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THE SEQUENCE OF DREAMS (Scenes): 

SCENE ONE, Prologue Ten minutes past six in the morning, 29 
June 1905 

SCENE TWO, 14 April 1905 Time is a circle; individual 
experience endlessly repeats itself 

SCENE THREE, 24 April 1905 There are two times, mechanical 
and body 
 
SCEN FOUR, 26 April 1905 Everyone lives in the mountains 

SCENE FIVE, 28 April 1905 Time is absolute, an infinite ruler 

SCENE SIX, 3 May 1905 Cause and effect are erratic; at times 
effect precedes cause 

SCENE SEVEN, 4 May 1905 Time passes, but little happens 

SCENE EIGHT — CUT 

SCENE NINE, 15 May 1905 There is no time; there are only 
images 

SCENE TEN, 20 May 1905 People have no memories 

SCENE ELEVEN, 29 May 1905 Time passes slowly for people 
in motion, thus everything moves 

SCENE TWELVE, 2 June 1905 Time flows backward 

SCENE THIRTEEN, 5 June 1905 Time is a sense like 
taste 

SCENE FOURTEEN, 15 June 1905 Time is visible; one 
can step into the future or remain in the present 

SCENE FIFTEEN, 17 June 1905 Time is discontinuous, 
containing gaps and pauses 

SCENE SIXTEEN, 18 June 1905 There is a Great Clock 
in the Temple of Time 

SCENE SEVENTEEN — CUT 

SCENE EIGHTEEN, 25 June 1905, Time is the gift of 
yourself. 

SCENE NINETEEN, 27 June 1905 In a world of shifting 
pasts, the past may be firm or forgotten 

SCENE TWENTY, 28 June 1905 Time is a nightingale 

SCENE TWENTY-ONE, Epilogue Six minutes past eight 
in the morning, 29 June 1905 
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Einstein’s Dreams  

By Alan Lightman  

© 1993, Warner Books Press 

Notes on The Set: a corner office with two windows, one on each wall. The “stage” is on the level 
of the audience and the paint job of the floorboards continues into the space/chairs where the 
audience sits. As if you indicate that they are being drawn into the space of the office.  They are 
here in the same space as the action.  In each window, behind the frame sits a television. It is 
clearly a television and the representations are pixilated. There is no desire to fool the audience. 
The audience knows this is a “representation.” The two televisions are hooked up to the same 
source, an apple laptop, so they display the same images. The room is a drably painted, 
undecorated Berne “patent office.”  

There is one projector connected to another apple laptop that projects images occasionally onto the 
entire space of the stage/audience.  

There is an “old school” projector that uses transparencies that will project the date of each dream.  

Notes on the Costumes: Men in tuxes or Suits. With Ties or bowties. And Fancy shoes. Can vary 
in color.  Women in Lacy, frilly, slips, layered on top of one another. High-healed shoes.   
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SCENE ONE, PROLOGUE: THE ROOM OF PRACTICLE IDEAS 

(All narration and audio will be recorded and played, surround sound, around the audience.  The 
actors will set the props on the stage, setting the scene, as the objects are mentioned in the audio 
taken form the line “minute by minute new objects gain form”.  A single man, Einstein, sits in a 
chair on the stage. He is asleep while sitting. The play begins.)  

(Music: plays lowly under all the action.) 

(Lights: begin in darkness, the lights gradually come up over the course of the scene. Mimicking 
the rising of the sun “the dim light that seeps through the room.”) 

EINSTEIN 

(in a German accent) I sometimes ask myself how it came about that I was the one to develop the 
theory of relativity. The reason, I think, is that a normal adult never stops to think about problems 
of space and time. These are things which he has thought about as a child. But my intellectual 
development was retarded, as a result of which I began to wonder about space and time only when 
I had already grown up.  

VOICE ONE 

In some distant arcade, a clock tower calls out six times and then stops (a clock tower gonging-like 
sound in the underneath soundtrack) 

VOICE TWO 

The young man slumps at his desk.  

VOICE THREE 

He has come to the office at dawn, after another upheaval.  

VOICE FOUR 

His hair is uncombed and his trousers are too big. (Actor tussles his hair) 

VOICE TWO 

In his hand he holds twenty crumpled pages, (places pages in his hands) 

VOICE SIX 

his new theory of time,  

VOICE THREE 

which he will mail today to the German journal of physics. 
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VOICE ONE 

Tiny sounds from the city drift through the room. (soundtrack: tinny sounds underneath 
the simultaneous rap narration. Sounds should mimic those mentioned in the narration, but not 
necessarily sequentially.) 

(Soundtrack: SIMULTANEOUS RAP) 

VOICE THREE 

A milk bottle clinks 
on a stone.  

VOICE FIVE 

An awning is cranked 
i n a s h o p o n 
Marktgasse.  

VOICE TWO 

A vegetab le car t 
m o v e s s l o w l y 
through a street.  

VOICE FOUR 

A man and woman 
talk in hushed tones 
i n a n a p a r t m e n t 
nearby.  

VOICE SIX 

In the dim light that seeps through the room, 

  

VOICE FIVE 

the desks appear shadowy and soft, 

  

VOICE SIX 

like large sleeping animals.  

VOICE TWO 

Except for the young man's desk, (places desk in front of sleeping young man) 

VOICE FOUR 

which is cluttered with half-opened books, (clutters the desk, places books on the desk 
and then opens them) 

VOICE FIVE 

the twelve oak desks are all neatly covered with documents, left from the previous day. 
(places documents. Neatly.) 

VOICE THREE 

Upon arriving in two hours, each clerk will know precisely where to begin.  

VOICE ONE 

But at this moment,  

VOICE SIX 
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in this dim light,  (the light comes up a wee bit more) 

VOICE FIVE 

the documents on the desks are no more visible than the clock in the corner (places a 
clock in the corner) 

  

VOICE SIX 

or the secretary's stool near the door. (places stool near “door”) 

VOICE FIVE 

All that can be seen at this moment are the shadowy shapes of the desks  

VOICE TWO 

and the hunched form of the young man. (light comes up a wee bit more) 

VOICE ONE 

Ten minutes past six, by the invisible clock on the wall. (adjusts the time on the clock that 
has been placed previously, by VOICE FIVE) 

VOICE SIX 

Minute by minute, new objects gain form. (lights come up a wee bit more) 

(Soundtrack: SIMULTANEOUS RAP) 

VOICE TWO  

Here, a brass 
wastebasket appears. 
There, a calendar on a 
wall. 

VOICE THREE 

Here, a family 
photograph, 

VOICE FOUR 

a box of paperclips, an 
inkwell, a pen. 

VOICE FIVE  

There, a typewriter, a 
jacket folded on a 
chair.  

VOICE ONE 

In time, the ubiquitous bookshelves emerge from the night mist that hangs on the walls.  

VOICE SIX 

The bookshelves hold notebooks of patents. (places some patents on the shelves.) 
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(Soundtrack: SIMULTANEOUS RAP) 

VOICE ONE  VOICE TWO 

One patent concerns a 
new drilling gear with 
teeth curved in a 
pattern to minimize 
friction.  

VOICE THREE 

Another proposes an 
electrical transformer 
that holds constant 
voltage when the 
power supply varies.  

VOICE FOUR 

Another describes a 
typewriter with a low-
velocity typebar that 
eliminates noise.  
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              VOICE FIVE 

It is a room full of practical ideas. 

VOICE TWO 

The young patent Clerk still sprawls in his chair,  

VOICE SIX 

head down on his desk. (lets head fall to desk) 

VOICE THREE 

For the past several months, since the middle of April,  

VOICE TWO 

he has dreamed many dreams about time.  

VOICE FIVE 

His dreams have taken hold of his research.  

VOICE FOUR 

His dreams have worn him out,  

VOICE SIX 

exhausted him  

VOICE TWO 

so that he sometimes cannot tell whether he is awake or asleep.  

VOICE THREE 

But the dreaming is finished.  

VOICE ONE 

Out of the many possible natures of time, imagined in as many nights,  
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VOICE TWO 

one seems compelling.  

VOICE FIVE 

Not that the others are impossible.  

VOICE ONE 

The others might exist in other worlds. 

