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Magus
a fantasia
by Carey Harrison
difficile est saturam non scribere
                                                    --Juvenal I, 30-32

Characters in order of appearance:
OTTILIE ‘OTTLA’ KAFKA, as herself and as QUEEN FRANZISKA of BOHEMIA, aged 29.
FRANZ KAFKA, her brother, the writer, aged 37
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, the poet, aged 25, as himself and as the archangel URIEL
MIGUEL DE CERVANTES SAAVEDRA, the poet, aged 42, as himself and as the ghost of NICHOLAS of BOHEMIA
EMPEROR RUDOLF II of BOHEMIA, aged 37, as himself and as HAROUN ar-RASHID, the CALIPH of BAGHDAD
JOHN DEE, the magus, aged 62, as himself and as SIGMUND FREUD
JANE DEE, his wife, aged 34
EDWARD KELLEY, formerly EDWARD TALBOT, the alchemist, aged 34
JOAN KELLEY, his wife, aged 26
Prologue
As the audience enters, JOHN DEE and his wife JANE are sitting at extreme stage right, almost in the audience, to whom they may remain oblivious, or greet with friendly nods, as desired. When the play is to begin, DEE stands, raising his staff for silence, and moves to center stage.
Visible behind him are the elements of the set: a column, a marble screen, a sculpture of a faun, a bench.

DEE: Good evening, 21st century audience. Welcome. Welcome to you all, including those who – like you, sir? – haven’t fully reached the 21st century, but are lagging a little behind? I sympathize. I’ve left portions of myself in many different centuries. I first became aware of myself in this body during the late 16th, in Elizabethan London, in those dear dead days when science and magick were two arts entwined around each other like lovers, and I was master of both. My name is Sir John Dee. I was Queen Elizabeth’s tutor and personal astrologer. For many years she never moved, even to visit a castle or fortification, without consulting me first.  But the story I have to tell you tonight took place during a darker period in my life when I was in self-imposed exile from my native Britain, whose Queen no longer loved or trusted me. With my wife Jane and my friend, the alchemist Edward Kelley, I was living in Prague, trying to manufacture gold so that Rudolf of Bohemia, the Holy Roman Emperor, could hire an army to defend Europe against the Turk. I was trying to stay alive and earn money, by any means I could devise. 

DEE moves from center stage to stage right. Cue soft, muffled music. 16th century music.

DEE: So our story, dear audience, takes place in Bohemia, which later became a part of Czechoslovakia, whose capital, Prague, then as now one of the architectural glories of the world, was for a time the scientific capital of Renaissance Europe, seething with mathematical and astronomical geniuses, with rogues and with visionaries, all gathered there by one man, the Emperor Rudolf II. 
New tone:
DEE: Three hundred years later, another citizen of Prague, the writer Franz Kafka, is struggling with a family tragedy. His sister Ottla has had a mental breakdown and, as chance would have it, she has been moved out of the Jewish hospital and into one of Rudolf's former palaces, now a lunatic asylum. This is where our play takes place.
Wearing long overcoats, wearing hats, scarves, and carrying suitcases, the actors come on and take seats at the back of the stage, placing their suitcase beside their chair.
Act One, Scene One
The actress playing OTTLA rises and removes her overcoat and hat. She is wearing aristocratic 16th century attire. She comes forward swiftly, glancing back as if playing a game with someone following her. 

DEE: Ottla Kafka is a patient in the Dzestic hospital, once the Djestik palace, and she begins to imagine she is living at the time of the Djestik’s glory, in the 16th century. She believes she is married to the Emperor Rudolf II, and she dresses accordingly. 
The actor playing KAFKA stands up, at the back of the stage.

DEE: To rescue her, Franz Kafka will have to join her in her world, a world inhabited by William Shakespeare and Miguel de Cervantes, visitors to Prague, and by myself, John Dee, Queen Elizabeth’s magician, who might be able to help him. I was there in Prague, as the history books will tell you.  
VOICE: Ottla, stop, I beg you! Wait for me.

DEE: As for the rest of our our story, for those of you who trust history books it might be safer to think of what will now pass before your eyes as Kafka’s dream – one that you will share with him, under my direction. For this (he shows the book he is holding) is the book of his dream, in which I am not only your Master of Ceremonies, but also a character.
Music ceases.

The man who has stood up at the back of the stage, wearing 1920s clothes, a modest suit, hurries forwards into the light, running on. Seeing that the WOMAN has paused, he stops, bent double at the waist, fighting to catch his breath.
WOMAN: (gazing out beyond the audience at the back wall of the theatre) Whose palace is this? (She turns to the man at last) Is it mine?
He is still winded. Eventually:
MAN: You live there. It was a great house once.
WOMAN: (happily) And this is my park.
MAN: Yours to enjoy.
She is gazing out beyond the audience, studying the facade.
WOMAN: My house looks sad.
MAN: It has seen much grief. It’s a hospital, Ottla.
WOMAN: A hospital? (A moment.) Are you...
MAN: (approaching) Ottla...
WOMAN: (backing off) One of the doctors?
MAN: No.
WOMAN: Why are you following me?
MAN: Ottla – my dear -
WOMAN: Let go of my hands. Who do you think you are?
MAN: Ottla, you’ve known me all your life. I was –

He ceases, remains still, as:

DEE: (to him, with a gesture of his staff) Eight years old.

MAN: (resumes) I was eight years old when you were born.
But he has lost her attention. She pulls back her hands.
WOMAN: Look – look there – these two men coming –
MAN: Where?
WOMAN: Under the trees – they’re coming this way –
MAN: Ottla, there’s no-one there.
WOMAN: I mustn’t be seen talking to you. One is a General for my husband - they mustn't see you! Come!
She tries to pull the man offstage right with her, but he has not fully regained his breath, and is forced to let go of her hand. The WOMAN dashes off, stage left, and the MAN follows.
MAN: Ottla! Ottla!
Music.
After a moment, OTTLA returns, alone, and stands only a little way onstage, gazing tensely, excitedly, across the stage at the as-yet-invisible strangers.
The MAN returns, his lungs bursting, and means to lead the WOMAN offstage again. But when he takes her hand, she holds him fast. Her lingering gaze across the stage seems almost to summon:
Act One, Scene Two
The same. But we are now in Prague in 1589.
Enter, from their seats at the back, after removing their overcoats to reveal 16th century costume, draping their overcoat over their chair and taking a hat from their suitcase: MIGUEL DE CERVANTES and WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. CERVANTES is 42 years old, a military man. SHAKESPEARE is 25. They are dressed with moderate formality. Boots, hats and swords. 
The WOMAN runs out, as if afraid to be caught. The MAN stays watching, fascinated.

Music ends.
CERVANTES: How like you this our great city of Prague, Master Shakespeare?
SHAKESPEARE: I hate it.
The MAN exits, backing slowly offstage, as though CERVANTES and SHAKESPEARE are still held in his mind.
CERVANTES: What make you here, then, sir?
SHAKESPEARE: Is a city no more than an assemblage of mountebanks, card sharps, fortune tellers and the like? For such as you, Don Miguel, the Emperor’s gardens offer a refuge. For you his palace is a cloister. Outside their walls, this Prague you call great is the haunt of tricksters, saltimbancoes, jugglers, counterfeiters. At first I thought they’d been called here for a conference, or to some contest wherein the Emperor might award a prize for the most brazen cheat in all the Holy Roman Empire. This morning I heard one of them tell the crowd that for a little gold – (he jumps on the bench to address an imaginary audience) - he would speak in the voice of Alexander the Great as he wandered the Elysian Fields. In London we have Bartholomew Fair once a year for country sheep to be sheared.
CERVANTES: To be sheared?

SHAKESPEARE: Of their money.
CERVANTES: You are a skeptic, then?
SHAKESPEARE: On what subject, pray?
CERVANTES: Why, the raising of spirits, such as your compatriot Dr Dee performs, with his assistant, Dr Kelley.
SHAKESPEARE: Sir, I see spirits every day, demons of my own mind’s coining. But I don’t charge an entrance fee. Stay close. After a drink or two you may see me converse with the unquiet dead.
CERVANTES: They say you are a poet, sir.
SHAKESPEARE: No, I say I am a poet, and they believe me.
CERVANTES: Are you not William Shakespeare?
SHAKESPEARE: I am William Shakespeare. My cousin, the poet, is also called William. His father is John, the glove merchant. Mine is John’s brother Richard, the farmer. Their father was named William, and neither would yield when it came to naming their firstborn. It does me no harm to be believed a poet. Especially in a woman’s understanding.
CERVANTES: This is all lies. I think you are the poet, sir.
SHAKESPEARE: Cousin Will has a wife and three bonny children. I am William Shakespeare the free man.
CERVANTES: And your business here in Prague?
SHAKESPEARE: The same as yours.
CERVANTES: How is that?
SHAKESPEARE: Theater, sir. You are to be the Captain-General of the Emperor's navy, are you not?
CERVANTES: It may be so.
SHAKESPEARE: All Prague says that it is. You are to be his Admiral. And yet Bohemia has no sea coast, nor one ship to its name. Is that not theater?
CERVANTES: The Emperor will change all that.
SHAKESPEARE: He’ll create a sea coast? This will be a wonder to match the raising of Alexander the Great.
CERVANTES: He will defeat the Turk and win a passage to the Black Sea. (Seeing that SHAKESPEARE  is barely listening) You doubt me, sir?
SHAKESPEARE: (distracted, seeing past CERVANTES to offstage right) I might believe you in all things military, Don Miguel, had you not been provisioner to the Spanish Armada. (Turns back to him) That Armada we destroyed.
CERVANTES: Say rather the winds destroyed it. And it was well provisioned, young man.
SHAKESPEARE: (amused) I’m sure the provisions were excellent.
CERVANTES: And what manner of theater is it, Master Shakespeare, that you –
SHAKESPEARE: Soft, here she comes.
CERVANTES: I might have known. Who is she? Is she fair?
SHAKESPEARE: Stand but aside and you shall see her. Indeed you’ll see nothing else.

The envious skies to Her for Light must pray,

Since she outshines the stars by night, the sun by day
Act One, Scene Three
The same. The actors still on their chairs remove their overcoats, revealing 16th century costume, and come forwards. To them, stage right, robed and carrying a staff, DR. JOHN DEE with his noticeably younger wife JANE; behind them, sporting a tight-fitting black cap with ear flaps, his fellow alchemist EDWARD KELLEY and MRS KELLEY; leading the way, the EMPEROR RUDOLF II of Bohemia,who is showing off the beauties of the park to DR DEE. 
From upstage left, his wife, QUEEN FRANZISKA, enters and stands watching from upstage center. 
We recognize the QUEEN. It is the WOMAN from the first scene.
CERVANTES: Why, this is Dr Dee himself, in converse with the Emperor.
SHAKESPEARE: It is.
CERVANTES: And Dee's exceptionally comely wife.
SHAKESPEARE: Well noticed, Admiral.
RUDOLF: Could not this park, sir, be the seat of angels?
DEE: Indeed, Sire. Here the antique verities
Reside, as this Grecian figure declares.
Your Lordship did not place him here by chance.
Great Pan was privy once to all that woodland
Knew, its flocks, its beasts of prey, its music
And the language of the seasons. Here
Might we scry, my liege, and call into
Our circle spirits of most ancient Earth
To tell us of those elements of which
The basest and the richest minerals
Are formed, the algebra of the Creation.
I dare affirm the truth of angels, for
Together with my bo’sun on this voyage,
Wise Kelley, I have seen and heard them speak
In the angelic language that unwinds
The source of matter: God, his spirit and
His work in the wide universe. For all
Planets and stars, even the sun itself
Belong to one consistency and that,
My liege, is number. Number is the root
Of all that we do see, even ourselves.
We are but numbers walking, mathematics
In sub-lunary clothing, if we could but see
Ourselves as the infinitely intricate
Equations that we are. God was the first
Mathematician, and till now the greatest.
DEE breaks off, seeing SHAKESPEARE.
DEE: My Lord, with your permission…

RUDOLF: By all means, Sir John.

DEE: I should like to introduce a young man whose accomplishments in poetry have already astonished London, and will surely soon reach Prague. Master William Shakespeare.
SHAKESPEARE: (bows) Your Imperial Majesties. Forgive my uninvited presence in your garden. Don Miguel was kind enough to escort me here.
FRANZISKA: We are honored by your presence at our court.
SHAKESPEARE: (bows once more) Majesty.
RUDOLF: Your works shall be our bedside reading. (To CERVANTES) And you, sir, my Admiral! We did not know you consorted with dreamers.
CERVANTES: Soldiers, Majesty, are tireless dreamers. We dream of your Majesty's triumphs to come.
RUDOLF: And do you know our cousin Queen Elizabeth's foremost dreamer, Sir John Dee, mathematician, astrologer, astronomer, alchemist, and seer? Did I leave out any of your accomplishments, Doctor Dee?
DEE: You may count me navigator too, Sire, since I have found at last the passage to the finest court in all Europe. I believe I speak for my distinguished colleague, Dr Kelley, no less than for myself.
KELLEY: You do, sir. And for our wives.
DEE: Master Shakespeare: Dr Edward Kelley. 
KELLEY: (drily) The ‘bo’sun’.

SHAKESPEARE: We have met before.
KELLEY: (surprised) I think not.
SHAKESPEARE: Then I beg your pardon, sir.
DEE: (to JANE) Jane: your old friend, Master Shakespeare.
SHAKESPEARE: (to JANE) Will you allow that we are old acquaintances?

DEE: My wife has told me so.

SHAKESPEARE: Then she will not deny it. Well met in Prague!

JANE: Indeed.

CERVANTES: (aside) She blushes. What’s all this about?
RUDOLF: My Admiral is new to you, I think. (Introducing:) Dr Kelley. Dr Dee. Ladies. Admiral Cervantes. And Master Shakespeare.

