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[A very aged EDMUND HUSSERL stands behind his protege, an also elderly MARTIN HEIDEGGER, who is scribbling away furiously on a pad of paper.]

EDMUND

You should be ashamed of yourself.

MARTIN

(shifting attention from his writing)

I know, I won't deny it.

EDMUND

To take advantage of your situation in that way.

MARTIN

We all make our mistakes.

EDMUND

But this was the very worst kind of betrayal!

MARTIN

What do you want from me?  I am a man - and we all have our moments of weakness and myopia.

EDMUND

No - not in that way - not for a man of your intellectual brawn.

MARTIN

What does intellectual brawn have to do with it?  She was a girl - I was lonely.

EDMUND

Girl?

MARTIN

Hannah - isn't that what you're talking about?

EDMUND

What do I care about Hannah?  Except for the fact she's now overshadowed us both.  No I'm talking about your true betrayal - of me!

MARTIN

Fine - so shame me with semitic pride.  Mind you, I never said a word about your race or any of the racial campaigns against your people.  That was never of concern to me.  I was just trying to protect what we both valued so dearly - the intellectual primacy of the German university.

EDMUND

How ironic - since that's was you so crudely betrayed.

MARTIN

But I swear to you - I never spoke out against the Jews - in fact, I tried to protect my Jewish colleagues until it came down to a question of them or me.  But never a word against you or them.

EDMUND

You of all people should now know words can be meaningless - but I'm not talking about your pathetic socialist curtsy.  That was just a symptom of your more insidious compromise.

MARTIN

So then why do you haunt me?  Are you just interested in piling on like the rest of them?

EDMUND

How easily you lump me in with "the rest of them."  I taught you - no I birthed you - mothered your intellect - attended to your every need, your every anxiety, ironic as that may be, to empower you to become the force you were.  I gave you everything I had to give - access to my deepest thoughts and writings - and you think I'm here to chide you like an old neighbor or acquaintance?

MARTIN

That's not what I meant - of course I owe you much - and I've tried to make maximum use of the gifts you bestowed upon me.  But in the end I am just a man.

EDMUND

No - you were more  - you aspired - and pretended to more.  I suppose it was the pretense that necessitated the betrayal.

MARTIN

What betrayal??  You're implying a fealty I assure you I gave to no one.  

EDMUND

But you did - to me - to the academy - and most of all to yourself!  Your intellectual pledge of loyalty - to the highest, purest form of inquiry.  

MARTIN

And so I've lived my life entirely under the spell of that pledge - and in fact suffered as a result. You can't be here to complain of that!

EDMUND

Exactly that - since you so shamelessly betrayed your own intellect - forsaking with your interminable ramblings on "Dasein" my discipline of epoche and the broader reclamation of philosophical rigor and scientism, choosing instead a theologization and reification of the inherently abstract notion of "being." 

MARTIN

I'm in utter shock.

EDMUND

Well I'm glad your senses are at least within reach.  It may be painful to acknowledge your life's work as fantasy - and dangerous fantasy at that - but better to accept failure than wallow in inauthentic self-deception, something you should understand as well as anyone.

MARTIN

Yes - it must be painful to see your life's work as the fantasy that it was - but that's your fate not mine!

EDMUND

How dare you challenge me with such a claim!

MARTIN

How dare you not have challenged yourself!  You began with such promise - seeing through the Hegelian relics that obfuscated our collective view.  But to then construct your own self-centered and ultimately frivolous castle in the sky - it's your betrayal you should confront, before casting stones at me.  

EDMUND

To think you studied with me for so many years - it's as if I was grooming a shell of a man only.  I - we - understood that my theories of phenomenology were anything but castles in the sky - in fact, the very opposite - a glaring, unwavering stare at the very heart of presence and reality.  But bad enough that you should dismiss my rigor and discipline.  Even worse that you should then leap from the sturdiness of my foundation to a career as a fictional novelist.  

MARTIN

I will gladly acknowledge my misjudgment of politics for a brief and confusing period in German history.  I was obviously not alone in mistaking the true intentions of the Fuhrer, but I'll happily share responsibility for having a higher and purer national vision than those who ever so fleetingly held our national reins.  But to expect me to stand here and listen to your pathetic attempt to defend your own intellectual demise by trying to wish away the irrefutable and rock-solid ideological bridge I formed upon the ashes of your so-called "science" - well that I cannot abide.  

EDMUND

From vanity you were borne, to vanity you were apparently beholden and into vanity you shall perish.

MARTIN

Is that so.  Well you, my misguided mentor, shall die from this!

[MARTIN takes his pen and lunges at EDMUND.  EDMUND dodges the lunge and pulls out a pen of his own.]

EDMUND

Touche!  Two can play at that game!

[EDMUND now lunges.  The two engage in parrying back and forth with their pens until the NURSE enters.]

NURSE

Gentlemen!

[EDMUND and MARTIN appear not to hear the nurse and continue with their pen play.]

I insist you stop with this nonsense at once!  One of you is liable to get hurt!

[NURSE now forcibly, with not much effort, takes the pens from both of them.]

EDMUND

He started it!

MARTIN

I did not!  You were the one to begin baiting me with your accusations of betrayal!

EDMUND

Well they were true!

MARTIN

As applied to you they were!

NURSE

Now, now.  I'm sure you both were right and both were wrong.  But what does it matter now anyways?

EDMUND

Indeed - his work won't ultimately matter.

MARTIN

You just wait and see - you'll be the meaningless footnote once my work regains its rightful place among the pantheon of great thinkers!

NURSE

You both promised to help me mount our sign in front here, so can you at least stop your squabbling for long enough to help me hang it up?  

EDMUND

Of course my dear - you can always depend on me.

MARTIN

At your service.  

NURSE

Thank you.  Now if you'll just hold it up for me so I can see how it looks - 

[NURSE takes out a wooden sign and hands it to EDMUND and MARTIN to hold up. It's painted to say "Home for aged and increasingly irrelevant 20th Century German Philosophers in Personal, Ideological and Political Conflict."]

Perfect.  

[END OF PLAY] 
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