 (Lights out. The Music “sonata like” – which has been playing under the entire scene – swells the 
space.  EINSTEIN hums along with the music.) 
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SCENE TWO, 14 APRIL 1905: Time repeats itself, endlessly.  
Man: Charlie 
Woman: Nikki 
Narrator: Dennis  

THE CONCEPT/THE IMAGE: 

Scene 1 happens on stage. Video tape this. Product = “Scene A” 

Project “Scene A” on top of the re-enactment of Scene 1. Videotape this. Product = “Scene B” 

Project “Scene B” to top of the re-enactment of Scene 1 in the show.  

ACTION OF THE SCENE: Charlie and Nikki, sitting, catch eachother’s glances and begin 
to flirt. They shift in their seats, smile and almost, maybe, try and talk.  Then they are about 
to kiss as the lights come down. Taken from the line, “will again meet her husband in the 
small library in Fribourg”.  Performing the nature of intimate encounters/meetings as pure 
and special, but also repeated.  

The “SCENE” is repeated two more times, each with the previous scene on top of it.  

MUSIC: Sea of Love, by Phil Philips 

NARRATOR 

Suppose time is a circle, bending back on itself. The world repeats itself, precisely, endlessly.  

SEQUENCE THE FIRST 
 
 Come with me my love to the sea (Nikki notices Charlie)
 The sea of love (Nikki smiles)
 I want to tell you      (Nikki is checking Charlie out.  He is mopey. He looks at 

his flower, is sad.)
 How much I love you (Nikki shifts in her chair, trying to get his attention.)
 
 Do you remember when we met? (Nikki begins to stare.)
 That's the day 
I knew you were my pet (Nikki begins leaning, trying to get his attention. Keeps 

leaning, until he notices her)

 I want to tell you
 How much I love you 

Come with me (Charlie notices that Nikki is looking at him.)
to the sea (Both smile.)
of love. (Get embarrassed)
 
Do you remember when we met? (Nikki waves)
That's the day 
I just knew you were my pet (Charlie tries to wave, but notices the flower in his 

hand)
I want to tell you
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How much I love you (Looks at flower, at girl then back at flower)

Come with me  (Charlie points to flower, as if to ask, “do you 
want this”) 

to the sea of love. (Nikki smiles. Nods.)

Do you remember when we met? (Decided to stand up, approach each other)
That's the day 
I just knew you were my pet (both smile)
I want to tell you (He extends the flower)
How much I love you (They are about to Kiss and the lights go down quickly). 

SEQUENCE THE SECOND 

(repeat sequence just as before, but with the previous sequence projected on top of it) 

NARRATOR 

For the most part, people do not know they will live their lives over. Lovers making love the first 
time undress shyly, show surprise at the supple thigh, the fragile nipple. How would they know 
that each secret glimpse, each touch, will be repeated again and again and again, exactly as 
before?  

(SCENE TWO ENDS.) 

SEQUENCE THE THIRD 

NARRATOR 

How could they know that nothing is temporary, that all will happen again?  

In the world in which time is a circle, every handshake, every kiss, every birth, every word, will be 
repeated precisely, endlessly. 

(SCENE THREE ENDS) 
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SCENE THREE, 24 APRIL 1905 Mechanical Time and Body Time 

Narrator: Charlie  

Mechanical: Tyler  

Body: Nikki 

NARRATOR 

In this world, there are two times. There is mechanical time (MECHANICAL gestures, adjusts 
glasses/tie or coughs, as he takes his place at the lectern.  He is a total geek. A fuddy-duddy, if you 
will. He wears a clock around his neck, is addicted to time and lives only by the clock) and there is 
body time (BODY pays not attention, begins dance.).  The first is as rigid and metallic as a mas-
sive pendulum of iron that swings back and forth, back and forth, back and forth (MECHANICAL 
thuds open a massive book at the lecture).  The second squirms and wriggles like a bluefish in a 
bay.  The first is unyielding, predetermined. The second makes up its mind as it goes along.  

(BODY: dances on the stage while mechanical gives his “address”. PROJECTIONS OF 
PASSION.) 

MECHANICAL 

(Read from a textbook. At a lectern. This is a lecture given by a “mechanical time” scholar, as 
if lecturing about the importance of routine and structure in one’s day) 

The clock is a mechanical heart that reassures us of our own heart. There are those who think 
their bodies don't exist. They live by mechanical time. They rise at seven o'clock in the morning. 
They eat their lunch at noon and their supper at six. They arrive at their appointments on time, 
precisely by the clock. They make love between eight and ten at night. They work forty hours a 
week, read the Sunday paper on Sunday, play chess on Tuesday nights. When their stomach 
growls, they look at their watch to see if it is time to eat. (looks at his watch, mutters to himself) 
Not yet. (looks at the audience, he was derailed a second. Smiles) When they begin to lose 
themselves in a concert, they look at the clock above the stage to see when it will be time to go 
home. They know that the body is not a thing of wild magic, but a collection of chemicals, tissues, 
and nerve impulses. Thoughts are no more than electrical surges in the brain. Sexual arousal is no 
more than a flow of chemicals to certain nerve endings. Sadness no more than a bit of acid 
transfixed in the cerebellum. In short, the body is a machine, subject to the same laws of electricity 
and mechanics as an electron or clock. As such, the body must be addressed in the language of 
physics. And if the body speaks, it is the speaking only of so many levers and forces. The body is a 
thing to be ordered, not obeyed. 

BODY 

Many are convinced that mechanical time does not exist. When they pass the giant clock on 
the Kramgasse they do not see it; nor do they hear its chimes while sending packages on Postgasse 
or strolling between flowers in the Rosengarten. They wear watches on their wrists, but only as 
ornaments or as courtesies to those who would give timepieces as gifts. They do not keep clocks in 
their houses. Instead, they listen to their heartbeats. They feel the rhythms of their moods and 
desires. Such people eat when they are hungry, go to their jobs at the millinery or the chemist's 
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whenever they wake from their sleep, make love all hours of the day. Such people laugh at the 
thought of mechanical time. They know that time moves in fits and starts. They know that time 
struggles forward with a weight on its back when they are rushing an injured child to the hospital 
or bearing the gaze of a neighbor wronged. And they know too that time darts across the field of 
vision when they are eating well with friends or receiving praise or lying in the arms of a secret 
lover. 

NARRATOR 

Where the two times meet, desperation. Where the two times go their separate ways, contentment. 
For, miraculously, a barrister, a nurse, a baker (more repeated characters mentioned) can make a 
world in either time, but not in both times. Each time is true, but the truths are not the same. 
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 SCENE FOUR, 26 APRIL 1905: Everyone lives in the mountains  

Mechanical: Tyler  
Swing:  

(Something to think about: he always stairs at the mountains, there are so many references to 
them.) 

(THE IMAGE: status as High and low. Puppets – play with high and low.)  

(Projection?: mountains. Or the tops of walls, shifting into mountains.)  

CARLY 

At some time in the past, scientists discovered that time flows more slowly the farther from the 
center of earth.  

MECHANICAL 

The effect is minuscule, but it can be measured with extremely sensitive instruments. (hands out 
instruments to the other cast members, instructing them to “measure.” They begin to wander 
about measuring.) 

Dennis: Once the phenomenon was known,  

Charlie: a few people,  

Hannah: anxious to stay young,  

Jared: moved to the mountains.  

Emily: Now all houses are built on high ground.  

Nikki: It is impossible to sell living quarters elsewhere. 

Georgette: To get the maximum height effect,  

Britney: many people have constructed their houses on stilts.  

Carly: The mountaintops all over the world are nested with such houses,  

Dennis: which from a distance look like a flock of fat birds squatting on long skinny legs.  

ALL (HIGH PEOPLE): Height has become status.  

(All continue using their examination tools) 

Dennis: When a person from his kitchen window must look up to see a neighbor,  

Charlie: he believes that neighbor will not become stiff in the joints as soon as he,  

Hannah: will not lose his hair until later,  

Jared: will not wrinkle until later,  

Emily: will not lose the urge for romance as early.  

Nikki: will not get weak of hearing until later, 
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Georgette: will not get varicose veins as early, 

Britney:  

Carly: Likewise, a person looking down on another house tends to dismiss its occupants as 
uncouth  

Britney: spent,  

Georgette: weak, 

Nikki: shortsighted 

Emily: lazy 

Jared: Boorish 

Hannah: Foolish 

Charlie: Dirty 

Dennis: Hmm . . . . 