Now is a Court fit for Parnassus born,

With magus, soldier, poet – and a faun.
As RUDOLF gestures at the marble faun, his gaze returns to SHAKESPEARE –
– and the scene freezes, with KELLEY, DEE, and CERVANTES in mid-bow, and MRS DEE, MRS KELLEY, and the EMPRESS curtsying, and only RUDOLF and SHAKESPEARE erect, holding each other’s gaze.
Music.
Act One, Scene Four
The same. Enter from his chair at the back, FRANZ KAFKA. We recognize him as the MAN from the first scene. He is wearing the same suit. KAFKA is thirty-seven, an insurance clerk, neatly dressed. Although suffering from tuberculosis, among other ailments, and although depressive by temperament, KAFKA has a keen sense of humor which he displays throughout the play. At first he ignores the 1589 tableau behind him and addresses the audience.
KAFKA: 1589. By and large an unremarkable year. Let's see. The Ming Dynasty is in decline. But you knew that. What else? King James of Scotland marries the 15-year-old Anne of Denmark. Henry III of France is murdered by a monk. The city of Hiroshima is founded. Yönten Gyatso, the 4th Dalai Lama, is born.
KAFKA turns and walks to CERVANTES and SHAKESPEARE, who are still beside each other as they were when the others entered, CERVANTES bowing, SHAKESPEARE holding the EMPEROR RUDOLF’s gaze.
KAFKA: And two men meet who are to die on the same day, 27 years later; not, as you shall see, by chance; William Shakespeare and Miguel de Cervantes, one a rising poet, the other a noted soldier, for this is before he penned the great Quixote: they meet for the first and only time, in the city of my birth, the seat, in 1589, of the Holy Roman Emperor Rudolf II; in Prague, my native city. My name, dear audience, is Franz Kafka.
KAFKA walks among the courtiers.
KAFKA: In that far-off year, in Prague, we find assembled in the Hradcany’s Dzestik gardens, adjacent to Rudolf’s little winter palace of the same name, the world-renowned John Dee, Queen Elizabeth's former tutor, magician, occultist and confidant of angels, along with his fellow alchemist, Edward Kelley. That skullcap Kelley wears to hide a deformity. With these two meddlers in the black arts: their wives, the young and beautiful Jane Dee, and Mrs Kelley, of whose physical charms historians have yet to speak.
KAFKA returns to the audience.
KAFKA: Some of you will doubtless know what I am doing here; what my interest is in the Prague of Rudolf and Dr Dee. My sister, Ottilie, whom we called Ottla, was institutionalized because of her troubled mind. During her stay in hospital she developed the delusion that she was Queen Franziska of Bohemia, the Emperor Rudolf's bride. An imaginary figure. Rudolf never married. By what seemed at first a horrid irony, the Dzestik hospital where Ottla was being cared for had once been one of Rudolf’s palaces, fallen on hard times; its park once his park. Later I came to wonder if this haunted place, this palace and this park, were not themselves the authors of my sister’s madness.
KAFKA walking toward QUEEN FRANZISKA.
KAFKA: It took all our love and devotion to distract her, for short periods of time, from her Imperial duties in the 1580s. Sometimes rougher medicine was required.
KAFKA takes the curtsying FRANZISKA from behind, and begins to remove her bodily from the stage.
KAFKA: Come, dear. Come, Ottla, dear. It's time for your pills.
OTTLA: Who are you? How dare you lay hands on the Empress Franziska? Guards!
No-one else on stage reacts to what is happening in front of them.
KAFKA: Come, Ottla dear. Come, my beloved. It's three o'clock, time for your afternoon rest.
OTTLA: But I don't want a rest. I don't want my pills. Let go of me please. I want to stay with my husband.
KAFKA brings her, gently but firmly offstage.
OTTLA: Who are you? What do you want with me?
They are gone. Music ends.
Act One, Scene Five.
The same. As soon as KAFKA and OTTLA depart the stage, the court resumes.
RUDOLF: You spoke of angels, Doctor Dee. Can you
Teach me their language?
DEE: 




   Count me but a novice,
Sire, as yet unschooled. With Doctor Kelley's
Aid I may auscult angelic fragments
But as yet I lack the art to question
Angels in a supernatural tongue.
We are two humble listeners, my good liege,
Upon a shore stranger than Africa.
KELLEY: (seizing the moment) Where like the natives thoughtless of their wealth
They speak of gold.
RUDOLF: 


  Of gold?
KELLEY:



       Gold, sire. They tell
Of its constitutive elements, and
That r
ed powder that animates base metal
And lends to gold its soul.
RUDOLF: 



   Gold has a soul?
DEE: Like all that was in the Creation, Sire.
RUDOLF: You say the soul of gold is red?
KELLEY:




         As blood.
RUDOLF: Indeed, many have died for it. How shall
We find this powder, my good doctors?
DEE: 




                            Sire,
Your patronage affords us time, better
To learn their language that impart this knowledge .
RUDOLF:  Make me privy to your scrying, sir.
Show me these angels, and my poor purse is yours.
Will you walk?
DEE:

                  With your permission, Sire,
I'll rest a minute by this guide to bygone
Mysteries.
RUDOLF:  
         Do so. Great Pan comforts us all,
Living and dead. Here in this park is buried,
No man knows where, my grandsire Nicholas,
Who was of unchristian persuasion. Churchyards
Liked him not. He died, they say, in the arms
Of an Italian boy, his catamite.
Perhaps, with your powers of divination,
We may trace his grave, and raise a headstone
To his memory. Now, with your consent
I'll show your ladies our less grim delights,
The lake, the boathouse, and a modest
Castle of my own devising, built
For elves and children, should there be such
Spirits to further enchant this place.
JANE DEE: Why then Your Majesty should marry.
RUDOLF:






 Madam,
I desire no greater joy. Find me a bride
With your own charms.
JANE DEE: 



I should be honored, Sire.
RUDOLF (departing, nods to SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES):
Well met, sirs. Let me have more love and knowledge
Of you, Master Shakespeare.
SHAKESPEARE (bows) 
                    Majesty.
Exeunt RUDOLF, JANE DEE and JOAN KELLEY.

Using his staff, DEE walks slowly to the bench, sits. KELLEY keeps his distance, watching RUDOLF and the ladies until they are out of earshot. Meanwhile, downstage:
CERVANTES: She’s a beauty. And she’s married.
SHAKESPEARE: We’ll talk of her another time. Yet marriage is my theme. The Emperor spoke of it. Of a marriage he desired. You heard him, Don Miguel. Yet was not the Empress of our number, when they appeared?
CERVANTES: What Empress is that?
SHAKESPEARE: The Queen. The Emperor’s wife.
CERVANTES: His wife? I think not.
SHAKESPEARE: His consort, then.
CERVANTES: He has none.
SHAKESPEARE: Why stood she at his side, then? She was here but a moment ago.
CERVANTES: Master Shakespeare, the Emperor has neither wife nor consort.
SHAKESPEARE: She spoke to me. You didn't see her?
CERVANTES: Have you been drinking, sir?
SHAKESPEARE: No, sir.
CERVANTES: I think you have.
SHAKESPEARE: Only at her beauty, that’s married to the greybeard. That’s married to the angels, damn the fellow. Who needs wine, when she is by? I’d like to run him through.
CERVANTES: (pulls him away) An Englishman, and sober? (Pushes him off left) Come, we must remedy that.

One thing there is worse than a drunken Brit.

Drunk, he’s a bore, sober, a total shit.
Exeunt, left.
Act One, Scene Six
The same.
Once KELLEY is sure that the EMPEROR’s party are out earshot, he turns to DEE.
KELLEY: He said his purse is ours.
DEE: His ‘poor’ purse – if we can make the spirits visible to him.
KELLEY: An Emperor’s poorest purse holds more than ours.
DEE: Why did you bring up the red powder, for the love of God?
KELLEY studies him.
KELLEY: Am I then so lowly, as your bo'sun, that I must have no part in talking to an Emperor?
DEE: But of the powder?
KELLEY: Are you my captain then, to say, Hold your peace, bo'sun?
DEE: Forgive me, Edward. I am well rebuked. But to the powder –
KELLEY: If we give him no incentive, but only prate of mathematics, we shall soon find ourselves discarded, as in Hungary and Sweden. As in our native country. This Emperor needs no mathematician, he needs gold, to make war. Come, shall we follow them?
DEE: You may trust the Emperor with your wife.
KELLEY: Are you so sure?
DEE: And you - are you sure about the powder?
KELLEY: The angels will deliver up their secrets, never fear.
The patient man discovers New-found-land
The rash Pilot a bank of barren sand
Are you coming?

DEE: Anon, Edward.

KELLEY: You are more certain of your wife than I am, then. Until tonight.

KELLEY exits.

Act One, Scene Seven.
The same.
DEE: (To us) I am more certain of the Emperor Rudolf’s taste in bedfellows.
Just as DEE discarded, in KELLEY’s company, his high-toned manner, he now takes off one more veil, to release vowels more natural to him.

DEE: (sings) Maybe it’s because I’m a Londoner... that I love London so. (Breaks off) That I miss London so. I’m a Londoner. Born in Tower Ward. It’s tiring, being Sir John Dee. Elizabeth never required it of me. She teased me when I put on airs. But this capriciousness is the very source of her power. She gave ear to my rivals at court, who said I was a sorcerer. I’ve done one spell in the Tower already and I’m too old for it. So here I am, chasing a living in a foreign city, with an assistant who mystifies me as much as Elizabeth once did. He speaks in tongues, has taught me Enochian, the language of the angels – who visit us, and whom he sees, while I cannot. Is he a true visionary? I have seen the gold he has made from base metal. And now our store of powder is almost gone, and only the spirits can tell us how to make more. 

As DEE continues, KAFKA enters behind DEE, stands watching him.

DEE: Meanwhile, I seek a goal as distant from Kelley’s dreams of wealth as rubies are from happiness. I seek life eternal. We are numbers dressed as flesh, and Time is number itself. To voyage in time, to be timeless, is a gathering of number in the mind. What men call concentration. At its most sublime it can dissolve all things. This place, this park – do you doubt that I can make it disappear, by concentration?  Or summon to me those who are not, who cannot be here?
As he speaks, DEE raises his staff, facing the audience, as to summon ‘those who are not’.
As KAFKA speaks, DEE freezes with the staff raised, gazing out at the audience as if what he saw was hovering over their heads. KAFKA speaks to DEE directly. 
KAFKA: We’ve lost her again. I found her and I took her with me, and now I’ve lost her again. Help me, if you can. My name is Franz. Francis. Please help me. You could send her home.

KAFKA gazes at him for a moment, then exits, stage left.
Released, DEE slowly brings the staff down to his side.
DEE: The world is filling up with spirits. (Musing) Francis. (To audience)  I must note him down in my book of names.
DEE exits, stage right.
Music.
Act One, Scene Eight
Open stage. Night. We are in the back garden of a tavern. SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES have flagons of ale. They have been drinking for some while.
DEE (turning, sees them) Ah yes. Picture now, if you will, a tavern in the city. With a garden. Perhaps a little arbor, where a pair of courtiers can drink in private….
SHAKESPEARE: When did you first fall in love, Don Miguel? At what age? Can you recall?
CERVANTES: I was eight. She was the lady Doña Adelaïda Agustina de Castro y Soto y Vega y Guzman.
SHAKESPEARE: Too good for you?
CERVANTES: Too old for me. She was eleven. I think. Maybe even twelve.
SHAKESPEARE: And you recall her still. Her face?
CERVANTES: No. Alas. Only her name. But my second love, her do I recall as clearly as I see you now. She was a serving maid, perhaps twenty years old, radiant as the Madonna. I was thirteen. But I’ve never forgotten her. Circumcisa was her name.
SHAKESPEARE: Circumcisa. There’s a name a man might remember. What became of her?
CERVANTES: I never knew. But I would recognize her still. Indeed I look for her in every room I enter, across every square and plaza in the world. I look for her on mountains and in jungles, from the moment I awake until my eyes close in sleep. I shall await her still, on my deathbed, or in the waves, drowning, or on the field of battle, dying of my wounds.
SHAKESPEARE: Well said. For my part, I was old. Fourteen, when my first love came to Warwick Castle with Lady Howard of Effingham, wife of Admiral Howard. Whom you no doubt recall...
CERVANTES: If you insist.
SHAKESPEARE: ... since it was he who scattered your Spanish Armada. His wife, trust me, was nothing to behold. It was her lady-in-waiting who scattered to the four winds the Armada of my brave young breast. Till that hour I had never known what beauty was or what it did, how it might rule the blood and make a realm bow down before it. Like you I have sought her ever since, in her own person and in every other woman living.
CERVANTES: You never saw her more?
SHAKESPEARE: Am I drinking alone? Drink up.
CERVANTES: You have a young man’s thirst.
SHAKESPEARE: In all things. Did you mark the Emperor, Don Miguel, when we were introduced? He thirsts. He is hot with desire for me.
CERVANTES: What?
SHAKESPEARE: Drink up, man. He frequents this tavern. You will see him shortly.
CERVANTES: The Emperor? In a tavern? You are mistaken, Master Shakespeare.
SHAKESPEARE chuckles.
CERVANTES: You have an assignation with the Emperor? First you see his wife where he has none, now you expect to see the man himself, where he cannot be.
SHAKESPEARE: She was real, Don Miguel.
CERVANTES: Yet you confess to seeing spirits.
SHAKESPEARE:  Not I, sir.
CERVANTES: I heard it from your own lips, not four hours since.
SHAKESPEARE: You are deceived.
CERVANTES: You said that you saw demons and spoke with the unquiet dead.
SHAKESPEARE: That must have been my cousin Will.
CERVANTES: Your cousin is a mighty convenient fellow, I see. Sir, it was you.
SHAKESPEARE: You lie.
CERVANTES: Not I, sir.
SHAKESPEARE: What, do you laugh?
CERVANTES: You are the strangest, most mettlesome fellow that ever I met. Must we come to blows ere first friendship be out?
SHAKESPEARE: You’re an old man. I would not have your blood on my conscience.
CERVANTES: Come on, young pup. You want to fight?
SHAKESPEARE: I would not harm an aged fool.
CERVANTES: You call me fool?
SHAKESPEARE: I call you old.
CERVANTES: Say fool once more.
SHAKESPEARE: Fool once more. Fool twice more, fool. Fool that provisioned an Armada that sank at a puff of wind and the sound of our cannon. Fool of a Spanish lackey.
CERVANTES: You’re drunk, sir.
SHAKESPEARE: Fool of a sycophant. Fool of a flunky.
CERVANTES: This from the Emperor’s bum-boy?
SHAKESPEARE: I may show him my bum, sir. But not for coin. You have sold your bum.
CERVANTES: I’ll make you regret those words. Draw, sir.
Enter KAFKA, still in his 1920s attire, as before. At his entry, SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES both freeze with hands on their swords, half drawn. Music ceases, with a thrumming chord.
KAFKA: We really can’t have the future author of Hamlet kill the future author of Don Quixote, or vice versa, can we? Picture me, then, if you will, as the spirit of reconsideration. These are men who love a fight. While I am present, for an instant in 1589, this testy young drunk and the grizzled warrior might take a moment – I can’t guarantee it but I’m giving them an opportunity – to think twice about an alehouse brawl. My arrival owes its timeliness to information I received today from Ottla, in the Dzestik hospital, alerting me to the news that the Emperor frequents alehouses in the likeness of Haroun al-Rashid, the Caliph of Baghdad, observing in secret the ordinary lives of his subjects. From her tone I took it that she guesses his purpose was to do more than observe, and that her own mission would be to save him from himself. That’s to say, from his appetites. With this she vanished once again into the narrow, crowded lanes of her adoptive memories, where my tenure grows stronger and my power to impose my will, weaker...
Abruptly, SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES unfreeze.
SHAKESPEARE: Hold - I’d rather drink than fight. How stands your purse, Don Miguel?
KAFKA: ...Weaker with every visit.

