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CARNUNTUM - A PLAY 
 
A short prologue, conversation and a wonderful ending 
 
480nm 
The lens scanned the beach for a shadow, a contour. In the midday light of high summer 
the photographer could not find a motif, anything, which could have been depicted. The 
sand glistened a silvery white, and the sunlit sea became a single reflective surface - a 
mirror, which did not reveal anything more than the unbearable light-blue sky, which only 
the thread-thin horizontal bow separated from his picture. The beach was deserted except 
for a young boy who the wide-angle lens pushed into the almost unending distance. There 
was a small forgotten cove which was certainly idyllic, but idyll cannot be photographed.  
 
The photographer stood barefoot on the beach, the camera held up to his eyes, and turned 
around on the spot, even rotating further since the sand was too hot to remain standing on 
the same spot for long, still in the hope of finding a motif. Finally he lowered his camera 
and saw the boy who was crouching down with his back towards the photographer and who 
was rocking his upper body backwards and forwards like an autistic child. The photographer 
forgot his camera which hung down from his shoulder and he walked along the water’s edge 
to the boy where the damp sand was cool. A few metres away from the boy he stopped.  
 
The boy who was perhaps 5 or 6 years old did not notice him. He was completely engrossed 
in scooping out a hole in the sand with both hands that he had to bend far forward in order 
to reach the area where the sand became damp and dark. Then he suddenly stopped what 
he was doing, sat there motionless for a moment and then looked at the interloper. “What 
do you want?” asked the boy with an aggressiveness that was not suited to a child, and he 
added immediately, “Don’t disturb me.” For the time being the photographer did not 
respond and the child continued on with his work. Then however, when the adult asked 
what he was doing, the child looked up once more and said, without looking at the one 
asking the questions, “I’m trying to make something but it never stays. When I come back 
again tomorrow, everything is gone.” 
“The sea fills in your holes.” Said the photographer.  
“I know.” Said the boy and he continued with his work. The photographer took up his 
camera, looked through the viewfinder and saw that the boy was looking at him angrily. He 
raised his face from behind the camera and asked him whether he could take a photograph 
of him. The boy nodded but did not fail to imply that he did not want to be disturbed in his 
work by the photographer. When the photographer had taken his shots of the boy and his 
hole and wanted to go, the child said “Show me the pictures which you took of me.” “I 
can’t.” replied the photographer. “ I have to develop them first.” “That’s stupid.” retorted 
the boy. “I’ll develop them and bring them to you later.” “No, I won’t be here later.” Said 
the boy, who stood up and headed inland.  
 
Seventeen years later as chance or perhaps fate would have it, the photographer and the 
boy, who in the meantime had become a truly successful music producer, met each other 
again. They decided to work together from now on. In addition, there was a poet, scarcely 
any older than the producer, who was meant to imbue the finished products with an 
additional dimension thanks to his texts. It was the dream of a collaboration which ignored 
all boundaries, less about saying everything and more as a form of security.  
 
At this time the producer bought an old quarry near the city on a whim. He did not truly 
know what he ought to do with the site, so he organised a meeting with both his friends in 
order to then ask them how they imagined the plot could be used. However it never came 
to that because the poet suddenly discovered a coin at the edge of the path, which none of 
them recognised and which appeared to be very old.  They took their discovery to an 
archaeologist who identified it as Roman and immediately asked if he could examine the 
plot of land in more detail, which he was duly granted permission to do. Several months 
passed until the archaeologist rang up the producer and arranged a meeting whereby he 
could report his findings from the dig.  
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Conversation between the producer, the photographer and the poet whilst they await the 
delayed arrival of the archaeologist. Followed by the conversation with the archaeologist 
and the attempt to reconcile different interests and finally a surprise turn of events, as an 
architect introduces himself, who has been following coincidentally the chain of events 
from a neighbouring table.  
 
