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Shadows on Wall takes place on Fwyre, a planet elsewhere in this 

grand universe. Fwyre has two moons, Delek and Wark. Wark is almost 

twice as large as Delek and is farther away. Delek orbits Fwyre much 

more quickly than Wark. 

The word “earth” (small case) is synonymous with “planet”, “place”, 

“ground”, or “dirt”, depending on the context. 

The religious symbol is the Tanara. It is this: 

 

It is the infinity sign covered by the symbol of a sheltering tent. The 

infinity sign is attached to the tent at its outer edges. It has the same 

significance as the Christian cross sans the sacrificial aspect. 

Clergymen always wear a gilded Tanara on a gold chain around their 

necks, centered over their hearts, and centered on their mitres. When most 

of the clergy conduct religious rituals or participate in political rituals, 

they wear black robes and red mitres. When they are not involved in 

rituals, they wear white robes and white mitres. 

Also, the word “Swick” is derogatory slang for Kelens, who are the 

Fwyre-equivalent of our Jews. The reader will be reminded of this at the 

appropriate moment. 

Finally, the florae on Fwyre is predominately yellow: imagine all the 

greens in plants on Earth replaced by yellows. 

And flowers?—Well, flowers are always flowers! 
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Part One 

  

Scene 1: Tilmach, the capital of the country and empire of Hakik, circa 

1845. 

The right side of the stage is lighted, revealing a mob of college students 

standing in front of a building. Four steps lead up to the large, arched 

door, above which is engraved in heavy wood and painted in white, 

University of Tilmach. 

A male student, Lundollo Godollo, is standing at the top of the stairs 

facing his fellow students. He is wearing a tattered, brown cloak and a 

faded, smudged red cap. His audience is also dressed in ragged clothes. 

Godollo: (shouting) Too long have we been smothered by the censors! 

Too long have our ideas been crushed! Too long have we been bound 

and gagged by our corrupt overlords! Too long have they made the rules 

that govern us! Too long have they looked out only for themselves! Too 

long have they stagnated our world! 

What gives them the right to lord their self-serving laws over us? 

Their religion? Are we supposed to believe them when they tell us that 

they rule because God appointed them to be rulers? Who believes this 

anymore? No, no! They’re corrupt; they’re murderers! 

Why should we believe the stupid teachings of their church? Why 

should we have to take all these stupid religious courses? What do these 

classes teach? Nothing! Falseness! Indoctrination! Confess your sins! 

Count your beads! Obey your God-appointed rulers! Do these chosen 

ones, these rulers, obey the teachings of their religion! No! No! No! A 

thousand times: “No!” 
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I spit on this. I spit on the rules! I spit on these God-appointed rulers! 

If they were good, if they were God-appointed, they wouldn’t need to 

suppress and censor our public lives, our speeches, our writing. We’d be 

free to worship in other churches than the state church. The state church 

is a lie. Look at them! Go inside one. Look at the gold, the marble 

pillars, the silver and gold icons, the stained glass windows, the 

decorated ceilings! Look at the gold-chromed dome on top of them! 

Their gold Tanara on top of the domes is proof that it’s all a lie! It’s 

designed only to impress! 

Our self-appointed rulers have no idealism!—Nothing! They’re dead: 

they offer you nothing except a long, dreary life of poverty, with no 

hope of escaping the fruitless struggle except death! 

I’d rather have a short life and die a bloody death fighting for a chance 

to live a life of freedom. My blood’s alive and fiery! Theirs is stale and 

lifeless, like a stagnant pond at the end of summer that stinks so bad that 

you can smell it a mile away! 

No! This can’t go on any longer! I’m ready to stop this! I’m ready to 

bury that filthy pond with the dirt of the earth! My blood may get 

spilled, but if enough fiery blood drenches the earth, sweet-smelling 

flowers, fragrant gardens, and bright meadows will spring up and blot 

out the stench of our insane rulers who pulverize our spirits and our 

efforts to improve our lives. 

Why are we in college? To support these swine and let them continue on 

and on generation after generation? No, the game’s over for 

them! Now’s our chance! It’s either them or us! Grab anything you can 

use as a weapon. Let’s go! Let’s smash them once and for all! (The 

students cheer and follow him offstage, right. 

The lights on the right go off and the lights on the left side are turned 

on, revealing a mob of factory workers. One of them, Tulloch, is 

standing on an upside-down, wooden crate and is facing them, all of 



 

 

Shadows on the Wall 

 

whom are shabbily-dressed and grimy. Behind him is a door above 

which a sign reads Tilmach Iron Foundry.) 

Tulloch: (shouting) What’s the point of working? We slave away 

in here (He points at the door behind him, never taking his eyes off the 

men he’s addressing.) and what do we have to show for it? Twelve, 

sixteen hours a day and—nothing! I have a family of four kids and a 

wife, and my pay on my glorious payday sees me just through the 

weekend, then we have to scrimp and starve for twelve days until I get 

another paycheck that’ll see me through for another two days! And they 

(He gesticulates violently at the door.) wonder why we turn to drinking. 

They say, “Well, if you didn’t drink up your paycheck, you might have 

enough money to get through two weeks!” This, from a babyfaced 

twenty year old who’s just got out of his swaddling clothes and is taking 

his first toddling steps. These scum—these idiots—have been pampered 

throughout their babyfaced lives! Oh, how I hate their respectable 

clothes! How I hate their clean, stupid faces! How I hate the scent of 

their cologne! 

We once had decent jobs! We once made good livings at our trades! We 

got by just fine! (He points.) You, Bulzock, you made toys. 

Bulzock: And damn good ones, too! (An uprising of indignation erupts 

and quickly gets louder.) 

Tulloch: Hear, hear! My daughter still plays with the doll you made 

her. Aye, she plays with it—and her smaller sister plays with it. You 

brought them happiness. 

And you, Spetzler, you used to make shoes and boots. 

Some men in the mob: Hear, hear! 

1st Man: And damn good ones, too. 

2nd Man: They last a long time. I’m still wearing the shoes he made 

me. 



 

 

Shadows on the Wall 

 

Tulloch: (points) And you, Tinslande, you made puppets. Mullisch here 

used to be a weaver. 

Mullisch: (growling) Now I make next to no money and my wife works 

her fingers to the bone as a seamstress. Her eyes are failing. She’ll be 

blind someday soon! My children starve a couple days a week. 

Tulloch: Is it right that all our children should go hungry, dress in rags, 

and not have socks and shoes to keep their feet warm in the winter, just 

so some fat factory owner and his babyfaced lieutenant should rake in 

all the profits and continue to throw us fish food for pay? Why should 

we slave away for their cologne? Why should we slave away for them to 

stuff their faces with steak and veal? Why should we buy them 

champagne? Why should we sweat and bleed and starve so they can 

throw huge parties in their mansions? Why should we go blind and grow 

thin while they can afford eyeglasses and grow fat? Why should our 

children dress in rags and go barefoot in the winter, while their 

pompous, pampered little bastards overdress and get driven in coaches? 

Why should we have to sweat and bleed so our pampered overlords’ 

wives can hire nannies to take care of their little bastards? 

3rd Man: My wife nurses my child and takes care of our other two 

children every moment of every day. She hardly sleeps! I wake up in the 

night to tend to our baby! Even with the help of her mother, it still wears 

us down. 

Tulloch: Why, our fat overlords’ wives squeeze out a piglet or two, get 

squeezed into a corset, have a maid slip a gown over their heads, get 

their hair primped, then rush out to a ball and leave their wailing babies 

to the nannies! At their balls, they gossip and act like pigs—just like all 

their other friends. 

The men: Hear, hear! 

4th Man: Who pays for those parties? 

Tulloch: We pay for those parties! 
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But those aren’t the only parties we pay for! Oh, no! Our great and 

glorious king—our Most High, Apostolic Emperor of the Free World 

and Ruler by the Grace of God, who was anointed with holy water by 

the fingertips of the impious pope—throws parties, too! All the royalty 

act like swine and do nothing for us! We support them! (shouts) They do 

nothing for us! (The crowd roars.) 

Our overlords aren’t allowed to set foot in their castles! And how do our 

overlords view us? We’re replacable! We’re their fodder! We’re the 

slop in the pigs trough! 

The men: Hear, hear! (several distinct voices) Yeah! Bastards! 

4th Man: Kill ’em all! 

Tulloch: Grab your hammers! Grab your axes! Grab your knives! Grab 

your guns! Let’s march in here (He gesticulates violently at the door 

behind him.) and smash it to pieces! Don’t shy away from killing some 

fat pig or burying your ax in some sweet-smelling, pampered babyface! 

Let’s stop being slaves! (The men roar and storm into the building. 

Sounds of machines being smashed. “Kill ’im!” is heard several times. 

There is a loud shriek from a man, followed by the thud of a body hitting 

the floor. More thuds follow. 

The lights go out, then the right side of the stage is illuminated, 

highlighting a mob of peasant-men and villagers standing in front of a 

thatched cottage. They are clutching pitchforks, knives, scythes, and 

lighted torches. Behind the cottage is a field of wheat. 

A man named Sendak is standing in front of them on the first step of the 

tiny porch that leads to the door of the cottage.) 

Sendak: Why should we toil in the fields and waste all our sweat? We 

get nothing for our efforts! We slave away planting crops; we harvest 

the crops; then we give them away! What do we get from this? We get 

next to nothing, then we have to give half of that back for rent! In 

return, we get to slave away the next year in the fields to feed His Most 
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Apostolic Majesty and his ass-kissers! If we don’t meet His Most 

Apostolic Majesty’s quota or if we can’t pay our rent, we’re threatened 

with eviction! We work; they do nothing! They fritter their lives away 

with their drinking and their groins! We support their diseased, 

degenerate lifestyles. 

In return for supporting them, we get to dress like this (He sweeps his 

hands upward and toward himself to draw attention to his shabby 

clothes.) all year. We freeze in the winter and lose weight. We never 

have a chance to fatten ourselves like bears during the fall and hibernate 

through the winter, even though food is all around us. It’s only a few 

feet from our village, yet we can’t eat it! We touch it every day—every 

day!—yet we go hungry. 

We’re surrounded by wheat and corn that can be eaten! We don’t have 

to starve. We don’t have to go hungry! We can eat! 

But if we stash some of our harvest away for the winter, we won’t meet 

out quota or it’ll be found and we’ll be lashed hard with His Most 

Apostolic Majesty’s whips. Some of us may not survive the whippings 

and, in the end, His Most Apostolic Majesty (ruler by the Grace of God) 

will get his wheat and corn and will fatten himself and his ass-kissers. 

He’ll wash his food down with beer made from our wheat and will do so 

until he, his son, his grandson, and his whole line for generation have 

had their fill! 

No! This must stop! If we can’t eat, they can’t eat! Burn the fields! 

Burn everything! Torch the earth! Go! Go! (The mob roars and presses 

forward into the field. 

The lights go out on the right and the left half of the stage is lighted, 

showing Demonde, a rebel, standing on the top step of the parliament 

building. He is addressing a mob that stands at the base of the steps. 

There are tall, classical pillars on both sides of him and busts of the 

emperor on both sides of the door behind him.) 
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Demonde: We’re the Wens! We’re the mighty and proud descendants 

of Chavaun the Great! His blood runs through our veins! How did it 

come to this? How did we come to be mere oxen, our shoulders 

straddled by the yoke of oppression? Our ancestors were warriors! They 

rode on horseback. They were fierce! They were feared! They ruled the 

world! Even our women were warriors! Even they were feared by our 

enemies! Now our warriors have been tamed and have traded in their 

weapons for a seat in a paper parliament—the toothless, impotent 

parliament of the Hakik Empire! 

Yes! We’ve been reduced to discussing petty problems and 

compromising on them with other races that are trying to dominate us 

and rule over us! They’re inferior to us. We should be the dominant race 

in the empire. But no! There are no dominant races in this empire. 

There’s only His Majesty the Emperor! He rules over all of 

us. He makes the laws and the rules. He sics his army-boys on 

you! He throws you in prison for life! He sends his secret police to take 

you from your home in the middle of the night! He is responsible for 

your wives never seeing you again! He is the reason your wives have to 

beg and prostitute themselves because you’ve been killed or 

imprisoned. He is stagnating us. He is corrupt! He is evil! He is 

vicious! He doesn’t allow you the freedom to vote, start a business, or 

write what’s on your mind. He smothers all ideas! He doesn’t want 

anything to be discussed. He doesn’t want you to be educated: he wants 

you to be ignorant and stupid. He dulls your intellect and your spirit 

with his state religion. 

And why? Why does he want to squash us? Because he wants to keep us 

in line. 

Up to now, it worked. Like oxen, you trudge off to work every day, 

slave away at your sixteen hour a day job, then return to your 

poverty-stricken apartments. If you get sick and can’t work for a few 

days, you’ll miss out on some of your pay and won’t be able to pay your 
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rent; then you’ll be kicked out in the street with your family trailing 

behind you, and you’ll have to beg for money. His Highness doesn’t 

care! There are more like you; there are more screws to fit into the 

machine: screws are cheap and expendable. 

But why should we, the Wens, the proud and mighty descendants of 

Chavaun the Great, once feared warriors, be shackled and trod on by 

some so-called man who just sits behind a desk and signs fiats and 

poisonous laws that only benefit him and his sycophants? Why should 

we prance and dance in his never-ending dog and pony show? What 

future is there in this? We support his spies and his secret police with 

our taxes. We support his prisons, his torture chambers, his army. 

All this is inimical to our existence as a race! We have no say in our 

affairs. Sure, we have this farcical parliament, but it’s just part of the 

dog and pony show. Look! (He dances a few steps, puts his arms above 

his head, touches his fingertips together, and spins around.) Do you like 

that, Your Highness? Did it please you? Well, I can do that all day if 

you want. Why, I’ll do it until you tell me to stop! And when I can’t 

dance anymore, someone else will take my place. 

All we are are animals in a circus, and we, the Wens, are in the Freak 

Show Section. It doesn’t fit us. It fits the other races of the empire, but it 

doesn’t fit us. 

We must break free. We are our own people: we must be independent! 

We’re not slave races like the Baakars, the Hadides [pronounced 

Ha-DEEDZ], and the Dowaks [pronounced DOE-whacks]. Yet we’ve 

been reduced to bartering—yes, bartering—with these inferior races in 

these hollow chambers behind me. 

This cannot continue! We must smash the forces that oppress us! Win or 

lose, live or die, we must take that chance. We need our freedom! 

We must be an independent state! We must determine our own destiny! 

Our people must rise again! (He rushes to one of the busts of the 

emperor and smashes it on the ground. The mob roars and storms the 
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parliament. Sounds of destruction from inside, then: “Kill the 

emperor!” “Kill a cop!” “Why should we be ruled by a paper 

parliament in Tilmach?” “To the castle!” The mob rushes back onstage 

and exits left. 

The right side of the stage is lighted up, while the lights go off on the 

left. 

A well-to-do politician, a man named Nelyano, is standing on the top 

step of a building. Behind him is a door and a sign above it that 

reads Hakik Embassy. He is clutching three sheets of paper and is 

addressing a mob that consists of all classes.) 

Nelyano: You voted for me to represent you in parliament and to 

advance your interests! 

We are Grenlaks, and our country is Grenlak! But we’re part of the 

Hakik Empire, which is ruled by a paper-pusher halfway across the 

continent. We’re the most populated country in the empire. Our 

country’s as large and powerful as the emperor’s country: it could clash 

with Hakik’s army and fight it to a standstill. 

It’s not in our best interests to remain part of the empire! If we, along 

with the Hakiks, have the most people in the empire, shouldn’t we have 

an equal say in the formation of the laws and in the daily transactions of 

our own people? How can the Hakiks, half a continent away, know 

what’s best for us? For a country as large as ours and a people 

as proud as ours to be ruled by another country just as large is 

a disgrace! It’s a disgrace! It’s an insult! 

No! There comes a time in the history of every country when it must be 

independent, when it must break the bonds that shackle it. We’re not a 

race of slaves, and a people that isn’t a race of slaves cannot resign itself 

to being a slavish nation. We’re a proud race—a race of strong men and 

vibrant women! 
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In my hands, I hold a decree from the emperor. We’re to be off the 

streets by seven p.m. Anyone caught on the streets after seven o’clock 

will be arrested. And being arrested means being tortured and having to 

admit that you and your family is plotting to destroy the empire. It could 

also mean going to prison for the rest of your life or being executed by a 

firing squad—or hanged! (He brandishes the papers in his hands, looks 

at them for a moment, then raises his head again.) We’re also to 

disband the parliament until the emperor decrees that parliaments are 

legal again. 

All shops are to be closed until His Royal Highness declares that blue 

skies have once again overspread the empire, meaning that he has 

control over everybody and that all the riches of his lands flow into his 

coffers. His lackeys must be paid: his police, his spies, his army, his 

whores, his counts and countesses, his dukes and duchesses, his mother, 

his father, his corrupt, insane brother, his sister—and all his cousins, 

aunts, and uncles who mustlive in a castle and who 

employ  lackeys just like the ones that reside in his court. 

Our men work hard and our women work alongside them—and what do 

they have to show for it? Nothing! And why do they have nothing? 

Because of the arbitrary rules of the game invented by the emperor and 

the dogs he throws his scraps to. Our men and women are lower than 

dogs to him: he doesn’t even throw us scraps! (He glances down at the 

papers, then looks up again.) 

We’re to pay higher taxes … (He raises the papers high.) and, 

remember, we’re to close all our businesses until order’s restored. The 

Most Apostolic Emperor wants to make sure that we, the downtrodden, 

stay downtrodden. How can we become a strong, vibrant nation if we’re 

forced to cower like mice in a mouse hole? Are we moles that must 

remain in our tunnels below ground? Are we forbidden to come up and 

see the light of day? Are we to become blind, so that, when we’re 

allowed to come to the surface, we must be guided from point to point 

and all our transactions supervised? 
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This isn’t living. This is a living, breathing death! We’re not walking, 

living, breathing, blind dead men. I have eyes! You have eyes! Our 

blood is fierce and strong! Our race is proud! It’s time to rise up and 

destroy our captors! They think they have us all wrapped up like 

mummies. 

Well, let’s make them think again! 

Here! (He holds up the emperor’s decree.) Here’s what we think of the 

emperor’s decree! (He spits on it, then rips it in half, once, then twice, 

then tosses the pieces into the crowd. The crowd cheers.) Those pieces 

of paper represented an act of war! Let’s take them to heart! Let’s finish 

it! Let’s get them out of our country once and for all! (With a roar, he 

and the mob dash through the doors of the embassy. Some members of 

the mob remain outside and smash the building, while, from the inside, 

there are shouts of “Help! Help!” and “Stop!” There are sounds of 

furniture and walls being smashed; then “Kill him!” and “Kill them 

all!” Shrieks and yells are abruptly cut short; then a well-dressed dead 

man is dragged out by two men and searched for treasures. They find a 

pocket watch and pluck a chain from its neck and two rings from his 

fingers. The two men run off. Other men and women exit with paintings, 

trinkets, and baubles they can pawn off. 

Lights now flood the stage, revealing a dance hall that has been 

transformed into a beer hall and a lecture hall: long tables are set up in 

rows in front of a stage, side-to-side. People, mostly men, have huge, 

filled beer steins in front of them. The stage is level with their heads. 

The audience sits on both sides of the tables: those who sit on the side 

that faces away from the stage turn their chairs to face the speaker. 

The speaker is Zichman. His hair, eyes, and handlebar mustache are 

brown. He is slim, but not skinny. There is no lectern. He paces 

restlessly. He does not use notes; he speaks from the heart.) 

Zichman: How is it that we Jacklars got cut off from the other Jacklars? 

Why do they get to form a nation, while we must rot under the old order 
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offered up by the Hakiks? How did this happen? We petitioned the 

emperor for secession, but got rebuked! We only form ten percent of the 

population of the empire, yet we’re the greatest race of all the races in it. 

We have the most ideas, the best ideas, the most energy; and we’re the 

most intelligent of all the races. The emperor should 

let us rule. We should make the laws! We should structure the 

empire. We should set the new order. We are the master race! (His 

audience claps vigorously.) We are the highest race in the world—and 

time will bear this out. And since we’re the greatest race in the world, 

we’re the greatest race in Hakik. We labor and slave away under the 

yoke of inferior races: the Baakars, Hadides—and the Grenlaks! 

There are more Grenlaks in the empire than even the Hakiks; the 

Grenlaks are allowed to live together and form a nation—a puppet 

nation, yes, but a nation nonetheless. Their nation isn’t complete, 

though: they have areas here and there where the populace doesn’t speak 

their tongue. These separate peoples want to split from the empire, as 

we do, but they, like us, haven’t been allowed to. The Grenlaks agitate 

for war with Hakik, and, to boost the size of their army, promise these 

other peoples their freedom afterward. 

But this is a lie: once the Hakiks are defeated, the Grenlaks won’t allow 

these peoples to secede: they’ll rule them with an iron fist. 

Yet the only reason they’d consent to send their young men off to war 

against the Hakiks to fight under the Grenlak flag is because under the 

Hakiks is intolerable. 

It’s only a matter of time until our brother Jacklars gain enough strength 

to destroy the Hakiks. After that, the only thing left of them will be a 

shit stain. (Laughter.) They’ll be a shit stain in the history books. 

(Laughter.) The teacher will say “Class, open your books to page one 

hundred twenty-seven, please. But first stick your nose plugs on. Make 

sure they’re secure: we’re going to study the Hakik Empire today.” And 
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they’ll open their books to page one hundred twenty-seven and find a 

shit stain. (The audience howls with raucous laughter.) 

And in that chapter, they’ll learn about the Baakars, the Hadides, the 

Dowaks, the Grenlaks, the Wens, the Jacklars, and the Pensacs—all the 

main races of the Hakik Empire, that all spoke different languages, that 

all should have been allowed to form their own countries, but weren’t 

allowed to because of a fearful, cowardly line of rulers known as the 

Kallispells, who struggled for centuries to destroy the spirit of those 

races, which they accomplished through threats, subversion, lies, 

murders, torture, hangings, firing squads, prisons, and courts. 

(Uneasiness; grumbling.) 

The Grenlaks are the lowest of the dogs, even lower than the Kallispells. 

Their eyes are dark and beady and their skin is swarthy. They have low 

foreheads that slant quickly backward an inch above their eyebrows. 

They lie, cheat, and steal, then spread their palms wide and proclaim 

their innocence. They soften their expressions and put on a “pity me” act 

to try to make you feel guilty for not even thinking about supporting 

them. 

Does it surprise anyone to notice that Rinsums are spread out like a 

cancer across Grenlak? Is it surprising that the parasitic Rinsums’ lying, 

cheating, stealing, and murdering spread to a race as parasitic as the 

Grenlaks? 

The day will come when we Jacklars will form a complete country—and 

then, then—watch out, Grenlaks! We’ll destroy you and wash you off 

the face of the earth the way a flood in springtime wipes out villages. 

(The crowd cheers.) 

Now the Dowaks: everyone knows they hail from pigs. Their babies 

look like piglets and they look like baby swine until they’re five. Their 

women screw like pigs and give birth to litters of squealing, whining 

piglets. There are peoples that deify wolves, bears, seals, and eagles: the 

Dowaks deify pigs! (The audience laughs.) 
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The Hadides’ political and scientific development ceased seven hundred 

years ago. They got to a certain point (History books claim they were far 

more advanced than any other race.), then got content. They liked to live 

in tents and own harems. They liked to have their women fan them with 

elaborate plants and feed them grapes. They liked the scents of perfumes 

to waft through the air and please their nose buds. (The audience 

laughs.) They liked to clap and have their women dance for them; they 

liked to jump on top of a different woman every night. The race ceased 

to grow, to question, to investigate. They lived from day to day, like 

animals that walk through forests and fields that live for the momentary 

pleasures of finding a tasty meal and spreading their seeds. 

This stagnant race is typical of the slow, rotting, stagnant life in the 

Hakik Empire. We live only to stoke the fires of His Royal Majesty. He 

isn’t a man: he’s a hot air balloon. Yet he speaks and people jump. We 

owe him nothing! We owe him no allegiance! What has he ever done for 

us? Has he made life easier for our families? (Vehement shouts of “No!” 

erupt from the audience. This rage is embellished with steady, angry 

growls from many other members.) 

Our women scrape to get by, even though our men work hard sixteen 

hours a day, six days a week; and our children dress in rags and go 

hungry. If the father dies, the family’s destroyed. No one could help 

them even if they wanted to. 

The emperor’s state religion offers lip service that’s designed to lift you 

up with bullshit. It doesn’t put any food in anyone’s stomach. If I have 

to listen to bullshit, I want a reward at the end. I want a sandwich; I 

want a bratwurst and a beer. “God loves you.” they say. Well, that’s 

great! Somebody loves me. But does He love me enough to have His 

representatives in Fwyre feed my children and wife so they don’t starve 

to death? No! 

We must break away and join our brothers to the northwest. We must 

become united with our fellow Jacklars—and be part of something 
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strong, vibrant, and alive! Why should we be subject to the beggar, 

scavenger races of this miserable, doomed empire? Why should we have 

anything to do with the beggar Baakars, the swinish Dowaks, the 

stagnant Hadides, the stupid Wens, and the ditzy Pensacs? We must 

unite with our fellow Jacklars! It’s only natural that those who speak the 

same language should live in the same country. And after we unite, 

we’ll invade Grenlak! (The audience cheers.) 

The empire’s tottering: it’s on its last legs. We suffered enough under 

this filthy emperor! (He raises his fist emphatically and thrusts it 

forward and upward each time he chants.) 

Let’s kill the emperor! 

Let’s kill the emperor! 

Let’s kill the emperor! 

The audience: (joining in) Let’s kill the emperor! 

Let’s kill the emperor! 

Let’s kill the emperor! (Zichman exits left, shouting, “Let’s kill 

the emperor!” The rabid mob follows him, shouting in unison, “Let’s 

kill the emperor!” 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 2: A stone wall splits the stage in half, front to back. In the 

middle of the wall is an open tall, black, iron-spiked gate that swings 

inward. 

A sergeant stands on a short dais in front of the gate. He is facing the 

left side of the stage. Heavily-armed soldiers with shields and loaded, 

bayoneted rifles surround the dais. They fill the open gateway behind it. 
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An angry mob armed with knives, pitchforks, stones, knives, and clubs 

(and any wood that can be used as a club), is gathered in front of the 

sergeant (to the left side of the stage). One man grimly grips an ax. 

There are a number of women in the mob. 

Count Deshpin, who is the Minister of War and is dressed in his formal 

military uniform, stands behind the sergeant and to his right. 

Godollo and the students, some wearing their knapsacks with their 

books in them, fill in the rest of the stage, left. 

Sergeant: (shouts) Disperse! Go home! There’s nothing here for you! 

1st Man: You’re protecting a corrupt regime. Let us in! (The sergeant 

points over their heads, behind them, the way they came.) 

Sergeant: Go home. (Some members of the mob throw stones at the 

soldiers. The mob surges against the soldiers in front of the dais, but are 

repulsed.) 

1st Man: (chants) Let us in! Let us in! (The mob takes up the chant 

“Let us in!” “Let us in!” and hurls rocks and heavy pieces of wood at 

the soldiers. One stone hits Count Deshpin’s shoulder.) 

Deshpin: (furiously) Fire! 

Sergeant: (calmly) Do not fire! 

Deshpin: (enraged) Fire! 

Sergeant: Do not fire! 

Deshpin: (livid) What do you mean, “Do not fire?” I’m the Minister of 

War! The only person who outranks me in these matters is the emperor! 

Sergeant: The emperor told me not to fire on his people. Those are my 

direct orders, sir. 

Deshpin: (derogatorily) Oh, he told you himself! 
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Sergeant: Yes, sir. (The mob is becoming more aggressive. The 

sergeant and Deshpin have to duck from stones and wood.) 

Deshpin: Look how big the mob’s getting! We have to do 

something now! I’ll take over. You’re dismissed! (The sergeant exits 

right. Deshpin looks around at the soldiers.) Fire! (The soldiers do not 

fire.) What do you think you’re being paid for? Fire! 

Fire, idiots! Kill them before they kill you! Fire! (He jumps down from 

the dais and runs from soldier to soldier, exhorting them to fire, but they 

remain stone-faced and disobedient.) Fire! Fire! … Fire! Oh! (In 

frustration, Deshpin strikes a soldier and knocks him down; then 

Deshpin is struck by a rock.) That’s it! (He rushes offstage, right. The 

soldiers raise their shields to protect themselves against the barrage of 

stones. The soldiers in front of the dais stab threateningly with their 

bayoneted rifles to keep the mob at bay. 

Deshpin returns, leading a different company of soldiers.) 

Deshpin: Seventh Company, you’re dismissed! Get out of my sight! 

(The soldiers of the Seventh Company exit right.) Fourth Company, 

assume your positions! (These soldiers surround the dais. Those in front 

of the dais, however, form two staggered columns: those in the first row 

kneel on one knee and point their bayoneted rifles at the mob and those 

in the second row stand and point their bayoneted rifles at the 

mob.) Com-pan-y! … Aim! … Fire! (They fire. 

Numerous members of the mob drop to the ground. Three students, 

including Godollo, are among them. Most of the mob flee, but some 

fight back, flinging rocks and wood at the charging soldiers. One 

protester, wielding an ax, charges at the soldiers. Most soldiers charge 

after the fleeing protesters and shoot at them, while other soldiers shoot 

and bayonet the protesters who attack them. Two soldiers are killed; 

one is wounded; but all the fighting protesters are killed. 

The soldiers rush offstage, left, and join their comrades in shooting and 

bayoneting protesters. 
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The energized Deshpin rushes to the left, staring eagerly and gloatingly 

at the scene. He notices dead bodies. He spits on and kicks Godollo’s 

body, then glances at a dead soldier to his right. He scowls, adjusts his 

hat, and strolls through the gate toward Grothstone Castle. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 3: The throne room of Grothstone Castle, which is decorated with 

paintings, tapestries, and icons, and a sumptuous display of gold and 

silver. Two huge, closed doors comprise the entrance, left, center. The 

hall extends far offstage, right and left. There is a tall, wide, arched 

doorway, left, center, and a door, front, right, with a portiere. 

There are five wide steps that are as wide as the width of the platform 

that the throne. The backrest of the throne is flush to the right wall. The 

platform, steps, and throne look are golden. A huge, gold Tanara is hung 

on the wall above the throne. The cushions of the throne are upholstered 

in maroon, and the outer edges, the legs, and the armrests are 

gold-plated. 

Emperor Pinspar is in his midforties. He is wearing a purple robe over 

his clothes. The collar, the ends of the long sleeves, and the bottom of 

the robe, which almost touches the floor, are lined with white fur. He 

grips a long, silver staff with a large knob at the top. 

With him in the room are Cetrella Kallispell, who is a forty year old 

woman, and Vintar, a forty-five year old man who is built like a gorilla, 

possessing a huge, barrel chest, stalwart arms, and sturdy, muscular 

legs. His facial features are a curious blend of the brute and the 

sophisticate, but with a stronger pull toward the brute. 

Cetrella: (to Pinspar) All the peoples of our nation are rising up against 

us. The revolutionary fire that started in other countries spread. People 

are clamoring for their freedom—and your head. 
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Pinspar: I don’t understand all this. I understand their desire to rule 

themselves, but I don’t understand why they don’t want to be part of an 

empire. For strength, there has to be size and a central government! 

Vintar: You want them to agree to be states or provinces within a 

greater union. 

Pinspar: Yes. It’s the only thing that makes sense. It’s the best thing for 

them. If they get what they want, some bigger, more organized, and 

much stronger nation will pick them off one-by-one—then there goes 

their freedom! 

Cetrella: They’re too stupid to realize this: they don’t know what’s 

good for them. 

Pinspar: I knew I inherited problems from my predecessors, so I tried to 

solve them by compromising. 

Vintar: People see compromising as a weakness. 

Cetrella: And when they sense a weakness, they gang up on it like a 

pack of wolves that caught the scent of the blood in an injured prey. 

Vintar: Compromising is necessary and respected only in the 

aristocratic world—in our world. They (He sneers and lifts his chin 

toward the audience, in effect, pointing out the window.) don’t 

understand compromises. 

Pinspar: Oh, some of them do. 

Cetrella: Only their so-called intellectuals and those who are content. 

It’s easy enough to play footsie with them because their minds are like 

wet clay. We can shape their thoughts and make them nod their heads 

and agree with us. 

Vintar: We have nothing to fear from these wimps. They’re not 

creatures of action. It’s the unthinking, stupid animals whose blood is 

filled with misguided passion and violence that are rising against you 
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and your family that you have to fear. Your lives are at stake: their 

intention is to kill you and your entire bloodline. 

