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“Mexicans: consider that the cunning and bad faith of one
man is shedding blood in a scandalous manner, because he is
incapable of governing; consider that his system of
government is choking the fatherland and trampling with the
brute force of bayonets on our institutions; and thus, as we
raised up our weapons to elevate him to power, we again raise
them up against him for defaulting on his promises to the
Mexican people and for having betrayed the revolution
initiated by him, we are not personalists, we are partisans of
principles and not of men!”

Emiliano Zapata, Plan de Ayala

La Revolution 1s a 5-act play by M. Stefan Strozier, a
production of La Muse Venale, Inc. (www.lamusevenale.org),
coming this fall.

La Muse Vénale Acting Troupe

Dedicated to creating art through theatre
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The poet’s task is this, my friend,
to read his dreams and comprebend.
The truest human fancy seems

To be revealed to us in dreams:

all poems and versification

are but true dreams’ interpretation.

Hans Sachs, in the Meistersinger,

from Friedrich Nietzsche’s On Tragedy



“It is time now for us to rise from sleep” — Saint Benedict.
Photo by Carrie Crow
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From the editor:

This is our 9th issue of audience and everything seems to be going very
well. Editing a literary journal is fun business. What makes it
interesting is putting your stamp on it. Other than our children, there
is no too much in life that we can truly shape in our vision. We often
think we can influence things, people, and situations, only to dastardly
be proven incorrect, and horrified at how nominal and insignificant
our voice is. Perhaps, there are occupations that people think are
influential, like president or corporate owner; but I would argue that
those too are over-hyped, because it’s the people who run things, and
they elect their leader based on what they want. Note how politicians
bend so easily in the wind.

But being an editor is different. Here one is forming, gathering,
rejecting, to suit his or her whim, into a final, tangible product, often
with much influence in other events.

What have we become in 2 years? Self-analysis is dangerous for the
artist; but since I am also an editor, I'll hazard a guess (avoiding all
pretension): we’ve done exactly what we said we would: We’ve
created an online journal (that is also in print; and is the birth of our
entire publishing house) that is created through the Internet, its home,
and that gathers its strength from the entire world. The poetry and
stories and essays we’ve published are excellent and more diverse than
our competitors by leaps and bounds (as are their authors). We are so
diverse we disagree culturally, often through our art. If we have set up
a “big tent”, I advise you to enter it packing heat. And now we have
come into our own with the plays we’re publishing. And, in
publishing plays, we are doing something few other journals do.

Since brevity is the soul of wit, I'll end here. On to the next issuel

M. Stefan Strozier
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Shape Poems by Michael J. Vaughn

Butterfly Every night,
the picture comes to kill me: you and the baby, walking to the bedroom.
You tie an American flag around his eyes, then sit in the kitchen and study your
final option, silver and cold to the touch. When did the math arrive at this?
How many drunks, flare-ups, divorces, pregnancies, bad dreams? Hold an invisible
gun in your hand. Pull the trigger.
Feel how it flexes a muscle all the
way back to the elbow. The finger
cannot do this work alone. Every
night, I stand next to you in a field
in Atlanta as you bring the
metal to your
chest, and I ask
you, What were
your last thoughts?
Why didn’t you
think of calling me?

11



Escort: In the baseboard gap between your past
and my future, I wish you the citrus tease of
magnolia. I unhinge
its stubborn finger
and crack it with
an explosion of
mourning

doves, squeaky

wingflaps

whispering

the top of

my head

1 did not

expect

this, did

not expect

the pillow

of your kiss,

the golden

frame of

hair under

the streetlight,

the backward

glance. 1

rest my hand

along mustard

stucco arches,

your three-way

turn, the flash of a

hand under glass, my arm rising

in the air, one half of a capital T.
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Memorial Day
On the day you blew out your
last birthday candles, I sat
midway up a row of
seats, dazzled by a
cowgirl fiddler
wearing the
kind of gypsy
sparkle dress you
would take to work on
Halloween. It isn’t supposed
to be like this. There isn’t supposed
to be a world where I can see a cowgitl
tiddler, or a step-drop accordionist, or some

high-hatted peg of a bass player, and not bring

them back to you, wrapped in the ribbons of my

words. The cowboy sang a song in Spanish, you should
have heard it, rising into his smile, bringing water from the
skies. Driving home, I tried to remember that rain does not
always mean sadness, but could not raise my voice, thinking of
you, trilling over Sunday morning pancakes, great
showtunes of the American stage.

13



Tuileries View by Carrie Crow
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Clearwater

by James Gleason Bishop

The laps 1 swim
Back and forth
Stroke, breathe,

Sip water, choke,
Back and forth,
They’re not like
Laps Olympians
Thunder about

In their training.
Surely their laps are

Alive with current.

The wotds I read
Back and forth
Across the page
All black and white
Can’t be like those
Hemingway read.
There must have
Been some spark
The publisher left
Out of my copy.
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The life I lead
Back and forth

To work—rhythm
Of ordinary talk
Even the quiet
Desperation leaves
The same old
Wounds as last
Year’s desperation.
Not at all like

The mythic sorrow or
The pulsing joy
Of your life.



Death of the Youngest Man on the Enola Gay
Fe%). 1, 2003

by James Gleason Bishop

“Results excellent.”

-- Coded message to President
Truman from radio operator
Richard Nelson August 6, 1945,
six miles above Hiroshima

Talk about a mission.
Six hours with Little Boy,
All 9,700 pounds of him, in the back.

We saw the flash from six miles high.
Didn’t hear a thing,

But the shock wave threw us around.

I radioed the President, sure.
We found out later 68,000 people died.
That’s a drop in the bucket compared

To the number of dead if we’d invaded.

