Breakdown

A Play in One Act

By Laura Stratford
Characters:

Thomasina from Tom Stoppard’s “Arcadia” 

Heisenberg from Michael Frayn’s “Copenhagen” 

Alan Turing from Snoo Wilson’s “Lovesong of the Electric Bear” 

Set:

A blank stage, mostly dark, with lighting done primarily by spotlights or very contained lights.  Meant to represent a sort of limbo, a realm where everything is fuzzy except the people.

Breakdown
(The show begins with only THOMASINA on stage, sitting in a downstage corner, looking into the distance.  The lights remain dim or even black on her—the audience should be able to see that there is someone there, but not who it is or what they’re doing.  Lights up on the other side of the stage, where ALAN enters, further upstage than THOMASINA.)
ALAN: (Blinking) What in the—?

(Lights are only on his small section, which he begins to explore.)


Porgy did it.  He really did it.  He ended the loop. (Beat as he looks around more) So this is the next great adventure.  I had hoped there would be no more adventures.  No rest for the wicked, I suppose.  
(The lights slowly come up on THOMASINA.  She is still looking offstage.)
THOMASINA:  Whoever it was let you go, then?

ALAN: (Startled—he hasn’t noticed her until now) I—what?

THOMASINA: The person who was holding on to you.  Keeping you from moving on.

ALAN:  Yes, I suppose so. (He approaches her) Where are we?

THOMASINA:  Pleasure to meet you as well.  I’m not really sure.  I think the closest analogy would be limbo.

ALAN: Oh, forgive me. My name is Alan.  I never was very good at social niceties.

THOMASINA: Thomasina.  Don’t worry, I won’t hold it against you.  This is all rather odd.
ALAN: You’re very young.

THOMASINA: So are you.  In relative terms, of course.

ALAN: How long have you been here?

THOMASINA: I don’t know.  I don’t think time works the way it used to.  As we near the end, the times overlap, run backward, even stop.

ALAN: We’re near the end?

THOMASINA:  We’re near an end.  I believe.

ALAN: (Shivers) It’s cool here.

THOMASINA: Yes, but it’s uniform.  You’ll get used to it, as your heat escapes and you reach the temperature of your surroundings.

(ALAN sits down next to her, tries looking off with her)
ALAN:  So what does one do after death?

THOMASINA: We watch.  We wait.  We reflect.

ALAN: What are you watching?
THOMASINA:  Nothing, anymore.  Not now that I’m here.  It’s before that I was watching.


ALAN: Watching who?

THOMASINA: Septimus.

ALAN: Who’s that?


THOMASINA:  He’s the one who was holding on to me.

ALAN: Like my Porgy.

THOMASINA:  Yes, I imagine so.  He couldn’t bear it—my dying like that, right after I came up with my theory.  He taught me to waltz that night, you know.  He thought there would be more time to dance.  But there wasn’t.  I burned, and Septimus…he latched on to my memory until it drove him mad.  He spent the rest of his life in a shack, trying the calculations.

ALAN: Calculations?  

THOMASINA:  Fractals.  Iterated algorithms.  A proof that the world will grow cold and never heat up again.  My ideas.

ALAN:  You mean—you’re a mathematician?

THOMASINA:  I was.  I would have been, I suppose.

ALAN:  Well, this is something!  I did maths, myself.

THOMASINA: (Really looking at him for the first time) Did you?  What was your work?

ALAN:  Well…I worked on a variety of things, really.  An answer to Hilbert’s problem concerning the solvability of first-order statements.  Within formalism, that is.  I wrote about it in my “Computable Numbers”.  The question was whether or not there is an algorithm for determining if any statement in his formalistic system was universally valid or not.  To see if there is an unsolvable problem.  You can take an analogy from old horror tales—it’s like looking for a skeleton key that would fit any door except the one in the basement.  I wanted to see if there was a key that would obviously not fit into certain doors, or if there was no way of knowing.  Does that help you?
THOMASINA:  I understood as soon as you said “unsolvable problem.”  I’m not a lackwit, you know.  But I’m afraid I’m not familiar with formalism.  Did you find an answer?

ALAN: It took a machine.  A theoretical machine, that is.  The basic answer is that you have to step out of the formal axiomatic system in order to see if a problem is unsolvable.

THOMASINA:  And a machine can do that?