Cetrella: (to Pinspar) Brother, you’ve grown pale. (She hugs him.) 

Vintar speaks the truth. And you know it’s the truth. Twice we’ve had to 

flee from Tilmach. Twice we’ve tempted fate and escaped death and 

won. Let’s not tempt fate a third time. We still command the army, and 

it’s still loyal to you. 

But we must act now: it’s either kill or be killed. 

Vintar: You don’t want the blood of your family on your hands, do 

you? 

Pinspar: I don’t want the blood of my people on my hands, either. 

Cetrella: Ahh, my soft-hearted brother! You’re too good and kind for 

this task. 

Vintar: Emperor Pinspar, give me the order and all order will be 

restored. (There is a pregnant pause, while Pinspar wrestles with his 

choices. Many rifle shots are heard. He, Cetrella, and Vintar rush to the 

front and look out the window (at the audience).) 

Pinspar: Oh, God! I ordered the soldiers never to fire! They’re killing 

their own people. (There is another heavy pause, during which Cetrella 

and Vintar exchange a meaningful glance.) 

Cetrella: You see, brother? If we vacate, the vacuum will be filled with 

more violence than if we stayed. Then the despot with the most guns 

will take control and your people will long for the days when we ruled. 

(There is a pause, then a loud knocking from the right.) 

Cetrella: Enter! (Cetrella’s husband, Soodik, and the sergeant enter. 

The sergeant salutes the emperor as he walks toward him.) 

Pinspar: (angrily, to the sergeant) I gave you explicit orders not to fire 

on the crowd. No one was to die! No one was to get hurt! 
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Sergeant: (dropping his salute) Sir, I was relieved of duty. 

Pinspar: By whom? 

Sergeant: Count Deshpin, sir. 

Pinspar: Where did those other soldiers come from? 

Sergeant: (surprised) Count Deshpin stocked the ground floor and the 

basement with soldiers two nights ago, sir. None of my soldiers fired. 

Pinspar: (staring hard at him) I believe you. Thank you for your 

loyalty. (The soldier salutes; the salute is returned; and the soldier is 

escorted to the door by Soodik, who returns.) If this is what it means to 

rule—to order the violent deaths of my own people, then I don’t want to 

be emperor. Soodik, would you like to replace me? (More rifle shots are 

heard. Deshpin enters from the right. Pinspar pounces on him.) 

Who gave you orders to shoot and kill? I gave explicit orders that there 

was to be no bloodshed! Who are you to counteract me? You’re just a 

worm! A hanger-on! And now you show yourself to be a murderer! 

Now everything’s going to escalate! 

Deshpin: We were getting pelted with stones and wood. The mob was 

growing bigger and more unruly. The sergeant didn’t notice this, so I 

relieved him of command. 

Pinspar: No. Probably the real reason you did that is because you 

yourself got struck by a rock. (He turns quickly to Soodik.) I renounce 

my throne: I abdicate. Here. (Pinspar removes his purple robe and 

hands it and the staff to Soodik.) You can be emperor. I’m through. I’m 

done with the Deshpins (He nods at Deshpin.) and the rebels of the 

world. (He points toward the window.) You can have the Royal Court 

and everything that goes with it. (He exits right. Pleased, Soodik holds 

up the robe and takes a good look at it.) 

Soodik: Well, look, I— (Cetrella takes the robe and the staff from him.) 
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Cetrella: No, Soodik, dear husband, you don’t have what it takes to rule 

during times like these. I’ll take control. Go to our room and pack. 

We’re leaving Tilmach until it’s safer. (Soodik exits right.) (to Vintar) 

We’ll install Volean [pronounced VO-lee-an] as emperor. 

Vintar: Your son? But he’s just a kid: he’s only eighteen. 

Cetrella: We’ll guide him until he comes into his own. In the meantime, 

clean up the empire. Clean it up in the name of Pinspar. Let the 

populace hate him, so my son’s name isn’t besmirched. (They head 

toward the exit, right.) 

Vintar: It’s not for nothing that the populace says you’re the only man 

in the court. 

Cetrella: (laughs) They say that? I wonder how they found out. (They 

head toward the exit as the curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 4: The façade of a police station stretches across the back of the 

stage. A street and a sidewalk in front of it. 

Two policemen leave the station and exit left. Soon two other policemen 

enter the station from the right. A muffled noise is heard that gradually 

gets louder. 

A mob, led by Nelyano, enters left. Four men behind him are carrying 

the bloody, just-killed policemen who left the station. 

A policeman exits the station. He sees the mob and the two dead 

policemen and dashes back into the station, but the roaring mob bursts 

in. 

A thud is heard as the policeman’s body hits the floor. Loud crashing 

noises of objects being destroyed. Nelyano stays outside, to the right of 

the door, with a friend. He lights a cigarette, curls his fingers into a fist, 
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places his knuckles on his hips, and puffs away contentedly while 

shouts, screams, crashing noises, thuds, and gunshots are heard. 

Finally, the violence stops and three men come out. 

1st Man: We’re releasing all the prisoners now. 

Nelyano: (around the cigar in his mouth) Good. 

(The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 5: The front of a factory. A mob is gathered in front of the door. 

A few stairs; Tulloch is standing on the top step. 

Tulloch: (shouting; passionately) We’ve had enough! The owners, our 

overlords, have milked us for all we’re worth! We have nothing more to 

give! There’s no point in working if we don’t earn enough money to pay 

the rent and feed our families! What difference does it make if you die 

by starvation working your hands bloody in a factory or if you die of 

starvation by lying on the sidewalk and staring at the rain coming down 

and splattering on your face? A third way to die is to die in anger, to 

crush and smash our oppressors! 

We need leverage to bargain with our oppressors! We need laws to give 

us a union! We need real representation! We want a couple days off a 

week! 

But what chance do we have? We’ve got a token parliament with token 

representatives who have no power to effect real change! 

Others across the empire are revolting and trying to improve their lives. 

Like us, they have nothing to lose! They’re in the same boat we’re in! 

Think of your wives—how they must work all day for a few pennies 

that’ll only buy half a loaf of bread! Think of your squalid apartment! 

Think of the rent your landlord charges! Think of the rats, the mice, and 

the cockroaches that scurry to and fro and try to steal your food! Think 
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of the garbage that piles up! Think of the diseases that are spread by the 

rats and cockroaches that feed off that garbage! Think of your children 

and the number of times they’ve come to you and asked you for food 

because they’re skinny and their clothes are baggy and torn and thin, 

and you can’t even give them a crust of stale bread—and you feel 

guilty that you can’t feed your children, even though you work sixteen 

hours a day, every day! (Shouts from the mob that grow into a short, 

sustained roar and breaks off abruptly.) 

This shouldn’t be! It has to stop! We’re not living. We’re living to die 

and to support our fat overlords who live in mansions across the river 

and up in the hills and even in foreign countries—far away from us. 

Because if they don’t see us, we don’t exist! (The mob roars.) 

They’re fat. They dress well. They wear snazzy black suits and polished 

black shoes … Look at me! I’m wearing a filthy, thinned-out cotton 

shirt! I have another one at home that my wife cleans in a basin once a 

week. Yes, I change my shirt once a week! Oh—and my shoes! (He 

takes the right one off and holds it up for everyone to see: they are 

ragged and there is a hole underneath the balls of his right foot.) They 

need polishing. They’re a faded black—no, hell, they’re gray! They’re 

dusty, and the bottom of my foot gets wet when I walk on wet pavement 

or through puddles. How long can I keep going in these shoes? Three 

months? Six months? Then what? I can’t afford another pair. Can you? 

Can your wife keep wearing her shoes? Can your children? 

How long must we suffer? How much should we sacrifice so our 

overlords can keep feeding at their troughs like the swine they are? (The 

mob roars.) 

Why should we sacrifice ourselves for them? What’s so precious 

about them? What’s so precious about the way they live? Nooo, this 

has got to end! This— (He is interrupted by the opening of the factory 

door. The foreman appears with three policemen, who are carrying 

batons in their hands.) 
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Foreman: This is an illegal meeting! 

A Policeman: Disperse at once or— (The mob roars and rushes 

forward. The foreman and the three policemen are killed. The mob 

charges into the factory. Machines are smashed. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 6: A small village. Nighttime. Flickering light is given off by the 

distant burning fields, burning thatched huts, and wooden shacks. There 

is a wooden hut center, back. 

Men and women in groups, mostly, but some alone, rush across the 

stage from right to left, and left to right. Some carry torches; some carry 

knives; others carry scythes. 

Porfina, a peasant woman, aged forty, is standing outside her hut. 

Anguished, she is running back and forth along the length of her hovel. 

She wrings her hands and cries out with an “Ahh!” or an “Ohh!” She 

throws her hands up to her forehead, her fingers disappearing in her 

hair, stops her pacing, closes her eyes, and mutters, “Please, God! 

Protect Anfor! Please! Please, God!” She resumes her pacing, squeezing 

her fingers into a fist and wringing them. 

Sendak and three other peasants enter, right. 

Porfina runs to them. 

Sendak: Porfina! Where’s Anfor? 

Porfina: I don’t know. 

Sendak: (matter-of-factly) You don’t know. 

Porfina: He rushed off somewhere! I’m worried about him! (Sendak 

throws her to the ground to his left and strides to the door of the hut. 

Porfina shrieks, bounces up, and rushes to Sendak before he gets to the 
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door. She clutches his left arm. She shrieks, cries, then quickly 

composes herself.) 

Porfina: Oh, Sendak! Please, please don’t go in there! There’s nobody 

in there! Anfor’s out in the field! He’s out in the fields burning them. 

Burning—burning—destroying them! He’s on your side, Sendak! He’s 

not a bad person! He’s not mean! He’s not perfect! He did what he had 

to do to survive! Forgive him! You’d have done the same things if 

you’d been in his shoes! Obey the law laid out by God—and forgive! 

Please, Sendak, for— (Sendak hurls her to the ground again and steps 

into the hut. She bounces up and lunges forward to prevent him from 

entering, but she is grabbed and held by two of the other men. The 

fourth man enters after Sendak. Porfina struggles and wails plaintively.) 

Oh, please, God! Spare Anfor! Forgive! Forgive! Be merciful! Please—

be merciful! Please, God … Please … (Sendak comes out of the hut, 

holding a bloody knife in his hand. The man who followed him in also 

exits it. Porfina shrieks and wails fanatically. 

Sendak and the three peasants exit left. 

Wailing, Porfina rushes into the hut.) Aaaanfor! My Anfor! (She wails. 

The curtain drops.) 

  

  

Scene 7: An apartment shared by three male college students. It is 

one-thirty in the afternoon. 

There is a sofa, a cushioned chair, and a table. Books, papers, beer cans, 

and sundries litter the floor. There is a small card table around which 

three foldup chairs are arranged haphazardly. A grandfather clock stands 

in the corner. 

The first student is sitting on the sofa with a young woman. He touches 

her long, beautiful hair with his right hand and slowly runs it through 
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the length of her hair. She strokes the left side of his face. When they 

lean forward to kiss, the sound of a door opening from the left is heard. 

The couple straightens up and faces forward. 

The second student enters from the left. 

2nd Student: We’ve got them on the run now—the bastards! It won’t 

be long until we can be free and our country’ll have a viable future!—

One that when people go to college and get a degree they can find a 

good job with it! To use their degree—so their college education has a 

point! (He gives them a measured look.) 

So how are you two lovebirds doing? Sorry if I interrupted anything, but 

there’s a revolution going on outside our window! Revolutions don’t 

happen every day. Maybe they happen every hundred years—hey? 

Maybe even fifty (at least), but not all of these are bona fide revolutions. 

You ought to come out and partake of history —and you actually get 

to make it. Come, get drunk on the fumes of revolution!—Talkin’ about 

getting drunk, did you buy more wine? 

1st Student: Yes. (He indicates the right, front of the stage. The second 

student exits and returns with a bottle of wine and a glass. He sits at the 

card table, pops open the bottle, and pours a full glass of wine. He 

swallows half of it at once.) 

2nd Student: Ahhh! Smooth. Tasty! (He closes his eyes and smiles 

serenely, then opens them.) Come on! Join me. Let’s drink to our bright 

futures. (The first student and his girlfriend sit at the table. The second 

student fetches two more glasses, then fills them. They all drink. 

The outer door is heard to open from the left. Soon the third student 

enters. He is flushed with excitement.) 

3rd Student: There’s a huge gathering tonight at seven! I smashed 

windows! We beat the hell out of a cop, too! It’s funny to see all those 

cops run like cowards. (The second and third student laugh. The first 
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student smiles, while his girlfriend looks mildly amused, looking from 

the third student to her boyfriend.) 

2nd Student: Yeah, they’re pretty brave when they’ve got you 

outnumbered, and they’ve got guns and batons, and they’re 

just aching to club you to death—but when the tables are turned!—My! 

How they run! Like fuckin’ rabbits! Ha-ha-ha! 

3rd Student: Like foxes in a fox hunt! (He smiles.) Cowards—all of 

them! Gutless!—Hey! Save some of that for me! (He slips his knapsack 

from his back and tosses it on the floor next to the sofa, then exits right 

and returns with a glass. He slides the cushioned chair to one corner of 

the table and pours wine into his glass, and drinks.) Wooo! That’s 

good! (to 1st Student) You comin’ tonight? 

1st Student: Sure. 

3rd Student: (to 1st Student’s girlfriend) You comin’ with? 

Girlfriend: (glancing tentatively at 1st Student) Why not? 

3rd Student: (to 2nd Student) And you? 

2nd Student: Heeelll, yeah! (He gulps the rest of the wine and throws 

his glass violently across the room. It smashes into pieces on the wall. 

Then he straightens his back, half-closes his eyes, and smiles serenely.) 

You know, I’ve done as much drinking as studying since I came to 

college! 

1st Student: So everything you learned when you study gets cancelled 

out by your drinking. (He and the other two smile.) 

2nd Student: No. I drink to celebrate my efforts to become enlightened. 

It’s proof I’m getting smarter. 

1st Student: So the next time I see a drunk sprawled out on the side of 

the street, I’ll know that I’m gazing on one of the most enlightened and 

intelligent creatures of the human race. 
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2nd Student: Only if he went to college! 

3rd Student: I have to study: I got a big test tomorrow in biology. But 

I’m not going to miss the revolutionary meeting tonight. It’s going to fill 

the street and the cops can’t stop it! 

2nd Student: So many people from all walks of life. All professions. 

Everyone’s had enough! 

1st Student: Except the merchants. 

3rd Student: Why do you think I smashed their windows? 

2nd Student: I’m going to lay on the couch a while. Wake me up at 

six-thirty. (He lies on the sofa and falls asleep at once; his friends 

laugh. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 8: A city street, showing facades of businesses with smashed 

windows. Sounds of glass windows being shattered. People, men and 

women (but men, mostly), run to and fro. Looters run across the stage 

with pilfered prizes. 

Deshpin, the Minister of War, stripped to the waist, is hung, dead, from 

a lamppost. The second student rushes onstage from the left with a band 

of poorly-dressed, ragbag protesters. 

2nd Student: (points at Deshpin) Who’s that? I know I’ve seen him, but 

I can’t remember his name. 

1st Protester: Deshpin. He was the Minister of War. He tried to escape 

from the castle in disguise. He ordered one of the massacres that ignited 

us. He was a dog. 

2nd Protester: A filthy animal. 
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3rd Protester: He’s roasting in hell now. Then he’ll be fed, 

piece-by- piece, to the hounds of hell. (A bleeding policeman stumbles 

in from the right. The second student and the pack of protesters jump on 

him and beat him to death; then they rush off, right. Sounds of breaking 

glass. Shrieks. Heavy blows to bodies. The sound of an ax chopping 

through a door. 

A fat man hustles onstage from the left, but is grabbed by several 

people. Several more people approach from the right. A protester in this 

group speaks up.) 

4th Protester: Look! It’s Schmidt! The baker who denies starving 

children day-old doughnuts! 

5th Protester: I had to dig in his garbage to find food. He denied me, 

too. (The third student, the first student, and the first student’s girlfriend 

join the pack of protesters on the right.) 

Schmidt: Please, good people! Forgive me! I had to survive! (Shaking, 

he drops to his knees and presses his hands together as if in prayer.) 

6th Protester: Cut the fat off his gut and leave it in the garbage for the 

rats! 

Schmidt: Oh, no! Please don’t! Please … Oh, please! I have a wife and 

two children! What’ll happen to them? 

7th Protester: Same thing that’s been happening to us. (Someone 

throws a rope around Schmidt’s neck, pulls it tight, and yanks it. He 

lurches forward onto his huge belly. The protesters jump up and down 

on his back and kick his legs and ass. Soon he has been strangled to 

death. Two protesters spit on him, then the protesters disperse 

desultorily. 

In the distance, right, there is gunfire. Cannons join in. A mob dashes 

across the stage, right to left. Some members of the mob get run over 

and are left behind by other members of the mob. 
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There is a period during which no one is onstage; then soldiers with 

bayonetted rifles charge across the stage, right to left, firing at 

protesters, offstage, left. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

  

Scene 9: The students’ apartment. It is the middle of the night. 

The gaslights are off, but the stage is dimly-lit. The second student is 

sprawled on the couch, snoring periodically. The first and the third 

students are sleeping in their own rooms, offstage, right. 

Suddenly, the door to the apartment is smashed open, offstage, left, 

awakening the second student. A group of soldiers rushes in. Two 

soldiers grab the startled, scared second student, while the other soldiers 

hustle the first and the third students into the living room. Another 

soldier turns on the gaslights. The first and second students are wearing 

only their underwear. The third student is wearing a T-shirt and 

underwear. A soldier removes the T-shirt from the third student and 

tosses it on the floor. The students are lined up in front of the sofa, 

which is against the back wall. 

The soldiers part to make way for Mintlock, a man in commanding, 

formal military dress, who carries a horsewhip in his right hand. He 

stands in front of the students and studies them. 

Mintlock: So these are our young rebels! The ones who are going to 

change the world for the better. You’re spending a lot of money and a 

lot of time to get an education. 

Well, in a matter of moments, you’re going to learn all you really need 

to get by. Just a few minutes—and the amazing thing is that it’s free! 

You’re not going to be burdened with an installment plan and you won’t 

have to pay interest on any loans. Free! And you earned it because you 
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rebelled. Now … (He grabs the second student’s shoulders and guides 

him to the right so he’s facing the right wall.) You (Mintlock points at 

the third student.), move that table and those chairs in the corner. (The 

third student pushes the card table and foldup chairs to the back, right 

corner, then Mintlock guides him by his shoulders toward the right wall, 

so the third student is standing next to the second student and is also 

facing the wall.) Both of you please put your hands on the wall. (The 

third student obeys.) (to the 2nd Student) Put your hands on the wall, 

too—please. (Reluctantly, the second student obeys.) (to the 1st Student) 

Now, take this … (He hands him the whip.) and lash their backs. (The 

first student takes the whip in his right hand hesitantly, but is obviously 

not up to the task.) Here. Like this. (Mintlock snatches the whip from his 

hand, steps back, and lashes the first student’s back with all his might. 

The first student screams. He whirls and faces Mintlock.) 

1st Student: Why’re you doing this? 

Mintlock: (approaches him) To educate you, m’boy! (Mintlock stands 

next to him and throws a paternal arm around his shoulders, then 

rotates him so they’re facing the backs of the second and third students. 

Mintlock hands the whip to the first student.) Take it, m’ boy! See these 

soldiers here with rifles and bayonets? They aren’t toy soldiers … Take 

it. Whip your friends. I won’t say it again. (There is always a trace of a 

smile on Mintlock’s face. The first student whips his friends, first one, 

then the other, alternatively. 

Mintlock rolls a cigarette and stands to the left of the third student. He 

leans lazily against the wall so he can watch their faces when they get 

lashed. He smokes his cigarette. 

For the first three lashes, Mintlock laughs a soft, short laugh, but his 

eyes are always laughing and his soul is filled with joy. Beginning with 

the fourth lash, Mintlock laughs continuously, laughing particularly 

hard when the whip snaps on his students’ backs, and they wince, 

whimper, gasp, cry out sharply, or curse. 
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After each student receives eight lashes, he directs the third student to 

take the whip from the first student and instructs the first student take 

the third student’s position against the wall. The laughing and the 

lashing continues, eight more times for each of his students. 

Then the second and third students exchange places and the first and 

third students get eight more lashes, to the immense pleasure of 

Mintlock. 

He takes the whip from the second student, tells him to join his friends 

against the wall, and lashes each of their backs as hard as he can, then 

laughs as hard as a man can laugh. 

After it dies down …) O.K., gentlemen, you can turn around now. The 

emperor—ha! ha! ha!—bequeaths upon you the Royal Order of 

Kallispell from the University of Grothstone Castle, which is equivalent 

to a Bachelor of Arts in Real Life, otherwise known as a B.-A.-R.-L. 

(He pronounces each letter pointedly.) … And now, gentlemen … (He 

bows to his waist and spreads his hands, the whip dangling from his 

right hand.) enjoy the rest of your night. (He and the soldiers exit. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 10: The country village. 

Sendak, other peasants, and villagers are digging a ditch, right. Twenty 

soldiers with bayonetted rifles supervise them, while a sergeant inspects 

the depth of the ditch. 

Sergeant: O.K. That’s good. Get out of there. (The ditch diggers climb 

out. The soldiers line up to the left of the ditch, ten feet away. 

A captain enters, right.) 

Captain: (to the sergeant) Is everything ready? 

Sergeant: Yes, sir. 
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Captain: Proceed. (The sergeant whistles shrilly.) 

Sergeant: (to the ditch diggers) O.K.! Line up. Face me. Stand next to 

each other … Yes.—Good! (The sergeant joins the captain behind the 

soldiers.) Ready! (The soldiers point their rifles at the ditch diggers.) 

Aim! … Fire! (The soldiers fire. The ditch diggers fall backward into 

the ditch.) 

Captain: Next! (More peasants and villagers are lined up at the edge of 

the ditch.) 

Sergeant: Ready! … Aim! … Fire! (The peasants and villagers drop 

into the ditch.) 

Captain: Next! (More peasants and villagers enter and line up. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 11: A park in the middle of a city square. 

There is a huge gallows with three dangling nooses that can be ascended 

by several stairs, back, center. A hooded hangman stands on it, ready to 

earn his pay. 

Middle, center, is a smaller scaffold with one noose and two stairs. 

Soldiers fill the scene. 

Demonde, the patriotic Wen, is standing on the smaller scaffold. His 

wrists are bound above his head with rope. He is shirtless. A soldier 

with a whip stands behind him. 

Mintlock, his back to the audience, is sitting on a chair in front of him. 

There is a partially-empty bottle of champagne and half a glass of 

champagne on a small table next to him. He is smoking a cigarette and 

laughing between puffs. 
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Demonde: You can’t keep us down! We’re the Wens! You might win 

the battle, but we’ll win the war! (He cries out sharply and involuntarily 

as the whip smacks his back. Mintlock, who is laughing almost nonstop, 

throws his head back and laughs uproariously each time the whip 

cracks on Demonde’s back. Then he sips his champagne.) Your 

miserable little empire—(He winces and screams.) 

Mintlock: Ha-ha-ha-ha! 

Demonde: —won’t last much longer. And when the time comes for 

justice— (He winces and cries out.) 

Mintlock: Ha-ha-ha-ha! For what! 

Demonde: Justice—justice to— 

Mintlock: Justice! (He laughs harder than at the moments his prey gets 

stung by the whip.) 

Demonde: Yes! Justice! (Mintlock doesn’t hear a word Demonde is 

saying. Mintlock even falls to the ground, convulsing helplessly with 

laughter.) Justice—fairness. A balancing of the scales. Getting what you 

have coming to you. (He winces and cries out.) I may die today, but 

justice will be served in the end. You’ll get your just desserts— (He 

cries out sharply.) And how bitter your desserts will be! You’ll wish 

you were dead. My people— 

Mintlock: What? What’s that about “your people”? (He reaches up for 

the chair and sits on his chair.) 

Demonde: My people will hunt you down. You’ll flee and think— (He 

winces and cries out.) you’re safe in another country far away, but we’ll 

find you and kill you like a rabid dog! (Mintlock laughs so hard that he 

drops helplessly to the ground again. 

Two more lashes are administered. Slowly, Mintlock’s extreme laughing 

fit fades and he is strong enough to sit on his chair again. He sips from 

his glass of champagne. 
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The whip snaps on Demonde’s back again.) 

Mintlock: Well, are you done? 

Demonde: What do you mean, pig? 

Mintlock: I mean, is that all you’ve got to say? Your lecture’s over? 

Here, I was expecting to learn something from you and all I get is that 

you’re bitter about something. You’re such an angry young man.—

What?—Twenty-two, twenty-three? Surely, you have better things to do 

with your life than to die for nothing! All angry and— 

Demonde: (hotly) I don’t die for nothing! (He winces and cries 

out.) Fuck!—That hurts! (Hard laughter from Mintlock.) I die for 

my country! I die for my people! (He winces and cries out.) 

Mintlock: (laughing) Your country! What country? Your people! 

What people? You’ll die today at the end of a rope. Where’s your 

country? Where are your “people”? 

Your “people” don’t even know you exist! Right now, they’re scurrying 

for cover, hoping to God the emperor’s troops don’t find them. They’re 

cowering in their homes—in their basements or attics—hoping his 

majesty’s troops don’t break down the door to their houses and find 

them. They have to hide like this and get punished because of people 

like you.—Ha! Ha! Ha!— (He laughs as Demonde winces and cries out 

again. Demonde is weakening under the lashes.) Invigorating, eh? 

Demonde: What, pig? (He spits at Mintlock, who laughs heartily at this 

display of defiance.) 

Mintlock: The whip, m’ boy! The whip! (He swallows the remaining 

champagne from the glass, then refills it.) The whip! … (He sips 

theatrically from it, then sets it on the small table.) The whip’s an 

invigorating instrument. It’s an educational tool … It works 

for most people. (Demonde is lashed again, but doesn’t cry out as 

sharply. 
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Mintlock holds up his hand to the soldier who is holding the whip and 

waves him to the right. The soldier steps back, the whip dangling from 

his hand.) 

It works on intelligent people. They feel the sting and their brains lights 

up: they understand. And they spend the rest of their lives verifying the 

sting of that whip. They think about their thrashing every day. They 

were humiliated, and that humiliation—that horrible, horrible feeling 

that accompanies it never abates. It’s always there, like an invisible 

companion … And it’s there for the rest of their lives. They hate that 

they had to learn the truth the hard way, but everything they’ve gone 

through and observed since then has borne out that we were right and 

they were wrong. This usually solidifies forever in their brains near their 

midthirties. In effect and, in some cases, in reality, they reached out for 

the emperor’s hand, drew it toward them, and bowed down to kiss it. 

I’m right. How many middle-aged people do you see running around the 

streets ranting and raving about freedom and justice and equality and all 

that silliness? They don’t want it: they know it’s bullshit. All that 

matters is getting on in life. Support your family. Put food in their 

stomachs. Pay the rent. 

This—this—freedom (Mintlock waves his hand distastefully.) is 

silliness. It doesn’t exist: intelligent people know it. 

Rebels are only making a power move so they can make the rules and 

get rich. Do you think your life will change at all if “your people” break 

off from the empire and form your own country? Not at all, m’boy! (He 

bites off the end of a cigar and lights it deliberately.) 

Would you like a puff? (He holds out the cigar. Demonde kicks out 

petulantly, although he has no chance of striking Mintlock, then flails 

helplessly against the rope that binds his wrists, which are red and raw. 

Futilely, he kicks out at Mintlock. Mintlock puffs his cigar and waits for 

Demonde’s fit to pass.) 



 

 

Shadows on the Wall 

 

You don’t know what freedom is. Do you know you despise freedom? 

Do you know you hate freedom? Do you know that if you were 

given true freedom that you’d run over to the yoke and immediately 

harness yourself again? And the funny thing would be that right after 

you locked the yoke around your neck and shoulders, you’d be howling 

about freedom again! Ha-ha! You’d never stop. Oh, your howling would 

change tunes now and then: words like justice and equality and other 

silly notions would pop up, but the other oxen would ignore you and 

make sure you keep trudging along … 

Hey, Demonde! You want to know what freedom really is?—Who 

the truly free people are? Topnotch artists. Painters, musicians, 

writers—but only the greatest. They don’t do it for money. They do it 

because it’s in their souls. It has to come out. They have no real earthly 

desires. Have you ever read a poem, then sat, stunned, as its beautiful 

truth swept through your soul? That “beautiful truth” can’t be put in 

words, but you know somethinghappened. (Demonde kicks out at him 

futilely.) Or a painting that swoops down and swishes magically into 

your soul … (Mintlock watches Demonde kick out and strain against his 

bonds.) No, you haven’t. You don’t believe in a soul and you don’t 

believe in God … And you never will. 

You believe only in patriotism—to your country that doesn’t exist … 

(Mintlock takes a few puffs off his cigar, then sips his champagne.) I’d 

have no problem with you if you were patriotic to God and emperor, but 

you’re patriotic to “God and country”. Somewhere you were misguided 

… You know, I could let you go, but you aren’t like the intelligent 

people who would remember their little sessions with me and feel 

humiliated. You’re the type of person who’d remember his humiliation 

every day with pride. 

Is that stupid—or what? 

Demonde: It’s honorable! Honorable! It’s right! It means I understand 

justice and equality! Fairness! Freedom! It also means you’re a pig! 
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You’re a swine! The lowest of the low! Oh, how you’ll burn in hell! 

And I’ll be there to laugh! I’ll press those hot, branding irons so far into 

your flesh and I’ll laugh when you beg for death! I curse you! 

I curse your emperor! I curse your empire! I curse everything you hold 

dear! (Mintlock has slowly approached the gallows with his cigar in his 

left hand and the glass of champagne in his right hand. He stares up at 

Demonde with amusement and curiosity.) I spit on you! I curse you! We 

Wens will conquer you! We’ll have our freedom! We won’t be ruled by 

tyrants forever! It’s not for nothing that I die today! (He shouts.) Others 

will follow me, pig! (Mintlock is walking back to his chair.) Others will 

follow me! Do you hear me, swine! Others will follow me! 

Mintlock: (sits down) Yes, yes: others will follow you! Should I bury 

all of you in the same grave? 

Demonde: You’ll die a horrible death! I know it! (Mintlock observes 

three soldiers offstage, left, hustle another shirtless rebel forward, bind 

his wrists behind his back, and push him onto the same scaffold that 

Demonde is on. The new rebel is facing Mintlock.) My people will see 

to that! (to the other rebel) Hang in there, Comrade! Be strong! Don’t 

let this swine destroy your spirit! Remember that we’ll topple his empire 

someday. It’s in the stars! The stars! Freedom and justice are in the 

stars—when darkness settles on this vicious, unjust empire! 

Mintlock: Gag him. (The soldiers gag him.) 

Demonde: (fighting the best he can to avoid getting gagged) Don’t 

forget the truth, Comrade! Be proud! Be strong! Believe in our— (He is 

gagged and the noose is slipped around his neck. With a wave of his 

right hand, Mintlock moves the soldier with the whip so he is behind the 

new rebel. The other three soldiers retreat to the back of the scaffold.) 

Mintlock: (to the soldier) Begin! (The soldier lashes the bare back of 

the rebel, who grits his teeth and struggles against crying out. Mintlock 

laughs. 
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The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 12: A city street runs right to left. Building facades, back, have 

been blasted away (and one of them gutted), face the audience. The 

center of the street is blocked with a huge pile of stones, bricks, and 

scraps of metal, which form a barrier twelve feet high, the stones, 

bricks, and scraps of metal coming from the dynamited store. 

A flag dangles from the top of a pole on top of the rubble. It is the flag 

of Jacklar, a fledgling nation to the northwest of Hakik. 

Zichman is overseeing (and helping, when necessary) his fellow 

rebellious Jacklars strengthen their fortification with bricks and stones 

from other dynamited buildings (offstage), which are brought in from 

the right and left. Most men have rifles; a few have axes; three have 

swords; and everyone has a knife. 

Zichman sees his men carrying a huge rock. 

Zichman: Put that in front, right here. (He stops at a spot in front of the 

pile.) So when they rush us, they’ll be split in half for a longer time. 

We’ll put some men in the doorways and in the second and third floors 

up the street and have them shoot from behind and above. (Zichman 

sticks two fingers in his mouth and whistles shrilly. The stage is flooded 

with men, most coming from the left. 

Zichman stands on top of the rubble.) 

This is a fight to the death, men! Our enemies have more weapons than 

we do. They outnumber us. They’ll rush us. I’m giving you a chance 

now to turn away, to leave the cause of freedom from the empire … 

But to not even try to fight for freedom is to give up and live a slave’s 

existence in the Hakik Empire, run by the despotic Kallispell Dynasty. 
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We’ll all die today. If you don’t want to die today, go home—but leave 

your weapons with us! 

