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BALLET DANCERS, MEN AND WOWEN
THE BANDLEADER
THE WOMAN IN THE BURNING HOUSE
THE JEWISH MAN
THE HEN WHO CHASE HIM
THE GROUP CARRYING A HOLY IMAGE
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This scenarie should ba read, not ms a first draft,

but rather as a astory greatly expanding on @n

original work by E. A. Foe. It is a recrenmtion of
Poe's very short story "The Mack of the Red Denth™.
Tharefore I em thinking of developing the personalities
of the charesctera and the unfolding of the story

even further and in newer directions than in this
initiel draft, I would like the result of this

further expansion to be considered the scenario.
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{ PADE 1IN )

Chsis

The rosd is cut off by & cropsbonrd on the abatis.
The crossboard is roughly asmeared with black and
white paint.

Light from bonfires set it leoming up in o macabre
way from out of the darkmeng.

And below the crosaboard are stationed a group of
armed soldiers, their helmets and armor and weapons
glesming coldly.

The soldiers all have gloomy, frightensd expressions
on their faces as they gase towsrd the darkness
beyond the abatis.

Here and there in the derkmess, the tips of furiously
burning flsmes.

The soldiers simply shift their eyes slightly, toward
several places where the flames are burning. thr
keep silent, and do not stir at all,

The roer of horsea' hoofo.

The soldiers epring to their feet, snd aim their
weapona inte the darimeoos.

A cavalry brigode appears looming from out of the
darkness,

All the men in the brigade heve their mouths and noses

covered with various cloths.



There is something bizarre about them.
From smong the soldiders defending the abatis, an

older, berrded man tekes one step out end ghouts.
The bearded mnn: HElt! Who goes there?

The horseman at the front galleps over to him, leading
A brigade in double file, &nd, snetching the cloth
from hia face,

- Roger Jamigon, Captain of Duke Nicholas!'
Bodyguards. On orders of His Excellency, in erdsr
to cleenae his realms of the contiagioius disease,
we have buried countlesa dead snd bturned towns
&nd villages to the ground. Upon finishing theae
mefsures, we haive received instructions teo join the
Eing's divieion and coopar=te with it in surrcunding
and guarantining the pestilent areas. Let us
throughl

The bearded msn: Stay where you arel
Jemison: We are not affiicted by the pestilence.

The bearded men: Contagions disease....pestilence....
why don't you eall it by its resl name? This
is the bleck pleguel If you gek it, you turn
black and die in an instant. That's why wa're B3
determined as madmen to held this defense line.

Jamison: Wait., When we left the cestle we coverasd our
months and moses with this eloth sosmked in vinegar,



and our mouths have touched neither food nor
'l'ﬂ-‘tﬂ.'l" ainoe. Purthermore, we're willing to burn
everything we've got on, including these work
glovem, right here! Surely, if 'we then sosk
our neked bodles in vineger from head to toe and
fumigete ourselves with ginger smoke, then you
een't complain.

The bearded man; Nol I don't cere whe you are or what
you want to do, you can't come past this defense

ling! These are ordera Trom the King!

Jaminon(loughing): ILiaten! The Duke gave us a letter
to the King in case thia sort of thing should
happen. Let mo read it.

The bearded man: Stey awey! Throw me the letter!

Jeminon tokes the letter in his hend and ties it to
his ppear handle, then hurles it.

The gpear flies past the crossbosrd on the chotias, ond
plerees the ground by the feet of the guards ns they
leap aside, From among the guards who surround i,
shrinking back from it, the bearded man steps forward
and, eatching it<bn the tip of his spesr (as if he
were touching something horrifying), places it on the
ground.

On it is written,

Report to the Throne From Duke Nicholaes



The bearded man orders one of the guards to hold the
doecunent down with his spear, then with the tip of
his own spesr he tesars the seal apen, pulls the letter
out and peers at the paper.
The expression on his fece changee te one of surpriae.
He then exchanges a glence with the similarly wide-eyod
guards and, turning bock to Jamison and his brigada,
shouts,
- Hey, I can't read thia.
Jamison: If you can't read it, then bring over one of
your officers.