ALAN:  A machine helped me to figure it out.  You could also use a person operating like a machine within a certain set of rules.  It takes a vocabulary of symbols, the ability to have different “states of mind”—like a way of keeping a symbol in mind and then manipulating it—and rules of what to do.  
THOMASINA: I see.  Was this your specialty?

ALAN: Oh, no.  Well.  Perhaps.  This machine—they call it a Turing machine now—evolved into the idea of another machine that could take on all the functions of any of these specific machines.  For example, if you had one machine for copying and a second machine for adding simple sums, suppose there was a third machine that could do any of those functions, and much more besides.  It would have some basic rules programmed into it, and would be able to change its output based on what the mathematician running it wanted to do.  You see, each machine would have a different tape—a paper tape with the symbols on it that you wanted to manipulate.  That’s how it would know what to do, by reading the symbols and performing its customary calculation.  By following its rules.  But you wouldn’t have to stop there—you could encode the rules of that machine into numbers, too, and then if you put that rule code in with the symbols on the tape, and fed that tape into the universal machine, it would read the rules, know what you expected of it, and then do that action on the symbols.

THOMASINA:  I think I see.  So you could use this machine to do anything?

ALAN: Practically.  It can carry out any systematic method for solving problems.  There are, however, some problems that even my universal machine can’t solve.  This proves that there are unsolvable problems for any particular algorithm.
THOMASINA:  But does it work as an actual machine?  Like a steam engine?  Or is it just a device you use on paper?

ALAN:  That was my later work.  It turns out it can work as an actual machine.  A computing machine.  A computer.

THOMASINA:  You could give this computing machine an equation and tell it to do it over and over again?

ALAN:  Oh, yes.  And eventually, you could get it to do so faster than a human computer.

THOMASINA:  Would it be able to iterate?  Say you had one algorithm, but you wanted the computer to take the output from each input and reinsert it as the input for the next round.  Could it do that, and quickly?

ALAN:  Certainly.  Quite quickly.

THOMASINA:  Oh, Septimus!


ALAN:  Pardon?


THOMASINA:  It’s just, he spent his whole life working on this and never made enough progress to see a real pattern.  By God, how unfair.  (Beat) In fact, it’s quite ironic.  He used to say that knowledge can’t be lost.  The future will pick up what the past dropped.  He should have seen that I wouldn’t be the only one to have the idea of seeing nature in numbers.  Or to realize that energy gets lost. He didn’t have to sacrifice his whole life to it.  Your computer could do his life’s work in—well, in less than a lifetime.

ALAN: Perhaps he was too upset to be rational.  People in mourning can believe the silliest things.  For the longest time, after Christopher died, I thought he was still with me.  In spirit.  Urging me on.  (Beat) It wasn’t until much later that I realized I only believed this because I wanted it to be true.  Perhaps your Septimus wanted to be the one to continue your work.  Perhaps it was his way of keeping you around.

THOMASINA:  It worked.  Just not in the way he intended.  I wasn’t with him—I was alone. Watching him.  Watching time go out of joint.

ALAN: Please don’t start with Shakespeare. 

THOMASINA:  All right, I’ll stick with “Alan.”  Stuck in a loop.  Like you said.

ALAN: Reliving everything until he let you go?

THOMASINA:  Over and over.  Because it played out in his mind over and over, you see.  As he did his calculations.  At the same time I was seeing him, mad in the hermitage, and me, growing up, and all sorts of odd things that must have come much later but somehow had to do with us.  Parties and scholars and arguments.  (Beat) It ages you, you know.  Seeing how life really goes.  Seeing that it’s not all a romance.
ALAN:  My experience was more limited.  I just relived it all from my own perspective.  Over and over.  
THOMASINA: Who was Christopher?

ALAN: (Beat) He was my you.

THOMASINA:  You held on to him?

ALAN: Yes.  I couldn’t help it.

THOMASINA: (Quietly) You loved him.

ALAN: Yes.

THOMASINA: (Cocks her head) Is it possible that he’s—

(ALAN realizes at the same time.  He jumps up, starts exploring the entire stage, wandering in and out of the dark)
ALAN: Christopher!! Morcom?  Are you here?  Morcom, it’s Turing!  I’ve come, Christopher, I’ve—


(He sees that no one’s there, and slumps)
THOMASINA:  He must have moved on.

