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Setting

Paris, 1920s or 1930s
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Olya’s restaurant

Some stupid pub



Characters

Ada - Older woman, from city

Alex - Androgynous person, 30s

Bee Keeper - Mysterious

Grace - Manic woman, early/mid 20s
Harry - Man, 40

Keith - Man, late 30s

Maestro - Big loud circus MC type, older
Nicole - Woman, late 20s

Olya - Restaurant owner, 30s
Pianist - Man, hunchback, early 30s
Scape - Very butch woman, 30

Willie - Naive hick, early 20s

Writer - Man, 30s
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Olya’s

Grace, Nicole, and Scape are at Olya’s.
Olya and Willie are probably around in any
scene at Olya’s.

GRACE: ALLIGATOR!

SCAPE: CROCODILE!

GRACE: ALLIGATOR!

SCAPE: CROCODILE!

GRACE: ALLIGATOR!

SCAPE: CROCODILE!

GRACE: ALLIGATOR!

OLYA: Yes?

SCAPE: Two pints and a plate of
something light.

GRACE: No, wine.

SCAPE: Coffee?

GRACE: Exactly. Coffee for me.



SCAPE: One pint and ca phe sua for the
princess.

GRACE: Today I'm the frog.

SCAPE: Crocodile?

Grace laughs

GRACE: Yes.

OLYA: It'll be a few minutes, it's been a
hectic morning.

SCAPE: Thanks a bunch.

GRACE: Thanks for brunch.

NICOLE: When I was a little girl taking
lessons everyone liked to sneak bombs into
the classroom and light them off to prank the
headmaster. Half the classroom was gaping
holes in the floor, with the desks squeezed
into the remaining space. That’s the only
reason I graduated. Every time a bomb went
off, I'd sneak a peak at my neighbor’s exam
before the smoke cleared.

GRACE: When I was a little girl I used to sell
pipe bombs to raccoons.

SCAPE: And by pipe bombs you mean?
GRACE: Pierogies.

SCAPE: Did you make them?

GRACE: No, stole them from my mom.
SCAPE: Stole?

GRACE: Asked nicely.

SCAPE: And gave them to raccoons.



GRACE: Yes. Well, I did that once. Twice?
Probably just once.

NICOLE: I bet the raccoons are still talking
about it.

There is a disturbance elsewhere in the

dining hall.

OLYA: And never come back!

SCAPE: Willie, what’s up?

WILLIE: Oh, Olya caught another goddie
praying over his meal. Don’t they see the
sign? There’s only two rules. No fightin,
and no prayin.

SCAPE: Ah.

NICOLE: Olya is very strict on the no prayer
rule.

GRACE: Does anyone know why?

SCAPE: Hey Willie! Sit with us. You look
tired.

WILLIE: Thank you. Just for a minute.
NICOLE: Why is Olya so anti religion?
GRACE: Wait a second. Willie, why do you
wear a cross?

WILLIE: It’s a threat against god. If there’s a
second coming, we’ll kill that one too. Isn’t
that why people wear crosses?

GRACE: I might start now.

NICOLE: Why is Olya so anti religion?
WILLIE: Well, it’s a... obso... obsoley practice



that... that...

NICOLE: No, no. We know the problem, we
agree. But Olya’s reaction seems personal.
SCAPE: Of course we're all against god, but
Olya gets emotional about it.

WILLIE: Yaga said someone in her family
was religious, but Ada said Olya’s wanted
in her old country for burning a church, and
she was political when she was younger.
Olya doesn’t talk about it. I'm sure she’s
right.

SCAPE: Of course.

WILLIE: I have to go back to work now.
NICOLE: Thanks Willie!

SCAPE: Hard to imagine Olya as an activist.
NICOLE: Supposedly Olya used to run a
Waffles and Cod joint. I never thought about
it before, but a Waffles and Cod shop is such
a traditional business, no one would suspect
one was a front for revolutionary action.
Perfect cover.

SCAPE: Maybe she started it as a front and
wound up enjoying running a restaurant?
NICOLE: Perhaps. But that doesn’t fit with
still being fanatically anti religion.

SCAPE: True.

NICOLE: Maybe all Waffles & Cod joints are
revolutionary fronts? Maybe all cafeterias



are? Maybe this is a front for anti-religious
terrorism?

SCAPE: Ask her.

NICOLE: I'm serious.

SCAPE: She wouldn’t have the no-praying
rule if this was a revolutionary front. She’d
be pretending to be religious.

NICOLE: I can’t even imagine Olya pretend-
ing to be a believer! It would be like Grace
pretending to be pious.

GRACE: I feel the same way about god as I
do about collective nouns.

There is a moment of silence.

SCAPE: That’s it isn’t it. You aren’t going to
explain further.

GRACE: Nope.

Nicole laughs.

SCAPE: Snagglebrain.

GRACE: What does Willie do at the theatre?
I've seen him backstage in some costume. I
thought he just worked for Olya.

SCAPE: Traditional folk something?
NICOLE: It’s some kind of folk dancing, but
I'm told it is not morris dancing.

SCAPE: Apparently he’s quite good at it?
NICOLE: Then it can’t be morris dancing.
There’s no difference between skilled and
unskilled morris dancers. I think maybe it’s



a modern version of something old. Maybe
Italian?

GRACE: Everyone’s full of surprises today.
NICOLE: Willie used to perform for all the
Kings and Queens of Europe, but there was a
scandal. You see, he sang such pure beautiful
notes, that everyone just assumed he was a
castrato. So he was often left unattended
with various royal personages in the court,
and he left a string of embarrassed princesses
being rushed off to convents across the
continent.

Scape laughs

GRACE: Oh my! Scape - how can you laugh
at that?

SCAPE: You're friends with Willie. Can you
actually believe any of that is true?

GRACE: Oh. Right. Wotthehell Nicole! Wot-
thehell! Don’t make me look stupid. I shall
pout! I shall!

NICOLE: Alack and chimney stack, you're
an adorable moll.

Scape laughs

GRACE: You owe me a drink. I will collect
when you least expect it.

NICOLE: Very good.

GRACE: I shall ask for poison and you won't
know what to do.



NICOLE: I'll poison a nun in your name and
we’ll both go to atheist heaven.

GRACE: Atheist summer camp will suffice.
NICOLE: Done.

SCAPE: I thought THIS was atheist summer
camp?

GRACE: Atheist boot camp.

NICOLE: We'll be heading to the front lines
of The War On God in a few days!

GRACE: I think we need more training.
SCAPE: You guys are excellent non-believers.
What do you need training for?

NICOLE: Maintaining rifles, maintaining
artillery, maintaining a distinct sense of

self.

GRACE: Reading, gun running, and 'rith-
matic!

NICOLE: Digging tunnels, getting lost in
tunnels, taking naps in tunnels.

GRACE: Introductory evading responsibility,
evading responsibility, and advanced evad-
ing responsibility.

NICOLE: Secret desires that put the war on
hold.

GRACE: War on hold? Don’t you mean wire
code? Telegraph shorthand?

NICOLE: Ablsh t crstn chh im.

GRACE: You rz. Ilk. Pls entnu.



SCAPE: And you wonder why we don’t have
any friends.

GRACE: Sometimes I'm social because I'm
social. Sometimes I'm social because I'm
expected to be social.

SCAPE: If you don’t want to...

GRACE: The difficulty is in knowing what
one wants.

SCAPE: If you think I'm pressuring...
GRACE: Relax, this isn’t directed at you.
NICOLE: If you think it’s difficult for you to
know what you want yourself, you should
cut other people some slack in trying to peer
in from the outside.

GRACE: Other people knew what they were
getting into when they took the job.

SCAPE: I give up.

Grace jumps into Scape’s lap.

GRACE: You said the magic words! Next
round is on me! But someone else should
pay.

SCAPE: Yes, Grace.

Alex and The Writer are at Olya’s
ALEX: I got a telegram yesterday.

WILLIE: From family?
ALEX: News of family. Their neighbor is



always trying to patch things up, and sends
me news occasionally. Apparently my cousin
is having problems with her husband and
only my presence could bring peace and
prosperity back to the household.

WRITER: Is your family asking your neigh-
bor to send you messages, or is the neighbor
on their own mission?

ALEX: On their own. It's always nonsense.
Manipulative bullshit from someone who
isn’t involved.

WILLIE: But means well?

ALEX: Maybe. You could argue they mean
well, but it would take deliberate ignorance
to not notice how self-defeating it all is.
OLYA: Don’t underestimate deliberate
ignorance.

WRITER: They're in daily contact with your
family, while you're a remote abstraction.
Their perspective is drastically different than
what you see. They must be aware of many
details you are not.

ALEX: Maybe. At this point I just want to
forget they exist.

WRITER: Tell them you’re moving overseas?
OLYA: Fake your death.

ALEX: Ahhh! I forgot about that. I did fake
my death! About six years ago. Even that



didn’t stop them!

WRITER: Reply with something unrelated,
as if you completely misunderstood them.
ALEX: That will cause more telegrams, not
less.

WRITER: Is there anything that would make
them want to cut ties?

ALEX: No. I've spent a lot of time thinking
about this. Anything they’d like will make
them want to be closer. Anything they don’t
like will make them want to intervene.
WRITER: There is only flight.

OLYA: You choose who you spend your
days with, one way or another.

ALEX: I'm trying.

Nicole and Scape are at Olya’s

NICOLE: Get me some grub?

Scape goes over to counter.

SCAPE: Olya, two plates at our table in the
corner. Something light.

Olya looks over and sees Nicole.

OLYA: I heard a funny story about your
friend there.

SCAPE: Mmmm?

OLYA: She was going on about not trusting
anyone in the theatre, blah blah blah. Yaga
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overheard and said she’d make a potion for
her so she could snap her head off to scurry
around like a spider in the dark to spy on
people. Nicole took her seriously and was
terrified. Then Grace tried to calm her down
by saying it would be fine, she was sure she
would grow a new head, twice as good.
SCAPE: Twice as good!

OLYA: Twice as good. Ahhhhh, Grace can
not read a room.

SCAPE: No. Or she was being sadistic.
Entirely possible.

OLYA: Remember when Yaga offered Grace
some sleeping wax?

SCAPE: Yaga's sleeping wax! Grace was
going to use it to put all the books to sleep?
OLYA: Those two together are a danger to
the world. Grace’s belief brings Yaga’s folk-
lore to life.

SCAPE: What a world. Though I think you're
mistaking playfulness for gullibility.

OLYA: Yes?

SCAPE: She really does not care if no one
gets her jokes. It took me a long time to
figure that out.

OLYA: Classic cynic. Looking for one honest
man.

SCAPE: What?
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OLYA: Never mind.

Olya gestures towards Nicole.

OLYA: That one though. Listening to her
does you no good.

SCAPE: She never says anything bad about
you.

OLYA: She doesn’t believe I exist.

SCAPE: But Olya, if you don’t exist, who did
Katrina spend last night with?

OLYA: OH YOU! It’s like I'm running a
kindergarten here! Here’s your plates,
back to your seat, hands in lap! Criss-cross
applesauce!

Scape returns to table with Nicole.

Grace enters

NICOLE: I thought you were spending the
day with your cousins?

GRACE: I bowed out early. They were going
to that new swells crib by the river. Whats-It.
I don’t remember.

NICOLE: Snedley’s. Too crowded?

GRACE: No, no. Crowds are fine. It's one of
those pretentious restaurants were you have
to take the mice out of your pockets and
shake ALL the bugs out of your hair. Not
for I
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OLYA: There’s no mice in my place!

GRACE: Nor is Olya’s pretentious! I speak of
another.

OLYA: Been going to other restaurants?
GRACE: Never!

OLYA: You were banned from Julian’s,
weren’t you?

GRACE: Oh no. That was another Grace.
OLYA: Ah, right - that was it. Another Grace.
You were running up multiple tabs under
different names and got caught?

GRACE: Can’t blame an honest girl for lying.
OLYA: Can! But won't.

GRACE: Thank you! Now can I have a drink
on some random person’s tab?

OLYA: I think you've earned that.

SCAPE: She hasn't.

GRACE: Earned liquor never tastes right to
me. It's missing the whole point. "Boy did I
get stinkin at the club savoy!"

OLYA: I take it back. You're not drinking
tonight, at least not here.

not sure I'm entirely on my side today.
SCAPE: Breakthrough!

Olya’s is empty except for Olya and Willie
Grace enters
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GRACE: Oh that I wouldst find one caring
soul to save me from my fate, starving in
this muddy gutter. I waste away to nothing...
I shall surely not live to see another

sunrise...

OLYA: Oh Ia la. The show’s over, you aren’t
starving in the commune. Didn’t you get
paid yesterday?

GRACE: Did I? I don’t remember. Did I did
or did I don’t? I just know I'm hungry. My
character is hungry on stage, and I'm hungry
off stage. Your kitch smells delish. Do you
have a plate for your favourite daughter?
OLYA: You're a debtor not a daughter, but
you know I'll always feed you! Where’s
Scape? Surely she has a few bits for your
supper.