I hope those of you who are going to fight today said good-bye to your 

families. May God bless you and watch over you. (He stares at his men. 

Grimly, they stare back.) 

O.K.! Let’s do this! Linday, Dunbit, you have the point. (He points at 

the huge rock that was placed in front of the pile of rubble. They stand 

behind it and check their rifles to make sure they are ready for action.) 

Benman, Kespun, Rocklun, and Tellure: crouch in a doorway or hide in 

one of these stores and shoot through a window. Wait until our enemies 

pass you, then attack them from behind. You all have guns? … Good. A 

pistol or two, maybe? … Just Kespun. Well, we’ll have to get by with 

what we got. Now I need ten men behind our pile. The rest of you 

spread out on the second floor of this building here (He points at a 

store.) and the second and third floors of all the buildings up the street. 

(He points to the right and the men disperse. Zichman grabs his rifle, 

makes sure his pistol is attached to the right side of his belt and his 

six-inch knife hangs in a sheath on the left side of his belt, then stands 

on top of the rubble next to the Jacklar flag. He stares down the street to 

the right. Facing the right, ten men position themselves around and on 

top of the barricade, ready to fire their rifles. They wait patiently and 

grimly. 

The sound of soldiers marching in step is heard faintly in the distance. It 

grows louder and soon the soldiers come into the rebels’ sight. The 

command, “Battalion! … Halt!” is shouted. 

The marching ceases. A heavy silence ensues. Then the battalion 

commander shouts …) 

Battalion Commander: Surrender, dogs, if you know what’s good for 

you! 

Zichman: Never, swine!—You race of worms and cockroaches! 
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Battalion Commander: Throw down your weapons and come forward 

with your hands up! (Zichman laughs heartily, raises his rifle and fires. 

He ducks behind the barrier and positions his rifle over the top. A 

barrage of bullets flies above and into the front of the rebels’ barrier. 

The rebels fire back. 

There is a fierce battle. The soldiers rush the rebels and get gunned 

down from above, behind, and from the front as they run toward and 

around the fortification. The rebels behind the huge stone are killed in 

hand-to-hand combat, but not before killing six soldiers. The rebels on 

the second and third floors of buildings kill many soldiers. When they 

run out of ammunition, they jump down, wielding their knives. Bayonets 

and knives flash. Many soldiers die, but the outnumbered Jacklars die, 

too. Rifles and pistols are shot. Zichman is firing his pistol. The soldiers 

reach the barricade and begin hand-to-hand combat. 

At last, Zichman and his comrades lay dead and bloodied, their Jacklar 

flag tossed down onto the street. Still attached to the six-foot pole, it 

lays among all the dead, bloodied bodies. It is blood-stained and is 

smudged with dirt. But there are many more dead soldiers than dead 

Jacklars. 

The battalion commander, who is followed by his aides, enters, right. 

He strolls among the dead, staring coldly at them.) 

Battalion Commander: We did our job: the Jacklars are crushed. 

Order’s been restored in our part of the empire … Long live the 

emperor! (The lights go out and the curtain falls.) 

  

  

Scene 13: A courtroom that has been transformed into a military 

tribunal, meaning, in this case, that two extra seats have been installed 

on both sides of the existing chair behind the bench, which towers high 

above the floor to the right. Wooden pews are lined up in rows and 
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columns, facing it, over most of the rest of the stage. There are two 

exits, right and left, center. Three judges, aged sixty, sixty-nine, and 

seventy-five, sit in the chairs behind the bench. (The 1st Judge sits in the 

center.) Their expressions are severe. 

A flag of the Hakik Empire stands high on a pole in each corner. 

Another flag is mounted to the right wall behind the 1st Judge. 

Vintar and his brother, Wiggart, both in full military dress, stand behind 

the judges, their backs close to the wall. They occupy the spaces, 

staggering them, between the judges. Their arms are crossed under their 

chests and they also look severe. 

Soldiers with bayoneted rifles line the back and left walls. 

Mumbling and grumbling in indignation, twenty-five men file in from 

the left and sit on the pews. Soldiers, with their rifles leveled, file in 

behind them. Some stand along the back wall, while the other soldiers 

turn and exit. 

Nelyano is in the group of twenty-five men. He steps up to the front of 

the middle aisle. 

Nelyano: This proceeding is highly irregular! I demand that we be set 

free! 

1st Judge: Be seated, please. (The judges do not look up: they continue 

to study the papers in front of them. The judge to the left of the 1st 

Judge, the 2nd Judge, shuffles the papers, lifts them upright, and jogs 

the sides and top with his hands; then he sets the stack of papers down 

and continues to read. The other two judges read intently. They 

straighten their backs, place their fingertips to the sides of their faces, 

or rest their chins on one of their palms.) 

Nelyano: We demand to know the reason we’re being tried! We were in 

session when these uniformed thugs (He waves his left hand toward the 

soldiers lining the back wall.) herded us up like cattle and marched us 
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here as if we were guilty of a crime. None of us are criminals. We’re 

law-abiding citizens. We’ve also been legally appointed by our 

constituents to represent them. We pass laws. We order our part of the 

empire the best we can. We— 

2nd Judge: (without looking up) Mr. Nelyano, does that include 

rioting? Does your brand of order include instigating your fellow 

citizens to smash government buildings and kill the emperor’s 

representatives? 

Nelyano: I don’t know where you’re getting this false information. 

They’re all lies! 

3rd Judge: Lies, Mr. Nelyano? 

Nelyano: Yes! Lies! One and all! I would never instigate an insurgency 

against the emperor! Long live the emperor! 

All the other representatives: (in unison) Long live the emperor! 

1st Judge: (without looking up) That’s very reassuring, Mr. Nelyano. 

You may take your seat now. 

Nelyano: I can’t sit! I’ve felt the sting of injustice! Who can sit quietly 

when he has been pricked with false accusations? Who— 

2nd Judge: (looking up at him) If you don’t sit down, you’ll be pricked 

with a bayonet. (Nelyano is shocked into silence as he surveys the 

emperor’s soldiers to his left; then he promptly sits down.) 

Nelyano: You can sit me down, but you can’t shut me up! I have a right 

to speak! My colleagues have a right to speak! We have a voice. 

We will be heard! 

1st Judge: (looks up from his papers) Yes, Mr. Nelyano, you do have a 

right to speak, but not now. Your chance will come. Now be quiet, 

please. 
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Nelyano: (theatrically) Be quiet, you say? I’ll have a chance to speak? 

Where are our lawyers? I don’t see any lawyers here! 

I cannot be quiet! We’ve been given the right to speak by the 

constitution, which was written by His Apostolic Majesty’s own hand! 

In his infinite wisdom, he gave us freedom! Freedom to speak. Freedom 

to vote. Freedom to live our lives the way we see fit. Freedom to 

conduct business and trade for the benefit of ourselves and our fellow 

countrymen. Freedom to— 

3rd Judge: Shut up. 

Nelyano: No. Nowhere in the constitution drawn up by His Apostolic 

Majesty is that freedom mentioned. Our Holy Emperor loves his 

subjects and wants them to be happy. He knows that by giving us our 

freedoms we’ll recognize this and freely love him and obey him. We 

love our emperor. We know very well that we couldn’t live the 

pleasurable lives we lead without him. 

Members of the parliament: Hear, Hear! (Numerous voices shout: 

“Long live the emperor!”) 

2nd Judge: How do you plead? 

Nelyano: Plead? Oh? … I’m on trial? 

2nd Judge: Do you plead guilty or not guilty? 

Nelyano: To what? 

1st Judge: Inciting an insurrection. Looting. Disorderly conduct. 

Murder. Treason. Attempting to secede from the empire. 

Nelyano: Me? 

2nd Judge: And your friends. 

Nelyano: I’m not guilty of any of those charges! Neither are my good 

friends who have to sit through these unnecessary and unjust 
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proceedings! I move that you dismiss these unwonted charges. We 

demand to know who our accusers are! 

1st Judge: (holds up a packet of bound papers) You are your own 

accusers. This is your “Declaration of Independence”. All your names 

are written here. 

Nelyano: A forgery! The whole thing’s a plant. It was planted by 

someone. A fraud! Someone’s trying to get us out of the way. 

2nd Judge: And here we have police reports regarding your insurgent 

activities. One of them details the ransacking of one of the emperor’s 

buildings and the killing of his employees. 

Nelyano: Me? I never did such a thing! That’s a falsified police report! 

2nd Judge: The emperor knows everything that goes on in the empire. 

His survival depends on it. 

1st Judge: I have here (He taps the stack of papers in front of him.) a 

report submitted by the secret police— 

Nelyano: Secret police! See— 

1st Judge: Yes, Mr. Nelyano and friends (He address the other 

parliamentarians, who erupt in an indignant hubbub.), the emperor’s 

secret police documented everything related to the secession efforts and 

reported all secessionists. 

Nelyano: Obviously, your secret police have a vendetta against us. It’s 

obvious that some of them dislike us personally (for some reason) and 

are trying to get revenge. 

A parliamentarian: (stands up, shouts) We demand a fair trial! We 

want to exercise our legal rights! We demand a lawyer! 

Another parliamentarian: (stands up) We demand a trial! In 

a real courtroom! With real judges! 
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Still another parliamentarian: (stands up) The emperor’s constitution 

guarantees us the right to a fair trial—not some half-baked, military 

witch-hunt! 

3rd Judge: The constitution you’re talking about was created when the 

emperor was in a good mood, when he believed in your fealty. He gave 

you some rights, but as soon as you got them, you immediately swung 

out of control and thought you’d abuse his kindness and strike out on 

your own. 

Where’s your gratitude? Where’s your fealty? What sort of cur would be 

given rights after demanding them, then demand more and more? What 

sort of cur begs for money in the street from a passerby, gets it, 

then demands more from him? Then, if the passerby doesn’t want to 

give more and refuses the beggar’s demands for more money, what sort 

of cur is the beggar if he harasses or strikes the passerby who just gave 

him money? 

Another parliamentarian: (standing) A noble cur who can’t go on 

living like a beggar anymore! 

Other parliamentarians: Yeah! (Several parliamentarians direct 

frantic “Shhhs!” at these colleagues, while two colleagues whisper 

harshly, “Shut up!” at their colleague who proudly made his claim 

about a noble cur.) 

3rd Judge: The lowest cur imaginable kicks his benefactor in the teeth. 

Kindness doesn’t equal weakness: this is what the lowest curs must 

learn … You, gentlemen, are the lowest curs imaginable. There is 

nothing remotely noble about you: you’re nothing but a wasteland of 

vulgarity and ingratitude. You don’t understand kindness, and no good 

can come from you or your seed. 

Nelyano: My seed! What does that mean? (The judges file out, center, 

back. Vintar and Wiggart file out behind them. All the soldiers file out, 
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left. The politicians chant: “Let us go! Let us go! Let us go!” 

Eventually, this dies out.) 

A parliamentarian: There has to be a mistake in those papers. We’re 

not traitors! 

Another parliamentarian: We support the emperor and his 

constitution. We assumed that his constitution was still valid during 

martial law. 

Still another parliamentarian: Sure, we met during martial law, but 

then it changes and we’re allowed to meet? It was legal. 

Nelyano: (standing, shouting, chanting) Let us go! Let us go! Let us go! 

Let us go! (His fellow politicians stand and join in.) 

A parliamentarian: (back row) Something’s burning! (The 

parliamentarians continue to chant.) 

Yet another parliamentarian: Hey! There’s a fire somewhere! (There 

is widespread agreement among the group members.) 

Nelyano: Out the door! Everybody out the door! (Some politicians try 

the exits: they are locked in. Frantic shouts of “The doors are locked!” 

“Locked!” “We’re trapped!” “They’re burning us alive!” “Push that 

door open!” “Break it down!” “Oh, my God!” are heard. 

Smoke begins to fill the room. Panic sets in. Two groups of politicians 

grab two pews: one slams a pew into the right door and the other slams 

the other pew into the left door. The door to the left is smashed open. A 

shout of hope from the left. All the politicians rush to the left and run out 

of the building, but as soon as they step outside, they are shot. 

Meanwhile, the smoke is getting thicker.) 

A parliamentarian: (frightened, panicked) They’re shooting us! 

They’re shooting to kill! 

(The curtain falls.) 
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Scene 14: A room of a small, second-floor apartment. The inhabitants 

of the apartment are impoverished, as attested by the shabby furniture 

and the bare walls. 

There is a couch against the left wall and, in front of it, a coffee table 

that is the same length. There is a small table and two chairs in the back, 

right corner; and a long edge of a cot is flush to the right wall. There is a 

slim, rectangular window, four times higher than it is wide, next to the 

cot, which is covered with a thin, tattered bedsheet. A door to the left 

leads to a small kitchen and a small bedroom. The front door to the 

apartment, which is center, back, gives way to a narrow hall. 

It is the middle of the night. A faint light shows through the bedsheet. 

Three people are sleeping in the room. A man is sleeping on the cot. A 

woman is sleeping on the couch, and another man is sleeping on two 

blankets on the floor in the middle of the room. 

All is quiet; then there is a shuffling noise outside the front door, 

followed by footsteps, then by a hushed whispering between two men. 

A key is inserted into the lock of the door, and the door flies open, 

letting in dim light from a gaslight to the left. The door bangs loudly 

against the wall. Several policemen dash into the apartment, shocking 

the three sleeping people awake. The policemen yell and brandish their 

batons. 

Policemen: (separately) “O.K.! Get up!” “Don’t move!” “Get on your 

stomachs!” “Stay there!” “Hands behind your head!” (All of them bellow 

different obscenities and throw the woman from the couch and the man 

from the cot on the floor. All three shocked inhabitants experience knees 

in their backs and batons raised threateningly high above them. 

Three more policemen enter while this is going on; they slip through the 

door on the left and return with two older people, a couple, aged 
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forty-five to fifty. The older man is Tulloch, the firebrand worker; the 

older woman is his wife. 

The policemen turn on the gaslights and yank the three people who were 

sleeping in the room to their feet and cuff their wrists behind their 

backs. 

The man who was sleeping on the cot is twenty-three years old; he is 

Tulloch’s older son; and the woman who was on the couch is his 

nineteen year old wife. The man who was sleeping on the floor is 

Tulloch’s seventeen year old son. 

The two women are wearing cotton sleeping gowns; the men are 

wearing pajama bottoms, but no shirts. 

A man (the landlord) who stood timidly outside the door in the hall and 

watched the police raid with avid interest now steps into the apartment.) 

1st Policeman: (to Tulloch) Danwar Tulloch, you’re under arrest. (This 

is spoken as 2nd Policeman binds Tulloch’s wrists behind him.) 

Tulloch: Why? (The 1st Policeman pulls out a rolled-up paper from an 

inside pocket of the jacket of his uniform. Reading …) 

1st Policeman: Danwar Tulloch, you are hereby under arrest on charges 

of insurrection and willful damage of private property. You are also 

accused of being an accessory to the murder of two people. 

Tulloch: We smashed their machines, but we didn’t kill anyone. 

2nd Policeman: (to Tulloch’s wife) Ma’am? (She looks at him, the rope 

in his hand, and his gesture (indicating that she should turn around). 

She feels his fingertips on her left wrist, shoots the right side of her 

mouth upward in disdain, and places her hands behind her back. She 

turns around and he binds her wrists.) 
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1st Policeman: (speaking, while 2nd Policeman is performing his 

sacred duty) Well, Tulloch, the foreman and the clerk died during your 

raid. You’ll have to answer for other raids across the city. 

Tulloch: Then I’ll hold my tongue. 

1st Policeman: You sure? If you come clean with me, you’ll get a break 

in your sentencing. 

Tulloch: You’re just a foot soldier. 

Tulloch’s older son: He’s playin’ Officer Friendly! Ha-ha! Have a seat 

and play a friendly game of cards. (His nineteen year old wife smiles 

and his brother laughs. Tulloch’s and his wife’s eyes, however, narrow 

in bitterness as they stare at the policemen. Tulloch notices the 

landlord.) 

Tulloch: (to the landlord) You let them in, Schmitz? 

Schmitz: Had to. Or they would’ve broken the door down. 

Tulloch: I always thought you were a worm. 

Schmitz: (shrugs) I don’t care what you think. If you’re a criminal, I 

don’t want you renting in my building. 

Tulloch’s younger son: He’s a small-minded, petty bourgeoisie. He 

crawls around on his belly like a snake and sucks the life out of people. 

Schmitz: I claim my fair share like everyone else. If you don’t like it, 

get out. I’m glad to see you go. 

3rd Policeman: (to Tulloch) Well, you got anything you want to fess up 

to? 

Tulloch: Not to you. 

3rd Policeman: All right. (to the 1st and 2nd policemen) Bring them to 

the station. We’ll get to the bottom of this. (The policemen herd the 

Tullochs out the door. The 3rd Policeman hands the keys to the 
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apartment to Schmitz, who casts a sharp glance around the apartment 

as though taking inventory, then turns off the gaslights and exits, closing 

the door. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 15: A room in the police station. There is a long, rectangular 

table. 

Several men are seated randomly around the room. One is sitting on the 

edge of the table with his feet on the seat of a chair. All the men look 

disheveled, having been roused from their sleep by a police raid. 

A door to the left opens and a policeman and Danwar Tulloch enter. The 

policeman walks behind Tulloch. One of the men rushes to Tulloch and 

clasps his hands in brotherly respect and admiration. The policeman 

exits, closing the door. 

1st Man: Tulloch! It’s good to see you!—But not so much under these 

circumstances. You were instrumental in shutting down the factories. 

(Some men come up to him. They worked with him in the factory. 

Tulloch looks at all of them and greets them individually, staring into 

their eyes and nodding.) 

Tulloch: Jensen … Karrum … Flumbert … Eichhorn … Pinstrun … 

This doesn’t look good for us. They’re going to kill us. They’re going to 

turn us over to the military and we’re going to be executed. (There is a 

moment of silence.) 

Jensen: For smashing the factories and bashing a few heads in? 

Tulloch: Yeah. 

Eichhorn: We burned the homes of the owners of our factory to the 

ground. We killed him and his wife and a guest of theirs, but we let his 

kids go. 
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Flumbert: That prick couldn’t learn! We could’ve been merciful and let 

him go, but he’d have fetched the military on us. He would’ve watched 

with pleasure and self-righteousness while we got hanged. 

Pinstrun: Then he would’ve gone right back to rebuilding his factory 

and draining the blood out of people. 

Tulloch: At least we’re not going to die seeing his disgusting face in the 

audience. 

Eichhorn: ’Least we registered our complaint! (They laugh heartily, but 

grimly.) 

Jensen: He died like a pussy! (The men laugh.) Crying, whimpering, 

begging on his knees. Praying—kind of. It was the greatest thing I ever 

did—plunging my knife into that fat gut of his! 

Karrum: And my knife in his throat! (Again, the men laugh with 

gusto.) I die happy! I’ve got nothing to live for. 

Tulloch: The empire’s tottering. Its legs are weak. A few more kicks or 

chops and it’s through! 

Jensen: It’s dead. It’s rotting from the inside like a dead tree. 

Pinstrun: Next big storm and the branches’ll break. (A pause.) 

Tulloch: Any regrets? 

Pinstrun: Only that I won’t live to see the empire crumble to pieces. 

Karrum: I hope my wife doesn’t suffer too much. 

Eichhorn: My wife and I have two children, and our two other children 

died in infancy. She took the deaths of our children very hard. I’m 

worried about her mind. 

The Lord knows that I worked hard and long and did my best to support 

my family, but it wasn’t good enough. No, I have no regrets. 
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Flumbert: Aye, same here. I watched my wife grow old in ten years. 

She got thin and wrinkled. My kids are thin, too. My job was sufficient 

to keep them—and myself—on a starvation diet. Pinin’ away we were. 

’Leas’ this way I don’t have to suffer watchin’ them starve to death—

even though I was doin’ the bes’ I could! I leave ’em in God’s hands. 

Tulloch: My wife grew old fast, too. She’s actually younger than I am. 

She was once very beautiful, with lively eyes. Now her eyes are 

burdened with practical matters and other worries about things that 

should be taken for granted—basic things that everyone needs to stay 

alive. My older son is married and his wife is nineteen. She’s three 

months pregnant. I see no future for them. They’ll trod the same path I 

have. I don’t want that for them. I’d rather die than watch them waste 

away despite my best efforts. 

I have no regrets. (The door to the room opens. The men turn their 

heads to look.) 

So now it’s off to the gallows! Be brave. Don’t show any fear. Pray that 

God watches over your loved ones. (Policemen and soldiers escort the 

men out. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 16: A basement chamber of a government building. Tulloch’s 

wife, Spira, and his nineteen year old, three-month pregnant 

daughter-in-law, Dinella, have their wrists bound above their heads with 

rope that is attached to a chain that is hooked to the ceiling. The women 

are naked from the waist up and are standing next to each other, facing 

the audience. There is an empty chair in front of them. 

Dinella: What’s going to happen to us? 
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Spira: I don’t know. Nothing good, though. (The sound of a door 

opening, then closing; then loud steps of two pairs of feet in boots 

approach. 

Two men enter from the left: one is Mintlock and the other is a soldier 

with a whip in his right hand. Both are in military regalia.) Oh. The 

Hyena of Hakik. 

Mintlock: You’ve heard of me! (He and the soldier stand in front of the 

women.) 

Spira: My daughter-in-law’s pregnant. Please don’t whip her. (Mintlock 

approaches Dinella and stares at her curiously. He looks at her belly, 

then touches and strokes it gently. She stiffens and stares at the floor. 

He slides his hand upward and stops between her breasts. She stiffens 

even more and closes her eyes. He runs the tip of his right index and 

forefinger around her left breast slowly and does the same to her right 

breast. Then he slowly runs his fingertips around both breasts.) You 

filthy swine! Get your hands off her! 

Dinella: (looking up at him pleadingly) Please, sir: don’t hurt my baby. 

(Lightly, he stimulates the nipple of her left breast with the knuckle of 

his right forefinger. Dinella lowers her head and closes her eyes. 

Mintlock whirls, waves his hand at the soldier, and sits on the chair. The 

soldier stands behind the women.) 

Mintlock: Commence! (The soldier thrashes the backs of the women, 

first Spira’s, then Dinella’s. Mintlock chuckles at first, then howls with 

pleasure as the women shriek in pain with each lash of the whip. When 

they weaken, he commands the soldier to stop. 

Mintlock frees their wrists. Spira, thin, older beyond her years, drops to 

the floor momentarily, then struggles back to her feet. Mintlock extends 

his right hand toward her, palm down.) Kiss my hand. (Spira spits on it 

in defiance.) Kiss my hand or your daughter-in-law dies by the whip. 

(Immediately, Spira clutches his hand and kisses it. She promptly obeys 



 

 

Shadows on the Wall 

 

every one of his commands.) Kneel on one knee … Bring my hand up to 

your forehead … Touch it to your forehead … Kiss my hand … You’re 

dismissed. (He points to his left.) 

Spira: Don’t harm Dinella. She’s a good girl. She’s three month’s— 

Mintlock: Go! (Spira exits left.) (to the soldier) Leave. (The soldier 

clicks the heels of his boots together, salutes, and exits left. Mintlock 

walks behind Dinella and inspects the welts on her back.) 

Dinella: Please, sir, if you’re going to kill me, be quick about it … 

Please don’t rape me. (Her head remains bent toward the floor and her 

eyes stay closed. Mintlock stands close to her, behind her and to her left. 

He can see the left side of her face. He strokes her left shoulder with the 

fingertips of his left hand and stops when she shudders. He studies her 

intensely, then kisses her beneath her left ear. She shudders again, then 

involuntarily tilts her head a bit to her right. He stands in front of her. 

Her eyes are still closed and her head is bent toward the floor.) 

Mintlock: (intensely) Look at me! (She opens her eyes and tilts her 

head upward. Mintlock moans with sudden desire, but controls himself. 

He stands behind her and to her left again, stares at her intensely, then 

yanks her hair. Her head flies back; her chin shoots up. As she shrieks, 

“Ahhh!”, Mintlock inhales loudly and sharply and lowers his face so it 

is almost touching the left side of her neck. He stays in this position for 

a while, then releases her hair. 

Dinella closes her eyes again and bows her head.) 

Dinella: Please, sir, don’t hurt me. (Mintlock presses the welts on her 

back several times and relishes her soft, sudden cries of pain. His smile 

is one with a strong glint of cruelty and lasciviousness.) 

Mintlock: You’re going to be my mistress. 

Dinella: My baby will be safe? 

Mintlock: Of course. You and your child will be well-taken care of. 



 

 

Shadows on the Wall 

 

Dinella: And my mother-in-law? 

Mintlock: You’ll receive an allowance. What you do with it is your 

business. 

(The lights fade; the curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 17: Tulloch’s apartment. Two men and Mrs. Tulloch (Spira) are 

present. One man hands her paper money. She counts it quickly, while 

the men pick up the couch and start to exit through the door, center, 

back. The man who is backing up is beginning to turn it toward his right 

when he becomes aware of a thin, poorly-dressed woman named Fenya, 

who is in her early forties. She is in the hallway, out of sight of the 

audience. They almost collide. 

1st Man: Excuse me, ma’am. 

Fenya: I’ll back up. 

1st Man: Thank you, ma’am. (The men disappear with the couch to the 

audience’s left. Fenya enters.) 

Fenya: (holds out a bowl to Spira) Here, Spira. Here’s some cereal: fill 

up your stomach. 

Spira: (hesitantly) Are you sure? 

Fenya: Yes. (Spira takes the bowl.) 

Spira: Thank you, Fenya. I just pawned off my couch. The pawnshop 

brokers are as bad as the factory owners. (She holds out her hands, 

showing Fenya the pittance she received.) Do you need any of this? 

Maybe for shoes for your little Dunham? 

Fenya: No, Spira, he’s O.K. for now. Were you about to leave before I 

came in? 
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Spira: Yes. I was going to stop at the Ministry to find out if they know 

where my husband is. The police know nothing. I assumed he was in 

jail. If he’s in jail, they’re lying to me. I also assumed my sons are with 

him. I have to go to the Ministry of Defense now. Maybe they’ll tell me 

where my husband and sons are. 

Fenya: Have you heard from Dinella? 

Spira: No. It’s been three days now: I fear the worst. (Fenya nods. 

Spira fidgets her fingers in unspoken consternation.) After I go to the 

Ministry, I’ll look for work. If I can’t find any, I’ll have to beg. 

Fenya: Before you do that, stop over and let me give you what I can. 

(Loud, heavy footsteps sound on the stairs in the hallway to the left. It is 

the trudging of heavy boots climbing the stairs, each step 

randomly-spaced. The footsteps get louder. The women listen intently.) 

Spira: (softly) Who could that be? 

Fenya: Maybe someone’s moving furniture. (They listen even more 

intently.) 

Spira: They’re coming here? 

Fenya: Sounds like it. (The heavy, trudging footsteps are loud now, six 

feet to the left of Spira’s door, still in the hall out of sight. The women 

rush to the doorway, but can’t poke their heads out to look because a 

soldier, who is walking backward to help carry something, almost 

bumps into them. They back up to make room for him. He is helping to 

carry the body of Spira’s older son, guiding it through the doorway, 

wrists first. Another soldier is holding the body at the ankles. Fenya 

gasps. They drop the body on the floor next to the right wall. Two more 

soldiers enter with the body of her younger son and drop it next to her 

older son’s body. Spira and Fenya stare at the bodies in shock. Dried 

blood from a bullet hole in their foreheads streaks their faces. Spira 

stands frozen, her eyes transfixed on the bodies of her sons. 
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The soldiers stand nonchalantly. They glance at the women, then take in 

the apartment with casual eyes. 

A sergeant enters. He outranks the other four. He does not know which 

woman to address, so he shifts his gaze between them.) 

Sergeant: Here, ma’am. Here’re your two terrorist sons we were 

ordered to deliver. (Spira wakes out of her trance.) 

Spira: (with disgust and extreme hatred) “Terrorist sons!”—“Ordered 

to deliver!” (The vindictiveness in her voice has no effect on the placid 

soldiers.) Do you want me to sign for them! Do you want to bring back 

a proof of delivery form to stick in your file cabinet? … You 

filthy dogs! Get out of my sight! (They turn to leave.) Wait! What am I 

supposed to do with my dead sons? 

Sergeant: Bury them. 

Spira: You murdered them! You bury them! 

Sergeant: None of us here killed your sons. We weren’t assigned to the 

execution squad. (Spira clenches her fists and flies toward him, trying to 

strike his face, but comes up short. Another soldier holds her back. 

However, her hatred knows no bounds: she struggles against the strong 

soldier’s grip, now trying to claw the sergeant’s eyes out. She yells and 

screeches, but can’t escape. She bites the soldier’s hand. He curses; the 

other soldiers converge on Spira and subdue her. She remains standing, 

panting, breathing heavily. Her eyes blaze with demonic hatred. She 

glances at the soldiers who are subduing her, then glares at the 

sergeant.) 

Spira: Bastards! Murderers! I’ll kill you someday! I’ll kill all of you! 

(She uses up the last of her strength in an effort to escape and collapses. 

She is held up by the soldiers. She sobs deeply and mournfully from the 

depths of her shattered soul. The soldiers lower her to the floor, then 

leave the apartment. 
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Fenya kneels next to Spira and throws her left arm around Spira’s 

shoulders to console her, but Spira sobs uncontrollably, then ceases and 

stands near the heads of the bodies of her sons. From the side, she looks 

at their faces, then drops to her knees with a plaintive cry and sobs 

anew. She wraps her arms around the chest of her younger son and 

wails.) Oh, how good you were! How young! Just a child, still … Still a 

child—and good like a child. Murdered! Murdered by beasts! (She 

wails again, as loudly as before, then lifts his head, wets her fingertips 

with her tongue, and attempts to clean the blood from his face. 

Fenya exits into the kitchen, returns with a wet cloth, and cleans the 

dried blood from the faces of Spira’s dead sons. 

Spira stops sobbing abruptly, then wails again. She gazes at her beloved 

sons’ faces; then, separately, she places her bony left hand underneath 

their head and lifts it off the floor. She stops crying when she lovingly 

caresses their faces with her right hand. She does not wail when she 

caresses their faces; but, before she gently lowers their heads to the 

floor, she dissolves into a noiseless wail, gasping deeply and sadly 

between sobs. 

Fenya stands morosely nearby, her head lowered. 

Finally, Spira struggles to her feet. Fenya gazes at Spira with 

compassion. Numbed, Spira collapses onto a chair at the table in the 

back right corner. Fenya slides onto the other chair at the table. Both 

women remain silent. 

The door to the apartment has remained open; neither the men from the 

pawnshop nor the soldiers bothered to close it. 

Unexpectedly, Dinella glides in, holding a clutch in her right hand. She 

is dressed like an aristocratic lady—a florid gown, pouffed sleeves, 

ruffles, etc., but looks worried. Her attention is snagged by the two 

bodies, one of them being her former husband. She stiffens; her jaw 

drops and she covers her mouth with her right hand. She glances at 
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Spira, then stares back at her husband’s body. She cries out, then rushes 

to her husband’s body. She kneels, holds it in a sitting position, hugs it, 

squeezes it to herself, and sobs hard, moaning lamentingly between 

sobs. 

Spira glances at Dinella dully, then stares ahead vacantly. After a while, 

she recognizes Dinella. 

Dinella calms down. She lowers her deceased husband’s back and head 

to the floor, then looks at her brother-in-law’s face. She kneels between 

the bodies and, with her fingertips, brushes hair off her brother-in-law’s 

forehead, then buttons his shirt near the top. Dinella covers her face 

with her hands and drops her elbows to her knees. She cries herself out; 

then she stands and turns toward Spira and Fenya. Her head remaining 

hung in dejection, she speaks, her voice miserable.) 

Dinella: I wish all this never happened. 

Spira: Aye. You and me both. My sons are dead. I don’t know where 

my husband is, and my back is still sore from that flogging. 

Dinella: Spira, I have bad news. 

Spira: Spit it out, child. I bet I already guessed it. 

Dinella: Danwar was hung three days ago. (There is a stunned silence. 

Although the news was expected, Spira lets out a pitiful cry and wails 

involuntarily for thirty seconds.) He was brought to the police station 

under a charge of insurrection and treason, then was turned over to 

soldiers with others. (A prolonged silence during which Spira’s 

expression becomes stony. She finally observes Dinella’s clothes.) 

Spira: How is it you’re wearing those clothes? (Dinella hangs her 

head.) 