ALAN:  To where?  (He comes over to THOMASINA and grabs her shoulders) Where could he have gone?  What comes next?  How do I find him?  We’re in limbo, you said.  Does that mean—can it be there’s actually a heaven where I can see him again?

THOMASINA:  I don’t think that’s how it works.

ALAN: (Explodes) And why not?!? (Wipes his brow, frustrated)  How can there be a limbo but no heaven?  Why didn’t my death end it all, if there’s no chance of redemption?

THOMASINA: (Gently) The problem is, you’re seeing it in the Church’s terms.  We are not exactly in limbo.  That was just the best analogy I could come up with.  Perhaps I should have said purgatory.  Isn’t limbo where unbaptized babies go?  In any case, I believe that this is where we come when someone’s holding on to us.  Or rather, right after they let go.

ALAN: And then what?!  There has to be something else, or Christopher would still be here.

THOMASINA:  As far as I can tell, once you’re ready, you leave.

ALAN: Go to heaven, you mean.

THOMASINA:  The eternal dinner party?  I don’t think so.  That would make our time on Earth rather pointless, would it not?  There was something that one of the people I’ve been watching said—better while on Earth to struggle onward, knowing that failure is final.

ALAN: (Explodes again) Then what?  What comes next?!
THOMASINA:  I don’t know.  I only have a theory.

(ALAN is about to demand more of her, but is interrupted by the lights going up behind them, upstage on the side THOMASINA is on.  Enter HEISENBERG, blinking)
HEISENBERG:  What in the—?  Where am I?

ALAN: (Bitterly) No one knows.

HEISENBERG: (Peering at them) And who are you?

THOMASINA:  (Gets up, curtsies) I’m Thomasina.  This is Alan.  Pleased to meet you.

HEISENBERG: Werner Heisenberg.  The pleasure is mine. (He looks around) You haven’t seen an older couple anywhere, have you?

ALAN: We’re the only ones here.  (He gets up, still upset, and moves to the other side of the stage to sit.  He’s noticed HEISENBERG’S looks, though, and can’t help but look over every so often.)
HEISENBERG: Odd.  They were just here.  Or perhaps not…am I somewhere new?  How confusing.

THOMASINA: Who are you looking for?

HEISENBERG: Bohr and Margarethe.  Oh, pardon me.  Old friends of mine.  Whether or not we’re still friends, I couldn’t say.  The afterlife has a way of muddling things.  (Pause)   Not to worry, I’m sure I’ll see them again.  After all, it’s always come back to Copenhagen.

THOMASINA:  I’m afraid that if you’re counting on repetition here, you’re in the wrong place.  

HEISENBERG: I don’t understand.

ALAN: If you’re here, you’re not reliving anything anymore.

HEISENBERG: Do you mean…we’ve moved on from that stage?  But then they must be arriving as well!  (He does as ALAN did before, running around the stage looking for his friends)  Bohr!  Margarethe!  Can you hear me?  Over here, Niels!  Hello?

THOMASINA: I don’t think they’re coming.

HEISENBERG: (Returning) But why not?  We were all dead before, and in the same place.

THOMASINA:  Let me guess.  They had some unresolved issue that kept them from letting you go.

HEISENBERG:  Well, I don’t know…I suppose we did all wonder why I really came to Copenhagen.  Yes, actually, that’s what all the re-enactment was for, wasn’t it?  I remember now.  Yes, they wanted to know why.

THOMASINA:  Would you like to hear a hypothesis?  

(HEISENBERG nods and leans in)


Here’s what I think.  Our attachments are loosening.  If we had had no attachments to begin with, we could have just gone on to the final stage directly after death.  Do you follow?  But something or someone kept us from that.  Now they’ve let go of us.

HEISENBERG: Let go of us?  Do you mean—you mean that Bohr and Margarethe are gone?  They’ve abandoned me to this—this desert of shadow?  (Begins to panic) But how can I know who I am without them?  They were the ones who saw me clearly.  I might not have always liked what they saw, but I knew it was true.

ALAN: (Tentative) I can see you clearly.

HEISENBERG: (Strides over to him) You can?  Tell me—what do you see?

ALAN: I see a man, a bit rumpled, but with rather an attractive spark of intelligence in his eye.

HEISENBERG: What sort of a man?  If you had to guess.