Olya gives Grace a plate of food.

GRACE: Surely she should be here... or there...
Grace wanders off, eating.

GRACE: Did she hear? Did she there? Did
she did or did she don’t?

Scape arrives

Grace buries her face in Scapes shoulder and
slowly sways to the song playing in her head.
SCAPE: Hey Olya another plate, here’s the
price of two.
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Nicole is at Olya’s
Grace and Scape enter

OLYA: How are you all today?

SCAPE: Alright.

Nicole & Grace act out each line

NICOLE: I'm fresh as a daisy!

GRACE: Wait... Hard. Hard as a squash!
NICOLE: Fit as a worm-riddled...

SCAPE: Oyster?

NICOLE: Ostrich!

GRACE: Proud as a eyelash.

OLYA: We do have ostrich today, and it is
certainly not worm-riddled!

NICOLE: Bright as a coalmine,

GRACE: Sly as a fiddle.

SCAPE: Ostrich? Really?

NICOLE: Shy as a stripper,

GRACE: Strong as a moth.

OLYA: I'm not swearing it’s real ostrich, but
you’d be hard-pressed to tell the difference.
NICOLE: Light as an anvil,

GRACE: Blind as an archer.

NICOLE: Mad as an analyst,

GRACE: Nervous as a brick.

SCAPE: Brick?

GRACE: Brick.
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OLYA: Please just finish the song.
NICOLE: Sweet as a lemon,

GRACE: Pure as a cop.

SCAPE: HA!

OLYA: No editorials!

NICOLE: That means, Mister,

ALL FOUR: I'm in love!!!!

OLYA: A simple "fine" would suffice. And
be quicker.

GRACE: You underestimate life, Olya.
OLYA: I do not ignore the important things
in life.

GRACE: Not the important things. Just being
alive. Breathing!

OLYA: You get used to it after a few decades.
SCAPE: Ouch.

NICOLE: I want to be you when I grow up.
OLYA: Do you want to eat, or shall I just
throw you out?

NICOLE: Sorry, sorry. Mash and stammers
please.

GRACE: I'll have the dead fish.

SCAPE: Whatever the fake ostrich dish is.
OLYA: Five minutes.

Olya heads for kitchen
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Hunchbacks

Ada and Willie are backstage, chatting while
working on something.

WILLIE: What’s up with the hunchback?
ADA: What about him?

WILLIE: I saw him carrying ropes one day.
The next day I saw him going on stage.
ADA: Oh, right. Kevin is a hunchback, and
works in props. Everyone calls him The
Pianist. He’s mostly quiet and just does his
work, but talk to him - he has surprising
interests. Keith is an actor who plays a hunch-
back in a current play. They're the same
height, and they actually look really similar.
They like to hang out together.

WILLIE: So Kevin gives Keith hunching tips?
ADA: Might have started out that way? I
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think they just get along. But since they’re
been friends, Keith tends to stay in character,
and in costume.

WILLIE: That’s insulting.

ADA: Apparently not.

WILLIE: Why is he called The Pianist?
ADA: Have you ever been into the attic
above backstage?

WILLIE: Oh no! I'm terrible with heights.
First rung of a ladder, I start sweating.
ADA: There’s all these ropes and pulleys for
lifting the backdrops up above the stage. It
looks like the inside of a giant piano. How-
ever, I think Grace started calling him The
Pianist, but not for that. Because he knows a
lot about animals.

WILLIE: How...

ADA: Don’t ask. Only Scape understands
Grace. Oh, I remember: not that he knows

a lot about animals, but that he has strong
opinions about animals.

WILLIE: I had a favorite goat on the farm,
they have a lot of personality. Some are
mean, some are friendly.

ADA: No, opinions about types of animals.
WILLIE: Like what’s the best bird of prey?
ADA: Exactly.

WILLIE: I think everyone does, they just
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don’t talk about it.

ADA: You're probably right. I like voles.
WILLIE: Voles! Ah... now I understand you.
ADA: Do you?

WILLIE: Absolutely.

pause

WILLIE: What's a vole?

ADA: Field mouse.

WILLIE: Hunh. I guess someone has to like
them.

Harry, Keith, and Nicole at pub.

KEITH: You should get out there and per-
form, like you should get out of bed in the
morning. But also, if you haven’t picked a
particular thing to do and do better than
anyone else in the world, why bother?
NICOLE: Should you get out of bed in the
morning though? Are we sure that’s correct?
KEITH: Oh... good point.

HARRY: Do you want civilization to grind
to a halt?

NICOLE: From me sleeping late?

HARRY: If everyone adopted that attitude.
NICOLE: Mmmmmm... might be worth
trying.

KEITH: It isn’t a question of getting out of

19



bed versus not getting out of bed, but of
doing what’s expected versus pursuing your
own ideas.

HARRY: What's expected is just the system
that’s evolved over thousands of years of
trial and error. Thousands of years of trad-
ition know better than your whims.

Nicole wanders away.

KEITH: Moving here from my previous
position was the end of the world according
to all my acquaintances. The worst disaster
of my life. But let me tell you: it’s been fan-
tastic. Nothing has been better than leaving
my old nine-to-five office desk life, which I
stumbled into without a conscious thought,
for a creative life which I actually chose. It
felt like molting. Shedding the unwanted
accumulation of demands and expectations.
HARRY: Shedding the chance at money and
a life of leisure.

KEITH: A life of depression and anxiety.
HARRY: Tie me down with the burden of
wealth, I'll learn to live with it.

KEITH: You know, with all your worldliness
and travels, you're still incredibly sheltered.
HARRY: I've seen enough of the world’s
troubles to know not to walk away from a
life of duck soup.
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Alex and The Pianist wander over.

KEITH: Your view of the world’s troubles is
very narrow. I think it’s just the view of
Harry’s troubles.

HARRY: Everyone’s opinion is subjective.
Thinking you're objective is the greatest
arrogance. Although there are objective
truths, like opera being more sophisticated
than folk music.

ALEX: Opera is sophisticated but dead. It’s
all cobwebs. The music on stage here is fake,
but at least somewhat relevant. It isn’t true
expression, it’s cynically designed to tug at
the heart. It’s engineered. The music you
hear in back alleys when workers are on
break, that’s real music, real art.

PIANIST: There’s an amazing L Frank Baum
bit about that, in one of his children’s stories.
Hold on, I have a copy here. Was just looking
at it.

The Pianist searches through his bag

HARRY: Oh yes, "real music, real art", what
a load of crap. Education and knowledge are
necessary to create great art, in any medium.
Knowing the history of your art, actually just
knowing history, is obviously going to lead to
better work. You can’t stand on the shoulders
of giants if you're oblivious to the giants.
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ALEX: But the spark is missing.

HARRY: The spark isn’t real. You hunt
phantasms.

ALEX: You don’t think art needs soul? How
does it move you?

HARRY: How does it move YOU. You're
assuming your personal reaction to your
favorite art is objective.

KEITH: I think the soul and honesty Alex
describes is real, but it is not as completely
missing from other genres as he thinks.
ALEX: Perhaps.

The Pianist finds book

PIANIST: Ok, here’s the Baum quote I was
talking about: "It is classical music, and is
considered the best and most puzzling ever
manufactured. You're supposed to like it,
whether you do or not, and if you don't,
the proper thing is to look as if you did.
Understand?"

Alex laughs

HARRY: I could respect that comment if it
was directed at a few of the more academic
subgenres, but classical as a whole? It’s rare
you see someone being self-righteous about
pop trash. Or... what music did he think
was good?

PIANIST: No idea.
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HARRY: So the quote doesn’t really get us
anywhere.

KEITH: It’s a great quote. It doesn’t have

to completely make sense. Most humour
doesn’t if you try to closely analyze it.
HARRY: Ok, fine. But I'm curious what
music he would defend. What did Baum
think was good music?

ALEX: For personal listening, or to entertain
a paying audience? Are you talking about
entertainment that will fill the hall, or serious
art that will have the critics raving while no
one listens to them, or art for obscure
professors and grad students? There’s lots of
different reasons music is created.

The Writer wanders in.

HARRY: What's that stuff you're always
trying to sneak into your act. "Jazz?"

ALEX: Jazz. The sound of the future - you'll
regret making fun of it in a few years.
HARRY: Perhaps. But till then I'm with RJ.
Pick music that brings people in, instead of
driving them out. That scribble guy you like
that always empties the place.

ALEX: Scriabin.

HARRY: Should be living in exile somewhere
at a safe distance from civilization.

ALEX: You wouldn’t know teeth if they bit
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you.
WRITER: What about literature? Is there real
theatre? Working class people don’t generally
write plays on their lunch breaks.

ALEX: Maybe they do. Would you have
heard about them if they did?

HARRY: Oh come on.

KEITH: What about the parlour plays you're
always making fun of?

HARRY: Ah yes, the honest scripts of the
drunken fool. Great.

WRITER: I'll admit the basic formula does
encourage trashy results, but any genre can
produce a masterpiece. I've seen plenty of
clever truths revealed in parlour plays, and
since they’re so much more accessible than
so-called serious works, those truths reached
entirely new sets of ears.

HARRY: Hand-wave all you want. Parlour
plays are little more than drinking games.
PIANIST: Don’t be so judgemental.

HARRY: It’s just an excuse to sit around with
your friends getting drunk and pretending

to be funny and sophisticated.

PIANIST: It's drama in a familiar setting. It’s
a set like their home, with a cast like their
friends. Instead of generals and senators set
in ancient Rome.
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ALEX: The original parlour plays became
popular because it’s you and your friends
fooling around in your home. But some
people don’t have the right set of friends,
or don’t have a big enough home. And they
still want to enjoy that style comedy. Not
just enjoy it, but feel a part of it. That’s my
audience. So they see a parlour play style
production here, instead of at home. No
reason for you to make fun of them.
HARRY: Weren't you in the mill workers
drama?

ALEX: Yup, original cast.

HARRY: You were the one that went and
worked at an actual mill to prepare for the
role!

ALEX: I did. And brought back a few mill
workers who wanted to try acting. I only
wound up being in the production for one
season though.

HARRY: Why’d you drop it?

ALEX: It worked out better for them than for
me, and I moved over to light comedy.
HARRY: Well, that was a giant waste of a
few years.

ALEX: No, it was a good experience, and
helped me understand what kind of enter-
tainment I'm actually good at.
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HARRY: Yeah, right. Artists who spend
years finding themselves are full of shit and
pissing away their lives. Look at Nicole. She
writes amazing stories, but she just sits
around at Olya’s entertaining her friends. A
few laughs and the story disappears into
nothingness. She should be trying to get
published. Leave something behind. Leave
something behind or you don’t exist.
KEITH: What are you leaving behind?
HARRY: Nothing, I take my pleasure now.
KEITH: And when you're gone it’s as if you
were never here.

HARRY: There will be stories of a man who
enjoyed himself.

KEITH: Is that what you're doing, when
you're constantly complaining about
everyone else.

HARRY: There’s no progress without
criticism. There are people who see my
performances and are affected. There are
people who speak of my career on the stage.
I'm not really a pure hedonist, I just play
one for the sake of argument.

KEITH: So you're creative in your conver-
sation with us.

HARRY: Yes.

KEITH: Like Nicole is creative in her conver-
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sations with her friends.

HARRY: I'm just saying she should aim
higher, the potential is there. My work on
the stage is about right for my potential. If
I'm not more successful than I am, the critics
are probably right. Nothing is being
squandered here.

ALEX: You praise people very rarely, and
very indirectly.

Harry laughs

HARRY: Yes.

KEITH: Oh wait. So is all your criticism
actually indirect praise?

HARRY: No...

ALEX: You really love parlour plays!
HARRY: NO!

KEITH: It all makes sense now!

HARRY: I'm going to go drink enough to
wipe this conversation clean from my
memory.

Harry leaves in a huff.

Keith and Alex laugh for a while.

PIANIST: You have to remember that trick
to make him leave.

KEITH: At least he knows what he wants out
of life.

ALEX: Not so sure he understands his own
motivations that clearly, but at least he
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thinks he knows what he wants out of life?
KEITH: And you must admit he is skilled at
what he does.

ALEX: Sadly.

KEITH: Sadly?

ALEX: I disagree with everything he says, so
it’s discouraging to see that such misguided
thinking somehow works out for him. He is
an absolutely fantastic actor. But everything
he says about theatre is idiotic. I don’t know
what to make of that. It makes one paranoid
about one’s own beliefs, but... in this case

he is clearly stubbornly wrong about most
things.

KEITH: Talk is cheap.

ALEX: I know! The dumbest things he says
make me worry that my own assumptions
are wrong... at this point the only reason I'm
social with him is to study him. I'm always
searching for some explanation to the infur-
iating paradox of the successfully wrong...
KEITH: Oh, I saw that geometry ballet, at the
place across town.

The Pianist leaves awkwardly.

ALEX: No idea what you're talking about.
KEITH: Weren't we talking about it a while
ago? A design professor came up with a

set of really impossible costumes based on
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geometric figures. You can’t move regularly
in them - they restrict motion in completely
unreasonable ways. And then he choreo-
graphed a ballet around the range of motions
allowed by those costumes.

