are mystical ciphers and mystical sums!
 Once?

 Fourth Philosopher:
 Just look at those bones
 All creaking away
 To a number that dead musicians play!
 Some seem quite cheeky and bold.

 First Philosopher:
 At least they won't catch cold!

 Kabbalist:
 To get back to what?

This content downloaded from 
�������������131.229.64.72 on Fri, 04 Feb 2022 12:02:51 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 56  ACT FOUR

 (A group of four Hasidim enters.)

 First Hasid (singing soulfully):
 My mama told me
 To pick apples from a tree . . .
 But a Jew is too small,
 And a tree is too tall,
 And I never picked
 Any apples at all.

 First Philosopher:
 Semiotics!
 Idiotic!

 Second Philosopher:
 According to Ecclesiastes,
 Life is foolish, vain, and nasty!

 Second Hasid:
 If you ask me,
 Dancing's better than talking.

 (The Hasidim form a circle with their hands on each other's
 shoulders and begin to whirl around, breaking into song. The
 dancing circles of men and women sing along with them.)

 First Hasid:
 Dancing is a mighty thing!
 You don't have to think!
 You don't have to know!
 Just step out of your body and leave it below!

 Circle of Hasidim (clapping their hands):
 Bom-bom!

 Circles of Dead Men and Women (stamping their feet):
 Clomp-clomp!

 Second Hasid:
 Dancing is a mighty thing,
 It has every advantage!
 I ask no questions when I dance,
 Because right off I'm in a trance . . .

 Dancing Circles:
 Bom-bom!
 Clomp-clomp!

 Third Hasid:
 Dancing is a mighty thing!
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  65

 EPILOGUE

 (Curtain)

 Narrator (entering and about to speak when he hears voices behind the scrim.
 Walking over, he peers through an opening in it.)

 How they weep, how they mourn,
 The wind-borne dead!
 No new life was granted them.
 Listen.

 (Voices can be heard from behind the scrim, receding into the
 distance.)

 First Voice:
 There once was someone who went off

 And left his image in a pool,
 Shimmering in water?
 Until the bucket caught it. . .

 Second Voice:
 When the earthen jug was cracked,
 Out the wine cascaded.
 A single drop alone was left?
 And that evaporated . . .

 Third Voice:
 There was a song
 That echoed long,
 Till one last sound
 Was left behind.
 It hummed once more
 And fell
 Dead on the ground . . .

 Fourth Voice:
 After the sun has set,

 A misty wake that's made
 By its reflection reddens in the west?
 And fades . . .

 All Four Voices Together:
 There were dreams . . .
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 66  EPILOGUE

 There was sin . . .
 There was a wind
 That carried them away
 Like straw
 Or spray . . .

 Narrator:
 How piteous!

 (He puts his ear to the scrim.)
 How hideous!

 Voices of the Marketplace Dead:
 An illusion, that's all it ever was.
 Now His long arm has overtaken us,
 And we're to blame . . .

 Narrator:
 They're at the graveyard gate . . . they're entering . . .

 Mournful Voices of Dead Men:
 With our heads bare . . .

 Voices of Dead Women:
 . . . and unbraided hair . . .

 Men and Women Together:
 . . . we step into the grave.

 Chorus of Synagogue Dead:
 The night begins to fade!
 We, Thy humble slaves,
 Await Thy sign tonight,
 As every night.
 Do as Thou seest fit!

 Narrator:
 They're standing by their graves.

 Synagogue Dead:
 And when the earth has covered us again,
 Thy will be done!
 We shall wait and be still
 Until Thou wakest us.
 Thy will be done!

 Narrator:
 Now I see children.

 (He turns away.)
 I can't look . . .
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  67

 Chorus of Girls:
 Goodbye, goodbye,
 You sweet blue eyes,
 You little flower heads,
 Goodbye. . .

 Chorus of Boys:
 And you, sweet pears and peaches,
 On the sweet little branches
 Of the sweet little trees . . .