CARLY 

Some boast that they have lived their whole lives high up,  

Britney 

that they were born in the highest house on the highest mountain peak  

Georgette 

and have never descended.  

MECHANICAL 

However, now and then some urgent business forces people to come down from their houses,  

(SIMULTANOUS RAP) 

(Tom Wait’s song underneath, Top of the Hill off Real Gone.) 

Dennis: and they do so with haste,  

Charlie: hurrying down their tall ladders to 
the ground,  

Hannah: running to another ladder or to the 
valley below,  

Jared: completing their transactions,  

Emily: and then returning as quickly as 
possible to their houses, or to other high 
places.  

People at ground level never sit.  

They run,  

while carrying their briefcases  

or groceries. 
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Georgette: They know that with each downward step, time passes just a little bit faster and they 
age a little more quickly.  

Dennis: In time, people have forgotten the reason why higher is better.  

Charlie: Nonetheless, they continue to live on the mountains,  

Hannah: to avoid sunken regions as much as they can,  

Jared: to teach their children to shun other children from low elevations.  

Emily: They tolerate the cold of the mountains by habit  

Nikki: and enjoy the discomfort as part of their breeding.  

Georgette: They have even convinced themselves that thin air is good for their bodies  

Britney: and, following that logic, have gone on spare diets,  

Carly: refusing all but the most gossamer food.  

MECHANICAL 

(inspecting all of them) At length, the populace has become thin, bony, old before their time. 
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SCENE FIVE, 28 APRIL 1905: Time is visible in all places, an infinite Ruler, and something to 
be consumed.  

Mechanical:  

Narrator: Dennis 

(THE IMAGE:  Clocks everywhere on stage.  People cut and dissect time to consume and control 
it. Cutting piece of the “pie” of time.  Everyone bears away their own little chunk. Understanding 
and Possession.) 

DENNIS 

One cannot walk down an avenue, converse with a friend, enter a building, browse beneath the 
sandstone arches of an old arcade without meeting an instrument of time.  

All “happen upon” hanging clocks. Say, “ooops,” “oh my.” “Geese.” 

Dennis: Time is visible in all places.    

MECHANICAL: The clock substantializes time and cuts it into slices like an object of 
consumption. 

Georgette: Clock towers,  

Nikki: Wristwatches,  

Britney: Church Bells  

Carly: alarm clocks 

Emily: egg timers 

Charlie: hour glasses 

Jared: stop watches 

Dennis: divide  

Charlie: decades into years, 

Carly: years into months,  

Britney: months into weeks,  

Nikki: weeks into days,  

Jared: days into hours,  

Emily: hours into minutes, 

Georgette: minutes into seconds 

MECHANICAL 

In this world time is absolute and something to be consumed.  
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Dennis: In this world, a second is? 

A second is? (repeated) 

MECHANICAL: a second is a piece of cake! 
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SCENE SIX, 3 MAY 1905: Cause and Effect are Erratic   
Narrator: Emily  
Man: Charlie  

NARRATOR 

A man stands on his terrace, absently emptying his pockets and weeping. (MAN does this) 
Without reason, his friends have abandoned him. No one calls any more, (MAN is holding a 
phone) no one meets him for supper or beer at the tavern, no one invites him to their home. For 
twenty years he has been the ideal friend to his friends, generous, interested, soft-spoken, 
affectionate. (scenes in the T.V. of past moments of happiness) What could have happened? A week 
from this moment on the terrace, the same man begins acting the goat, (MAN hee-haws as a goat) 
insulting everyone— 

MAN 

(interrupting) -- Bitch! 

NARRATOR 

 wearing smelly clothes, (ENSEMBLE member sprays him with “Smelly” spray”) being stingy 
with money, allowing no one to come to his apartment.  Which was cause and which effect, which 
future and which past? Why has this happened? 

MAN 

(crying and mad) You wanna know why, I’ll tell you why. ‘Cause in his world cause and effect are 
erratic. Sometimes the first precedes the second, sometimes the second the first. And sometimes, 
you can’t tell the difference.  

Britney: Dennis, we’re pregnant.  

Dennis: What?! We’re pregnant, that’s great! 

Dennis and Britney Orgasm 

(beat) 

Tyler: (sings) Oh, Shandendoha, I long to hear you . . . away you rolling river. . . Oh Shanendoha I 
long to hear you . . .  (OR, Waltzing Matilda. . . You’ll come a waltzing Matilda with me. ) 

(beat)  

Jared: Don’t think about peeing. I don’t have to pee. Transcend pee.  

(beat)  

Hannah: Chicken 

Nikki: Egg 

Hannah: Chicken 

Nikki: Egg! 

(beat)  

Georgette: Oh, hey, Jared, here’s that water you asked for. (Jared drinks large container of water) 

(beat)  
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Carly: Hey Tyler, I’ll give you a dollar if you dress up in a TuTu and sing a funny song.  

Tyler: Um. Maybe.  

(beat)  

Dennis: Oh, Hi, I’m Dennis.  

Britney: I’m Britney, It’s nice to meet you.  

(Britney slaps Dennis across the face) 

Dennis: What? 

(beat)  

Jared (off stage): Guilty! 

Charlie: What! But I didn’t do anything, I’ve just been standing here.  

Jared (off stage): Guilty!  

Georgette: Hey Buddy will you hold this bloody axe for me. Thanks.  

(Georgette walks off stage followed by Charlie, perplexed) 

(beat)  

Hannah: Egg! 

Nikki: Chicken 

Hannah: Egg 

Nikki: Chicken 

(beat) 

(Georgette runs across the stage chased by Charlie)  

Charlie: I’m gonna kill you, you son of a bitch! 

(Beat) 
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SCENE SEVEN, 4 MAY 1905 Nothing Happens  

Narrator: Hannah  

Josephine: Nikki  

Admiral: Charlie  

Husband: Jared  

(Sound: the ticking of a clock underneath all the action.  Perhaps a brief melody, something 
having to do with the Prologue music. The tock of the clock dominates the soundtrack, though.) 

(Opening action.  Before the narrator speaks they will all do the “dance of monotony.” They each 
have four gestures they are allowed to repeat.  Only these gestures for a minute—at least—of this 
“dance of monotony” before the Narrator begins talking.) 

NARRATOR 

It is evening. Two couples, Swiss (indicates which is which) and English, sit at their usual table in 
the dining room of the Hotel San Murezzan in St. Moritz. They meet here yearly, for the month of 
June, to socialize and take the waters. The men are handsome in their black ties and their 
cummerbunds, the women beautiful in their evening gowns. The waiter walks across the fine 
wood floor, takes their orders.  

JOSEPHINE 

I gather the weather will be fair tomorrow. That will be a relief. (The others nod) The baths do 
seem so much more pleasant when it's sunny. Although I suppose it shouldn't matter. 

ADMIRAL 

Running Lightly is four-to-one in Dublin, I'd back him if I had the money. (He winks at his wife.) 

HUSBAND 

I'll give you five-to-one if you're game. 

(The women break their dinner rolls, butter them, carefully, and at the same time -- they know 
the routine -- they place their knives on the side of the butter plates. This is choreographed. The 
men keep their eyes on the entrance.) 

JOSEPHINE 

I love the lace of the serviettes (She takes her napkin and unfolds it, then folds it again, and 
maybe again. She does this. All the time.).  

MARTHA 

You say that every year, Josephine. (pause, then smiles). 

NARRATOR 

Dinner comes. Tonight, they dine on lobster Bordelaise, asparagus, steak, white wine. 
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JOSEPHINE 

How is yours done? (looking at her husband) 

HUSBAND 

 Splendidly. And yours? 

JOSPEHINE 

A bit spicy. Like last week's. 

HUSBAND 

And, Admiral, how's the steak? 

ADMIRAL 

Never turned down a side of beef, (said happily. Laughs.) 

HUSBAND 

Wouldn't notice you've been at the larder much. You've not put on one kilo since last year, or 
even for the last ten. (contemplates this) 

ADMIRAL 

Perhaps you can't notice, but she can. (winks at his wife. Then frowns at the monotony of it all.) 