PRODUCER:  The woman who I produce the record with was in the studio today. She has got 
the recording ready and we talked about the title and such things. She suggested calling 
the record ‘Callisto’.  
PHOTOGRAPHER: that’s one of Jupiter’s moons.  
Poet: Actually, I think it’s a figure from Greek mythology. Some lover of Zeus who turns 
into a bear and is then set on by dogs.  
Producer: I think that she actually chose the title because of Kubrik’s film 2001: Space 
Odyssey. 
Photographer: Yes, I remember. I saw it in London a few years ago with a girlfriend. Isn’t 
that the one where the final survivor of the spaceship experiences an LSD-like trip in which 
he races through an unending colourful landscape and at the end arrives on Callisto, where 
the monolith from the beginning reappears, and where a form of synchronicity prevails 
which essentially signifies the decomposition of time.  
Producer: No, he arrives on Io. 
Photographer: What’s that? 
Poet: Also a lover of Zeus who was turned into a white cow and was a symbol for the moon. 
Photographer: How daft.  
Poet: The mooncalf you could say. 
Photographer: But why Callisto when he lands on Io though? 
Producer: Because we are going a bit further than the film. 
Photographer: Well that’s a very loose connection. 
Producer: Not at all. It’s exactly the same with the record as at the end of the film, just a 
step further though. The pieces intensify more and more until the measure of synchronicity 
is so great that time appears to stand still in it or to disappear. The effect is reached partly 
through speed which increases more and more until one experiences it as a standstill. 
That’s exactly the type of music I’ve always wanted. The history of music is a quarry in 
which the material is extracted in order to then melt it down under enormous pressure at 
high temperatures. At the end a new rock is then produced.  
Photographer: Eclecticism 
Producer: No! The final product and the result are only just identical at an atomical level, 
already the molecular structure is something quite different. The temperature must also be 
hot enough.  
Photographer: Music has always done that though, There is no other way than for music to 
use the same material. Music without notes and sounds is scarcely imaginable and cannot 
possibly be the aim either. 
Producer: I’ll play something for you, perhaps you’ll understand me then. However, I’m 
picturing something similar for the cover and the text in the inside cover. A structure 
divided into very small sections, which turns into something quite different as an overall 
impression.   
Photographer: A collage. 
Producer: Not necessarily…. 
Poet: A montage. 
Producer:... perhaps it will even turn out to be something quite simple, something that has 
been overlooked up until now. 
Poet: One can hardly accomplish that in a piece of text. That would result in loud poems 
and concrete poetry, but that would not be anything new, just pure eclecticism.  
Producer: That would be a catastrophe. I certainly just want to work with you two on this 
project because I believe that you both have the opportunity to influence the future of 
your respective art forms. In any case the first edition will appear in an exclusive red vinyl.  
Photographer: Do you really believe that this record will be such a revolution for music, 
that it will later become a classic like Sergeant Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, for 
example.  
Poet: Or the Banana Skin by Velvet Underground, that’s the true classic for me- even just 
for the collaboration with Warhol.  
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Producer: A revolution perhaps but certainly not a classic. I believe that things which are 
created today cannot become classics in ten years as was possible previously. The value of 
a piece of art today is just dependent on its novelty. Whatever is new is good but it only 
remains that way until it is overtaken by something even more new. The art history archive 
is completely packed to the rafters. If something new needs to be added, something else 
must be thrown out for it to make room, and because the last object to have been included 
is always at the top and is the easiest to dispose of the latest additions are the first to be 
removed. None of us can assume with any certainty that at some point he will succeed in 
gaining eternal worth at Olympus. That’s a shame which one regrets, but that’s the way it 
is.  
Photographer: Ah ha, so I’m hearing great words here which I would not have expected of a 
23 year old. He’d like to gain eternal worth at Olmpus if only the angel with the glowing 
red sword of flames didn’t prevent him from entering.  
Producer: Why are you being ridiculous and dragging it through the dirt? It’s essentially the 
same for you though. Age doesn’t play a role in the matter.  
Photographer: You’re wrong there my dear. I’m not in the slightest bit interested in 
entering eternity, I’m not that presumptuous. And age plays an incredibly important role, 
for if you were ten years older I’d consider your comment stupid, but for the time I’ll just 
consider it to be youthful ardour.  
Producer: So it it’s not about worth for you, just what matters to you? 
Photographer: I never claimed that I wasn’t interested in worth, I’m just not interested in 
eternal worth. I’m happy when my images are worth a few thousand to my buyers, but I 
know that as a photographer I cannot hope to enter posterity, and therefore I don’t want to 
either. Since its discovery photography has been an art of the present. It exists to capture a 
moment and to make it accessible to the whole world, it cannot and does not want to 
achieve more.  
Poet: That’s all well and good but when the whole world sees your photos, then the 
moment is long gone. Not even a Polaroid has direct immediacy.  
Photographer: That’s exactly the problem. It became clear to me when you rang me up a 
year ago and told me ‘I was the boy in the photos’. At that point I sought out the photos of 
