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1. Death of an Elephant

by Witold Zadrowski, Polskie Radio, 1966
(It's getting very late. The hyena has gone. We're still waiting up for the elephants. At least we hear them near the waterhole.)

Reporter: 

Elephant?(The hunter whispers something in Swahili to his tracker)



What did you tell him?

Hunter:


I told him to turn out the lights. They may come a little nearer and we'd 



hear them better then. (pause) Once we'd spent a whole day looking for 



elephants. We'd gone back to the camp and were eating supper under a 



baobab tree. (The Hunter's story is interrupted by the roar of an elephant)




Seems like a male, a duel. /pause/ Well, anyway, the client sat on at the 



table after supper, settled comfortably in an armchair, and was reading a 



book with his back to the camp. (He is interrupted again by the roaring of 



an elephant)

Reporter

There he is.

Hunter


The cook was washing up after lunch near the tents with his back to the 



Land Rover too. So everyone was looking the wrong way. (He breaks off 



and listens…)

Reporter

Yes, go on…

Hunter


I'd stretched out in the tent for a doze. Suddenly the Mkamba who had 



been squatting by the fire burst into this tent and tried to squeeze under 



the bed. Well, you've seen how little room there is under those beds of 



mine. I got up and looked out through the flap. No Land Rover, only 



elephant hide. that's right, between the tent and the Land Rover there 



were two elephants. The cook was sitting with his back to them, no more 



than give yards away, humming something in his own language and 



cleaning his pots with ash. My client was sprawled under the baobab 



reading a book. The wind must have been whistling loud enough in the 



trees to drown out the cook's singing, otherwise if they'd taken fright… 



Even if they didn't mean any harm they could have squashed all of us like 



plums. The express was in the gun case in the Land Rover, they'd cut me 



off from it and I had no gun in the tent. But they just walked past, as gently 


as anything, wheezing slightly, a fine picture, and by now everyone in the 



camp knew about those elephants. The client put down his book, took off 



his glasses and saw what was going on, and his false teeth almost fell 



out… and that was that. (Roar of an elephant) They're coming this way.




(The hunter exchanges a few words with his tracker in Swahili)




(to the Reporter) I told him to dim the lights. Let me tell you the way fate 



sometimes watches over a fool who goes out hunting. It must have been 



my first safari in this part of the world, and there are rhinoceroses by the 



ton in some places here. We were aiming for one such spot, called



Kapokio. At the bottom of the mountain there is a niche in the rock which



gathers water. You can always find some game drinking there. (Roar of an 


elephant) Getting close…My cartridge belt and gun… (He gives an order 



in Swahili, then, to the Reporter) I'm telling them so they'll have the 



cartridges and express ready if I need them. (pauses)  Well – (rumbling 



noise like thunder) Listen to the elephant's stomachs working overtime.

Reporter

Ah, that's what it is.  Well, go on.

Hunter


I was after elephants. I 'd knocked up a lot of mileage that day and was 



fagged out, so I went to bed. I was asleep when I suddently heard a horse 


trotting in my direction. Nearer and nearer. I thought to myself half asleep: 



where on earth did a horse come from, here in Masailand? I opened my 



eyes. No I hadn't been dreaming. There it was, tuk, tuk, tuk, tuk, just like a 


horse. It trotted up to my tent, stopped and there was silence. I got a torch 


and went out of the tent barefoot, among all the brambles and asaid: 



Shoo! In reply there was a terrific snort. No more than two yards away 



stood a rhinoceros. (Pauses)




So I said again: Shooooooo! He just snorted back and made off through 



the bush so quickly all the twigs flew. But what if he'd gone for me? I 



mean with all those briars I couldn't have moved an inch, but apparently 



my number wasn't up that day. (Listens a moment) That's the second herd 


today. It's not the same one. (The wind brings roaring of elephants)

Reporter

They haven't smelled us. We've got a good wind.

Hunter


First class. That's why they've drawn so near. If the wind changes you'll 



really hear the works.

Reporter

They're grunting.

Hunter


They must have smelled our tracks by the water and that's bothering t 



hem. But they're behaving quietly enough as it is. There must be a lot of 



bulls in the herd. If there were only mothers with their young, there'd be no 


end of a racket. The cubs get lost and the mothers look for them, they 



start fighting and quarreling. It's just like a nursery school outing. (The 



conversation falls into whispers)

Reporter

They're splashing about in the mud. Is that the same water we're drinking?

Hunter


You bet. And there'll be more of the same tomorrow. (He listens) Now that 


sound you hear: uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu, like that, we call it braying. They 



make it with their trunks. It's not a roar yet, there's still a long way to go



that, but if you got him antgry, the one who's braying now, then he'd start 



in to roar. He'd roar so loud that is would bring the leaves down from the



trees. And he's be looking for you…or me… (he yawns and says 




something to the tracker in Swahili)

2. The Pathetic Symphony of Old Lika
by Zvonimir Bajsic, Radio Zagreb,1975
Clearing the forest. Clearing wood away and dragging logs with the help of horses. A horse falls and a log rolls away. Mico shouting angrily.