Some say more than a million.
Maybe your granddaddy
Would’ve been killed on Tokyo Beach.

Don’t talk to me about regrets.

17
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War was never pretty, or kind.
I felt sorry for the people who died.
But by heaven, or hell, I would have

Volunteered for that mission anyway.
I wanted to fly but the Army

Said my eyes weren’t good enough.

Dutch and Tibbets and the boys flew fine.
We did our job that day and went home.
Just like millions of people do every day.



Fat Abel

by Harold Rain

I hear the voice of my own blood as from the ground it cries,
No more shall naive innocence becloud my school boy eyes.
For now I see that I am Cain, a slayer of my kin,

And Heaven's zenith won’t offset the trough that is my sin.

I was a slender stalk grown up from yellow fields of grain,
Bending at the feeble breeze and thirsting after rain.
Yet silently, defiantly, I stood complacently,

For I could see that all around were others just like me.

Yet once there came a massive beast unwelcome in our field.
He was an offering of fat, whose fate my silence sealed.

For all my slender seedling friends assailed him with their
jeers,

And I did not defend this lamb, nor contradict my peers.

And driven from our yellow field of cruel and spiteful hate,

The fattened lamb found lonely grounds to rest and
ruminate.

Did subtle meditations penetrate this chubby head?

We'll never know; we only know he shot it full of lead.

A classroom's empty chair is all we'd left to castigate--
At least for then; so we just shrugged and called it fate.

I thought he was the last one we would have to scorn and
mock,

But soon enough I'd see he's but the firstling of this flock.

19
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For though we are much older now, our fruit now nearly
ripe,

We've yet to learn that brotherhood is not confined by type.
And though with craven reticence I watch as Abel dies,

I hear my brother’s blood cry out to God from where it lies.



The Temple of Walton

by Harold Rain

While home from Greece an old classmate I met dumbfounded
me.

In Walmart where she wore a badge; “My Name is Beverly.”
Ere now I'd flown; had skipped a stone off the Aegean Sea,
And had extolled the ruined shrines of great Antiquity;

“O Parthenon, you resurrect triumphant Pericles.
Across millennia infuse me with your lucid breeze;
Ecstatically I now inhale your ancient sapience. ..”

(But now this chance encounter would arrest my eloquence).

Think not that Aphrodite gagged my sage verbosity,
Nor think that Eros had beguiled my calm tranquility.
The service employee unleashed no locked-up lover’s pain —

My memory of her was full of pity and disdain.

Yet now her awkward stance had grown to straight stability!
Her shaky eyes, once locked in glass, were confident and free.
Her voice; that weakly quavered then, now purred serenity -

Where was the misfit I despised whose name was “Beverly?”

What oracle foretold this grand transfiguration?
What deity prescribed this novel dispensation?

I thought my travels cultured me above my homebound
peers,

Yet now I wondered if Id even reached the threshold years.

21
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Olympic gods, now hear my cry of blatant heresy:
Amidst the summer discounts lie the greatest mystery.
You gods are not as lofty as the tall commercial shelf

That hides the mystic passage twixt a past and future Self.



Breakwater Falling

by Harold Rain

As granite rocks of jetti walls are coiled by crashing spray,
The pounding tide of passion bloats my innards everyday.
For as it ever rises up in great unyielding surges,

I have no visceral vent by which to exorcise these urges.

Oh had I but experienced your absent, unseen form,
Perhaps my poetry could quiet, if not quell the storm.
For often writers testify, and swear it on their lives,

That composition sublimates the vicious primal drives.

Indeed, your kiss may well be like a fine wine’s gentle sting,
Yet my assertion of this fact would have a hollow ring.

And though your breasts may be snow white in this my wistful
mind,

I could no worse attest for it were I completely blind.

Perhaps your quickened breath is like a sweetly scented rose,
But, alas, that warm exhale has yet to reach my nose.
And maybe if you cried my name I’d hear an angel’s song,

I think that it is likely so — but then I could be wrong.

And to touch you — to touch you on the outside and within —

Your heartbeat would resound amongst the ribs beneath my
skin.

Good God! Each cell I'm made of burns to feel your flesh on
me!

But you are far beyond my grasp, and may well always be.

23
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And thus my pen is impotent to plug the feeble dike —

Which doubtless will give way before the next tide’s ruthless
strike.

Before that happens I can only languish, sigh, and groan,

And wait to drown for craving that which I have never
known.



The Rhine Narration

by Mildred Bell

Chapter I - Is the Ice Not Nice

Men’s resolve grew like the crystals
Which formed the salt beneath the snow
Of Ymir's gelid paradise

"Til men brought the frostgiants low,
Subject to seasons and cycles,

For, Ymir hadn't cared to know

Why men had loathed the Age of Ice.

Chapter II - Brunhilde Goes To Jail

Windspear swooped down and she alit
Beneath the mountain's snow-clad crest,
And patting an equine wing,

Brunhilde entered the mountain,
Joining worshippers scores strong.

The rite was balm to her spirit,

Though her guilt gave her no rest,

With innocent persons dying.

As she closed the sealskin curtain,

Men raised voices in plainsong.

She who’d turned their white land green,
Though her origins were moot,

Was goddess of the ancient lore

Of tyranny of snow and ice

Which ended when the giants fell.

So, men greeted their warrior-queen,
Who from the ice had brought forth fruit
Through methods never seen before,
With blood of human sacrifice,

Who died in hopes of faring well.

25
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The cleaver crept from the shadows
Of flames writhing in a pit,

And crackling at the altar's base.

The victim quaked then lay still,

Being bilberry-sulphur numbed.