MARTHA 

I may be mistaken, but it seems the rooms are a bit draftier this year. (The others nod, too long, 
as if they have done this ritual before, continue eating the lobster and the steak.) I always sleep 
best in cool rooms, but if it's drafty I wake up with a cough.  

JOSEPHINE 

 Put the sheet over your head 

MARTHA 

  Yes. (but looks puzzled) 

JOSEPHINE 

Tuck your head under the sheet and the draft won't bother you. It happens to me all the time here.   

MARTHA 

I think I may have tried that.  
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JOSEPHINE 

Well, I have a window by my bed. I can leave it open if I put the sheet over my nose. Keeps the 
cold air out. 

MARTHA 

You say that every year. Josephine.  

JOSEPHINE 

Hmmmmmm. . .  

(Moments of repeating gestures. More of the Dance of Monotony) 

ADMIRAL 

 And how's the business since last year? 

HUSBAND 

 Can't complain, (sipping his brandy) 

ADMIRAL 

 The children? 

HUSBAND 

 Grown a year. 

ADMIRAL 

That sounds about right. Hmmm? 

NARRATOR 

 And it is just the same in every hotel, in every house, in every town. For in this world, time 
does pass, but little happens. Just as little happens from year to year, little happens from month to 
month, day to day.  

(The sound of the tick tock intensifies and surrounds the stage. They are consumed by the passage 
of time.) 
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SCENE NINE, 15 MAY 1905: Only Images   

(IMAGE: A sequence of images, without sequence.  They performance cannot exist “in time”.) 

NARRATOR 

Imagine a world in which there is no time. Only images. 

A child at the seashore, spellbound by her first glimpse of the ocean. A woman standing on a 
balcony at dawn, her hair down, her loose sleeping silks, her bare feet, her lips. The curved arch of 
the arcade near the Zahringer Fountain on Kramgasse, sandstone and iron. A man sitting in the 
quiet of his study, holding the photograph of a woman, a pained look on his face. An osprey 
framed in the sky, its wings outstretched, the sun rays piercing between feathers. A young boy 
sitting in an empty auditorium, his heart racing as if he were on stage. Footprints in snow on a 
winter island. A boat on the water at night, its lights dim in the distance, like a small red star in the 
black sky. A locked cabinet of pills. A leaf on the ground in autumn, red and gold and brown, 
delicate. A woman crouching in the bushes, waiting by the house of her estranged husband, whom 
she must talk to. A soft rain on a spring day, on a walk that is the last walk a young man will take 
in the place that he loves. Dust on a windowsill. A stall of peppers on Marktgasse, the yellow and 
green and red. Matterhorn, the jagged peak of white pushing into the solid blue sky, the green 
valley and the log cabins. The eye of a needle. Dew on leaves, crystal, opalescent. A mother on her 
bed, weeping, the smell of basil in the air. A child on a bicycle in the Kleine Schanze, smiling the 
smile of a lifetime. A tower of prayer, tall and octagonal, open balcony, solemn, surrounded by 
arms. Steam rising from a lake in early morning. An open drawer. Two friends at a cafe, the 
lamplight illuminating one friend's face, the other in shadow. A cat watching a bug on the window. 
A young woman on a bench, reading a letter, tears of joy in her green eyes. A great field, lined 
with cedar and spruce. Sunlight, in long angles through the window in late afternoon. A massive 
tree fallen, roots sprawling in air, bark, limbs still green. The white of a sail boat, with the wind 
behind it, sails billowed like wings of a giant white bird. A father and son alone at a restaurant, the 
father sad and staring down at the tablecloth. An oval window, looking out on fields of hay, a 
wooden cart, cows, green and purple in the afternoon light. A broken bottle on the floor, brown 
liquid in the crevices, a woman with red eyes. An old man in the kitchen, cooking breakfast for his 
grandson, the boy gazing out the window at a white painted bench. A worn book lying on a table 
beside a dim lamp. The white on water as a wave breaks, blown by wind. A woman lying on her 
couch with wet hair, holding the hand of a man she will never see again. A train with red cars, on a 
great stone bridge with graceful arches, a river underneath, tiny dots that are houses in the 
distance. Dust motes floating in sunlight through a window. The thin skin in the middle of a neck, 
thin enough to see the pulse of blood underneath. A man and woman naked, wrapped around each 
other. The blue shadows of trees in a full moon. The top of a mountain with a strong steady wind, 
the valley falling away on all sides, sandwiches of beef and cheese. A child wincing from his 
father's slap, the father's lips twisted in anger, the child not understanding. A strange face in the 
mirror, gray at the temples. A young man holding a telephone, startled at what he is hearing. A 
family photograph, the parents young and relaxed, the children in ties and dresses and smiling. A 
tiny light, far through a thicket of trees. The red at sunset. An eggshell, white, fragile, unbroken. A 
blue hat washed up on shore. Roses cut and adrift on the river beneath the bridge, with a chateau 
rising. Red hair of a lover, wild, mischievous, promising. The purple petals of an iris, held by a 
young woman. A room of four walls, two windows, two beds, a table, a lamp, two people with red 
faces, tears. The first kiss. Planets caught in space, oceans, silence. A bead of water on the 
window. A coiled rope. A yellow brush.   
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SCENE TEN, 20 MAY 1905 No Memories 

Woman: Britney  
Girl: Emily  

WOMAN 

A glance along the crowded streets tells the story. The shoppers walk hesitantly from one stall to 
the next, discovering a new what each shop sells. For in this world, people have no. . .  people 
have no. . .  . . .  

GIRL  

(off stage) No Memories. . . people have no memories . ..  

WOMAN 

Right, people have no memories. the past exists only in . . . um .. .. (confused). . .line? 

GIRL 

Documents. The past exists only in documents. 

WOMAN 

Right. Documents. The past exists only in documents. Documents like the dictionary. Like 
encyclopedia Britanica. And Hustler. And other nudie magazines. . . .(more confused) . . . line. 

GIRL 

(walking on to the stage) 

You can’t just say line. You got to tell them the story. 

WOMAN 

What story?  

GIRL 

Of the show.  

WOMAN 

What show?  

GIRL 

This show. Einstein Dreaming. Remember. I’m Emily. You’re Britney. We are performing a show 
for these nice people.  
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WOMAN 

Oh. Right. I thought we were just . . (Says something extremely nonsensical. Absurd.  

GIRL 

What? What are you talking about? . .  . (smiles at the audience) In this world, the past exists only 
in documents. In each person’s Book of Life. . .(starts reading) In order to know himself, each 
person carries his own Book of Life, which is filled with the history of his life.  

WOMAN 

Oooh, a book. I like books. I prefer nudie magazines, but you know, sometimes you just have to 
make due. . ..  read what’s around. 

GIRL 

Britney, for god sakes Snap out of it! Read the book Britney!  (Begins reading again, trying to get 
Britney to read.)  Sorry. (to the audience) “By reading its pages daily, he can relearn the identity of 
his parents, whether he was born high or born low, whether he did well or did poorly in school, 
whether he has accomplished anything in his life.  

WOMAN 

(takes the book looks at it) Does this mean I’m Alan Lightman.  Just a second ago you said I was 
Britney, now I’m Alan. Jeeze, who’s the forgetful one now. 

GIRL 

 
Say, “Without his Book of Life, a person is a snapshot, a two-dimensional image, a ghost.” --- (as 
Britney interrupts after ghost) Even I know your lines.  

WOMAN 

Oooh ghosts are creepy. I saw a ghost. It scared the shit out of me. I think it was my grandmother, 
coming back from the dead, telling me to not shove the whole cookie in my face.  You know when 
you shove a cookie in your face and put it behind your teeth and it makes you look strange. . . she 
always used to tell me not to do that. . .but I guess she isn’t dead. So maybe it was just my real 
grandmother. . . but she looks like a ghost. . . (something like this. Odd. Nonsensical.)  

GIRL 

What the hell does that have to do with anything. Dumbass. . ..  

WOMAN 

Dumbass? the name’s Alan. . ..  No, Mr. Lightman, to you. 
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GIRL 

(Stares in disbelief) The name’s dumbass, dumbass. (sees others wandering around the stage). . . 
Charlie! Why do you have that thing on your head. NO! stop! What is going on. . . 