Mico

You fucking son-of-a-bitch! What d’you think you’re doing? Hey-ho! Hold it! 


Fastens the log again. Stop it! I’ll break your spine, I’ll beat you to death. Hold it!


Now! Hey-ho. Sound of whip cracking. The log comes out of the ditch. There, you 
fucking beast. Back up!



excited mooing of cows in the shed
Milica

(calling) Come quick, Mico. Hurry! The cow is giving birth to a calf. Come! Sound 


of cow giving birth to a calf. Various noises.) Come Goluba, here. Come on, stand 


up now, will you?
Mico

Leave her.

Milica

Will you?

Mico

Leave her in peace.

Milica

You’re my dear little cow, aren’t you? Come on, get up, will you? (sound of 


newborn calf and cow’s mooing – speaking softly to the calf) Are you hungry, my 


dear little one? You must be hungry. Come, help me.

Mico

Don’t we have a rag or something to wrap it?

Milica

Here, take this. (Sound of the calf’s first suckling) Now this one, come on, just a 


little...this one, now this... Now from this other one... My little slobbering 



slobberer... Are you tired now? Huh? Are you? You must be tired...You’re out of 


breath. You little cow... Come now... am, am, am... suck. It can’t stand yet. 

Mico

I couldn’t stand on my feet for a year.

Milica

My dear little one... should I milk you a little? Should I milk the little baby calf?

Mico

Leave it.

Milica

Just a little. Just a little (loud mooing)

Afternoon in a forest cleraing. Mico is asleep. Cows grazing. Summer storm approaching. Thunderbolts. Heavy rain. Sound of a stream.

3. K: Portrait of a Drugs and Prostitution Scene

by Jens Jarisch, RBB/DLF, 2005
Interior of a car, moaning

Speaker
"K: Portrait of a drugs and prostitution scene" 


A feature programme by Jens Jarisch

SCENE 1

Norbert

That's cool.

Speaker
This is Norbert. And this is Manuela

Key in the ignition

Manuela
Money-money…you've still got to give me to me

Norbert

Oh yes, of course, sorry

Manuela
Thanks

Engine starts

Manuela
Cheers

Norbert

Ciaou

Car door, st reet

SCENE 2

Speaker
And this is K.

Music

Sometimes…

Marco

On the way home there was this woman and she had nothing on, nothing at all, 


and she was in the street, and every time a car came past she stopped it and said 


something about, you know, bed and fucking and all that…

Mehmet

…you know, blow job.

Marco

Yeah.

Mehmet

And then they came here to park…

Marco

And then they, then the woman, then a man took her with him…

Mehmet

And then they have…

Marco

They they…

Church bells

Klara

But I think, my parents told me all that pretty soon, you know, what it's all about 


and actually I'm glad that I knew about it so early, what it's all about, I mean, there 


must be a lot of people who don't know anything about it and then get rather a 


shock all of a sudden and, have never actually seen anything like that in real life.

Speaker
For some people K is simply an empty, boring and dreary street. And for others it 


holds a frightening attraction.

Music:

Bad things, dead things, sad things have to happen

Speaker
And everyone is asking why? Why, why, why, why? But the street gives no 


answers…

SCENE 3

Shop doorbell

Hannelore
How young the girls are…and what big cars are stopping…to, to be, to be come 


partners

Speaker
Hannelore has been watching out of the window of her mattress shop for over 


twenty years now…

Hannelore
One does notice that.

Speaker 
…how young girls and big cars become partners.

Hannelore
It is very unpleasant. Drug-dealing goes on here, too. And then we often have the 


police here in the backyard.

Scene 4

Harry

And then we've got a mattress shop and we'll go out into the yeard here, that is, 


into the subterranean car park. The car park's very often used by prostitutes 


looking for a place to provide their services. We need to go right here. You can get 

an idea of it: used condoms, packaging from disposable syringes, um, several 


paper handercheifs, um, a can…

Knocking on a tin

Speaker
Heated.

Harry

…heated, and then the finished concoction is drawn into the syringe and injected.

SCENE 5

Rustling

Music

Sad things have to happen…

Speaker
Sandra!

Hissing Sound

Speaker
You don't feel anything. You have no pain, no memories, no expectations. You sit 


in the corner of the car park and, for the first time today, everything is fine. Your 


world is now empty space. Your overburdened, helpless mother who was beating
 

you every day in the end – your unemployed, alcoholic father, who preferred to 


sleep with you rather than with your mother – your child who is growing up in a 


foster family and of whom you sometimes think – the endless stream of clients 


with whom you share your body – none of them exist any more. This is filthy dope 


– not even the dealer you bought it from half an hour ago knows what's in it – is 


flowing in your blood and has, as you put it, blotted out all your feelings.

