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Reading sample, page 71 
 

MRS. STADNIKOW. Aha, do we like to 
say something? 

OLD JANOSH. For this I have made a 
special trip from Matra, Mrs. 
Stadnikow. I‘m afraid you have no 
idea who you have invited, not to 
say, what you are in for with my 
person. But don‘t get me wrong, I 
cannot blame you for this, since the 
Grimm‘s setting of the fairytale is 
terribly sketchy. 

MRS. STADNIKOW. And what do we 
want to imply with this? 

THOUGHTFUL SILENCE. 
DOCTOR BARON. As it would appear, 

the officer takes the view he 
himself would be a figure within 
The Sleeping Beauty that was 
missed or spared by the authors, 
am I right, Mr. Janosh? 

OLD JANOSH. Haven’t you paid atten-
tion? The unity of things cannot be 
contrived, because it is more than 
the sum of its parts, things and 
thoughts. For many years, I myself 
was lost in this assumption. Let me 
wrap up the fairytale to its 
conclusion and you will see the 
point. 

MRS. STADNIKOW. If you make it short. 
We still have twenty minutes till the 
curtain… 

ROLAND. …penny drops. 
OLD JANOSH. The point is this. (He 

pulls out the little book, browses 
and reads.) “It happened that on 
the very day when the king’s 
daughter was fifteen years old, the 
king and queen were not at home, 
and the maiden was left in the 
palace quite alone. So she went 
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round into all sorts of places, looked 
into rooms and bed-chambers just 
as she liked.” 

MR. GILDERSLEEVE. “...and she at last 
came to an old tower.” 

OLD JANOSCH. “She climbed up the 
narrow winding staircase and came 
to a little door. A rusty key was in 
the lock...“ 

MRS. STADNIKOW. When she turns the 
key, it’s almost all over with her. 

OLD JANOSCH. “…and when she turned 
it, the door flew open, and there in 
a little room sat an old woman with 
a spindle, busily spinning her flax.” 

YOUNG MAN. And They developed its 
power. 

OLD JANOSCH. “’Good day, old woman’, 
said the king’s daughter. ‘What are 
you doing here?’ ‘I am spinning’, 
said the old woman, and nodded 
her head. ‘What sort of thing is 
that, rattling around so merrily?’ 
said the girl, and she took the 
spindle and wanted to spin too. But 
scarcely had she touched the 
spindle when the magic spell was 
fulfilled, and she pricked her finger 
with it.” 

MRS. STADNIKOW. And fell into the 
sleep of actuality. 

OLD JANOSH. The expulsion from 
paradise. When we read the fairy-
tale about Sleeping Beauty, we 
encounter it with the eyes of a 
higher nature! 

MRS. STADNIKOW. And these eyes can-
not see what the girl is doing under 
the spell of the curse. 

WILIAM. Doing? What she can do 
asleep, then? 

YOUNG LADY. Dream. 
OLD JANOSH (reads). ”But round about 

the castle there began to grow a 
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hedge of thorns, which every year 
became higher, and at last grew 
close up round the castle and all 
over it, so that there was nothing of 
it to be seen, not even the flag 
upon the roof.” 

LYNNETTE. And why did the sleep, star-
ting from the girl, spread over the 
whole castle? 

YOUNG MAN. There is nothing more 
epidemic than the They. 

LYNNETTE. Nothing than what? 
YOUNG MAN. The They dictates the 

course of everyday life. The un-
derstanding of possibilities is deter-
mined by the They. Therefore, since 
king and queen were away from 
home and the girl became hyper-
active, with her, in search of her, 
the whole retinue fell into the 
enchantment of the spell. 

OLD JANOSH (reads). “But the story of 
the Sleeping Beauty spread throug-
hout the land, so that from time to 
time kings’ sons came and tried to 
get through the thorny hedge into 
the castle. But they found it 
impossible, for the thorns held 
together fast, as if they had hands, 
and the youths were caught in 
them, could not get loose again, 
and died a miserable death.” No 
matter what they said to the 
darned girl, which arguments they 
presented, how loudly they yelled 
through the hedge, she didn‘t listen 
and slept on. 

YOUNG MAN. The They is stronger as 
they think. 

YOUNG LADY. I’m trying as hard as I 
can. 

DOCTOR BARON. This is the problem. 
Let loose, let simply loose and see 
what comes. No worries, no 
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brooding, no control. 
YOUNG LADY. But I love him so much. 
LYNNETTE. Has he dumped you, Ho-

ney? 
WILLIAM. Every woman needs a don-

key. 
MRS. STADNIKOW. Can we carry on? ---

Okay. Where did we stop? O, the 
officer had the floor! 

OLD JANOSH. Doctor! He who thinks he 
simply has to stop his mind in order 
to let everything regulate itself, this 
is at the heart of They. This idea, 
coming from Buddhism, is a jack o’ 
lantern. Not sitting but action 
makes you awake. 

LYNNETTE. Everything makes sense. 
DR. KRANK. That can not be true in 

light of so much nonsense in the 
world. 

MRS. STADNIKOW. Listen! 
EVERYBODY (is talking all at once). 
MRS. STADNIKOW. Okay, ladies and 

gentlemen, before the inspector 
definitely discharges his duties, we 
hand over to the officer, who has 
dropped the book twice from his 
impatient hands. Well, Sir! The last 
minutes are yours. 

OLD JANOSH (reads). ”After long years 
a lad came again into the land, and 
heard talking about the thorn-
hedge, and that a castle was said to 
stand behind it in which a won-
derfully beautiful princess had been 
asleep, and that the whole court 
were likewise asleep.” 

MRS. STADNIKOW. And next? 
OLD JANOSH. And this lad, that was 

me. 
LYNNETTE. You?? 
OLD JANOSH. Let me bring the story to 

a close. I saw the many corpses in 
the hedge. Among them were se-
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veral knights, yogis, shamans, la-
mas, energetics and spiritual 
healers, even a number of thera-
pists, psychiatrists and cardinals 
were offering a horrific scene. I 
summoned all my courage and tried 
it myself, but the more nearly and 
deeply I advanced, the more tightly 
I got stuck. 

LYNNETTE. No surprise with that 
paunch. 

OLD JANOSH. Finally, I had to accept 
that I wasn‘t ready to break through 
the hedge. No matter which rea-
sons I put forth, whatever I shouted 
to the beauty through the hedge, 
she didn‘t listen. She contradicted 
me, had a terse answer to every 
argument and yes, she finally 
cursed me and chased me away. 

MRS. STADNIKOW. It’s getting clear 
that the hedge stands for… 
 

End of the reading sample 
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