Dinella: (hesitantly, fidgeting her fingers) I—I wish I were dead. (She 

wails and drops to her knees in front of Spira. Spira and Fenya stare at 

her.) I’m a kept woman. (There is a ten-second silence.) 
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Spira: For The Hyena? (Dinella nods, her head still bent toward the 

floor in shame.) Can’t you walk away? 

Dinella: No. 

Spira: Why not? (With tears in her eyes, Dinella looks up at her, then 

drops her head.) 

Dinella: He’ll kill you and my baby. If it wasn’t for my baby, I’d have 

hung myself. (Spira holds the sides of Dinella’s head in her hands, 

stares down hard at her, then presses her lips to the top of her head for 

quite some time. Spira raises her head and removes her hands from the 

sides of Dinella’s head. Without looking up …) I came by to give you 

some money. I get a huge allowance and free clothes. The Hyena had all 

my old clothes thrown out and had a high-society woman-friend of his 

take me shopping. She picked out all my clothes. 

I’m sorry for being dressed like this in front of you. I feel self-conscious 

wearing this fancy gown in this building—especially in this apartment. 

This— (She waves a hand in front of herself, starting up and swooping 

downward, indicating her clothes.) isn’t me. I don’t feel right. My 

heart’s here with you: this is my world. I’ll never warm up to that 

high-society world I’m on the fringes of. (With the fingertips of her 

right hand, Spira raises Dinella’s chin so Dinella’s face is pointing up 

at her.) 

Spira: Open your eyes, Dinella. Here … (Spira pulls out a handkerchief 

and dabs the tears from Dinella’s eyes and face.) Stop crying. You’re a 

very beautiful woman, yet you have a humble heart. Most beautiful 

women don’t have humble hearts. Most beautiful women are cruel, 

vicious, and self-serving—and manipulating. Your beauty saved us from 

death at the hands of The Hyena. (Spira’s expression softens and she 

begrudges herself a smile.) 

Your child—my grandchild! (Just think!)—will never go hungry the 

way he would if things hadn’t turned out this way. (Her smile fades.) 
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Accept what God has given you, but keep your heart humble. Live for 

your child—always. You’ll never stray from the righteous path of 

humility if you do. 

Dinella: I want to help you out, too … You could live with me. 

Spira: And see that beast again? (rasps) I hate the sound of his name! 

I hate the thought of him! I hate how I kissed his hand! I’ll never live 

that down in my mind! 

Dinella: But you did it for me and my baby. You sacrificed your 

self-respect so— 

Spira: (quickly) It’s nothing. 

Dinella: It’s everything! Please let me feel worthy of your sacrifice and 

accept some of my allowance. You have to eat. You have to pay rent … 

And you need clothes. (Spira gazes down at her as she wrestles with this 

offer. After a pause …) You could move into a better neighborhood … a 

better apartment. 

Spira: I don’t need a better neighborhood or a better apartment. I’m fine 

here … I had to pawn off the couch and was about to look for a job. If I 

couldn’t find a job, I was prepared to beg in the streets and sleep in 

alleys like drunkards (She laughs ironically.) even though I never 

touched a drop of alcohol. 

Dinella: You told me to accept what God gives you. God is helping you 

through me. Please … (She pulls out a small packet of money from her 

clutch and thrusts it toward Spira’s left hand.) take this. Don’t turn me 

down! (Spira accepts the envelope and stares at it strangely. She opens 

it, pulls out the paper money, and spreads it out with her fingers to get a 

gist of the amount, then gasps and slips it into the envelope.) 

Spira: That’s way too much! What do I need all that for? (She extends 

her arm, offering the envelope back.) 
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Dinella: Please take something. Take what you need, then, and no 

more. (Dinella stares up at Spira with an expression of hopelessness, as 

though she were standing on the edge of an abyss. 

Seeing this, Spira looks at the envelope. Her expression softens. Timidly, 

she opens the envelope and extracts two bills; then her expression 

hardens and she thrusts the envelope at Dinella.) 

Spira: There, child, that’s all I need for now. Save the rest for your 

child. Whenever you get money, stash away as much as you can. You 

never know when fate will change. 

Dinella: I’ll pay for the funeral. 

Spira: Funeral? Oh … No. (angrily) Those animals killed them: those 

animals’ll pay for it. I’ll make partial payments to the morticians if I 

have to, but their bills aren’t at the top of my priority list. They charge 

way too much for their “services”. They have no compassion: they’re 

like aristocrats, pawnbrokers, and bankers, and all the other thieves and 

beasts out there. 

You know, there’s no difference between the rich and the poor: if the 

rich became poor, and the poor became rich, nothing would change … 

Did Danwar understand that? Did my sons? No, they were living 

without hope. They felt so helpless to improve our lives that they 

essentially committed suicide. Despite all the bloodletting, nothing has 

changed and nothing will change. (She laughs dryly.) 

Do you think somebody’ll drop Danwar’s body on me—here? (She 

waves her hand, indicating the apartment.) A little, friendly house call? 

(She laughs dryly again.) Eh, Dinella? 

Dinella: No, Spira. (Spira glances at the dead bodies.) 

Spira: So now it’s off to the mortician! (to Fenya) Want to come with 

me? 

Fenya: I’ll come with you. 
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Dinella: I can have you driven in my coach. 

Fenya and Spira: Your coach! 

Dinella: (ashamed, lowering her head) Yes … My … (a loud whisper) 

coach. 

(The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 18: The throne room in Grothstone Castle. Cetrella is sitting on 

the throne. 

Vintar, Pinspar, Cetrella, Wiggart, Mintlock, Mecksin, and Soodik are 

standing in front of the throne in no particular order. Pinspar is wearing 

the purple robe and the gold crown that designate him emperor. He is 

also holding the ceremonial staff, perpendicular to the floor, that Hakik 

emperors have held for centuries. It is as high as his chin. 

Cetrella: Vintar, what’s the news? 

Vintar: Plenty—all of it good. Most of the empire’s under our heel 

again. The small bands of resistance are being squashed as we speak. 

Cetrella: You said “most” of the empire’s under control. What part 

isn’t? 

Vintar: Grenlak. 

Cetrella: What has to be done with them? 

Wiggart: Everything. They consider themselves an independent nation. 

We’ll have to throw our entire army at them. They’re strong enough to 

battle us to a standstill. 

Cetrella: This can’t happen. What’s been going on inside Grenlak with 

our forces? 
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Wiggart: We have a token force in the capital. Our appointed leader, 

Bonspahn, has been doing everything we ask of him. He has been doing 

his utmost to quell the rebellion, to speak sense into the Grenlaks. 

Because of his efforts, the Grenlaks have been kept at bay for a while—

enough time for us to accomplish what we have. 

Cetrella: Bonspahn didn’t do enough. 

Vintar: We didn’t see any of this coming, so we weren’t prepared. 

Mintlock: We have to thin the herd of troublemakers. 

Vintar: But now we must address our long-term future. Who’s going to 

be emperor? 

Pinspar: I might as well remain emperor until the Grenlaks are crushed. 

My name will be cursed throughout the rest of history, then. But what 

harm could it do me? It doesn’t matter who’s emperor. The war with the 

Grenlaks will occur and the Grenlaks will be severely punished. My 

name’s already stained. After they’ve been punished, install a new 

emperor who’ll then be viewed kindly and favorably compared to me. 

Mintlock: We should install a new emperor now who’ll be in charge (so 

to speak) of the punishment. This way, he’ll be known as a strong 

leader, one whom everyone knows they’d better not cross. This is better 

in the long run. 

Cetrella: O.K. If we install a new emperor, who would be the most 

acceptable? 

Mintlock: To the Grenlaks, no one. 

Wiggart: It’s not a question of the emperor being acceptable: it’s a 

question of who least turns the people’s stomachs. 

Cetrella: Peoples’ stomachs can get used to anything. The most putrid 

meal can become a gourmet dish. 

Vintar: Who of the Kallispell line can take control? 
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Mecksin: Why not your son, Cetrella? 

Soodik: Our son! He’s just a boy! He knows nothing about matters of 

state! He understands nothing … We have a choice: I must become 

emperor if we’re changing emperors! 

Mintlock: We could groom your son, Cetrella, under Soodik. (He 

indicates Soodik with his hand.) 

Cetrella: But, Soodik, you’re much too kind-hearted to issue thousands 

of death warrants. It would bother your conscience: you wouldn’t be 

able to sleep at night. Surely, you don’t want to be responsible for 

killing hundreds of thousands of people! You don’t want your name to 

be dragged through the mud and blood in the history books, do you? (A 

pause.) 

Soodik: I would if it’s for our best!—Then, as far as the history books 

go, that depends on the author. (He laughs a forced laugh.) 

Cetrella: But you wanted to give the people half of the “freedom”, as 

they call it, like Pinspar. Pinspar idealized them, as you did, thinking 

that they would be grateful and a new era of history would begin. He 

had the hounds on a leash, thought they were loyal, and released them in 

the field, expecting them to galavant peacefully and playfully, then 

return to him and love him. Instead, the pack turned on him and tried to 

shred him to pieces. (She pauses.) 

Never again will I flee from my home to save my life. Never again will I 

cower in the countryside, hoping that vile rabble doesn’t find me and 

hang me … And they are dogs. They’re vicious, murdering dogs. Their 

liberalism only means that they want to have a say in the picking of their 

own dictator, who’ll be as vile and vulgar as they. He’ll do the same 

things we do, but they’ll accept everything because they picked him. 

They’ll be no better off than they are now, so what does it matter who’s 

in charge and the way they came to power? 

No, this is about our survival, the survival of the Kallispell line. 
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Pinspar: We could simply pack up and leave. We’re wealthy enough to 

live happily ever after. 

Cetrella: See? That’s why we need a new emperor. Ruling isn’t in your 

blood! You don’t have that fire, that passion, to rule. I’m talking 

about ruling. Political survival. Ruling an empire of this earth … No, 

dear brother-in-law, you’re a kind, wonderful man. I know it; you know 

it; and, unfortunately, the peoples of the Hakik Empire know it. We 

need someone with a steel fist (She clenches her fists.) to treat them the 

way they demand to be treated to elicit their respect. 

Vintar: True. They only respect someone they fear. 

Wiggart: They don’t fear Pinspar or Soodik. 

Cetrella: Let’s give them someone to fear. 

Mintlock: Who? 

Cetrella: My son. 

Vintar: Volean? 

Cetrella: Yes. Volean. 

Soodik: But, Cetrella, he’s only eighteen! He’s just a child! 

Cetrella: He’ll be a figurehead for a while. We’ll surround him with the 

proper advisors and guide him along a path to prosperity for the empire. 

He’s young; the fiats and death warrants he issues early in his reign will 

be forgotten with time. Peace and stability will be maintained as long as 

he remains emperor. He won’t really be responsible for all the 

bloodshed that’s coming because we’ll be directing him. This is all for 

his own good, and he’ll understand this later in life … Do all of you 

think this satisfies the times? Are all of you on board? 

A chorus of the men, all at once: (some nod): “Yes.” “Of course.” 

“Yes.” “Uh-huh.” “I am.” “Sure.” 
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Cetrella: O.K. Soodik, please usher in the new emperor. (Soodik exits 

left and returns with Volean. A cleric in a black robe and a book in his 

hands trails solemnly behind them. 

Volean is tall and slim. He is eighteen and his youthfulness, his 

“greenness”, stands out in sharp contrast to the worldly people around 

him. The men part to make way for him as he follows Soodik. Cetrella 

slips off the throne, hugs Volean, and kisses his cheek.) Volean-dear, we 

have good news regarding an important decision about you. 

Volean: What, mother? 

Cetrella: You are to be crowned emperor. 

Volean: I am? Emperor? 

Cetrella: Yes, my dear, you’re the new emperor of Hakik. (Staring up 

at him, she smiles an pleased, mother’s smile and holds his hands. 

In the meantime, Pinspar removes his purple robe and drapes it over his 

right forearm. The members of the inner circle smile at mother and son.) 

All we have to do now is run through a little ceremony to make it 

official. 

Volean: But I know nothing about running the empire. 

Cetrella: Don’t worry, dear. We’re here to help you. We won’t let you 

slip up. (Volean still looks uncertain.) Trust us, Volean … Now … (Still 

holding his hands, she pulls him toward her, then swings toward her 

right. She keeps her eyes locked with his until they switch positions: he 

stands on the spot on which she stood and she stands on the spot on 

which he stood. He is now three steps from the steps of the throne.) 

Pinspar, come here. (Pinspar stands to Cetrella’s left.) (to the cleric) 

Reverend Plath, come here. (She indicates her right side by turning her 

head and nodding slightly, once. He obeys. Cetrella takes the staff from 

Pinspar.) Kneel, my beloved son. (Volean kneels on both knees and 

bows his head. The reverend opens his book and reads …) 
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Reverend Plath: In the sight of God and His Heavenly Host, we gather 

for this sacred moment. We are simply spirits that have been given 

substantive form to enact Your mysterious will. If, in our best efforts to 

serve you, we stumble or fall, please guide us back to the path of 

righteousness and forgive us. We do not know everything You know, 

for if we did, we could stride forward confidently and accomplish Your 

will at once. Most of the time, we are blind. We stumble as if we lived 

far below the earth in a dark cavern filled with rocks, holes, abysses, and 

poisonous vermin; and so, with no strong source of light, we cannot 

separate Your will from ours. In times of trouble, we call out to You, 

asking You to be our source of light; and, since Your love is steadfast, 

You always illuminate our path for us. You do this because You know 

that we are striving to be faithful to You and that we always strive to 

accomplish Your goals. You know that we love You. You are kind, 

righteous, and forgiving, and we strive to be like You. 

Now we are taking another step forward to enact Your unfathomable 

will. We ask that You light the way for us and bless us as we go about 

our sacred task …We beg patience, love, and understanding. (Plath 

pauses. There is profound silence for a prolonged time, then he closes 

the book. 

Cetrella touches both of Volean’s shoulders with the ball at the top of 

the staff.) 

Cetrella: Lord, accept Volean Kallispell as our leader and Your 

champion. (She rests the ball of the staff on top of Volean’s head.) Oh, 

Lord and the Heavenly Host watching from on high, guide him, Volean 

Kallispell, through good times and treacherous times. He seeks only to 

do Your will. Love Volean Kallispell above all others, for without him, 

Your will won’t blossom. (There is another prolonged silence. 

Cetrella lifts the ball of the staff from the top of his head.) 

Reverend Plath: Arise, my son, and greet the new day. Go forth into 

the new garden—your garden—and know it. My son, water those plants 
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that are fruitful, prune those that show promise, and pluck those by the 

roots that are pernicious and toss them into the fire. Be like Your 

Heavenly Father, the Lord of the Heavenly Host and of the Earthly 

Horde. (A pause.) May God bless you always. (Cetrella takes the robe 

from Pinspar. 

Volean looks up at the people who are surrounding him. He stands and 

hugs his uncle, Pinspar, who is standing to Cetrella’s left, and bursts 

into tears. Pinspar hugs him, too. Pinspar is fighting back tears.) 

Pinspar: (to Volean) Be good … Be good …Be kind—and God will 

bless you. (They separate. Cetrella slips the robe over Volean’s head. 

She places the staff in his left hand, then removes the crown from 

Pinspar’s head and sets it on Volean’s head. 

He wipes his tears and smiles.) 

Cetrella: Sit on your throne, emperor. (She smiles ecstatically as he sits. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 19: The living room of the Bonspahn’s apartment in Bishtar, 

Grenlak, the capital of Grenlak. Voortik Bonspahn is the president of 

Grenlak, having been appointed by Pinspar. He is forty and his wife, 

Cephina [pronounced Seh-FEE-nah], is thirty-three. 

(Note: certain Grenlaks want autonomy and have been agitating for it 

for years, while other Grenlaks, who helped Bonspahn delay the 

inevitable armed revolt against Hakik, fear the instability of revolution.) 

So! Bonspahn’s apartment: the door that leads to the foyer, then to the 

front door and the sidewalk and the street, is in the middle of the right 

wall. There are two other doors: one in the center of the back wall and 

another in the middle of the left wall. The one in the center of the back 

wall leads to the dining room, the kitchen, and the servants’ quarters, 

while the one in the middle of the left wall leads to three bedrooms, one 
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for Voortik and his wife (Cephina), one for their two sons, aged twelve 

(Victar) and seven (Spandau), and one for their four year old daughter 

(Floretta). A sumptuous Oriental or Persian rug lays on top of most of a 

bronze, hardwood floor. Rococo chairs are flush to the right and left 

walls; a couch is flush to the back wall to the right (from the audience’s 

view) of the doorway; and a loveseat is placed on the other side of the 

kitchen door, flush to the wall. There is a small stand near the right 

door. Paintings that are outlined with baroque frames are hung on the 

walls. 

No one is onstage. 

A door is heard opening and closing offstage, right, as Bonspahn enters 

the foyer, having been dropped off at his front door by a horse-drawn 

cab. Soon after the door closes, Cephina enters from kitchen (the door, 

center, back). She is wearing an apron. Apprehensively, she wipes her 

hands on her apron and heads toward the door on the right, then stops 

when Voortik enters. 

He is carrying a briefcase in his right hand and a book in his left hand. 

He stops as soon as he sees her. 

Bonspahn: What’s wrong? 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Floretta’s getting worse. 

Bonspahn: Did you give her her medicine? 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Of course. I followed all the doctor’s instructions. 

Bonspahn: She’ll be O.K. (There is a shrill yell from offstage, left. 

Spandau, their seven year old son, is dressed like a Candlorian Indian 

(i.e., an American Indian: a buckskin jacket, buckskin trousers, 

moccasins, and a headband with a tall feather sticking up out of it.) He 

charges onstage and, in a playful mock attack, grabs his father’s wrist 

and pulls him to the floor. 
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Before Voortik gets pulled down, however, he tosses his briefcase and 

the book to his right, onto the couch. Mrs. Bonspahn returns to the 

kitchen. Spandau straddles Voortik’s back.) 

Spandau: Giddyup, horsey! (He grabs his father’s hair as if it were a 

pair of reins and pulls it to the right or left, redirecting the direction his 

horse is galloping. Voortik slows to a canter, then a gait, but Spandau is 

not going to let this happen! He flails his heels outward, then inward, 

spurring his horse back to a gallop. He laughs wildly. His horse bucks 

in an effort to throw him, but he leans forward, clings to his horse’s 

neck, and clamps his legs to his horse’s ribs.) Go, horsey! (He’s 

laughing.) No bucking! I didn’t say you could buck! 

Bonspahn: Why? 

Spandau: Because I might fall off! 

Bonspahn: What makes you think I feel like going out for a jaunt? 

Maybe I just want to stay in the barn and eat hay. 

Spandau: Quiet! Horses don’t talk!—Now, giddyup! (Bonspahn 

“giddyups”, taking his rider for a fast ride around the room one and a 

half times; then, panting heavily, he stops.) 

Bonspahn: Horsey’s tired … Horsey can’t go on anymore. (Spandau 

spurs him with his heels and laughs hard.) 

Spandau: Go! (He continues to laugh. Bonspahn drops to his elbows, 

then to his left side.) 

Bonspahn: Horsey’s tired. Horsey wants to sleep. (He closes his eyes 

and snores. The smiling Spandau struggles out from under him.) 

Spandau: No! Nooo! Horsey’s not tired. You’re not tired until 

I say you’re tired! (Bonspahn and Spandau laugh.) See? You’re not 

sleeping! If you were tired, you’d be sleeping. But you’re awake and 

you’re laughing! Come on! (He tugs his father’s right arm.) Come on! 
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Get up. I know you’re awake! (Bonspahn snores. Spandau laughs and 

tugs more.) Up! Up! Up! Come on! No one said you could sleep. 

Bonspahn: I’m tired. I’m sleeping. Leave me alone. (He snores.) 

Spandau: You’re not sleeping. Ha-ha! (He tugs and tugs.) And horses 

can’t talk! (Bonspahn stops in the middle of a snore.) 

Bonspahn: I’m talking in my sleep. 

Spandau: Nuh-uh! Ha-ha! There! Nobody talks when they sleep!— Not 

even horses! Ha-ha! (Bonspahn jumps up, drapes Spandau over his 

right shoulder, and runs around the room a few times. Spandau laughs 

loudly and merrily. Bonspahn sits on the couch and sets Spandau next to 

him. Spandau gets Bonspahn in a headlock.) Give up? 

Bonspahn: (quickly) I give up!—I give up! …O.K.! Let’s go check on 

Floretta. (With Spandau clinging to his back and neck, he exits left. 

Voortik returns with his four year old daughter, Floretta, whom he 

holds to him with his right arm. She clings to him with her small arms 

and legs. He holds a children’s book in his left hand. 

He sits on the couch. Spandau sits to his left and Floretta sits on his 

right lap. He holds the book in front of himself so he can read and his 

children can see the pictures.) How are you, Floretta? 

Floretta: I’m good, daddy. 

Bonspahn: Let me feel your forehead. (He feels her forehead with his 

left palm and studies her face.) You’re flushed. Have you been drinking 

water? 

Floretta: Yes, daddy. (Then, with a surge of energy, and pointing …) 

Let’s read the book! 

Bonspahn: I bought a new book. 
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Floretta: (eagerly) Read it! (He wraps his right arm around her waist 

and holds the book in his hands. Spandau is staring at the book avidly. 

Bonspahn reads the title.) 

Bonspahn: Mister Bubble-Wubble’s Circus. You guys remember the 

circus? 

Spandau: Yes. 

Floretta: Uh-huh. (She nods.) 

Bonspahn: (reads) This is Mister Bubble-Wubble. He owns the circus. 

He owns the tent and the seats and the animals. He makes sure there is a 

show. 

“The show must go on! The show must be fun!” Mr. Bubble-Wubble 

shouted. (Now Bonspahn stops reading and studies the drawing.) 

Look at Mr. Bubble-Wubble! Hands on his hips. Looks like he 

swallowed a pumpkin and it ain’t goin’ anywhere soon! (Spandau 

laughs.) And he’s got a cigar dangling from his mouth. You guys ever 

smell a cigar? Peeeee-U! It’s hard to breathe when someone’s smoking 

one of those. 

Spandau: Why do people smoke cigars, then? Don’t they like to 

breathe? 

Bonspahn: Oh, they like to breathe—and they breathe just fine. It’s just 

that they don’t want other people around them to breathe. 

Spandau: If other people can’t breathe around them, then they can’t 

have any friends. Doesn’t Mr. Bubble-Wubble want any friends? 

Floretta: Maybe he doesn’t know people can’t breathe cigar smoke 

around him. Maybe he doesn’t know that’s why he doesn’t have any 

friends. 

Bonspahn: Maybe he has friends only when he’s not smoking. Or 

maybe only other cigar-smoking people are his friends. 
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Floretta: Yes! Everybody has friends. 

Bonspahn: You know, there are things called smoke shops. Smoke 

shops sell cigars and cigarettes and people sit around and smoke cigars 

and cigarettes together. It gets real smoky—so smoky that you can 

barely see your hand in front of your face. 

Spandau: So they must all be friends. 

Bonspahn: Uh-huh. 

Floretta: See? Everybody has friends. Read! 

Bonspahn: (turns a page) Mr. Bubble-Wubble owns many animals. 

They are trained to do tricks. One of his animals is LaRoo the Tiger. She 

has big teeth and big, sharp claws. She uses them to get food when she’s 

hungry. 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble walked up to her cage and asked, “LaRoo, LaRoo, 

how are you?” 

LaRoo answered, “Bubble-Wubble, Bubble-Wubble, I’m hungry.” 

“What are you hungry for, LaRoo, LaRoo?” 

“I’m hungry for you.” 

“But there isn’t much meat on my bones, LaRoo, LaRoo.” 

“I don’t care. I want to eat you.” 

“But if you eat me,” Bubble-Wubble replied, “there’ll be no one to feed 

you anymore. I’ll be your last meal. You’ll die.” 

“I don’t want to die,” LaRoo said. 

“What else would you like to eat?” 

“A big piece of meat.” 

“Would you like a mouse as big as a house or a rat that’s big and fat?” 
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“A mouse that’s as big as a house is too much. My stomach’s 

not that big,” LaRoo pointed out, then asked: “How about ten rats that 

are big and fat?” 

“I don’t have ten rats that are big and fat. But I do have three rats that 

are big and fat.” 

“Oh, that won’t do: they’d just whet my appetite. I tell you what: why 

don’t you feed the rats to my friend BaBoo the cougar in his cage, then 

feed me some leftover people-slops? People don’t eat all their food, so 

why let it go to waste, Bubble-Wubble? Then let BaBoo into my cage. 

I’m lonely. And—for God’s sake!—stop smoking that cigar! It makes 

me cough! Cough-cough-cough!” 

“O.K., LaRoo, I’ll do all this for you.” So Mr. Bubble-Wubble put out 

his cigar, fed three fat rats to BaBoo and leftover scraps to LaRoo, then 

let BaBoo into LaRoo’s cage so they could play together. 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble stepped to the next cage. FaLoo the Lion was 

in this cage. 

“Hello, FaLoo,” Mr. Bubble-Wubble greeted him. “How are you?” 

“Hello, Bubble-Wubble,” FaLoo answered. “I’m good, but I’m hungry. 

I want to eat you!” 

“Eat me!” Mr. Bubble-Wubble exclaimed. “I’m not very tasty. 

I can’t be! Do I smell like a tasty dish for you, FaLoo?” 

“You sure do smell (Spandau laughs.), Bubble-Wubble. I pity your 

wife. But right now all I smell is that cigar. Why don’t you put it out and 

come closer to my cage?” 

“Because, FaLoo, I know what you’d do: you’d claw me and eat me.” 

“Maybe, maybe not,” FaLoo premised. 

“I’m no fool,” Mr. Bubble-Wubble asserted. 
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“Why don’t you take two steps closer at least so I can smell your belly? 

There’s got to be something edible in there! Big, round, and soft: you 

just ate a lamb, didn’t you! Here, you eat lambs—and I eat nothing!” 

“No, FaLoo, there’s nothing but fat on this belly.” Mr. Bubble-Wubble 

patted his huge belly. 

“That’ll last me a while.” 

“Not long. The rest of me is mostly bones.” 

“Bones sharpen my teeth and fill my belly,” FaLoo drooled. 

“Don’t worry, I’ll feed you. Would you like a mouse that’s as big as a 

house or a baby giraffe with a laugh?” 

“I have a big stomach. How big is this mouse and house?” 

“Big, FaLoo—a big house. It wouldn’t even fit in your cage.” 

“Then it wouldn’t fit in my stomach! I’ll take the baby giraffe with a 

laugh,” FaLoo decided. “Then—hey, Bubble-Wubble!—let me play 

with my friends BaBoo and LaRoo. Let them in my cage—because it’s 

bigger.” 

“O.K., FaLoo.” 

So Mr. Bubble-Wubble fed FaLoo the baby giraffe, then let BaBoo and 

LaRoo into FaLoo’s cage so he could play with them. 

Then Mr. Bubble-Wubble stood in front of the bear’s cage. The bear’s 

name was DaNoo. 

“Hi, DaNoo,” Mr. Bubble-Wubble greeted his friend. “How are you?” 

“How do you think I am, Bubble-Wubble? You have me performing 

tricks half the day and you reward me by tossing me minnows! How’s a 

bear supposed to live on minnows? I need trout, bass, and 

salmon! You couldn’t even live on minnows! 
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“I’m also tired. Those bright lights never let me sleep. I’m the biggest 

star of this show! Show me a little respect. I won’t be able to perform at 

a high level if I don’t get my sleep.” 

“O.K., DaNoo, I’ll see that you get trout, bass, and salmon. I’ll keep you 

out of the bright lights when you’re not performing. 

“Is there anything else Your Highness would like?” 

“I’d like to retire soon.” DaNoo drooped his head. “I’m getting too old 

to be doing two shows a day.” 

“Oh, I’ll retire you soon, DaNoo, you can be sure of that,” Mr. 

Bubble-Wubble said in a strange tone. 

“Thank you, Bubble-Wubble. Can you get me those fish you promised 

me?” 

“Sure. Hang tight.” 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble fed DaNoo all the fish he had, then asked if there 

was anything else he wanted. 

“Yes.” DaNoo pointed at his friends BaBoo, LaRoo, and FaLoo. “I’m 

lonely. I want to play with my friends.” 

“O.K., DaNoo.” 

So Mr. Bubble-Wubble let BaBoo, LaRoo, and FaLoo into DaNoo’s 

cage. 

Next, Mr. Bubble-Wubble checked on his elephant. His elephant’s name 

was SaVoo. He had the biggest cage of all the animals. 

“SaVoo, how are you?” 

“Well, to be honest, Bubble-Wubble, I’m hungry. I perform twice a day. 

I’m a big guy. I got to stand up on my back feet and twirl around and 

bounce a ball around with my trunk. That’s a lot of work! A creature my 

size isn’t cut out for that. I need more food.” 
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“O.K. I’ll get you more food.” 

“Thank you, Bubble-Wubble. Oh—and one more thing. Can I play with 

my friends over there? I’m lonely.” 

“Sure,” Mr. Bubble-Wubble agreed. 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble fed SaVoo, then let BaBoo, LaRoo, FaLoo, and 

DaNoo into SaVoo’s cage so they could all play together. 

Then Mr. Bubble-Wubble went to sleep. 

When he woke up in the morning, he went to SaVoo’s cage. Only 

SaVoo was in the cage. He looked real fat. He was so fat that he 

couldn’t move. He lay on his side and snored loudly. 

“Oh, my, SaVoo, what happened to you? Are you sick?” Mr. 

Bubble-Wubble puffed his cigar, then pulled it from his mouth and lit 

another one. 

“I have a tummy ache.” 

“You do?” 

“That food that you gave me yesterday must have been spoiled.—

Ooohhh!” SaVoo moaned. “I can hardly move!” 

“What happened to your friends, SaVoo?” 

“They escaped.” 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble inspected the lock on the cage. 

“That’s funny,” he said. “The lock’s not broken. How did they escape?” 

“They squeezed through the bars.” 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble lit two more cigars. He placed all four cigars on the 

edge of the cage. 
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“Can you put out those cigars, please?” SaVoo begged. “They’re 

upsetting my stomach.” 

“In a moment or two. Hang in there a little longer.” 

Not much later, SaVoo began to cough. He coughed and coughed and 

coughed. 

Suddenly, DaNoo squeezed out of SaVoo’s mouth! DaNoo was all wet, 

so he shook himself like a wet dog. He got a deep breath of the cigar 

smoke and began to cough. “Cough-cough-cough-cough!” He couldn’t 

stop coughing. 

DaNoo coughed out FaLoo—and FaLoo began to cough! (Because of 

the cigar smoke.) “Cough-cough-cough!”—until LaRoo popped out of 

his mouth! Next, it was LaRoo’s turn to cough and cough—until BaBoo 

flew out of her mouth! 

“Look at that!” Mr. Bubble-Wubble exclaimed. “A magic show! Maybe 

I should put that act in my circus.” 

“No, Bubble-Wubble,” all the animals cried out together except SaVoo. 

“Not that act! Cough-cough-cough!” 

Then all the animals began to choke on the smoke. 

Mr. Bubble-Wubble returned each animal to its own cage. He put out 

three of his cigars, then left the tent, puffing his fourth cigar. 

The animals finally finished choking and coughing, then waited 

patiently to perform later that day. 

The End. 

Floretta: Good book! 

Spandau: Yeah, I like that one! (Floretta turns it back to page one.) 

Floretta: Read it again. 
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Bonspahn: O.K. Mr. Bubble-Wubble’s Circus. This is Mister 

Bubble-Wubble. He owns— (Sorpha, who doubles as the maid and 

cook, enters through the center door, back.) 

Sorpha: Sir, supper’s ready. 

Bonspahn: Oh. (to his kids) Time to eat! (Sorpha exits.) 

Floretta: But I’m not hungry. 

Spandau: Me, either. 

Bonspahn: But I am and so is your mother. If you don’t eat, I’ll put you 

in the cage with SaVoo! (Spandau and Floretta laugh.) 

Spandau: No, you won’t! 

Bonspahn: Sure, I would! But you’d be in his stomach for a while: I’d 

have to send out for cigars. (Floretta and Spandau laugh again. Mrs. 

Bonspahn (Cephina) enters, center, back, drying her hands on her 

apron.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Has Victar come home yet? 

Bonspahn: I haven’t seen him. (Mrs. Bonspahn exits, left, to see if 

Victar is in his room. Bonspahn, Spandau, and Floretta file out, center, 

back, Bonspahn carrying Floretta. 

Mrs. Bonspahn enters from left and hurries across the stage, exiting 

right, into the foyer. She opens the front door, offstage, and steps out in 

the street, looking for Victar (her twelve year old son). She re-enters 

with a peeved expression and exits, center, back. 

There is a knock on the front door (offstage, right). 

