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"But he that of repetition is most master"



(Scene: A rarely visited gallery of a
minor museum in a provincial eity.

The gallery has no walls, but ftwo large,
flat, rectangular objects, hanging in the
same plane over upstage, together suggest
an upstasge wall, These are:

1. An off-white, black-rimmed
plague, upon which is
stencilled:

GALLERY 14C. WORKSHOP OF
THE MASTER OF THE
UMSCEWELGEN APOCALYPSE

{The words "WORKSHOP OF"

are painted in a slightly
different color from the rest,
ag if added at a later time.)

£ A seven~paned clerestory
window, its frame gnd
pane-dividers of dark bakelite,
its seven panes (each slightly
broader than high) of clear
glass, thus:

Throu§h the panes of the clerestory window
pours the "city sunset": a stream of late-sfternocon
light broken at intervals by the silhouettes
of rooftops, foliage, etc.

The gallery offers an exhibition of
illuminated manuscripts~-books of hours,
graduals, tropers, etc.--set out in vitrines.

The witrines are of different shapes and
-sizés and face A different divections. Most
are nmounted on rectangular wooden bases painted
a neutral tone, but several hang suspended from
wires above the stage flooxn. Some of the
vitrines confain a single large codex open %0
its prigze illustration; others feature two or
more smaller codices laid out side by side.



A1l the vitrines are 1it from within
and emit a faint greenish glow.

& rumber of the floor-bvased vitrines
face away from the sudience, so that all that
can ve glimpsed of their contents is this
enitted glow.

Of these faced-away vitrines, one will
henceforth be referred to as "The Central
Vitrine," not because it is literally center-stage
but because the overall arrengement of vitrines
im such as to lead the sye to it,

Downstage right, a MUBEUM GUARD sitg in
a chair, reading. Just upstage of him stands
a small postcard rack displaying reproductions
of some of the gallery's more distinguished
illuminations,

Both the GU s chair and the postcard
rack echo the design of the vitrines, i, e.,
both contain slements of neutral-toned wood
and glass (or plexiglass) with bevelled edges;
and both emit, or pick up, glints of greenish
light. Indeed, at moments the entire setting,
with its profusion of reflective surfaces--glass,
plexiglass, bakelite, illuminated book pages—-seens
to be all aglint--glints glinting off other
glints . . . .

4% rise, the GUARD gite hunched over
a huge dark book resting on his knees. He is
80 engrossed in his reading that he does not
even lock up when now an APQCALYPTIC ANGEL
first appears overhead, enclosed in an aura
of the same greenish light that emanates from
the vitrines.

"Appears” . . . that is to say, the ANGEL
does not obviously descend or walk or fly in,
but something more like coaleseces out of the
kints of color alrveady present in the gallexy
alz’ ° L] ® -

The AHGEL seems on the verge of utterance,
his lips are slready parted to speak--but then
instead he makes a slight sdjustment to his
annunciatory pose and remsins silent. This
sequence 1s several times repsated.



For a while the GUARD reads on, not so
much as registering the presence of the ANGEL,
80 absorbed is he in his book.

But at length, out of the corner of his
eye, he becomes aware that there is someone
else in the gallery with him and, still without
looking up, calls out:)

GUARD
We're coming up on closing time. If you plan to see
the show, you've got, at the outside, no more than-

(He is just. on the point of turning over
the last page of his book when something mskes
him look up and he first sees the ANGEDL.)

Holy hell!

(He slams shut the book and stows i%
under his chair.

The ANGEL, having at last settled on
an annuncistory pose, now proclaims:)
ANGEL
“Woe, woe to the inhabiters of earth! The time is at hand.
He thet hath ears to hear, let him hear."

(But at once the ANGEL has second thoughts
abcout his pose and sets about revising it.

The GUARD bengs down on an alarm/intercom

button concealed somewhere in the vicinity
of the postcard rack.)

GUARD
Security! We have a situation in Side-~Gallery 14C.

Posaibly tervorism-related,



ANGEL
"I come as a thief in the night. I will remove your

candlesticks out of their place.”

GUARD

(into the intercom)
Art heist in progress!

(to the ANGEL)
I don't know where you're thinking to unload museum-grade
candlesticks. Not that you'll find any brassware in
this gallery. We're all illuminated volumes here.
Actually,

{points up at the hanging plague
with its inscription:

GALLERY 14C. WORKSHOP OF

THE MASTER OF THE
UMSCHWEIGEN ARCCALYPRE )

all a gingle Magter's illuminations . , . .

ANGEL
“"There shall not remain cne stone upon another, that

hath ndtﬁeen cast down."

GUAED

Tes, well, Tirst off, anyone even gentemplating an act

of vandalism should be awasre that the vitrines are
shatterproof, heat-resistant and pressure-sensitive.
Bars go up, barriers come down. So that, unless you've

somehow managed to get hold of the deactivation sequence--



ANGEL
"Behold, I make all things new."

GUARD

& ¢opyist? VWhy didn't you say so?

(speakts into the concealed intercom)
Security? Never mind. Countermand,

{(to ANGEL)
The Museum flings wide its doors to copyists. ILet me just
run through some main points of gallery policy in this
area. (1) Copies must be on another scale than original.
(2} Copies must employ either fzinter or brasher colors

than original. (3) Copies must reflecte-

ANGEL
"I have set before thee an open door. And there shall be

no temple therein, for thou thyself art the temple of it."

GUARD

Of course. I should have known. You're here for the

(2 sneer coming into his voice)
Performance Fair. Gallery 8, six rooms down, "Representation
After Representation." You do realize the Performsnce Fair
only kicks off once the Museum gloses, which won't be for . . .

(calculating under his breath)
"times, time and a2 half, half a time . . . "

{to ANGEL)

Oh, 1'd say at least another hour and & quarter. Meanwhile--



(Offstage thunder)

ANGEL
“The sun shall be darkened; the moon shall give no light:
the stars shall fall from the sky. Come and see."

(The GUARD crosses upstage and stands
tiptoe to peer out the clerestory window.)

GUARD
Ham . . . It does seem to be clouding over a bit out
there . . . .

{Louder offstage thunder)

ANGEL
Woe, woe to the inhabiters of Side~Gallery 14C!

GUARD
All right, at this point I think The Powers That Be
need to he brought in on this. Could I possibly ask you
to hold up for two seconds, just . . . held up! I'1l be
right back with my Subcurator.
(The GUARD exits.

Left alone, the ANGEL experiments with
a series of "zapping®" gestures, each more
overstated than the last, and each aimed at
a different one of the gallery's vitrines.

But as his gaze, following out after his
extended arm and hand, travels from vitrine
te vitrine, his "Zapping" gestures gradually
transform into semething more like gestures
of frzming-off or appraisal, and his posture
comes to seem more that of a connoisseur than
a destroyer; the ANGEL, in short, begins to gee.



However, he holds one of these
appraising/framing gestures, directed at
"The Central Vitrine," a fraction of a
second too long: there is a blinding
flash and a puff of smoke.