The bearded man: Nobody can read this.

The bearded men holds uwp the paper he has pierced with
the tip of hia spear for all to ses.

A blank sheet of paper - ther is nothing written on
it.

Janigon and his brigade, es they stars at it dumbfounded.

The bearded man: You poor bestards! You've been

discarded, after you'wve been uwaad for all you're
worth.

Jamigon: s.e.eses

The beasrded man: This mekes those creats you carry a sad
pight to B88 c.casa

Embosaed on Jamison's shield is & crest combining a

dog's head snd & broom.

The bearded man: .....The dedication of & dog and the
cwoeping awsy of rebellion .....That the Bodyguards
who have that for a symbol should be betreyed by



their master =

Jamisont Thie must be come kind of mistake. His
Excellency is not the kind who would do such &
thing.

The bearded man: Hia Exeellency, in his fear of the
black plmgue, left his suffering subjects to die
of it and ran into his castle with his relatives
and ell the big important people in his realm, and
refuses to apen the cmstle gate ..... A splendid
gentlemen, replly!

Jemison: Those measures wers unsvoidable, in order to
deal with the bleck plague.

The bgarded man: Yes, but look ..... When the grest
Duke sent you out of the castle, why, instesd of
telling you to come back, did he hand you a

: letter like thie?

JARIHON? ceasaas

The bearded man: Just try and go back to the castle.
Just try golng up to the castle gate and stripping
to the skin snd burning =11 your clothes and mek
them to let you in neked, like you msked us .....

There's no way they're going to let you in.

The bearded man holds the blank sheet of paper on tha
tip of his spear over the fire and burms it, then
rolls Jemison's spear into the bonfire to burn. -
Jemison and his brigade stend thers rooted to the

spot, apeechlessly staring at the fire.



( )rEE castie
Th; cagtle stands arrogantly on top of a hill,
The castle walle that soar up in o severe perpendicular
line from the ground, the cylindrical watch-towar
rising on the corner of the winding castle walls,
the snormous castle gate with watch towers Lopped by
cylindrical ropfs, the great cast iron door,
All of these display power and its impermeability,
And now the castle lookas down ooldly and i1:|.-|5|._-'.1"fsrr|at1:11;].3r
through the watchfires on ite walls, st the innumerable
dioad victims of the black plague Wwho surrdund tha
:a;tla_
A close look at the mass of the dem reveal that all
of them - men spd women, the young and the old, are
clothed in rough cloth, and stemped with the blaok
spots that are the seal of the black plague, their
bodies strangely bent from the sgony, Lined li.l‘.a B
chain rudely t~ssed on the ground, they lie row upon
row toward the castle.
And among the mass of corpses arve ones still faintly
moving, ones who are crawling, ongs who stretch their
lands “towgrd -the castlé-agiif begging for help,
Horses' hoofs make théir way through the corpses, or
come jumping over them,
Jamigon, lesding his brtnudn; brings hia horse to a
halt and, losking around,



- Three days sgo wo disposed of all the corpses
ground here, We didn't leave a single ones,

Bat: now

Hig voice sounds gloomy as it comes through ths
eloth covering his mouth and nose, Then it is
suddenly cut, 7

His men's eyes wander sbout, with a frightensd
gloam, from between their helmets and the elath ar

covering their facea,

[\)‘mﬁ CASTLE GATE

The road that goes up to the castle gate is onum

steop slope ( that makes mn attack difficult ),
to climb it to the top,

And none of those who have made it are moving,
Jamison and bhis brigade come galloping up. <

Jamizon shouts towsrds the coldly shut, great cast

iron door,

Jamison: Guards! Open the gate! Captian Roger Jamiaon
with thirty-five Bodyguards! We have returned,

(::)!HE GHREAT CAET IRON DOOR
. 1t is gleamaing coldly,

(:)THE CABTLE GATE

Jemison is shouting,



Jaminom: Guards! Relay this to His Excellency! We
absclutely will not bring the black plague
into the castle, We will burn up ewverything

wa have on outside the cagtle,

His soldiers dismount, and guickly begin to digcard

tha things they wear,

{j]!ﬁ GREAT CAST IRON DOOR
It is gleaming coldly.