A spotlessly liveried, hoary manservant, who is tall and thin, enters, 

center, back, and exits right. He returns with two well-dressed men 

behind him. They are holding their hats in their hands.) 
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Manservant: Please wait here, gentlemen. (He exits, center, back, and 

soon returns with Bonspahn. Bonspahn shakes hands with the men; the 

manservant exits, center, back.) 

Bonspahn: Welcome! Cheftum … Callic. We were just sitting down to 

eat. Won’t you join us? 

Cheftum: We’d be pleased. (The front door, offstage, right, bangs open 

(slamming against the wall) and Victar rushes in from the right. He is 

wearing sports clothes. He is sweating and his breathing is moderately 

heavy. He is followed by a friend who is similarly attired and is also 

sweating and breathing moderately heavily.) 

Victar: (a little out of breath) Hi, dad! Playin’ soccer. Don’t have time 

to eat! (Victar and his friend jaunt toward the kitchen door.) 

Bonspahn: (to Victar) Tell your mom that … (smiling, to Cheftum and 

Callic as Victar and his friend exit) Active kid … We’ll work on my 

speech after supper. (Victar and his friend return, walking quickly. They 

finish off a morsel of food in one hand and hold a glass of milk in their 

other hand. They stop long enough to gulp their milk. They place their 

empty glasses on the stand near the door, then exit, right.—Then it’s out 

the foyer, down the street, and onto the soccer field! When they leave the 

foyer, the front door slams against the wall again. 

The manservant enters from the kitchen. He exits right, closes the front 

door, and re-enters. He smiles.) 

Manservant: (to Bonspahn and his visitors) The young master forgot to 

close the door again. (He exits into the kitchen. 

The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 20: The Assembly Hall in Bishtar, in which all the legislators 

attend to the business of running Grenlak. It is the entire theatre. 
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The stage portrays a dais and a lectern, which are front and center. There 

are symbols of power and diverse coats of arms of ruling families from 

the past and present inscribed on a decorative shield on the face of the 

lectern. Behind the lectern are the flags (on flagpoles) of all the nations 

of the Hakik Empire: flags of the Baakars, Hadides, Dowaks, Grenlaks, 

Wens, Pensacs, and Hakiks line the wall of the half-rotunda that ends 

six feet before both edges of the stage. The flags are evenly-spaced. 

Three painted portraits of famous, ruling aristocrats from the past 

decorate the wall of the half-rotunda above the flags. The largest one is 

in the middle, which is a painting of Pinspar, who recently abdicated, so 

recently, in fact, that a painting of the new emperor, Volean, has not 

been done yet. 

For this session, the Hakik flag has been placed against the wall near the 

entrance, front, right, and the Grenlak flag has been placed near the 

other entrance, front, left. 

The Moderator of the Assembly, a well-dressed man, stands behind the 

lectern. 

Moderator: Gentlemen of the Assembly, today will mark a turning 

point in history. The destiny of a number of nations lays in your hands. 

Your votes will lay out the paths of these nations. The fate of thousands 

of people, perhaps their very lives, whether they live or die, will have 

been decided by you when you walk out of here. Grave decisions must 

be made. Do not treat your chore lightly. 

The first speaker is your president, President Voortik Bonspahn. (The 

moderator exits left and the legislators clap as Bonspahn enters from 

the right, between the Hakik flag and his audience. He is carrying a few 

papers (his notes) in his right hand. He stands behind the lectern and 

sets his notes in front of himself.) 

Bonspahn: Gentlemen of the Assembly, Most Esteemed Moderator, 

and all the peoples of the Hakik Empire: 
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We stand at a crux in history. We must consider the breaking up of the 

Hakik Empire, whose status must remain unchanged for reasons that 

may seem abstract to you. Our enemies to the northwest are coalescing 

into a powerful threat, month-by-month. They make no secret of their 

intentions. While they’ve grown stronger, we’ve been fraught with 

internal strife. 

When I say “we”, I’m referring to all the proud nations that constitute 

the Hakik Empire, whose glorious flags stand tall behind me. We are 

one. We are together. If we break apart, no member, on its own, can 

resist the Jacklars. The Jacklars are the gathering storm to the northwest. 

To our east is Dushpin, a dangerous nation that evolved like a 

slowly-whirling cesspool over the last six hundred years. It has its filthy 

fingers in nations that are in flux at our borders. We are in conflict with 

Dushpin: we are trying to draw these border nations into our sphere of 

influence and Dushpin is trying to draw them into their sphere of 

influence. 

The Dushpins are ruled by a dictator. They can’t comprehend political 

freedom. Do you think they’d allow you to form an Assembly Hall, to 

vote and have a say in your own interests, or to have a constitution? 

And do you think the Jacklars would allow you to have a constitution 

and let you tend to your own affairs? 

They would not! 

The Jacklars are an aggressive nation. They have a military agenda. 

They know they’re surrounded by powerful nations in the west and the 

east. They know that, by themselves, they cannot survive a military 

onslaught from both sides; so, to survive, they must increase their 

population to increase the size of their army. They are not yet strong 

enough to conquer the Hakik Empire, but they are sowing insidious 

seeds of discontent among the uneasy peoples of our empire to weaken 

us and gain time for themselves. 
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The Dushpins are doing the same things: they’re competing with the 

Jacklars. Both see us as a gourmet dish. The Hakik Empire is a tasty 

meal of roast pork, mashed potatoes, cranberry sauce, stuffing, turkey, 

gravy, sweet potatoes, and wine. If we are not vigilant, we’ll be 

devoured by these cormorants. 

You don’t have it bad under our new emperor, Emperor Volean. He’s 

young and idealistic. He won’t take your constitution from you. You 

have an extraordinary amount of freedom compared to what you had 

fifteen years ago. Enjoy it. Rejoice. If you don’t think you have enough 

freedom now, just wait. Be patient! Think how much more freedom 

you’ll have in fifteen more years under Emperor Volean! 

If you don’t think you’re blessed to live under the auspices of Emperor 

Volean’s rule, you have only to look at the history of Dushpin. There 

you’ll find no freedoms for the people, no chance for them to express 

themselves, no constitution, no voting, no Assembly Halls—nothing! 

You’ll only see, in page after page of their history, peasants being 

crushed and butchered and buried in mass graves with their widows and 

children left behind, weeping. 

The men in charge in Jacklar are the same types as are in charge of 

Dushpin. They have an emperor, yes, and they have a prime minister, 

who is elected by the aristocracy, who vote the way their emperor tells 

them to vote. Under them, you’ll have no freedoms—none at all! You’ll 

be wretched. You’ll spend most of your lives in the military—forced 

into compulsory service for ten years. You and your male children will 

die in battles, fighting in wars that are not necessary for you, but are 

being fought for the personal interests and profits of their emperor, 

prime minister, and their aristocratic friends. 

So, Gentlemen of the Assembly, consider whether it is in the best 

interest of your nation and its peoples to secede from the empire. Weigh 

carefully the potential consequences of secession. A united Hakik 

Empire can withstand a military assault from its enemies, but the pieces 
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of a divided Hakik Empire will be swallowed up quickly by the Jacklars 

and the Dushpins. You have it good under the Kallispells. A vote to 

secede is a vote to become part of the vicious, uncivilized Dushpin 

nation or the bloodthirsty Jacklar nation. 

Thank you, Gentlemen of the Assembly, for your time. (He exits right, 

amid clapping from the legislators. The moderator enters and ascends 

the lectern.) 

Moderator: Thank you, President Bonspahn, for giving us necessary 

things for us to consider before we vote. 

Our next speaker will give us even more things to consider. He is a 

legislator like you: his name is Leptik Zonsipon. (The legislators clap as 

Zonsipon enters from the left, crossing between the Grenlak flag and the 

audience. The moderator exits left and Zonsipon steps behind the 

lectern.) 

Zonsipon: Gentlemen of the Assembly, Most Esteemed Moderator, and 

fellow countrymen: 

I stand before you today on a mission to free our country from the 

tyranny of the Kallispells and their nation of Hakik. We are a brave 

people, an impetuous people—and our brave, impetuous people will 

only languish and die if we don’t fight against the fetters that the Hakiks 

have clamped on us. Our wrists are shackled. How can you miss the 

heavy chain binding your wrist and ankles? 

We’re fortunate that this moment is unique. We’ve been crawling in our 

prison cell toward the door, where our captors hung the key. It’s within 

our reach! We just have to reach out far enough, grasp it, and release 

ourselves. We’ll wait until our captors open the door to throw in more 

beaten prisoners, then dash out! And if they come after us, we fight. 

What shackles am I talking about? The aristocrats in Tilmach spurred 

thoughts of secession in our country by devaluating our money to the 

point that it was virtually useless, then raised taxes. 
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Did they pay extra taxes? To a retard, yes. And what do you think they 

did with their “extra” taxes? They took their money back. They paid 

token taxes! What good was done for the worker, the peasant, the 

shopkeeper? What came his way? How did his life improve? He 

got nothing! He got robbed—lost everything (even his reason to work) 

and was told to keep plodding on. After the aristocrats pocketed this 

stolen money, they revaluated our currency. 

How was anyone to get by? No banks would loan money to us. How can 

a bank loan money to people who don’t have jobs and who have no 

reason to work because their currency’s worthless? Banks in our country 

shut down. Do you think banks in other countries can have anything to 

do with a bank whose country is bankrupt? No! 

Again, I ask, how are we to get by? The barter system? “I’ll trade you 

three eggs, ten chickens, and a rooster for a cow?” How many cows and 

chickens are there? Can we live on eggs and milk? Can our population 

be supported on eggs and milk? Can we afford to kill any chickens or 

cows if we want poultry or beef? How long would it take to raise 

enough chickens and cows until we could turn poultry and beef into an 

industry that could support our population? Who will sow our fields and 

reap the harvest without being paid? 

The peasants work hard. It’s hard work: the sun beats down hard. The 

peasants are unhappy now and have been for years. Do you think they’ll 

slave away in the fields to feed a populace that can only take—and give 

nothing in return because they have nothing to give? You’re dreaming if 

you think the barter system will work or that people will work for 

nothing! 

Again, I ask, how are we to get by? The shopkeepers and 

merchants had to raise prices. They asked so much for basic necessities 

that the impoverished public went wanting. 

Suicides rose. Family violence rose. Murder rates rose. Public 

drunkenness rose. Women and children were beaten. Children were 
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thrown out of windows. A bleeding child was rushed to a hospital by 

concerned neighbors. Hospitals are in dire need of repairs: the roofs 

leak; doors must be replaced; rats and mice scurry through rooms filled 

with patients who require sanitary conditions to recover. 

Our overseers in Tilmach don’t comprehend any of this. They don’t 

have the ability to comprehend these things. They’re like the bear 

hunters in the fable who tracked the bear with their hounds to its cave in 

the mountains. The bear’s trapped in the cave and there’s only one way 

out—and that way is certain death from the guns of the hunters. The 

hounds are howling and barking and roaring like beasts from hell. The 

bear hunkers down in his cave. The game is up. Everyone knows it. 

But the hunters don’t understand why the bear stays in his cave. 

“Come out! Come out now!” they shout. 

“I’ll come when you leave!” the bear shouts back. 

“Oh, but we’ll never leave! We want to mount your head on the wall of 

our hunting lodge.” 

“Then wait ’til I die of starvation!” 

“We have nothing but time,” the hunters with the impatient hounds 

reply. 

And isn’t it amazing that the hunters don’t—and, believe it or not—

can’t understand the bear’s desire to live as long as he can? Have the 

hunters become so “civilized” that they’re desensitized to the natural 

longing to live? Have they “forgotten” the desire to live? Is it an abstract 

concept to them? Is it something they heard about after they slipped on 

their powdered wigs and silk stockings? How pampered do you have to 

be to lose touch with this understanding? Why can’t they understand 

another person’s desire to live? And I don’t mean another person’s 

desire to live comfortably.—I mean another person’s desire simply 

to live, even if it’s in a damp cave and they have to eat berries to stay 
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alive. Were they born that much of a clod or did their pampered life 

mold them into insensate beasts? 

Beware of being pampered. Beware of the pampered ones. Beware of 

diamond necklaces. Beware of rooms with sparkling chandeliers. 

Beware of bracelets and glittering rings. Beware of mansions and 

opulence, for they come at a price—the price being the toil, sweat, 

blood, and suffering of the common man, and the owners’ souls. 

I tell you, the hunters may have forgotten or never knew of another 

person’s desire to live, despite having no reason to. I tell you, the 

hunters can’t comprehend another person’s longing to gut-out his 

hopeless position, to live—to live as long as possible, just because he’s 

alive. I tell you, the hunters don’t understand the bear, but the bear 

understands them, and so it is that I ask you: who’s really alive? 

To the hunters, the bear’s hunkering down in his cave and suffering the 

indignancies of the howling hounds and the blasts of gunshots in his 

ears during the last moments of his life is intellectually understandable. 

“Yes,” they agree. “The bear wants to live. We understand.” 

But they don’t have the ability to place themselves in the bear’s 

position: “How would I like to be trapped in a cave or a house and under 

siege by men with guns and bullets who want to kill me and are trying 

to coax me from my refuge—the last one I’ll ever know?” (There is a 

long pause.) 

This is beyond them. They’re not the ones in this position, so they don’t 

care. Is there even any point of thinking about it? They’ll kill the bear, 

haul it back to the lodge, then drink the night away. 

These people think about everything in the abstract. 

Let’s see … Should we go to war? 

“Well,” they reason (and to them it makes sense), “we need this other 

country because it would be to our advantage if it were under our 
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control. True, thousands of men will die, but that’s not important: it’s 

simply a byproduct of a necessary fact of life.” 

Even if these beasts include the word “unfortunate”, as in a necessary, 

unfortunate fact of life, the fact that thousands of men will die still 

remains an abstract concept—and it will always be one. They 

don’t really believe it’s unfortunate that thousands of men will die 

because, if they truly believed it was unfortunate, they’d cease their 

preparations for war. After all, it isn’t their sons who are going to die for 

their greed! 

Another thing about our overseers is that they can get the other peoples 

of their messy conglomeration of what they call their “empire” to do 

their dirty work, to die for them and their cause. 

We aren’t even mercenaries: we don’t even earn enough money 

from their wars to last two months! We’re their 

slave-soldiers! We’re the abstract symbols they move around on their 

maps of the battlefront back at headquarters. 

Again, I ask you, who’s really alive? The bear or the hunters? What 

kind of world will exist after the hunters of the world kill off all the 

bears? 

Our illustrious president, who hails from Hakik, is, in fact, a 

representative of the aristocrats and their wives and their innumerable 

mistresses. We exist to keep them in fancy clothes, to keep their snuff 

boxes full, and to make sure they keep all their mistresses! We suffer for 

their pleasure. We lose a bit of our souls every day so they can continue 

to live like dogs. Our illustrious president, although he hails from 

Dogland, is an honorable man: he is an exception to the rule. He does 

not keep mistresses; he is a dedicated family man who loves his wife 

and children and provides for them. He is a good man who has an 

unfortunate job. I admire him as a man and hope that I can live up to his 

moral standards. 
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However, I haven’t adopted his abstract conception of the Hakik Empire 

and, when I claim that he has an unfortunate job, I mean it. Mr. 

Bonspahn loves his country (as he should) and his fate has been to 

represent it as best he can, which he has done admirably. He’s an 

extremely adept politician who has thwarted the revolutions against his 

empire by keeping us at bay at the most opportune moments for him. 

I congratulate him on a job well done. 

But our country is the bear that’s trapped in the cave. The hunters are 

the other nations that stand outside the cave with their guns, patiently 

waiting to kill it. Their dogs are barking constantly. It looks like the 

game’s up. Is there anything to fear? 

Fear is the tool that Mr. Bonspahn used to try to quell our spirit for 

independence. He’s one of the hunters who is yelling into the cave, 

telling the bear that the jig’s up, that there’s no point in fighting because 

the end is inevitable. 

Fear works on our merchants and shopkeepers because they have no 

understanding of freedom. The only freedom they understand is their 

being given the opportunity to make money. They raised the prices of 

their goods and services when they should have done the opposite, when 

people faced their most dire needs. These people don’t need Bonspahn 

to prod them with fear: they’re natural cowards. They have no 

nationality; to them, there are no countries: they’re always out there 

with the hunters, selling them whatever they need and want. I repeat: 

they are cowards. 

Our president, Voortik Bonspahn, tells us that we have something 

to fear from the Jacklars, that they are piecing together a warring nation, 

and that they will soon become strong enough to imbibe us into their 

nation. 

Our president, Voortik Bonspahn, also tells us that we have something 

to fear from the Dushpins, that they’ll swoop into our country in a 
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monstrous, barbaric horde and help themselves to whatever they want. 

We are to be afraid that neither the Jacklars nor the Dushpins, will allow 

us to keep our freedom. We are to be afraid that they’ll strip us of our 

constitution, which the Hakiks have so generously written for us. 

But is life any different with that constitution? Is it any more grand than 

if it didn’t exist? Isn’t it just a piece of paper with noble-sounding words 

on it? How does it translate into concrete freedom? 

Any laws we pass must be approved by a committee of three men from 

Tilmach, Hakik. All three are appointed by the emperor, and you can bet 

they’re going to reject anything that might challenge his absolute power. 

Where’s the freedom here? What difference does it matter if we’re ruled 

by a dictator from Jacklar or Dushpin? What’s there to be afraid of? 

If we vote for secession, what will happen? The kind, loving Hakiks, 

who wrote our freedom-giving constitution with all those noble words, 

will attack us full force with their army. 

Are we really living? Are we alive? Is the bear in the cave really living? 

Change, we are told, must come slowly. But change must be change; if 

you look at the so-called changes in our regard, you’ll see there’s a fake 

change—a shadow change. It’s only smoke in the wind to placate the 

stupid and conceited, that it’s only designed to keep things the same and 

benefit those who rule us. 

Those who have something to hide tell us to be afraid. Those who 

are manipulating and controlling us tell us to be afraid. Their arguments 

are always the same: consider what you have now and think how 

much worse it could be: that’s what would happen if you change 

anything. Look at the dark side and be afraid. Cling to what you have 

and be happy because it can only be worse. Fear change because you 

have it good now. 

If we don’t obey, we’ll be smashed by our benefactors (who have made 

life so wonderful for us). They’ve shown themselves to be wolves and 
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sharks: they’ve crushed us economically and they’ve crushed the other 

nations of their empire militarily and economically. We’re next on their 

list for their military. We’re the largest nation in their empire and our 

army can stand up to theirs. They know it and are afraid. They’re trying 

to bully us, to make us afraid, to scare us. 

But they don’t have the stomach for a real war because they’re cowards. 

You’ve lived through their crushing economic war on us. You starved 

because of them. You witnessed and read about all the suicides. You’ve 

seen your children grow thin and weak. You’ve seen this because those 

in Tilmach are afraid of losing their stranglehold on the peoples of their 

empire. They’re afraid of change, of losing their wealth, of 

their mistresses, of their dissipations, all of which we pay for. They live 

like pigs because their wealth and status let them live like that. 

We sacrifice our lives and our souls for those swine. 

Don’t listen to them. Only a coward would listen to their prattle and be 

afraid. The abstract argument that President Bonspahn uses is good for 

the swine in Tilmach who rule us. It keeps them in charge. 

If you’re a swine, vote against secession. If you’re a coward and have 

the soul of a slave, vote against secession. 

But if you’re a man, a real man, if you’re not a coward, if you’re not 

a slave, if you’re not a swine, vote for secession and prepare for war! 

Gentlemen of the Assembly, thank you for your time. (Zonsipon exits 

left. His audience applauds rapturously. 

The moderator steps up to the lectern.) 

Moderator: Gentlemen, attached to the back of the seat in front of you 

is a sheet of paper on which you are to vote Yes for secession or No for 

remaining with the empire. Use a pen and sign your name legibly to 

your vote at the bottom of the page. If you don’t want to vote either 

way, write “I abstain” under the No box and sign your name at the 
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bottom. Place your vote in the ballot box at the end of the aisle. Do not 

leave the Assembly Hall. We’ll tally the votes immediately … All right 

… Vote. 

(The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 21: A beautiful city park in Bishtar, Grenlak on a sunny day. 

There is a large sandbox and a small playground for children that 

consists of a slide, a swing set, etc. There are three benches: one to the 

right and left, and one against the back, facing the audience. 

Mrs. Bonspahn is sitting on the bench to the right. She is watching 

Floretta, her four year old daughter, play with other children, whose 

parents are also sitting on the benches. Another parent is pushing her 

own daughter on a swing. Mrs. Bonspahn is reading a book. She looks 

up often to check on Floretta. 

Floretta runs to her. 

Floretta: Mom, when’s Wortum coming? 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Soon, dear, soon. (Floretta runs back to play. 

Soon a man shows up. He is holding four children’s books in his right 

hand. He is poor, but has done his best to look as respectable as 

possible. In his left hand is a foldup chair. He sets it on the back, right 

corner of the sandbox. 

As soon as the children see him, they exclaim happily, laugh, smile, and 

run to him as fast as they can. He drops to his knees. They mob him.) 

Children: Wortum! Read to us! 

     : Tell us a story! 

     : Tell us about Wiggly the Worm! 
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     : Wiggly the Worm? 

     : Read it! 

     : Tell us another story about Lumbar the Lumberjack! 

(The parents smile warmly and exchange glances. The children are 

charged up, eager to be read to. Wortum holds up one book.) 

Wortum: (smiling) O.K., guys! It’s great seeing you again! … Today 

we’ll read … (He holds the book higher so everyone can see the 

cover.) Menlo and Fenlo. (He looks at the cover.) See them? What 

animals are Menlo and Fenlo? 

A child: Mosquitoes! 

Wortum: Yes! Mosquitoes. They bite you and make you scratch where 

they bit you. 

Another child: They drink your blood. 

Wortum: Yes, they do. But now let’s read about these two guys. (He 

opens the book and holds it up so they can see the pictures.) 

There once was a mosquito named Menlo 

Who had a mosquito-friend named Fenlo. 

They met one day at the dock on the bay 

And spotted the toe of a kid named Joe. 

Said Menlo to Fenlo, 

“Look at that big toe on Joe.” 

“Wow!” said Fenlo. “Shall we bite or smite it?” 

A boy: What does smite mean? 

Wortum: To hit. Fenlo wants to know if they should hit Joe’s big toe. 

(reads) “No. Let’s bite it!” 
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So they bit his big toe, then his little toe, and every toe in between. Then 

they spotted Joe’s other big toe; they bit it, too, then his other little toe, 

and every toe in between. 

“Why, I can hardly fly!” Menlo exclaimed. 

“Oh!” moaned Fenlo. “I’m such a fool! All I can do for the rest of the 

day is sit here at the dock on the bay! Oh, I’m a full, fatuous fool!” 

“And I’m like a bald buffoon of a baboon who ate two many bananas in 

bed! I’m stuck here, too, next to you.” 

And they waited and waited until they were not so full, then they 

flapped their wings (flappers), once, then twice, then again and again—

until they lifted off the ground. 

Said Fenlo to Menlo, 

“Where shall we go now?” 

“I’ve had my eyes on Joe’s elbow,” Menlo told Fenlo. 

“Great! Let’s bite it!” 

Up they flew into the blue and lighted on Joe’s unlucky elbow. Menlo 

and Fenlo were in luck: they bit and sucked as if they were feasting on a 

duck or a buck; but, when they had had their fill and stood still like a fly 

with a chill on a windowsill, they cried out: 

“Oh! What have we done? It’s no fun to sit still like a fly with a chill on 

the windowsill! Oh, woe!” 

Unable to fly, they began to cry. 

“Ohhh—boo-hoo! Boo-hoo! Oh, boo-hoo!” 

In the meantime, Joe’s toes began to itch. He wiggled his big toe, then 

his little toe; then he wiggled all his toes in between. Then his toes on 

his other foot began to itch. So he wiggled his big toe, then his little toe; 

then he wiggled all his toes in between. He wiggled them in fresh water. 
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He wiggled them in salt water. He wiggled them in the air; he wiggled 

them in his hair. He rubbed them on the dock; he rubbed them on his 

smock. Joe scratched them with his first finger, then his little finger; 

then all his fingers in between. With his other hand, Joe scratched the 

toes of his other foot with his first finger, then his little finger; then all 

his fingers in between. 

“Oh, no,” moaned Joe. “I should have worn my shoes.” 

Menlo and Fenlo, who were glued to Joe’s elbow like a duck in muck, 

stopped crying. They flapped their flappers, once, twice, but they could 

not fly. 

They decided to cry, then decided to try to fly. 

And fly did! Off Joe’s elbow they flew! 

Said Menlo to Fenlo: 

“Let’s fly to Joe’s ear.” 

Said Fenlo to Menlo: 

“What would we do there?” 

Said Menlo to Fenlo: 

“I don’t know. We could meet a deer with a big rear. (The children 

laugh.) or we could meet an auctioneer who’s a buccaneer.” 

A girl: What’s a buccaneer? (Wortum growls deeply, closes one eye, 

and leans forward.) 

Wortum: A pirate! Aye, a mean, nasty pirate! (The children laugh.) 

(reads) “…a buccaneer. We could meet a fictioneer with a big ear. 

“But I hope we don’t meet a cannoneer or a brigadier!” 

A child: What’s a cannoneer and a brigadier? 
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Wortum: A cannoneer’s a guy who shoots a cannon. A brigadier’s a 

type of soldier. 

A child: Why does Menlo hope he doesn’t meet them? 

Wortum: Because—see?— (He holds the book closer to the children 

and points at a picture.) A cannoneer shoots a cannon. So when Menlo 

and Fenlo fly near the ear, the cannoneer might shoot them with a 

cannon ball. 

A child: That wouldn’t be good. 

Wortum: No. Same thing with the brigadier. He’s in charge of soldiers. 

So if Menlo and Fenlo show up outside Joe’s ear, the soldiers might 

shoot them, and that’s not good, either. Nobody wants to get shot with 

anything … Maybe the soldiers or the cannoneer don’t want anyone else 

in Joe’s ear. 

But, remember, Menlo and Fenlo don’t know if these soldiers (or 

anything or anybody) are in Joe’s ear. They’re guessing what might be 

in Joe’s ear. But—hey!—any soldier or deer or any buccaneer (a pirate) 

would have to be pretty tiny to fit in someone’s ear.—Hey? 

Several Children: Yes! 

Wortum: Yup! Now, where were we? (He looks at the book.) O.K. 

They didn’t want to meet a cannoneer or a brigadier. And Menlo and 

Fenlo are still full from their meal on Joe’s elbow. They can fly, but 

more slowly than usual because their stomachs are half-full. See? (He 

holds up the page he’s on, then turns back to the page that shows them 

crying on Joe’s elbow because their stomachs are so full that they can’t 

even walk.) And see them here? They’re twice as big here than here (He 

points.), so we can guess that their stomachs are only half-full. 

Do you know what happens if you smack a mosquito after it drinks? 

Many Children: No. 
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Wortum: They leave a big spot of blood. When they land on you, they 

jab you with that long tube from their face—see?— (He points at a 

“tube”.) stick it in your skin, and drink your blood. Think of their tube 

as if it’s a straw that’s always stuck in their mouths. They never eat 

anything: they only drink blood. They land on people, cows, birds, 

chickens, pigs, deer— 

A child: A chan-ti-cleer! 

Wortum: (smiling) Yes, chanticleers, too. Any animal. 

A girl: I got bitten by a mosquito once. It doesn’t hurt. It tickles. 

Another time, I didn’t feel it, but my arm was itchy like Joe’s toes. 

Wortum: Well, it’s too bad that you were bitten by a mosquito. Stay 

away from woods and fields during the evenings and nights because 

that’s when they fly up from the grass and leaves … So! (Wortum looks 

for the place at which he left off. Reads …) Menlo and Fenlo flapped 

their flimsy flappers and flew past Joe’s arm, shoulder, and neck, and 

almost got to Joe’s ear. 

Joe scratched his elbow with his first finger, then his little finger, then 

all his fingers in between. 

“Boy-oh-boy! It’s no joy having an itchy elbow and ten itchy toes!” 

exclaimed Joe. “Oh, woe!” 

In the meantime, our two mean friends, Menlo and Fenlo, are furiously 

flapping their flimsy flappers because their big, balloon bellies are 

weighing them down. (They can furiously flap their flimsy flappers only 

for so long before they’ll lose all their energy and fall back to the dock!) 

But with the last of their strength, with a last flap of their flappers, they 

buzzed in Joe’s ear with the help of a sneeze. 

Lucky for them, there was no deer with a big rear or an 

auctioneer-buccaneer! Lucky for them, there was no cannoneer! Lucky 

for them, there was no brigadier! 
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But there was something there! They couldn’t believe their eyes. It was 

so small in size! They rubbed their eyes once, then twice, then once 

more for good measure: there stood a box with a treasure! 

They strode to the box with the stealth of a fox, but, before they got 

there, out popped from the box a boy named Goy, who wore green 

socks! 

“Who are you!” cried the mosquitoes with surprise in their eyes. 

“My name is Goy,” said the boy, “and this box is my toy!” 

“Your toy?” asked Fenlo. “How fun can a box be?” 

“What do you have in there?” Menlo asked. “I heard clinking and 

tinking.” 

“Oh, nothing. Just some trinkets … See?” Goy reached in and pulled out 

a gold goblet. “This stuff was here when I got here.” 

“How long have you been here in Joe’s ear?” Menlo asked. 

“Here in Joe’s ear? What’s ‘Joe’s ear’? All I know is ‘here’.” 

“You’re in an ear,” Fenlo stated. 

Goy the boy raised his eyebrows and shrugged his shoulders. 

“I don’t know what an ‘ear’ is.” 

“You hear with your ear,” Fenlo explained. 

Goy the boy raised his eyebrows and shrugged. 

“I don’t know what ‘hear’ is, either,” he replied, then spouted, “but 

I do know what fun is!” 

And he whipped out his squirt gun and had lots of fun! He squirted their 

eyes that were full of surprise. He squirted their feet to the tune of a 

beat. He squirted their nose that looked like a hose. Their potbellies he 

treated with the greatest of care, squirting them first here and then there. 
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He spritzed their flappers, then, with a laugh and a grin, he slipped 

under their noses and squirted their chins. 

When he was done, he filled up his gun and sang out a rhyme. He pulled 

out tubes and bells and banged out a chime. Then he danced and he 

pranced and he sang out his rhyme; then he tapped out a tune on his big, 

golden chime. 

Menlo and Fenlo frowned and stared hard, not liking the sound of that 

impish bard. 

A child: What does bard mean? 

Wortum: A bard’s a poet—someone who writes poetry. Sometimes 

poems are sung, and you can play musical instruments while you sing 

… You know what? I bet you guys can write poetry! How about if you 

write some poems this week and we can read them next week when we 

meet here? 

Children: (smiling, enthusiastically) Yeah! 

Wortum: Said Menlo to Fenlo: 

“I’m not amused by this boy named Goy.” 

A child: What’s Goy singing? 

Wortum: I don’t know. The book doesn’t say. (reads) 

Said Fenlo to Menlo: 

“Nor do I feel joy listening to this boy named Goy. This creature’s a 

screecher. His banging and clanging sears my ears.” 

Finally, Goy stopped. 

“Say, Goy,” Menlo called out. “What do you have in your treasure box? 

Can I take a look-see?” 

“Sure! Come on over.” 
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Menlo looked down into Goy’s box of treasures. 

“Look at that!” Menlo exclaimed, his eyes glinting with greed. “Look at 

those toys! Are they made of gold?” 

Goy shrugged. “I don’t know what they’re made of.—Hey! I have two 

other squirt guns. We can have a squirt gun fight!” 

“Hmm … Maybe, maybe,” Menlo muttered. “Your toys are all so shiny 

and glittery.” 

Goy looked at them as if seeing them for the first time. 

“Here!” he shouted and thrust a squirt gun into Menlo’s hand. “Let’s 

have a squirt gun fight!” 

Goy squirted Menlo. Goy laughed and dodged Menlo’s shots. Goy shot 

Menlo every time. Menlo looked as if he took a bath. 

“O.K.,” Menlo said. “Enough! Show me your other toys.” 

Goy tugged their tubes. “Follow me! There’s a slide at the back of my 

home.” 

They followed Goy to the back, farther in. 

“See? There’s this tunnel!” Goy pointed excitedly. “It’s a water slide! It 

ends in a large cave with huge, white rocks. Come on!” 

Goy slid down the tunnel, feet first. 

“We can’t go down there,” Menlo told Fenlo. “We’re too big.” 

“Besides, our wings would get stuck to our sides and they’d tear. Then 

we couldn’t fly,” Fenlo agreed. 

“Who cares about going down a water slide? Let’s get his stash of 

gold!” 