Children

Speaker
You have an ugly, sticky cut in the middle of your face. You got it from a glass 


table that you got by mail six months ago.

Street Speaker
If you want  to sleep well tonight you will soon have to get some more money. 


Then you'll go back to K again, as if you were sleepwalking, and wait between the 


parked cars until someone stops and takes you with him. And tonight, before you 


go to bed, you'll write in your diary in a child's scrawly handwriting.

Sandra

"The last few days were really shitty. Why? Because Kevin and I were constantly 


rowing. Yesterday was the worst. He hit me again, so badly that I flew straight into 


the glass table. And ehen he kept hitting me, in my face again. His had got all 


swelled up. And when it was all over we both howled. Today wasn't wonderful 


either. I had a really horrible client, he was really brutal. I gave him a blow job and 


he was holding on to my neck. He almost strangled me. I started to cry but he


 couldn't care less and I couldn't get out because the doors were closed. God I 


was glad when I was outside again -  Good night, Sandra"

SCENE 6

Sound of a car being driven, from inside

Speaker
A few miles from K Norbert gets into his wife's old Opel Corsa and drives toward 


Kurfuerstenstrasse. Norbert has decided to take a look around…

Norbert

Well let's take a look around…

Speaker
He hasn't the slightest idea what's driving him, except a vague desire for sex. But 


it's a longing that takes up a lot of room in Norbert's life – which makes him drive 


to Kurfuerstenstrasse and think about it even more often. A longing to lead a 


different life…

SCENE 7

Yawning

Speaker
…Lisa. Your friend Kessi, who, however, will only remain your friend for a few 


more days, calls to you from out of the bathroom.

Lisa

What does the cunt want? I'm not going to get up now…What is it?

Speaker
Yesterday night you were out raving, as you call it, like every night. During the day 


you get into men's cars and that's how you earn the money you spend in the clubs 


and on ecstasy  at night. You had anaesthetized yourself with synthetic drugs. 


Then you had sex with a boy without taking any money from him for it. And that's 


why you now think you're in love…

Lisa

God, nobody must know this! No-one must find out…

Speaker
Nobody does know…

Lisa

Well

Water splashing

Speaker
When you're not –yet ex-girlfriend Kessi has gone, you go into the bathroom.

Lisa

God, I look like… I'm going to put some make-up on… I always have to cover up 


the rings under my eyes, because I always have awful rings under my eyes. Well, 


to cover up my paleness and…yeah, I don't know. I feel better when I've got make


-up on. Oh man, that looks patchy…

Speaker
How young you are…

Lisa

Is that okay like that?

Speaker
You're white as a sheet…you can see the traces of the last night's drugs under 


your eyes. And there are pink and grey patches on your cheeks, as if you had a


 temperature. There are two puncture marks in the crease of your left elbow, a 


brown one and a blue one. You're fifteen. You can do what you like with your body 

for months to come, and at the end of it you'll still look beautiful.

Lisa

And now I'm going to paint some eyebrows

Speaker
You haven't got any eyebrows

Lisa

Mmh, I shave them off. Now I'm going to put some black kajal on them…

Speaker
You take more than half an hour to do yourself up.

Lisa

…and then some mascara. And lip salve.

Speaker
And then you go to K.

EXCERPT - KING GEORGE – Pictures from a Rocker's Pub
by Gotthard Schmidt, SFB
Speaker
It's in the town centre and yet not there. It's at the end of the pedestrian area, at 


the end of New-Street, which way back led from outside the town towards the 


ramparts and the town wall. It's where those used to live for whom there was no 


place within the town, who had not been accorded civil rights and did not come 


under the protection of its fortifications. That's where it is. There, at the very end of 

the street, where there are no more shops, only a few old houses, the upkeep or 


even renovation of which no one has money for, that's where it is: the King 


George. The King George is a rockers' pub.



I want to write about the rockers. I don’t know if I can. I doubt that I can really 


understand them, the rockers. I doubt, too, whether I have the right to say anything 

about them. I have spoken with them. I’ve been drinking beer with them. I’ve let 


myself get beaten up by them. Some thing I can explain. But most of it I don’t 


understand. They didn’t take to me, I remained a stranger to them. They felt that 


they were being observed. They let me be, for awhile, being magnanimous, 


condescending. The way you tolerate a loony.
(PLB speaks for a bit)



The King George, as the name suggests, was not really meant to be a rockers’ 


pub. The landlord, a fat pig of a man, with a bloated face, heavy bags under his 


eyes, damp hands, butstill the worst kind of bully.... I have seen him beat up 


drunks until the blood was dripping from their mouths, and going on kicking them 


when they were lying on the floor...
(PLB speaks over excerpt)