ALEX: That sounds insane. How was it?
KEITH: Fantastic! Sometimes something
drastically different from the conventional
is pointlessly weird, but sometimes it makes
you realize that it’s the convention that is
arbitrary and wrong.

ALEX: And geometric costumes that don’t
let you move normally isn’t arbitrary?
KEITH: Heh. Well, it stimulates the mind
along those lines. Maybe what I enjoyed the
most was things it made me imagine myself.
Breaking from convention influences your
thoughts in unexpected ways. Can be very
good, depends on the individual. The more
abstract, the more subjective.

ALEX: Ah, one of those shows where people
sitting right next to each other walk away
equally loving or hating it.

KEITH: Exactly. Very subjective. I loved it,
but perhaps that says more about me than

it says about the ballet. A few years ago I
realized that many of the things that I loved
in unconventional works were shortcuts
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because the artist didn’t have the time or
money to do it the normal way. They
weren’t trying to be avant-garde or surreal,
they just couldn’t do something the default
way in that instance, due to external
constraints.

ALEX: Ah, but the innovative thing in that
case would be that they realized it didn’t
matter. The realization that their shortcut
would be acceptable. So in that sense it was
innovative.

KEITH: So The Maestro is actually a genius?
ALEX: Many contradictory things could be
written on that subject.

KEITH: Agreed. But my point is that some
of the best things for the audience might be
an accident or a side-effect of something else,
not particularly intended.

ALEX: Well, most creative work is motivated
by something else. Every young male artist
is just trying to get laid. Almost all artistic
movements are a side effect of some new
coming-of-age ritual.

KEITH: Many. I'm not going with "most".
ALEX: Perhaps. Transgressive breaking of
barriers mostly, honing and perfecting a
specific style less so.

KEITH: Yeah, I'll agree to that.
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ALEX: As a counter-example, prison diaries
are pure.
KEITH: Prison diaries are pure.

Keith and The Pianist sitting backstage.

PIANIST: Thus everyone agrees that cephalo-
pods are the best animals.

KEITH: Yes.

PIANIST: And what is the best cephalopod?
KEITH: Easy: Nautilus.

PIANIST: Not so!

KEITH: Why not? They have an incredible
number of tentacles, and they're stuffed
inside a spiral shell. Completely demonic.
PIANIST: Because the nautilus is a living
fossil. The most ancient surviving ancestor.
The senile bed-ridden grandpa the other
cephalopods keep hidden in the attic.
KEITH: WHAT?

PIANIST: Their eyes are extremely primitive.
Not at all as sophisticated as octopus, squid,
or cuttlefish eyes. Although they have in-
numerable tentacles, they’re short and weak.
So they have fifty pinkie fingers. What for?
KEITH: This changes everything.

PIANIST: It does. The Nautilus is just for
show. The room behind the curtain is cold
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and empty.

KEITH: I'm going to go throw out all my
nautilus costumes.

PIANIST: What will your nautilus friends
wear when they come to visit?

KEITH: I'm not even going to let them in.
PIANIST: What about for Christmas.
KEITH: Not even for Christmas!

PIANIST: Nautilus Christmas?

KEITH: Well, Nautilus Christmas, sure. But
it’s going to be awkward.

PIANIST: You'll have to rent something from
the Nautilus Costume Store downtown.
KEITH: What about paper nautilus?
PIANIST: The paper nautilus is a species of
octopus.

KEITH: And what about octopus? How do
they compare to squid?

PIANIST: Different. Smarter, but weaker
hunters. More sophisticated culturally,
but... well, let’s just say the octopus

is often found on the wrong side of history.
The sacking of Antioch in 1098 for example.
KEITH: There were no octopus at Antioch.
PIANIST: Yes, but if there had been, they
would have been on the wrong side.
KEITH: Being which side?

PIANIST: The side opposing the squid.
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KEITH: Mmmm.

PIANIST: Just kidding. I suppose Kerbogha's
forces were octopus and the Crusaders were
squid, generalizing horribly. Which make the
octopus the good guys. I'm arguing against
myself here, jump in any time.

Keith laughs.

KEITH: You're doing fine. I think that map-
ping works in the sense of the crusaders
having been very crassly sidetracked from
their alleged motives into sacking any large
city in range, while Kerbogha’s motives were
more thought-out and far-reaching, though
still self-serving,

PIANIST: Not that I think octopus have any
moral sense, but squid really are the dumb
jocks of the seas.

KEITH: Exactly. Which is why I still want to
like nautilus.

PIANIST: I think people tend to overlook
cuttlefish. Cuttlefish should get the praise
that nautilus do.

KEITH: Ok, I can see that. They had magic
lantern skin before man even had fire.
PIANIST: Cuttlefish are the fairy folk of the
mollusc family.

KEITH: Agreed.

PIANIST: And tasty.
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KEITH: That I wouldn’t know.

PIANIST: Which makes me wonder...
KEITH: Uh-oh.

PIANIST: Are traditional fairy folk and little
people good eatin?

KEITH: Dammit. Oh, wait. Ask Yaga. Hey,
Yaga!

Yaga walks over.

YAGA: Yes?

PIANIST: Are traditional fairy folk and little
people good eatin?

YAGA: Oh yes! Tangy and a little sweet if
you don’t overcook them. The problem is
that they begin to disappear when they’re
terrified. It’s like chasing an ice cube on a
hot day... by the time you catch it, you
haven’t caught anything. They’re very good
at running away - little master acrobats. Fast
as finches.

KEITH: And all the little people are good at
acrobatics?

YAGA: It’s taught at the little people school,
along with hiding, sneaking, mesmering, and
general performing.

Keith laughs.

KEITH: A school for performing? Never!
YAGA: Anything that can be studied can be
taught.

34



PIANIST: In China they have schools for
acrobats.

KEITH: Acrobats aren’t real.

PIANIST: The theatre isn’t real.

KEITH: Lunch is real.

PIANIST: Ah. Yes. Lunch is real. Olya’s?
Shall we?

KEITH: I'm not in the mood for Olya’s today.
The pub?

PIANIST: Aye.

KEITH: Anyways. You were saying?
PIANIST: They’ve started a school for what
they call the performing arts in the States.
KEITH: So... studying the history of perform-
ing? Tracing things back to Shakespeare or
the Greeks?

PIANIST: No, I think it’s about actually
performing. The students are performers.
KEITH: So... a training school, cranking out ...
PIANIST: They take it more seriously than
that. They’re producing graduates who
intend to perform, but they take it very
seriously. Not just actors - all different types
of performers, all taking it as seriously as
actors.

KEITH: Hunh. I think that attitude sabotages
the performing environment somewhat.
People go to the music hall to escape the
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serious and official.

PIANIST: I suppose it risks turning the music
hall into a museum to music halls.

KEITH: Exactly.

PIANIST: On the other hand...

KEITH: Performers of all types are artists in
some sense. Any possible genre can be taken
seriously and honed skillfully.

PIANIST: Yes. But you can keep things in
perspective.

KEITH: Most people can't.
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The Steppes

Ada, Alex, and Harry are backstage

ALEX: Did you hear about the beast?
HARRY: Eh?

ALEX: Grace and Willie were on the way
back from Olya’s and something large ran
down the middle of the street. Grace swears
it was a cheetah. Willie doesn’t believe that,
but says it was too big to be a dog.

HARRY: Weird. Pony?

ALEX: Who knows. With those two it was
probably a badger.

HARRY: Ha. Maybe they walked past an ad
for a badger club.

ALEX: But the funny thing is that when they
got back the first person they had a chance
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to tell was Yaga. She looked shocked, asked
exactly where they saw it, and which dir-
ection it was going. Then she took off in that
direction.

HARRY: Hunh. General curiosity?

ALEX: No way. Yaga knows secrets.
HARRY: She had no idea about R] almost
selling the theatre last year.

ALEX: Those are man’s secrets. Yaga knows
nature’s secrets.

HARRY: Why were those two walking
together? Grace isn’t fighting with Scape is
she?

ALEX: Oh, no no. Willie just likes to play
security guard for everyone at Olya’s.
HARRY: Great, the village idiot playing
security guard.

ALEX: He’s one of the most trustworthy
people I've ever met, and just because he
didn’t have your advantages growing up
doesn’t mean he’s an idiot.

HARRY: It doesn’t matter if it isn’t his fault.
Everyone knows he’s a chickenhead slubber.
I wouldn’t trust him with a pile of dirt.
ALEX: Everyone else trusts him, but none of
them would trust you.

HARRY: Me? I've never been accused of
anything malicious around here.
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ALEX: You act like a victim any time you
aren’t outsmarting someone. No one wants a
security guard who thinks every interaction
is a threat to their ego, and overthinks every
word they overhear like it’s a conspiracy
against their majestic self.

HARRY: People don’t think that of me.

Harry walks off in a huff

ADA: He’s a silly little thing.

Alex laughs

ADA: How's your act going?

ALEX: I like it. Trying to sneak a serious
message here and there into light entertain-
ment for a younger crowd has felt really
good. I don't feel like I'm fighting to fit into
my character anymore. It's comfortable.
ADA: Enjoy it while you can.

Alex leaves
Grace and Nicole burst in

GRACE: Did you seen the sky? It’s glowing
green!

ADA: Where my cousins in America live,
when the sky turns this color, you have to go
hide in the cellar. Around here it just means
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you should go down to the river and watch
boats going by. Grace! Give me that shawl,
youll ruin it dragging it around like that.
GRACE: Your Highness.

ADA: You know you're supposed to return
costumes before leaving for the day. I don’t
like cleaning stains out of your shirts just
because you wore them to Olya’s and had a
bowl of soup.

GRACE: Once!

ADA: Demons tapdance among us! Once,
and no more! Come child, hand it over.
GRACE: Sorry. I like to stay in character
after a good performance.

ADA: Just pretend I'm an evil capitalist re-
possessing the clothes off your back.
GRACE: You took my last centime yesterday
for an empty bowl of water soup!

ADA: Toil and moil my pretty!

NICOLE: Water soup?

GRACE: I don’t know. What do starving
people eat?

NICOLE: Nothing?

GRACE: I mean what does a starving person
order at their favorite restaurant?

ADA: Starving people don’t have favorite
restaurants.

NICOLE: Well, if you're really starving you
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don’t want an empty bowl of soup, you
want an empty plate of dumplings without
noodles or stew.

ADA: No one yearns for empty bowls to be
placed before them.

NICOLE: Waiting in line at Minim’s for two
hours only to be told that once again, there
are no free entrees among the specials of
the day.

GRACE: I shall call again tomorrow!
NICOLE: Save me a table in an empty lot
down the road from Ledoyen’s.

GRACE: Oh, we just didn’t eat there yester-
day. Let’s get nothing from our friend Louis
instead!

NICOLE: Excellent choice! Getting refused
service at Louis’ is an exquisite experience.
GRACE: The premier void on the continent,
I should say.

NICOLE: You should!

GRACE: Although Ledoyen...

NICOLE: Yes. Ledoyen. We should probably
sneak in and steal some food for real.
GRACE: You've got to at some point.
NICOLE: I think it’s legal if you only take
something from one in four places you rob?
GRACE: That sounds right.

ADA: You two should write a guide to the
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city so I can not read it.

NICOLE: If they’re going to arrest you for
being a thief, you might as well adhere to
the traditional behaviour of such.
GRACE: The cops have their roles, we have
ours.

NICOLE: Don’t want to disappoint.

ADA: Are you two done now?

NICOLE: Yes. Absurdity exhausted.
GRACE: I could do a little more.

Ada looks out window

ADA: The sky is stained with clouds. Go
outside and chase squirrels.

GRACE: Excellent idea!

Grace exits

NICOLE: If Grace is wearing a new fur hat
tomorrow, you owe those squirrels” parents
an apology.

ADA: I'll send them a casserole.

Yaga arrives
Nicole leaves

ADA: In for one, love?

YAGA: Ah, not today, too misty.
ADA: Ain’t like the old days.
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YAGA: Remember the sounds at first light?
ADA: The crunch of the songbirds.

YAGA: Wolves howling in four-part
harmony.

ADA: Wouldn’t the men make time getting
home then!

Yaga laughs

YAGA: Big brave icicle darlings!

ADA: Two to the river but three to the lake.
YAGA: And the finches swearing a rusty
barn.

ADA: But we would miss them when we’d
find an arm or a leg in the spring thaw.
YAGA: It's true, it’s true.

ADA: Not that I ever lived up north.
YAGA: No, you were running a loom in one
of the mill towns then, yes?

ADA: Yes. It's good to have a few different
histories on hand as needed.

YAGA: The truth lies and the world doesn’t
always know best.

ADA: Yes. No.

Pause

ADA: No. Yes.