 SHAKESPEARE: (To KAFKA) You, sir. Yes, you. Bring us more ale. Did you hear me, fellow?
KAFKA: Yes, sir. (He takes their flagons) More ale.
CERVANTES  is shaking his purse to find coins.
SHAKESPEARE (to Cervantes) Thank you, my friend. I hope to find employment soon.
CERVANTES: (watching KAFKA exit) What should this fellow be?
SHAKESPEARE: By his clothes, a lunatic. This city is all lunatics and mountebanks. And frauds. You met one such today.
CERVANTES: Which was he?
SHAKESPEARE: Edward Kelley. ‘Doctor’ Edward Kelley. Did you note Kelley’s face when I said we had met before? I know him. He is not Kelley. He is not what he seems. He was in the public pillory when I saw him first.
CERVANTES: You say he is not Kelley? 
SHAKESPEARE: I shall prove it.
 CERVANTES: To the world?
SHAKESPEARE: Maybe.
CERVANTES: Would you destroy his credit with the Emperor?
SHAKESPEARE: Only if this Kelley that once was no Kelley denies my suit.
CERVANTES: You are a great contriver, sir. What suit?
SHAKESPEARE: It touches on Dee’s wife.

CERVANTES: Whom you would touch.

SHAKESPEARE: Whom I do pity.
CERVANTES: Pity?
SHAKESPEARE: Did I not tell you, earlier? Dee is in love with angels. He has told me himself he does not resort to her.
CERVANTES: In bed, you mean?
SHAKESPEARE: In bed.

CERVANTES: He said so?

SHAKESPEARE: Under the commandment of the angels with whom he speaks, he may not touch her. He seeks to be both man and woman, self-sufficient. Doctor Dee would be immortal angel. Tell me you do not pity Jane.

RUDOLF enters upstage, in a false beard and face paint, with turban and clothes to match. Perhaps a scimitar. Clearly enjoying his disguise. He stands watching SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES, hoping to attract the former’s attention.
CERVANTES: And you, Master Shakespeare. Tell me true. Are you not Will the poet? You are an intimate of Doctor Dee. He knows you. There is no unmarried Will, no cousin Will.

SHAKESPEARE: Is there but one Cervantes, Don Miguel? I see many. I see the courtier, cousin to the soldier, who is cousin to the poet, who is cousin to the friend of scoundrels. Are these the same fellow? I say not.

CERVANTES: I think you are Will Shakespeare, poet and scoundrel.

SHAKESPEARE: If it pleases you to see in me but one man, and that man a poet, then I am he. Now as to Jane, I have a plan, here, in my head.
SHAKESPEARE has noticed RUDOLF, and looks his way yet  pretends to ignore him, to RUDOLF’s frustration.
SHAKESPEARE: (to CERVANTES) And you would be by, sir, would you not? You are one of those who cannot resist a show. You love a beating or an execution. I know your kind. You like to watch.
CERVANTES: I see in you a little of myself, when young.
SHAKESPEARE: Go, you bawcock. You sheep-biter.
CERVANTES: I bite no sheep. What mean you?
SHAKESPEARE: Y’are a sneaky dog, such as sneaks up on poor innocent sheep.
CERVANTES: Sheep such as you, sir? And what is a bawcock, pray?
SHAKESPEARE: A preening fellow. You see a little of yourself, do you, in me? I have a father, sir, already. I know your kind, I say. You live through others.
KAFKA returns with ale. RUDOLF stands in his path, beckons him close, speaks into his ear. Meanwhile:
CERVANTES: You mistake me, sir.
SHAKESPEARE: I think not. You make verses, they say, like my cousin Will.
KAFKA (approaching SHAKESPEARE): My lord, sir, would have converse with you.
SHAKESPEARE: Tell him I’m busy. (While KAFKA returns to RUDOLF) Will you show me some of your verses, Don Miguel?
CERVANTES I am a mere beginner, Master Shakespeare.
KAFKA has reported to RUDOLF, who sends KAFKA back.
SHAKESPEARE: As am I, sir. Shall we exchange sonnets? What do you say?
CERVANTES: If you wish. Here comes the tiresome fellow again.
SHAKESPEARE : (to KAFKA) Did I not tell you I was busy?
KAFKA: Yes, sir. My lord awaits, sir.
CERVANTES: (to KAFKA) Don’t you hear? He’s busy.
SHAKESPEARE: Well said. It won’t to let them see you too readily interested. Especially in an Emperor, who is used to compliance.
CERVANTES: (startled) An Emperor?
SHAKESPEARE: Did I not tell you so, ten minutes since? (Turning to KAFKA, who is still patiently waiting.)  Well, sir. Your lord is a Caliph of the ancient world?
KAFKA: This is Prague, master. He is the Caliph of love, so he would have me tell you.
SHAKESPEARE: How very tiresome. Don Miguel, the Caliph calls.
Forgive me that with Moors I do consort
Your ancient Foe that you thought banish-éd
Think of it as a maid in every port
And now and then an Emperor in bed
SHAKESPEARE goes aside with RUDOLF. CERVANTES, watching, takes a flagon from KAFKA, pays him. Meanwhile:
RUDOLF: Good evening, young man.
SHAKESPEARE:  Yours to command, commander of the faithful.
RUDOLF: Have we not met before?
SHAKESPEARE: In old Baghdad, I think. Majesty.
RUDOLF: Hush. No-one must know. Least of all my worthy Admiral.
SHAKESPEARE: He knows. I told him. But you may swear him to silence, Majesty. Upon a purse.
RUDOLF: Is there a rank you covet, Master Shakespeare? I have many Lords of the Bedchamber. Would you be Margrave Shakespeare?
SHAKESPEARE: For a night, Sire.
Exeunt SHAKESPEARE and RUDOLF, arm in arm. CERVANTES drinks.
CERVANTES: (to us) This is an Englishman past all believing. I thought he had an eye for Dee’s young wife. It seems he wants to add an Emperor to his collection too.
KAFKA: And the other flagon, sir?
CERVANTES (dips once more into his purse) Why let it go to waste?
KAFKA takes the money, bows and leaves. As he does so:
CERVANTES: I knew an Englishman once, a prisoner from the wars of succession, so persuasive that his very jailer paid his tap-room bills and brought him the best Sherry wine.
While CERVANTES is addressing us, SHAKESPEARE hurries back in, the EMPEROR behind him, watching.

As CERVANTES finishes, and is about to drink, SHAKESPEARE reaches CERVANTES, takes the second flagon.
SHAKESPEARE: Thanks, Don Miguel. Good night, good friend.
As SHAKESPEARE and RUDOLF exit, right:
CERVANTES: No shame. No wonder they defeated the Armada.
As Cervantes is about to drink, OTTLA comes running on, left.
OTTLA: Saw you my husband?
CERVANTES: Your husband? And who might that be?
OTTLA: Saw you him?
CERVANTES: How might I know, madam?
OTTLA:  He is the Emperor.
CERVANTES: No. No, that cannot be. The Emperor, your husband?
OTTLA hurries off, left. CERVANTES look into his flagon of ale.
CERVANTES: What did that fellow put in my drink? The Englishman spoke of seeing the Emperor’s wife.

This it is, to keep comp’ny with a fool

His private Bedlam soon becomes the rule.

Let those who would stay sane follow this Sooth

Cleave to your own, beware another’s truth.
Music.
Act Two, Scene One
KELLEY, grandly dressed for a ‘spiritual conference,’ enters downstage, with KAFKA, dressed as before. Between them they carry a hexagonal table, with equipment for scrying. Candles. A crystal.
KELLEY: So you would be instructed in the arts of magick, Francis?

KAFKA: Yes, sir.

KELLEY: You are a cousin of the Emperor, you say?

KAFKA: A distant cousin, sir.

KELLEY: I may have use for you, Francis. Now get you gone.

KAFKA: May I not stay awhile and watch?

KELLEY: No, you may not. Now go. (When KAFKA doesn’t move) Go.
KAFKA: I seek a potion, Master, to distract a deluded girl –
KELLEY: Go find a potion in Vaclavske Square, then. 
DEE enters, stage right, stops, seeing KAFKA. KELLEY is busying himself setting the candles and the crystal and other magical appurtenances in their correct positions. He sees that KAFKA is still waiting.
KELLEY: Go, before I turn you into… a creeping thing. Go.
KAFKA exits. Music ceases.
DEE: This is an importunate spirit.

KELLEY: One of many. It is a city of acolytes. (Glancing up from his busying after a moment) You take him for a spirit?

DEE: I dreamt him but the other day.

KELLEY: It was prophecy, then. (The scrying table is ready.) I shall begin.
DEE and KELLEY face the audience, with the scrying table downstage of them. 
KELLEY: Do-kikale vaunesa zodimezoda pire (In the mysteries of these vestures of the Holy Ones), ol aladonu na-e-el (I gird up my power) do-ataraahé piamo-el od Vaoanu (in the girdles of righteousness and Truth).
KELLEY speaks in a sober, routine tone of voice. No need of theatrics to impress the spirits, and the ceremony is routine, for him. He unscrews two egg-shaped globes and pours powder – respectively white and reddish purple – from either egg, together, into the dish behind the crystal and onto the flame, where they flare up into a vapour. 
DEE: How much is left? How little, rather? Is this the last?

KELLEY ignores DEE. Depending on the technology – or stage magic – available to the production, effects occur, ideally a series of laser beams cross above DEE and KELLEY intersecting at a spot where they form a jewel-like structure in the air.
KELLEY: Yolakame, gohus, gahé Uriel, yolakame totza (Bring forth, I say, the spirit Uriel, bring him forth), christeos totza faorejita afafa (let his dwelling be empty), kakareji  fetahe-are-zodi gohola laiada (until he visits us in peace speaking the secrets of truth).
KELLEY and DEE are gazing intently at the audience.
DEE: Is he present?

KELLEY: Can’t you smell him?
KELLEY: Ilasa darisapa, micaelzodo tabaame, Amaimon (O thou great powerful governor, Amaimon), das bojira alonusahi Iaida El (who reigneth exalted in the power of the only El), voresa tofijilo gahé do elonu-dohe Ra-as, Babaje, Bobanu, Lucala (above all kingdoms in the kingdoms of East, South, West, North), ol vinu od zodakame ilasa do-o-a-ipé vaoanu Mada (I invoke and move thee in the name of the true God); od do Mada soba ilasa iehe boaluahe (and in God whom thou worshippest); od do emetajisa qoaanu; od do-o-a-ipe micaelzodo Mada (and in the seal of thy creation; and in the mighty names of God). 
DEE: I see nothing. Do you see him? Speak to him again.
KELLEY: Ol O vaukaho ilasa ta iehe totza das je-darebesa! (I confound thee as thou art he that obeys not!)
DEE: Nay, do not curse him. Ask him to speak.

KELLEY: He will not speak. Will you not use your powers, Sir John?
DEE: In pursuit of gold? My powers would soon vanish.

KELLEY: Your livelihood will vanish soon enough, and what will we do then? Pawn our robes?
DEE: The Lord will provide, Edward.
KELLEY: You mean the poorhouse.

The effects are fading.
DEE: Is he gone? You must give him license to leave.
KELLEY: (rapid and perfunctory) Ilasa gahé Uriel bajilenu iehe noco gono adana (O thou spirit Uriel because thou art the servant of fealty and obedience), od bajilenu iehe totza das dorebesa na-e-el od qua-a-on (and because thou art he that obeyeth my power and thy creation) eca gohusa (therefore I say) …

DEE: You will offend him.

KELLEY: He is malicious, and prefers to hide the formula.

DEE: And always will, if you disparage him. (To the spirit, more respectfully:) Vaunilagi  pujo-faoregita (descend unto thy dwelling), dorepesa  ohorela das e-ola (obey the law which I have made), ge-kiaisi nore-mo-lapi, tol-toregi, tofajilo voresa adoranu caosago (without terror to the sons of men,  to creatures and all things upon the surface of the earth).
The effects have faded. KELLEY is visibly discouraged.
DEE: Shall we not see what other spirits will respond?

KELLEY: As you wish.

KELLEY once more unscrews the globes  and once more effects a puff of vapour by pouring the powder onto the flame in the dish. KELLEY proceeds with the incantation, less enthusiastically than before.
KELLEY: Ol vinu od zodakame, Ilasa, Gahé (I invoke and move thee, o thou spirit) od elanusahé vaoresagi Iaida, gohusa pujo ilasa, darebasa! (and being exalted above ye in the power of the Most High I say unto thee, Obey!)

Across the stage, OTTLA enters, behind DEE and KELLEY and on the opposite side of the stage, as if drawn by the incantation. She wears a long, filmy white nightgown, seems sleepy, abstracted, as if sleepwalking. Light rises on her as she comes to the bench.

DEE and KELLEY do not see her. Light fades on them, as KELLEY continues to invoke the spirits.
KELLEY: Do-o-i-apé Beralanensis, Baldachiensis, Paumachia, od micaelzodo aretabasa  Salamanu telocahé (in the name of Baralanensis, Baldachiensis, Paumachia, and the mighty ones who govern, ye  ministers of the house of Death), ol vinu-ta od zodaméta! (I do invoke thee, and by invoking conjure thee!) Od elanusahé gohusa pujo ilasa, darebesa! (And being exalted above ye I say unto thee, Obey!)
OTTLA stretches out on the marble bench, looking away.
Music. But no longer 16th century music. Modern music, but with an antique flavor.
As the light rises on her, it has faded on DEE and the no longer chanting KELLEY, both awaiting spirits in vain. Giving up, DEE and KELLEY remove the scrying table.
Act Two, Scene Two
KAFKA enters, in 16th century attire – respectable but not very fancy, appearing to be more of a servant or the clerk that he is in the 20th century, than a gentleman.

He gazes at OTTLA for a moment, but she doesn’t turn to him. KAFKA comes to the audience.
KAFKA: I was afraid we were losing the battle. Ottla was spending more and more time in the 16th century, and where formerly she would pay her 16th century life a visit and by persistent cajoling and pleading I might be able to draw her back into the 20th, it seemed increasingly that she was taking up habitation in the past. Soon I could only communicate with her by dressing and speaking as though I too were in 1589. When I did so, the sensation that I existed in her dream, and was only real for her in her dream, was beginning to infect my mind and give me vertigo. Which world was the true one? In which was I the visitor, in which the intruder? Together we studied her genealogy – which we invented –
OTTLA: (dreamily, without turning to KAFKA) Queen of Hungary, Bohemia, Dalmatia, Croatia, Slavonia, Serbia...
KAFKA: ...and her titles – which would have been real –
He joins her in reciting the list. Together:
KAFKA and OTTLA: ....Galicia, Lodomeria, Cumania and Bulgaria, Archduchess of Austria, Duchess of Burgundy, Brabant, Styria, Carinthia and Camiola, Duchess of Luxemburg, Duchess of Upper Silesia, Lower Silesia, Wurtemberg and Teck, Countess of Hapsburg, Tyrol, Ferrette, Kyburg and Gorizia ...
OTTLA has grown sleepy as the list continues. Her voice trails away. Behind KAFKA, OTTLA stretches out wearily but elegantly on the bench, lays her head on her arm and closes her eyes in sleep.
Music continuing. 