There ensued firm blows and echoes
As the axe descended and bit

And streams of blood began their race
"Til its coffers drank their fill

As a heart and organs were plumbed.

The queen's runespeech was unsure,
And it never crossed her mind

That it wasn't Wotan's magic

Which her blood rites underwrote,
In homage and memorial,

Which had so brightened the future,
That these boons all pre-designed,
Were neither random notr remote,
Nort vouchsafed the realm by rote,
But timely gifts for survival.

Chapter III — One of our Norns is Missing

Awhile after Time's beginning

A trumpet blast moved a crowd

In an orderly kaleidescope,

With tumblers, bells and motley,
Towards the new-built Hall of Valor.
With keeping as dear as getting,

No hero should rot in a shroud,

For, at the crest of Vanit's slope

Lay a boot camp and armory

Open to life's fallen wartior.



The cadence was softly drummed

For those apaw, aclaw, ahorse

In the richly perfumed twilight,

Who climbed the steeply winding way
To great bronze doors newly opened,
The scope for drama being plumbed
At the plateau of the course,

Doors opened not to invite

But as part of the display

With nothing further to portend.

No tours, but inspiring songs

Were offered by smiling Wotan.

The men sang "The Ice of Eden,"

The women "The Charms of Midgard,"
And all "Borland our Haven,"

To the joy of visiting throngs,

Who were not all strictly human,

But with the same ties to Asgard

As those normally called men.

The Norn, Skuld, wove the future
With her sisters at their loom

When she was where she ought to be,
But, powerless servitude

Did not suit her ambitions.

The world knew of her displeasure
When her rebellion was in bloom.
Negative notoriety

But rewarded her turpitude

In her untimely defections.
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Chapter IV — For Asgard and Burgundy

Siegfried lived steeped in mystery

As to why he'd been rescued,

For, he was an unloved stray
Somehow reared in woodland splendor
By the brother of the dwarfking,

But knew a broken sword the key,

And Siegfried felt with certitude

That he had a dragon to slay

Which could be killed by no other,
But, the sword resisted yoking.

From Bald Mountain where it squatted,
The dragon scrouged the continent,
Sweeping, killing, seizing gold

Which it heightened sense had smelled,
Only to roost it in its nest,

Though ssome currency was printed,
For the brute's discouragement

In the great cities it patrolled,

Its menace was not dispelled

At its home in the Black Forest.

Seigfried felt the sword was Nothung.
It was obviously unique

And regarded as a treasure,

With runes deeply etched in its blade.
He, himself, must be a Walsung,
Whose kinsmen weren’t far to seck.
The notion gave him no pleasure.
From the Aesit's twilight fortress
He'd never received wotd or aid.



He'd known the Elders' couttesy,
Giant's awe, and Grog's kindness
Upon their visits to Dwartheim,

And the giants frankly stared

When Siegfried served a chop and beer,
Pointing to his identity

Not as an orphan in distress,

But, with a destiny sublime,

With Wotan helpless and prepared

For a hero from any sphere.

Chapter V —The Sentinels

Saga, Asgard's librarian,
Monitored Timeswaths and lines
On a periodic basis

Out of duty to know Fate.

She read in a mirrored chambert,
Brightly utilitarian,

Mainly monarchical declines,
Boons and curses on hiatus,
And woes Aesir wished to abate.

The lives of fellow deities

Were of paramount importance.
She kept track of each and other,
Well acquainted with their skeins.
Even Loki could view at times,
But, for his rash proclivities,

The range of his reconnaisance
Was less than that of most Aesir,
For, he wore invisible chains.
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What lines some scorned, others pursued,
And fewer still became obsessed,

But, all like Saga, now gawked

At an odd source of spectacle,

The magnetized warding tree,.

For, this symbol of fortitude

The timeline had strangely progressed.

It was of this that people talked,

At least those that liked to gamble --

The Yggdrasil Lottery.

Saga cowered at the shame

Of the sale of the tree's sap,

A fraud she reviewed with scorn.
Few had not heard of Loki's tale,
But, was killing a Norn murder?
A Norn was as quick as a flame,
Too agile to catch or trap.

Only an As could bag a Norn,
So, the vendors belonged in jail —
Unless Loki was their sponsor.



Chapter VI — Valhalla

Asgard's skies were set ablaze

As had occurred at the first Darn
At the end of The Winter Wat,
Ending in Twilight compromise,
With darkness no longer supreme.
The issue was of nights and days
Within seasonal rotation

And Loki had evened the score
With punishing daylight skies

At the change of the regime.

Where the storm-scoured Valhal lay
Loki licked hot lips and gazed

Down at Wotan grayed and crumpled,
Rune-felled, taken unawares.

As Loki raised his crystal staff,

The trumpets had begun to bray

And Aesir milled about amazed

At Wotan suddenly tumbled

By one of Loki's feeble snates

At which the high god used to laugh.

Now the Aesir in disarray

Stood stunned at a feat so sudden
With only themselves to blame.
Calculated self-effacement

Had white-washed Loki's treachery.
With a quick rune designed to slay,
Wotan had been over-ridden,
Though short of the Erl King's claim.
Loki's runespeech was deficient,

So, Wotan lived on through weakly.
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Though taken as hostage to peace
Between fallen giants and Man,

Loki was loyal to neither.

Giants also suffered daylight.

Loki had power with no plan.

Still, his rune-empowered lease

Upon the great chair of Wotan,

To rule in a slap-dash endeavor

Those who deemed him the worst fright
Since the rise of Leviathan.