Startled, he pulls back his hend
but~~too late: he has apparently, without
intending it, vaporized the contents of
"The Central Vitrine.®

The ANGEL deescends to ground level
and heads owver to the display window
of "The Central Vitrine" (from which the
smoke and glare of the explosion triggered
by his too-long-held gesture continue to
emanate), to inspect the damage. Since,
as will be recalled, "The Central Vitrine"
faces away from the audience, the ANGEL
is concealed from view when now the GUARD
rezenterd, leading the SUBCURATCR.)
GUARD
Well, there you are, Subcurator, you must make up your owne-
(looks arcund the gallery)
Gone! Gone? Subcurator, my apologies: I appear to have
called you away from your . . . subcurating to noe end.
But, really, in my own defense-- I mean, honestly,
the language! Quenched suns and falling stars and
walls torn stone from stone . . . , My first thought

vas-~-well, I mean, these days, whose firat thought is

npt?-~a ferrorist. But, no, then, after a time, it's
sounding more like grt theft. Or possibly, a terrorist
financing his coperations by mesns of an art theft . . . .
And of course, all the while I'm telling myself:

"you're overreacting, in all likelihood this is just some

art student getting carried away with his studio project.”



Or likelier 8till, an early arrival to this . . .
Performance Fair-thing that's on the docket for tonight
after the Museum closes. Meanwhile, though, I can't
help noticing how things out there are breaking along
lines digtincily reminiscent of-- May I ask, Subcurator,
is 1% possible nothing of all this has filtered up
to the curatorial level?
(Before the SUBCURATOR can reply, the

ANGEL rises into the air from bhehind "The

Central Vitrine" and, after his usual run

of false starts, hite on a suitable pose

from which to proclaim:)

A}%G'Elw

Woe, woe to the inhabiters of Side-Gallery 14C, "Master

of the Umschweigen Apocalypse"!

SUBCURATOR
(to the ANGEL)
You!
{to the GUARD)
That's all right, Barr. I gee what the trouble is.
I'11 take it from here.

GUARD
Yes, well, 1 would just point out you've got, gt nost,
forty~five minutes to deal with this before we go into

the Performance Fair.



SUBCURATCOR
(his attention all on the ANGEL)

Mom . . . .

GUARD

Three-guarters of aﬁ hour t1ill closing time!

(Exit the GUARD.

The SUBCURATOR looks long and hard

at the ANGEL,)
SUBCURATOR

Art thief? Terrorist? Vandal? I can, with an effort,
Just barely see how you might be taken for one of these.
But not by me, to whom your imasge has, over decades
in the field, grown achingly familiar. You are--oh,
unmistakably!~-the Angel of the Apacalypse and we can
be packed in half an hour.

(The ANGEL #akes to interrupt.)
Which is not tc minimize the difficulties. We are,
I recognize, talking sbou’t perhaps the steepest
museological challenge to ¢onfront this or any generation,
next to which the whisking~sway of the entire Warburg
collection to the butteries of innmumerable country houses
for the duration seems child's play. But--crates are
standing by-~have, indeed, been standing by for some
while now. I mean, what with all this End-Time buzz,

not to mention bomb threats and crazy weather . . . well,
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one had best be at the ready. I must say, I haven't
given much thought to whether I am “at the ready."
1 guess I felt, so long &5 my charees were certain to be
"saved" . . . . There, I guess, you touch up against
the limite of the curatorial mindset . , . ., Well!
Be that as it may, we can be crated and on the rise
in half an hour--oh, sxcept for a pair of Spanigh
antiphonals currently at the bindery for restitching
that I guess are going to have to Ffind their own way home.
(Once again the ANGEL makes to interrupt.)
I realize, so far nothing has been szid of instmllation
options. And, listen, it's a tricky question, all that
jasper and chalcedony leaving, as it were, no place
to bang in a nail., But--not to worry! Surely
the ideal venue for these objects
{gestures around gallery)
would be a replica either of their original site of
preduction (i, e., a meonagtic scriptorium) or of their
actual place of use (i, e,, & cathedral library),

gither of which could readily be brought within

the proposed design scheme. But these are issues
that can really only be explored onsite. fThe first thing

ig to get it all upstairs.
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ARGEL

{after the usual flurry of last-minute
pose adjustments) :

Nothing of all this shall be tsken up!

SUBCURATOR
Beally? Well, of course, I can see where you all mightn't
be in any burry to pepper the town with instances of
mortal book production. I mean, how eager can He be
to invite comparisons between the no doubt shaky penwork
in His own Book of Life and that of, say, the Monte
Cassino Lectionary? ©%ill, I wonder if anyone's guite
worked through the legistics of maintaining a whole other
set of exhibition facilities here below. To say nothing

of the gymbolism! I mean, think about it: to keep

all the art down here does rather smack of keeping art down.

ARGEL

(shifts to a mirror-image 6f the pose
of his previous speech)

Nothing of all this shall remain below!

SUBCURATOR
Well, you know, you can't just leave it all lying arcund
and expect it to come through unscathed.

(Offstage thunder, followed by several
igsolated criss)

There's going to be high winds, flood tides, fire damage . .
We're talking sbout irreparable harm to innumerable

artifacts!



(The ANGEL shrugs: "But--exactly!")

Wait a minute, surely you're not sayinge-?

ANGEL
I am an Angel of the Apocalypse--

SUBCURATOR
Pid I not but now, all unprompted, hail you as such?
How should I,
{gestures around gallery)
Watcher Over the genre that I am, fail to recognize

g Herald of the Hind?

ANGEL
Recognize, then, that I herald the.end‘of, along with
8o much else~~
(He concludes with (several stabs at)
a "magnificently inclusive' gesture.)
SUBCUSATOR

You can't possibly mean-- Vaporize the production?

(The ANGEL, who has been floating
above the stage since p. 8, now comes down
to earth, )
ANGEL
What's the difference? After today, there's not going

te be anyone around %o enjoy it.



SUBCURATOR
I got a little crazy when I hear that argument, I don't
know where to-- All right, yes, true, art craves

a public but, surely, no less craves . . .

ARGEL

Tes?

UBCURATOR

w0

To be put from undsr such cravings. To have gone apart.

To be there. Case in point: Suppose that early
Cttonian psalter,

(gestures toward s manuscript
in a remote vitrine)

everything about which--mise-en-page, gilding,
rubriestion-~argues & lesser hand, were suddenly teo pass
from the scene, not, now, yia Apocalypse or anything,
but-~oh, I don't know, owing to poor meisture control

or maybe just misshelved and so as good as gone,

Isn't it clear, looking out over a world from which

this not-so-wonderful objsct has vanished, that we are

looking at less of a world?

ANGEL
{not at once)

Ko.
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SUBCURATCR
Well, yesg, all right, true, it's minor work. Lase
the Ottonian psalter. Take a different illuminated
volume, one you're not charged with destroying--
Or better: 1is there, perhaps, some other class of
artworks altogether, that, over the course of your
long aeons "on the bench," waiting this hour, have brought

you special joy?

ANGEL

Actually, I'm quite partial to Camden Town verre parlant.

SUBCURATOR

Sorry?

ARGBL
Verre parlant. It's a kind of art glass with the

inscription scratched on,

SUBCURATOR
How full of suxrprises the angelic mind! Well, all right,

then. TFor you, Camden Town verre parlant. With ne,

I gusss, it would be silent pictures. I brood continually
on the cries of actors in pre-scund movies, now never

to be hearvd because--quite apart from whether after today
anyone will be around to hear them--they wers never

picked up in the firet place.