KAFKA: One night I had the strangest dream. I found myself to be the only person in 16th century dress, among people in 20th century attire whose faces were familiar to me, yet...
As KAFKA continues:
Behind KAFKA, EDWARD KELLEY enters from upstage stage right in 20th century clothes, solemnly carrying two lightweight chairs.
Stage left, SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES enter, wearing 20th century garb, accompanied by the EMPEROR RUDOLF in jeans. They retain a certain 16th century stateliness in their movements. They stop, amused at the sight of KAFKA in his doublet and hose, and whisper to each other. We have the same experience as KAFKA has described, seeing: the right bodies in the wrong clothes.
From downstage right, JANE DEE and JOAN KELLEY enter in 20th century clothes, though still maintaining a 16th century poise, like their male counterparts, and they too stop, tickled by the sight of a man in period costume.
Meanwhile, EDWARD KELLEY has placed the chairs in a position right of center, set at a comfortable angle to each other, but at a slight distance, as for a formal, rather than an informal conversation.
KAFKA does not turn to KELLEY, but is uncomfortably aware of his other stage companions, as they enter, pause, and confer inaudibly in amusement.
KAFKA: I kept wondering, in the dream, whether I was supposed to know and greet these people who found my costume so amusing. I knew I was in the hospital, although my surroundings looked nothing like its tall-ceilinged wards and corridors, and the passers-by, unless they were patients at the hospital, bore no resemblance to the inhabitants of Ottla’s ward. Why did I recognize them, then? Where had I met them?
The onlookers begin to move on again: KELLEY, who has been making careful, minuscule adjustments in the position of the chairs, moves languidly back offstage right, while the three men and the two women cross the stage, greeting each other – not warmly, but with nods of polite acquaintanceship - while steering clear of KAFKA. During this:
KAFKA: In my dream this was as vexing as it would have been in real life – even more vexing indeed, since I couldn’t rid myself of a sense that my inability to recognize them meant that I didn’t know who I was and that my own past had become lost to me. Was I the patient?
MRS DEE and MRS KELLEY have crossed downstage of KAFKA and the men have crossed upstage of him, and both groups exit on the opposite side of the stage from the one where they came in.
Act Two, Scene Three.
Behind KAFKA, DR DEE enters upstage right, where KELLEY exited, and walks slowly to the center-stage chair, carrying a clipboard. DEE is in 1920s garb, in a suit with a waistcoat, and now looks uncommonly like SIGMUND FREUD. He sits, waiting, legs folded. KAFKA does not turn to him. During the others’ exits and DR DEE’s arrival:
KAFKA: I fancied I was searching for Ottla and, as men and women came and went, I looked for her in vain. But was I looking hungrily for her, as a hospital inmate might look for a visitor, or rather as a visitor might be searching for an inmate, his beloved sister? Then at last I recognized someone.
Music ends.
DEE: Come. Take a seat.
KAFKA (still addressing the audience, without turning to DEE): This man was a doctor. He was the famous Dr Sigmund Freud. I knew his face. Relief came over me in a sudden sweat. I understood at last.  I was – in this dream that for me was the most absolute reality – Freud’s patient.
DEE: Come, sir. I haven’t got all day.
KAFKA turns and walks swiftly and obediently towards the empty chair.
KAFKA: Good morning, Herr Professor Doktor.
DEE: Good morning. (Puts on reading glasses.) Your name... (consults the clipboard) ...is K.
KAFKA: My name is Kaf-
DEE (interrupts quickly) Please - we have no last names here. Only letters. Yours is K.
KAFKA: Very well.
DEE: Mine, as you already know –
KAFKA: So I believe –
DEE: Is D.
KAFKA: (momentarily taken aback) D?
DEE: D. Now. About your sister, K.
KAFKA: (still distracted) Yes.
DEE: We are here, are we not, to discuss your sister?
KAFKA: Of course, yes.
DEE: Very well. First of all, have you noticed the name she has adopted in her imaginary role as Queen of Bohemia and Holy Roman Empress? What is that name?
KAFKA: Franziska.
DEE: Franziska. Exactly, K. And what do you make of this choice of name?
KAFKA: What do I make of it?
DEE: You haven’t thought about it?
KAFKA: No.
DEE: You hadn’t noticed that the name she has chosen, Franziska, is the female version of your own name?...Franz.
KAFKA: No. Is that significant?
DEE: Is what significant, K?
KAFKA: Her choice of name.
DEE: Of course it is. But I thought you might be asking, is it significant that you never noticed her choice of name. The things we don’t notice are far more important than the things we do. When we fail to notice, we do not fail. We refuse. We avoid. Always for good reason. You didn’t want to think about the fact that it was as a female version of yourself that your sister ran away from the 20th century. Why did this occur, do you think?
KAFKA: Why did she run away? Or... why did I refuse to think about it?
DEE: Good. We are making progress.
KAFKA: (after a moment) I don’t understand, Herr Doktor. Which one?
DEE: Which what?
KAFKA: Which question are we discussing? Why Ottla ran away under my name, or why I failed to notice this?
DEE: Which question: exactly. There are always two questions, my dear K. And these two questions are always two sides of the same question. Your sister has feelings about you... that she cannot escape – unless –
KAFKA: What feelings do you mean?
DEE: I think you understand quite well.
KAFKA: Feelings for me?
DEE: You find that strange? Remember that it is only because we understand something too well that we find it strange.
KAFKA: Too well? But I don’t understand at all.
DEE: Too well for comfort. So we make it strange.
KAFKA: You’ve got me totally confused again, Herr Doktor.
DEE: Good. This is promising. How could anyone find clarity unless they were first confused?
KAFKA: (a moment) All right.
DEE: But you are not really confused, are you, my boy, you are even wondering why you are playing at confusion. Let’s be clear, then. To escape her feelings about you, your sister fled the very century she lives in, such was her distress. She at least recognized these feelings. You, poor boy, my poor K, were still in such complete denial that even her adoption of your name, feminized, did not penetrate your resistance.
KAFKA: Wait, you’re saying my sister is in love with me?
DEE: No no no. Love is only a screen for deeper movements of the psyche. Love is a mask, an epiphenomenon. You could almost say love is a form of denial of the deeper urges, much as the ego itself works to transform and beautify the passions of the id. What are these passions, these urges, these desires? They are the desire to conquer, the desire to merge, and its companion, the desire to flee.
KAFKA: She’s fleeing me – into the 16th century?
DEE: My poor K, you aren’t listening. She flees because she wants to merge with you –
KAFKA: What nonsense –
DEE: No no, not erotically, K. Forget Eros for a moment. Eros is a superficial fellow. She wants to be you. She wants to be Franz – iska, Franziska, Queen of all the world, as you are King. You understand?
KAFKA: I a king? I’m king of nothing.
DEE: Like Prince Hamlet you are king of infinite space, my boy, even when bounded in a nutshell. In that nutshell you have a magic wand. Your pen. You recreate the world, on paper. This your sister envies, like a venom in her soul, because her soul is dumb. She can dance. She moves in space as swans do, as if time had paused to wait for them. Words are not for her. And words are all she longs to master. She is creating a dream, a fantasy, my good K, a fiction – don’t you see it? She has found a way to create a world. She will draw you in. You will wonder, whose fiction is this?
DEE stands, extends a hand in a gesture that includes the sleeping OTTLA in the scene.
DEE: (suddenly forceful) Who is the dreamer here, K? Who is now to awake? She? Or you? The boundaries are porous. One of you must drown, K. Will it be you?
KAFKA: Drown, you say?
DEE: Her lungs are sick, K. Why else do you think she’s here in hospital?
KAFKA: For her delusions. Not her lungs! Her lungs are healthy? Mine are sick!
DEE: Are you sure?
KAFKA: Yes!
DEE: (easily) Then I suppose... hers will be sick, one day.
KAFKA: Will be? What kind of a doctor are you?
DEE: A doctor of philosophy, my friend.
KAFKA: Not of medicine?
DEE: Of medicine. Also astronomy, astrology, alchemy, cartography, stage magic, navigation, mathematics, Euclidean mechanics, divination, numerology, crystallography, necromancy, cryptography, piracy, Pythagorean hermeticism and angelic languages.
KAFKA: And clairvoyance too?
DEE: (glancing at his watch) Naturally. What did you expect?
DEE stands.
DEE: Our time is up. What else is there you wish to know?
KAFKA: (to us) I couldn’t speak. I had become Ottla. Words were not for me. My soul was dumb. D stood waiting. I say ‘D’ – I mean... Freud. (Turning to him at last) Doctor, am I infecting her with my disease? Or can I catch madness from her?
DEE: Choose, K. The girl. Or you.
DEE backs away a few steps, still watching KAFKA. With a last look at the sleeping OTTLA, he turns and exits.
KAFKA stands, stunned, for a moment. Then he goes to the bench, and kneels beside the sleeping OTTLA.
KAFKA: Ottla. Ottla. Wake up.
KAFKA touches OTTLA’s face. She stirs, but does not wake.
KAFKA: Ottla. Please wake up, dearest. We have to go.
Still no reaction from OTTLA. KAKFA looks up sharply, aware of a new arrival.
Act Two, Scene Four
SHAKESPEARE enters, downstage left, in 16th century deshabille, sporting a billowing-sleeved, open-necked white shirt, and stops, seeing KAFKA. A look of recognition, almost of collusion, appears on SHAKESPEARE’s face – as it might be, one intruder coming across another in the process of burglarizing the same house.
KAFKA stands up, as if caught. Bewildered to see SHAKESPEARE. Is he still dreaming?
KAFKA: My lord Hamlet.
SHAKESPEARE: I beg your pardon? You called me Hamnet.
KAFKA: No.

SHAKESPEARE. I thought you did. My son is Hamnet.
KAFKA: I called you Hamlet. I was dreaming.
A VOICE comes from offstage left.
RUDOLF: Will!
SHAKESPEARE: (after a moment, speaks rather than calls) Coming.
SHAKESPEARE is still gazing at KAFKA. He nods at the sleeping OTTLA.
SHAKESPEARE: Who is she?
KAFKA: My sister.
SHAKESPEARE: What’s she doing here?
KAFKA: She thinks she’s the Empress.
RUDOLF: (off) Will! Where’ve you got to?
SHAKESPEARE: (to KAFKA) Right now I’m the Empress. (Calling to RUDOLF) Coming, Sire.
He is still gazing at KAFKA, a small co-conspiratorial smile on his face. Then he turns and exits, left.
KAFKA turns back to OTTLA, hisses:
KAFKA: Ottla!
From stage right, DEE and KELLEY enter stage right, robed. KAFKA turns to them, once more caught in a part he isn’t sure how to play. DEE and KELLEY sit on the chairs.
DEE: Kindly inform his Imperial Majesty that Doctors Dee and Kelley are here, at his request.
KAFKA: At once, my masters.
He does not move.
KELLEY: Well, then?
KAFKA glances down at OTTLA, and makes a decision. He will not abandon her here. KAFKA bends down and picks up her limp, sleeping form. Sleepily she puts her arms around his neck and hangs onto him.
As he turns back, holding OTTLA, laughter comes from offstage left. KAFKA stands, gazing out front, frozen.
Enter RUDOLF and SHAKESPEARE, both en deshabille, arm in arm.
As DEE and KELLEY get to their feet -
KAFKA: (promptly) All rise for His Imperial Majesty Rudolf by the grace of God elected Holy Roman Emperor , King of Hungary, Bohemia, Dalmatia, Croatia, Slavonia, Serbia, Galicia, Lodomeria, Cumania and Bulgaria, Archduke of Austria, Princeps of Swabia –
As KAFKA continues with RUDOLF’s titulature, we hear, over it:
RUDOLF: (to SHAKESPEARE) Did you pay this fellow to recite?
SHAKESPEARE: He’s your fellow, Sire.
RUDOLF: Is he your gift to me? (To KAFKA) That’s quite enough, man. You may cut to the end.
KAFKA: Duke of Burgundy, Brabant, Styria, Carinthia and Camiola, Margrave of Moravia, Duke of Luxemburg, Duke of Upper Silesia, Lower Silesia, Wurtemberg and Teck -
SHAKESPEARE: Didn’t you say cut to the end?
RUDOLF: He’s getting there.
KAFKA: Count of Hapsburg, Tyrol, Ferrette, Kyburg and Gorizia, Landgrave of Alsace, Margrave of the Holy Roman Empire, Enna, Burgau -
SHAKESPEARE: Now he begins again!
RUDOLF: He’s almost done. (Cue-ing KAFKA:) Upper and Lower Lusatia.
KAFKA: Upper and Lower Lusatia, Lord of the Wendish Mark, and Duke of Auschwitz.
RUDOLF: Not bad, you’re hired.
KAFKA: (bows this head) Majesty.
RUDOLF: Now get out of my sight.
KAFKA exits, still carrying OTTLA.
SHAKESPEARE: How many of your dukedoms have you visited, Majesty?
RUDOLF: All. You think me a negligent ruler? All, sir, even Auschwitz, the dullest place on earth. A windy plain in Poland. Pastureland. Fat cows and even fatter peasants.
DEE (as RUDOLF turns to them): Sire.
KELLEY: Sire.
RUDOLF: What do you say, Will, shall we entertain these men of science?
SHAKESPEARE: One I would talk with privately, Sire. Dr Kelley.
RUDOLF: As you wish.
SHAKESPEARE: I’ll send him to you straight.
KELLEY subsides onto his chair. RUDOLF extends an arm to invite DEE across the stage towards him.
RUDOLF: Come, Doctor. I would be scrying. I have supernatural longings in me.
DEE: Then we must scry while the crystal is hot, Majesty.
An Emperor no Angel will deny
At His Command all Psychopomps can scry
Exeunt RUDOLF and DEE.
Act Two, Scene Five
The same. SHAKESPEARE eyeing KELLEY with patient amusement.

KELLEY: Your business, sir?

SHAKESPEARE walks behind KELLEY to see if he can whip the cap off his head, but KELLEY moves out of range.

SHAKESPEARE: I like your cap.

KELLEY: You could buy one like it in Wenceslas Square.

SHAKESPEARE: But would it fit me as well as yours fits you? It looks bespoke.

KELLEY: Forgive me, Master Shakespeare, but the Emperor awaits, and Sir John requires my help.

SHAKESPEARE: He can’t raise spirits on his own? 

KELLEY says nothing. SHAKESPEARE is still trying to manoeuver his way behind KELLEY, without success.

SHAKESPEARE: I would talk with you about these spirits. You’re the one who raises them? How do you do it?

KELLEY: This is a matter for adepts, sir, not for the merely curious.

SHAKESPEARE: Oh, I am more than curious, sir.

KELLEY: You desire to communicate with the dead?

SHAKESPEARE: Perhaps.

KELLEY: To him who can afford such things, all is possible.
SHAKESPEARE: Do you raise spirits bodily, sir?

KELLEY: Corporeally, you mean?