ALAN: A fine man.  Nervous, perhaps, and a bit upset, but above all really a fine man.  You look quite tense.  Come, sit down.

HEISENBERG: (Sits) That’s very kind of you.  I do suppose I’m a bit upset.  I’m just not used to being on my own.  There was always Bohr.  After I died, that is.  I’d lost him before that.  I just—I don’t want to do it again.

ALAN: I know what it’s like to lose a man like that.  I’m sorry.  Is there anything I can do? 

HEISENBERG: Oh, I don’t know.  I suppose I just have to force myself to relax. (Leans in so only ALAN can hear) It doesn’t help with that girl being so somber.
ALAN: Here. I used to be an athlete, you know.  When our muscles were wracked up, we would get a rub.  Let me help you. (He begins to rub HEISENBERG’S shoulders)
HEISENBERG: (Stiffens) I thank you for the offer, but I think I shall be all right.  (He shrugs off ALAN’S hands and stands, mock-casual.  He settles for standing between the other two, not too close to either one.)
THOMASINA: You don’t really find me to be too much of a wet blanket, do you?

HEISENBERG: (Embarrassed) Oh, no, no, not at all.

THOMASINA:  I wasn’t always like this, I promise you.  I’m sorry.  I’ve been alone here for what seems like quite a long time.  And I’m afraid I’ve been brooding some.  It’s just— (She stares off for a moment.) It isn’t fair, is it?  Who dies and who lives.  What we get to do before we snuff it.  I never got to do half the things I intended to.  I never got married, never published anything, never had children…(Blushes) I never even experienced carnal embrace.  I had thought at least that would have happened.

(HEISENBERG looks uncomfortable; ALAN is ignoring her)
HEISENBERG: Yes, well…there’s more to life than that.

THOMASINA:  Really?  From what I’ve seen…  (Beat) Maybe I’m wasting my time, thinking about it so much.  
HEISENBERG:  It is over. 

THOMASINA:  You know, you’re right.  There’s nothing I can do about my life now.  At least I’m not alone anymore.  (Beat) I need to do something—to cheer myself up. I’ve been sitting and staring for far too long.  (Looks at them) Say, do either of you know how to waltz?

ALAN: I don’t dance, I’m afraid.

HEISENBERG:  I know how…not terribly well, but I know how.

THOMASINA:  That’s all right, I’ve only tried once and it was frightfully long ago.

(She walks purposefully up to HEISENBERG and takes his arms.  They begin to waltz, awkwardly.)

THOMASINA:  (Still dancing) So what did you do while you were alive?

HEISENBERG:  I was a physicist.

THOMASINA: (Stops still for a second) No!  Really?  (Begins dancing again) What did you work on?

HEISENBERG: Do you mean what did I work on, or what will I be remembered for?  They’re likely to be different.  The latter is mostly uncertainty.  The former…well, the basics of quantum mechanics.  And then nuclear fission, during the war.

ALAN: But you’re German, aren’t you?  Unless…were you working for the Americans?

THOMASINA: You’ve both lost me completely.

HEISENBERG: No, I was with Germany.

ALAN: Then you didn’t succeed.  Germany didn’t have the bomb.

HEISENBERG: (Stops dancing, affronted) I did not say it was my intent to work on a bomb.  I merely said I was working on nuclear fission.  I was trying, sir, to develop a nuclear reactor that could generate power.

ALAN: And you didn’t figure it out, did you?  Because if you had, the next step would have been weapons.  You would have given weapons to Hitler—

HEISENBERG: How dare you insinuate—

THOMASINA: Gentlemen!  (Stomps her foot) You must remember that you are in the presence of a lady, and not only that, one who is dreadfully behind the times.  What on earth are you going on about?

ALAN:  Nuclear fission is a way of splitting apart atoms—the most basic unit of matter.  It releases energy.  With certain unstable elements in sufficient quantities, it can start a chain reaction.  One atom splits and emits energy to trigger several more atoms splitting, on and on into an exponential explosion.

THOMASINA:  How big of an explosion?

HEISENBERG: (Bitterly) Enough to level a city.  (He steps to the side THOMASINA was on, facing away from ALAN, and sits.)
THOMASINA: It all comes back to energy, doesn’t it.

ALAN: Thomasina…when did you die?

THOMASINA:  1812.