ARGEL
Most likely, the pleyers in those films did not trouble
to ery out "in the first place," knowing their cries

certain to be forever lost.

SUBCURATOR
&h, surely, the whole promise of Apocalypse is that
no cyy--nothing--is forever lost, but shall sound
(once more? at last?) “on that day." May not
the silent film star dream to hear her words ring forth
in the New Jerusalem? BShall not the glassbhblower
lock to catch the glint of uncreated light off his

verre parlant? And may not such-and-such a minor

Ottoniasn book artist, whatever else he may or may not
come upon in the Heavenly City, trust to come upon

(gesturing again toward the remote
vitrine)

his hgndiwork there? What dbut this can the New

Jerusalem offer the old artificer? How but in gazing

15

upon their saved productions shall the "saved" preducers

Pass their long afterncons?

ANGEL
{shrugs)
They can contemplate the beauties of the Heavenly City.

They can hsve the Beatific Vieion.
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BUBCURATOR

Ah, craftsmen don't "have" wisions, they craft them!
¥ Lrazh

ANGEL
Then let them pass their afternocons in crafting some
new ones, possibly {(why not?) depictive of that very world

we ghall see no more, save in their wvisions of ii.

SUBCURATCR
But in that caaé, why not simply tack up the visions
already crafted--especlally since it is, after all, these
that have got the visicnaries where they are today?
chall you really be altogether easy floating out before
the sunget to procléim: "Wasters! Your creationsg are
hereby consigned to the very flames which you, for

devising them, are hereby spared"?

ANGEL
Haven't you even now been urging me to a view of the artist

as only ever really focussed on his next contribution?

SUBCURATOR
And is not that hand of thine raised against all

contrivuiions alike?

ARGEL
ALl comtributions? This hend? Ny goednsss, what an

overdeveloped sense you appear to have of my imporiance.
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And, if I may say so, what an underdeveloped sense of

‘the reach, the splendor, the (for want of & better term)

sheer compartmentalization of the Celestial Choir.

SUBCURATOR
Gf course, like any decent medievalist, I've read
Maimonides and Isidore of feville on the Angelic
Hierarchies—--zg if it wasn't already clear from
Revelations alone how ready you Apocalyptic Tigures
are to parcel out the chores: +this one pouring down
plagues, that one unbolting abysses, that other pacing off

courtyards with his little golden messuring rod . . .

ANGEL
Oh, but it goes well beyond-- Trust me, the written
sources give only the hazlest idea of the branching
and sub-branching . . . . We don't just, in a general
gort of way, roll up the weather, the seasons,
nathenatics~-oh, no! Yom've‘got Apnaliel, Angel of
Low~Lying Mists, Gamaliel, Angel of Winter Sunsets,

Zachariel, Angel of Mersenne Primeg—-

SUECURATCR

And so on, down what looks to be an ever-receding line:

Eliminations.



feal
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ANGEL
True, one 1s but one. But . . . this one, charged with

s et

Just these-- Don't you . . . ?

SUBCUBATOR
Oh, I understand. After all, is not even such a

"parcelling out" to be met with among curators?

ANGEL
Do you know, that‘s a parallel to which, well before
today~~1 mean, over the course of my "long aeons
'on the bench'," as you put it-~I have given much thought.
Certainly we are not, you and I, so much at odds as
might first appear. ©Shines there not forth, in the
dealings of an angel with his charges, something frankly
curatorial? Comes not the curator before us as
"guardian angel" of his hoard? 4nd to be the angel

over just thig corner of things--what is this but

to be, in effect, a kind of subcurator?

SUBCURATOR
With, however, the slight difference that subecurators

Ipke care of the art entrusted to them.

AKGEL,
(grimly)

Oh, I shall be taking care of the art entrusted to me.



SUBCURATOR

Parr was right. You are a bverrorist.

ANGEL
Was ever one of aim so modest, end mere clreumseribed?
From the dawn of time I have brought all my ferver of
extirpation to bear solely uvpori--

{(stops)

SUBCURATOR
Upon what, exactly? Not (you have been most emphatic)
upon all of world art. VWell--how much of it? Just which
Heorner" of the visuzl treasure of the race shall you be
taking out this afiernoon?
{The ANGEL hesitates.)

Perhaps . . . all of medigval art?

ANGEL
Nothing like!

SUBCURATOR

A1l medieval book art?

ANGEIL

Nowhere near!

SURBCURATCR

All redieval bogk art gouth of the Rhone and prior to 14007
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ANGEL

Rarrower!

SUBCURATOR

Middle Period Sienese altar sculpture?

ANGEL

Plesse . . . .

SUBCURATOR
{exasperated; not a real guess)
L don't know, perhaps it is only our little local pimskothek
you have been sent againgt--assuming pne asngel is egual

to the demande of an entire museum?

ANGEL
That's a nice assumption coming from a gubcurator.
Should you be Ygqual to the demands of an entire
museun'~~everything from the T'ang Barthenware to the

Mannerist Crystal?

SUBCURATOR
Wait a minute. Surely you don't mean~-?
{(Offetage thunder, followed by several
isolated cries Joining, for = moment, into
a dissénant chord.

4 flicker of lightning is mseen through
the c¢lerestory window.)
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ANGEL
Woe, woe to the inhabiters of Zide-Gallery 14C, "MHaster

of the Umschweigen Apocalypse'!

SUBCURATOR
Just us? Thenw-
(gestures sround the gallery)

how come we're still here?

ANGEL

I'm waiting on my Cuing Angel.

SUBCURATOR
"Cuing Angel"?

ANGEL
For each of us cobliterative spirits there is another who
comes Just before in the order, and whose coming-into-play

puts me in playt one's "Ouing Angel™.

SUBCURATOR

How very . . . morked.

ANGEL

Where but in gradation ssek the spocalyptic¥

SUBCURATOR
And in your own case, this emboldening forerunner whose

letting-fly gives you wingg--that would be . . . ?
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ANGEL

Athames, Angel of Prismatic Ceolor.

SUBCURATCR
30, before you can snuff out our heoldings, this Athamas

must first unthresd the rainbow?

ANGEL
You misunderstand. To be the Angel of Prismatic Color
doesn't mean you wipe out prismatic colers. It means

you bring all shades and hues down to fthe rainbow's seven.

SUBCURATOR
A glimpse into the decorative program of the Promised
Cuarters. Well, and when may we be looking for your
chromatic colleague to put in an appearance?

How long's the collection got?

ANGEL
Letts see . . . .
(The ANGEL comsults his "girdle book,"

a small illuminated volume in a fitted

pouch that hangs down on & lemther thong

from his waist.)
According to my "Book of Hours," we're just now taking
the impasct of Sphandor, Angel of Culverits and Gloverleafs.
Scon, moving inside the MHuseunm, S8ithariel will put paid
to Mycensean jewelry, then Bateriel pelishes off

South Asian Faience. Whereupon . .
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{rung his finger slowly down
a coluwmn of the "girdle hook")

There we are! My Cuing Angel of Prismatic Color
will himself be cued on by the opening of The Book

¥ith 7 Seals.