Grace enters

Ada is working on something quietly
for a while
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YAGA: There was a night like this, a cold
dark night, many years ago. So long ago,
few remember this tale. Before my father’s
time, before my father’s father’s time. Nigh
on 540 million years ago, when microscopic
beasties ruled the seas, and the king of all
the biggest, strongest, microscopicist beasts
in the world developed a plan to build a
Stromatolite so tall it would threaten God.
GRACE: What happened?

YAGA: Well, they built it! That’s why there’s
no god any more. And that’s the true history
of The Tower of Babel.

GRACE: Lovely. Where is it? Can you still
see it?

YAGA: Some say yes, but it’s very difficult
to find because all stromatolites look the
same. And then others say yes, but it’s very
difficult to find because it’s hidden away in
an obscure unvisited spot on the coast of an
obscure unvisited island. But if you do find
it, you’ll know immediately, because every
stromatolite is a unique artistic construction.
A macroscopic sculpture by microscopic
craftsmen.

GRACE: What do you say?

YAGA: Don’t wander the Earth searching for
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distractions from your problems at home.
GRACE: So stay put?

YAGA: No, travel is good, but only if it’s
unmotivated. Keep nonsensical from your
eyebrows to your toes and you’ll live a long
happy life.

GRACE: I do what I can.

YAGA: And you're an inspiration to us all!
Now go get me another basket, this one is
almost full.

Gruace exits
Willie enters

YAGA: In the dialect of the village I grew

up in, the word "ia" refers to the special
bond one makes with a friend one has killed
by accident while hiding their body. Perhaps
you're wading away from shore pushing the
floating body along, and sharks have begun
to assemble, or the police have noticed an
arm that fell off, and you're worried they
might investigate further. A last contact that
brings both closeness and closure.

WILLIE: "ia"?

YAGA: "ia". Stress is on the first syllable. Did
I'loan you my tuning shears?

WILLIE: Not me.
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YAGA: Alright.
Ada puts down her work

ADA: T had three older sisters.

WILLIE: Were they performers too?

ADA: Oh, no. They all died very young. One
in four making it was normal in my neigh-
borhood.

WILLIE: That’s terrible! Your poor parents.
ADA: That’s just the way it was. We were
happy then. "Le meilleur des mondes."
WILLIE: What were your sister’s names?
ADA: Well, the oldest was always Ada. I was
Angie and Ellen before I was Ada.

WILLIE: That's...

ADA: That’s how it was. We had no cause to
complain. It made us closer, stepping into
each other’s shoes. Even when something
tragic happened, it was a one-eye cry. We
still had our chores to do.

WILLIE: I grew up in a dirt-floor farmhouse,
but we never had anything like that.

ADA: Saint Medea preserve us, your gen-
eration is soft! I bet your grandparents had
stories just like mine.

WILLIE: Not that I ever heard.

ADA: Well that doesn’t mean anything,
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children never listen.

WILLIE: I'm listening!

ADA: Oh, you're a good lad Willie. Hurry
along now, and watch out for those ice cream
whorehouses!

WILLIE: Yes ma’am.

Willie exits

YAGA: The prophecy is fulfilled!
Ada laughs
ADA: NO.
Both laugh

Alex enters

ALEX: Yaga, question. I've been reading
stories about lost children being raised by
wolves. Weren’t you talking about something
like that recently? From where you grew up?
YAGA: No, no. Something else entirely. In
villages far north, when a child has almost
reached adulthood, they walk into the deep
forest, alone, in the accursed depths of winter.
It is a test. The first part of the test is whether
they can survive on their own - find food,
make shelter, keep their wits.

ALEX: In the middle of winter?
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YAGA: That makes it easier. The snowflakes
are as big as horses. You lean two together to
make a tent.

ALEX: What's the second part of the test?
YAGA: The decision to return to humanity
or join the forest animals. That’s why the test
is taken when they’re young - their bodies
are still developing. If they choose the forest,
there’s still time for them to grow fur and
claws and antlers. That’s why the deep forest
is so magical. The woodland animals chose
to live that life.

ADA: The city is the same. You don’t think
the raccoons and possums ever stared out the
windows of the downtown orphanage in
despair in their youth?

YAGA: Ah! There is magic even in this un-
natural desolation! That is good. The city is

a wonderful place, it should be burned to

the ground.
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Country Boy

Ada and Willie are working backstage.

WILLIE: There are bishops hiding in the
basement! I found one of their hats!

ADA: Well it’s an old building, you have to
expect a few pests. Everyone knows there
are huge cathedrals deep underground that
stretch for kilometers and seep up through
cracks in the rocks. You've got to keep an
eye on the basement. Always.

WILLIE: T told R] when I saw water in the
basement once. It was after that big storm
last summer. He put me and the Pianist on
pump duty.

Ada laughs

ADA: We have a pump? Like a ship?
WILLIE: It’s that thing under the stairs. It
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looks like a giant espresso maker.

ADA: Oh! I always wondered what that was.

I thought it was a prop from some show!

WILLIE: We should use it as a prop, even if

it’s a real machine. It looks so strange.

ADA: Although I wouldn’t say it looks like a

coffee maker.

WILLIE: Have you ever seen the espresso
makers for camping?

ADA: No. Is that just something from your

village?

WILLIE: They sell them all over. I've seen
one in a store near here. They’'re made for
using over a campfire. They screw together
and they’ve got pipes sticking out all over.
ADA: Ah. And it looks like the beast under
the stairs.

WILLIE: Just like it.

ADA: We should hang a sign on the pump
that says: "Out of order. No coffee today.".
Willie laughs

WILLIE: Yes. It would be true! But we're the
only people who would see it.

ADA: Oh, a few other people occasionally
go down there.

WILLIE: Yes, but they don’t look. They don’t
look at anything other than the thing they're
supposed to be getting.
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ADA: Boring.

WILLIE: Why are city people so boring?
There’s so much excitement on every side,
and they sleepwalk through it.

ADA: You'd be the same if you grew up here.
WILLIE: Never!

ADA: You would! You can’t be surrounded
by excitement every day, month after month,
year after year, and not grow to ignore it.
WILLIE: No one should be born in the city
then. If you can’t appreciate it.

ADA: I suppose ideally you should be born
in a prehistoric cave, spend your childhood
in a small village burning peat, grow up
working in the textile mills, then move to the
big city when you're nineteen.

WILLIE: After your first kill.

ADA: What?

WILLIE: If you're going to move to the city
and start a new life, you might as well be
fleeing justice. Kind of a waste not to?

ADA: Interesting. Anything about your
move here you haven’t told me?

WILLIE: Oh no, I'm just thinking.

ADA: What's that you're holding?

WILLIE: Oh, this is the bishop’s hat I found.
Ada examines thing.

ADA: Willie, this is a golf bag!
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WILLIE: The Maestro would say it was a
bishop’s hat!

Ada, Grace, Nicole, and Scape hanging out at
Olya’s.

GRACE: How did Willie join the theatre?
ADA: He was left as a baby on our doorstep.
GRACE: What a strange life, raised from
infancy backstage. I wonder what he was
like as a little music hall kid?

ADA: You've never heard that phrase
before? It means he ran away from home to
join us.

SCAPE: She knows what you meant.
GRACE: Just imagine what adventures six
year old Willie must have had backstage!
ADA: There might be problems with the law
if we knew he was so young, without per-
mission from his family. So we don’t know.
GRACE: The theatre is so complex! A six
year old country boy, hiding from the police
among the costumes and props!

Scape laughs

NICOLE: A tiny Roman centurian jumped
out of an old crate, pointed back the way
they came, and told the cops: "He went that
way!". They cops didn’t react, so the soldier
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disappeared and a minute later the front
half a a zebra popped out and pointed the
same way: "Really! The small child you're
searching for went that way!"

GRACE: Our theatre’s greatest actor, but
never on stage!

Willie wanders in.
SCAPE: Speaking of.
WILLIE: Hello.
GRACE: Willie! Nicole was just writing your
biography!
WILLIE: Uh oh! Well... always best to believe
anything Nicole says.
SCAPE: She just wrote the bit about the front
half of a zebra.
WILLIE: Oh yes. All true. I saw it with my
own eyes! Half a zebra ran right by me!
GRACE: You were it, wearing half a zebra
costume.
WILLIE: Yes. Now that you say it, that’s how
I remember it too. I'm glad I did something
worth writing about.
GRACE: Is Willie created or discovered?
NICOLE: It changes moment to moment.
WILLIE: I'm right here.
NICOLE: Didn’t you have some encounter
with the fire department on your first day in
the city?
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WILLIE: You promised not to talk about that.
NICOLE: Oh come on. It’s funny, don’t be
embarrassed. We're all new to the world at
some point in our lives.

WILLIE: The second day I was in the city,

I was walking though the outdoor market,
and there was a fire nearby. I'd never seen a
tire truck before. With the uniforms and the
noise, and a truck with strange things stick-
ing out of it. I thought it was some kind of
theatre troupe. Maybe a giant marionette
show.

NICOLE: So how did you get arrested?
WILLIE: I was standing in front of it, smiling
and clapping my hands. Enjoying the show.
But I didn’t realize I was blocking their way,
and they were trying to get to a fire. When
they tried to get me out of the way, I thought
it was part of the act. Finally they set the fire
department bear on me. I'd never seen a bear
up close before, and I'd never been attacked
by one.

NICOLE: Most people haven’t. Especially in
the city.

WILLIE: Out in the villages, we think of
bears as a city thing. But you think of them
as a country thing?

NICOLE: Nature is a country thing. We’ve
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abolished it in the city.

WILLIE: Did you know there’s mink living
at that park by the river?

NICOLE: No, what? That can’t be true.
WILLIE: It is! You see, city dwellers have no
idea how much nature is around them.

Nicole and Willie leave.
Yaga enters.

SCAPE: I've heard Willie telling stories about
growing up on a farm way out in the country.
Dirt floors, no running water.

GRACE: Hugs and spiders, the poor dear!

No musichalls?

SCAPE: No musichalls.

GRACE: Well, I guess everyone just went to
the cabaret instead?

SCAPE: No musichalls, no cabaret, no nuthin.
GRACE: Nothing!?!? That’s horrifying. Just
the theatre every night then?

SCAPE: No musichalls, no cabaret, no
theatre, no nuthin.

GRACE: Madness. Is that even legal?

SCAPE: Most people still live out in the
country, you know. No nuthin is life for a

lot of the world.

GRACE: I would waste away in despair!
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ADA: I can’t imagine Grace living a farm-
house life!

GRACE: I've never understood farms. Why
don’t they just go to the market like everyone
else for their goats and crackers?

SCAPE: Goats and crackers?

YAGA: If Grace was living on a farm, the
forest animals would gang together and
rescue her immediately.

SCAPE: I always said you were probably
raised by wolves.

GRACE: You said ferrets.

SCAPE: Same thing.

YAGA: No, no! Ferrets DANCE. The entire
forest stops to watch the ferrets when they
get riled up. The ferret war dance reveals
universal truths.

SCAPE: Didn’t you spend some time in the
wild growing up?

YAGA: Oh yes. The years are longer up
north, but from about seven to nine I lived
with a pack of crows. Mostly I remember
huddling in hollow tree trunks, trying to
stay warm.

SCAPE: What did you eat?

YAGA: Food.

SCAPE: I mean...

YAGA: Those details aren’t important.
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Having a crow family was important. In
some ways it was the best years of my life.
Later, when I shed my wings and feathers,
I'd think back and couldn’t remember life
before. Had I even been a human child?
SCAPE: Wait. You...

YAGA: Family is important Scape, don’t
forget it.

SCAPE: Yes, Yaga.

Grace and Willie sitting on a stone wall.

GRACE: Ada told me the only entertainment
you saw before arriving here was Punch and
Judy.
WILLIE: Not the only one. The best one.
Punch and Judy visited our village a few
times a year. It was always a big day.
GRACE: And that made you want to join a
puppet troupe? Punch and Judy and Willie?
Willie laughs
WILLIE: No. I never wanted to be a puppet.
GRACE: I mean...
WILLIE: How do you say... it made me want
to run away to the theatre, but it didn’t make
me want to do puppet performances. It made
me want to get up in front of people.
GRACE: So it was an inspiration but not an
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influence. That explains it - there’s nothing
Punch and Judy about you at all.

WILLIE: The big secret of the puppet world
is that Punch and Judy are not good people.
GRACE: Right.

WILLIE: Even the people who put on the
Punch and Judy shows know!

GRACE: I won't tell anyone.

WILLIE: Thank you.

Alex and Willie walking outdoors.

ALEX: I thought farmers out in the country
were more skeptical of revolutionary ideas.
WILLIE: Oh, no. We love the revolution. We
don’t trust revolutionaries.

ALEX: You mean they don’t live up to the
ideals?

WILLIE: Why didn’t they hold the commune?
ALEX: They tried! It was complicated.
WILLIE: I don’t know much about that. But
that’s what people in my village think. They
had it all in the commune, and let the state
take it back.

ALEX: No one looks at it that way, but I
suppose it’s true.

WILLIE: You have to protect what’s good.
ALEX: Of course, that’s what the other side
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says as well.

WILLIE: And fight what’s bad.