ALAN:  Ah.  Well.  Then you are rather out of the loop, aren’t you.

(THOMASINA begins to laugh)

Yes.  Of course.  I wasn’t trying to be funny, actually.  What I meant was, you missed the two World Wars.  See here. In the early twentieth century, there were two worldwide conflicts, each of which pitted Germany and its allies against England and its allies.  What Mr. Heisenberg has just admitted to is working for the Germans in the second.  I, on the other hand, worked for the English.

THOMASINA:  But you’re both dead now.  I don’t see why that should matter.

HEISENBERG: This man is accusing me of crimes against humanity.

THOMASINA:  I understand that.  Look at it this way.  You each fought on one side of a war.  You each did your part to see that other people died so your people wouldn’t.  Doesn’t it balance somehow?

ALAN: He would have massacred entire cities in one go!

THOMASINA: But he didn’t.

ALAN:  I just broke codes.  I was giving our Navy a fighting chance.

THOMASINA:  All the same, I don’t think now is the time for you to be judging him.

HEISENBERG: The girl is quite right!  I was doing what I had to.  You know nothing about it.  I stalled as long as I could.  I worked because if I didn’t work, someone else would—someone with more diabolical intent!  

THOMASINA: (Ready to change the subject) What was the other thing you mentioned?

HEISENBERG: Other thing?

THOMASINA:  When we were dancing.  What people are going to remember you for.

HEISENBERG:  Oh, uncertainty.

THOMASINA:  You’re going to be remembered for uncertainty?  Is this a new trend?  In my day, certainty was all the rage.

HEISENBERG:  My Uncertainty Principle.  It has to do with atoms.

ALAN: (Perking up) You don’t mean—yes, I see!  You’re the Heisenberg of the Uncertainty Principle!

HEISENBERG: Well, of course I am!  How many other Heisenbergs are there?!

ALAN: (Getting up, approaching him) But that work was fantastic!  Really fascinating—you threw science on its head, didn’t you?  

THOMASINA: How?

HEISENBERG:  There are these—well.  You know about atoms?

THOMASINA: Yes, Dalton wrote about those, didn’t he?  I was seven.  Septimus included atomic theory in my education.

HEISENBERG:  Right.  After Dalton, there was a fellow named Thompson who discovered the electron.  It’s an even smaller particle that makes up an atom.  It hovers around a central core at incredible speeds.

ALAN:  My ancestor named the electron.  He was made a Fellow of the Royal Society.

HEISENBERG:  A stunning contribution.

ALAN: (Defensive) I think it’s just as ridiculous as you.

HEISENBERG: Of course.  (Turns to THOMASINA) In any case.  Quantum mechanics is all about what happens to matter on an atomic level.  My Uncertainty Principle states that we can never measure the precise location and velocity of an electron because the mere act of measuring it introduces factors, like photons of light, that alter its course.  We can know either a particle’s position or its momentum, but not both.  Not at the same time.

THOMASINA:  And electrons are in atoms, and atoms make up you and me.

HEISENBERG: Yes.

THOMASINA:  So there’s no way of knowing, on the most precise, atomic level, exactly where we are at any time.

HEISENBERG:  No.  Well.  You can, but as soon as you measure that, you alter the momentum of your particles and move to somewhere else.

THOMASINA:  (Beat as she thinks it through) Well, it’s a good thing I gave up on determinism when I did!

ALAN: Hm?

THOMASINA:  There’s no way of predicting the future if you can’t see the present.

HEISENBERG:  Precisely!  That’s precisely the idea!  You know, you’re very sharp for your age.

THOMASINA:  Hush now. In a way I’m older than you.

HEISENBERG: I meant it as a compliment.

ALAN:  It was very interesting.  I quite respected you for it.  All of quantum mechanics is fascinating, really.

HEISENBERG: (Reluctant to forgive ALAN but warming up to the praise a bit) Well, thank you.  (Beat) May I ask your family name?

ALAN:  Hm, me?  Turing.

HEISENBERG:  (Startled) No!  Really?  Not the man who figured out uncomputability for Hilbert’s system?

ALAN:  Yes, that was me.  Though Alonzo Church did it too…
HEISENBERG:  (Comes over to him, claps him on the back) My dear sir!  I devoured “Computable Numbers!”  Can’t you see, we were really saying much the same thing!

ALAN:  I have always thought so myself!