SUBCURATOR
Yes, we've got that here.
(The ANGEL looks up, startled.

The SUBCURATOR gestures wvaguely in the
direction of "The Central Vitrina.“%

Case 4, Item 9. Rumored to be the very volume mentioned

in Begvelationg 5. Of course, it's only a folkiale.

Still . . . perhaps you'd like to page throuwgh it

before you blast it to kingdom come,

ANGEL
Kot really.

SUBCURATCOR

Seen 1t all before, have we?

ANGEL

Beforxe « . . ?

SUBCURATOR

I mean, on one of your earlier visits to the gallery.

HEariier vigits . ., . 7
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SUBCUBATCOR
Ch, come on! Don't tell me you haven't been round
once or twice on quiet afternoons, when you'd have
the place to yourself, to take in all you must one day

take down.

ANGEL
{locks nervously toward "The Central
Vitrine," whose contents he appeared to
vaporize back on p. 7)

Not . ., . till quite recently.

SUBCURATOR
Really? Well, I can see where that might appear
the nobler course: to bide up there "on the Hench,"

season after season, pleturing the scene . . . .

‘AﬁGEII

That remark betrays a staggering incemprehension.

SUBCURATOR

Gf the nobler course?

ANGEL
Cf 1ife on the bench. The only "scene" I have
21l this while sought to "picture" is my own
founding act of desiruction.

(Offstage thunder, follewed by a
sustained dissonent cherd of cries.

A lightning-like flash of red light is
glimpsed through the clerestory window.
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The ANGEL's woice goes strange,
enlarges . . . .
Before it was ever painted, I already meditated
the single, unanswerable gesture
(strikes 8 "destroying asngel" pose . . . )
that should bring your volume tow-

{. . . and, as uaual, drops it for
ancther)

that showld asend your volume tTo-w=
(anéd another)
that should turn your volume to~-
(drops thiz last pose as well;
seens balked)
SUBCURATOR
What is it?

ANGEL
I*m far from confident of hitiing on a posture sufficient
to the hour. I want to do this well and, unlike most
of my collemgues, I need to do so straight off. I mean,
~after all, if Abvariel, Angel of Anhydrous Compounds
or Bastariel, Angel of Sand Dollars and Beach Fleas,
comes up a little shy the first time round--well, after all,
there's plenty more dry yatcﬁea and shore life out there
for another go. But I get only this one chance.
I have %o get it right the first time, zsnde~

(tossing off a bvewildsring variety of
"destroying angel” poses in rapid succession)

what ig right?
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, (The BUBCURATOR crosses decisively to

the postcard rack (see p. 2), reaches down

a postcard frem the display, and, while

himself looking pointedly off in another

direction, hands it to the ANGEL.)
SUBCURATOR

This any help?

ANGEL

But—-~that's it! There I an! Fowe~?

SUBCURATOR
"Destroying Angel," Plate 16 of The Umschweigen Apocalypse,
the founding treasure of our collection. How do you
suppoée I pegged you when you first blew in here?
I've heen staring at you in miniature

{gestures toward the postcard in the
ANGEL's hand)

ever since when.

(The ANGEL turns the postcard in the
light, examining it from every angle . . . .)

Perhaps you'd care to have a look at the original?

(starts toward "The Central Vitrine")

ARGEL
Not necessary. I can work from a reproduction.

(pointing, with his free hand, at
the posteard in his other)

Logk at that. It's ezactly . . . but exactly~~

PriEhsttbas Mty o S A
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SUBCURATOR
Bxgetly, Bubt neow, reflect: You claim to have dwelt,
all that time "on the Jenih," upon your wwn inage as
destroyer, with never a thought te the image you mugt
one day destroy. And yet, the image you must one day
degtroy being, precisely, of |

(gestures toward the postcard in
the ANGEL's hangd)

yourgelf-ag~destroyer, what have youy 811 this while,
been contempdating but it? Mighin't you like to
consilder sparing a collection that contains the image
which solves your whole proeblem for you--and is, to boot,
your own image?

(A cracked horn-blast, followed by

yvery loud thunder)
ANGEL

My "problem" only ever was how to destroy that collection.

If 1 spare it now--

SURBCURATOR
If you strike i% now, your whole history to this hour
having been but lead-up to the blow, what shall you do

next morning asnd all the next mornings of eternity to come?

ABGEL
I plan to spénd eternity contemplating my ocwn act of

apocalyptic deletion.
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SUBCURATOR
Of which aet you shall, in its earliest moments, have
deleted
{points to posteard in ANGEL's hand)

the sole available aid te contemplation.

ANGEL
Bven thus making good my claim to be part of it all.
What is the Apocalypse if not the end of images,

a farewell to representation . . .

SUBCURATOR

Then I saw a nsw sesthetic and a new carih.

ANGRL
+ » . ah& how hetter show oneself an agent of Apocalypse
than by forgoing one's gug crack at gelf-representation?
{Deafening thunder, follawed by =
dissonant chord of cries, followed by
a cracked horn-blast.

The clerestory window goes black
and remains g0 $ill moted.

Enter the GUARD, his costume in tatters,
with burnmarks stremking his face and clothes. )}
GUARD
It*'s chaos out there. ‘"Continental Rood-Scresns" lie
in cinders. "late Gothic Metalwork" has vanished without
a trace., Uh, and Beffin Bey and three of the five

regular solids look %o be gone.
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(startas to leave, turns back)
None of which, by the way, is keeping the Performance Fair
crowd from massing in the courtyard, ready to pounce
the minute the Museum closes. They seem to be
thriving on the hoo-haz "It's all grist for gur mill,"
as one workshop leader pubt it to me.

{Thunder, a dissonant chord of cries,

and a cracked horn-blast ending in what sounds

like a cascade of breaking glass.)

There goes the Camden Town verrs parlsnt!

{calls offetage)
Coning, coming!

{exite)

SUBCURATOR

{to the ANGEL, resuming their interrupted
exchange )

A farewell to images? [The Apocalypse? Say rather:

the i@age to end them all. Really, it resgembles,

thig Apocalypse of yours, nothing so much as a vast
illuminated manuscript, the seroll like which {(if we may

trust Revelations 6} "the heavens shall be rolled up,”

as rendered by, say,

{gestures toward a remote vitrine)
The Master of the Bedford Houws cn folio 19 verso.
Certainly this would explain why such a large numbexr
of purviving illuminated manuscripts are, ian fact,

apocalypsest



(gestures around the gallery to
various remote vitrines)

The Metz Apocalypse, the Cambrai Apocalypse, the
Cloisters Apocalypse, and s¢ on. Can you not,

ag, after all, yourself = minor aporalyptic figure,
mangge a little more reverence for these artifacts

that, so plainly, image your task?

ANGETL
I am on my knees to all btut the handful of codices

I am charged with annihilating.

SUBCURATOR

Those being~-which, exactly?

ANGET,

What do you msan, "which"? The lifework of the Master

of the Umschwelgen Apocalypse. The contents, more or less,

of the present gallery.