“But it’s too heavy to steal. We couldn’t budge it half an inch.” 
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“We’ll steal them one-by-one,” Menlo suggested. “One at a time. We’ll 

keep coming back until we have all the gold in that box.” 

Goy showed up at the mouth of the tunnel, having climbed up the water 

slide. He was drenched, but he was grinning. 

“That was fun!” he shouted. “Why don’t you guys give it a try!” 

“I’m too big,” Menlo excused himself. 

“My wings might break,” Fenlo begged off. 

“Well …” Goy tried to think of something to do with his new friends, 

“Follow me! I’ve got something cool to show you.” 

The two mosquitoes exchanged glittering glances … (Wortum breaks off 

…) 

Guys, the writer uses the expression “glittering glances” to tell you that 

they’re thinking that Goy’s going to show them another box of gold. 

The writer’s telling you that they’re thinking about gold and not their 

friendship with Goy. 

Do you think Menlo and Fenlo care about Goy? 

Children: (in a chorus) No! (The mothers smile.) 

Wortum: Are they really Goy’s friend? 

Children: (in a chorus) No! (The mothers smile.) 

Wortum: So the mosquitoes are going to follow Goy because they 

think he’s going to show them more gold. To them, that’s “cool”. 

But wait until you see what Goy shows them, instead! (reads) 

Menlo and Fenlo followed Goy down a wide tract that narrowed, then 

down a series of tiny tunnels and wee alleys. 
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Finally, they stood in a large room that had two big windows that gave a 

beautiful view of the dock and the bay, and farther out, the ocean. It was 

a sunny day. 

“Isn’t this cool!” Goy clapped his hands happily. “The view changes, 

too.” 

Goy and his two friends were standing behind Joe’s eyes and were 

seeing everything Joe saw. They saw ships and boats and Joe’s mom, 

dad, and sister. Joe caught a fish, stuck a worm on his fishing hook, and 

cast his line back in the water. Joe stuck his feet in the water, pulled 

them out, and scratched his toes with his fingers, then looked at his 

elbow and scratched it, too. (Wortum stops reading.) 

Do you remember that Menlo and Fenlo bit all his toes and his elbow, 

and now they’re itchy? 

Children: (in a chorus) Yes! 

Wortum: Good! (reads) Then Joe looked at his dog and petted him and 

rubbed him behind his ears. His dog wagged his tail and lay on the dock 

next to Joe. 

“Let’s go.” Menlo had seen enough. 

Goy guided them back to Joe’s ear. 

“Can you give me a ride on your back?” Goy asked. “I don’t have wings 

so I can’t fly.” 

“Oh,” Fenlo replied. “I’m still a little heavy from my food. I should rest 

until I’m lighter.” 

“Me, too,” Menlo refused. 

“O.K. Let me know when you’re light enough to fly!” Goy ran back to 

his water slide. 
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The two mosquitoes lied. They were light enough to fly, but they didn’t 

want to give Goy a ride because they wanted to steal his gold. 

They approached the box of treasures. The gold glittered; the 

mosquitoes’ eyes glittered back. Menlo tried to lift a toy, but it was too 

heavy. 

“Fenlo, help me carry this one. Maybe we can fly away with this 

together, then come back for the rest.” 

So Menlo and Fenlo pulled the gold toy out and began to walk to the 

edge of Joe’s ear. But halfway there, the toy slipped from their grips and 

fell to their feet. It was too heavy even for both of them to carry! 

“How are we going to fly with this if we can’t even walk with it?” Fenlo 

mused. 

A child: What does mused mean? 

Wortum: Wondered. Pondered. Fenlo’s wondering how they can fly 

with the gold toy if they can’t even walk with it. He’s imagining flying 

with it. 

A child: He doesn’t think they can, does he? 

Wortum: No. (reads) “I think we need more food,” Menlo said. 

The mosquitoes tried to bite Joe and fill up and become stronger. 

Goy showed up, all wet from his water slide. “What are you guys 

doing?” 

“We’re trying to eat,” Menlo replied. “But we can’t get anything. 

There’s no food here.” 

“You have to go deeper,” Goy suggested. 

“This isn’t ordinary feeding ground,” Fenlo noted. He tapped his foot. 

“It’s a little slippery. I can’t poke down very far.” 
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Goy scooped up some slippery stuff with his hand and held it up. 

“You can draw pictures with this!” He drew a picture on the wall of the 

dock and the bay that he saw through Joe’s eyes. 

“You can erase this with your hand—like this—and draw another 

picture.” Goy drew a picture of Joe’s mother, father, and sister, and dog. 

Goy scooped up more slippery stuff from the floor, and whistled while 

he drew a picture of Menlo. 

“Say, little fellow,” coaxed Menlo. “Can you dig a hole so I can feed? I 

can’t poke through this stuff. It’s tough.” 

“It’s tough for me, too, the deeper I get.” 

“Oh! That’s O.K., Goy,” Menlo assured him apologetically. “Fenlo and 

I can fly out the way we came in and feed out there. We’ll be right 

back.” 

The mosquitoes buzzed out of Joe’s ear. When they stopped buzzing, 

there came a loud smack! 

Goy waited and waited, but they didn’t come back. 

And still he waited and waited, and he waited some more; then he 

peered over the edge and saw to his horror his friends Menlo and Fenlo 

all splattered in gore, and he knew he wouldn’t see them alive anymore. 

So runs the story of Menlo and Fenlo, 

Who met one day at the dock of the bay, 

And of the boy named Goy, 

Who lived in Joe’s ear 

For many a year. 

The End. 
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A child: What happened to Menlo and Fenlo? 

Wortum: They’re dead. Joe smacked them with his hand. That was the 

loud smack. See? They’re flattened. 

You guys like this book? 

Children: (a discordant chorus) Yes! Yeah! Read another one! 

Wortum: O.K. I’ve got another book! (He holds it up.) It’s called If I 

were Invisible. Invisible means you can’t be seen. Other people can’t see 

you. 

A child: Read it! 

Wortum: (opens the book) (Note: If I were Invisible comes with a 

number of fly books (i.e., flipbooks) that illustrate the action.) (reads) 

What if I were invisible? I don’t mean, “What if I were a ghost?” I don’t 

want to scare people and live in a spooky house (although scaring 

people would be fun); but if I were a ghost, that’s all I could do. I 

wouldn’t be able to grab anything. I’d float around dark halls and 

disappear in dark walls. No! I want to be me, but invisible! I want to 

touch things and walk and run and have fun. 

What if there was a magic drink or what if there was a magic potion that 

you could rub on yourself to make you disappear for a little while? 

Wouldn’t that be fun? You could do anything you wanted and go 

anywhere you wanted. 

Let’s pretend this bottle of pop is a magic drink that can make you 

disappear. If you don’t have any magic pop, ask your mom if you can 

use any of her potions that she rubs on her skin—only, when you rub it 

on your skin, you disappear! I have some magic pop, so I’ll drink it … 

Mmmm … Tastes pretty good! (He turns the page. It’s blank, except for 

the words.) See? I’m invisible. You can’t see me, but I can see you! I’m 

going out for a walk. (He turns the page. A woman is walking a small 

dog.) See the dog? I like dogs. (The invisible boy picks the dog up and 
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hugs it. Surprised, the woman watches her dog float upward and hover, 

then float down to the sidewalk. 

Wortum flips through this action with a fly book, to the amazement of 

the kids. They want to try the fly book, so he hands it to one of them. 

Most of the little ones flip through it. They love it!) 

Many Children: Neat! … Aww! … Cooool! (These and other 

exclamations fly from their mouths. 

A woman enters from the right. She is a Rinsum, Fwyre’s equivalent of 

Earth’s gypsies. She sits next to Mrs. Bonspahn, who glances at her and 

stiffens. She shifts uneasily, then relaxes, but is not as relaxed as she 

was before the Rinsum woman sat down.) 

Rinsum woman: Cephina Bonspahn? (First sliding her eyes toward the 

Rinsum woman, Mrs. Bonspahn turns her face to her.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: (surprised) Yes? 

Rinsum woman: Your fortunes are about to change. Your husband will 

die by a decree put out by Emperor Volean. He’ll sign your husband’s 

death warrant. Volean’s the lowest of the swine … 

Listen: you can get your revenge. Listen, Lady Cephina, listen. And 

learn. You must learn this curse. This curse, Lady Cephina, learn it well. 

Use it against Volean after you bury your husband … Don’t be afraid of 

me … Learn this: 

“May dark clouds always be close behind you. Let misfortune dog you 

every step of your life. May your marriage crumble and your empire rot 

and become dust … And may your children live wretched lives and 

suffer intensely before dying young.” 

Here, Lady Cephina (She thrusts a sheet of paper in Cephina’s hand 

and squeezes Cephina’s hand over it.) … Here’s your revenge. (She 

leans forward and peers up at Cephina’s face. 
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Gradually, a smile suffuses the Rinsum’s face; then she laughs. Her 

laughing face is suffused with craftiness. She looks at Wortum and the 

children, then glances at Mrs. Bonspahn. The right side of the Rinsum’s 

mouth rockets upward with a cynical smile; then she exits quickly, right. 

Mrs. Bonspahn reads the curse, then folds it and slips it into her purse. 

The children finish the fly book of the invisible boy holding the dog, 

hugging it, and setting it down. 

Wortum takes the fly book back and reads.) 

Wortum: At the store, I see a man with a long beard. I jump up, grab 

his beard, and yank it three times real fast. (Wortum holds up a fly book 

of a man with a long beard having his head jerked downward three 

times. The children laugh and demand to flip through this fly book. They 

get their kicks and hand it back to Wortum, who laughed whenever they 

laughed.) 

You guys like that—hey? Imagine your head getting pulled down three 

times real fast and you look around and don’t know why! Ha-ha-ha! 

(The children laugh, too. Wortum reads …) 

Look! Look at that guy with a big rump! He’s tying his shoe. I know 

what I have to do! I have to give his rump a bump! (Through a fly book, 

Wortum shows the invisible boy kicking the man’s fat ass, and the man 

sprawling forward onto his big gut, then looking around to see who did 

that, but seeing no one. Surprised and confused, he scratches his head. 

The children howl with laughter. Wortum hands the fly book to them 

and they flip through it several times, laughing hard each time. Wortum 

holds out his hand for the fly book. He’s smiling at their happiness.) 

Funny, huh? Well, let’s read on! (reads) 

And look! Look at the man with that huge belly! I just got to do this! 

(The invisible boy pokes the fat man’s pot belly several times. This, of 
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course, is also depicted in a fly book, which sparks hilarity in the 

children when they get their hands on it. 

The man sees and feels his belly being poked and looks surprised. He 

looks around, but doesn’t see anyone. He looks at his fat, ice-cream 

belly again, watches it get pushed in a few more times, then shrugs and 

walks forward.) 

A child: My dad has a big belly. I’m going to poke it. Ha-ha! 

Another child: (smiling) My dad has a big butt. I’m going to kick it 

tonight. (They give this fly book back to Wortum.) 

Wortum: (reading) “How did your belly get so big and funny?” I 

asked. 

He looked around. He didn’t see anyone! 

“This can’t be!” He shook his head. “This can’t be! Voices come 

from people, but I don’t see anyone!” 

“No, I’m here, Big Belly. I’m invisible,” I spoke up. 

“Sure, you are. And I’m on Wark.” (Note: Wark is the larger and 

slower-moving of Fwyre’s two moons. It is farther from Fwyre than 

Delek, the other moon.) 

“No, you’re not. You’re in the store, shopping for food.” 

“What’s the idea of poking me in the gut? Don’t you know 

I earned this?” He placed his hands gently on his huge, fleshy belly. 

I walked away, looking for something else to do. 

There! There was a woman leaning down to look at some fruit! I 

climbed on the fruit stand and ran away with her hat! How surprised she 

looked! (Wortum flips through the fly book that shows the woman’s hat 

jumping off her head and floating away quickly. People stop and stare 

at it.) 
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“My hat!” the woman shrieked, her eyes widening. “There goes my 

hat!” 

I stopped, turned around, and tossed it like a frisbee back to her. 

I looked for something else to do. 

I rolled apples down the store aisles as if they were bowling balls. I 

threw apples and oranges at people and laughed when I hit them. I 

imagined I got ten points every time I hit them above the waist and five 

points when I hit them below the waist. I racked up one hundred 

fifty-five points. (Wortum flips through the fly book. The children laugh; 

Wortum reads.) 

But I also ate two apples. I stood next to a woman and ate one right in 

front of her. She saw an apple float up off the stand and be devoured in 

midair. Then I put the apple core in her cart. (Wortum flips through the 

fly book that depicts this action.) 

I like bananas, too, so I took one out of a woman’s cart and ate it in 

front of her; then I put the peel in her cart and thanked her. Boy, was she 

surprised! (Wortum flips through the fly book that depicts this.) 

I walked next to people and talked to them. 

“Hello, sir. How are you today?” 

This man pulled his head back and stared, but said nothing. 

“Hi, ma’am. You have a cute baby.” 

“Thank—” She looked up, startled. There was no one there! 

I walked out of the store and down the sidewalk. 

“Hello, sir. I’m Nobody. I’m going to hang around you every now and 

then to convince you that you’re crazy.” 

This guy was fat and well-dressed and he looked important. He was 

rich. He was sitting down. I knocked his fancy hat off his head. When 
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he bent over to pick it up, I kicked his butt. He had a big, fat butt—one 

that was impossible to miss! (The children laugh.) 

“Oooo-fff!” he expostulated upon getting his fat butt kicked. 

Red-faced, he straightened up, hat in hand, and looked around in 

consternation. (Wortum flips through the fly book, starting with the fat 

man’s getting out of his chair to pick up his hat and ending with his 

looking around in consternation.) 

He placed his hat on his head, real fancylike, tapped the top of his hat, 

looked around suspiciously, then walked off. I thought about kicking his 

fat butt every other step as he walked, but I was on the lookout for 

something else to do. 

I skipped stones on the river. (Wortum flips through the fly book that 

depicts this.) 

I stepped up into a coach that was being pulled by two fancy horses. In 

the coach was a rich woman and a boy. She was his mother and she was 

chewing him out because— 

A child: What does chewing him out mean? 

Wortum: She’s mad at him. She’s scolding him. She’s not yelling at 

him, but she’s close to it. (reads) She was chewing him out because he 

didn’t obey her when she told him to do something. 

I butted in: 

“So what if he didn’t do that! Who cares?” 

They both stared in shock at me, but didn’t see me. 

“Who cares!” the woman shouted. “I care! And who are you, anyway!” 

“I’m the guy who’s going to do this to you …” I knocked her fancy hat 

off her head and messed up her hair. (Wortum flips through this fly 

book.) “if you don’t talk nice to my friend, who’s your boy.” 
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“Well, I don’t know who you are!” the woman raged. “But you get out 

of my carriage and mind your own business in the future!” 

“I’ll get out when you get out.” 

“We’re stopping now. Get out!” 

The carriage stopped. The woman fixed her hair and put her hat back on. 

The boy got out; I got out. When the woman stepped off the last step of 

the coach, I tripped her with my foot. She fell to the ground like a tree 

that had been chopped down by a lumberjack. (Wortum flips through 

this fly book.) 

I laughed; the boy smiled. 

I returned home for the day to eat supper. I can’t wait for tomorrow! 

The End. 

You like that one? 

Children: (discordantly, together) Yeah! Yes! Read some more! Yeah, 

I like that one! 

Wortum: I have a couple more books here, but let me tell you a story I 

made up this week. It’s called Rumbo and Scotchie. Rumbo’s a bear in 

the woods and Scotchie’s a fish in the sea. You might be wondering 

how a bear who lives in the woods can meet a fish who lives in the sea. 

Well, one day Rumbo boarded a fishing boat that was docked. He was 

looking for food and his big, juicy nose could smell a fish twenty miles 

away. There were no fish on board because the fishermen brought all 

their fish to market to sell. Then they would go home to their families. 

(They don’t live on their boats, you know.) 

So the boat was empty, but the smell of fish lingered in the air. Rumbo 

searched and searched for a fish to eat—because he was hungry. 

(Bonspahn enters, right, sits next to Cephina, and squeezes her hand. A 
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sense of relief floods her face, dispelling her mildly disquieted 

expression. They smile at each other. 

Wortum now mimes his story.) 

Bonspahn: How you doing? Are they having fun? (He nods toward the 

children.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Yes. This is their paradise. They love Wortum. (They 

watch Wortum and the children.) So … What happened? 

Bonspahn: They voted for war. It was inevitable. I’ll be summoned to 

Tilmach. 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Will we have to go with you? 

Bonspahn: I’ll have to go alone first. For safety’s sake, we should be in 

Hakik … These Grenlaks are too hot-tempered. 

Mrs. Bonspahn: They are a fierce, proud people. 

Bonspahn: It prevents them from understanding many things. 

(The curtain falls.) 

  

Scene 22: Cetrella’s boudoir in Grothstone Castle. 

Half of her huge bed protrudes from the left. The mattress is thick and 

the blankets and comforter are fit for a queen. The bedposts come a foot 

short of the high ceiling. A semitranslucent, white canopy with lacy edges 

is draped over the bedposts and drops to the floor. 

A vanity is flush to the back wall, center, with a baroque chair in front 

of it. An open door, back, right, leads to Cetrella’s huge closet. A 

chiffonier stands between the vanity and the closet. A door, center, right, 

opens to the passageway and the rest of the castle. 

Having recently woken up and intending to begin her toilette, Cetrella, 

barefooted, her hair tussled, enters from her closet. She is wearing a silky 

nightgown. She is followed closely by Foasta, her closest confidante, and 
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Dentra, one of Cetrella’s maids, who is carrying Cetrella’s clothes for the 

day. 

Cetrella sits at her vanity. Foasta holds a notebook in her hand and 

stands to the left of Cetrella. Dentra drops Cetrella’s clothes on the far 

side of the bed, quickly and expertly makes the bed, lays out Cetrella’s 

clothes, and stands ready to dress Cetrella. 

In the meantime, Cetrella and Foasta have been conversing. 

Cetrella: I know I’m busy today. Refresh my memory regarding the 

details. (Looking in the mirror, Cetrella brushes some hair back from her 

face, then purses and puckers her lips. She massages her face and studies 

it closely. 

Foasta reads from her notebook.) 

Foasta: You have meetings with Wiggart, Mintlock, Mecksin, and with 

the young emperor … And (Foasta changes the inflection of her voice 

and lowers it.) with our ambassador to Grenlak, Voortik Bonspahn. 

(Cetrella looks at her in the mirror and they exchange sly, ultrafeminine 

glances. In an instant, they’ve become young teenage girls again. 

There is a long pause. 

Cetrella starts to apply her lipstick.) 

Cetrella: (casually, but incisively) So he’s in the city? Which hotel? 

Foasta: The Hofplatz. 

Cetrella: Did he bring his family with him? (Disgust flashes, ghostlike, 

across her face.) His wife? 

Foasta: He’s alone. 

Cetrella: He did a good job. Did you get Soodik to spend the afternoon 

with you? 

Foasta: Yes: your husband and I will tour the art museum. 

Cetrella: Keep him out of the way ’til the evening.—Ooohhh, ’til nine 

o’clock. 

Foasta: We’ll have dinner and entertainment afterward. I’ll keep him out 

of your hair until ten. 

Cetrella: When will Tertha be back? 

Foasta: Her vacation ends next week. 

Cetrella: Where did she go? 

Foasta: The Huertas. 

Cetrella: Oh, the islands are so beautiful! 
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Foasta: It always seems to be sunny there. Never seems to rain. 

Cetrella: I’ll vacation there next year. 

Foasta: She’s also spending some time in Pathenar. 

Cetrella: Where in Pathenar is she visiting? 

Foasta: Sundi. 

Cetrella: The Fashion Capital of the World! Let’s see if she thinks of us 

and brings us gowns or jewels. (She finishes putting her makeup on. She 

faces the audience and removes her nightgown, pulling it over her head 

and tossing it to Dentra, who places it on the bed. Cetrella is topless and 

wearing only frilly, silk bloomers. She lifts up her arms. Dentra slips a 

corset around Cetrella’s waist. Cetrella sucks in her waist as Dentra 

tightens the corset. With her waist sucked in …) Has Jilbert [pronounced 

Jill-BARE] finished my gown? 

Foasta: Three days ago. 

Cetrella: When will he bring it here? 

Foasta: He’s scheduled for an appointment after your meeting with 

Volean. (Cetrella interlocks her fingers, places her hands on top of her 

head, and sucks in her stomach even more.) 

Cetrella: Tighter, Dentra, tighter. 

Dentra: Yes, ma’am. 

Cetrella: Countess Fetta had a couple of her ribs removed. She took some 

inches off her waist. 

Foasta: She lives in her corset. She even goes to bed in it. 

Cetrella: She looks good. Oooo—she’s such a tease! Is she having an 

affair? 

Foasta: Only with her corset. 

Cetrella: Is her husband having an affair? 

Foasta: I don’t know. But what husband isn’t? 

Cetrella: (smiles cynically and triumphantly) Mine isn’t!—Good, 

Dentra. Now put on my stockings. (Dentra repositions the chair for 

Cetrella to sit on so she’s facing the audience. Dentra kneels in front of 

Cetrella, who sticks out one of her legs. Dentra begins to slip the silk 

stockings onto Cetrella’s leg.) Get Ketra in here to do my hair. (Foasta 

exits right and returns with Cetrella’s hairdresser, Ketra. When Foasta 

leaves, Cetrella sticks out her other leg; Dentra slips Cetrella’s other 

stocking on. 
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Cetrella stands. Dentra attaches a garter belt to Cetrella’s waist and 

connects the top of the stockings to the garter. Cetrella sits back on her 

chair and Dentra kneels in front of her. 

Cetrella places her feet on Dentra’s lap and Dentra massages them. 

Cetrella stares down stoically at the attractive, submissive Dentra.) 

Ketra: How would you like your hair done today, empress? 

Cetrella: (with a faint smile of satisfaction; narrowing her eyes) 

Chignon. (Ketra combs Cetrella’s hair.) Is there anything new with the 

camarilla that I should know about, Foasta? (Foasta consults her 

notebook.) 

Foasta: Count Fergoli received two letters from a fictitious address in 

Grenlak, written by someone named Lynar Fishum, who is also fictitious. 

Certain people are being watched in an effort to discover who’s using this 

code name. Whoever he is, he’s an agitator in favor of Grenlak’s 

secession from the empire. 

Cetrella: Have death warrants made out for everyone who’s been in 

contact with this Fishum, including Fergoli. But have them followed for 

a while, first. They’re part of a wider network: we have to discover the 

whole nest. It’s best to eliminate everyone—innocent or not—to ensure 

we get the guilty ones. (A short pause.) 

We’ll issue these death warrants after we learn more. (Foasta is 

writing furiously.) Give my orders to Wiggart. (A pause. Cetrella looks 

up at Foasta.) 

Any other news? 

Foasta: Count Lenwar’s having an affair with Countess Albrum. The 

fetus that Lenwar fathered in his maid was aborted. Countess Lenwar 

demanded that her husband ship the maid off to their country estate, and 

the maid’s been on the road since four this morning. 

We don’t know if Countess Lenwar knows about her husband’s 

ongoing affair with Countess Albrum. 

Also, Count Selpak is going on vacation for a week. 

Cetrella: Where? 

Foasta: To the Galapar Islands. 

Cetrella: When will he be back? 

Foasta: Ten days. Two weeks at the most. 
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Cetrella: Tell him no more than ten days. There’s a war brewing and he 

has duties. 

Foasta: He may not know this yet. 

Cetrella: Make sure he knows, but also make sure he knows he’s got to 

be back in ten days for the final preparations for the war. (There is a pause 

while Foasta scribbles this in her notebook; then she scans her notes and 

looks up.) The Feast of St. Walporf is scheduled for tomorrow at two, 

followed by entertainment and festivities. The court ball will follow at 

eight. 

Count Mintlock returned from his official duties in Pensac. He 

performed them magnificently. He’s scheduled to meet you later this 

morning after your meeting with General Wiggart. You have a meeting 

with Count Mecksin after Count Mintlock. (Ketra finishes Cetrella’s hair 

and positions a hand mirror so Cetrella can see that the job is well done. 

Cetrella nods.) 

Cetrella: (to Ketra) Good. Be back here at quarter past one. 

Ketra: Yes, ma’am. (She exits right. Cetrella pulls her feet from Dentra’s 

hands.) You’re dismissed. (Dentra exits right.) 

Cetrella: Continue, Foasta. 

Foasta: The generals are on their way to Tilmach for a meeting with 

General Wiggart to discuss strategy. The new emperor is to be fitted for 

military and regimental uniforms, boots, hats, etc. Ahhh … (Foasta flips 

a page.) Count and Countess Leckstrum request that you attend their 

daughter’s christening at the Holy Church of St. Barthum next week 

Wednesday. They’re naming their baby after you and would be highly 

honored if you attended. 

Cetrella: I’ll be there. (Foasta jots this down.) 

Foasta: You’re invited to a ribbon-cutting ceremony at a grand opening 

of a school. 

Cetrella: What kind of school? 

Foasta: A school for children between twelve and eighteen. 

Cetrella: Volean should be the one to be associated with something like 

this. Put that down. Now get Gethra in here. (Foasta exits right and soon 

returns with Gethra, a tall, voluptuous, and gorgeous seventeen year old 

maid with long hair.  
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In the meantime, Cetrella puts on her makeup and is slipping her 

glittering diamond earrings on when Foasta and Gethra enter. Cetrella 

stands. Gethra knows exactly what to do: she slips Cetrella’s petticoat 

over Cetrella’s shoulders, then her gown, which magically makes her 

look official, but not too official: she emits an aura of command and 

femininity in perfect balance. 

Gethra stands behind Cetrella and fastens a gold chain around her 

neck.  

Cetrella studies herself in the mirror.) No. No, Gethra. Take that chain 

off. (Gethra sets it on the vanity.) You’re excused. (Gethra bows her head 

obsequiously and exits right.) 

We’ll plan Volean’s schedule after today. There are many public 

duties for him to attend: I’ll figure out which are important for him and 

which aren’t. I’ll be able to concentrate on this after today’s meetings. 

So … How do I look? (Foasta studies Cetrella.) 

Foasta: The way you should. 

Cetrella: Good. Send General Wiggart in. (Foasta exits, returns with 

Wiggart, then exits, closing the door.) Are we ready for war? 

Wiggart: Yes. Vintar’s busy with inspections and coordinations. He 

ordered me to give you his official military report. (He hands Cetrella a 

stack of bound papers. Cetrella sets it on her vanity.) He’s overseeing the 

massing of troops on our border with Grenlak. The troop movements and 

preparations continue day and night. The Third, Sixth, and Eighth Cavalry 

divisions are within twenty miles of the border and the Second Infantry 

Division— 

Cetrella: Spare me the details. How soon will we take over Grenlak and 

start purging it of our enemies? 

Wiggart: Between two and three months. Certainly no more than three 

months. 

Cetrella: What are your plans once we march into Bishtar? 

Wiggart: I’m going to start rounding up the rebels. Mecksin and I will 

coordinate this. (This is Mecksin’s field of specialty.) He has contacts 

everywhere, but they’re especially concentrated in Bishtar. 

Cetrella: The Grenlaks always warranted surveillance. 

Wiggart: Rest assured we’ll round up all the subversives and end this 

revolution. 
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Cetrella: How are you going to deal with all of them? 

Wiggart: The plan is to hold them in a “holding” area, bounded by a 

barbwire fence. We’ll ferret them out: some’ll get prison sentences for 

life and others’ll be executed: the young emperor’s right hand will get 

sore signing death warrants. 

Cetrella: There’s no other way to deal with these people. 

Wiggart: My orders were simply to round them up. I assume the rest of 

the job isn’t my responsibility? 

Cetrella: No. Mintlock, the military tribunals, and the judges will take 

over after that … Remember you’ll be rewarded richly for your dedicated 

service and that, if you die in the campaign, your wife and children will 

be taken care of financially for the rest of their lives. 

Wiggart: (bows his head, nodding deferentially) Thank you, empress. 

(He exits. Foasta enters.) 

Cetrella: Send in Mintlock. (Foasta exits, ushers in Mintlock, then exits. 

Cetrella smiles and he can’t suppress a huge smile in return.) So how’s 

The Hyena today? 

Mintlock: (laughs) The Hyena’s been short of laughs recently. If he 

doesn’t get back to work soon, his digestion will suffer. 

Cetrella: Oooh, don’t worry about that! (She laughs.) We’ll have you 

fixed up in no time … But, seriously: you know we’ll soon be at war with 

Grenlak. We’ll round up the rebels and deal with them once and for all. 

They’ll be placed in holding cells en masse and split into groups that’ll 

be executed or imprisoned for life. We need your special talent and energy 

for the group that’s to be executed. 

Mintlock: How many are in this group? 

Cetrella: Hundreds of thousands. 

Mintlock: I’m honored. (He bows with his head, once.) 

Cetrella: You’ll have to organize their punishments. 

Mintlock: I’m honored: I’ll begin right away. (A pause.) 

Cetrella: (amused, with a tiny smile) Right away? 

Mintlock: Carpenters must build portable gallows that can be assembled 

and disassembled quickly. They’ll need wheels that’ll allow them to be 

drawn by horses over many miles. 
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I’ll need thousands of good soldiers for execution squads. One bullet 

per rebel: head shots. If he’s not dead, he’ll be buried alive with his dead 

friends in a mass grave. 

In the meantime, the next group of rebels in line to be shot will be 

digging their own mass grave nearby. 

And I’ll hang twenty rebels at a time. When I’m in the mood, I’ll have 

ten of them lashed to a wall and thrashed to death with a whip. I’ll also 

have some of them strangled—yeah, depending on my mood. 

Cetrella: (smiling, enlivened) Ex-cel-lent! 

Mintlock: So, until we meet again, empress. (He bows once, with his 

head, deferentially, and exits. 

Foasta enters.) 

Cetrella: Bring Mecksin in. (Foasta exits, leads Mecksin in, and leaves, 

closing the door.) Count, how things going with you? 

Mecksin: Couldn’t be better! 

Cetrella: Glad to hear that. As you know, we’ll soon be at war with 

Grenlak. After we defeat them, your service will be invaluable. 

Mecksin: That’s what I exist for. 

Cetrella: We’ll round up all the Grenlaks that don’t understand the 

concept of an empire and that are antagonistic to it. They’ll be disposed 

of, and peace will reign. 

Mecksin: I understand that concept well and back it fully with my heart 

and soul. 

Cetrella: Good. You know you’ll be employed in your specialty. Yours 

is the most important job of all: you’ll be thinning the herd of weirdos. 

Mecksin: I’ve contacted my surveillance units already and have compiled 

a partial list for you. Most of the names on it are those of longtime, 

well-known agitators and those that wrote articles for newspapers and 

magazines. Some’ve made speeches; but some are new. We’re tailing 

many suspects in the hope of discovering networks. The work’s tricky 

and can be double-edged, but it’s worth it … Here’s the list, Empress. 

(Cetrella sets the papers on top of Wiggart’s military report.) 

Cetrella: Make sure you get all of them. 

Mecksin: We will. 

Cetrella: Thank you for your diligence. (She nods toward the list he gave 

her, then leads him to the door. He exits. 
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Foasta enters and closes the door.) 

Foasta: The young emperor isn’t here yet. 

Cetrella: Get him. (Foasta exits. 

Cetrella sits on her chair, picks up the military reports and the huge 

list of agitators, turns her chair so she’s facing the door, and pretends to 

study the papers. 

At last, Foasta enters with Volean; she exits. 

Cetrella stands, places the papers on the vanity, smiles expansively, 

and steps toward her son.) 

Volean: Good morning, mother. (She spreads her arms.) 

Cetrella: Come, emperor, give your mother a hug! (They hug. Volean 

bends at the waist because he is so tall. They separate. Beaming, Cetrella 

holds Volean’s hands.) Look at you! Emperor Volean! How good you 

look in your uniform!—Wait! … (Staring at a spot on his uniform, she 

picks something off with the tip of her right forefinger and thumb.) A piece 

of thread.—So how has your day gone? 

Volean: Smoothly, mother. I was up at five. Then another tailor measured 

me for more clothes. I don’t know why he couldn’t use the other tailor’s 

measurements. 

Cetrella: Tailors are like that. They’re perfectionists and, considering 

their client, they want to make sure: he didn’t trust the other tailor’s 

measurements. 

Volean: Why not? An inch is an inch; a foot’s a foot; and a yard’s a yard. 

Cetrella: Maybe the material he’s going to use is different from the 

material the other tailor’s going to use. Maybe it stretches more; maybe 

it’s stiffer or thicker. 

Volean: Still, mother— 

Cetrella: Then what did you do after the tailor finished? 