(reading from the book) “Many walk with maps, directing the map-holders from one arcade to the 
next in the city they have lived in all their lives, in the street they have traveled for years. Many 
walk with notebooks, to record what they have learned while it is briefly in their heads.” 

That’s it! I’ve had it. (storms off stage. LIGHTS come down as the ensemble wanders around the 
stage).  

 (As this happens random ensemble members in costumes for other scenes wander into the 
audience. They are displaced characters from previous scenes. They wander through the audience, 
playing with them. Everyone has lost there memories.  They all carry with them their own “Book 
of Life” and maps.) 

FOR IMPROVIZATIONAL PURPOSES: 

When it is time to return home at the end of the day, each person consults his address book to learn 
where he lives. The butcher, who has made some unattractive cuts in his one day of butchery, 
discovers that his home is no. 29 Nageligasse. The stockbroker, whose short-term memory of the 
market has produced some excellent investments, reads that he now lives at no. 89 Bundesgasse. 
Arriving home, each man finds a woman and children waiting at the door, introduces himself, 
helps with the evening meal, reads stories to his children. Likewise, each woman returning from 
her job meets a husband, children, sofas, lamps, wallpaper, china patterns. Late at night, the wife 
and husband do not linger at the table to discuss the day's activities, their children's school, the 
bank account. Instead, they smile at one another, feel the warming blood, the ache between the 
legs as when they met the first time fifteen years ago. They find their bedroom, stumble past 
family photographs they do not recognize, and pass the night in lust. For it is only habit and 
memory that dulls the physical passion. Without memory, each night is the first night, each 
morning is the first morning, each kiss and touch are the first. 

A world without memory is a world of the present. The past exists only in books, in 
documents. In order to know himself, each person carries his own Book of Life, which is filled 
with the history of his life. By reading its pages daily, he can relearn the identity of his parents, 
whether he was born high or born low, whether he did well or did poorly in school, whether 
he has accomplished anything in his life. Without his Book of Life, a person is a snapshot, a two--
dimensional image, a ghost. In the leafy cafes on the Brunngasshalde, one hears anguished 
shrieking from a man who just read that he once killed another man, sighs from a woman who 
just discovered she was courted by a prince, sudden boasting from a woman who has learned that 
she received top honors from her university ten years prior. Some pass the twilight hours at their 
tables reading from their Books of Life; others frantically fill its extra pages with the day's 
events. 

With time, each person's Book of Life thickens until it cannot be read in its entirety. Then 
comes a choice. Elderly men and women may read the early pages, to know themselves as youths; 
or they may read the end, to know themselves in later years. 

Some have stopped reading altogether. They have abandoned the past. They have decided 
that it matters not if yesterday they were rich or poor, educated or ignorant, proud or humble, in 
love or empty-hearted no more than it matters how a soft wind gets into their hair. Such people 
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look you directly in the eye and grip your hand firmly.  Such people walk with the limber stride of 
their youth.  Such people have learned how to live in a world without memory.  

SCENE ELEVEN, 29 MAY 1905: Everything is in motion  

(The stage is bare, a man is thrust onto the stage, looks around and begins to run in place, as he 
begins to speak. Cardboad cut outs of Houses and Buildings go careening past him. Some people 
are on roller skates and roll past him. Many things are on wheels.) 

(IN THE WINDOW T.V.s: shots from inside a train will play. As if to suggest the room itself is 
moving.) 

(MUSIC: speedy. Sounds of “motors and locomotion.” Noise. People moving. Gear shifts and 
cranks. Very important) 

TEXT (the ensemble will repeat these phrases, clouding the space with hustel and bustle) 

 I can’t commit to that right now. 

 If you need me call my lawyer. 

 Stop and get me on the ride up.  

 I can’t do that right now. 

 (more?) 

Man: Dennis  

Girl: Nikki 

Man 2: Charlie  

Narrator: Carly  

MAN 

A man or a woman suddenly thrust into this world would have to dodge houses and buildings 
(dodges houses and buildings that nearly hit him).  

GIRL 

For all is in motion! 

MAN 

Houses and apartments, mounted on wheels, go careening through streets.  

MAN 2 

Everywhere the air whines and roars with the sound of motors and locomotion.  
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NARRATOR 

When a person comes out of his front door at sunrise he hits the ground running, catches up with 
his office building, hurries up and down flights of stairs, works at a desk propelled in circles, 
gallops home at the end of the day.  

GEORGETTE 

No one sits under a tree with a book, no one gazes at the ripples on a pond, no one lies in thick 
grass in the country.  

ALL 

No one is still. 

MAN 

Why such a fixation on speed?  

GIRL 

Because in this world time passes more slowly for people in motion. Thus everyone travels at 
high velocity, to gain time. 

(MECHANICAL enters with a book, maybe his “book of life”, opens the text and recites his 
speech). 

MECHANICAL 

That’s right crazy girl.  The speed effect was not noticed until the invention of the internal 
combustion engine and the beginnings of rapid transportation. On September 8, 1889, Mr. 
Randolph Whig of Surrey took his mother-in-law to London at high speed in his new motorcar. To 
his delight, he arrived in half the expected time, a conversation having scarcely begun, and 
decided to look into the phenomenon. After his researches were published,  

JARED 

no one went slowly again. (throws research up in air) 

CARLY 

Since time is money, financial considerations alone dictate that each business must constantly 
travel as rapidly as possible, to achieve advantage over their competitors. 

BRITNEY 

Likewise, houses are sold not on their size or design,  

HOUSES 

but on their speed!  
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SALESMAN 

For the faster a house travels, the more slowly the clocks tick inside and the more time available to 
its occupants. (making a deal with a couple) 

MAN 

(very tired) Buildings are fitted with giant engines of propulsion and are never at rest. Their 
motors and crankshafts roar far more loudly than the people inside them. In this world of great 
speed, the motional effect is all relative.  

Britney 

When two people pass on the street,  

Georgette 

each sees the other's time flow more slowly.  

Nikki 

Each sees the other gaining time. 

MAN 

This reciprocity is maddening. This obsession with speed carries through the night, when 
valuable time could be lost, or gained, while asleep. At night, people dream of speed, of youth, of 
opportunity (The Man is hit by a giant motorized house and falls to the ground, he dies. The 
houses and propelled objects continue to roar across the stage. The lights slowly come down.  The 
sounds of motors and locomotion roar louder.) 
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SCENE TWELEVE, 2 JUNE 1905  

(Projections of Everything Moving backwards. A chase scene with Buster Keaton.) 

(Soundtrack: music, sounds, talking, going backwards.) 

NARATOR 

In this world, time flows backward.  

(A very old woman sits in a chair on stage. Heavy makeup. Barely moving. She can’t hear or see 
anything. Everything is done TO her) 

A withered woman sits in a chair hardly moving, her face red and swollen, her eyesight almost 
gone, her hearing gone, her breathing scratchy like the rustle of dead leaves on stones. Years pass. 
There are few visitors. Gradually, the woman gains strength, eats more, loses the heavy lines in her 
face. (Someone baby-wipes the makeup off her face)  She hears voices, music. (music. She perks 
up.)  Vague shadows gather themselves into light and lines and images of tables, chairs, people's 
faces. The woman makes excursions from her small house, goes to the market, occasionally visits 
a friend, drinks tea at cafes in good weather. She takes needles and yarn from the bottom drawer of 
her dresser and crochets. (picks these up form beside her chair) She smiles when she likes her 
work. One day her husband, with whitened face, is carried into her house. (Man is carried, 
standing, onto the stage) In hours, his cheeks become pink, (someone makeups his checks) he 
stands stooped over, straightens out, speaks to her. Her house becomes their house. They eat meals 
together, tell jokes, laugh. They travel through the country, visit friends. Her white hair darkens 
with brown streaks, her voice resonates with new tones. She goes to a retirement party at the 
gymnasium, begins teaching history. She loves her students, argues with them after class. She 
reads during her lunch hour and at night. She meets friends and discusses history and current 
events. She helps her husband with the accounts at his chemist's store, walks with him at the foot 
of the mountains, makes love to him. Her skin becomes soft, her hair long and brown, her breasts 
firm. She sees her husband for the first time in the library of the university, returns his glances. 
She attends classes. She graduates from the gymnasium, with her parents and sister crying tears of 
happiness. She lives at home with her parents, spends hours with her mother walking through the 
woods by their house, helps with the dishes. She tells stories to her younger sister, is read to at 
night before bed, grows smaller. She crawls. She nurses. (Woman ends up in fetal position on the 
floor of the stage) 

HANNAH 
(muttering this underneath her breath the entire time) 

I would like to swim against the stream of time. I would like to erase the consequences of certain 
events and restore an initial condition.  But every moment of my life brings with it an 
accumulation of new facts and each of these new facts brings with it its consequences; so the more 
I seek to return to the zero moment from which I set out, the further I move away from it; though 
all my actions are bent on erasing the consequences of previous actions and though I manage to 
achieve appreciable results in this erasure, enough to open my heart to hopes of immediate relief, I 
must, however, bear in mind that my every move to erase previous events provokes a rain of new 
events, which complicate the situation worse than before and which I will then, in their turn, have 
to try to erase. 