SUBCURATOR
Well, as you say . . . more or less: There is the small
matter of that gilt breviary in Darmstadt. But few

accept Eckstander's attribution of it to our Master,

80 why should you? However, that gtill leaves unsettled--some

might feel, unaddressed--the question of just how much

one sees here proceeds direetly from the brush of--



(He points to the large overhead
plague bearing the inscription:

GALLERY 14C. WORKSHOP OF
THE MASTER OF THE
UMBCHWEIGEN APOCALYPSE

on which, it will be recalled {(ses p. 1),

the words "WORKSHOP OFY are painted in

a slightly different color frem the rest.)
Note the emendation: workshop of. Recent scholarship
has reassigned all but a handful of cur tressures
to other hends. But then, I don't guess it would
matter hugely if yow took down a coupla "workshops-—offe-I
wéan, seeing as how they're all marked for excision

BOYWRY « + . .

ANGEL
Cn the contrary, as I'v@ sought and sought to convejy;
the Apocalypse likes every pigeon in its hole. Any
borderiine cases fall to the hand of Dubsatiadl, Angel
of Doubtful Attributions; I shouldn't care to encroach.
You've gotvto help me. How can I be certain I'm
confining my thunder to undoubted productions of our

Master?

SUBCURATCR

These attributional guestions are many-sided . . . .

ANGEL
I've got maybe

(reaches down to cemsult his "girdle
bock” {(see p. 22)
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a quarter of an hour before the Angel of Prismatic

Color shimmers on. Give me an education.

SUBCURATOR
All right, let's come down to cases.
{During what follows, each 4ime the
SUBCURATOR mentions a gpecific illuminated
book or type of book {as indicated by a
single asterisk: *) or names a particular
magter-illuminator (as indicated by double
agterisks: **), he pointe out the book
of that name®* or by that master** in cne or
ancther of the display cases.
This “"touwr of the wvitrines" the SUBCURATOR
thus gives the ANGEL seems to be following
ne particular trajectory, but is all the whilei:
spiralling them in toward "The Central Vitrine.")
First off, T would direct your attention to & group
of six manuscripts believed to have bheen illustrated
by our Master on the grounds that each contains

a signed gelf-portrait of him.

ANGEL

¥Well, so, clearly, at least in those lnsiances—-

SUBCURATOR
Not so fast. In three of these six volumes--The
Begufort Hours*, The Bodmer Heours*, and The Flayfair
Brevigry*-~the artist has portrayed himself as St. ILuke,
patron of Christian peintes. In two others,
however-~The Sherborne Missal* and The Hornsbach

Sacramentaty*~-he gives himself the trappings of



the classical Greek artist, Apelles. And here

in The Imirell Pesalter®* he represents himself as the
contenporary monastic craftsman he no doubt was.

How, as no single artist would likely view himself

in three such different lights, it seems doubtful

that a1l six of thése velumes portraying our Mastex

as their maker arag-in fact, by him. And, absent all
independent evidence for which (if any) of these
self-images he night have .embraped, we muet reluctantly

d;gmiss them all.

ARGEL

Plup, I guess, no one really knows what he looked like.

SUBCURATOR
Considerations numberless send us in quest of better
data--which, happily, are not far to seek. Moast of the
manuscripts known or on the firmest grounds belisved to he
by our Master display four characteristics:
1. They are written in a semi-cursive Gothic
book hand with outsize ascenders,
2. Their historiations spill ocut pest the framing
gerellwork onto the white of the page.

Je They wrepresent drapery by a zigrag--yather than
the expected "Gampfold" or eclinging--couvention.
And

4. They portray figures~in-meotion with a rhythmic

torque not elsewhere seen in the art of the book.
q
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Now, of these four traits that, together, mark a
nanuscript as likely by our Méster, & nunber of the
volumes in our collection display a number. The

Ramsey Pgalter* features zigzag drapery, torqued figures,
and gpillover historiations--but is not written in

Gothic script. The Codex Palatinus® torques its figures,
shove drapery by zigzags, and is written in a Geothic
hand~--but ite historiations keep within bounds.

Th%ﬁoeg of Hours of Josnnm the Mad¥--

ARGEL
Yes, yes, I see where this is headed: pg volume in the
¢ollection is going to turn out to possess all four

of the markers associated with your Master.

BUBCURATOR
Not so fast. 4AlL four traits dg, in fact, occur in
The Tiokhill Psalter* and The Harley Golden Gospels*.

(The ANGEL makes to interrupt:
"Yell, then—?%)

BUT: The Tickhill Psalter* contains pen-flourishes

of a sort found nowhere else in our Master's corpus.
While the Harley Golden Gospels* lays figures along
the diagonal in a manner chargcteristic only of his
early or cenjectural works but everywhers on view

in the pages of The Master of the White Inscriptiong®*

and The Master of Morgan 339¥*%,



ANGEL
It seems like what you need is some simple, single,

uncontegstedea

SUBCURATOR
Copper blue!l

ANGEL
Sorxy?

SUBCURATOR

Our Master, almost alone among his contemporaries,

makes use of a certain copper blue pigment.

ANGEL
My uncle, Ceshriel, is charged with destroying all
Barth's remaining copper depogite~-or meke that:

(consults his "girdle book")

all Barth's remaining ecopper deposits in the Western

Hemisphere north of latitude 309 14!,

SUBCURATOR

If I might continmze. Our Master, as I say, employs

a distinctive copper blue paint rather than the szurite

favored by most illuminators.

AXGEL
So any book in the gallery painted copper blue

magt be by him?

35
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SUECURATOR
Hot so fast. I said "distinctive,® not “unigue',

Yeg, traces of this rare colorant zre indeed to bhe

ret with in three of our graduslis® and five of our

collectars®, all of whiech might, on this basis slone,

ke confidently assigned to the Umschweigsn Master,

However, of these eight menusoripts, two* also contain

pale yellow washes, a device largely shunned by our

Master, but to which The Master of the Munieb Boccaccio**

is much given; while in the remaining six volumes*

the copper bluwe is laced with ochre, rarely if ever

utilized as a mixing color by our artist but frequently

so employed by The Master of the Leaping Figureg*¥,

The EBdgerton Master**, and The Master of the Upturned Gaze*¥,

Un the other hande-

ANGEL
If you please, the Rour ig late. Are there, or are there
not, illuminsted volumes that (A) contsin likely
gelf-portraits of your Master, (B} display all four
of his stylistic markers and (U} employ copper blue
ag only he employs it-~thus providing an infallible
mengure of whether pther books in your gallery
are, or ave not, by him, and so must, or need not,

e spared by me?



37

SUBCURATOR
Yes! There is gne such volume, and it is--

(His "tour of the vitrines" has brought
him cut alongside "The Central Vitrime,"
which, it will be recalled, faces away
from the audience.

He rounds the final corner and points
into "The Central Vitrine" with a gesture of
triumph that, halfwsy through, transforms
into a gesture of dismay:)

Gone!

{looks back into "The Central Vitrine")
It cantt be . . .

(calls offstage to the GUARD)
Barr!

{no reply)
¥here's he got to . . . 7
(calls again)
BARR!
{He reachee into "The Central Vitrine"
and pulls out one after andther illuminated
manusecript, briefly exanining each for
flame damage before tossing it onto the floor.)

I don't understend. How could this possibly--?