ALEX: Everyone says they’re doing that, and
they still disagree about what'’s to be done
and how the world is to be run.

WILLIE: The truth is clear. The other side
lies.

ALEX: Some. Some honestly believe.
WILLIE: Did you know that the command-
ments in the bible originally had "or not" at
the end of each one? They edited that out of
later editions.

ALEX: Umm... I've never heard that, no.

Yaga and Willie working backstage

WILLIE: The nearest village was about ten
thousand kilometers away, so we tried to do
all our shopping at once.

YAGA: Ours was a little closer - maybe six
thousand kilometers? But it was impassible
dense forest the whole way. There was one
valley that had a raging forest fire that
lasted my entire childhood.

WILLIE: I remember forest fires, but I was
never close enough to see the flames. Smoke
from a distant fire has a strange smell. Why
did the fire keep burning so long?

59



YAGA: The children in my village kept re-
lighting it when it went out.

WILLIE: That’s a lot of work for children.
YAGA: We were known far and wide for our
industrious little ones.

WILLIE: So we’d load up our horse with ten
tons of apple pie to sell at the market.
YAGA: One horse?

WILLIE: Bayard was a very strong horse.
YAGA: Must have been. Did you use ladders
to get on his back, or did you jump off a barn
roof?

WILLIE: Barn roof. Well, one person jumped
from the barn, and then he let down a rope
for everyone else to climb. I was little, so my
mother just threw me out the window as the
horse was passing by our house. Maybe she
was throwing me out the windows anyways.
I don’t remember. Or maybe Bayard was a
train?

The Writer is at Olya’s

WILLIE: I was surprised that city people
didn’t know more.

WRITER: Know more?

WILLIE: Out in the country we heard stories
about moving picture factories filled with
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wireless steam engines, and stuff like that.
The first person I met in the city that I sat
and talked to, I asked to explain how radio
worked, and he had no idea. I thought every-
one here would know all about that.
WRITER: You can’t expect people to know
the details of everything around them. Do
you know how the clothing you're wearing
was manufactured?

WILLIE: Yes.

WRITER: Do you know how your meals are
made? How bread is baked?

WILLIE: Yes.

WRITER: How the wheat is grown and
turned into flour for bread?

WILLIE: Yes.

WRITER: Ok, bad examples. I guess country
life is simpler. City life has become over-
whelming lately. Too much to keep track of.
WILLIE: That can’t end well.

WRITER: Did you live near a river?
WILLIE: Close, but not very close. Yes.
WRITER: Were there oxbow lakes?

WILLIE: Not near my village, but further
downstream. I know what you're talking
about.

WRITER: Do you know how oxbow lakes
form?
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WILLIE: They're lakes... the rain comes and
fills them?

WRITER: No, oxbow lakes are a specific
formation created by rivers over hundreds
of years.

WILLIE: I've never heard that.

WRITER: And they’re in your area. City
dwellers shouldn’t know about them, but
you should.

WILLIE: Ok. How do rivers make them?
WRITER: When a river starts to meander,
and forms a curve, the water is pushed to
the outside of the bend by centrifugal force.
So the outer bank is eroded. The current
near the inner bank of the bend goes slower,
and drops sediment, building up the bank.
So a bend in a river tends to get bendier
and bendier. Until it cuts back on itself, and
snips off a little section.

WILLIE: A little oxbow lake!

WRITER: Exactly. If you find oxbow lakes
interesting, you should study geology.
WILLIE: I'm not good with books.
WRITER: NEVER let anyone tell you that!
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The Bee Keeper

Grace and Nicole are backstage.

GRACE: Tell me about the bee keeper.
NICOLE: Oh no. Hmm. She’s magic. She has
bees. No one claps at her performances, but
if you ask people afterwards, everyone says
it was their favorite act.

GRACE: What is her act?

NICOLE: No one knows.

GRACE: The people that watch?

NICOLE: Well, maybe them. Maybe not. No
one backstage knows. It's an unspoken rule
not to ask.

GRACE: Sorry.

NICOLE: No, it’s fine. I just don’t know. Ask
Yaga. They’re friends.

GRACE: I thought you were scared of Yaga.
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NICOLE: I'm not scared of... Just because I
don’t like to talk to Yaga is no reason you
shouldn’t. If you want to know about the bee
keeper, Yaga is the correct person to talk to.

Ada, Harry, and The Pianist are backstage.

HARRY: By age 30, you should have...

Ada interrupts

ADA: By age 30, you should be 30. That is all.
HARRY: I strive to emulate my heroes.
ADA: Who are your heroes?

HARRY: Well, it would take some thought
to narrow down a short list, but...

ADA: What do your heroes think of you?
HARRY: None of them know of me.

ADA: Loser.

HARRY: But you just said there was nothing
to strive for, you should be 30 and nothing
more.

ADA: You misunderstand everything. You
set your own criteria for your own failure.
YOU are a loser for being unknown to all
your heroes, because of the importance YOU
attribute to them, and to fame. It has nothing
to do with anyone else’s life goals.

HARRY: If you don't...

ADA: QUIET.
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HARRY: But...

ADA: NO.

PIANIST: By the time you're 30 you should
have accidentally destroyed a concert grand
piano.

Harry leaves

ADA: Probably better to not have though.
PIANIST: I've done it once, and I was 29. 1
let go and turned away, I didn’t realize the
stage sloped slightly towards the audience.
It started to roll and was out of reach by the
time I noticed. It crashed into the orchestra
pit. What a sound!

ADA: So THAT’s why you're called the
Pianist?

PIANIST: No, it’s actually my grandfather’s
middle name, slightly mangled from the
original Panniast by some immigration
official.

Grace and Yaga are backstage.

GRACE: Tell me about the bee keeper.
YAGA: Don’t underestimate the bee keeper!
Don’t underestimate her bees! I walked into
her room and she was hovering a foot off the
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tloor, held up by a buzzing cloud. I immedi-
ately left, and she never mentioned it.
GRACE: What's her act like?

YAGA: It isn’t her act, it’s on loan from the
bees. Don’t ask about her act.

GRACE: Where is she from?

YAGA: Far away. Occasionally she gets
visitors with a message to tell the bees, and
no one can identify their accent or costume.
My theory is that she was a King’s royal bee
keeper, and after some court intrigue, the
bees were sent into exile, so too went their
keeper. But they’re still the royal bees, so
they still need to send an official messenger
for any important news.

GRACE: So she’s hiding behind a secret
identity?

YAGA: The bees are. Or the bees are normal,
and she just got bored with a routine life in
some far land. She doesn’t lie. She doesn’t
mislead anyone. She has a normal job in the
music hall like everyone else, and has her
own side interests, just like everyone else.
GRACE: Except she levitates when alone,
and her biggest fans have no idea what her
act is like?

YAGA: Exactly, my little finch. Now go get
me a hot cider.
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GRACE: With spiders?

YAGA: No, plain. Tomorrow’s a big day.
Wait. One spider.

GRACE: Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. Finish
each day with no one to trust.

YAGA: Hope for the best, pray for the worst.
GRACE: Oh my. New slogan.

Grace leaves room, shortly enters another
room. Alex, Nicole, and The Writer are
already there. Lounging.

GRACE: Yaga was just telling me about the
bee keeper.

WRITER: Man has a long history with the
bees. What's that American cult that thinks
the American Indians are one of the lost
tribes of Israel? They use beehives as a secret
symbol.

GRACE: So how do you know about it?
WRITER: Slightly secret? Ok, maybe not
secret, but... It doesn’t seem like a symbol

if you don’t recognize it. If you don’t know
what it is, it just looks decorative. So, only
for insiders. Minimally secret.

ALEX: I studied Egyptian history a little, and
they referenced bees a lot too.

WRITER: For honey?
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ALEX: They used a bee to represent lower
Egypt - the delta region, and sedge grass

for upper Egypt: the Nile winding through
desert. Bees for honey and sedge for making
papyrus?

WRITER: Did you see photos of what they
found in the boy king’s tomb?

GRACE: I imagine the boy king wandering
lost through the sand...

ALEX: Amazing! Anubis with that lovely
shawl.

WRITER: I can’t imagine that scale of time.
To open a room like that for the first time in...
what was it, three thousand years? So why
were you studying Egyptian history?
GRACE: Guided to safety by a blade of grass
and a bee...

ALEX: I was fascinated by all the Egyptian
motifs that are popular in art deco furniture
designs, and realized that I knew absolutely
nothing about the culture behind them. I felt
embarrassed to be appreciating an ancient
culture so superficially.

GRACE: Relative safety, anyways. Boy kings
all die young. Hence the term.

WRITER: Egypt looms large but is almost
completely obscure to modern man.

ALEX: And quickly found that Egyptian art
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covered many more styles than I realized.
From iconographic to realistic. Thousands
of years of civilization yields some variety,
of course.

GRACE: Meaning, I suppose, that there
simply wasn’t enough grass and bees?
NICOLE: Speaking of the sedge and bee -
supposedly the bee keeper has a copy of

the insect book, written on papyrus.
GRACE: The what?

NICOLE: It’s an ancient book of alchemy
written by insects. Originally written on
wasp papet, existing copies are all written
on papyrus. It’s filled with alchemy based on
allomones, kairomones, and pheremones.
ALEX: An insect book written for man?
NICOLE: No, it’s an insect book for insects.
And it’s VERY old. This copy must be many
hundreds of years old, and it was copied
from an older version. The insects have been
working on the text for thousands of years.
GRACE: Ok, don’t believe that at all.

Grace leaves.

ALEX: Did she steal it from the insects?
NICOLE: If the insects didn’t want her to
have it, she wouldn’t have it. You think
they’re powerless? Insects outnumber us
about a billion to one!
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ALEX: So why does she have it.

NICOLE: No idea. Never thought about it.
The book itself is such a mystery, who cares
about surrounding circumstances? Scientists
have been studying a copy of it for about
thirty years now, and recently came up with
a theory that some of the diagrams relate to
bee dances. But that’s the only part they've
decoded so far.

Harry wanders in.

ALEX: So it’s just a weird artifact to the Bee
Keeper?

NICOLE: Oh no, she reads it all the time.
She references it when she’s working on
something. Takes notes. Seems to fully
understand it.

ALEX: She’s the only person that can read it?
NICOLE: Unlikely, but one of a select few.
The entomological world lags behind in this
case.

HARRY: Like with bridge design.

NICOLE: Exactly! No. What?

HARRY: Ah! Well, if we assume that civil
engineering and entomology are both very
specialized fields that require the dedication
of an entire career, we can safely assume
that there is effectively zero overlap in the
disciplines.
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NICOLE: Um?

HARRY: No entomologists are also bridge
designers.

NICOLE: Ok.

HARRY: So the entomological world lags
behind the rest of the world in this case.
Given that all bridge designers are part of
the non-entomologist world.

NICOLE: Oh, right. You've logically proven
something obvious and pointless.

HARRY: One of my hobbies. Aren’t your
stories pointless?

NICOLE: Perhaps, but they're aesthetically
pleasing along the way.

HARRY: Like fairy tales? I never understood
the appeal of fairy tales.

ALEX: You've got to be kidding. How did
you end up in the theatre if you don’t
appreciate fairy tales?

HARRY: It’s a job. I'm an adult. Fairy tales
are just children’s stories, but old. This might
surprise you, but I read books written for
adults. Like an adult.

ALEX: Fairy tales are one of the most funda-
mental elements of our cultural heritage.
HARRY: Blah blah blah.

Grace, Nicole, and Scape are at Olya’s
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WILLIE: There was a death bog near the
village where I grew up. Everyone said that
if someone held your head under the water
there for too long, you’d die.

NICOLE: Well.

SCAPE: Hmm.

GRACE: I find that believable.

NICOLE: Anything else about the death bog?
WILLIE: Lots of things!

NICOLE: Like?

WILLIE: Bog wolves, bog geese, bog deer...
Although I guess all of those are just like the
normal things, except damp and a little dirty.
Oh! There’s the bog witch, who can turn you
into a awl with a snickle of her eye.

NICOLE: Why an awl?

WILLIE: She uses her victims she’s turned
into awls to make leather clothes, because
things falls apart so quickly where she lives
deep in the mire.

NICOLE: Does she use human skin?
WILLIE: Oh that’s horrible! No of course not!
The bog witch isn’t evil, she’s just a bit of an
outcast. The villagers bring her pies on holi-
days, and she makes potions to help calm the
farmers” animals during big storms.
NICOLE: She sounds nice.
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WILLIE: Oh yes. She used to watch me when
I was a baby and my mother had to run an
errand in town.

Alex, Keith, and The Pianist are at the pub

PIANIST: Didn’t one of the early explorers
to visit the south seas send back reports of
islands ruled by bees?

ALEX: Some people claimed that the entire
Earth is hollow, and filled with bees, with a
huge opening at the north pole. You mean
that?

PIANIST: No, an ancient lost civilization
somewhere in the South Pacific. The South
Pacific or maybe South America.

ALEX: Nope, haven’t heard that.