Chapter VI — Part II The Citadel
Peasant Platter

Bratwurst links and pork shanks
Earn the hungry peasant's thanks,
Especially when ranged about

A heaping plate of sauerkraut,
With gatlic for extra flavor,

And caraway seeds, as ever

For, in any cabbage dish,

They are a tasty garnish.

Aryas limped into the cleating.

The boar he'd conquered had left pains.
He faced a gingerbread cottage,

A classic woodland illusion

With a chocolate bar for a door.

The roof dripped vanilla icing.
Gumdrops limned spun sugar panes.
The completion of the image

Was candy canes in profusion

Which flanked the path like a corps.



This was a bogey of legend,

A witch's trap for hungry strays
Whom their parents couldn't feed
And left them to foraging

Admidst the wealth of the forest.

He wondered what she could intend
Who'd formed a lure from olden days
Too notorious to succeed,

Sending would-be victims fleeing
From a site unreal and unblest.
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Caged

by Gary Beck

SCENE: An urban zoo, with an outdoor cage and a door leading to
the indoor cage. (Ambient zoo sounds throughout the play.
Zookeeper enters. Unlocks cage door and sweeps, whistles, does a
short ‘broom dance’. Visitor enters. Watches.)

Visitor: You look real happy in there.

Zookeeper: Well I'm used to it. This is my 3td year in the big house.
And I'll be leaving soon.

Visitor: That's a funny thing to say. The big house. It sounds like a
prison.

Zookeeper: It is for them.

Visitor: Don't give me that. They got a roof over their heads, good
food, medical benefits. So what if they can't go for a bus ride. They
don't get mugged.

Zookeeper: How would you like to be on public display eight hours a
day? Everyone gaping at you. Yelling, cursing, spitting, throwing
things, treating you like an animal...

Visitor: They are animals. You've got a real identity problem for a
guard.

Zookeeper: I'm not a guard! Except to protect them from people
just like you.

Visitor: Mel

Zookeeper: Yeah. Don't you talk to them? Give them peanuts?
Taunt them? Dare them to come out and go a few rounds with you?

Visitor: I don't do anything like that!

Zookeeper: Well something else then...? Do you have fantasies about
walking a wild beast on a leash and attracting beautiful women?

Visitor: You're a weirdo. I don't think about things like that! Besides,
what business is it of yours what I think?

Zookeeper: You started this conversation, not me.

34



Visitor: That wasn't an invitation to analyze me. And I'm not like that
at all.

Zookeeper: Then why are you here? It's probably for something
cruel or perverse. That's why people come here. That's why the
animals are in cages. So everyone can tease them and gloat how
superior they are.

Visitor: We are superior! We're people. That's why we're out here
and they're in there.

Zookeeper: If we were superior, we wouldn't torture these poor
brutes with life imprisonment, just for our entertainment. Especially
when almost two million Americans are in prison for real crimes. We
don't make a sideshow out of them.

Visitor: What are you talking about? We're not barbarians. That's
why everyone's against capital punishment. That proves we'te more
civilized then the animals.

Zookeeper: If we were civilized, we'd put these poor beasts out of
their misery and show movies or television, instead of letting people
gape through the bars. But no, people have to see what they really
look like, live and miserable.

Visitor: But zoos are building natural habitats, so the animals can live
well. They'll be happy and our children can learn about them.

Zookeeper: Why don't you step into this habitat for a minute and see
what it feels like.

Visitor: No, thanks. I don't want to get my clothes dirty, and I've got
an appointment soon.

Zookeeper: Didn't you ever wonder what it would be like, looking
out at all those people? Hoping you could get your claws on them....
Losing hope as the years go by.... Fading away.... Coughing.... Getting
sick.

Visitor: That wouldn't happen to me! I'd exercise regularly and eat
the right way.

Zookeeper: It's not like that for them. They can't ask to speak to the
warden, or request library privileges.

Visitor: You're blowing it out of proportion. They're protected at
least. What do you think would happen to them in Africa or Asia?
Someone would be making them into rugs or coats.

Zookeeper: It might be better then this. Try it. (He beckons to the
visitor.)
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Visitor: What are you, nuts? (encouraged by the zookeeper, he
hesitantly enters and starts inspection.) It may not be the Waldorf,
but they got a roof over their heads and they get lots of attention....
(cage business.)

Zookeeper: Why don't you jump up on that perch and see what it
feels like?

Visitor: That's crazy (He starts to exit.)

Zookeeper: You're here already and nobody's watching. You'll never
get another chance like this.

Visitor: 1 feel stupid.

Zookeeper: Try to imagine what you would feel like if you were a
tiger, curled up there, watching, waiting, twitching your tail....
Springing down on the weak, helpless men.... (the visitor slowly
mounts the perch, assuming a cat pose.) Sinking your teeth into
them.... Tearing off a piece of meat.... Padding off to a quiet,
concealed place, to eat without anyone watching. (The zookeeper
slowly goes to the cage door and slips out.)

Visitor: What're you doing? (He starts to get up.) I don't want to stay
in here.

Zookeeper: Neither does the tiger.
Visitor: He's just an animall
Zookeeper: I know. (He locks cage.)
Visitor: This isn't funny!
Zookeeper: | know.

Visitor: Let me outl.... (The zookeeper starts to exit. The lights slowly
fade.) Come back herel.... Help! Somebody get me out of here. Help!
Where are you going?

Zookeeper: Inside. To see if the tiger wants to visit you.

(Blackout.)
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Carole and the Code

by Paul Alan Fahey

Time & Setting: Early 1930’s. A posh restaurant on the order of
Romanoff’s, overly pretentious.

Charactets:

CAROLE: 26, an actress, blonde, sassy, sarcastic and playful, at the
pinnacle of her screen success.