ANGEL

Ah, well, now, here's the thing . . . .
SUBCURATOR

(rounds sherply on the ANGEL)

You know something about this?



AKGEL
Actually . . . .

SUBCURATCR
You did thie?
ANGEI,

I was, how to say, making trisl of my powers;

you know: letting fly. And I guess one kinda sorta

got away from me. But apart from that lone instance,

g

I left things pretty much as I found them.

SUBCURATOR
Yes, but that "lone instanece," as you so blithely
put it, was The Umschweigen Apocalypse!
{The ANGEL looks blank.)
A ine-
{He gestures up toward the words
" . . . UMBCHWEIGEN APOCALYPSE" on the
overhead plaque.
The ANGEL still locks blank.)
You asked, is there not o hand some volume displaying
all the traite that merk a work as infallibly by our
Master, thus furnishing a yardstick by which every
other book in the place may confidently be ascribed
to him or net, and so confidently be turned over to you
or not. Well, fthere is one--yag one: The Umschweigen
Apoealypse, late gone up in smoke, leaving behind only

the queation of whether its destruction has or has not



purchased too dear the safety of all the rest. For,

ef course, you must now spare them all.

ANGETL
Say rather: gmite them all, since any one of them

might new be by hinm.

SUBCURATOR
(suddenly, out of nowhare, tempted)

Bmpty the room?

ANGBEL
Ho-ha! I see that in thime (as in what curatorial bosom not?)
pounds a deaccesaioning ferver.
(He raises his arm in some version
or other of the "zapping” gesture hs
attenpted @arlier, when alone.)
SUBCURATOR
(gesturing teoward the ANGEL's gesture)
Yet how, upon such venture, first raise hand, whene-?
The Umschweigen Apocalypse offersd an image of a
destraﬁ{gg,apacalyptic angel--the very stance you
could not bring yourself to assume until I set it
before you. How shall you now rise into action,
having but now made away with this sale pattern

of the action you would take?
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ARGEL
Say rather: made . it my own by making away with it.

¥ho brinss to nousht, brings to fulfillment--~do we not

even here come upcn the "sole pattern® of every
apdgcalyptic act? To what end one's misgivings?

I have done it, thersfore apparently always gould.

Anyway, L've always gat the postcard.

{&nd he drops his "zapping® gesture
long enough to comsult it.

He is, on the basis of what the
posteard shows, just lasunching into
a new, enlarged "zavping" gesture--and
the SUBCURATOR is just stepping forward
to intercept it--when a thunderocus
explosion, culminating in a sustained
horn~blast, sends the two of them
bhurtling to opposite sides of the stage
and trensforms the scene as followss

The seven-paned clerestory window,
which went black on p. 28, is now
irresdiated by colored light, one ceolor
of the wainbow per pane, reading, from
audience~left to audience-right, as follows:

RED [onaNg&[Yestow lerEEN (BLUE [INDIGE |VIDLET

Ag these seven streams of colored light strike
off the bevelled edges of the vitrines, the
GUARD's chair, and the postcard rack,

shards and poole of color, pure and mixed,
aprear dbrandom points about the stage.)

The time is at hand! Behold Athamas, Angel of Prismatic

Joloxre—
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SUBCURATOR
~=hnd see!
{pointing to each in turn of the

seven clevestory window panes, from

{sudience} left to right:)
Madder Red, Burnt Sienna, Mars Yellow, Hunter Green,
Prussian Blue, Raw Indigo, Spectrum Violet--what is this
but the illuminator's basic palette? Bless me if this
Apcealypse of yours does not prove ﬁo be at last
ene big volume of illuminations; this forerunner of yours,

the Genius of Book Decoration.

ANGEL:
By whatever neme hailed, he hales me after.
{calls up toward the clerestory window)
I come, I come quickly!

(Now at last the AMGEL hits on
the long-sought definitive form of
hig "zapping" gesture.

As on p. 40, the SUBCURATOR steps in
to block the ANGEL's gesture-~and winds up
mirroring it.)}

SUBCURATOR
Stay!
{Re~enter the GUARD.)

GUARD
411 right, that's it, timefs up, everyone now please

clear the hall.
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ANGEL
What?

GUARD
It's closing time--well, or nearly: 5t 55. The

Museum swings shut evexry afternocon at 6.

- BUBCURATOR
(to the ANGEL)
Qur little local daily Apoealypse.

GUARD
(to the ANGEL)
Bir, I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to exit

the gallery.

ANGEL
#xit the-- 7 How can I possibly-- 2
{(points up at the clerestory window)
The Angel of Frismatic Color is only just arrived

on the soenel

GUARD
{shrugs)
We're open late alternate Tussdays for school groups
and seniors. Perhaps you and youvr prismgiic friend

could come back on Tuesday.
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ARGEL
I can't "come back on Tuesday.? There's this unigue,

unrepeatable event in progress--

GUARD
Actually, the Performance Falr doesn't really start up
till after hours, although
(with a nervous glance offstage)

the hordes are certainly mustering . . . .

ARGEL
I'm rot talking about your Performance Fair, I mesan
the Last Judgment, the End of the World. You can't
seviously expect the Apocalypse to defer to somebody's

put-of-the~blue, arbitrary closing time.

SUBCURATOR
I thowght the Apocalypse wag somebody's out~of-the-blue,

arbitrary cloging time.

ARGEL
The Apocalypse is om a gchedule!

SUBCURATCR

So's the Museunm!

ANGEL

Herewith abrogated.
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SUBCURATOR
What?

ANGEL
Well, or say: put on hold. I hereby declare the hours
of your gallexy extended by such time as may be conmumed

inm laying waste its contents.

SUBCURATOR
Fou can't do that!

ANGETL
Says who?

SUBCURATOR

Why--yourself!

~ (The ANGEL iooks blank.)
Have you not over ané over stressed how, in this
beautifully, this endle&al& ramifying event whieh is
the 4pocalypse, your sole and whole charge, the Alpha
and Omega of your efforts, is to shred the output of

one small-town book illustrator?

ARGEL

(not seeing where this is headed)
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SUBCURATOR
Well, then, plainly, it is not also your charge
to be shredding museum schedules. Surely your
Hersenne Primes collesgue isn't about to add Hausdorf
Spaces to his mandate--that's another angel's lookeut.
For will yéur Low-Lying Mists crony be taking am axe
to Stationary Fronts-~that's gsomebody else*s job.
Well! By the same token,it would seem that any
tampering with the museum's schedule must~-in the
infinite divisiveness of Apoealypse, to which you have
raised such hymns--fall to another hand. In short,
I'm afraid if this gallery is to keep extra hours,
it's going to have to be on someone else's say-so
than thine. |

{The ANGEL is momentarily at a
less . . .

Silence in Heawven.
( . . . but then he pulls out his
“glréle book" and hegine to page through it.)
ANGEL
Perhaps Sbarnak, Angel of One-Time Extensions or

Graphiel, Angel of Scheduling Meltdowns . . . .

GUARD
I'm going to have to ask yow gentlemen to take it
outside, The gallery is now officislly clesed for

the day. Please exit by the main stairs.
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BUBCURATOR
{to the ARGEL)
Wnich, by the way, will take you right past the
gathering Performance Fair, in case you'd like to

give them =z look.