you as a child again and looked at them, and at the same time I recalled our encounter. I 
noticed that my memory of the event did not match with the photos. I didn’t have a picture 
in my memory at all, rather the tone of your voice as you told me that I should leave you in 
peace. That was a beneficial shock for me because I understood that the photos as a 
depiction of a moment in time were exposed as a fraud. And also, do you know why? 
Because they always pretend to be a depiction of reality. That is a mistake obviously. They 
can never be a depiction of reality because reality does not exist in this instantaneousness. 
We cannot see a hundredth of a second, only the camera can. Because of this I’ve recently 
begun to manipulate my photos. I’m attempting to remove the depicted character from 
them so as not to appear a liar.  
Producer: Waiter! Another hot chocolate please! 
Poet: And what’s the point of that? 
Photographer: What do you mean by your question? 
Poet: I just want to know what the point of it is? Don’t you think that you are manipulating 
the images in order to ensure that they last. In order to make them universally accepted 
and to make them universally accepted in time? 
Photographer: What is going on here? You are acting as though you were of the opinion that 
in art one is striving for eternity. When you write are you interested in people still being 
able to read your text in a hundred years time? I scarcely think so. You’re interested in 
people reading it today, understanding it and taking it seriously.  
Poet: Almost, but not quite. Currently literature is an art form which spans time, since 
time immemorial poets have been writing not only for the present, but also just as much 
for the future and the past.  
Photographer: That’s got to be a joke right? What’s the point then of writing for a future of 
which one knows nothing and for a past which is inherently in the past? 
Poet: The first and foremost point of every story that is told is to defend the myth against 
the present, which is actually the basis of culture, or at least to secure its traces in the 
present. I firmly believe that every cultural activity ultimately has this purpose. In doing 
this activity, which all three of us do, our work will in time become a piece of this trace of 
mythology right into the future. And whoever really brings the myth to an end, indeed it is 
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not as if this hasn’t been attempted before, but whoever truly brings it to an end he will 
also end the history of humanity.  
Producer: Here comes the archaeologist! 
Archaeologist: I’m late, I’m late! I know, please excuse me. It’s not actually my fault. You 
know yourselves how the traffic is directed around here, not very well at all. If you’re in a 
hurry then you’re really in the wrong place in this city. Let’s get to the point: the plot of 
land which you bought is interesting. I consulted a colleague after I found a few things. We 
have come to the unanimous conclusion that the site is truly exceptionally interesting. It is 
imperative that we undertake further excavations at all costs. It could even be possible, 
and that would be an absolute sensation, that we will discover a complete, perhaps even 
quite well preserved, tomb dedicated to Jupiter. That’s quite probable. In any further 
works we’ll definitely have to proceed more systematically than before, it will take time, 
but we have plenty of time.  
Producer: How much time? 
Archaeologist: One to two years definitely.  
Producer: But that’s absolutely impossible.  
Archaeologist: Why? The plot of land is empty though. 
Producer: Yes, it’s empty, that’s why I bought it, but I didn’t buy it in order to keep it 
empty indefinitely.  
Archaeologist: But it won’t continue to remain empty; we’ll excavate the site, just think; a 
tomb of Jupiter.  
Producer: What am I meant to do with a piece of land covered in ruins? 
Archaeologist: Don’t talk so derisorily about it. A Roman site of a temple dedicated to 
Jupiter, North of the Alps is something very rare and unique. You should be completely 
overjoyed that that you are a part of the discovery of this cultural treasure. 
Producer: What use is that to me? I’m not interested in Roman ruins. 
Poet: Just calm down now. You haven’t any reason to get yourself so worked up. Quite the 
opposite. You should be glad that the discussion about what to do with the site has been 
partly taken out of your hands.  
Producer: What a load of nonsense. Perhaps I didn’t know precisely what I wanted to build 
but in any case I wanted to create something new and I certainly didn’t want old stones 
lying around everywhere at the end.  
Poet: And what do you want to build as new? 
Producer: That’s exactly what I don’t know at the moment. 
Poet: And why do you want to build something new there? 
Producer: My god! In order to leave something behind to show that I was alive, to somehow 
show future generations who I was.  
Photographer: That’s hilarious. Mr Producer is so completely vain that he wants to erect a 
monument somewhere in the countryside. He’s gone so far into his intellectual vanity that 
he wants to see himself placed on a hill cast in bronze, if possible with a view across the 
Danube.  
Producer: You’re an idiot. Not a monument, it should be something useful, something for 
the future.  
Photographer: Then the best thing to do would be to buy a few of my pictures, build a 
museum and exhibit them there. 
Archaeologist: You should secure these unique cultural treasures for posterity. 
Poet: Dead lumps of rock I say. 
Producer: Exactly, that’s why I want to… 
Poet: It’s just about the revitalisation of the myth. 
Archaeologist: Jupiter is the myth. 
Photographer: It’s a red planet. I’ve seen photographs. 
Producer: I want to... 
Poet: The planet is just named after the myth, therefore… 
Archaeologist: One must refer to the origins again . 
Poet: … one must become aware of the original significance again.  
Photographer: One can achieve the most with a few good photographs. 
Poet: Images are inferior to words. 