KEITH: Wait - the bee-filled hollow Earth
theory. Would that be an entire world within,
with all sorts of creatures, including bees, or
just a single giant beehive?

ALEX: I think it was just a beehive. So what
the geologists call the mantle is actually
honeycomb.

PIANIST: No no no. A lost civilization of
nomadic bees, spreading across the southern
hemisphere by outrigger canoe.

ALEX: Oh, wait. I have heard of that. They

73



left giant statues on Easter Island?

PIANIST: No, very small ones. Most people
have only heard of the more famous large
statues from that island. The bee statues look
like very small rocks. But if a spiritually
sensitive person holds one, they will pick

up all sorts of bee-related feelings.

KEITH: Ignoring the absurd scandal sheet
nonsense, the actual reports from those early
explorers really are amazing. Their enthus-
iasm combined with their ignorance makes
for a very entertaining account of utterly
mundane things that we all take for granted
now. It’s fascinating to read.

ALEX: The sizes of the oceans.

KEITH: What about them?

ALEX: Around the time of the first circum-
navigation of the globe, there was confusion
about the relative sizes of the major oceans
and continents. They had a rough map of the
world, but it didn’t add up right.

KEITH: Their maps didn’t add up to what
they thought was the distance around the
equator?

ALEX: Exactly. And every explorer had his
own opinion on where the error was to be
found.
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Scape is at Olya’s

OLYA: The spiritualists are just as bad as the
church in standing in the way of rational
progress, and trying to drag us back to the
dark ages.

WILLIE: What about the bee keeper? Isn’t
that some kind of spiritualism? Everyone
says she’s magic.

OLYA: No, she isn’t magic. The bees are
magic. Objecting to anti-science trends
among men does not require objecting to
spiritualism among insects.

SCAPE: That makes NO sense.

OLYA: And yet it is true.

WILLIE: I'm not sure...

OLYA: Well, look at it this way: have you
ever heard the bee keeper trying to change
anyone’s beliefs? Have you ever heard her
preaching religion or superstition?
WILLIE: Never.

OLYA: It's a complex world. Don’t try to
make the bees fit in. They’re fine as they
are. What did I tell you the other day?
WILLIE: Don't store rice in the basement,
it’s too humid?

OLYA: No, the other thing. Just before
closing.
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WILLIE: Two legs bad, six legs good?
OLYA: That’s the one.

WILLIE: I shouldn’t trust you?

OLYA: No. Don’t trust me. Don’t trust any-
one automatically. Any two-legger MIGHT
tell you truth, but don’t assume it.

WILLIE: But six-leggers...

OLYA:I've never heard a bee tell a lie.
WILLIE: OH! Me neither.

SCAPE: Have you ever heard a bee tell you
anything true? Or, anything at all?
WILLIE: Oh yes. Bees are very chatty.
SCAPE: I have not noticed that.

WILLIE: Do you pet them?

SCAPE: Noooo?

WILLIE: Ah. You can’t expect them to talk
to you if you don’t pet them.
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Writers

Grace, Nicole, and Scape are at Olya’s

NICOLE: Did you hear about the people that
did the thing?

GRACE: Oh yes! There was an unexpected
outcome, was there not?

NICOLE: There was!

SCAPE: Wait, what?

GRACE: Didn’t you hear? There was a
humourous result.

Nicole fails to suppress a giggle.

SCAPE: Fuck.

Grace laughs hysterically.

The Writer and Yaga are outside.

YAGA: You should write a modern retelling
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of The Second Golem by Crkzcrj.

WRITER: I don’t know it.

YAGA: No? It’s considered a classic in my
country. Every schoolchild hates it from
being forced to read it, but most people
come around to liking it when they read it
again later in life.

WRITER: Who was Crkzcrj?

YAGA: He was our greatest writer! They say
he knew the entire alphabet by heart, but of
course no one believes that. They say he was
very poor and lived out in the deep forest.
The only thing he had to write on were the
woodland animals, so his style became very
erratic due to the animals moving around all
the time, and reordering the text. Years after
his death, you could still spot fragments of
his stories on the backs of animals leaping
from tree to tree.

Grace and Nicole are working backstage

NICOLE: Long ago there were two animal
acts that shared a dressing room. One was a
classic ant circus routine, and the other was
a typing anteater. Anita trained the ants in
their gymnastic routines, while Eleanor
argued with her anteater about the bounds
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of acceptable texts for various public venues.
One day the ants went missing, and Anita
was hysterical. She ran up and down the hall-
ways accusing everyone she saw of anticide.
Eventually she calmed down, and the stage
manager - Emile, this was before Valentina’s
time - pointed out that she roomed with an
anteater, and had she considered a possible
connection there? Anita went back to her
room to confront Eleanor, who was acting
very defensively, and insisted a quick inter-
view with the accused would settle the issue.
However, the anteater was nowhere to be
found. At first this seemed to confirm the
suspicions, but afterwards they discovered
that the ants and the anteater had simply
decided to ditch Anita and Eleanor and head
out on their own. They had a new mime act,
and it was much more successful than any-
thing either had done previously.

GRACE: It's always a mistake to assume the
obvious.

NICOLE: Indeed.

GRACE: Unless it’s right.

NICOLE: Exactly. Why do people have such
a hard time with this?

Alex, Harry, and The Writer are at the pub.
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WRITER: I'm working on a series of crime
stories. The first one is set in the theatre: the
main character studies a quick change per-
former, and learns all her tricks. She then
uses those techniques to rob jewelry stores
and walk out undetected. But she leaves lots
of little clues so that the detectives cleverly
think they’re on to something, and arrest...
the quick change performer at the theatre.
Leaving our sneaky thief to skip away into
the night...

HARRY: Nice moral ending.

WRITER: On the last page she catches TB
and dies.

HARRY: There you go! That’s the final judge-
mental punch magazine editors are always
looking for.

WRITER: I was aiming for gritty realism, but
I keep missing.

HARRY: Why bother? No one needs your
stories to experience gritty realism. They just
open their eyes. They need your stories to
feel smarter than they actually are. There are
two elements to success: give the man what
he wants, and never let the man realize what
he wants.

WRITER: Now THAT is too much realism. I
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need to jump off a cliff. Where’s the nearest
cliff?

HARRY: Why do you think skyscrapers are
so popular recently? Tall buildings are for
jumping off, not working in. Everything else
about city life follows from that.

Grace and Nicole are at Olya’s

NICOLE: Lining garden paths with rose-
bushes traces back to early trench warfare,
before they had barbed wire.

GRACE: Before the barbed wire mines?
NICOLE: Yes, before the barbed wire mines
opened and they finally had work for the
children too young for the mills.

GRACE: So what did they feed the lions?
NICOLE: That was a big problem. With all
the children leaving to work in the mines
they did have to find a new food source for
the lions. Eventually they switched over to
lemon meringue pies.

GRACE: So the lions got fat?

NICOLE: Yes. There’s a moral in this story
somewhere.

GRACE: I am content to know that a moral
exists, and do not need to inquire further
into the details.

81



The Pianist and The Writer are backstage

WRITER: My latest idea for a crime story is
about an escape artist who makes his living
by stealing handcuffs from the police. He
gets arrested and cuffed. Then he escapes
and sells the handcuffs. The dive bars he
frequents all accept handcuffs as payment
for shots. Some say he drinks till his bones
go soft, that’s his secret. The reader spends
most of the story believing that’s the case,
but it’s finally revealed to be nonsense.
Anyways, the entire thing is really about
alcohol and self-destruction.

PIANIST: How does he get out of the hand-
cuffs?

WRITER: The standard escape artist tricks,
which all seem a little disappointing once
explained. A lot of it is just tensing up while
being shackled, which gives enough slack to
squeeze out.

PIANIST: Don’t a lot of the standard tricks
involve substituting props or modified cuffs?
WRITER: True. Ok, so some standard tricks
don’t apply, but tensing up and squeezing
out probably covers most escape artistry.
PIANIST: Amidst tons of hand-waving.
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WRITER: Figuratively, yes.
Grace and Nicole are at Olya’s

NICOLE: Many many years ago there was
only one theatre, The Tower of Babel Theatre,
with only one act. It was a long serious play
that explained everything. It explained how
the world worked, how the world didn’t
work, and why men were so often irrational
and self-defeating. Everything was laid bare.
Unfortunately, making everything clear for
the whole world threatened God’s terror-grip
on man, so he destroyed the theatre and split
up the act into little pieces. This is the origin
of the different genres of theatre: drama,
comedy, musical, vaudeville, cooking, sex,
and algebra.

GRACE: The Seven R’s!

NICOLE: The Seven R’s.

Alex and The Writer are at the pub

WRITER: It’s a typical ancient drama. Two
kings or barons or gardeners or lepers or
something were brothers or best friends, but
are now at the head of two armies locked in
mutual destruction. They give long agonized
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monologues of their love and devotion and
then during a deep, possibly erotic embrace,
they stab each other to death. And, curtains.
No matter how many times you play that old
schtick, the punters eat it up.

ALEX: People have fond memories of the
Battle of Kadesh.

WRITER: Is that what happened?

ALEX: No. I was just imagining the Kings of
two warring states being personally involved,
instead of just sitting back and watching the
piles of soldiers grow from a safe distance.
At Kadesh, the King on one side did actually
lead an attack which drastically changed the
course of the battle.

Nicole is at Olya’s

NICOLE: There used to be a cabaret line
dancer here many years ago. She danced
season after season. She always did her part
perfectly, she never tried to improve or steal
the spotlight. Eventually people began to
wonder how she could have been there so
long, still playing the same part perfectly,
indistinguishable from all the eighteen year
olds in the line.

WILLIE: What was her secret?
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NICOLE: Well, eventually someone walked
into her dressing room while she was in the
middle of sucking the blood out of a middle
aged suitor who had been seen pestering her
at closing every night for the past week.
WILLIE: She was a vampire?

NICOLE: She was a TOP vampire. An abso-
lute virtuoso. Known far and wide in her
community: a vampire’s vampire. The vam-
pire that every novice vampire yearned to be.
WILLIE: So what happened when her secret
was discovered?

NICOLE: Nothing. She kept working for a
few more years, and then retired to the
Riviera.

WILLIE: That’s nice.

NICOLE: Yes. There was talk of a few of us
going to visit her this summer. You should

come.
WILLIE: Ok.

Alex, Harry, and Keith are at the pub.

ALEX: I suppose I got real experience and
the play benefited from that. It definitely
benefited from the other workers I brought
back from the mill. The real mill workers.
But really, I failed at the mill. I was just
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never any good at it. By traditional worker
standards, I’d rank somewhere between a
wheelbarrow and a set of calipers. When I
was supposed to be paying attention to the
speed of the machine directly in front of me,
my mind would be wandering to the history
of the building, and wondering where they
harvested the trees for the main beams...
Maybe being immersed in the real thing
helped me as an actor, but my knowledge of
my failure prevents my performance from
being as genuine as I had planned. I have
plenty of relevant knowledge, but I never
felt truly in the part at the mill, so I can’t
feel truly in the part on stage.

HARRY: I hate to say this, but acting is actu-
ally much easier than whatever the hell it is
that you're trying to do. You need to under-
stand a part well enough to portray it to the
audience. That’s it. You don’t need to fool
an omniscient deity.

ALEX: I want to give it my all. I don’t want
to ever look back on a performance thinking
that I could have done more.

HARRY: That is insane. You're torturing
yourself for nothing.

ALEX: Some of the other mill workers that
came back with me to try acting did really
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well here.

HARRY: You actually brought real mill
workers back with you! Ha ha ha. That’s...
odd. How did that work out for everyone?
ALEX: Mostly well. A few stayed on past the
tirst season and have been settling in.
KEITH: Who?

ALEX: Well, Scape for one.

KEITH: Ah, that makes sense.

HARRY: What does Scape do?

ALEX: She has that solo crocodile routine.
HARRY: That’s a very good act. Interesting.
KEITH: Wait, you just said something nice
about another actor?

HARRY: Yes Keith, she’s a talented ACTOR.
She didn’t try to live in a river for a year to
"get into character".

ALEX: Will you ever accept that different
techniques work for different people?
HARRY: If I ever see it actually yield results.

Nicole and The Writer are at Olya’s

NICOLE: I'm reading this mystery novel.
Each chapter is a short story introducing the
main character. Who is then shot by a sniper
in the last paragraph. After the first couple
of chapters, the narrator gets annoyed with
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the predictability. By the end of the book it’s
just the narrator ranting and raving about
how stupid the plot is. And then in the last
paragraph of the last chapter, the narrator is
poisoned. It’s the current best seller in the
city.

WRITER: Hunh. That’s funny. A bit much to
write an entire novel just for one punchline
though.

NICOLE: True. It’s probably better to just
describe it briefly and move on.

WRITER: You've got to prioritize.