ANGEL

I don't really have time to tske in a show.

SUBCURATOR
I meant: give them a look at you. That unceasing

guest of yours for the perfect apccalyptic gesture

should go over huge with that crowd. It's just

their type of thing.

ANGEL
Haom . . . well, maybe I gould peek in for five minutes.
{eonsul¥s his Ygirdle book")
Performance Art isn't slated to be rolled up
for anether hour and a half, right after Flemish
portraiture . . . . ¥Well, so, then—-
(The ANGEL raises his arm.

The BURBCURATOR and the GUARD instinctively
duck, but the ANGEL ie only waving goodbye.)

Until suech time as.

SUBCURATOR

We'll be counting the minutes.
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(Exit the ANGHEL.

Yo sooner is he offstage than the pattern
of seven rainbow colors shining through
the seven-paned clerestory window (see p. 40)
is instantaneously replaced by the “"city
sunget,” that stream of late-afternoon light
naturalistically broken at intervals by
shadows of rooftops, foliage, ete., which was
visible through the cleresiory window
at rise {(see p. 1). At the same moment,
the pools and shards of color that were
flung about the stage on p. 40 by this
new-~vanished influx of colored rays
likewise disappear. :

The SUBCURATOR gestures up toward
the "eity sunsst:)

SUBCURATOR
Unce more late afternecn@ The collection always looks

exceptionally well at this hour.

GUARD
It's a good viewing light.

SUBCURATOR
Is it not? 4Ah, I little thought to loock on this light,
ar my charges by it, any time scon. Thanks, however,

to your insplred "clesing time" ploy--

GUARD
I don't know what you mean by s "ploy™. It was closing time.
SUBCUBATCR

It was, indeed, <closing time. The end of another day.



Fot, however, it appears, the End of Days. Your
lively abruption of the Apocalypss gives us bhack
our world, We live to gaze, art lives to be gazed on,

« « « well, precigely, "another day."

GUARD
Now when you say, "Art lives" . . . . Zrue snoughz-for ug,
here. A&nd, listen, don't misunderstand: I'm thrilled.
For do I not, like yourself, cherigh a sneaking
Tondness for

(zestiives expansively around
the gallery)

these "chepas" of ours? But, face it, we're not the
whole gtopy-~-as & short gtroll down the corridox
soon makes clsar. Where's "Triglyphs and Metop@g"?
Gone to glory! What about "Georglan Marquetry“?
Lying in the dust! Yes, you've sent gur fellaw}

{jerks his thumb in the direction
of the departed ANGEL)

packing, with only gome minimal damsge. Bubt what about

all the rest ¢of the art-world, the world's art, the world?

SUBCURATOR
{rounding on the GUARD in sudden fury)
Bo you throw it up at me that somevhere--in the next
gallery or galazy--~the Apccalypse yet rages? MHark me,

and mark me well, for we mre only going to nave ithis



conversation once. I am the gubcurator of a
side-gallery of a minor museum. To my hands

have been entrusted certein codices of a small town's

gole master, and, so far as in me lies, I have
discharged that trust. Ag for the art-world,

the world's art, the world-«2all the rest,” as you
g0 blithely put it--as in earlier cultural crises,
every Master, manner and school is going to have teo
find its own chempion; or, failing to find, &o under.
Let us hope they find one. But they shall not

find him here. I have made my contribution.

{The GUARD stares, open-mouthed,
at this outhurst.)

Forgive me, Barr. It is, after all, myself, not you,
that I am angry with, The disappearance of cur

central treasure gives me np peace.

GUARD
(uneasily)

Disappearance . . . 7

SUBCURATCR
Of course, some will say that we were lucky to get off
with the loss of a single volume, even if that "single
velune” wag the linchpin of the collection, the

Umschweigen Apccalypsee—-
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GUARD
{more uneasily etill)
It's lost . . . 7

SUBCURATOR
~~that the making away with, after all, but one book

was & small price to pay-~

GUARD
(really alarmed)

Not, surely, made away with!

SUBCURATOR
~=-that, indeed, our heroic codex went down defending

ite fellows, died that others might livew

GUARD

Listen, there's something we need t¢ . . . .

SUBCURATOR.
~-but I am & mere subcurator and these Clympian

perspectives are foreign to me.

GUARD

I took evexry precauvtion!

SUBCURATOR
HBeavens, Barr, no gne's blaming yow! I don't think

you were evem on the scene when our seraph,
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giving vent to his powers, lobbed one inte the very
vitrine

(points to the still-smoking
"Oentral Vitrine"}

wherein reposes . . . or reposed . . . .

GUARD
Into the . . . ? But in that case--

(The GUARD barrels over to his
down-right chair, reaches under i%, feels
around, and triunphantly drawe forth the
large, dark book {(see p. 2} that he left off
reading and stowed there at the ANGEL's
first appearance (p. %).

There we are. Safe zs houses.

SUBCURATOR

The Umschwelgen Apoccalypse!

GUAHD
Not, as you can see, "lost" or "made awsy with"

but gimply . . . laid by.

SUBCURATOAR
The Umschweigen Apocalypse! But how--?

GUARL

listen, I knaw this looks bad. But you've got to understand,

I had it eut just for the afternpon. I was plaming

to "reshelve" it the minute I finished rveading ite-
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SUBCURATOR
{(wonderingly)

Tou were reading 1t7

GUARD
Look, T realize I'm hers to keep tabs on the beauties,

not savor them. But here's the thinge-

BSUBCURATOR
{in ecstasy)

You were reading it?

GUARD

Well, yes, DBecause, you seg--

HUBCQURATCR
0 wonder greater than the averted Apocalypse--greater,
indeed, than the Apocalypse! The VWatcher Qver
Umschweigen's treasure~-~the reader, we may say,
above all others sought--has taken the Apocalypse
info his own hands, inpelled, no doubt, by . . . .
But by what?
(¥rom here until he finally succeeds
in getting & word in on p. 5%, the GUARD
Tries repeatedly to interrupt the
SUBCURATOR's torrent of gpeculation, but
always the SUBCURATOR is %tco guick for him.)

Haybe you just wanted 1o read the Bogk of Revelations

angd here wss the closeat copy. ~-Or no, wait:
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You heard viesitors $0 @hﬁ gallery praise the volume

and had to see for yourself. ~-~0r neo, walt: The "snedking
fondness™ you've acknowledged feeling for "our chaps"

got the better of you for a nmoment. ~-0r po, wait, here it
isr Your self-image as a guard seemed to dictate a more
hands-on approacth. --0r maybe you gought relief from the
cares of a guard by imsgining yourself into the ampler
scenes plctured in our codex: Bary the Trumpet, Barr the
Dragon, Barr the--why not?--Adpocalyptic Angel., ~-Or maybe
you were just . . . passing the time. After all”‘the days
of a museum guard are long. An old script to decipher,

an old tongue to construe--surely these might, quite apart
from gny intrinsic interest, fill up the hours like nothing else.
At firegt, no doubt, it would have been more or less like
deing a crossword puzzle under glass. But then, insensibly,
the beauty of these objects you had turned to for mere
distraction would hegin to work: the delicate coils of a
line of Humanistic Cursive sending yourﬁeye to an echoing
curve in the border scrollwork, the gilding asround an
nistoriated initial picking up the highlights of an
adjacent grisaille. And so on, splendor upon splendox,
until, nothing for it but you must jimmy the case and 1Ift
ihe centerplece of the collection into the light to be

yeur leisure reading.