Archaeologist: So it’s come this far. Everything at the same time would be best, right? 
Poet: Exactly! 
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Unobserved by the four arguing, an older grey-haired man dressed in a single-breasted suit 
and who had been sitting at a neighbouring table for the whole time, had stood up and 
moved towards them. Indeed, during the last loudly-spoken sentences of the conversation 
he had cleared his throat several times in order to direct the attention to himself, however 
he had not succeeded. After the provocative ‘exactly!’ spoken by the poet a speechless 
surprise of silence descended. The man who was perhaps younger than his grey-hair 
implied, but perhaps also older than his face betrayed, cleared his throat again and 
immediately received the attention he had been searching for. He read puzzlement and 
surprise in the four faces which were now turned towards him and that flattered him. He 
had imagined his entrance just like this as he has been sitting at the table. In actual fact 
the four men were just blinded by the light backlighting the man which gave him a certain 
theatrical golden yellow glow, but which mainly impaired their vision was highly 
uncomfortable. The man stood there and for a number of seconds enjoyed the silence of 
those, who he believed, had been overcome. Because he was a foreigner yet educated in 
the customs of the land, he restrained himself and didn’t reveal any satisfaction in the 
bafflement of the four, instead he hid behind a restrained appropriate measure of 
bashfulness in which he smoothly overplayed the definite theatrical quality of the moment, 
and at the same time heightened it. He spoke slightly broken German which he tried to 
imbue with an Austrian accent but didn’t always succeed.  
‘Please do excuse me if I’m meddling but I quite involuntarily followed your conversation 
and believe that I could perhaps be of assistance to you. Let me introduce myself: Giovanni 
Ricci, Architect from Italy, of course. May I sit down if you all allow me.’ 
At which point he pulled up a chair from the neighbouring table and sat down. No one 
countered him because a speechless form of confusion had now spread amongst the group. 
Ricci sat there silent for a while and played with a lump of sugar which was in a dish on the 
table. He placed the lumps into rows on the table then he stacked them up, formed a small 
circle and then just as the table appeared full he finally placed a few individual lumps into 
the remaining gaps. Since everyone was remaining persistently quiet Ricci used the 
opportunity and surprised those present with a portrayal of his ideas which were meant to 
bring their quarrel to an end and ultimately leave everyone content.  
‘You all have your demands. Your demands appear to contradict each other and to be 
incompatible with each other. In truth they are all the same thing. Indeed, you’ve actually 
been on the right track to finding a solution to your problem for a while. Now you just have 
to align your views. The discovery of the site is a fact which cannot be undone. You must 
accept that and try to see the positive in it. These artefacts provide you all with a 
legitimate reason to immortalise yourselves and they will help you to accomplish it. For it is 
very difficult today, as you indeed already knew before, to create something of lasting 
value. Why don’t you use the already proven value of the excavated ruins? Because if they 
still engage us today one can almost be sure that future generations will still be interested 
in them. Now you just have to associate your names with the excavation site permanently. 
That isn’t so simple, but it can be done. It is crucial that you contribute something new to 
the site. You should build a museum for the artefacts. This is a beginning but it is not 
enough because it cannot be guaranteed that your names will forever be associated with 
this museum rather than with the name of the location of the artefacts. Therefore build 
the photographer his gallery next to it; one will come to appreciate it. If you need 
something extra special you could perhaps include a viewing point on a hill, a resting place 
from where the visitor could overlook the entire complex. And so that you are all appeased, 
provide the poet with a small theatre, an amphitheatre would be fitting. With all these 
buildings you would create a cultural experience next to the old temple, and I believe one 
can be certain that your names will not be forgotten, just as Jupiter’s still remains in our 
memory today. Naturally for such as task you will require an architect, someone who 
understands how to properly give weight to symbols. The archaeological museum should be 
understated and to a certain extent just provide a roof for the artefacts, leave them in 
their place, and to bring the visitors to them to discover them for themselves. The theatre 
does not require anything conspicuous either because it enters the consciousness through 
its function. The art gallery and the viewing plateau must hint at the whole complex 
though. Perhaps a monument could be erected which symbolises the essence of the site and 
which consolidates the times, so that they could be exhibited like artefacts. The 
importance of symbols and the quality of the emblem is essential for both buildings. They 
should rise above the landscape like Parthenon and the Athene in Pheidias rose above 
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Athens. Even if this depiction has perhaps developed into something a little too grand and 
is derived from the wrong context, it seemed too suitable for the end of my speech for me 
not to mention it.  
 
It had begun to snow and all five did not want to leave the café now, since their quarrel 
had been laid to one side in such a wonderful way- the archaeologist had depicted the 
appearance of the architect not dissimilarly to the dramaturgy of Greek tragedies. Instead 
they ordered a large amount of alcoholic drinks and spent hours forging great plans for the 
future.  
 
END 