Volean: I ate a quick breakfast, then gave my first speech. 

Cetrella: To whom? 

Volean: To a business association that’s connected to the building of a 

school. 

Cetrella: Did you like it? 

Volean: Yes. I liked being the center of attention. It makes me feel 

important. 

Cetrella: Then what? 
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Volean: Then I returned to the castle and signed papers. There were so 

many! That was why I was late, mother. 

Cetrella: That’s O.K. I understand that you have many duties. (A pause.) 

Volean: (glumly) Mother? 

Cetrella: Yes? 

Volean: Shouldn’t an emperor be married? 

Cetrella: Yes. 

Volean: When am I going to find the time to court women? 

Cetrella: Don’t worry about that: you’re going to marry one of your 

cousins. (Volean cheers up at once.) 

Volean: Really?—Spenna, I hope! (Cetrella makes a sour face, but 

recovers at once. She casts a spearing, feminine glance of immediate 

understanding that says, “Oh? Now I know a deep secret about you: I 

didn’t know you had a thing for Spenna! I’m going to file this fascinating 

tidbit of knowledge away and use it when necessary.”) 

Cetrella: Spenna? What about her sister Defstra? 

Volean: Defstra? I never thought about it. 

Cetrella: Or her sister Fenca? 

Volean: (uncertainly) I don’t know. What do you think, mother? 

Cetrella: My sister and I decided that Defstra would make the best 

empress of her three daughters. 

Volean: (pouting) Why would she be the best? 

Cetrella: She’s outgoing and has been trained for the position. She’s 

likable and debonair. 

What you should be looking for in a wife is someone who’s an asset 

to your position as emperor. Someone who’s charismatic; someone the 

people (“the masses”) and the aristocrats of our country and other 

countries like. It’ll go a long way in helping you get what you want. 

Volean: Do I have any other choice besides one of my three cousins? 

Cetrella: No. 

Volean: Why? 

Cetrella: Church politics: it’s complicated. 

Volean: Well, then I want to marry Spenna. (Cetrella is surprised again; 

her eyes widen in displeasure; her face sets and hardens.)  
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Cetrella: Volean, the other function of a wife, besides that of being a 

social lubricant, is to provide you with a male child (someone from your 

family to continue the Kallispell rule). 

Defstra’s seventeen. She can provide you a child right away. She’s 

attractive, charming, and outgoing. She knows what to say at the right 

time. 

Volean: (pouts) But I like Spenna the best! We had fun when we were 

kids. We picked apples from a tree and ate apples near a brook. We 

splashed each other with the water. We went horseback riding together. 

We climbed trees and built snowmen. We always looked forward to 

meeting each other. I always thought of her as my best friend. 

Cetrella: Spenna’s the least qualified to be an empress. There’s 

something funny about her. 

Volean: What do you mean? 

Cetrella: Temperamentally. There’s something wrong with her. 

Volean: What’s wrong with her? 

Cetrella: She’s overly shy. She doesn’t like to be the center of attention 

and is socially awkward. 

Volean: I could live with that. 

Cetrella: You could, yes, but you shouldn’t. Besides, every now and then 

she shows streaks of bizarre behavior similar to aberrant behaviors my 

insane brother showed when he was younger. (A pause. Volean frowns.) 

Volean: Like what? 

Cetrella: She’s spacy. Put delicately, she has too much of an imagination. 

(Another pause. Consternated, Volean frowns.) 

Volean: I like Uncle Wundlich. [pronounced WOUND-lick] 

Cetrella: Who doesn’t?—When he’s normal! 

Volean: He’s a terrific person, mother! 

Cetrella: He’s under a doctor’s supervision every moment of every day, 

and there are two orderlies near him to make sure he doesn’t hurt anyone. 

Volean: Aw, come on! What do you have against him? 

Cetrella: Nothing. But Spenna shows the same strange traits he showed 

when he was her age. 

Volean: Even if what you say is true, it doesn’t mean she’ll be insane, 

too. 
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Cetrella: No, but, in any case, she’s much too shy to make an effective 

empress. She’s too withdrawn. Her personality’s not right for the job. 

Besides, she’s only fifteen. She’s not developed enough to give you a 

child. 

Volean: What’s the rush about having a child? 

Cetrella: You never know about the future. These are uncertain times. If 

you die or are assassinated or if you fall off a horse or have an accident 

with your gun when you’re hunting, it would be curtains for the rule of 

the Kallispell line. If you don’t want to marry Defstra, you should marry 

Fenca. 

Volean: How long should I wait for that? 

Cetrella: Fenca’s thirteen right now. She’s slim; she’s nothing but a girl. 

She has no hips and her breasts are beginning to sprout. It would be best 

to wait until she’s sixteen to marry her.—To let her develop into a woman. 

She has a friendly, outgoing personality, and would begin training in her 

future duties as empress immediately, if you intend to marry her. 

Volean: (dissatisfied, obstinate) Mother, why don’t you look at the good 

qualities of Spenna? Why can’t you see what I see? 

Cetrella: Because I didn’t pick apples and sit near a brook and dangle my 

feet in the water with her! I didn’t build snowmen with her! 

Listen, Volean, your childlike view of the world must end now! 

You’re an adult! You’re in a vicious world and you have to see it for what 

it is or you’re not going to survive. Those people out there (She points to 

her right, at the audience.) are wolves, and they’ll shred you to pieces. 

They’ll take everything you have and squander it. They’re selfish animals 

with no sense of justice or equality. They’ll tear you up, shred you, then 

start in on each other.  

You represent order; they represent chaos and anarchy. You keep the 

world together; you keep the world whole. You exist for their good, but 

they don’t know it. They know nothing; they’re stupid, ignorant animals. 

Without you, they’d starve to death; there’d be no organization; there’d 

be no order, no society, no accomplishments, no business, no art—no 

nothing! To keep all this together requires political skill, intelligence, and 

cunning. 

I make suggestions to you regarding whom you should marry because 

I love you and want you to rule successfully. I don’t want you to be 
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shredded to pieces. I make suggestions and set your agenda to ease you 

into your important position, to groom you to become emperor. I’m 

safeguarding your interests … I’m the proudest mother in the world, 

Volean. I’ve dedicated my life to you. All my dreams have come true. I’ll 

always live for you. 

Now, go. Your slate’s full for the rest of the day. 

Volean: (lowers his head obsequiously) Yes, mother. (He exits. 

Foasta enters hurriedly.) 

Foasta: Soodik’s coming! He’s down the hall! 

Cetrella: Damn! I wasn’t supposed to see him today!—O.K.! O.K.! Wait 

for me in the hall. (Foasta exits. 

There is a knock on the door. Cetrella faces it, calming the savagery that 

suffused her face when she was informed that her husband was on his 

way, and manages to look pleasant. Expressively …) Come in! (Soodik 

enters. She steps forward and extends her hands. He takes them in his, 

squeezes them, and smiles.) 

Soodik: How’s your day going? 

Cetrella: Perfectly! 

Soodik: Good. I know that everyone’s preparing for war and that they’re 

excited about it and want it, but we should give peace one last chance. 

I’m willing to go with other statesmen to Grenlak to try to negotiate 

an understanding. We could bring Volean along and show that he wants 

peace, that he’s not a warmonger. And he’ll be admired. 

Cetrella: No! He has to be feared. People have no respect for softness. 

They admire nothing! They’re like chameleons: they change color 

depending on the situation. How long do you think they’d “admire” 

Volean? 

Soodik: It would be better if he were seen as a benevolent ruler. 

Cetrella: Benevolence got us into this situation: only an iron fist will get 

us out. 

Soodik: We could discuss it with the Grenlaks. We could give it one last 

chance. 

I’d rather have our son go down in history as a wise ruler who was 

pushed into being violent than as a vicious war hawk. 
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Cetrella: Bonspahn already attempted to do what you suggest, and he’s 

the best. All his negotiating and all his contacts only delayed the 

Grenlaks’ revolt, which allowed us to survive. 

As far as being pushed into war, the Grenlaks already declared war on 

us. We didn’t declare war on them first. We need each other to survive. 

It’s a symbiotic relationship. Sure, they’re in a subservient position, but 

they’re better off with us than without us. They’re like a child that want 

to do its own thing, is refused, then throws a tantrum. The only solution’s 

to be stern with it and bring it in line. It’s for it’s own good. 

Discipline’s not always a bad thing, Soodik. 

Soodik: What happens after the war? 

Cetrella: That’s when the real discipline begins. 

Soodik: Surely, you don’t want Volean’s name to be associated with that! 

Cetrella: Surely, I do! He must be feared. Fear precipitates respect. 

Soodik: Familiarity and love bring respect! 

Cetrella: See? You’re spiritually higher than those swine that want to 

depose us. Imagine a swinish mob at our gate! Imagine that we have no 

soldiers to keep them out. Tell me what would happen to us! 

Soodik: (hesitates) Well … ah … That’s not what I’m talking about. 

Cetrella: I’ll tell you what would happen to us (and you know this): we’d 

be strung up by our necks. We’d be decapitated, mutilated, and butchered. 

Force is the only thing that can prevent this. 

Soodik: This could be prevented by being kind to them, by making sure 

their needs are provided for. 

Cetrella: That would be a gradual process. We took a step down that 

route—and look what happened! 

Soodik: We could at least try to avoid war by sending a negotiating team 

to Bishtar. 

Cetrella: A waste of time!—Enough! I have a busy schedule today, 

Soodik, so if that’s all you’ve got to say, leave! 

Soodik: (resignedly) Yes, Cetrella, that’s all I’ve got to say. 

Cetrella: You’re not going to try to negotiate a peace? 

Soodik: No. 

Cetrella: Because that would only slow down our invasion. It would give 

them more time to prepare. 

Soodik: Don’t worry. I wash my hands of all this. 
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Cetrella: What are you doing today? 

Soodik: Nothing: spending a pleasant day. 

Cetrella: You’re not going to speak to Volean? 

Soodik: No. He’s your masterpiece. 

Cetrella: What are your plans for the day? 

Soodik: A trip to the wine shop; a tour of the art museum. I’ll visit a 

coffeehouse (maybe a restaurant) and enjoy a pleasant dinner. 

Cetrella: Well, good. (He exits. Foasta enters.) Tell Brunwalde to have 

him tailed. I want to know everyone he speaks to, who speaks to him, 

whom he writes to, and who writes to him. I want to know the contents 

of all his letters. I want them copied and studied by the code breakers. (A 

pause, while Foasta writes furiously.) 

Soodik: Yes, Cetrella. (She looks up expectantly.) 

Cetrella: And make sure you keep him busy for the next couple weeks. 

Today, get him to that museum, then wine and dine him. Rent him a 

woman if you have to! 

God! The most important period of the history of our country is about 

to play out, and he doesn’t see it! He doesn’t think it’s necessary. How 

can he be that old and that stupid? He’s fifty-five. Fifty-five! Can you 

believe it? 

Foasta: Yes, he’s fifty-five. 

Cetrella: I’m forty-three. How can I be so much smarter than he? 

Foasta: He fought in two wars. Maybe he’s seen horrible things and 

doesn’t want others to experience them, either. 

Cetrella: You’re saying that he’s castrated. That he’s a eunuch. He’s a 

woman?—Afraid to do manly things? 

Foasta: I was trying to understand his view. I wanted to understand the 

reasons he’s against it. 

Cetrella: It shouldn’t bother him: it’s not happening to him. He’s not 

going through it again, so why should he care? 

All this is for the overall good. Those that aren’t convinced of this, 

will be. Of course, some of them won’t be around to experience the 

goodness, but that’s their fault. (Her vicious laugh fades to an ironic 

smile. 

There is a knock on the door.) Come in! (Dentra enters.) 

Dentra: Monsieur Jilbert [pronounced Jil-BARE] is here, ma’am. 
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Cetrella: Usher him in, Dentra. (Dentra exits and returns with Jilbert and 

his youthful male assistant, both of whom are holding a gown, waist-high, 

which is protected by a black sheath cloth, high off the floor. Dentra 

leaves, closing the door. 

Jilbert is a tall, thin, masculine man with a French accent; he does 

not lisp.) 

Jilbert: Bonjour, madame! It’s so good to see you! 

Cetrella: (beaming, her eyes shifting back to the sheathed gown) 

Bonjour, Henri. It’s always a pleasure to see you! 

Jilbert: Madame will love her creation. It will be the piece de resistance 

wherever she wears it! 

Cetrella: I have to wear it now. 

Jilbert: Of course! My job wouldn’t be done until I know it fits perfectly 

and is, in-deed, a masterpiece … Foasta, will you please hold the hanger? 

… There. Yes, the hanger. Thank you. (He turns to his assistant and peels 

the sheath cloth toward Foasta. He removes the hanger from the gown, 

hands the hanger and the sheath to Foasta, and holds the gown up for 

Cetrella to view: it is a gorgeous, red silk gown with white ruffles 

bordering the wrist and the decolletage. 

Jilbert smiles brightly, studying Cetrella’s face and gauging her 

reaction. Cetrella and Foasta brighten and smile in obvious feminine 

admiration.) 

Just as you ordered, madame. (He points at the ruffles, then sweeps 

his hand downward, indicating the rest of the gown. He bows with his 

head, once.) You’ll be the envy of all the women at the ball. 

Cetrella: (her smile expanding) I sure will! (She steps forward and runs, 

first, her fingertips, then her hands, over the ruffles. She caresses the red 

silk.) It’s so sensuous … Oooo—sooo sexy! 

Jilbert: The train, madame, was left with one of your entourage in the 

hall. Would you like to see it now? 

Cetrella: Yes! (Jilbert opens the door and leans into the hall.) 

Jilbert: The train, please. (He returns, center stage, with the sheathed 

train and pulls out a ruffled, red-lace train.) (to his assistant) Put the 

gown on the bed. (His assistant obeys and Jilbert attaches the train.) (to 

his assistant) Walk to the door. (Gripping the end of the train with his 

hands, his assistant obeys. Jilbert follows him, holding the midpoint of 
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the train off the floor. Cetrella and Foasta watch, exchange excited 

female glances, and smile expansively.) 

Cetrella: That’s so beautiful! It’s so red and sexy and silky … Well, let’s 

put it on! (Cetrella removes her gown with the help of Foasta, and Jilbert 

and Foasta slip the red gown on her.) 

Bring out the body mirror from my closet, Foasta. (Foasta does so. 

Cetrella studies herself in the mirror and is pleased. She spins around 

and admires herself from the back.) Oh, I feel so sexy in this! Silk, silk—

oh, sexy silk! (She runs her hands up and down her rib cage. She struts a 

few steps and twirls.) 

Foasta, get my three-and-a-half inch red heels with the diamonds on 

them, please. (Foasta retrieves them from the closet. Cetrella sits on her 

bed. Foasta removes Cetrella’s shoes and replaces them with the red 

ones. Cetrella stands and struts. She pulls her gown up to her knees and 

rivets her eyes on her stockinged calves and her red, diamond-studded 

high heels. She drops her gown and straightens up.) Oooo! I’m feeling 

horny! Jilbert, did you put some kind of blessing on this gown? Some 

magic, some charm? (Cetrella, Foasta, and Jilbert laugh.) 

Jilbert: No, madame, that would have cost you extra. 

Cetrella: Attach the train. (Jilbert’s assistant attaches it and holds it up 

while she walks and looks backward at it.) Oooo! That’s so beautiful! … 

O.K.! Take it off. Jilbert! (The assistant places the train on the bed.) 

Jilbert: Oui, madame? 

Cetrella: You’re the greatest. 

Jilbert: (smiles, closing his eyes) I always do my best. 

Cetrella: Stick around for a moment, please. I’d like your opinion 

regarding my jewelry. (to Foasta) Please bring out my box of jewelry. 

(Foasta retrieves it from the closet and sets it on Cetrella’s vanity. 

Cetrella pulls out shiny, sparkling diamond necklaces and pearl 

necklaces, all with matching earrings, and holds each up to her neck.) 

Jilbert: I like the single-string pearl necklace. It’s simple and won’t 

complicate the decolletage. Wear the pearl necklace that fits snugly 

around the base of your neck like a choker, not the longer one … The 

earrings you should wear with this … Hmmm … I suggest the silver ones 

that dangle an inch or the ones you’re wearing now. 
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Cetrella: (nodding) Thank you, Jilbert. You’ve done a fantastic job! 

You’ll receive a generous bonus! 

Jilbert: It is always a pleasure to serve you, madame. (He and his 

assistant bow from the waist, then exit.) 

Cetrella: Foasta, put more black eyeliner on me and add a touch more 

mascara. And put that tighter pearl necklace on me. (Foasta goes to work. 

There is a knock on the door.) Come in! (Dentra enters.) 

Dentra: Ma’am, Ambassador Bonspahn has been admitted inside the 

castle gate. 

Cetrella: Thank you. (Dentra exits, closing the door.  

Foasta finishes and steps back. Cetrella studies her own face in the 

mirror. She wipes her lipstick off, then applies another shade of red to 

her lips. Satisfied, she stands and studies herself in the body mirror. She 

looks pleased and, indeed, she does look good.) Take the mirror away. 

(Foasta removes it. Cetrella spritzes a small amount of perfume on her 

chest, then dabs a small amount on her wrists with her fingertips. Foasta 

returns.) Throw the sides and bottom of the canopy up. (Foasta obeys.) 

Now, when Ambassador Bonspahn gets here—outside the door—detain 

him with pleasantries for a couple minutes, then usher him in. 

Foasta: (nods) Yes, Cetrella. (She exits. 

Cetrella paces nervously, her fingers interlocked in front of her. She 

wrings them. She stops, then scurries to her vanity to check her makeup. 

She rushes to the door, puts her left ear to it, then dashes to her vanity 

and, still standing, pretends to study the documents she was given.  

The door opens to admit Foasta and Bonspahn. Bonspahn is carrying 

a briefcase.) 

Cetrella: (without looking up) Just a moment, please. (Foasta and 

Bonspahn wait patiently while Cetrella finishes pretending to read the 

documents. She pushes them farther from the edge of her vanity and turns 

to Foasta and Bonspahn.) 

Ahhh—Voortik! Our president of Grenlak. (She smiles and walks 

forward, her right hand extended toward him. Foasta exits. Smiling, 

Bonspahn sets the briefcase on the floor, squeezes Cetrella’s hand with 

his hands, and kisses it.) How was your trip? 

Bonspahn: Pleasant. 

Cetrella: Which hotel are you in? 
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Bonspahn: The Hofplatz. 

Cetrella: Is that acceptable? 

Bonspahn: It couldn’t be better. 

Cetrella: I’m glad to hear it. You have papers for me? 

Bonspahn: Yes, Cetrella. (He opens the briefcase and hands her a bound 

manuscript.) There’s the official report regarding the final diplomatic 

efforts leading up to Grenlak’s unofficial declaration of war. Included in 

it is a copy of the ballot—who voted for secession, and a list of agitators, 

their addresses, their family members, and all other information that may 

be necessary for their apprehension. Also included is a list of all of 

Grenlak’s army officers. 

The Grenlaks are hot-blooded and impetuous. It’s impossible to 

appeal to their intellect. They’re suppressing uprisings by ethnic 

minorities in their own country, not willing to accede to them what they 

themselves want from us. 

Cetrella: They’re stupid and hypocritical. While their military’s 

suppressing their minorities, they place themselves out of position. If we 

attack immediately, we’ll get this over with sooner … But, tell me, 

Voortik: how’s your family? 

Bonspahn: (smiles) They’re very healthy and happy. 

Cetrella: Did you bring them with you to Tilmach? 

Bonspahn: No. 

Cetrella: Will they be safe in Bishtar? 

Bonspahn: I’m not worried. (He hands another manuscript from the 

briefcase to Cetrella. She places it near the edge of her vanity, then turns 

back to Bonspahn.) That should be read, too, Cetrella. 

Cetrella: Feel free to acquaint yourself with Tilmach, the most 

pleasurable, intoxicating city in the world. You used to live here, you 

know. (They laugh.) 

Bonspahn: I did grow up here. 

Cetrella: I’d like you to attend the court ball. 

Bonspahn: The court ball? I’m not one of the— 

Cetrella: You’ll be my guest. 

Bonspahn: (surprised; genuinely) I’m flattered and honored. 
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Cetrella: It’s tomorrow night at eight. I’ll have a royal carriage pick you 

up at The Hofplatz at seven-thirty … But now, Voortik, would you like a 

drink? 

Bonspahn: A shot of rum wouldn’t hurt. 

Cetrella: I’m sure it wouldn’t. (She opens the door on the right side of 

her vanity and pulls out a bottle of wine, a bottle of rum, a wine goblet, 

and a shot glass. She pours herself one-fourth of a goblet of wine; she 

fills the shot glass with rum and hands it to Bonspahn. She sips her wine; 

he downs his shot of rum. He closes his eyes and winces; she watches him 

closely and smiles devilishly. He doesn’t notice her expression, which 

disappears as soon as he opens his eyes. He raises his eyebrows.) 

Bonspahn: I haven’t had a stiff drink like that in a while. 

Cetrella: Here. (She takes his right hand in her left hand and leads him 

to her bed.) Why don’t you sit here? (He sits on the edge. He is facing 

away from the audience, looking up at Cetrella.) There … How’s that? 

Would you like another shot of rum? I’ve got whiskey and wine (white 

and red). 

Bonspahn: Oh, Cetrella, I’d better not. I’ve got more official business to 

attend to today. 

Cetrella: That stuff can wait. Spend the rest of the day with me. (She runs 

her right hand along the left side of his face.) 

Bonspahn: Cetrella— 

Cetrella: Voortik, I’ve wanted you for so many years. (She peppers his 

face with kisses. She throws him back, straddles his waist, and pins his 

wrists to the bed with her hands.) 

Bonspahn: Cetrella, you’re a wonderful person and I admire you and 

serve the cause you love and need. I’ll always serve the empire faithfully 

… But, Cetrella, I’m married. I’m faithful to my wife and am happy with 

the life we’re living. I don’t want to endanger it. 

Cetrella: Every man cheats on his wife! 

Bonspahn: I don’t. 

Cetrella: You’ve got a mistress! Two mistresses! 

Bonspahn: No, Cetrella, I don’t have any mistresses. (Cetrella peppers 

his face with kisses again, then starts to unbutton his shirt. Bonspahn 

grabs her wrists and holds her hands still.) (sternly) Cetrella! 
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Cetrella: Make love to me, Voortik! I love you so much! Voortik! (She 

struggles to free her wrists, but can’t. While she struggles, her face is 

fierce, but suddenly it relaxes. She smiles, laughs quickly, and looks at 

her immobilized hands. She looks at Bonspahn and smiles playfully and 

seductively.) Think you’re tough, huh? Well, you’re not going to walk out 

that door until you’re made love to me! (She struggles even more fiercely 

to free her hands, but can’t.) Let go! … I’m a woman, Voortik. A weak 

woman. A member of the “fair sex”. Be chivalrous. Let me go! 

Bonspahn: No. 

Cetrella: (struggling, through gritted teeth) Let me go! (She struggles 

much harder and loses her breath. He spreads her arms wide. She catches 

her breath briefly, then leans her head forward and downward. She 

reveals her teeth and makes biting movements with her mouth. When she 

realizes that she can’t lean down far enough to kiss him, she tosses her 

head back and laughs a witchy laugh. Then she straightens her back and 

stares down at him imperiously.) All right. Let’s make it an official act. 

Add making love to me to your official to-do list. 

Bonspahn: No. 

Cetrella: I command you to. (Bonspahn shakes his head.) Do it, Voortik! 

Do it! 

Bonspahn: No. 

Cetrella: You said you admire me. Show me how much you admire me. 

(She struggles, but to no avail.) I’m your empress! You must obey me … 

You said you serve my cause. I serve my empire. I must be happy or 

content to be at my best, to make the right decisions … So I need sex! 

Voortik, make love to me … I’m so lonely. (She begins to cry.) 

Bonspahn: (watches her, amused) Your fake-crying isn’t swaying me. 

(He laughs. Cetrella stops “crying” and laughs.) 

Cetrella: (struggling tokenly) At least kiss me, Voortik. I love you … I 

do. (He swings her right arm upward and reverses their positions: she is 

on her back. She wraps her legs around his waist.) Now we’re getting 

somewhere! (Bonspahn kisses her neck below her left ear, then her lips. 

Then he releases her wrists, frees himself from her legs, and backs away 

from the bed.) 

What! You’re not done! You were just getting started! … Get back 

here! (Bonspahn examines his face in the mirror of her vanity and wipes 
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off her lipstick. Lying on her right side, she props her head up with her 

right hand and watches him, amused. She laughs when he wipes her 

lipstick off his face.) You’re going to the court ball, you know. 

Bonspahn: Yes, empress. (Grabbing his briefcase, he exits.  

Foasta enters.) 

Cetrella: Send in Gethra and clear everyone out of the hallway. (Foasta 

exits. Cetrella pulls a small needle from the top, left drawer of her vanity. 

Gethra enters.) 

Gethra: Yes, empress? 

Cetrella: Take off your bodice. (Gethra raises her chin and obeys. 

Cetrella loosens Gethra’s corset and pulls out Gethra’s large breasts. 

Standing behind Gethra, she massages Gethra’s breasts, then pokes the 

needle into her right breast. Gethra shrieks a bit too loudly.) Keep your 

fuckin’ mouth shut!—Clamp your teeth together! (Her chin resting on 

Gethra’s right shoulder, Cetrella smiles viciously and lasciviously. She 

sticks Gethra’s right breast several more times in quick succession. 

Gethra shrieks softly through gritted teeth and pursed lips. Cetrella 

speaks through her own gritted teeth.) Shut up! (Cetrella wraps her left 

arm around Gethra’s waist and continues to poke her right breast. 

Sometimes Cetrella kisses her neck beneath her right ear; then she 

switches sides, rests her chin on Gethra’s left shoulder, wraps her right 

arm around Gethra’s waist, pokes Gethra’s left breast with the needle, 

and kisses her neck. Cetrella is enjoying the feel of Gethra’s strong, 

young, and sexy body—and its helplessness. 

The curtain falls.) 

 

Scene 23: Voortik Bonspahn’s home in Bishtar, Grenlak. 

The lights are off. The sound of footsteps comes from the right; then 

come Bonspahn’s and two children’s muffled voices; then a key is 

inserted into the door; it is opened and a shaft of light shines through. 

Voortik enters first from the right. He is holding Floretta, his four year 

old daughter, in his arms and is followed in quick succession by Spandau 

(his seven year old son), Victar (his twelve year old son), and Mrs. 

Bonspahn, who closes the door, right. 

Floretta: Daddy, let’s play House. 
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Bonspahn: All right. (He sets her down. She scampers through the left 

exit to her bedroom to retrieve her model house and miniature dolls. Mrs. 

Bonspahn enters the kitchen, exiting back, center.) 

Spandau: You going to read to us, dad? 

Bonspahn: I have to play House first. (Bonspahn, Spandau, and Victar 

laugh.) I have to keep my word with your sister. 

Spandau: O.K. You can play House—but first I’m going to get you 

down! (He grabs his father’s left wrist and tugs and tugs in a supreme 

effort to pull him to the floor. His father looks down at him with an amused 

expression.) 

Bonspahn: What’re you trying to do? 

Spandau: Get you down! (He pushes out his response with difficulty 

because he is out of breath. He gives up his effort with his father’s arm 

and bends down and grabs his father’s left ankle, trying to lift it off the 

floor and tip him off balance; but his efforts fail here, too. His father 

merely looks at him with the same amused expression.) 

Victar: Dad, today our teacher said that an event that could happen was 

“unthinkable”. Ha-ha! 

Bonspahn: What was he talking about? 

Victar: Fwyre being wiped out by a meteor. 

Bonspahn: He’s careless with his words. If something’s “unthinkable”, 

it can’t be thought of. 

Victar: I know—right? He thought about a meteor striking Fwyre, so it’s 

not unthinkable. 

Bonspahn: Someone else imagined it. He’s been reading too many 

newspaper articles or scientific journals. That’s careless writing. 

Journalists write like that. 

Victar: Dad, I’m going to my room to consider something unthinkable. 

Ha-ha! (Bonspahn points at him for emphasis and looks severe.) 

Bonspahn: And, young man, don’t show your face around here until you 

do! 

Victar: Well, dad, I’ll probably be in there for the rest of my life. Was 

nice knowing you! (He and his father laugh again. Spandau lets out a 

terrific grunt; he is still tugging at Bonspahn’s leg in an effort to tip him 

off balance and drop him to the floor. 
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Floretta enters with her model house and her dolls. She places them 

on the floor near them.) 

Floretta: (to Spandau) You played with daddy long enough. It’s my turn 

… Let’s go, daddy. (Spandau ignores her.) 

Bonspahn: Spandau, I have to play House with your sister now. (The 

right door opens and their maid walks in with an armload of groceries.) 

Ah! Sorpha’s here with the groceries. Victar, help her bring in the rest of 

the groceries. (Victar exits right.) 

Sorpha: Thank you, Mr. Bonspahn. 

Bonspahn: (to Spandau) Hey, you! Wildman! Help your brother bring in 

the groceries. (Spandau gives a final, stupendous, but, ultimately, 

ineffectual effort to “bring him down”, then runs out the foyer door. 

In the meantime, Floretta is arranging the furniture in the model 

house. She places her dolls in a box, meticulously studies the layout of the 

furniture in every room, and rearranges pieces at her whim. 

Bonspahn sits on the floor nearby and waits patiently. Sorpha, Victar, 

and Spandau make two trips through the room bringing bags of groceries 

into the kitchen.) (to Floretta) Are you ready? 

Floretta: Yes. (She holds up one of the miniature dolls.) This is Shaara. 

She’s the mother. And this is her daughter. Her name’s Seka. Seka’s nice. 

(Mrs. Bonspahn enters from the kitchen. She is wearing an apron.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Supper’ll be ready in forty-five minutes. 

Bonspahn: O.K. (Mrs. Bonspahn comes over to them and squats next to 

Floretta. She smiles, pats Floretta’s head, and kisses her. She exchanges 

smiles with her husband and returns to the kitchen. 

Spandau and Victar enter from the kitchen, having made their last 

delivery of groceries. Spandau attacks Victar, tugging his arm in a 

supreme effort to pull him to the ground. He bends Victar halfway to the 

floor before Victar twists out of his hold. Spandau jumps up and tries to 

jump on Victar’s back, but Victar turns in time to fend him off.) 

Victar: (to Spandau) Let’s play soccer. 

Spandau: O.K. (They head toward the right door. Mrs. Bonspahn pokes 

her head through the kitchen doorway.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Guys! Supper’s in half an hour! 

Victar: (turning toward her) O.K., mom. (Spandau and Victar exit right.) 
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Floretta: (holds up another doll) This is Wortum. He’s a boy right now, 

but when he grows up, he’s going to tell stories to kids in the park. 

And this is Torshpal. He’s a baby. He sleeps in the crib … (She points 

at a room in the model of the house.) See? That’s his room and there’s his 

crib. 

Bonspahn: Is he Wortum’s brother? 

Floretta: (quickly) No! … Um, yes. He’s Wortum’s brother. His baby 

brother! 

Bonspahn: Who’s that? (Bonspahn points at another doll in the box. 

Floretta looks at the three remaining dolls. She picks them up and holds 

them up to her father.) 

Floretta: Which one? 

Bonspahn: This one. (He points.) 

Floretta: That’s the daddy. 

Bonspahn: What’s his name? 

Floretta: Um … I don’t know … Herosh!—Herosh is his name. 

Bonspahn: What about these other two? 

Floretta: They’re friends. 

Bonspahn: O.K. 

Floretta: (placing Shaara into a room) Shaara stays in the kitchen most 

of the time. She has to cook food or her family won’t eat … And she also 

goes to this room here (She points.) because that’s where the baby 

Torshpal is. (She places Torshpal in his crib.) She takes care of Torshpal. 

Shaara brings him food and sings to him and rocks his cradle to make him 

go to sleep. 

Wortum goes to his room sometimes and reads to Torshpal. He tells 

him stories, too. Torshpal loves everybody, but Wortum most of all. (She 

places the Wortum doll in Torshpal’s room.) 

Herosh loves everybody, too. Every day, he goes to work. (She 

marches the doll away from the house.) Every night, he comes back. (She 

marches the doll into the house.) He plays with his kids … (She considers 

the two remaining dolls, and grabs them.) Here are his kids … A boy … 

(She holds one up toward him.) and a girl. (She holds the other doll up 

toward him. 

There is a knock on the front door of their home.) 
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Bonspahn: Ooops! Someone’s at the door. Sorpha! Someone’s at the 

door. (Sorpha enters through the kitchen door, exits into the foyer, and 

opens the front door. She re-enters, followed by two armed soldiers and 

an army captain. 