HEISENBERG:  What it boils down to is, there are limits to science and math!

ALAN:  We can’t know everything while working within the same system!

HEISENBERG:  The very foundation of the world is unknowable!

ALAN:  Mathematics refuses to be simplified!
THOMASINA: (Wanting to be included) And it all breaks down in the end!

(Silence.  The men slump slightly)
ALAN:  That’s a cheery way of putting it.

THOMASINA:  Well, it’s true.  (She looks at both of them) Don’t blame me!  It’s not my fault!  I told you.  It all comes down to energy.

HEISENBERG:  She’s right.  (Sits down again, head onto hand) You work on one reaction and your professional and personal relationships are over.  All because of energy.

THOMASINA:  I didn’t mean it in quite that way, but yes.  It’s all about energy escaping.  Explosions.  Things breaking down.  Death, even.  (Pause.  Looks at ALAN) How did you die?

ALAN: (Looks away) Cyanide poisoning.

THOMASINA:  Someone murdered you?!

ALAN: No.

THOMASINA: Oh. (Pause.  Delicately:) You see. Things break down. (She turns to HEISENBERG) And you?

HEISENBERG:  Natural causes.  Age 76.

THOMASINA:  You look good for your age.

HEISENBERG: I was reliving younger days with the Bohrs.  

THOMASINA:  It all comes back to energy.  Even sexual relations are a way of expending energy.  Am I correct?

HEISENBERG: (Uncomfortable) Yes, I suppose.

THOMASINA:  And you can’t seriously tell me that life isn’t about that.  I may be young, but I’m not blind.

(All three of them look out, musing)
HEISENBERG: Such a small thing.  One atom splitting.  But it can have such devastating consequences.

ALAN:  Yes.  Those poor Japanese civilians,

HEISENBERG:  Oh.  Yes. Them too.  (Stares out again)
THOMASINA:  It’s funny, isn’t it?  One tiny event can change the entire course of the future.  A spark from a candle touches a curtain—

HEISENBERG: A sentence gets misunderstood—

ALAN:  You let the wrong phrase slip into your alibi—

THOMASINA:  Want to know something I heard? When time first started breaking down.  I think it came from after all of us.  They say that a butterfly flapping its wings in one part of the world can start a cascade of events that will cause a hurricane in another country.

HEISENBERG: A chain reaction.

ALAN:  Explosion.

(They stare out in silence.)
THOMASINA:  At least it’s warming up a bit.

HEISENBERG: (Almost interrupting) What are we doing?

ALAN: We’re waiting.

(Another silence.)
HEISENBERG:  We don’t know that waiting will get us anywhere.  Better to do something.  We need a course of action.  (He begins to pace) Let’s see.  How do we know what to do next?  Well, that depends on where we are.

THOMASINA: But you said we can’t—

HEISENBERG:  I mean this place, not our exact position.  Incidentally, I didn’t say we couldn’t know that, I said we couldn’t know where we were and where we were going.  If we were electrons.  
THOMASINA:  Isn’t that just what you’re trying to do?

HEISENBERG:  If we were electrons, I said.  Back to my point.  What comes next depends on what this place is.  If it’s the afterlife proper, then there’s nothing to do.  But if it corresponds to some world religion, we could deduce what it is and whether or not anything happens after it.  Am I correct?

THOMASINA:  I don’t think so.  Determinism is flawed.  How can we know the future if we can’t know the past?

ALAN: It’s worth a shot, I suppose.  Ordered laws do hold, in general.  On the human scale.  There’s no reason this deduction wouldn’t work.  And it isn’t as though we have more to do.

HEISENBERG:  All right.  Hypotheses?  Let’s list major religions.

THOMASINA:  It’s like limbo.  Or purgatory.  They’re different places, I know, but fairly similar in concept.  The only thing is, I don’t believe it is either of those places, in the Catholic sense.  I think we’d know if it were.

HEISENBERG: Fair enough.  Other ideas?

ALAN:  Well, it’s certainly not heaven.  And not unpleasant enough to be hell.  There goes Protestant Christianity on top of Catholicism.

HEISENBERG:  I don’t recall whether or not Judaism features an afterlife.  Bohr would know.

THOMASINA:  I’m afraid I don’t know much about any other religions.

ALAN:  It’s not pagan, either.  The pagan gods were far too concerned with showing off to be absent for so long.