SHAKESPEARE: Ay. Physically.

KELLEY: Ay, sir. Upon occasion.
SHAKESPEARE has managed to work his way behind KELLEY.

SHAKESPEARE: But they are not to be... touched?
SHAKESPEARE manages to put a hand on KELLEY, who wriggles away.

KELLEY: Sir!

SHAKESPEARE: Ah – you are no spirit, then. You are real, Dr Kelley.  Are you?

KELLEY backs away. 

SHAKESPEARE: They are not to be touched, your spirits? But may be seen?
KELLEY: Seen. Ay. What are you about, sir?

SHAKESPEARE: I cannot afford to pay, Dr Kelley. I would have my spirits...

SHAKESPEARE leans in and seizes the cap, removing it from KELLEY’s head.

SHAKESPEARE: ...free of charge.

KELLEY puts his hands up to his ears to hide their deformity.
KELLEY: Sir, give me back my cap – I have a malady – I beg of you.

SHAKESPEARE dangles it in front of KELLEY as KELLEY chases him.
SHAKESPEARE: Your malady, sir, is a peculiar absence of ears. (Dodging KELLEY) You are not so nimble as you were that day in Lancaster.
KELLEY stops.
SHAKESPEARE: What day is that, Master Shakespeare? Ah but you know what day, Master Talbot. It is graven on your memory. When you dodged the rotten fruit thrown at the man in the pillory, his ears already sliced, for counterfeiting coin. That man was you.

KELLEY: No, sir.

SHAKESPEARE: The punishment is your mark, Master Talbot, as sure as the date on a gold sovereign. Come, uncover your ears. I know what you’re concealing. I’ve already seen ‘em.
KELLEY lets his hands drop. SHAKESPEARE gives him back his cap.

SHAKESPEARE: Here. Resume your disguise.
KELLEY (putting on the cap) What was the point then of this childish game?
SHAKESPEARE: Now I know you are he. You are Edward Talbot, convicted malefactor. Cheat. Purveyor of painted dross, counterfeit gold. And you know that I know. I shall keep your secret. Upon certain conditions.

KELLEY: You wish to see a spirit?

SHAKESPEARE: No, sir. I wish to be a spirit.

KELLEY: You wish to be one?

SHAKESPEARE: To appear as one. At one of your ‘spiritual conferences,’ as I believe you call them.

KELLEY: To what end, pray?

SHAKESPEARE: You shall instruct me how to squeak and gibber like an unholy thing. And teach me the words a demon speaks. I'll be a fine spirit and, by way of thanks, enhance your reputation.
KELLEY: So where's your profit in this enterprise?
SHAKESPEARE: You shall see.

KELLEY: Master Shakespeare: Dr Dee knows of my past.

SHAKESPEARE: Oh indeed. But I doubt if he’s mentioned it to the Emperor. I must keep you no longer from His Majesty. Go. Go, Dr Kelley.

As KELLEY makes to leave, SHAKESPEARE calls softly after him.
SHAKESPEARE: But don’t forget. (KELLEY stops, turns) We have an arrangement. 

KELLEY exits.
SHAKESPEARE: Thus may we see that…
A man without ears is a man who still hears

And life isn’t hopeless, even if you’re...lobeless
I have better verses for you. To impress this Miguel de Cervantes I have been polishing a sonnet, which in turn burnishes my appetite and sharpens my revenge. Sir John Dee - ...old man with no use for the wife upon whose face and form my heart was set since I was a boy – yes – since I was fourteen years old and saw her in Warwick town with her mistress, Lady Howard - ...old man who with his fame and seeming wealth stepped between me and my first love -
What Dee-vious Dee-mon, o ye powers Dee-vine,

What god Dee-formed and vicious placed a chain
Around my heart and wrought in its Dee-sign

A temporal curse. When first I spied my Jane
I was too young–– 
(Breaks off)

But here comes the good Spaniard.

Act Two, Scene Six
Enter CERVANTES.

SHAKESPEARE: Senor Cervantes! You are armed and ready?

CERVANTES: I beg your pardon? You want to fight?

SHAKESPEARE: We spoke of duelling in verse.

CERVANTES: Ah yes. But I am here to see the Emperor, on military business.

SHAKESPEARE: Excuses, excuses.

CERVANTES: I am ready when you are, sir. Did I not hear you declaiming verses? Go right ahead, I’ll follow.

SHAKESPEARE gestures for music, and gets a gentle Elizabethan accompaniment.

SHAKESPEARE: 
What Dee-ceitful Dee-mon, o ye powers Dee-vine,

What god Dee-bauched and Dee-vious placed a chain
Around my heart and wrought in its Dee-sign

A temporal curse? When first I spied my Jane
I was too young. He is too old. Dee-cry

Me as you Will, thou art yet my Dee-pest
Dee-sire, and my love you shall not Dee-ny.
For thy Dee-praved Dee-votion I Dee-test

And thy Dee-seased affections I Dee-ride.
‘Tis time, my Jane in chains, that we Dee-cide,
Thee from thy old Dee-spoiler to Dee-vide.
No more that ancient strutting popinjay,
No more, my Jane, no parody of Love,
But a Dee-lirium that never shall Dee-cay
CERVANTES applauds politely. Music ends.
SHAKESPEARE: I call it my sonnet in D.

CERVANTES: That fits.
SHAKESPEARE: Did you notice...

CERVANTES: Oh yes. A lot of Dees.
SHAKESPEARE: Twenty. I meant the final tercet. Pop-in-jay... no more, my Jane.

CERVANTES: Very clever.

SHAKESPEARE: Pop-in-jayn... O more, my Jane!
CERVANTES: Got it.

SHAKESPEARE: No parody of Love.. No parrot he, of Love –.

CERVANTES: Very good. Very subtle.

SHAKESPEARE: A popinjay is a species of parrot.

CERVANTES: I realize that.

SHAKESPEARE: It’s not too subtle, I hope.

CERVANTES: No no. Just right.

SHAKESPEARE: I’m glad to hear it. Thank you.

CERVANTES: My pleasure.

SHAKESPEARE: You really liked it.

CERVANTES: Very much.

SHAKESPEARE: Yes. Good. (A moment.) You’re not just saying it?

CERVANTES: No no. I  think it’s excellent.

SHAKESPEARE: Thank you.

CERVANTES:  (light bulb) You came to Prague for Jane Dee. She is the one you spoke of, your first love.
SHAKESPEARE: My ‘Circumcisa’. Yes. She turned me down, when the old man came courting. I've written to her. Letters, poems. I’ve pursued her.
CERVANTES: But she is virtuous.

SHAKESPEARE: If it’s virtue to deny nature, deny the call of youth and blood. She won’t see me.
CERVANTES: You are a married man, sir.

SHAKESPEARE: Do I seem married?

CERVANTES: Yet you are.

SHAKESPEARE:  To spite Jane.

CERVANTES: To spite her?

SHAKESPEARE: Yes. Married too young. To spite her. No more of this. You’re temporizing.

CERVANTES: Sir?

SHAKESPEARE: Playing for time. Delaying. Time’s up. Your sonnet.
CERVANTES: Alas. (A moment) I am no sonneteer, Master Shakespeare.

SHAKESPEARE: This is your contribution to our duel? An ‘Alas’?

CERVANTES: (after a moment) By no means, sir. In your honor I have composed a military memoir in verse. Will you hear it? 
SHAKESPEARE: Fire away.

CERVANTES strikes a pose.
CERVANTES: Ready?

SHAKESPEARE: Oh yes.

CERVANTES signals for music, and gets it: Spanish. Martial. Proud. Flamenco, even.

CERVANTES: (epic manner)
 In May the Janissaries marched


Against Bohemia. The spring –

SHAKESPEARE: The Janissaries?

CERVANTES: The Turkish infantry.

SHAKESPEARE: Yes -  yes, I remember now. Proceed.

CERVANTES: ....The spring was late,

The weather harsh. Louis of Hungary


Was trembling as I stood before him. 

His armies unprepared, his soldiers


Starved, their horses parched.


Our fate is sealed, he cried. Your Majesty,


Nothing is sealed till we have met


The Janissaries in the field. The Arch-


duke William brings ten thousand men.

I carry orders from the Emperor!

We left Shabotz to Suleiman, eight


Days into July, but we disputed Belgrade


As the world knows, and Suleiman,

Selim’s son, the less soldier


But the greater man. He kept

His word at Rhodes, by Seth,

When the Grandmaster sued for peace.


I fought this warrior – and poet – 


Lord of Lords –

SHAKESPEARE: You fought Suleiman the Magnificent?
CERVANTES: (ignores him) – In the Carpathians,

Vlad the Impaler at my side, 

And John Szapolyi the Effeminate


And the Ban of Banat. We were taken at last


At Mitrovitz, that sea-cold fortress, where

I wrestled Suleiman beneath the pines


And won my freedom. But John,


Young John the traitor


Vassal King of Translyvania...

He... yielded to the Turk
(On ‘yielded to the Turk’ CERVANTES makes the imputation all too plain, but SHAKESPEARE only smiles in answer.)
For many years, Wallachia


Entreated my return. While I,


With a handful of arquebusiers,


Was salting Barbarossa’s tail,

Till Suleiman himself came forth

One April morning from Constantinople

Eighty thousand strong. Louis of Hungary

Was slow, that weak Bohemian.


Who else but Vlad the Devil,


And the Ban, and I


Braved the Ottoman at Mohács[‘Mo-hatch’], on the plain!


The Transylvanians advanced. We met them


With a cannonade and charged


The first line with the heavy cavalry


We broke the feudal serfs! Too well –


Our guns were slow to follow.


When the Janissaries struck us


From the right, we drove them off


And smashed the second line – but


The artillery! They chained their guns


Together, by the grey Danube.


Twenty thousand perished in the fray.

We could not pierce their cannon


On the plains of Mohács. By Santiago!

Seven bishops died that day!
At CERVANTES’s gesture, the music ceases in a thrumming chord.
SHAKESPEARE: (applauds, to stop him) Strong stuff, Don Miguel.

CERVANTES: Shall I go on?

SHAKESPEARE: Another time, perhaps. You were at Mohács?

CERVANTES:  Do you doubt me?

SHAKESPEARE: I wouldn’t dream of it. But you are older than I thought, sir.

CERVANTES: I started young.

DEE: (offstage) Edward!

SHAKESPEARE: I started young myself.

KELLEY enters, crosses the stage, clearly displeased, with DEE in slower pursuit. KELLEY exits.
CERVANTES: Your angelic revels were brief, my good doctors!

DEE: (curtly) Master Shakespeare. Don Miguel.

CERVANTES: (amused) The dead refused your summons?
DEE: You do wrong to mock us, Sir.

CERVANTES: I think rather it is the spirits who mock you. Or you who mock the Emperor.

DEE: Beware. The Emperor has his powers. We have ours.
CERVANTES: Will you turn me into a frog, Sir John?

DEE: It will be enough to leave you as the fraud you are. The Emperor awaits you.
DEE exits, leaving CERVANTES quivering with hidalgo fury.
CERVANTES: As the fraud I am! No-one calls me a fraud with impunity.

SHAKESPEARE: I should think not, Admiral!

CERVANTES: If he were not a greybeard...

SHAKESPEARE: Well, indeed.

CERVANTES: You doubt my courage?

SHAKESPEARE: Not if you fought the Turk at Mohacs.

CERVANTES: (gazing after DEE) Impudent old Englishman. I’ll challenge him tonight.

SHAKESPEARE: There are other ways of getting revenge, Don Miguel, than a duel. Better ways.
CERVANTES: Your meaning?
SHAKESPEARE: It can wait. See, the Emperor is impatient for you...
Act Two, Scene Seven
To them, RUDOLF, with KAFKA following, carrying a furled map and a long stick, or wand, for RUDOLF to use when pointing at it.

RUDOLF: Here you are, my Admiral. Shall we to business? (To KAFKA) Unfurl, sirrah.

KAFKA: Where, Majesty?

RUDOLF: Anywhere, man. Hand me the wand. Now come along, unfurl.

KAFKA holds the map up in front of his face and slowly, and rather jerkily begins to let it unfurl. Meanwhile:
RUDOLF: Now, Don Miguel, if I understand your plan, we are to advance, here, to the southeast, where the Turk is weakest. (To KAFKA) Come along, fellow, what kind of a flag-bearer are you? That'll do, now hold it up. And hold it straight, man! (To CERVANTES, tracing on the map with his wand) Your surprise advance outflanks the Turk at Mohacs, on the plain.
CERVANTES: Precisely, Sire.

RUDOLF: But my question to you is, what happens when we reach Kronstadt, at the foot of the Carpathians, where they could ambush us...

As he follows a diagonal towards the bottom right hand corner, RUDOLF runs out of map. KAFKA is not quite tall enough.
RUDOLF: Kronstadt… Where is Kronstadt? Higher, churl. It's still not visible. (Pointing to the floor) Stretch out the map here, before us. And fetch us some refreshment.

KAFKA; (stretching out the map to its fullest on the floor) Refreshment, Sire?

RUDOLF: Can you not conceive, sir? Drink. Liquor. Wine. You have failed as a flagbearer but may yet make a cupbearer. Go! Fetch us wine.

KAFKA exits.

RUDOLF: (to SHAKESPEARE) Give us your opinion, Will, as a man of parts. 
SHAKESPEARE: None of my parts are military. (With a nod at CERVANTES) But neither are his. His parts are entirely naval. Mine are below the navel.
CERVANTES: Sir, I know how to lay a siege.

SHAKESPEARE: I have laid many.

RUDOLF: We know that.

SHAKESPEARE: Many a siege, I mean.
CERVANTES: Not on the field of battle.

RUDOLF: Yet he knows about advances, I think. Is this too daring a thrust, Will, think you? Through Transylvania, and thence to Bessarabia and the sea.
SHAKESPEARE: Your Turk is a complacent fellow, full of vanity. I recommend a quick thrust.

CERVANTES: Well said, my friend.

RUDOLF: But this will never do, Don Miguel. See where our lines are stretched, along the Buda. The Turk may turn and snap them like a poor widow’s thread. Your sole concern, I fear, is to reach the Black Sea where you can build your ships at last.
CERVANTES: It is we who will cut off the Turkish lines of supply, Sire. As you suggested.
RUDOLF: Your plan is far too risky, Don Miguel.
Enter OTTLA, pursued by KAFKA.

KAFKA: Ottla! No!

OTTLA: (to RUDOLF) My lord!
CERVANTES: This plan was yours, Majesty…
RUDOLF: (instantly smitten) Who’s this?

CERVANTES: I merely followed your instructions to advance, here, into Hungary…
SHAKESPEARE: (to KAFKA) He can see her, it seems. Clearer than Hungary.
KAFKA: Now I am truly lost.