MR. GOODWIN: Studio executive in his eatly forties, pompous,
wears glasses, dark suit and tie.

WAITER: Youngish, bored, most likely a would-be writer or actor.

Description: An imagined encounter between Carole Lombard, the
reigning queen of screwball comedy and a dimwitted studio executive
who supports the zew Motion Picture Production Code. Center Stage:
Table for two, set with white linen, a silver champagne bucket on
stand to the side. Framed black and white celebrity photos of the
period hang on folding room dividers left and right of table. Lights
Up. CAROLE and MR. GOODWIN scrutinize large menus that hide
their faces. The WAITER shifts his weight back and forth, impatient,
ready to take their orders. CAROLE peers over the top of her menu
as GOODWIN speaks.

MR. GOODWIN (Serious, pompous): Let me tell you about my
meeting. The code will bring decency back to the movies. Both Cecil
B. and Mr. Mayer are staunchly behind it. (CAROLE turns back to
the menu while GOODWIN peruses the wine list.)

GOODWIN (To WAITER, ignores CAROLE): Chateaubriand for
the lady and me, light salad with Caesar and a bottle of this.
(GOODWIN points to an item on the wine list.)

WAITER (Makes a face at CAROLE then to GOODWIN): Yes, sir.

WAITER (As he leaves, under his breath to CAROLE): Your
highness! (He picks up the menus and exits stage right.)

CAROLE: Gable and Crawford are awfully upset about it, Mr.
Goodwill.

GOODWIN (Annoyed): It's Goodwin, dear.
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CAROLE (Playfully): Yes, of course. Goodwill. Isn't that where I
send all my used frocks? There's that nice young man who drives a
panel truck and picks them up . . .

GOODWIN (Talks over her): Even the Catholics, God bless 'em,
are behind it. No more violence, sex, explicit murders, or excessive
profanity.

CAROLE (Pretends to take GOODWIN seriously, leans across the
table toward him): Jeez.

GOODWIN: No jeez, Carole. Can't say that. No, siree. No hell,
damn or nuts, either.

CAROLE (Having fun now, what a pompous ass): Not even nerts?
GOODWIN (Jokingly acts offended): Absolutely not.

(WAITER returns with the champagne, pops the cork with a flourish,
pours two glasses, wraps a napkin around the bottle then sets the
champagne in the bucket and exits stage right.)

CAROLE (Picks up her champagne glass, proposes a toast: Here’s to
the code, Mr. Godwin.

GOODWIN (In the middle of a sip, coughs and sputters): Not
Godwin, Carole. Goodwin. Good plus win.

CAROLE (Playing the dumb blonde, giggles): Oh, it must have been
your mention of the church. I get so easily sidetracked. All that
religion. So bad for one’s health, don’t you think? (She leans across
the table, chucks him under the chin with her finger.

CAROLE: Good plus win. (She laughs, imitates May West)
Continuing: Goodness had nothin' to do with it.

GOODWIN: Pardon?
CAROLE: A little joke, Mr. Goodwin. Nothing, really.

GOODWIN (Self-righteous): Exactly. Nothing up there on the
screen to lead the movie-goer astray. You’ll have some wonderful
parts, too. Swell, wholesome gals. Only the correct standards of life
for all to see and emulate.

CAROLE (Sarcastically): Gosh, isn’t that nice? For all to see. Tell me
again about the sex, Mr. Goodwin.

CAROLE continues on in baby talk: I like the sex part.

GOODWIN (Grows increasingly uncomfortable): Sex should never
be more than suggested. Continuing (as if reading directly from the
code): And only when essential to the plot.
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(CAROLE flips off her shoe, sticks her toe under Goodwin’s trouser
cuff and begins a journey up his leg.)

CAROLE (Baby talk): Tell me more, puhwease.

GOODWIN (Starts to feel uncomfortable as her leg edges up toward
his crotch): Well . . . er, uh. . . it will be very tastefully presented. Twin
beds for husband and wife, and if a couple goes ... NEAR ONE...

CAROLE (Enjoying herself): Yes? (Carole’s leg moves faster now,
almost to the summit.)

GOODWIN: The rule will BEEEEEE...(GOODWIN sticks a
tinger under his collar, makes a slight up and down tugging motion,
and CAROLE laughs.)

CAROLE: Yes, Mr. Goodwin. I’'m waiting. The rule?
GOODWIN: One foot on the floorat... AT ...
(CAROLE'S toe hits the mark.)

GOODWIN (Almost screaming now): AT ALL TIMES!
CAROLE (Baby talk): Mr. Goody likes his wittle Carole.

GOODWIN (Loses his cool): Goodwin, goddamnit! (CAROLE
makes a face, picks up her glass, tries to hide her smile.)

CAROLE: WVittle Carole’s not terribly hungry. Do you mind if we . .

GOODWIN (Thrilled): Leaver (He quickly downs his champagne.
They stand. He helps CAROLE into her fur coat, whispers something
in her ear. She laughs, takes his arm. Lights dim as they exit stage
right. Loud conversation continues offstage to end of scene. A
car door slams, an engine revs.)

GOODWIN: But that's my car!

CAROLE: Ill leave it at the studio, Mr. Goodwin. You can fetch it
in the morning.

GOODWIN: But. . . but. . . wait!

CAROLE: You're on your own, buster, and don't forget.
GOODWIN: What?

CAROLE: One foot on the floor. (Her voice drifts off as the car

accelerates.) Continuing: At all times!