The Writer and Willie are at Olya’s

WRITER: Nicole is the one that originally
made up the story about glass being liquid.
She was hired to come up with the descrip-
tion of a small building designed for a big
architecture exhibition that was called The
Glass Pavilion. She wrote a fantastic abstract
bit about construction materials produced
by freezing water in slow time instead of in
low temperature. She claimed that it made
the building clear and strong as steel, but
that it would instantly revert to liquid and
disappear down the drains when the exhibit
was over. The owners were NOT impressed.
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They were furious. They fired her, and hired
someone else to write a boring, objective
description of the pavilion and the industrial
use of glass. But the absurd story of glass
being liquid lived on. She invented the
concept, but someone else condensed it into
the version that people quote: glass panes in
windows in old cathedrals are thicker at the
bottom because they flowed very slowly
over the centuries. But of course they were
just uneven when made, and the window
makers oriented them thick side down. As
one would expect.

WILLIE: I never learned how to see through
glass. We didn’t have time, growing up on
the farm.

WRITER: Is that why you live in that tiny
room with no windows?

WILLIE: No.

Grace and Nicole are backstage

NICOLE: The Writer got a play produced a
few years ago. He was completely obsessed
with controlling every little detail of the
production though, and his behaviour got
completely out of hand and threatened to
bring the entire thing to a screeching halt.
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After some discussion with the lead actors,
the owner of the theatre, and the financial
backers, he was forced to accept being tied
up and left in a closet during rehearsals and
the final performance. It’s in their contract.
GRACE: I heard they were going to extend
that to all contracts next year. You're either
on stage, or tied up in a closet.

NICOLE: No, only non-union workers.
GRACE: Oh! Great. I knew I joined for a
good reason!

NICOLE: Never forget what the union has
given you!
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The Maestro

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: Welcome all, welcome! What a
lovely hat my dear. I do hope you're one of
the survivors. I have had the great honor to
perform for presidents, premiers, death row
inmates, school children of all ages, leaders
of industry, and soldiers on their way to the
front, but no audience of such scurrilous
hooligans and delinquent criminals has ever
brought a bigger smile to my face! You are
the reason I still mount the stage each and
every evening, my good friends. It’s all for
you! When I started, more years ago than I
care to reveal, I had two elephants and four
horses. I trained the animals myself, taught
them diction and poise, trapeze and juggling,
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lockpicking and marksmanship. I ran the
second most successful show on the continent
for five years, touring continuously between
Copenhagen, Budapest, Venice, and Madrid
until the horrible day the horses made their
fateful decision. I shan’t bore you with the
horrific story of how the wild beasts came to
attack me, but just understand that I learned
a day too late what masterful counterfeiter
elephants can be, and how quickly a select
few carefully forged documents can lead a
judge to sign off on a restraining order that
ends an entertainer’s career. So imagine if
you will a giant canvas tent instead of the
tiny hall you see before you, and enjoy the
show!

Ada and Scape are backstage

SCAPE: He’s a trainwreck.

ADA: He’s a retired trainwreck.

SCAPE: He still performs.

ADA: Oh yes, but the trainwreck part of his
life is over. He’s coasting on inertia from the
train years, but it’s a stable routine now.
SCAPE: You're saying it’s all downhill?
ADA: Heh. Perhaps. Maybe coasting along
an even track, while very gradually slowing
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down. Slowing, slowing, a little more each
year.

SCAPE: Inching towards death.

ADA: More delicately put than I was going
to say, but yes.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: Two years ago my performance
comprised five impossible feats. They said it
couldn’t be done. Last season I expanded the
show to include six impossible feats. They
again said it couldn’t be done. In fact, my
critics have sworn under oath that what I did
last year could not be done. They have been
proven wrong time and time again! And now
for this year I've increased the total to seven!
Seven absolutely impossible, death-defying
feats! SEVEN! Those who have been proven
wrong again and again by underestimating
my exhibitions, have surpassed themselves
in insisting that this could not be done. Four
current members of parliament have sworn to
go into exile if I go on with this show! Never
has such a spectacle as what you are about to
witness been seen on the continent. The first
three feats are marvels of modern science.
The remaining four are secrets of antiquity,
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marvels of the ancient world, revealed to me
by certain mysterious learned figures I have
studied with in distant lands. Hopping from
continent to continent, from the whispered
remains of one lost ancient civilization to
the next. This world is filled with greater
wonders than you could imagine. There are
mysteries lurking in every corner. I spend
my life in a relentless pursuit of wonders to
bring here, to you, on this stage!

Alex, Scape, The Writer, and Yaga are backstage

WRITER: If you like something past a certain
point, you start to ignore the bad parts. Then
you recommend it to someone, forgetting
about the parts that you've chosen to ignore,
or just assuming that they’ll know to skip
over. I'm always recommending books to
friends, then suddenly remembering some-
thing about it that I'm now embarrassed to
have suggested. But it always turns out I'm
overthinking it, and getting myself worked
up over nothing.

ALEX: That’s how I view myself. Pretend the
weak points don’t exist. Proceed full speed
ahead, eyes closed tight. Hope for... I'm not
sure what I'm hoping for. The best, or just
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the end?

SCAPE: That’s how everyone views them-
selves.

YAGA: Deception of self is essential for life.
You aren’t required to wallow pointlessly on
your flaws. Believe what you want, it’s fine.
SCAPE: Look at you, being all reasonable!
YAGA: You've got to stay strong today, to
slaughter your enemies tomorrow.

SCAPE: And you're back.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: She was said to be the greatest
beauty of the ancient world, and the artist
spent his entire life working on just this one
sculpture, striving to capture her legendary
beauty, as she reclined in her boudoir, naked
except for her clothes. She had a nose like a
cone snail, feet like the hoofs of a gazelle,
six knees like the thorns of a rosebush, eyes
as brilliant as an owl’s cry in the deepest
night. The most famous sculpture of the an-
cient world sits right inside this locked crate
you see before you. It has not been opened
in almost two thousand years! Shall I open
the crate so we can all take a look? NO! I
shall not disrespect such a sophisticated
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audience as I see before me tonight!
Keith and The Pianist are backstage

PIANIST: I was watching the Maestro from
the wings yesterday, but I got called away
partway through. What were the seven
impossible feats he’s been advertising for
weeks?

KEITH: He got a little carried away with the
introduction, and didn’t quite get to the
impossible feats.

PIANIST: Doesn’t the audience get angry?
KEITH: I once saw him go on stage with a
large crate, ranting and raving about the
wonders hidden within. He never opened it.
The crowd LOVED it.

PIANIST: I do not understand the public.
KEITH: They think they’re in on a joke that
he isn’t.

PIANIST: They’re laughing at him?

KEITH: Yes. But it isn’t clear that they’re
actually correct in either case.

PIANIST: I think you're over complicating
the situation.

KEITH: It’s possible. People are capable of
much more complex behaviour than they're
capable of describing. Trickery that comes
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intuitively can be very difficult to describe
explicitly.

PIANIST: What?

KEITH: Sorry, I lost track of that thought too.
I don’t think the Maestro is as stupid as the
audience thinks. Their credence leads to his
success, so he doesn’t rock the boat. He
leaves them to their incorrect faith in his
ignorance.

PIANIST: Really though?

KEITH: Might be. Hard to tell.

PIANIST: I think he’s just a lunatic.

KEITH: Equally likely.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: I was once asked - "What's the
strangest thing you've ever been executed
for?". I gave the question some thought and
finally replied. My answer was accepted as
the one and only unembellished truth, even
though it was provably false, and I made a
lifelong friend that day. Everyone who has
ever met me knows how I do hate the garish
and self-serving falsehoods of discretion and
modesty. Now some may dispute this, but

I tell you truthfully, here and now: I have
never once been executed. By the ashes of
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my father, I would tell you all if it were true.
I'm going to stop you right there sir. I know
what you're going to say, but I did indeed
have parents, and I have all the necessary
paperwork to prove it, forged by the greatest
forgers in the empire!

Ada and Willie are at a table
There is an unidentifiable figure slouched
in the background,

WILLIE: When he talks about the war.
ADA: Yes?

WILLIE: Serving under so-and-so, a member
of the legion of such-and-such.

ADA: Yes?

WILLIE: What war is he talking about? And
what country? Fighting for who?

ADA: For whom.

WILLIE: Fighting for whom?

ADA: I doubt even he knows such details.
WILLIE: He forgot?

ADA: No, he never knew. The stories aren’t
really his - they’re alive, they just pass
through him.

WILLIE: Ohhhhbh... like Nicole.

ADA: Oh, no! But... yes, I suppose. In some
ways. I hate to compare them, but I guess
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you're right.

WILLIE: Maybe more like Yaga.

ADA: Yaga tells traditional fantasies from
the old world. Nicole tells new fantasies
from the modern world. Some day they’ll
both be considered old and traditional. It’s
all the same.

WILLIE: Is that why Nicole doesn’t like
Yaga? Nicole is proud of making something
new, but Yaga was already doing the same
thing years ago?

ADA: Perhaps, without realizing it. Keep
that in mind Willie - if you dislike someone
but don’t know why, it could turn out to
be a truly stupid reason when you finally
tigure it out.
WILLIE: That’s why I chose a random actor
to hate. He’s never done anything to me, so
there’s no hidden motives. I just picked him
for no reason.

ADA: Excellent plan, Willie.

Willie and Ada leave

Figure in background gets up. It’s Nicole. She
thinks a bit then leaves.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: Turning twenty-one I received a
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hitherto unexpected inheritance, in the form
of a perfect little mummified monkey’s paw,
twelve centimeters in length. Such bliss! It
changed my life forever. A reason to arise
each day. My existence finally had purpose.
I would certainly never have dared set foot
on the stage without knowing that my lovely
little paw was there for me, hidden away in a
warehouse down by the docks. I've said too
much. I never forget a face! I'm memorized
each and every one of you! If my monkey’s
paw ever goes missing I will hunt down the
culprit to the third end of the world!

Grace and Scape are backstage

GRACE: I stood in the wings to watch The
Maestro. He spent ten minutes talking about
his menagerie of wild animals, and showing
different bags of animal food, each labeled
in big letters with the name of some exotic
wild animal. The crowd went wild.

SCAPE: Oh grace. The Maestro is an idiot.
The audience encourage him, but they’re
laughing at him the whole time.

GRACE: You're being mean.

SCAPE: You're defending The Maestro? Has
he ever said a good word about anyone you
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know?

GRACE: No.

SCAPE: But off the stage everyone out there
would condemn us and defend that idiot.
You're sheltered back here and forget what
the world is like.

GRACE: Choosing shelter means that I am
aware of the threat. Not allowing a threat to
rule my life does not mean I am oblivious.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: For several years, the Illuminati
have been secretly replacing all of the people
around me. Perhaps it wasn’t the Illuminati,
but the Secte Rouge or the Fraternitas Saturni
or some other obscure secret society. One
day everything is normal, and the next day
someone has been replaced and they spend
their every waking moment spying on me.
Each day, at least one person is replaced. It
has been a truly wonderful process. I love
the attention. For I must surely be someone
EXTREMELY special for so many people to
be spying on me!

Grace, Nicole, Scape, Willie, The Writer, and
Yaga are backstage.
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WRITER: In the real world, there are always
loose ends dangling. Only in fiction is every-
thing explained at the end.

WILLIE: I worked as Spring-Heeled Jack for
a month. It paid well, but there was too
much traveling. They wanted me to move
south for the summer, but my parents
wouldn’t let me. I was good at it though!
That was my first paying job.

SCAPE: You were in a play about Spring-
Heeled Jack?

WILLIE: No, I was the real thing. Out on
dark back roads. He’s always been played
by a bunch of different people. It’s too big

a role for just one person. Like the King or
the Pope.

NICOLE: It started as an advertising slogan
for a brand of coffee. Spring-Heeled Jack
Gets an Early Start to the Day! Spring into
your day like Jack! With Fipple-Fopple
Coffee Roasted Beans. The owners of the
coffee importers were actual demons who
had decided to switch to a new line of work.
GRACE: Drink Fipple Roasted Fopple Beans!
NICOLE: For a Fipple Head and a Fopple
Body!

GRACE: Fip fop fipple do and fopple don't.
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Fipply-fo. Fip-fip-fip-fee. Fop-fop-fop-foe!
NICOLE: Uncle! Uncle! You win!

GRACE: I! Am! The! Best!

YAGA: At?

GRACE: Oh, didn’t see you there.

YAGA: You're the best at?

GRACE: I forget. I'll be the best at something
else tomorrow.

YAGA: Good to have a plan. Keeps you out
of trouble.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: At yesterday’s evening perfor-
mance, there were three Kings in attendance.
We'll call them King A, King B, and King C.
They were disguised as rabble of course, for
security reasons, but I briefly bowed to each
as I recognized him, and I saw them nod in
acknowledgement. One was wearing a rabbit
fur hat. Seeing their majestic personages
reminded me that I once found the fountain
of youth. It was in a broom closet on the 27th
floor of an office building in New York City.
I didn’t get a chance to test the holy elixer
because there was an "out of order / do not
enter" sign on the door.
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Nicole is at Olya’s

NICOLE: You were arrested on your first
visit to the city, right?