SHAKESPEARE: On the contrary. Look at Rudolf.
RUDOLF: She’s very pretty. Who is she? Do you know her, Admiral?
CERVANTES: This creature? From your taverns only, Sire. She says she’s your wife.
RUDOLF: Do I have a wife?
CERVANTES: Not to my knowledge. Do you?
RUDOLF: No. Of course I don’t. But I like the look of her.
KAFKA: Sire, she’s mad. Believe me, you don’t want to get involved with her.
RUDOLF: I like the mad. They’re the only ones who don’t lie to me.
SHAKESPEARE: I don’t lie to you, Majesty.
RUDOLF: My point exactly. 
CERVANTES: Sire, I have never lied to you.

RUDOLF: You think I can defeat the Turk by rushing to the sea. You’re clearly mad. Why do you think monarchs require a court fool?
CERVANTES: I could be your court fool, Majesty.
RUDOLF: If you grew a sense of humor. I already have your friend Will. Now the girl too perhaps, a female fool. Bring her closer.
KAFKA: (holding OTTLA back) Sire, I beg you.
RUDOLF: Come here, girl. Your name?
OTTLA: (breaking free of KAFKA) I am your wife, Franziska.
RUDOLF: Very good, Franziska. You’ll make a pretty wife. Especially since we won’t have to go through a ceremony if we’re already married. I’m beginning to think you’re an ideal wife for me.
OTTLA: I’ll study to be the best wife you could ever have.
RUDOLF: Oh, don’t study. Studied fools are quite unbearable. Be a fool on the wing.
KAFKA : Majesty, please don’t engage yourself in this. She is my sister.
RUDOLF: Why then, you’ll be my brother-in-law, sirrah. In madness, that is. In jest, as your sister will be my wife in jest. And in bed. As the brother-in-law of the Emperor, you’re welcome to one of my titles - in jest. Pick one. Where were you born?
KAFKA Here, sire, here in Prague.
RUDOLF: Then we shall call you Duke of Prague. You could be Archduke in due course, if you behave yourself. The court will be commanded to bow to you, as it will to your pretty sister.
KAFKA: Sire, I fear for my sister’s sanity, if you encourage her to believe she is indeed your wife.
RUDOLF: But she believes it already, man. How can I make it worse?
KAFKA: I seek to disabuse her, Sire, for her sanity’s sake.
RUDOLF: Oh don’t be a bore, brother-in-law. I fancy brothers-in-law are such bores, don’t you, Don Miguel? Come here, Franziska the fool. Begone, brother. Your face is no longer required. Go. Go, before I call someone to put you in brotherly irons. Go. 

A brother’s title is a Patent clear
But Law and Love were never friends, I fear.
Come, my Queen. Let us test our wedding bands, without delay.

CERVANTES: But the Turkish preparation, Majesty…
RUDOLF: (offering his arm to OTTLA) Will you walk, Madam?
They make to leave. KAFKA, dumbstruck and appalled, has not moved.
RUDOLF: (as they pass KAFKA) Still here, cuz? The refreshments, my lord Duke! After you’ve tidied up here, your Grace, you may bring wine to the bedchamber. 

OTTLA is unable to ignore KAFKA’s agonized gaze.

RUDOLF: Come along, dear.

RUDOLF drops the wand on the map, with a backward glance at CERVANTES.

RUDOLF: Don Miguel,

We look to you to keep these distant matters warm

While we a castle closer home will storm.
Exeunt RUDOLF and OTTLA.
SHAKESPEARE: (to KAFKA, who is glumly assembling the map and wand) Cheer up, your Grace. Think how many commoners, throughout recorded history, have risen to power and fame on their sister’s back. Quicker even than on their own. And you’re the Duke of Prague already. 
KAFKA: What’s this?

SHAKESPEARE: Gold. Take it.

KAFKA: No.

SHAKESPEARE: Take it, man. I’m obliged to you, and to your sister. One night at a time in the Imperial embrace is quite enough for me. Take it – take more -
KAFKA: (refusing) You need it, Master Shakespeare. You had no coin the other night.

SHAKESPEARE: And now I do. It is a generous Emperor, when it has a mind to be. Take his gold, if you won’t take mine.

KAFKA shakes his head, and leaves with the map and the wand.
SHAKESPEARE: There’s a man who’ll never rise.
CERVANTES: (grim) Your friend is a most unpredictable person.
SHAKESPEARE: This fellow? He’s no friend of mine.

CERVANTES: I mean your friend the Emperor. Has someone poisoned his mind against me? Now he treats his own idea as mine, and damns it. His idea. To march to the Black Sea! Is that fellow Dee making trouble for me?

SHAKESPEARE: Everyone suspects a sorcerer.

CERVANTES: Who else has whispered in the Imperial ear?

A moment as SHAKESPEARE smiles evenly, and the penny drops. Before CERVANTES can say anything -
SHAKESPEARE: Sweet nothings only, I assure you. Such as, Oh, Rudolf mine, how huge is your...domain! Nothing about extending his domain towards the sea, I promise you. But I have a plot towards, concerning Dee, in which you could be of use, if you have mind to it.

CERVANTES: What manner of plot? And how shall I be of use?

SHAKESPEARE: Have you never wanted to be a sheeted ghost, and cry, ‘Woe! Woe!’

CERVANTES: Whoa? Only to my horse.

CERVANTES laughs, pleased with his joke.

SHAKESPEARE: Enough, Don Miguel, or I shall split my sides.

CERVANTES: So you would have me be an actor?

SHAKESPEARE: Ay sir. I shall be your provisioner, and arm you for the fray.


We shall not ask too much of a beginner


Who is as yet only a modest sinner


Trust me, sir, acting is so strong a potion


You start with false and end with real emotion
Exeunt SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES.

Music. Renaissance music, once more.
DEE: (to the audience) Please… indulge in some libations, for a quarter of an hour, while we prepare to bring you the raising of the Archangel Uriel, in the gardens of the Holy Roman Emperor’s Dzestik Palace, on the night on June the 21st, 1589.
Act Three, Scene One
Night in the gardens of the Djestic palace. Music continuing.
DEE: It is night in the gardens of the Dzestik Hospital, once the Dzestik Palace. Once a park…

OTTLA, in her nightclothes, comes to the front, gazes out over the audience as if searching the windows of the palace for a familiar face to anchor her. Enter KAFKA, in daytime clothes. He stands, watching her. Music ends.
KAFKA: Ottla.

OTTLA: I can’t sleep. I never sleep any more. (Turning to him) When will it end?

KAFKA: Come with me, dear. Let’s go home.

OTTLA: You shouldn’t be here. What if the Emperor comes?

KAFKA: He won’t come, unless you summon him.

OTTLA: (coming to him) Sit with me.

She leads, he follows. They sit.
OTTLA: I want us to be together. Stay. Please.

KAFKA: For as long as you wish.

OTTLA: I want us to be together always.

KAFKA: You were the one who left.

OTTLA: I never left. Where could I go?

KAFKA: You left us, dear, and went to a place where we could no longer reach you.

OTTLA: This place.

KAFKA: No. Before you came here. You were already ill. You wouldn’t wash or change your clothes. Do you remember that? Do you remember when you wouldn’t leave your bed? When you wept all day? You wouldn’t answer us. We had no way of understanding what your torment was. Do you remember?

OTTLA: I wanted to die. (A moment.) You were the one who left. You came, but you always went home again and left me here. I was so frightened.
KAFKA: And that’s why you’ve invented this whole world? For safety?

OTTLA: What world? I’ve invented nothing. It’s all here, all around us.
She studies him.

OTTLA: Dearest, you’re not smiling any more. Remember how we used to be, how we used to laugh all the time?
KAFKA: If you would just come home with me, home to Celetna Street, where we could look after you again. Away from doctors, hospitals –

OTTLA: (interrupts) You knew I was here. You always found me. Even when we were little.

KAFKA: Yes.

OTTLA: Even when I ran away.

KAFKA: Yes. You remember? When you followed the old man with his cart. Remember? And we found you outside the Unicorn?
OTTLA: I remember his horse. It was so thin. It seemed as old as the man.
KAFKA: You do remember. And you followed him down the hill. The old knife-grinder, calling his wares. We thought we’d lost you.

OTTLA: He gave me a peppermint. Where do you come from, little girl? Don’t cry. 
KAFKA: I could have killed him.

OTTLA: He meant me no harm. You were so harsh to him.
KAFKA: We were frightened to death. A tiny child alone in the city.

OTTLA: But he meant me no harm, dearest. I wasn’t scared.
A moment’s pause.

KAFKA: Ottla, say my name.

OTTLA: Why?

KAFKA: Do you recognize me?

OTTLA: Of course. (A moment.) It’s on the tip of my tongue. (Flustered) But you forget, you see – people always forget. I was all right, I wasn’t scared at all! I knew you would come. 
KAFKA: Ottla. I’m here now. I’ve come for you.

OTTLA: Stay.
KAFKA: Yes.

OTTLA: I’ll tell my husband to be kind to you.

KAFKA: Ottla, you must forget him and come back with me.

OTTLA: I’ll tell him you are to be our chamberlain. Forever. (She stands.) Come, we’ll talk to him. He’s very gentle, if you know how to handle him.

KAFKA: Ottla, no.

OTTLA: Won’t you come? Please.

KAFKA slumps, dejected.

OTTLA: Then I’ll bring him here. You’ll see how kind he is. He means me no harm. Stay, dearest. Stay and I’ll fetch him. Stay, I won’t be long.

She makes to exit, turns back.

OTTLA: Don’t move, now. But don’t look. Now don’t do that - you peeked. That’s better. Count to twenty. Start. (A moment.) Start!

KAFKA: One. Two.

OTTLA has gone. KAFKA remains, seated on the bench. Music ceases, at DEE’s command, as he rises to join KAFKA.
Act Three, Scene Two
To him, downstage, DEE, in his nightclothes. He does not see KAFKA.
DEE: To tell you the truth… this search for another plane of being – though I know it exists – has me so tired that I can barely sleep. In the daytime the city plagues me with its foolish bustle and the cries of rude and tumultuous persons. I could shut the windows but I am afraid my Noises will begin again. I invited the Emperor himself to hear them, and he came here to my closet, but it will scarcely surprise you to hear that the Noises came not. They know all my comings and goings. At first I thought some fellows – wait! What was that? Did you hear it? At first I thought some fellows in my building here were making a great Engine, there was such a clanging and a hissing of Bellows, but when I asked my neighbors they knew nothing of it, and it came to this, that I searched every room and gained admittance to attics and to apartments locked and uninhabited but could find no evidence of mechanical work. None. So I knew at last that it was – (breaking off) –  There!

There is nothing to be heard. KAFKA stands, watching DEE, then slowly exits, stage right.
DEE: No, it mocks me, it will not come. Sometimes it is the soughing of wings, sometimes the panting and the huffing of the Beast. His Breath. And in it, Whispers, but I cannot make out Words. Here it is. Now it starts.

He listens, in vain. As he turns back to the audience, JANE enters stage left with a taper, dressed in her nightclothes. She stands watching him.
DEE: It will not come, because I speak of it. Yet I know what it portends. These are the Last Days, long foretold.

A noise, as of snapping metal, and ratcheting of metal.
DEE: There! There, now. Oh that you were by, my soul, to hear it.

JANE: I am here.

She comes forward to him.

DEE, meanwhile, puts his hands to his ears as if the noises, which have now passed, were deafening.
DEE: A man can drown in noise, and for one that at birth, like myself, was not expected to survive, and lives ever with a fear of untimely Suffocation…
JANE: (embracing him) My dear.

DEE: Do you hear? Do you hear?

JANE: What should I hear?

DEE: It is the promise of a new Flood, that once more men may see God’s Face and look to the heavens as the Babylonians did and the Chaldeans, after the first Flood. You will say I am losing my wits, yet He that spake to Noah will He not speak to some one of His servants He might deem worthy?

JANE: You are tired, my dear, beyond all measure, and tormented by your studies. (Escorting him tenderly offstage) I shall make you some tea.

DEE: Do we have peony root?

JANE: We have tincture of rock rose, my love.

DEE: (stops) And for my hearing, since perhaps the noises are all in my head, some armadillo bone? 

JANE: It’s all gone. (She coaxes him back into movement) I shall make you linden tea, and caress your poor feet, and you will sleep.
Music.

Exeunt.
Act Three, Scene Three
KELLEY and KAFKA bring on the table. KELLEY leaves KAFKA preparing the table and breaks away to meet SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES who have entered downstage left, SHAKESPEARE with a hand-held mirror which he furtively uses to check his hairline.
CERVANTES: Worried about our hairline, are we?
SHAKESPEARE: With this hair (shows off his fine mane)? Please. Just checking for lice. 
KELLEY: Are you equipped? Make a hash of this and you doom us all. Quick, conceal yourselves.

SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES return upstage left and disappear behind the marble screen,  as KELLEY returns to the scrying table and RUDOLF and FRANZISKA arrive to watch, also DEE, notebook in hand, with his wife JANE and KELLEY’s wife JOAN. While KELLEY prepares, KAFKA brings chairs, one each for RUDOLF and FRANZISKA.
RUDOLF: A noble setting. Did I not choose it, when we visited the gardens?
DEE: You did, Sire. In honor of your grandfather, buried hereabouts.

RUDOLF: A place to raise the dead.

DEE: And the immortals, Majesty.

RUDOLF: So you have promised. (to OTTLA) Make yourself comfortable, my dear.
Music ends. JOAN KELLEY and JANE DEE are talking, softly, as KELLEY mixes the powders.
KELLEY: I shall begin.
RUDOLF: Silence! You may proceed, Dr Kelley.

KELLEY pours the powders onto the flame, with a rush of colored smoke that makes the company gasp.
RUDOLF: Fear not. An eructation is quite normal, ladies.
KELLEY: Ol vavini ilasa, od zodakame ilasa, od lirinuji ilasa, ilasa gahe! (I invoke thee and move thee and stir thee up, o spirit!). Zodameranu pujo-ooanoan asapeta komeselahe azodiazodore olalore! (Appear unto my eyes before the circle in the likeness of a man!)
Without waiting for further conjuration, in a further puff of smoke, SHAKESPEARE appears behind the marble bench...
 RUDOL F: This was quick!
...as URIEL, the archangel, a bearded ancient.
KELLEY: Sometimes the spirits are eager to communicate with us.

DEE: I can see him! Edward, I can see him!

KELLEY: What do you see? Describe him.

DEE: An old man, white-bearded, dressed in a robe of black satin... on his chest a sign embroidered…yet unknown to me, unless it be - the crystal egg! Is it possible? Who are you, spirit?

SHAKESPEARE: I am the Lord of the Universe. I am he whom Nature has not formed. Lord of the light and the darkness. Lord and King of the earth. 

DEE: Great Uriel himself! Flame of God, Regent of the Sun and great archangel of Earth! What message do you bring?

SHAKESPEARE: I bring one who wishes to speak with you. Rise, spirit!
In a further puff of vapor, CERVANTES appears, armed for war, only a part of his face visible where the helmet’s half-open visor reveals it.

RUDOLF: It’s him – my grandsire! (to OTTLA) Do you see him?
OTTLA: Yes! The helmet –
RUDOLF: Yes –

OTTLA: As in his portrait in the Hradcany castle -

RUDOLF: Speak to me, Grandfather!