The End.
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The Great Debate

by Ernest Dempsey

One of our recent futuristic forays with the help of a 2000 years old
time machine led us to the discovery of time when ‘mankind’ was (or
will be) the victim of a deadly contaminant. We got the recording of a
debate among some penal court members. It sounded as if the last
male member of the human race had committed a dire crime, had
been arrested, and was awaiting punishment. The penal court
committee comprised entirely of women coming from different belief
systems and ideologies. Our recorded debate follows here in the
sequence as it took place. We are creating fictitious names for the
committee members.

Committee Members:

Alice: Atheist-Evolutionist; Beatrice: Agnostic-Feminist; Naomi:
Orthodox Christian; Anisa: Orthodox Muslim; Wan Yeu:
Existentialist and President of the Session

The Session:

Wan Yeu: So my honorable ladies, let’s start this crucial discussion
regarding the issue of our last man’s punishment. To recapitulate the
background of the case concisely, our subject is named Adam, age 35,
and he is the last male member of our human race. We do not know
how he survived the deadly contaminant that engulfed all the other
men on this planet. But we do know that he has been convicted of
the most heinous crime that is possible for a man in our times to
commit, namely refusing to get married despite being able to support
a wife and children. This crime is one of the very few that are
punishable by death or by exile to another planet where not a single
molecule of oxygen is available in the air. However, given the nature
of his current status as the sole male survivor of our race, I think we
need to consider his case in a new light. Several issues may be
involved and must be considered before deciding upon the most
reasonable form of punishment for the convict. Given this, I’d like
you to share your thoughts on the case. Beatrice, let’s begin with your
position on this issue.

Beatrice: Thank you Wan! You really sparkle today with this yellow
sapphire necklace! Surely, you won’t mind me asking where you
bought it.
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Wan Yeu: Oh well, I just stumbled upon it in a recent exhibition at
The Glares. My late husband used to give me a precious gem on our
wedding anniversary each year. Only he didn’t live long enough to
buy me a yellow sapphire. But he left behind enough to me to keep
the gem-buying tradition alive.

Naomi: Did you say The Glares? I won’t dare pass even by the
entrance to that place. The last time I visited their exhibition, a tertier
roaming about the patio scared the shit out of mel

Anisa: Did it touch you or your dress? If it did, then you should have
put a new dress on before going to your prayers and of course also
taken an ablution afresh.

Beatrice: What exactly was its gender? There is no such thing as bad
with a bitch as to obligate washing or changing, though a male dog is
really an infested mess!

Alice: Excuse me ladies! I think we may straggle from our purpose of
gathering here if we keep rolling along these lines. So let’s discuss the
punishment of our convict lest he is taken by the killer bug before we
can make him pay for what he has done.

Beatrice: Oh, I wish he is taken by the bug! And I think that will just
be the kind of justice we may regard as poetic: the last heap of crap
disposed by nature itself without incriminating a woman.

Alice: I'm afraid the idea of letting a tiny speck wipe an entire half of
a complex species off the planet is not very welcome to me. And
besides, we’ve yet to determine whether letting our culprit live or die
is our priority. To remind you, cloning human embryos still hasn’t
been established as a predictable procedure for reproduction.

Wan Yeu: So you are trying to make the point that capital
punishment is not justified for Adam because we need him for siring
children?

Alice: That is one aspect of the case against death sentence in this
particular situation.

Anisa: Nonsense! You sound like thinking of rewarding the criminal
rather than punishing him. Refusing to marry and procreate is
something for which he’s been indicted.

Wan Yeu: And you think that Adam should be sentenced to death?
Anisa: No, I think we may punish him differently.

Naomi: Like what?

Anisa: Well, one alternative is killing two women in his stead. It
amounts to the same effect.

Beatrice: You must be out of your frigging mind! But let me admit
that your logical faculty almost works. So why not one of those two
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women be you?

Naomi: This is not such a complicated problem in my view. Given
my faith, I think we can simply let Adam free. Christ has already paid
for our sins by dying on the cross for us. Adam’s crime is no crime;
let him be forgiven.

Alice: How can someone, anyone at all, pay for another person’s sins
beforehand? If Christ delivered us of all sin, no one should have been
able to commit a single sin. This certainly is not the case my dear
believer.

Anisa: Sin can only be forgiven by Allah. We women have been
created inferior to men. We can’t decide a man’s fate. I think we
should allow Adam to select his own punishment.

Beatrice: Your thinking is as black as your veill What if he chooses to
make you his Eve and then beat the shit out of you?

Wan Yeu: Ladies! Ladies! Please don’t insult one another. This is
only going to make things worse. Now let me remind you that we
can’t let him free because his crime is too dire to forgive. Punishment
is inevitable. All we need is agreeing on the right kind of punishment.
That’s what we are here for. And for Anisa’s suggestion, no we can’t
punish women for a man’s crime.

Beatrice: My position on the issue is to make Adam live like a
woman: dressed in women’s clothes; caring for kids; doing house
chores like cooking and cleaning; and reading romance novels.
Naomi: Now listen to her! My dear, these are all enjoyable activities
and not punishment. I think we really need to define what
punishment is, especially for the last man on earth.

Alice: Naomi’s right! Adam may find pleasure in the conventional
role of a woman.

Beatrice: What’s there in this role for a man to cherish? If man could
tind any pleasure any pleasure in any of these, he would never have
foisted them on women. Can’t you understand this, you shithead!

Wan Yeu: Beatrice, I'm going ask you to stop using foul words. You
sound like a man with these.

Beatrice: I do! Oh damn! Why the fuck didn’t I realize that before?

Alice: The only predictable form of punishment for Adam seems to
be exile; exile to a geographically isolated planet where he may initiate
a new species that evolves to be our nearest cousins. This way, we
Homo sapiens will get the credit for giving rise to a distinct living form.