Therefore I must calculate carefully every move so as to achieve the maximum of erasure with the 
minimum of recompilation.  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SCENE THIRTEEN, 5 JUNE 1905: Time is a Sense, Like Sight or like Taste  

(Concept: The same scene video taped with three different cameras, all taped simultaneously. They 
tape the same scene as it happens. But certain ones are sped up.  Different points of view perceive 
the sequence of events as happening at a different rate. This one is actually like the theory of 
relativity.) 

(The same content in three different time frames. SOUND: adjust the sound as perceived from 
different speakers.) 

 We need to see them simultaneously. FAST MEDIUM SLOW.  Find some point of arrival, midway 
through, where they coincide then move out. WHAT IS THE POINT THAT THEY ARE 
ANCHORED IN?  

WORKSHOP: what actions will be well served by this treatment. Easiest: something approaching 
and then leaving again.  

NARRATOR 

Scene from different perspectives the same event appears to have it’s own time. For in this word, 
Time is a sense like sight or like taste. 

In a world where time is a sense, like sight or like taste, a sequence of episodes may be quick or 
may be slow, dim or intense, salty or sweet, causal or without cause, orderly or random, depending 
on the prior history of the viewer. Who can say if an event happens fast or slow, causally or 
without cause, in the past or the future? Who can say if events happen at all?  
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SCENE FOURTEEN, 15 JUNE 1905: Time is a visible dimension  

(Image: a woman sits in the middle of the stage, near a suitcase full of photos. She is surround by 
people holding “signposts” of what they represent in her life. Dennis: Lover. Tyler: knowledge/
Professor, Georgette: Comfort/Friendship, etc.)  

Narrator: Emily 

Woman: Nikki 

NARRATOR 

In this world, time is a visible dimension. Just as one may look off in the distance and see houses, 
trees, mountain peaks that are landmarks in space, so one may look out in another direction and 
see births, marriages, love, deaths that are signposts in time, stretching off dimly into the far 
future. And just as one may choose whether to stay in one place or run to another, so one may 
choose his motion along the axis of time. Some people fear traveling far from a comfortable 
moment. They remain close to one temporal location, barely crawling past a familiar occasion. 
Others gallop recklessly into the future, without preparation for the rapid sequence of passing 
events. 

A young woman sits in her bedroom. The sounds of her parents' fighting drift up to her. She 
covers her ears and stares at a photograph on her table,  

WOMAN 

a photograph of herself as a child, squatting at the beach with her mother and father.  

NARRATOR 

At the foot of her bed, a suitcase is open, half-filled with clothes (actually photos). (Narrator picks 
up the photographs and drops them) She stares at the photograph and out into time. 

ALL 

The future is beckoning. (dispersed. In character. not spoken simultaneously) 

 
NARRATOR 

She makes up her mind. Without finishing her packing, she rushes out of her house,  

WOMAN 

She rushes out of this point of her life  

NARRATOR 

straight to the future. She rushes past one year ahead (echoes), five years, ten years, twenty years, 
finally puts on the brakes. But she is moving so fast that she cannot slow down until  

WOMAN 

she is fifty years old.  

NARRATOR 

Events have raced by her vision and barely been seen.   
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(As the Ensemble approaches her, they strike a pose with her, Emily, the Narrator, takes a Polaroid 
of the pose. Freezing the lost moment in time. The Ensemble member who poses takes the photo 
from Emily and hands it to Nikki.) 

DENNIS 

A balding solicitor who got her pregnant and then left.  

TYLER 

A blur of a year of physics at the university.  

GEORGETTE 

A girlfriend in Berlin.  

HANNAH 

Scattered visits to her mother’s apartment in Martigny.  

FATHER 

The damp apartment in Zurich, smelling of garlic, where her father died.  

CARLY 

A letter from her daughter,  

NIKI 

living somewhere in Brussels. 

NARRATOR 

The woman catches her breath.  

WOMAN 

She is fifty years old.  

NARRATOR 

She remains in her bedroom,  

WOMAN 

tries to remember her life,  

NARRATOR 

stares at a photograph of herself as a child,  

NARRATOR & WOMAN 

squatting at the beach with her mother and father.   
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SCENE FIFTEEN, 17 JUNE 1905: Stops and Starts 

(Music: slightly dinky. Mocking the action and simplicity of the gestures as the Narrators are. 
Somewhat poppy.) 

Narrator 1 

It is Tuesday morning in Berne. The thick fingered baker is shouting at a woman who has not paid 
her last bill, is flailing her arms while she quietly puts her new purchase of bread in her bag. (The 
baker is audibly talking forcefully about the unpaid bill, the actors do the suggested gestures, the 
woman inaudibly mumbles to herself – a little.) 

Narrator 2 

Outside the baker's shop, a child is skating (Girl from all is in motion) playing with a yo-yo (a red 
ball) the child's skates click on the stone street. (the child chases a ball which is a puppet. Can we 
do something like that imaginary dog walking stick, where the child controls the puppet but it 
appears to be not connected in any way to the person?) 

Narrator 1 

On the east end of the street a man and woman are standing close in the shadow of an arcade.  

Narrator 2 

Two men are walking past (two men walk past) with newspapers under their arms.  (Narrator 2 
hands them two papers which they place under their arms) 

Narrator 1 

Three hundred meters to the south, a nightengale is flying lazily over the Aare. (a puppet of a bird 
wobbles across the stage) 

Narrator 2 

Then suddenly, the world stops. (suddenly everyone on stage freezes.  SOUD AFFECT: the 
screech of a record player, as if the needle were displaced, you know?) 

Narrator 1 

 The baker's mouth halts in mid-sentence. 

Narrator 2 

The child floats in mid-stride, the ball hangs in the air.  

Narrator 1 
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The man and woman become statues under the arcade.  

Narrator 2 

The two men become statues, their conversation stopped as if the needle of a phonograph had been 
lifted.  

Narrator 1 

The bird freezes in flight, fixed like a stage prop suspended over the river. 

Narrator 2 

A microsecond later,  

Narrator 1 

the world starts again. (SOUD: the sound starts up the reverse of how it started, as if a 
phonograph were started with the needle already in place). The baker continues his harangue as if 
nothing had happened.  

Narrator 2 

So, too, the child races after the ball.  

Narrator 1 

The man and woman press closer together. (Narrator presses them together). 

Narrator 2 

The two men continue debating the rise in the beef market.  

Narrator 1 

The bird flaps its wings and continues its arc over the Aare. Minutes later, (long pause, sort of 
tricking the fellow actors, not knowing when you will stop them)  

Narrator 2 

the world stops again.  

Narrator 1 

Then starts again.  

Narrator 2 

Stops.  

Narrator 1 

Starts. 
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Narrator 2 

Stops.  

Narrator 1 

And then Starts. 

Narrator 2 

Stops.  

Narrator 1 

And soon it starts again. 

(this continues for a brief time, with some pauses tricking the “players”.  Eye contact key with the 
two Narrators. They are messing with their power and ability to stop/start this world. 

SOUND: there should be some audible accompaniment, like “all has gone awry,” sort of thing.  
Highlight the chaotic nature of the piece). 

Man 

What world is this?  

Narrator 1 

In this world time is discontinuous.  

NARRATOR 2: Time is a stretch of nerve fibers: seemingly continuous from a distance but 
disjointed close up.  