A brief silence.

DEE: He is not ready. 

RUDOLF: But it’s him. It is! Grandfather! I beg you, say something. Tell us where you’re buried. Speak.
Another moment’s silence.

SHAKESPEARE: You must be patient. He will speak. 

DEE: Great Uriel, Lord of light and darkness, we seek the means to turn dark metal into bright, and base into glorious, with your help.
SHAKESPEARE: Beware. Attachment to the things of this world leads not to joy, but sorrow. Until you learn this, I shall teach you thus: you shall have what you want. 
DEE: We will?

SHAKESPEARE: By surfeit must you learn the idleness of your desires. I shall requite you to the full. Ay, and soon. In gold.

DEE: In gold! Will you give us the formula, spirit?

SHAKESPEARE: Soon.

DEE: How soon?

SHAKESPEARE: The day after tomorrow.

DEE: Great Uriel, son of Lamech, what shall he do, that seeks not earthly reward but an eternal pilgrimage, one who desires only the herb of immortality?

SHAKESPEARE: You must put off worldly things. Prepare for a life without mine or thine. You and your helpmeet – your assistant – must live as one.

DEE: How as one, master?

SHAKESPEARE: Without mine or thine, I say. With your possessions in common.

DEE: Alas, Lord, we have so few possessions.
KELLEY: None, in fact.

SHAKESPEARE: Then you must share what you can. Your wives, for instance.

DEE: Our wives? My wife is no possession, master.

SHAKESPEARE: Hear me! Share what you hold most dear. Do you understand me? Your knowledge, your instruments, your robes…
KELLEY: Our robes?

SHAKESPEARE: Even your loved ones. Share what you hold most dear!

DEE: Ay, sir. Share what we hold most dear.

JANE: What does he mean?

KELLEY: (as though exhausted) This is enough.

DEE: Edward, wait!

JOAN: Is this your archangel? It is a devil!

SHAKESPEARE: Leave off your earthly desires and your ambitions. Live only in the present moment.

DEE: In the present moment! Wise spirit!
KELLEY: My strength is at an end.

RUDOLF: I beg you, Dr Kelley, do not cease. Grandsire… have you a word for me?

CERVANTES: Who speaks?

RUDOLF: Your grandson Rudolf, the Holy Roman Emperor.

CERVANTES: Be good to those your servants who are seekers after truth, Rudolf. They will repay you many times over.

RUDOLF: I shall, Grandfather. Tell me –

SHAKESPEARE: We must go. The glow-worm shows the matin to be near.

RUDOLF: Quick – tell me – shall I defeat the Turk?

SHAKESPEARE: Many will die.

CERVANTES: Some indeed must die.

RUDOLF: But will I overcome?

SHAKESPEARE: If you choose wisely, Rudolf. We must away.

RUDOLF: Not yet! Choose wisely how?

CERVANTES: Your Spanish admiral... 
SHAKESPEARE: Enough! Beware the dawn!

RUDOLF: Yes – what of my admiral, Grandfather?

CERVANTES: Will lead you to...

RUDOLF: To what?

KELLEY: I am done, my lords, I can no more.

SHAKESPEARE: Go, spirit! Not another word! Away!
He sinks down in a puff of smoke. Reluctantly, CERVANTES does likewise.
RUDOLF: Grandfather –

RUDOLF makes to go behind the bench –

KELLEY: Sire! No! Do not enter the circle, for pity’s sake.

DEE: Do not go near. The spirit’s power will outlast the night, though he be still.
RUDOLF: Remember him! I will – but what did he mean? My Spanish Admiral will lead me to –

CERVANTES: (Voice off) Greatness, my lord. To victory.

RUDOLF: Did you hear? My grandsire’s voice.
JANE and JOAN both leave in a huff, in opposite directions, brushing off their respective husbands, who pursue them. 

DEE: (taking his leave, with a bow) With your permission, Majesty.
He hurries off in pursuit of JANE. KELLEY returns empty-handed. 

RUDOLF: Come, come, my masters of the other worlds, be at peace in this one. Let the women go...

KAFKA: (low) Ottla – leave with me now. 

OTTLA: No.

KAFKA: Leave here.

OTTLA: No. I shall do nothing of the kind.

RUDOLF: What would you with my Queen, dear brother?
KAFKA: Nothing, Sire. Mere brotherly concern. The night draws on, the air is cold.

RUDOLF: I find it balmy. What do you say, Franziska?

KELLEY: Francis! Will you assist me?

KAFKA: Address me correctly. I am Duke of Prague.

KELLEY: If your Grace would consent to carry the instruments... 
RUDOLF: Make yourself useful, sir. Come along, do Dr Kelley’s bidding. 
KELLEY (bowing to RUDOLF) Sire...

RUDOLF: You may leave us, and may you and Sir John bring solace to your troubled womenfolk. It was a remarkable feat of scrying, sir. The first, I hope, of many.

KELLEY bows, and leaves with KAFKA.
Onstage only RUDOLF and OTTLA, and their chairs, remain. 

RUDOLF: Was this magick? Or some trickery? Or were these demons? What do you say, my Franziska?
A moment’s silence.

RUDOLF: My friend Will says you and your brother are both demons. Is it true?

OTTLA: No, my lord. I am your true wife.

RUDOLF: The Mad, the Greedy, and the Damned. Such

Are the friends a ruler may expect, much

As he may rue it. My aged tutor taught

Me this when I was five. Come, wife. Some thought

Must be given to these events tonight


To know if they shed only Heat – or Light.

Music.
Exeunt RUDOLF and FRANZISKA.

Act Three, Scene Four

Music continuing. KAFKA returns, to fetch the chairs. He picks them up, stops, puts them down again, turning to us.
KAFKA: There is no love quite like a brother’s for a beloved younger sister. There is more yearning in it than in any other love. Her happiness is your impossible, unsullied childhood. Sometimes I think Dr Freud was right, in my dream. One of you must drown, he said. The girl, or you. I look at Ottla in the arms of her beloved and I think: now that she has what she dreamed of, perhaps she can return. One morning she will suddenly have vanished from the castle, and when she does so she’ll leave me here, gasping for air. Must I have drowned, to rescue her?
Exit KAFKA, with chairs.
Act Four, Scene One
Enter, stage right, DEE and JANE. Music ends.
JANE: I will not sleep with a man with  no ears. Not if God himself demanded it.

DEE: Why then... if Kelley had ears, you...

JANE: Don’t speak to me!

JANE turns away. DEE gazes at her, helpless. Enter, stage left, KELLEY and JOAN.
JOAN: You would sell me to the old man?

KELLEY: Who speaks of selling? There is no coin involved.

JOAN: Of course there is.

KELLEY: I swear it, Joan. This is only what the demon commanded, and the old man believed it.

JOAN: You want to sleep with Jane Dee. You’ve always wanted to sleep with her.

KELLEY: This is a lie!

JOAN: Keep away from me!
JOAN pushes KELLEY away. He stands, miserable. Enter, upstage center, SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES.

CERVANTES: You mean to go through with it, and step into Kelley’s place, beside Dee’s wife? I thought we were only making mischief.

SHAKESPEARE: We are. Lascivious mischief. Kelley must do as I ask, or I shall discredit him – and he is lost. What’s a night with Jane Dee to him?

CERVANTES: And to the old man?

SHAKESPEARE hesitates, and turns away from CERVANTES.

DEE: This spirit that commanded us, my love, is the Keeper of Mysteries, the Lord of Divine Fire and Universal Mind - 
JANE: I told you: I don’t care if he’s the Lord of Hosts.

DEE: You would refuse the Lord’s bidding? His direct command?

JANE: (after a moment, in tears) It’s what you want?

DEE gazes at her, still helpless.

KELLEY: You know what I think of these spirits. They are malevolent creatures from hell, and when we summon them it is to let them lead us to perdition.

JOAN: Why do you summon them, then?

KELLEY: With their help we have made gold.

JOAN: Have you? You want me to believe that?

KELLEY: The old man wants their guidance, and sneers at my alchemy. I say, to the devil with their guidance.

JOAN: But you want me to do this! To sleep with the old man?

KELLEY looks away, bitterly conflicted, unable to answer.

CERVANTES: You are a boaster, sir. You won’t go through with it.

SHAKESPEARE: A boaster? I a boaster? Don Miguel, I’ve been in the Emperor’s library. The Battle of Mohacs...

CERVANTES: (attempting to surrender) All right, all right.

SHAKESPEARE: You couldn’t have been there. You’d be 80 years old.

CERVANTES: You left me no choice, Master Shakespeare.

SHAKESPEARE: You didn’t write that poem, did you?

CERVANTES: You had your sonnet ready. I had to save face. (A moment.) It was written by Juan Hurtado de la Vega. He was there, at Mohacs. They made us learn  his poem at school.

SHAKESPEARE: At least you remember it. As for our contest –
CERVANTES: You win.

JANE: (pulling away from DEE) Never speak to me. Never touch me.

She exits upstage center, goes off left. A disconsolate DEE returns to his chair.

KELLEY: The Emperor has asked me to come to him in private audience. He no longer believes in Dee’s powers, but only in mine. We can soon be rid of the old man.

JOAN: Soon? How soon? Before I have to lie with him? Is that the price?

She exits upstage center, furious, followed by KELLEY, who goes off to sit in RUDOLF’s chair.

CERVANTES: When will it be?
SHAKESPEARE: It must be soon. Will you come?

CERVANTES: Shortly.

SHAKESPEARE: Now I must work on Kelley, while he works on Dee.


Never let contrivance sleep, but still attack.

Secure the prize, while the blinded foe steps back

Exit SHAKESPEARE.
CERVANTES: May a poet, in the name of his calling, permit himself adventures from which conscience shrinks? For surely -

Crimes committed in a rage to know
Will yield the blighted harvest that you sow.
I can accompany him no further.

CERVANTES exits, to his chair.

Music.
Act Four, Scene Two.
KELLEY borrows DEE’s staff during a moment of the magus’s inattention, and heads onstage to visit the EMPEROR. He meets KAFKA emerging, in dudgeon.
Music ends.
KELLEY:  Good morning, my lord Duke!
KAFKA: Don’t call me that.
KELLEY: But you yourself demanded it.
KAFKA: It was a jest of the Emperor, and now it is less than a jest. I have been expelled from the court. 

KELLEY: Why? What have you done?

KAFKA:  Does it matter? I sought to recue my sister from his embraces.
KELLEY: And now you are banished. I was going to ask you to announce me, since I have no appointment with His Majesty. 

KAFKA: Then I wish you good fortune. He is short-tempered today. Farewell.

KELLEY: Francis. I believe I could repeal your banishment.

KAFKA: How? 

KELLEY: I shall inform His Majesty that since you are now my assistant, I require you to attend me at my magick and I will take no other as my helpmeet in our search for gold. He will agree, trust me. He needs gold.
KAFKA: Why would you do this for me?

KELLEY: I need someone to do something for me.
KAFKA: What, exactly?

KELLEY: A murder, sir.

KAFKA: A murder?

KELLEY: You heard me.

KAFKA: Do I look like a murderer, to you? 

KELLEY: Yes. You look very like a murderer, Francis. You are the very portrait of a murderer. Your eyes, your manner, the very slope of your body, it all says one word to me. Murderer. Have you never felt this yourself, gazing at your countenance in the mirror? I can see that you have. Well, Francis the murderer, I have a job for you. I want you to kill someone for me. In recompense you will get gold. Much gold. And the chance to see your sister again. Will you do it?

KAFKA: I don’t see why not.

KELLEY: Spoken like a true murderer. Will you shake hands on it?

KAFKA: (offer his hand) If you wish.
KELLEY: (without taking it) Don’t you want to know who it is?

KAFKA: No. (after a moment) Who? 

KELLEY: A certain upstart from London, by way of Warwickshire, I believe.

KAFKA: You don’t mean...

KELLEY: Certainly I do. A Master William Shakespeare, an impudent knave who seeks to blacken my name with the Emperor. 

KAFKA: So he must die for it?

KELLEY: Should I let him destroy? Hold me to ransom. I think not. Will you do it?

KAFKA starts to laugh. 
KAFKA: You want me to kill William Shakespeare?

KELLEY: Not so loud, sir. That’s what I’m asking, yes.

KAFKA: To kill William Shakespeare? Before he has written his immortal masterpieces?

KELLEY:  If he has any such in him, they must die unwritten. The world will survive without them.

KAFKA: (no longer laughing) Yes. It will. But what of the man who knowingly prevents those masterpieces, pierces them in the bud and makes the world a shallower, more foolish place. What of him?

KELLEY: He will be revelling in new clothes, new horses, armor, women. He will be the Chevalier Francis, richly apparelled, friend of princes. Is that not worth a murder of a preening blackmailer? Will you do it, Francis? I shall enable you to see your sister every day. 

RUDOLF enters.

RUDOLF: Who’s here laughing like a bird of ill omen? You, you wretch? Still here? I will have you whipped for this.
KELLEY (to KAFKA) Will you do it?

RUDOLF: Do you hear me, sir?
KAFKA: (to KELLEY) No. I will not.

RUDOLF: Will no-one pay attention to me in my own palace? What make you here, Dr Kelley?

KELLEY: I have come to continue our scrying, Majesty

RUDOLF: May I believe this scrying? Are you not another leech?

KELLEY: Certainly not, Your Majesty. I can prove it.

RUDOLF: Then do so. Turn this importunate cretin into the image of what he is: a troublesome bug. Turn him into a cockroach. Do you hesitate? You cannot do it. If you are a magician sir, turn him into the vermin he is.

KAFKA laughs.
RUDOLF: You are merry for someone who has escaped whipping, only to fall into the hands of magician who will turn you into a bug. Why do you laugh?

KAFKA: Because he cannot do it.

KELLEY: How do you know? Is he a charlatan?

KAFKA: He cannot do it, any more than you can have me whipped. Because you are all in my dream. All of you. This is no more than a dream, and I can wake up when I like.

RUDOLF (pauses, intrigued) Do you mark him, Dr Kelley? We are creatures of his fancy. In his dream. (to KAFKA) And you can wake up any time you like.

KAFKA: Yes.

RUDOLF: Can you teach me this trick? It would be worth more than gold, more than armies. If I could just... wake up. Can you teach me how?

KAFKA: I fear not.

RUDOLF: How do you do it, then? (A moment) You won’t tell me? (A moment) I think you’re lying.

KAFKA: No, sire.

RUDOLF: Do it, then. Awaken. Show us. If we are your dream, make us vanish.

A moment. 
RUDOLF: You’re still here. Are we? (No answer from KAFKA.) I’ll take it that we are. You see? It’s hard to make the world go away, isn’t it. I’ve tried so many times, so many different ways. (to KELLEY) Show us your magic, sir. Turn him into a bug. 
KELLEY hesitates.

RUDOLF: Come along, Doctor. We have failed in our magick. Now it’s up to you.