Wan Yeu: I think a female mate needs to be sent with him in order
to make this idea practicable. But who would be willing to accompany
him and why? Besides, there is this question of Adam’s will; he is sure
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to reject mating no matter what woman is offered.

Beatrice: I wonder when will you all servile dolls stop thinking of
women to men. The first Adam asked for a woman and God was all
readiness in offering him one. Now this last Adam is on a run from
women and you speak of tying one to is....oh well, let me not utter
that four-lettered word starting with a ‘d” and ending in k.

Anisa: May Satan go to helll Now I understand why this Adam is
running away from women. I’'m positive that he is a homosexual. Oh
God! Have mercy on us! I request you to stone him to death. This is
the only way to save this planet from God’s wrath.

Naomi: You are right my sister! Adam must either be stoned or
castrated, otherwise he can corrupt all humanity. He is a threat to the
chastity of men.

Alice: What men? He is the last male so how can he corrupt men? I
don’t think homosexual behavior causes more harm than straight
sexuality. It’s natural, benign, and also environment-friendly, given its
inability to increase population. If he’s a homosexual, he may be our
only hope of saving this planet.

Beatrice: I agree with you here. I think same-sex couples are more on
equal terms in every sense of the phrase. Let’s try to establish ‘men
for men, women for women’ as the slogan of a new revolution.

Wan Yeu: Ok ladies, let’ sum it up... [the phone rings] Oh, excuse
me! Yes...yes...I remember...What! Oh my God! Ok...OKk...thanks!
Of course, we'll be there in no time. Sure...thanks! Bye! [to the ladies]
I just can’t believe this! Oh!

Anisa: What is it?

Naomi: Is it something important about Adam?

Wan Yeu: Of course not! Forget about men!

Beatrice: That’s what I’'ve been saying for my entire life!

Wan Yeu: Don’t waste time in idle talk! Listen, Jewe/ Charmers has set
up a special one-day sale at the Women’s Haven today. Patricia just
called me, asking why we are not there already. She said we must
hurry as the sale will close in about six hours. They are selling all hot
designs for 50% of the original prices. Let’s go ladies! This is our day!
[the other women rise too]

Alice: But what about Adam and his punishment?

Wan Yeu: Oh Alice! Who cares? Let’s go we are getting late!

The Ladies: Yeah let’s go!

End of the Great Debate.
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Flowers and Photographs

by Nicole Borgenicht

Becky, a florist, is thirty-two. She is dressed in a beige skirt and a light
pastel v-neck top. Her slim medium-high heel shoes are narrow and
tan. Rodney, a photographer, is twenty-nine. He wears khaki slacks
and a black top. Lots of incoming natural light shines through two
French window doors at the upstage end of an octagonal living room.
Two vases full of various, exquisite flowers, decorate the mantelpiece
above the couch. A few 16" X 20" mounted photographs are leaning
separately against the wall. There is an armchair and a small table
beside it on stage left of the French doors, and a couch with a little
wood coffee table in front of it on stage right of the French doors.
The floors are well preserved wood, and a hallway downstage left
leads to an unseen kitchen. An offstage stairway is beyond the
kitchen. Downstage right is a door leading outside, where Rod enters.

ACT' 1
SCENE 1

Becky is sitting in the arm chair, legs crossed, reading the paper. She
has a glass of wine beside her and a small bowl of grapes. Enjoying
what she's reading, Becky periodically bounces her leg up and down.
Peaceful jazz, and soft, rock music is playing low on the radio. Rod
enters, carrying four mounted 16” X20” photos under one arm, and a
couple of ribbons in his free hand. He throws his Stetson on the hat
rack near the door.

ROD: Honey, I won!

(Becky looks up. He puts his photos down and greets her with a
kiss.)

BECKY: Congratulations! Which one?

ROD: Not one.

(Rod puts the two winning photos on the couch.)

ROD (continuing): Two! (Rod drops the ribbons, on the coffee table.
Becky leans forward, looking at the photographs.)
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BECKY: Outstanding, Rod. They saw your skill, felt the magic!

(Becky leaps up and hugs Rodney. The sun is setting and sparkles of
colored light beam through the French door windows.)

BECKY (continuing): Let's hang them up.

ROD: One second please! Look at this Becky, your flower
arrangements are these pictures. (Rod exits to the kitchen. Becky
takes a closer look and shrugs.

ROD (Hollers): Ah, fresh lemonade for my gin! (Rod quickly returns
with his drink, a hammer and nails.)

BECKY (Cheerful): I made it this afternoon. They’re part of the
pictures, Rodney. (Rodney puts everything on the coffee table. He sits
on the couch and runs his hand across the flowers in the photos
although several objects are depicted.)

ROD (continuing): They're everything. (He eats a few grapes, kisses her
hand gently and runs his fingers through her hair.)

BECKY: Are you over rating my flower designs again?

ROD: Why do you always say that? I'm being honest, about you.
BECKY: About me? (Angry) I’'m not a bouquet of flowers.
ROD: No. (Sips lemonade drink.) I know.

(Rod rises, taking Becky's hand. They both stand in front of the vases
of flowers on the mantelpiece. They release their grip.)

ROD (Stubborn): I would have lost without your flowers.

BECKY (Faces Rod.): You are lost. What's a photograph without a
photographer?

ROD: What's a steak dinner without a steak?

BECKY: Hunger.

ROD: Now you’re getting it.

BECKY: The magic’s in your sauce, baby. (She shakes the ribbons.)

Won-der-full Help me hang the photos Rod. (They take their shoes
off and stand on the couch.)