Mrs. Bonspahn enters from the kitchen. Bonspahn stands.) 

Captain: Voortik Bonspahn? 

Bonspahn: Yes. 

Captain: You are hereby placed under arrest. 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Under arrest! 

Bonspahn: For what? 

Captain: Treason. 

Bonspahn and Mrs. Bonspahn: Treason! 

Bonspahn: What’ve I ever done that’s treasonous? 

Captain: I don’t know, sir. All I know is that you’re under arrest and are 

to be escorted to prison. 

Bonspahn: Who’s bringing these charges against me? 

Captain: I have no idea, sir … Come along. (He steps to one side to make 

way for Bonspahn, who exchanges a worried, nonplussed look with his 

wife.) 

Floretta: Daddy, are we going to finish playing House? (Mrs. Bonspahn 

scoops her off the floor. Dazed, Bonspahn finally recognizes his little 

girl’s question. He approaches her. His face softens. He strokes her hair 

and kisses her forehead.) 

Bonspahn: As soon as I come back, my little angel. (to Mrs. Bonspahn, 

his gentle smile fading) There must be a mix-up. I’ll get it straightened 

out. (Bonspahn exits right, the soldiers following. Sorpha exits, right, too. 

The front door is heard closing. Sorpha re-enters.) 

Mrs. Bonspahn: Sorpha, get the boys at the park. Floretta, daddy will 

finish playing House with you later. 

Floretta: Before I go to bed? 

Mrs. Bonspahn: (distracted, taking her hand) I don’t know … Come, 

let’s go in the kitchen and finish making supper. (Still holding Floretta’s 

hand, Mrs. Bonspahn and Floretta exit. 

Soon Sorpha, Spandau, and Victar enter from the right.) 

Victar: (to Sorpha) But dad would never betray his country! Somebody’s 

a liar! 
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Sorpha: Your father obviously has a powerful enemy. 

Victar: An enemy! Who could be his enemy? He’s a great dad! 

Sorpha: Most people don’t see him as a dad. 

Victar: But I can’t see why anyone should hate him. 

Sorpha: Your father’s a politician. A lot of people in that world are nuts. 

To them, people aren’t really people—sometimes not even members of 

their own families! Most politicians aren’t really alive. 

Victar: Dad isn’t like that, is he? 

Sorpha: No! 

Victar: Then why was he arrested? 

Sorpha: Some crazy person may need him out of the way for the moment 

… The war ended two weeks ago, and the Hakiks are rounding up all the 

enemies of Hakik … and … your father was arrested … I don’t have all 

the pieces to the puzzle. It doesn’t make sense. Someone must not like 

your father. 

I have to go into the kitchen now. Supper’ll be ready soon, so clean 

up. (She exits. The boys look at each other with uncertainty.) 

Spandau: When will dad come home, Victar? 

Victar: I don’t know … Let’s go wash up. (They exit left. 

The curtain falls.) 

 

Scene 24: Bonspahn’s cell on the third floor of a stone prison. 

A barred window on the left wall, center, allows a view of the 

courtyard, which serves as an execution ground. There is a heavy, barred 

wooden door, right, center, and a small writing table and a chair in the 

back right corner. A pen and sheets of paper lay on the table. 

Nearly-simultaneous gunshots follow the commands, “Set! … Fire!” 

by several voices. Some executions occur under Bonspahn’s window; 

some occur farther away. Mintlock is sitting near the base of the prison 

beneath the prison cell. His laughter is loudest after the rifles are fired. 

Occasionally, the Hakik national anthem is played by an orchestra in 

the courtyard. Clearly-heard curses from the condemned are hurled at 

Mintlock and the members of the execution squads. Mintlock, “The 

Hyena”, only laughs in response. 
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Bonspahn is sitting on the edge of his bed, which is lengthwise against 

the back wall, and is staring dejectedly at the floor in front of him. 

Rousing himself from his macabre reverie, he looks out the window. 

The command “Set! … Fire!” is heard. The rifles blast, and Mintlock 

laughs hysterically. 

The orchestra starts up again. Bonspahn casts an unsettled look at the 

floor to his left, then returns to his bed. He stretches out on it, entwines 

his fingers behind his head, and stares at the ceiling. 

A few moments later, two sets of footsteps are heard approaching. 

They get louder and stop outside the door. Keys jingle loudly; one is 

inserted; it clicks. The door swings open inwardly, and Vintar and the 

warden enter. 

Vintar is in military regalia, which includes brown, knee-high military 

boots, and a thin, brown trench coat, which is unbuttoned. At 

six-foot-four, he is as tall as Bonspahn. 

Bonspahn meets him halfway and they shake hands. 

The warden closes the door and exits. The door slams shut with a loud 

metal-on-metal clank and a slight echo. The key is withdrawn loudly from 

the lock, and the warden’s footsteps fade away on the stone floor. 

Vintar: How are you doing, Voortik? 

Bonspahn: Reasonably well. 

Vintar: Have a seat. (He indicates Bonspahn’s bed, pulls the chair away 

from the table, and turns it so he and Bonspahn are facing each other.) I 

was shocked to open that official communique and read your signed death 

warrant. I couldn’t believe it. I read it again and again; I handed it to my 

adjutant to read it aloud to me. 

Without your diplomatic efforts to get the Dushpins to invade Grenlak 

from the east, we’d still be deadlocked in a war twenty miles into Grenlak. 

Four months of that. Two more months of that and I’d have lost my job. 

Bonspahn: And maybe your life. 

Vintar: (nods and smiles cynically) And maybe my life. 

Bonspahn: How have I acted treasonously? 

Vintar: I don’t know. Here’s the death warrant. (He pulls out the death 

warrant from an inner breast pocket of his trench coat and hands it to 

Bonspahn.) 

Bonspahn: Unbelievable. 
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Vintar: Yes. 

Bonspahn: Can I appeal it? 

Vintar: You know how this works. 

Bonspahn: I can’t even appeal it to a military tribunal? 

Vintar: The rules won’t bend—even for you. 

Bonspahn: (handing the warrant back to Vintar) How am I to die? 

Vintar: You’re to be hung. 

Bonspahn: Hung! (Vintar hands him another sheet of paper. Bonspahn 

reads it.) Tomorrow? I’m going to be hung tomorrow! (He hands the 

paper back to Vintar, who replaces the warrant and the method of death 

back into his inner pocket.) This is a nightmare. (He clutches his head in 

his hands, his elbows resting on his knees.) Is that kind of death warrant 

usual? Do all these enemies of the empire (He waves his right hand 

toward the barred window.) get an arrest warrant with such detailed 

attention regarding their deaths?—By hanging? 

Vintar: (smiles caustically) Hardly. 

Bonspahn: (sarcastically) Weeell, I certainly feel special!—Even 

blessed! (Vintar’s caustic smile faded, but now it blossoms again. The 

orchestra stops playing the national anthem. The sharp command “Set! 

… Fire!” is heard. The rifles fire. 

Mintlock laughs his hyena-laugh. Bonspahn looks up at Vintar.) Do I 

have to hear that all day? (Bonspahn nods at the window. Vintar smiles.) 

Vintar: I’ll get you another cell. 

Bonspahn: And will I have to hear that madman laugh just before I get 

hanged? Or when I’m hanging if I don’t die at once? 

Vintar: I’ll keep him away. 

Bonspahn: Do I have to get hung? (There is a pause. Vintar looks at the 

floor and contemplates an answer.) 

Vintar: You don’t want to be hung? 

Bonspahn: I’d prefer to be shot. (They look at each other, then laugh 

heartily.) 

Vintar: O.K. I’ll arrange for you to be shot, instead. 

Bonspahn: Thanks for your mercy. (They laugh heartily again.) 

Vintar: Would you like some opium before you’re shot? A few shots of 

whiskey? 

Bonspahn: No. 
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Vintar: Who’s behind your death warrant? 

Bonspahn: It has to be Cetrella Kallispell. 

Vintar: Cetrella Kallispell? 

Bonspahn: Yes. 

Vintar: Why? 

Bonspahn: I wouldn’t allow myself to be seduced by her. She was 

affronted. 

Vintar: Affronted? Too diplomatic. 

Bonspahn: O.K.: she was riled! 

Vintar: No, she was pissed off! 

Bonspahn: Yes. (Bonspahn purses his lips. There is a pause.) 

Vintar: I’ve looked into smuggling you out of the country. I’ve 

communicated with the Dushpins, the Jacklars, and the Senacans 

[pronounced sen-A-sans], but it would take longer than a day to make 

arrangements. 

The czar of Dushpin is shocked at all this bloodletting and asked the 

Hakik government to tone it down. He also requested leniency to be given 

for thirteen Grenlak generals and for you, but Volean’s advisors only let 

him sign one pardon—and only on the condition that he lives in exile in 

Dushpin and never shows his face in any country of the empire again. 

Arrangements for his transport to the border will be ready in eight days. 

Negotiations and bribes for leniency are occurring all the time. 

Volean’s not really in charge. So much is hidden from him. Death 

warrants for thousands at a time are placed in front of him, and he’s told 

to sign them. 

Bonspahn: The Dushpins are right: all these executions are unnecessary. 

All this is much too extreme. 

Vintar: Most of the people being executed are not guilty of anything. All 

this is a woman’s extreme vengeance: everyone knows Cetrella’s running 

the show. 

Bonspahn: Nothing good can come from the murder of innocent people. 

Grenlak will never forget this. It’ll come back to haunt Hakik. The world 

has taken note of this and has marked Hakik. Their empire is doomed. 

Vintar: Now you’re talking as if you’re not Hakikan. You’re speaking 

from such a distance. 
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Bonspahn: I don’t consider myself a Hakikan. I’m a man without a 

country. And a country that’s ruled by a woman is in decline. 

Vintar: (with an abrupt smile) You don’t think Babyface Volean can 

raise Hakik up? (Bonspahn looks at him sourly, then smiles cynically.) 

Bonspahn: What a fool I was to dedicate my life to being a diplomat! I 

was blind. I’d demand my death if it wasn’t for my family: I’m worried 

about them. 

Vintar: I’ll help them out. If I learn anything about their being arrested, 

I’ll hustle them out of the country. I opened channels to Nectin so they 

can leave on a moment’s notice … You have my word on that, Voortik. 

(A brief silence before numerous rifles blast almost as one. Mintlock 

laughs wildly, and the orchestra strikes up the national anthem.) 

Bonspahn: Can you get me another cell, Moortar? 

(The curtain falls.) 

 

Scene 25: Another cell in the same prison, away from the courtyard. 

The furniture (a bed, a table, and a chair) is similar, but the bed is 

flush, lengthwise, to the right wall. There is a wide door, left, center, that 

is made of thick, heavy, vertical iron bars. There is no window.  

Bonspahn is lying on his bed, head toward the audience. His crumpled 

blanket is shoved between himself and the wall. 

The jingling of numerous large keys that are attached to a huge, 

circular key ring is heard outside a door down the hall. The jingling is 

followed by the sharp clank of a key being inserted into a lock. 

Bonspahn swings his feet to the floor and sits, frozen, on the edge of 

his bed. He is listening intently. 

The heavy door creaks open; then it screeches as it swings back; then 

it slams shut with a jolting bang. 

The sound of numerous footsteps gets louder. A child’s muffled voice 

asks an indistinct question, and the voice of a female adult responds. 

Bonspahn bolts to the door and grips the iron bars, his knuckles 

turning white. 

Then … 

Floretta: Is this where daddy lives now?—Oh. Hi, daddy! 

Spandau: Dad! 
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Victar: Hey, dad! (The warden lets the Bonspahns (mother and the three 

children) and Sorpha (the maid) in, then leaves, locking the door behind 

him. His footsteps fade away with a faint echo. 

Floretta and Spandau fly to their father, who is squatting with his 

arms outspread. All three embrace. Tears flow down Voortik’s face. 

Floretta is clutching a doll by its hair in her right arm. Her left arm is 

thrown around her daddy’s neck as far as it can go. Spandau hugs his 

father around his neck with both arms. Spandau is sad, but is not crying. 

Victar stays away, standing between his mother and Sorpha. His 

morose eyes are glued to his father’s face; he fidgets and shifts his weight 

onto his left foot. 

Mrs. Bonspahn and Sorpha wear expressions of love and deep 

concern; nonetheless, Mrs. Bonspahn harbors a quiet rage, which can be 

gleaned from her eyes and from her set jawline. Sorpha holds a children’s 

book in her hand. She weeps briefly. She pulls a handkerchief from her 

purse and dabs the tears from her cheeks and eyes. She resolves to remain 

strong.) 

Bonspahn: (looking at Victar, but to all his children) How’re you guys 

doing? 

Floretta: I miss you. 

Bonspahn: I miss you, too. (He kisses her cheek.) And you, Spandau? 

Are you doing your homework? Are you paying attention in class? 

Spandau: (nods) Yes. 

Floretta: Can we play House again, daddy? 

Bonspahn: Someday. 

Floretta: Why are you living here? 

Bonspahn: Because I have to live here. 

Floretta: Can I live here with you? 

Bonspahn: You can visit me anytime you want. (Now clutching her doll 

by its hair, she wraps her other arm around his neck.) 

Spandau: Dad, are you going to die soon? (Bonspahn pulls his head 

back, stares at Spandau, then nods once, almost imperceptibly.) Why? 

What did you do? 

Bonspahn: I remained faithful. I kept my word with God. 

Victar: What do you mean, dad? Faithful—how? To what? 

Bonspahn: To myself and my family. 
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Victar: Did you do something treasonous? 

Bonspahn: No. 

Victar: Then why are you called a traitor? 

Bonspahn: Someone real high up in politics took a disliking toward me. 

She hated me so much that she wants to kill me out of spite. 

Victar: Spite? 

Bonspahn: Doing something just to be mean. 

Victar: Revenge for what? What did you do? 

Bonspahn: It’s so petty it’s not worth mentioning. 

Victar: That can’t be! What did you do that was so petty that you have 

to die for? 

Bonspahn: (sighs heavily) Promise me this, son: do not pursue a career 

in politics. Stay away from politicians and their miserable world. Let them 

live in their awful world: they do nothing but evil. They keep things going 

down the wrong path: they make sure everything stays miserable so 

people keep suffering. They perpetrate wars and injustices … and all the 

consequent misery that few people know about or care about. 

I’ve contributed to this misery. 

But my eyes’ve been opened. Promise me, son, not to be part of the 

political world in any way—and this means not joining the army and not 

voting. Do not vote, Victar! Do not vote! Because, if you do, you condone 

politicians’ power, and so you contribute to people’s suffering. You may 

not understand this now, but keep it in mind as you go through life. (The 

confusion exhibited by Victar’s face is replaced by a glare and an 

expression of discontent. Bonspahn addresses all his children.) You guys 

get an education. Study hard in school. Go to college. It’s the only way to 

get by: otherwise, you’ll be poor—more than poor!—destitute! 

Now (He observes the book in Sorpha’s hand.) … You guys want me 

to read to you? 

Spandau: Yeah. (Bonspahn stands and takes the book from Sorpha. He 

and his children retreat to the bed. He sits on it and leans his back against 

the wall. Floretta sits on his right lap; Spandau sits on his left lap. Victar 

sits to his father’s right with an admixture of reluctance and desideration. 

Mrs. Bonspahn places the chair so she’s facing her family. Sorpha sits 

on the table and faces Voortik and the kids.) 
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Bonspahn: O.K. (He holds the book up and reads the title.) 

Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face, Part One … This is Part 

One? How many parts are there? (He smiles at his wife. She returns a 

tight smile. He looks at Floretta and Spandau.) I wonder what flavor 

Pudding-Face’s face is made of. What kind of pie is Pie-Face’s face made 

of? Apple? Blueberry? Banana Cream? 

Spandau: Maybe cherry. 

Bonspahn: Or strawberry or peach or blackberry. And Candy-Bar Face. 

I wonder what kind of candy bar his face is made of … O.K. (He reads 

…) Pudding-Face woke up today and prepared for his first day of school. 

He is in kindergarten. (He looks at Floretta and hugs her tighter 

momentarily.) You’ll be going off to kindergarten soon. That means 

you’re going to be a big girl. (Floretta smiles.) 

Bonspahn: (reads) Pudding-Face likes a lot of food, but he likes pudding 

the most. So after he got dressed, made his bed, washed his face, and 

combed his hair, he sat down to eat breakfast at the table in the kitchen. 

His mother served him a great, big bowl of vanilla pudding! He ate it 

all up! 

His mother gave him his lunch box before they left the house. His 

mother wants to make sure he doesn’t get lost on his way to school! 

This is Pie-Face. She is going to her first day of kindergarten, too. She 

is eagerly looking forward to going to school to learn and to make friends. 

She has lots of friends now, but she can have even more! And the more 

friends she has, the more fun she can have! 

Her mother gave her a huge serving of blueberry pie for breakfast. She 

ate it as if she was starving! She ate it so fast!—because she was eager to 

get to school! 

Her mother packed a huge slice of apple pie into Pie-Face’s lunch 

box—and out the door she and her mother skipped! 

Candy-Bar Face was dreaming about candy bars when his mother 

woke him up. He had to get ready for his first day of school! He showered 

and washed and combed his hair. My! How handsome he is! (Bonspahn 

contemplates Candy-Bar Face and points at him.) 

I don’t know if I’d call that handsome. He looks a little long in the 

face. Too rectangular. I wonder if he’d be more handsome if his candy-bar 

shaped face were horizontal. (Horizontal means sideways, guys.) If we 
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tilted his head sideways … Imagine that. Would he be more handsome? 

(Floretta and Spandau consider this. In spite of himself, Victar peeks at 

the book over Floretta’s shoulder.) 

Floretta: He’d be the same. 

Spandau: No, he’d be more funny-looking. Who has a head that’s wider 

than their shoulders? Ha-ha! 

Bonspahn: But what if his hair was combed? 

Spandau: What difference would that make? It still wouldn’t make his 

head look normal. 

Bonspahn: (laughs; reads) His mother gave him two candy bars for 

breakfast and walked to school with him. He has a candy bar in his lunch 

box. 

Look! Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face are in the same 

class! Mrs. Bipspeller’s their teacher. 

She teaches her students the alphabet. She teaches them to count to 

one hundred. It’s easy! Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face are 

smarter already. So are the other kids. 

Next comes art class. Everybody has a pair of scissors, paper, and 

glue. They make such nice pictures! 

Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face become friends. They 

also become friends with everybody else at the table. 

After art class, it’s quiet time. Quiet time means everybody rests for 

fifteen minutes. They can sleep if they want. Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and 

Candy-Bar Face are too excited about school to sleep, so they rest their 

heads on their arms and recite the alphabet to themselves, and count to 

one hundred. 

Mrs. Bipspeller watches over them during recess. Pudding-Face, 

Pie-Face, Candy-Bar Face, and their friends play on the playground. They 

play tag and kickball. They play Simon Says. 

They also meet students from another kindergarten class. One of them 

is Cookie-Face. She becomes their friend, too. 

After recess is lunch. Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face 

share their lunches with their friends. Their friends like pudding, pie, and 

candy bars, too! Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar Face like some 

of their friends’ lunches. They like turkey sandwiches and peanut butter 

and jelly sandwiches and chicken salad sandwiches. 
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After lunch came another art class. Everybody drew pictures. 

Then they learned to add and subtract numbers. 

Then it was time to go home! Pudding-Face, Pie-Face, and Candy-Bar 

Face were sad, but knew they had school tomorrow! 

They walked home with their mothers and told them about all the 

exciting things they did and about all the friends they made. They showed 

their mothers their artwork. 

And they were happy when their mothers put their artwork on the wall 

in the kitchen. 

The End. 

(Bonspahn closes the book.) 

Floretta: Read it again. (He hands her the book and looks at her with 

unbounded love as she opens it and extends it toward him. He leans over 

and kisses her forehead.) 

Bonspahn: Floretta, mother will read it to you when you get home. 

(Floretta looks at her mother, then at her father.) 

Floretta: I want you to read it. (Bonspahn lifts her up and sets her on her 

feet on the floor. He smiles.) 

Bonspahn: Mother’s a good reader, too. Mother will read to you when 

you get home. (Holding the book, Floretta walks to her mother, who lifts 

her onto her lap, hands the book to Sorpha, and wraps her arms around 

Floretta. Floretta is staring at her father. Bonspahn hugs Spandau and 

kisses the top of his head.) 

Spandau, study hard in school. Obey your mother. She has your best 

interests in mind. Always love her … and your brother and sister … (He 

kisses the top of Spandau’s head again.) (to Victar) Victar, you’re the 

man of the house now. Take care of your mother. Be part brother and part 

father to Floretta and Spandau. Study hard in school. Go to college. Don’t 

join the military. Stay away from politics and politicians. (A pause.) 

You’re a man now. (Victar hangs his head to hide his tears. Bonspahn 

walks to the door.) Warden! (The warden’s footsteps get louder, then 

stop.) 

Warden: Yes? 

Bonspahn: Let everyone out except my wife. (The warden opens the 

door. Before Sorpha leaves, however …) Sorpha. (She turns.) 

Sorpha: (teary) Yes, sir? 
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Bonspahn: Thank you for everything you’ve done for us. Our lives 

would’ve been much more difficult without you. (Sorpha lowers her eyes, 

nods once, and exits. 

The warden closes the door and escorts the children and Sorpha down 

the hallway, their steps becoming fainter, then fading entirely. Man and 

wife face each other.) Such a hard expression, Cephina: I’ve never seen 

you like this before. (Her expression softens.) That’s better. I’d hoped 

never to see such bitterness in your eyes. 

Cephina: Voortik, they’re taking you from me—from us. (She dissolves 

in tears and hangs her head. Her husband engulfs her in a hug. She sobs 

uncontrollably.) It’s …its impossible not to feel hatred! 

Bonspahn: Shh … Shh … (He strokes the left side of her face with his 

right hand, kisses her forehead, then pulls back and gazes lovingly at her. 

She smiles shyly and shakes her head twice.) You’re the same wonderful 

woman I married so many years ago … Seems like yesterday. (He kisses 

her forehead and her left temple.) I always loved you, Cephina. (Mrs. 

Bonspahn smiles and stares up at him. Her smile disappears when she 

swiftly tries to wipe her tears away, but she smiles and looks up at him 

again.) 

Cephina: What’re you accused of doing? I have to understand this. 

Bonspahn: I’ve done nothing traitorous. The order for my execution 

comes from Cetrella Kallispell. 

Cephina: Why does she want you dead? 

Bonspahn: She tried to seduce me in her bedchamber. She was 

unsuccessful. 

Cephina: So anything she can’t have, she destroys? 

Bonspahn: Yes. That’s the kind of person who’s running the empire. 

(Mrs. Bonspahn looks disgusted. A pause.) Cephina. (She looks up at 

him.) Vintar’s making arrangements to get you out of the country. Follow 

his instructions—and get out! … You’ll be under surveillance, but he 

knows all their tricks. He has connections. Please listen to him … He’s 

trying to get you to Nectin, Neshea. 

Cephina: (dumbfounded) Nectin? 

Bonspahn: Is that O.K.? (A pause.) 

Cephina: (dragging “I” out, not stuttering) I-I-I-I’m surprised by all this. 

Bonspahn: By what? 
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Cephina: Byyy—everything … I’d love to leave Hakik, but I didn’t know 

we’d have to leave so soon …Should I sell the house first? 

Bonspahn: No! Forget the house! Have a realtor sell it and stash the 

money in a Neshean bank account. Just get out of Hakik as fast as you 

can! Tomorrow or the day after. 

Cephina: (nods) O.K. 

Bonspahn: Take everything out of our safe deposit box—all the money, 

all the jewelry—everything! Cash in the jewelry. Close our account in 

Tilmach and open a Neshean bank account. Stick most of your money in 

it. Keep some cash on hand. Do this as soon as you get back to Tilmach. 

That money should take care of you for the rest of your life, if you don’t 

live beyond your means. 

Another thing: keep mum about your plans. Don’t tell anyone!—Not 

your sisters, your brother, or your parents. (The safest time to let them 

know what’s going on is after you’re in Senaca. Allay their fears as soon 

as you can.) They’re under surveillance, so the courier must be clever 

about delivering your letter. If it’s intercepted, it’s possible that Cetrella 

Kallispell will seek the ultimate retribution against them because of your 

escape. 

Cephina: I feel as if I’m living out a bad dream. I didn’t know life was 

so ugly. 

Bonspahn: I didn’t feel it myself, either, until I read my death warrant. I 

contributed very much to all this ugliness … But I’m done now. Tell me: 

how are you going to explain my eternal absence to Floretta? (Cephina 

waves her right hand absent-mindedly, sweeps her hair back from her 

right temple, and frowns evanescently.) 

Cephina: I … haven’t thought about it … I’ll … distract her the best I 

can. Sorpha can help. 

Bonspahn: Be sure to read to Floretta and Spandau. Read, read, read! It’ll 

stimulate their minds and get them to wherever they’re meant to go. (Mrs. 

Bonspahn takes his hand in her hands. They sit on the edge of the bed.) 

Cephina: You were the greatest father to our kids and the greatest 

husband a wife could hope for. I promise never to get married again or 

give any man a reason to even think about me. (Bonspahn strokes the left 

side of her head with his right hand. They kiss on the lips.) 

Bonspahn: Cephina. 
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Cephina: Hmm? (She purses her lips in a heroic effort to resist weeping.) 

Bonspahn: They’re going to dump my body off at the house within 

twenty-four hours of my death. Make sure the kids are at your parents’ 

home. (Cephina is surprised; then her face hardens.) 

I’ll talk to Vintar to see if he can keep my body at the prison and have 

you transfer it to the cemetery. He’ll let you know what’s going to be 

done. (Cephina’s eyes narrow. Bonspahn strides to the door and shouts.) 

Warden! (The warden’s footsteps get louder. 

Husband and wife embrace one last time. The warden opens the door; 

Cephina exits; and the door shuts loudly, with an echo. 

Cephina’s and the warden’s footsteps fade. 

Bonspahn paces his cell, then sits on the edge of his bed.) 

 

Scene 26: A cemetery in Bishtar on a dark, cloudy afternoon. Cephina, 

Sorpha, Victar, and Spandau stand around a freshly-dug grave with a 

gravestone at its head. (Floretta is with friends of the family.) Cephina’s 

and Voortik’s parents, Cephina’s two sisters and brother, and Voortik’s 

brother and sundry relatives are also present. 

A priest stands behind the gravestone at the head of the grave. His 

back is to the audience. Everyone is dressed in black. The women wear 

black veils. There are stifled sobs; a few women slip handkerchiefs under 

their veils to dab away their tears. The priest closes his book and exits, 

right, slowly. 

One by one, and in pairs, the mourners leave the gravesite. 

The gray-haired grandmothers lean down, one to Spandau and the 

other to Victar, and mime whispering to them. The grandmother who 

bends down to Spandau takes his hand and walks with him away from the 

grave. Victar, whose head is bowed and who is weeping profusely, but is 

trying valiantly to cover it up, allows the other grandmother to steer him 

away with her hands, one on each shoulder. 

Finally, only Cephina remains. 

She dabs her face with a handkerchief, sobs mournfully, then stops 

abruptly. She flicks her veil up and tilts her face toward heaven. Her face 
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is wet; it looks as though it is made of glistening stone. Her red-rimmed, 

swollen eyes blaze with hatred. 

She now utters the curse she was taught by the Rinsum (gypsy) woman 

at the park. Her eyes narrowed, her soul filled with hatred … 

Cephina: May dark clouds always be close behind you. Let misfortune 

dog you every step of your life. May your marriage crumble and your 

empire rot and become dust. May your children lead wretched lives and 

suffer intensely before dying young. (Her jaw sets grimly. She closes her 

eyes and lowers her chin and veil. 

The curtain falls slowly. The lights in the theatre remain off. 

The birth of a baby is heard. There is a slap; the baby cries; then, 

mollified, it stops crying.) 

 

(Note: the action continues seamlessly. The audience is to remain seated.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Part Two 
 

Scene 1: Five years later, circa 1850. The curtain rises on Emperor 

Volean, who is now twenty-three and is sitting at his desk in his official 

room (i.e., his “workroom”) in which he sits nearly every day, pores over 

paperwork, signs papers, and writes instructions and opinions. Volean’s 

baroque desk is front, center, and faces the audience. It is in front of a 

large, unseen window so he can take advantage of the light of the day. 

The ceiling is high and there is a thick pillar in every corner. 

His office décor matches the opulence of his desk. Against the right 

wall, middle, is a red sofa. The edges of its arms, legs, and back are 

gold-plated. There is a duplicate sofa across the room against the left wall, 

middle. Two red, gold-plated chairs that are also part of the set are placed 
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next to the sofas between the sofas and the front of the stage. The chair 

on which Volean sits is also part of this set, but its seat is higher and its 

backrest extends to the top of his head. 

There is a heavy door, back, center, that swings inwardly. Paintings 

of famous, powerful nobility from the past decorate the back wall. 

He is reading a document. Deep in thought, he straightens his back 

even more and studies it harder. He picks up his pen, writes on it, signs 

it, and puts it to the right upper corner of his desk. He takes another 

document from the top of a pile to his left, centers it on the desk, and 

begins to read it. 

There is a knock on the door. 

Volean: Come in! (The First Lord Chamberlain (a.k.a., the “first 

chamberlain”) Gantsin, enters. He is followed by a nurse with a baby in 

her arms. The baby is wrapped in swaddling clothes.) 

Gantsin: (happily, and with a smile and an energy that is absent because 

of the required, reserved nature of his job) Sir, please welcome your son 

into the world. (Volean looks up, his face blank. He stands, turns to his 

left, and faces them. The nurse is standing to the right and behind Gantsin. 

She looks up at Volean and smiles, then looks down at the baby. 

Volean stands in front of the nurse, who shifts to give him a better view 

of his swaddled son. 

A long pause. Blandly, Volean stares at the baby.) 

Nurse: Here, sir, take the baby … (Volean is still staring blankly at the 

baby.) Sir? 

Volean: I don’t know how to hold it. 

Nurse: (with a knowing smile) It’s not hard, sir. Like this: one arm under 

… like this (See?) and the other arm across—like this. (Volean remains 

frozen like a statue.) 

Volean: What if I drop it? 

Nurse: (smiles) Is that what you’re afraid of? Don’t worry, sir: I’ll hold 

my hands under the baby and be like a safety net at the circus. 

Volean: (fearfully; stiffening) I’m afraid of dropping it. 

Nurse: Don’t be, sir. Or are you afraid the baby will break or you’ll hold 

him too tightly? Don’t be worried, sir. Babies are tougher than they look; 

they’re soft and extraordinarily flexible. (Apprehensively, Volean 

continues to stare down at the baby.) Tell you what, sir: have a seat and 
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hold the baby over your desk so he can’t fall … There you go, sir … Now 

take him … under the arms, yes … and shift your right arm … There. 

(Using her hands, she positions his right arm.) Like that … Good. Put 

your other arm across the outside … Like that, yes. (Volean is holding the 

baby as the nurse was, but is sitting at his desk with the chair pushed in. 

His arms rest on the desk. He stares at the baby without emotion, as 

though he were looking at another document that is to be read and signed; 

but his expression softens and he smiles tautly. His face icing over again, 

he holds the baby under its arms, stiffly, in front of him. He turns to the 

nurse and holds the baby out to her. She takes it.) 

Volean: Has Spenna seen the baby yet? 

Gantsin: No, sir. 

Volean: Bring it to her now. 

Gantsin: Yes, sir … Sir? 

Volean: What, Gantsin? 

Gantsin: Have you thought of a name for the young crown prince? 

Volean: Spenna and I decided on Beltram. 

Gantsin: Beltram Kallispell. A wonderful name! Crown Prince Beltram! 

Has a nice ring to it, sir! (Gantsin smiles and looks Volean straight in his 

face. Gantsin’s reaction is genuine, not sycophantic, his having been 

carried away by genuine happiness and a sincere love for babies and 

children. Gantsin, who is usually staid and formal, knows that his 

exuberance is a breach of etiquette. Volean recognizes Gantsin’s genuine 

love and his breach of etiquette; and Volean, vicariously happy, can’t 

help but squeeze out a genuine return smile, which comes off as shy.) 

Volean: Yes. Yes, it does. 

Nurse: (smiling) I wish the best for you and your family, sir. (She holds 

Beltram up and takes his right wrist in her right hand and waves it at 

Volean. Raising the pitch of her voice and saying in a surprisingly 

convincing baby’s voice, she says for Beltram …) Bye-bye, daddy! Come 

see me in my crib later today, k? (Volean and Gantsin laugh; the nurse 

smiles, then says …) Good day, emperor. (The nurse and Gantsin exit. 

His face masking over, Volean sits at his desk and continues to read the 

document that was before him when he was interrupted. 

The curtain falls.) 
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