NARRATOR 1: Microscopic gaps between fibers separate segments of time.  

Narrator 2: Nervous action flows through one segment of time, abruptly STOPS, pauses, leaps 
through a vacuum,  

Narrator 1: and RESUMES in the neighboring segment.  

Narrator 2: So tiny are the disconnections in time that a single PAUSE would have to be mag-
nified and dissected into one thousand parts before a single missing part of time could be spotted.  

NARRATOR 1: After each reSTART of time, the new world looks just like the old. the positions 
and motions of clouds appear exactly the same, the trajectories of birds, the flow of conversations, 
of thoughts.  

NARRATOR 2: The segments of time fit together almost perfectly. Stop.  

NARRATOR 1: but not quite perfectly. Stop.  

NARRATOR 1: the tiny gaps between segments are practically imperceptible. Start. 

NARRATOR 2: But not completely. Stop.  

NARRATOR 1: But nearly completely. Start! 
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NARRATOR 2: But not by all people. Stop.  

NARRATOR 1: Start! 

NARRATOR 2: Stop.  

NARRATOR 1: Start. 

NARRATOR 2: Stop. 

NARRATOR 1: Star-fruit! Ha tricked ya! (two Narrators walk off stage while still Stoping/
Starting) 
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SCENE SIXTEEN, 18 JUNE 1905 Great Clock 

(The Line, starting from stage right.  Britney who forgets, Martha From Nothing Happens, “crazy 
girl” from Everything is in Motion, Urinator, Charlie, Mechanical Time, Georgette, Einstein, 
Grandmother, Narrator.) 

NARRATOR 

Emanating from a cathedral in the center of Rome, a line of ten thousand people stretches radially 
outward, like the hand of a giant clock, out to the edge of the city, and beyond. Yet these patient 
pilgrims are directed inward, not out. They are waiting their turn to enter the Temple of Time.  

CRAZY GIRL: I traveled so far. All the way on my rollerskates. I had to skate uphill most of the 
way, it was very tiresome.  But once I got to the top is gained speed.  

MARTHA: You say that every year.  

CHARLIE: You made it so far, pretty pony. Pretty Pony. 

URINATOR: (gives evil look) 

MECHANICAL: It took me exactly .04 months to get here. That’s .175 weeks, 1.23 days, a little 
over 28.86 hours and approximately 10,388 seconds. If you’re keeping track.  

NARRATOR 

They are waiting to bow to the Great Clock. They have traveled long distances, even from other 
countries, to visit this shrine. Now they stand quietly as the line creeps forward through 
immaculate streets. Some read from their prayer books. Some hold children. Some eat _____ or 
drink water. And as they wait, they seem oblivious to the passage of time.  

CRAZY GIRL: I heard that inside the temple of time, everything moves as if propelled by 
motors. Rollercoasters whiz past with people inside jumping and screaming and freaking out. It’s a 
blast.  

URINATOR: No. Inside the temple of time it is dark and somber.  You exist in complete solitude.  
There is no one to poke fun at you.  You don’t have to move any stones.  There is nothing.  

CHARLIE: We heard that inside the temple there are a bunch of very pretty ponies. Yes.  

MECHANICAL: actually inside the temple of time, there is NO TALKING! 

CRAZY GIRL: I don’t know what’s wrong with that dude.  

GRANDMOTHER: Long ago, before the Great Clock, time was measured by changes in 
heavenly bodies: the slow sweep of stars across the night sky, the arc of the sun and variation in 
light, the waxing and waning of the moon, tides, seasons. Time was measured also by heartbeats, 
the rhythms of drowsiness and sleep, the recurrence of hunger, the menstrual cycles of women, the 
duration of loneliness.  

MECHANICAL: Then, in a small town in Italy, the first mechanical clock was built. People were 
spellbound.  

GRANDMOTHER: Later they were horrified.  

MECHANICAL: (in awe) Here was a human invention that quantified the passage of time, that 
laid ruler and compass to the span of desire,  
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URINATOR: that measured out exactly the moments of a life.  

MECHANICAL: It was magical,  

URINATOR: it was unbearable,  

GRANDMOTHER: it was outside natural law.  

MARTHA: Yet the clock could not be ignored.  

 
NARRATOR: It would have to be worshipped.  

MECHANICAL: The inventor was persuaded to build the Great Clock.  

HANNAH: Afterwards, he was killed and all other clocks were destroyed.  

NARRATOR 

Then the pilgrimages began. On any day, at any hour of any day, a line of ten thousand stretches 
radially outward from the center of Rome, a line of pilgrims waiting to bow to the Great Clock.  

MECHANICAL: They stand quietly! 

Charlie: Shhhhhhhhh pony. No talking.  

NARRATOR 

reading prayer books, holding their children. They do stand quietly, but secretly they seethe with 
their anger. For they must watch measured that which should not be measured. They must watch 
the precise passage of minutes and decades. They have been trapped by their own inventiveness 
and audacity. And they must pay with their lives.  
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SCENE EIGHTEEN, June 25, 1905, TIME IS THE GIFT THAT KEEPS ON GIVING  

Cast members come on stage and look at their wrists, as if checking the time.  They don’t see a 
watch. They acknowledge this and display their bare wrist to the audience.  They each carry a 
birthday present.  Everyone onstage begins to open their birthday present, which contain markers 
inside.  Each person draws a wristwatch on her/himself. Some people get carried away and 
continue to draw watches all over their bodies. Some people might help others and display their 
watches to the audience.  

NARRATOR 

(From: Julio Cortazar. “Preamble To The Instructions On How To Wind a Watch,” Cronopios and 
Famas. [1962]) 

Think of this: when they present you with a watch, they are gifting you with a tiny flowering hell, 
a wreath of roses, a dungeon of air. They aren't simply wishing the watch on you, and many more, 
and we hope it will last you, it's a good brand, Swiss, seventeen rubies (ensemble echoes these 
words); they aren't just giving you this minute stonecutter which will bind you by the wrist and 
walk along with you. They are giving you - they don't know it, it's terrible that they don't know it - 
they are gifting you with a new fragile and precarious piece of yourself, something that's yours but 
not a part of your body, that you have to strap to your body like your belt, like a tiny, furious bit of 
something hanging onto your wrist. They gift you with the job of having to wind it every day, an 
obligation to wind it, so that it goes on being a watch, they gift you with the obsession of looking 
into jewelry-shop windows to check the exact time, check the radio announcer, check the 
telephone service. They give you the gift of fear, someone will steal it from you, it'll fall on the 
street and get broken; it will get wet and the gears will rust. They give you the gift of your 
trademark and the assurance that it's a trademark better than others, they gift you with the impulse 
to compare your watch with other watches (ensemble compares their watches).  They aren't giving 
you a watch, you are the gift, they are giving you yourself for the watch's birthday. 

(don’t get it wet!) 

ALL: Oh you shouldn’t have. or 
 Thank you. Or  
 (Some other gracious comments). 

!  41



SCENE NINETEEN, 27 JUNE 1905  

All characters wear Groucho Marx Glasses.  

 (A man stands in the corner of the office, he is unidentified. He is facing away from the audience. 
The man mumbles to himself a bit, louder when indicated by the narrator. He picks up stones and 
places them in his pale.) 

Narrator 

Every Tuesday, a middle-aged man brings stones from the quarry east of Berne to the masonry in 
town. When he comes, he spends a half-hour sitting quietly in the back pew of St. Vincent's. He 
stops at the Post Bureau to send a letter to Berlin. And as he passes people on the street, his eyes 
are on the ground. Some people know him, try to catch his eye or say hello. He mumbles and 
walks on. Even when he delivers his stones to Hodlerstrasse, he cannot look the mason in the eye. 
Instead, he looks aside, he talks to the wall in answer to the mason's friendly chatter, (The man 
addresses the wall, in a response to what a mason may say) he stands in a corner while his stones 
are weighed. (the man turns around but stays in place. He wears a sign on himself that says, 
URINATOR, or BLADDER BABY and his pants are wet). 

Forty years ago in school, one afternoon in March, he urinated in class.  

MAN 

He could not hold it in.  

Afterwards, he tried to stay in his chair, but the other boys saw the puddle and made him walk 
around the room, round and round. They pointed at the wet spot on his pants and howled. (a group 
of heads peak out from off stage and sing a “you wet your pants” song.  Fingers point and laugh.) 