ROD (Inhales deeply the scent of flowers, then hammers between
words): Beck, you orchestrate each flower masterfully, as if delicate
petals on one stem. (Becky hands him one photo and turns on the

floor lamp. She holds his wrist for several seconds.)
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BECKY: Merci, my darling poet. They blossom separately, by the
strength of their very own stance. Your pictures won because of your
superb creativity. (Rod holds up the second picture against the wall,
she hands him a nail.)

ROD (His first "Thank you" refers to the nail.): Thank you. Thank
you! What a review! Okay, please admit this?

BECKY: What? (They put their shoes back on, and sit on the couch
together, arms around each other's shoulder.)

ROD: As the sun is my “light source” in that one (points to hung
picture) my photography lights are mere “fill” for your flowers the
stars.

BECKY: Your lights spill across the photo’s sky and make my stars
shine!

ROD: Two designers of objects d'art.

BECKY: My art shows exotic flowers, wilts in one week. A shooting
star. Short-lived vision.

ROD: An arboretum of photographs, would be destroyed in a single
rainstorm. Yours is the temporal art.

BECKY: And yours is permanent, unless there’s a tornedo.

ROD: They’re both unique. (Becky finishes her wine in one gulp.
(Continuing; Rising) Chardonnay?

BECKY (Becky nods yes. Rod walks toward the kitchen.): Are you in
rehearsals?

ROD (Turns back towards her): No. They haven’t begun yet.

BECKY: You become so dramatic when you’re rehearsing. You’ve
been studying your lines?

ROD: I can function as two people.

BECKY: When you put the script down, aren’t you supposed to
revert back to yourself?

ROD: I'm me, acting as someone else, who plays me too, until the
play is over.

BECKY (Thinks it over.): What if I can’t fall in love with your
character, “too?”

ROD: I'm the character, so why not? I’'m playing the character or the
character that I am is playing me. (Frustrated) Why not?

BECKY: I don’t know.
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ROD: You’re changing the subject.
BECKY: And you’re in eternal transformation!

ROD (continuing, speaking as if to himself and audience, while
exiting toward the kitchen. He shakes his head.): Maybe we should
drink different wines, separate us all? (When Rod exits, Becky
removes her shoes and stands on the couch. She diligently adjusts the
flower arrangements in both vases. She sits, slipping her shoes back
on before he returns.)

SCENE 2

(Rod enters with a new bottle, another wine glass and a handful of
grapes. He pours wine into both glasses.)

ROD: (Holds up the bottle.) Chardonnay, 81".(Sits and feeds Becky
and himself a few grapes. Rod then picks up the ribbons.) This is
about us. These ribbons belong to you, as much as they do to me.

BECKY (Laughing): To me? I'm the businesswoman, an art
appreciator.

ROD (Raises his voice.): You're an artist, too.

BECKY (Pauses): I am a florist. Flo-rist, art-ist. They’re not at all
alike. The same number of syllables and that’s about it. (Rod throws
ribbons back on the table)

BECKY (Softly): Isn’t it? (Looks at ribbons and speaks louder)
Artistic temperament! (Becky lifts the ribbons, one in each hand, and
holds them up admiringly before setting them back down on the
coffee table.)

BECKY (continuing): I am a businesswoman.

ROD (Stops pacing and looks at Becky before speaking.): This house,
(looks around.) is special. I've always liked your home.

BECKY: I don't own it, I can't afford it.

ROD (Sits and spreads his arms, leaning back against the couch.) Ah,
if this were only our palace.

BECKY: While we're here, it's our paradise.

ROD: I think everything in life should be that way.
BECKY: It is.

ROD: No it's not.
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BECKY: Rodney, people own #hings, not our souls.

ROD (Rod lifts a photo from the floor, inspects it and replaces it
against the wall.): No one possesses the life in a photograph either.
(Rodney puts his hat on and tilts it to one side.) Art is: sharing the
moment.

BECKY (Becky positions her hands, palms up, moving them up and
down, as if balancing a scale, while she compares the following two
words.): Art-ist, cap-i-tal-ist. Are we always to be, only one or the
other? (She drops her hands and looks around.) I'm proud of this
lifestyle. But half our lives are spent wondering what else we want
behind many doors. (Frustrated) How is it all connected? (She sips
her wine.)

ROD (Pours her and then himself wine and takes a sip before setting
them on the table.): We are like art, in the adage: what you see is what
you get.

BECKY (Leaning back): Bask in this instant.
ROD: You earned it. Bask for both of us.
BECKY: You found it.

ROD: How can you /sse a moment?

BECKY (Pause): In a flower.

ROD (Pauses, sits.): Or a photograph.

BECKY: Isn’t that more like losing your pretense?

ROD: I couldn't bear to be any happier. (They French kiss.) Unless
of course you were the sole proprietor.

BECKY: You're serious?

ROD: No. (Rodney stands up, curving his body away from her as he
moves.)

BECKY: Let’s celebrate your day! (They clink glasses. Rodney sets his
glass on the table and sits back down.)

ROD: You desetrve the accolades too.
BECKY: If we had kids —
ROD: You want kids?

BECKY: Would you say, “It’s a beautiful castle because of God’s
sand?”

ROD: I didn’t put you that high up.
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BECKY: It’s the trickle down theory. There are other things in these
pictures Rod.

ROD: You should be in it. (Becky moves over to the armchair with
her wine and lifts her paper up.)

BECKY: Oh no. I was sitting here quietly reading when the award
winner entered.

ROD: Just one set up, please. Then, we'll paint the town. My wallet.

BECKY: Where would we go? I'm so tired this evening. The flower
market was packed with people. I had to visit five, o