GUARD

What it is, zctually, is they don't let you bring in a paper.
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SUBCURATOR
%hat?

GUARD
Iou know the museum rules: No reading on the job that is
unrelated to the job--which pretty mueh rules out the
norning paper. ©Oh, of course, Anderss in "Italisn

Primitives" gets to page through the Corriere della Sera.

And no one's going to say a word if Attway in "Ming Pottery"

dips into The South China Morning Post. 4nd, listen, I myself,

21l that time 1 stced in for HSchaffer in "Buropsan
Fainting," was grudgingly conceded my. helf hour over

Ihe International Herald Tribune. Bat here, with ug--?

I challenge you to come up with n single journal even
marginally bearing en--~ I mean, no offense, but really,
for a person even & little eager to stay on top of his world,
this boneyard of long-spent iilumiﬁationa is fax from
the i&é&?&s&ignment. In shert, I was really hurting for
gomething to read, until the day it dawned on me that,
wmy goodness,

(with a sweeping gesture)
these were, after all, beooks all sbout one, I was absolutely
up to oy &yaballé in reading-matter. That morning
I reached down this lovely

(flourishes The Umschweigen Apocalypse)

and from that hour I have never locked baok.
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{He sets out over the stage to retrieve
the scattered volumes which the SUBCURATOR,
in search of the "missing” Umschweigen
Apocalypse bacKon p. 37, had pulled out of
"The Central Vitrine" and flung on the floor.)

And you know the funny part? The Last Call, The Trumpet,

Pormer Things--all those dailies I used to think I couldn't

startfmé;momipﬂ*wimmut‘? Since I've got caught up in this,

(again flourishes The Umschweigen
Lpvocalypse)

I nevexr give them a thought. In fact, I can't remember

the lasgt time I s0 much g8~

SUBCURATOR
What is the Apocalypse but even such a forgetting of
the daily? How strange, then, that it is to your craving
for your "daily" that we owe the survival of our Apcecalypse:
that when Heaven couldn't be bothered to kick in
a wall and a nail and all one's curatorial eloquence
went for nought, only a museum guard's passion for
his morning paper has saved a timelsss treasure from

the flames.

GUARD

{crosses, with his arms full of the
books he has gathered, to "The Central Vitrine")

Aetually, I think maybe by now things have cooled down

to the point whers--



{The GUARD replaces the smaller hooks
in "The Central Vitrine" and is about to do
likewise with The Umschweigen Apecalypse
when the SUBCURATOR snateches it out of his
hands, carries it off downstage, and sets about
examining if for damage, opening it here and
there at random for s spot-check,)
SUBCURATOR
Ko worse for wear at "closing time." Preserved, one might
note, even by the very azct of "vandalism" thate-
{arrests his random flipping through
the book at a page about halfway in and
stares hard at it)
There he is, our Herald of the Dawn, safely back between
boards and locking, I nust say, every inech the figure
in a performance piece he haa, by this, no doubt become.
{thrusts the open book out toward
the GUARD, so that the GUARD~~but not
the audience«-can see the illustration
the SUBCURATOR has just deseribed)
I wonder you didn't recognize him from your reading
the minute he crashed through the skylight; it's him

to the life.

GUARD

{sguinting at the page the SUBCURATCR
holds forth)

I don't know, they all look s little alike in this style,

don't they? Or meybe his picture is on the last page?

SUBCURATOR
No, about halfway in, Wait a minute. Why would you

think it's on the last pags?
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GUARD
I was just gbout to turn the last page when himself

appeared.

SUBCURATOR
(with 2 nervous, too~loud laugh)
Ha-ha! Iucky he showed ﬁp wnen he did, then--it kept

the world from ending.

GUARD
What?

SUBCURATOR
There's a legend about
(flourishes The Umschweigen Apocalypse)
this one. It's said to be the original "Book With
7 Sealg"—=you know, the very one referenced in

Hevelations S-~that somewhere along the line found its

way to Umschweigen. I know--it ig an apocalypse, s0 how

can it alsc be a book mentioned in the Apocalypse?

What can I say, we're in the realm of fable hera;l

Anyway, the story goes, 1f someone was ever to,

as you just now wery nearly did, turn over its last .page--
(spelling it out}

i. 8., "break the Seventh Seal"-—-well, you knbw the rest.

"Silence in Heaven." Ths End of the World. That would

do it somehow, apparently.
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GUARD

ind in fact has anyone ever-- 7

SUBCURATOR
That's the funny thing. One might suppose that, surely,
just in the normal course of museum maintenance,
gvery page in the book-«not excluding the last--must
at some peint have been turned to, opened, pregged down . . . .
But apparently not. Apparently there's some stiffness
or dryness in the spine such that, if anyone ever
did crack open the final quire, the whole thing wowld . . .
{groping for a term)
blow up in one's face? corumble to dust? <£ly apart
in one's hands? |
'€hef%s the book appraisingly)
I don't know, the end~bands and turn-ins look pretty solid
to me. How about it, Barr? What would you say tow- 7

(mimes "turning the lmat page")

GUARD

Ah, haven't we had enough excitement for one afteracon?

SUBCURATOR
(hig attention all on the book)



GUARD
Well, it there's nothing further . . . 7
(pause)
Shall I, on my way out, etop by the Performance Fair

and see how our friend is fitiing in?

SUBCURATOR
(increasingly absorbed in the book)

Unm . . . .

GUARD
Kow, as regards return of the volume to its rightful . . . .
I assume I may leave the fate of the Apocalypse

ih_your capable . . . .

SUBCURATOR
{lost in contemplation of his book)

Mom « « . .

GUARD
Well, so, then, Subcurator, I gusss I'll be teking off.

See you in the morning.

(EBxit the GUARD.

The SUBCURATCR, slways intent upon the
book in hig hand, drifts over toward the chair
in which the GUAKRD sat reading at rise,
sits down, and ¢pens The Umschweigen
Apocalypse to a page near the end.

B8lewly, experimentally, the SUBCURATOR
beging to leaf through the last few peges
of the book.
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As he turns the pages, and as if evoked
by his doing so, the shards and poocls of
colored light that fell about the stage on
p. 40 {and were subsequently dispelled by the
returning "olty sunset® on p. 47) are cnce more
seen, this time in motion, slowly rotating
like the pattern of glitter cast by the
revolving mirror-ball at a dance, (The "city
sunset, " meanwhile, ag if drained of its colors
to gupply this new effect, goes to a washed-out,
black-aand=white version of itself.)

Az the BUBCURATOR speeds up his page~turning,
the rotating pattern of colored lights alseo
accelerates,

Row the BUBCUBRATOR has come to the wvery
lzst page.

He hesitates.
The light-pattern freezes in place.
He lifts the last page to tuxm i% . . . .

As he turne over the last page, and in
exact synchronization with his doingso--blackout.

& beat of darkness.

Houselights suddenly, blindingly, up.)

AN END