MAN 

That day the sunlight looked like streams of milk as it poured whitely through the windows 
and spilled onto the floorboards of the room.  

Narrator 

Two dozen jackets hung from hooks beside the door. (actually dozens of signs, on stage that 
the other cast members will wear). 

MAN 

Chalk marks stretched across the blackboard, the names of Europe's capitals. The desks had 
swivel tops and drawers. His had “Johann" carved in the upper right. A clock with big red hands 
read 2:15.  

Narrator 

And the boys hooted at him, hooted at him with the wet spot on his pants. They hooted and called 
him "bladder baby, bladder baby, bladder baby." (ENSEMBLE MEMBERS DO THIS) 
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MAN 

That memory has become his life.  

NARRATOR 

When he wakes up in the morning, he is the boy who urinated in his pants. When he passes 
people on the street, he knows they see the wet spot on his pants. He glances at his pants and looks 
away. When his children visit, he stays within his room and talks to them through the door. (Other 
cast members come on stage some with sign—that are chalkboards, some without. They grab 
chalkboard signs.) 

MAN 

He is the boy who could not hold it in. 

(a Confessional ensues with all the cast members, “She is the woman who could not _______, 
“He is the man that would not __________”, “She would never dream of ________”, etc.)  

NARRATOR 

But what is the past? In this world, the firmness of the past is just illusion. The past is a pattern 
of images that shift with each disturbance of a sudden breeze, a laugh, a thought. If a shift is 
everywhere, how would we know when a past will transform. 

In a world of shifting past, one morning the quarryman awakes and is  

MAN 

no more the boy who could not hold it in.  

NARRATOR 

That afternoon in March long gone was just another afternoon. On that afternoon, he sat in 
class, recited when the teacher called him, went skating with the other boys after school. Now he 
owns a quarry. But that is all forgotten.  In this world he has nine suits of clothes. He buys fine 
pottery for his wife and takes long walks with her on Sunday afternoons. He visits friends, smiles 
at them and shakes their hand. He sponsors concerts at the Casino. (He is a PLAYER, some new 
sign, he has a new identity) 

One morning he wakes up and . . . (The URINATOR sign hangs again from around his neck) 

MAN 

DAMN It! 

NARRATOR 

As the sun rises over the city, ten thousand people yawn and take their toast and coffee. (people 
take the stage yawning, placing signs around their necks, DEADBEAT or I HATE MY KID, 
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WINNER, DELICIOUS KISSER, PLAGERIZER, ONE WHO ENJOYS SNOW, POET, the 
PUBLISHED POET) Ten thousand fill the arcades of Kramgasse or go to work on Speichergasse 
or take their children to the park. Each has memories:  

CHARLIE: a father who could not love his child,  

DENNIS: a brother who always won,  

NIKI: a lover with a delicious kiss,  

CARLY: a moment of cheating on a school examination,  

TYLER: the stillness spreading from a fresh snowfall,  

HANNAH:  

EMILY:  

BRITNEY: the publication of a poem.  

NARRATOR 

In a world of shifting past, these memories are wheat in wind, fleeting dreams, shapes in clouds. 
Events, once happened, lose reality, alter with a glance, a storm, a night. In time, the past never 
happened. But who could know? Who could know that the past is not as solid as this instant, when 
the sun streams over the Bernese Alps and the shopkeepers sing as they raise their awnings and the 
quarryman begins to load his truck.  
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SCENE TWENTY, 28 JUNE 1905 Time is a nightingale  

Grandmother: Hannah  

Swing: Britney  

Girl 1: Nikki 

Girl 2: Carly 

Boy: Dennis  

(Projections: of birds flying, maybe?) 

GRANDMOTHER: Stop eating so much (tapping her son on the shoulder)  

SWING: Says the Grandmother 

GRANDMOTHER: You'll die before me and who will take care of my silver? 

SWING: The family is having a picnic on the bank of the Aare, ten kilometers south of Berne.  

GIRL 1: The girls have finished their lunch  

GIRL 2: and chase each other around a spruce tree.  

BOY: The son takes off his shoes and wiggles his toes in the grass. 

SWING: Suddenly a flock of birds darts overhead.  

SWING: The young man leaps from the blanket  

BOY: and runs after them,  

GRANDMOTHER: (yelling after him) without taking time to put on his shoes.  

SWING: He disappears over the hill. Soon he is joined by others, who have spotted the birds from 
the city, the birds fly through the town.  Each man and each woman desires a bird.  

THE HERD: Because this flock of nightingales is time.  

SWING: Time flutters and fidgets and hops with these birds.  

TYLER: One bird has touched down to eat seeds.  

JARED: Two men sneak up behind it,  

TYLER: carrying a giant bell jar.  

NIKI: But the bird is too fast for them and takes to the air,  

CARLY: Now the birds fly through the town.  

EMILY: The pastor at St. Vincent's Cathedral stands in the belfry and tries to coax the birds into 
the arched window.  

HANNAH: An elderly couple in the Kleine Schanze gardens sees the birds momentarily roost in a 
bush.  

SWING: The old woman walks slowly toward them with a bell jar, knows she has no chance of 
entrapping a bird, drops her jar to the ground and begins weeping. And she is not alone in her 
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frustration. Indeed, each man and each woman desires a bird. Trap one of these nightingales 
beneath a bell jar and  

Old People: time stops.  

Britney: The moment is frozen for all people and trees and soil caught within.  

When this happens the catchers delight in the moment now frozen.  

They savor the precise placement of family and friends,  

the facial expressions,  

the trapped happiness over a prize or a birth or romance,  

the captured smell of cinnamon or white double violets.  

The catchers delight in the frozen moment 

but soon discover that the nightingale expires,  

its clear, flutelike song diminishes to silence,  

the trapped moment grows withered and without life. 

CHILDREN: In truth, these birds are rarely caught.  

SWING: The children, who alone have the speed to catch birds, have no desire to stop time.  

CHILDREN: time moves too slowly already.  

HANNAH: They rush from moment to moment, anxious for birthdays and new years, barely able 
to wait for the rest of their lives.  

SWING: The elderly desperately wish to halt time, but are much too slow and fatigued to entrap 
any bird. (Children echo “slow, fatigued”) 

EMILY: For them, time darts by much too quickly.  

JARED: They yearn to capture a single minute at the breakfast table drinking tea,  

HANNAH: or a moment when a grandchild is stuck getting out of her costume,  

TYLER: or an afternoon when the winter sun reflects off the snow and floods the music room 
with light.  

CHILDREN: But they are too slow. (Begin running about)  

SWING: They must watch time jump and fly beyond reach. (walks off stage). 
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SCENE TWENTY ONE, EPILOGUE  

(IMAGE: It is two hours since the PROLOGUE. Brings the play full circle.  We see the actors take 
all of the props off the stage over the course of the scene. MUSIC from the Prologue, Beethoven’s 
moonlight sonata-ish. ) 

VOICE ONE  

A clock tower strikes eight times in the distance. (clock strike eight times) 

VOICE TWO 

The young patent clerk shifts in his chair,  

VOICE SIX 

He lifts his head from his desk,  

VOICE FOUR 

stands up and stretches  

VOICE THREE 

and walks to the window. 

VOICE TWO 

In his hand he holds twenty crumpled pages, (places pages in his hands) 

VOICE SIX 

his new theory of time,  

VOICE THREE 

which he will mail today to the German journal of physics.  

NIKI 

For the past several months, since the middle of April,  
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EMILY 

he has dreamed many dreams about time.  

VOICE FIVE 

His dreams have taken hold of his research.  

VOICE FOUR 

His dreams have worn him out,  

CHARLIE 

exhausted him  

VOICE TWO 

so that he sometimes cannot tell whether he is awake or asleep.  

VOICE THREE 

But the dreaming is finished.  

VOICE ONE 

Out of the many possible natures of time, imagined in as many nights,  

EINSTEIN 

one seems compelling.  

(Takes a Fed Ex envelope – “The World On Time”—and walks through the middle isle of the seats, 
placing the theory in the envelope and sealing it.  He walks out the door the audience members 

entered through. Leaves to mail his time theory.) 

THE END
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