 Boys and Girls Together:
 Goodbye, goodbye,
 You birds who fly
 In the sweet blue air

 Of the sweet little sky!

 Synagogue Dead:
 And may our sins
 Be wiped away
 Just like a cloud
 On a summer's day!

 (The scrim rises, revealing the cemetery. The dead stand by their
 open graves. The Old Man is once again on the knoll in the middle
 of the graveyard.)

 The Dead:
 We do renounce
 All things!

 Old Man:
 Into the ground!

 (The dead descend. The cemetery is cloaked in mist again.)

 Night Watchman (waking and fumbling uneasily for his whistle):
 Damn!
 What did I do with that whistle of mine?

 (The Jester emerges from the synagogue, his head in a blood
 stained bandage. In one hand he holds the gavel used by the
 Beadle for waking Jews for the morning prayer; in the other the
 whistle, which he tosses to the Night Watchman. The Night
 Watchman backs away with it and exits.)

 Jester (to the Recluse, penitently):
 I really overdid it this time?
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 68  EPILOGUE

 Fell flat on my face, I did!
 (He sees the musicians and is terrified.)

 Be gone! Back to your home of slime!
 I do renounce all things!

 (The musicians disappear. He turns to the gargoyle.)
 Turn yourself off, you wild thing!

 (Pointing up at the sky)
 He's awake, don't you see?
 Shut your eyes and mouth and listen to me!

 (The gargoyle does as it is told. The Jester turns to the stone
 statues, which are stumbling about in the street.)

 Back into your niches!
 Stick to your own business!
 Up you go, turn back to stone!
 Forget all that you've heard, all that you've seen:
 Last night was perfectly routine.

 (They do as he bids them and he turns to the rooster.)
 You were right,
 And your verdict was just!
 0 bird,
 You are Symbol
 And Word.
 My sin is great;
 1 won't repeat it.
 I'll lay down my life for you if you need it!
 I'll wake the Jews for prayer from now on . . .

 (He knodcs with the gavel on a gate.)
 One . . . two . . .
 That'll do.

 (He walks along, knocking on gates.)
 Soon they'll all know we had a death last night.

 Fianc?e (wandering disheveled into the marketplace):
 And what about me? What am I supposed to do?

 (When no one answers her, she disappears down the church street.)

 Narrator (following her with his eyes):
 I always knew it wouldn't last between those two!

 (The Recluse and the Wanderer enter the marketplace from
 opposite ends and slowly converge without noticing each other.)

 Recluse:
 Vanity of vanities,
 All is in vain!
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 A Night in the Old Marketplace  69

 Wanderer:
 On the horizon's
 Eastern rim
 A secret hand is fashioning?

 Recluse:
 The chain runs round,
 Link after link . . .

 Wanderer:
 ?bright beams of light,
 Spinning mist out of the night,

 Weaving a new day . . .

 Recluse:
 And there was night and there was day . . .
 Who but a fool could ever say
 That he has lived to see new things?

 Wanderer:
 And in the heart's interior,
 A secret hand is fashioning . . .
 New music's born,
 New hopes are spun . . .
 O weave yourself, Desire, weave!

 Recluse:
 All's vanity . . .

 (Bumping into the Wanderer)
 Live
 All you can,
 Wander
 All you want:
 You'll see nothing new
 Beneath the sun!
 What was is what will be.

 Wanderer (startled):
 And yet something renews itself in me!
 Something draws me out
 And drives me on,
 Away,
 Away . . .
 But to what end?

 Narrator (firmly):
 That isn't in the play!
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 70  epilogue

 Director (appearing in the wings):
 Watch out for the curtain!

 (The Wanderer and the Recluse step quickly back. The scrim
 begins to drop.)

 Wanderer (clutching the Recluse):
 You don't know?

 Recluse:
 No!

 (The scrim descends all the way.)

 Jester (from behind the scrim):
 Jews,
 Go
 To shul!
 Jews, go?

 (A blast of the factory whistle drowns out everyone and every
 thing.)

 (Curtain)
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