WILLIE: It wasn’t my first visit, but when I
decided to come and live here.

NICOLE: What did you do?

WILLIE: Nothing! They said I had robbed a
store. The description was not very good, so
they grabbed the first person they saw.
OLYA: All cops are bastards.

WILLIE: I think they’re mostly good. Some-
times they make mistakes. And also some of
them are bad people.

OLYA: Did they treat you as a suspect to be
investigated, or as a criminal just because
they said so?

WILLIE: Well, they did beat me a little.
OLYA: Don’t defend them. They abused you.
They abused their power.

WILLIE: Yes. I guess so. I wouldn’t want to
have to do that though.

OLYA: Beat suspects?

WILLIE: Deal with criminals, mixed with
other people, everyone lying.

OLYA: Power corrupts. None of them are
good.

WILLIE: What about that guy that started
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the police, way back?

OLYA: Judge Dee?

NICOLE: He means Vidocq.

WILLIE: Yes! Vidocgq.

NICOLE: Now there’s a controversial subject.
What'’s your opinion on Vidocq?

WILLIE: Superhero. Friend of the people.
OLYA: Hypocrite, criminal, self-promoter,
traitor.

WILLIE: No! He tricked people who trusted
him, but they were all very bad people.
OLYA: Maybe. Maybe it was all exaggerated
for his career.

WILLIE: Oh, you can’t see schemes EVERY-
WHERE. You can’t believe that there might
be a cop who acts like a cop is supposed to?
OLYA: That sounds reasonable, but my own
experience says no.

WILLIE: Vidocq was who I was thinking
about when I escaped from the jail. Vidocq
escaped from the police over and over, and
he wound up being the head of the Surete! I
thought they’d be ok about it.

OLYA: Oh, Willie.

WILLIE: And then I had a run-in with the
tire department later that same day. That
was a bad day.

NICOLE: And what does everyone think of
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Nayland Smith?

WILLIE: Nayland Smith should mind his
own business!

OLYA: Exactly.

The Maestro is on stage

MAESTRO: My uncle used to play chess by
mail. Secretly, because he thought it was
illegal. We all thought he was pretending to
believe that, to make the game more inter-
esting. But he wasn’t. I have no idea why.
We never figured it out. Some family stories
you don’t try to explain. It’s better if they
remain unanswered. This isn’t one of them.
We spent years wondering, and after he died
we went through his library and his papers,
trying to find a satisfying answer to this
strange mystery. Finally, we found his diary,
and the answer was revealed! But on the
next page a different answer was revealed.
Page after page, answer after answer. So we
still have no idea.
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Olya

The Bee Keeper walks (or floats) by.
Ada and Willie are working backstage

WILLIE: Where does Nicole get her stories?
ADA: She used to make up local traditions
for a tourist spot. She loved making up the
stories, but hated passing them off to visitors
as the truth. She’s much happier here, where
we all know that nothing is true.

WILLIE: Then why doesn’t she write for the
theatre?

ADA: That I don’t understand. She makes
her living painting backdrop scenes. She
sometimes sneaks strange details into the
backgrounds. Little things that don’t attract
the eye, but are completely insane once you
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start to look closer. But she doesn’t write for
the performances, no. Maybe she worries
that it will turn her pleasure into drudgery,
like the tourist spot did?
WILLIE: Maybe she’s saving up stories to
write for the theatre.
ADA: That could be. Testing things out on
us first. I hope so. More people should hear
her.
WILLIE: I worry that she will tell me some-
thing important and I won't listen. I assume
everything she says is a story.
ADA: If Nicole states something as a fact,
it’s a story. If she starts by saying "I heard",
or "I think", then she’s talking about the real
world. The real world is messy - it’s never
black and white.
WILLIE: Maybe that’s true of everyone?
ADA: What?
WILLIE: If someone says there’s a simple
explanation to something, they’re lying.
ADA: Well, maybe...
WILLIE: Too simple?

ADA: I think so.
WILLIE: Should we ask the voles?

ADA: Hush, you!

Willie looking around for hidden voles
WILLIE: VOLLLLLLES!
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The Maestro and Nicole are at Olya’s

MAESTRO: I cannot say it is false, but let me
say that I am aware of my circumstances and
I chose to be where I am. Do you really think
I would carry a box of treasures out on stage
and not open it? That I would speak for an
hour about what I was going to show, with-
out showing it, by accident? Do you think
I've built a lifelong career out of being that
absent minded?

OLYA: Yes.

NICOLE: I thought so before. Now I'm not
sure.

MAESTRO: I am simultaneously insulted
and delighted that you would believe such
slanderous lies as I have spread about
myself.

Ada is at Olya’s

ADA: Grace’s hero and inspiration is her
German... aunt? Cousin? Some not-very-
close relative. Born in Germany, moved to
Paris when that seemed exciting, moved on
to the States when Paris got boring... Aunt
Elsa is a whirlwind of chaos. Hangs out with
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the bleeding edge of the art world. She does
things which result in headlines, but some-
how doesn’t get mentioned. She’ll get her
credit some day. She’s too busy living to
worry about that now. Compared to Elsa,
Grace is a quiet introvert. Grace is like the
Young Pioneers version of Elsa.

OLYA: Always prepared.

ADA: Always prepared.

OLYA: Young builder!

ADA: Active fighter!

They laugh

ADA: I haven’t thought of that in years. It all
comes back instantly.

OLYA: Were you kicked out?

ADA: Oh yes! I was too old to be a member,
but I lasted a few months as an instructor
before they decided my talents were needed
elsewhere, as they say.

OLYA: I finished one year. I promised my
grandfather I'd do at least that, so he wasn’t
bothered when it all fell apart right after.
ADA: I wanted to be part of it so badly when
it first started. But I didn’t find anything to

it beyond the initial excitement. I'm not sure
what I was looking for then, but the Pioneers
was not it.

WILLIE: I tried to join but there was only
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one opening available, and they gave it to a
tea kettle instead of me.

ADA: That can’t be true.

WILLIE: I later found out they weren’t real
Pioneers, they were just teasing me. The
butter churner figured it out.

OLYA: Ah, I see you've started your lessons
with Nicole.

WILLIE: Yes! She’s teaching me how to lie!
OLYA: Storytelling isn’t lying.

WILLIE: What I said wasn’t true.

OLYA: You can’t look at stories that way.
WILLIE: We see stories the same way.
OLYA: Ok, then...

WILLIE: We see lying differently.

OLYA: Ah.

WILLIE: Nicole says using words as you
want is very powerful.

OLYA: So true. Nicole is smarter than I
used to think.

Ada wanders away
Willie & Olya return to work.
Alex walks in

OLYA: Did I hear correctly that Harry is

moving on?
ALEX: Yes. He would never admit that he’s
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been driven out, but most of the people he
thought of as friends have soured on him.
It's become awkward.

OLYA: Took them long enough.

ALEX: He’s an intense personality.

OLYA: So he’s decided to heroically advance
in the direction away from the front?
ALEX: Exactly.

OLYA: Maybe a few people have learned
something from this and will be quicker to
react to the next terrible person that arrives.
ALEX: Unlikely.

OLYA: Can there ever be any progress,
when men are children until they die of

old age?

Grace, Olya, and Nicole are outside.

GRACE: It isn’t actually about catching fish,
you know.

OLYA: What isn't?

GRACE: Bowling.

NICOLE: True, true.

GRACE: So they say. I'm terrified of bowling,
won’t go near it.

OLYA: How can you be terrified of bowling?
GRACE: Childhood trauma.

NICOLE: I sometimes think all of civilization
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is defined by childhood trauma.

SCAPE: Ouch.

OLYA: That explains a lot.

GRACE: About Nicole, or about civilization?
Nicole laughs

OLYA: Grace!

SCAPE: You can’t comment on abstract
things without revealing unknown details
of yourself.

NICOLE: You wouldn’t believe the things
I've seen... clouds in the sky... a hamster in
a pet store... a carriage stopped at an inter-
section... leaves on a tree.

OLYA: It boggles the mind.

GRACE: I don’t believe a word of it!
NICOLE: Busted! I had my eyes closed the
whole time.

GRACE: If you don’t start out trying to tell
the truth, you cannot fail to tell the truth. So
they say.

NICOLE: Now, THAT would not translate
to english.

GRACE: Why would that be translated to
english?

NICOLE: I don’t know. I've been learning a
little bit recently though, and that line would
NOT translate coherently. No way. Not in a
million words.
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GRACE: Honestly, it isn’t very coherent in
the original.

NICOLE: I suppose. It sounded meaningful
at first, but much less in retrospect.
GRACE: Ah, the advantage of reminiscing
on our youthful folleys...

NICOLE: Our naive ideals of thirty seconds
ago...

GRACE: Meaning is a cheap gimmick.
NICOLE: Is there any context for that
comment?

GRACE: Yes.

Silence

NICOLE: I'll just take your word for it.
GRACE: Good plan.

OLYA: MENTION THE MASONS AGAIN
AND I'll TELL YOU YOUR FORTUNE BY
READING YOUR ENTRAILS!

Shocked silence

OLYA: Sorry. I've been thinking recently I
should yell more.

NICOLE: Did it work?

OLYA: I think so.

GRACE: Catharsis!

OLYA: Oh, Grace! You're my favorite Greek
philosopher, you know that?

GRACE: I'm from Gaul.

OLYA: That’s fine. You're my favorite Greek
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philosopher from Gaul.

Grace and Nicole watch Scape from across
a room.

NICOLE: God damn, Scape looks good in a
suit.

GRACE: She always wore coveralls when I
met her. It was a long hard road to break her
of that.

NICOLE: So butch.

GRACE: She was actually holding a wrench
when I first laid eyes on her! I pretended

to have a plumbing problem just to get her
alone in my room.

Nicole laughs

NICOLE: Oh, that’s perfect. Is it true?
GRACE: It should be true.

NICOLE: Good enough.

Alex, Grace, Nicole, Scape, and Yaga are
backstage

ALEX: Well, they do say this theatre is where
all the freaks end up.

GRACE: No!

NICOLE: It is true that working at any of the
other music halls is boring after you've been
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here.

SCAPE: Haven't seen backstage anywhere
else, can’t compare.

GRACE: All the other halls are horrible! Rats
and armadillos underfoot, hot or cold drafts,
itching oil dripping from overhead pipes.
This is the best of all possible worlds! You
know there’s a ten year waiting list to get a
dressing room here?

Alex laughs

NICOLE: Ten year waiting list for anything
to get fixed, more like.

GRACE: Shush!

SCAPE: I'm not going anywhere. I just said
I'haven’t seen any others.

GRACE: Let’s keep it that way.

YAGA: Family is important Scape, don’t
forget it.

SCAPE: Haven’t we been through this?
YAGA: Don’t!

SCAPE: Yes, Yaga.

YAGA: Chosen family is family.

ALEX: Intentional community.

NICOLE: The music hall ummabh.

SCAPE: I'm not going anywhere!

GRACE: Say it! " amn’t going any!"
SCAPE: What?

NICOLE: "I'mn’t go any!"
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Scape is laughing.

GRACE: "Immmmmnnnngggggennnnn....."
NICOLE: "Wwwwwhhhhhhaaaaarrrrr......"
SCAPE: Yes! That!

GRACE: Very good. Now let us solve world
hunger.

SCAPE: And by world you mean...

GRACE: Me.

NICOLE: Olya!

OLYA: You know, nothing tastes like a final
meal on death row. If you can get into the
right state of mind and not worry about the
rest of the day, it’s a perfect culmination of
everything good in life.

NICOLE: Can we... what?

OLYA: I've had the good luck to be rescued
a moment before execution on three separate
occasions. I always look forward to those
meals, simple though they may be.
NICOLE: So the stories about your activist
past are not exaggerated?

OLYA: All stories told between these walls
are true.

Nicole laughs.

OLYA: Even if the speaker doesn’t intend

it. You taught us that. By trying to avoid
speaking of the real world, you described

it perfectly.
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Nicole is silent.
Alex and The Pianist are at the pub

PIANIST: I briefly tried to learn to play the
piano. I was very enthusiastic for about a
month, then gave up. I was inspired by a
drummer and band leader who had a similar
physical problem to mine. But I just didn’t
take to it. Wanting to be a musician is not
sufficient. It didn’t feel like the music was
ever going to move my fingers. It felt very
artificial and awkward. Music became an
unpleasant chore, so I decided I'd best just
stay in the audience and enjoy myself there.
ALEX: And that’s where the nickname comes
from?

PIANIST: Oh no. I got my nickname from a
tishing accident.

ALEX: Were you attacked by a fish?
PIANIST: Ok, more of a swimming accident.
ALEX: Almost drowned?

PIANIST: Not that I was the one swimming.
You see...

Alex interrupts

ALEX: Sorry, I've got to get somewhere. Tell
me another time.
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Grace and Olya are outside,
looking up at the sky.

GRACE: I don’t want to.

OLYA: Don’t want to what?

GRACE: I don’t know. But I definitely don’t
want to.

OLYA: Oh that. I don’t want to either.

END
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