KELLEY: Ilasa babalonu gahe das je-darebesa (O thou wicked spirit that obeyeth not,) bajilenu ohorela, od vavini omaoas busada od adapehaheta Mada Vaanu, qo-a-al tofajilo (because I made a law and invoked the names of the glorious and ineffable God of Truth, the creator of all) od ilasa je-darebesa sapahe das gohoosa (and thou obeyest not the mighty sounds that I make), eca ol amema ilasa pi-adapehe Abaddon (therefore I curse thee in the depth of Abaddon) pa-aotza kakareji basajim balzodizodrasa do-mire! (to remain until the day of judgment in torment!)
Nothing happens. KAFKA laughs.

KELLEY: That was but the lesser curse. Now comes the greater. Sola-bi-enu, Madariitza! (Harken to me, o ye Heavens!) Gahe! Bajilenu iehe totza das ge-dorebesa das  i babalonu, (Spirit! Because thou art the disobedient one who is wicked), ol amema ilasa od adarepanu-ilasa (I curse thee and cast thee down) od quasabé otahila, mozod, od elonusa! (and destroy thy seat, joy and power!)
KAFKA, choking, falls to the floor. He writhes. His load groans ring out. OTTLA enters, hurries to him, tries to lift him.

OTTLA: Help me!

When she receives no help, she pulls his coat off to relieving his choking. A shiny brown carapace erupts from beneath the coat. OTTLA steps back in horror.
OTTLA: Oh my God.

A moment as they all stare at the writhing, humanheaded bug.

RUDOLF: Not bad. But he’s an awfully big cockroach. Can’t you make him smaller?

KELLEY: To be honest, Sire, I...

RUDOLF: Got the spell slightly wrong?

KELLEY: No, I... I didn’t entirely expect it to work.

RUDOLF: You have no faith in your own powers, man?

KELLEY: It’s just that I’ve never tried that particular spell before.

RUDOLF: So you could make him smaller?

OTTLA: (steps forward to guard KAFKA) Stop! Please.

RUDOLF: But, my dear, what are we supposed to do with a man-sized bug?

OTTLA: I’ll look after him.

RUDOLF: Where? Not in our bedchamber. I don’t need another pet – and certainly not one that looks like that.

OTTLA: I’ll find him a room. I’ll feed him and look after him. 

RUDOLF: As you wish.

OTTLA: (to KAFKA) Come with me, dearest. Follow me. Come on. That’s it. Come along now. I’ll look after you. What kind of things do you eat, I wonder?

KAFKA struggles along the floor, following OTTLA offstage.
RUDOLF: I find women have the strangest tastes. Don’t you? Come along now, Doctor, that was just a warm-up. We have alchemy to attend to!
Exeunt RUDOLF and KELLEY, upstage.

DEE: (calls softly, from his chair) Edward...

After a moment, KELLEY returns, and returns DEE’s staff, and sits next to him.

Music, a brief flourish, then:
Act Five, Scene One

SHAKESPEARE and CERVANTES meet, entering from opposite sides of the stage.

CERVANTES: Good day, Master Shakespeare.

SHAKESPEARE: Good day, Don Miguel. You’ve come to see the Emperor? On business?

CERVANTES: I have.

SHAKESPEARE: Are you called for this hour?

CERVANTES: Are you his chamberlain now?

SHAKESPEARE: I ask only because I too am called for this hour. Perhaps he means to keep me as a military advisor?

CERVANTES: Perhaps.

SHAKESPEARE: You’ve been avoiding me.

CERVANTES: Rather the other way around, I think.

SHAKESPEARE: Far from it. You’ve given up drinking?

CERVANTES: I’ve been working on the Turkish campaign. And you?

SHAKESPEARE: On my campaign, you mean? I’m working on that too.

CERVANTES: I was wondering if you had thought better of it. It would be wise, I think.

SHAKESPEARE: After ten years in love with the woman? Now, within an ace of bedding her?

To them, DR KELLEY (without DEE’s staff).
KELLEY: Good day, gentlemen.

SHAKESPEARE: Kelley.

CERVANTES: Dr Kelley. (A moment) You are not here to see the Emperor, by any chance, sir?

KELLEY: At just this hour, sir.

SHAKESPEARE: He sent for you to come at this hour?

KELLEY: Yes, sir. At this hour.

CERVANTES: He sent for us too.

SHAKESPEARE: Perhaps he means to further his military fortunes by magick.

CERVANTES: Let’s ask him – here he comes –

Enter, upstage stage left, RUDOLF, who stands silent as his three downstage petitioners turn to him. Then he gazes across stage to where DEE enters, robed and with his staff.

DEE: You are three men of sin, who sought to take

Advantage of my foolishness, while I

Sought power in the farther realms, forsaking

My true powers on earth, which are most high.

We know of your imposture. Those were no

Spirits, but three malefactors in league:

You, out of lust; you, out of spite, supposing

Me to be your enemy; and you, sir,

Out of fear, whom once I thought my friend.

Do not imagine I divined or guessed it.

My art I’d misapplied, and would have missed it,

But that the weakest of the three of you confessed it.

SHAKESPEARE, CERVANTES and KELLEY exchange glances. SHAKESPEARE’s gaze goes to KELLEY, whose gaze is fixed on CERVANTES. SHAKESPEARE turns his gaze on CERVANTES, who looks away. 
RUDOLF: I’ll forgive you for impersonating my grandsire, Don Miguel, but for scheming to put young Shakespeare in another’s bed, you must await your would-be victim’s sentence.

SHAKESPEARE: Whatever the sentence, I am justly condemned. I was the prisoner of my appetites, sir. 

DEE: No, sir, you made others your prisoners, and you their gaoler. Your friend here is only a fool; you are all malefactor, sir, blackmailer, adulterer, fornicator, a cheat, a drunk, unnatural in your vices, heedless of man or woman or the sufferings and chastity of others, and your reward is this, that you will come to naught.Your fame will last no longer than a fart. You are not worthy of a pauper's grave or the time a man may spend to spit on it. The two of you I will yoke together forever. You shall die on the same day, in April. If it will be this April or the next, I shall not tell you. But each April that comes, you may expect to be your last, and remember me.

CERVANTES: This is my reward, for letting you know in time, before –

DEE: Think yourself lightly punished, sir. You will not die as young as this man.

SHAKESPEARE: You think me powerless, sir. You think yourself the lord of all eternity. But I will give you a shape that will outlive you. I shall send you to a desert island, to suffer in impotent dreams of revenge.

DEE: (amused) To a desert island! By what magick will you do this, sir?

SHAKESPEARE: By my pen, sir. I will send you to the unstilled Bermoothes, there to pine among the weak spirits of the isle, with one savage – (he turns to KELLEY) - as your companion.

CERVANTES: My pen, too, sir, will anatomize you, old and foolish, a deluded knight on a mangy nag, with a fat, foolish and garrulous companion.

DEE: Do your worst, my masters, and I shall thank you for it. Immortality is no curse.

RUDOLF: Hear me, vicious gentlemen. Master Shakespeare and Don Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, be gone from Prague. Never return. If two days hence you be found within my empire, you will suffer for it. You, sir, Dr Kelley, I shall imprison now –

KELLEY: Dread Emperor, I beg you –

RUDOLF: Until I have found out whether you can make gold or no. You will remain at liberty, but no farther than Prague. Honors you may achieve and riches – if your alchemy succeeds. Now begone, all three. Be grateful, each of you, that you carry your head with you.

Exeunt SHAKESPEARE, CERVANTES and KELLEY, to their chairs.

RUDOLF: Where is my spirit wife, Dr Dee? She seems to have vanished from my palace.

DEE: She has. But hold, sire, for here is one who seeks her more anxiously than you.
Enter KAFKA, stage left, dressed once more in his 1920s suit. He sees RUDOLF, who seems to be gazing at him, and gives a nervous start. 

DEE: He cannot see you. Why are you still here, Francis? I released you. Go.

KAFKA comes towards DEE, glancing back at RUDOLF, who is still gazing blankly at stage left, where KAFKA entered.

KAFKA: Where is she?

DEE: Here. Where she began. We are invisible to her now. And she to us. You too may go now.

KAFKA: That’s all?

DEE: It’s not enough? What else would you have?

KAFKA: What will become of her?

DEE: You’ll see. She’s sleeping now. When she wakes up you will be there. She will recognize you, and you will take her home.

KAFKA: And then?

DEE: And then? Whatever the future brings.

KAFKA: That’s what I’m asking you. What will become of her? What will her life be? Will she be happy? (A moment) Tell me that at least.
DEE: She will enter her kingdom, and die among her people.

KAFKA: Show it to me.

DEE: No.

KAFKA: Show it to me. Or I will stay, until you show me.

DEE: I could make you leave.

KAFKA: Show it to me first. Give me this knowledge. I shall not abuse it.

DEE: Nor could you. No-one would believe you. It will seem like a terrible dream. And you might prefer to stay here, with me.

KAFKA: No. Show me what will become of her.

DEE: Very well.

The lighting changes.
DEE summons music – of a new, cruel discordant, 20th century kind.

In semi-darkness, the cast returns fromupstage left, entering as they did at the beginning of the play, in overcoats and hats, with suitcases. As they turn beside their chair to face the audience, we can see that on the right hand side of each overcoat a yellow Jewish star is pinned. One by one the actors bring their chair to stage center left, where in turn they build the chairs into a chaotic pile, and in turn stand back to look at the result. The pile has something of a bonfire about it; something of chaos; something of the compulsion of the Nazi death camp administrators to assemble items belonging to the exterminated; and something of the surrender of a seat, a place in the world. As OTTLA adds her chair, KAFKA sees her, and calls to her, as the actors return to where their chairs were and pick up their suitcases, forming a line facing the stage right exit, from which a dull yellow shines. 
KAFKA: Ottla!  Ottla! (to DEE) Can’t I speak to her?

DEE: She can’t hear you. 

KAFKA: Who are these others? Where are we? In hell?
DEE: A kind of hell.

KAFKA: Ottla!

DEE: She can’t hear you, Francis. Not until she thinks of you.
KAFKA: May I go to her?

DEE: Not yet. You’re already dead.

KAFKA turns to stare at him.

KAFKA: That’s enough. I don’t want to know any more.

DEE: You’d rather leave?

KAFKA: Who are they? What’s Ottla doing here?

DEE: Perhaps the Emperor may approach her. Speak to her, Sire.
KAFKA: Will he be there too?

DEE: A part of him.

RUDOLF: Franziska!

At first OTTLA doesn’t respond. Then as RUDOLF repeats her name, and approaches her, she reacts, startled, then amazed and delighted.

RUDOLF: Franziska.

OTTLA: My lord!

RUDOLF: Well met, my dear.

OTTLA: You’ve come to join us? (Momentarily troubled) But... they say we’re going to take a shower. All of us together. Men and women.
RUDOLF: You can decide what you will do. You are Duchess here.
OTTLA: (reassured) Yes. Yes, I am. 

RUDOLF steps behind OTTLA to remove her overcoat.

RUDOLF: I am your Duke. (Calling to KAFKA) Come, Francis. Won’t you help me?

Beneath her drab 1940s overcoat OTTLA is still wearing her gorgeous Imperial robes.

The others in line, still softly talking, pay no attention to OTTLA and her visions.

In the background, a distant loud-hailed mechanical voice intones:

VOICE: Stay in line, please. Be patient. Keep your belongings together. Be sure to remember the number of your clothes-hook.
KAFKA glances at DEE.
DEE: Go. Join them.

KAFKA turns back to the line of people, walks hesitantly, then faster, towards them. DEE remains center stage, watching
OTTLA: Franz? My Franzl?

OTTLA and KAFKA fall into a joyous, tearful embrace, as RUDOLF watches. When they pull back to gaze at each other:
OTTLA: I knew you’d come.
KAFKA: Don’t you need your coat? It’s cold.
OTTLA: No.

KAFKA: I’ll carry it.

KAFKA takes the coat from RUDOLF.
OTTLA: (joyously, to KAFKA) My husband’s here too. I haven’t thought of him in so long. I used to be out of my mind with love for him.

RUDOLF: I’m here now, my Duchess.

KAFKA: What is this place?

RUDOLF: My dukedom.

OTTLA: (to KAFKA) Mine too, remember? We used to recite my titles. Hungary, Bohemia, Dalmatia, Croatia…

KAFKA: …Slavonia, Serbia, Galicia, Lodomeria, Cumania and Bulgaria…
RUDOLF:  Duchess of Burgundy, Brabant, Styria, Carinthia and Camiola, Luxemburg, Upper Silesia, Lower Silesia…

OTTLA: …Wurtemberg and Teck…
KAFKA: …Hapsburg, Tyrol, Ferrette, Kyburg and Gorizia…
RUDOLF: Upper and Lower Lusatia…

OTTLA: …the Wendish Mark…
A moment, then:

KAFKA:  …and Auschwitz.

OTTLA: Yes. (Gesturing largely) All of  Auschwitz belongs to me. All of it. Our sisters are here too, Franzl. And Mother. (As KAFKA turns to look) Oh, you’ll see them soon. It’s been such a long journey, all crowded together. Now they’re giving us all a shower at last. And coffee afterwards. 

As OTTLA says this, she catches the eye of one of the others in the line, and looks away.
OTTLA: Some people don’t believe this. But if the coffee isn’t up to standard, I shall make sure somebody suffers for it!

The same message is replayed on the distant loud-hailer:
VOICE: Stay in line, please. Be patient. Keep your belongings together. Be sure to remember the number of your clothes-hook.
The line jolts forwards. The others pick up their suitcases and shuffle forwards towards the yellow light.

OTTLA: Here we go. You will come with me, won’t you? Both of you?

RUDOLF: We shall, my dear. We are yours to command. You are duchess here.

OTTLA: Then I command you both to stay at my side. (To KAFKA) You’ll come, dearest?

KAFKA: Of course.

OTTLA: Then I’m coming home, with my loved ones. 
VOICE: Stay in line please. Stay in line please.
The line has shuffled off. Only OTTLA is left. She turns proudly to face offstage, and the dull yellow light.

OTTLA: I’m ready. Come. Obey me. Come.

She walks offstage, followed by RUDOLF and KAFKA.
A silence. DEE is still there, now alone on stage, gazing offstage where OTTLA, RUDOLF and KAFKA have gone. He turns to the audience.
DEE: Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 

As I foretold you, were all spirits and 

Are melted into air, into thin air: 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces, 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind. 
From stage right come: OTTLA, still in her finery, then JOAN and KELLEY and SHAKESPEARE, and from stage left, RUDOLF in his finery, followed by KAFKA and CERVANTES and JANE DEE, all lining up facing the audience, behind DEE, with a gap in the middle between OTTLA and RUDOLF for DEE to step back into.

ALL are for a moment, still in character; at peace; but dead.

DEE: 


We are such stuff 

As dreams are made on. And our little life
is rounded with a sleep. 
DEE backs into the center of the line. Light swiftly fades to black, and the company bows when it returns.