(THOMASINA starts looking puzzled and hot.  Something is going on that makes her feel odd)
THOMASINA:  Perhaps we ruled hell out too quickly.  It’s heating up rather fast.

ALAN: Are you delusional?  It’s the same dank cool it always was.

HEISENBERG:  What about eastern religions?  Could it be we’re in a waiting room, about to be reborn?

ALAN: It’s possible, but somehow I’m not convinced.  I still feel like me.

HEISENBERG:  Yes, but it might explain our loops.  Everything is circular in the East.

ALAN:  I’m not familiar enough with Hinduism to know.

HEISENBERG:  Or what about Buddhism?  The world’s suffering repeats until you reach Enlightenment and dissolve into a state of everlasting bliss.

ALAN:  But you run into the same problems as Hinduism, don’t you?  It’s all rebirth until you’re enlightened.  You have to figure things out on earth.

HEISENBERG:  (Frustrated) Well, I don’t think we’re going to find an exact match anywhere. It’s a better answer than anything you came up with. 

THOMASINA:  (From the side.) I feel…wonderful.
ALAN: (Ignoring her, caught up in discussion) Oh, are you going to say next that it’s unknowable?  Or rather “uncertain”?

HEISENBERG:  Uncertainty isn’t everything!

THOMASINA:  I want to dance again!  Do either of you want to dance?

HEISENBERG: I worked on quantum mechanics my whole life.  Uncertainty was only a small part of that.  I’m capable of thinking in other ways!

(THOMASINA begins to spin around the stage gracefully, joyfully, like a child.  The men pay her no attention, busy arguing)
THOMASINA:  All of a sudden, I’m bursting with energy!  And my head is so clear…

ALAN:  You’re right, you can think in other ways.  You can think in ways that make it justifiable to work toward providing Hitler with nuclear power.

HEISENBERG:  You have no idea what I was going through.

THOMASINA:  Oh, but this is fantastic!  I’d swear I never felt this lovely on earth.  So bright…like I’m full of light.

ALAN:  Selfish fear?  I have some idea.  Admit it; you were working to save your own skin.  And maybe even to win the arms race.  To prove you could.
THOMASINA:  (Stops in her pirouetting) Of course.  I should have seen.  He did it to himself.  It wasn’t my fault—not really.  There wasn’t anything I could do.  Septimus brought his madness upon himself.

HEISENBERG:  Did you grow up in a country crushed by the rest of the world?  Groveling in the dust?  I was trying to keep Germany strong!  It was never about Hitler for me.  All I cared about was Germany!

THOMASINA:  (Joy blooming on her face) I was wrong.

ALAN:  Your Germany killed millions of innocent people!  Orchestrated genocide!  And your research could have upped the tally of deaths even more!

THOMASINA:  Soon I will be nothing but heat and energy and love.

HEISENBERG:  I was a scientist working for the advancement of the country I loved.  A country I couldn’t abandon.  My work didn’t end in fallout and radiation.  Your side orchestrated that!

THOMASINA:  Goodbye!

(She spins offstage, purely blissful.  A blast of light from offstage where she disappeared. HEISENBERG and ALAN whip their heads around to look.  The accompanying heat wave sends a pulse through the two men, who recoil at the same time, then continue to stare off)
ALAN:  She’s…gone.

HEISENBERG:  But where?

(He rushes over to the side of the stage she left from, and looks all around)
HEISENBERG:  There’s no portal.

ALAN:  You’ve got it wrong.  She’s just gone.

HEISENBERG:  You mean that explosion—

ALAN: It was her.

HEISENBERG: And that overwhelming heat—

ALAN:  Her.

(HEISENBERG sits.  They stare out. Silence.)
HEISENBERG:  If only we’d been paying attention!

ALAN:  Perhaps it happened because we weren’t.

HEISENBERG:  So what do we do now?

ALAN:  I don’t know.  She was the one with the theories.
(Another silence)
HEISENBERG:  Perhaps we should just sit, and reflect.

ALAN:  Yes, all right.

(They position themselves on opposite sides of the stage and stare away from each other, deep in thought. Silence.)

HEISENBERG:  Are you feeling any warmer?

ALAN: (Slight smile) A little bit.

(They turn outward again.  The lights come gradually down upon the two thinkers.  

THE END)
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