{::}THE CASTLE GATE

A mouhtain of armor, hélmets, weapons and clothes

ia burning,.
Jamison, who stands beside it, removes his helmet
and throws it in the fire, and shouts as he removes

his srmor,

Jemiscn: Guards! What're you doing! We bave been
working for three days with neither food nor
water nor Elnaﬁ, and we are exhausted.

Hurry up and open the gate]

The almost naked soldiers crouch in a group on the
ground,

Now mbove their heads come tumbling a huge cloth
sack stuffed with things,



The eloth splits, scattering bread. Jamison, locking
up surprised, The soldiers run over to the scattered
bread and est greedily. Above the soldiers' heads,

a ﬁh:kat of water is dropped down to them in & thick
net,

The soldiers give a choor and dash over to the bucket
of water befors it has oven reached the ground,

But the net that holds the bucket of water comes

down with ££ and ls discarded,

Both the aoldiers and Jamison leook up shocked,

A woice is heard from the distant top of the

castle gate,
- That's all we can do for you!

Both Jamison end his soldiers stand thers rooted
to the spot, locking up,

OI‘RE GREAT CAST TRON DOOR
It ie gleaming coldly,

O'rma CASTLE GATE
Jamison sits én the ground shocked. He is motionless,

his eyes staring into space.
The almost naked soldiers erouch abeently on the

ground, their beads drooping motionless.
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They are like a symbolie group sculpture expressing
degpair,

One of the soldiers leaps ep madly snd runs up

to the east iron deor. Pounding on it with his

fist, he screams
- You bastards, Ere you our comrades?

The other soldiers leap up,and, gathering in front
of the great dear, pound on it and shout

= Open itid

- Please gpen itl!

= Pleass help usl!

- Brotberas!!

Their sereams suddenly change [rom intisidation te
pleading, Jamison remmins motionless, apart from
his soldiers' frenzy and angar. MNe, he:cannot *
move - his loyalty so terribly betrayed, he is
deeply hurt, and sunk in the depth of despsir,

When tho soldiers realize that there is no resciion
from inside the great door they cling to, they

turn to despair, and smash the bucket of water

and grind the brosd iate the ground with their
fest,



11

At this time t?e grest door creaks with a heavy
sound, and there is sn indieation from inside that
it is opening,

The sound of A key turning in the lock, and the
creak of a bolt being unlatched.

The faces of both the frenzied aspldiers mnd the
despondent Jemison brighten with expectaion, and they
wateh the grest door.

The great door opons with a heavy sound, and the
grzed figures of the Bodypuerds opening it can be
diseerned. .

Jamigon stands up - Jamison"s men give a cheer and
start to run over te it - the Bodyguards inside the
castle who have opened the great door start to say
something &3 if in answer - then a volley of rifle
fire roars, mnd the soldiers ingide the gate are
shot and fall - in the next moment, the great door
ip shut sgein with a cold echo of iron.

Jemimon and his men, stending, frozen to the spot an
they wateh this.

(::}THB GREART CAST IRON DOOR

It is gleaming coldly.

(:)EHR CASTLE GATE
Jamison and his men eollapse erouching on the ground.
Jamison tosses the speser he had laid beside him into

the burning remains of the clothea.
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The remains have turned into & mountain of helmeta

end armor burning bright red.

The ecrest of the spesr thrown inte the burning heap
looms in the red hot light.

The crest - two brooms combined with the head of a
dog.

Jaminon looking mt i%t, his ayea bursting with emotion.
A burried noise.

Jamigon turne around.

It sounda like something is being done to the great
door from inside.

Jamison's men also watch the great door.

The sound of something being thrown against the

great door.

I% is not & lipht sound like that of water — the sound
of some heavy liquid - and the sound of something red
hot touching something freeging cold.

The soldiers, frightensd by this strange nnini,-elustnr
together and gaze at the great door.

Smoke poura out from the joint in the center of the
great door, end from the opening at the basze of the
door bright réd molten iron comes pouring out over the

stone pavement like mud.

- What is that?

- It's molten iron!
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— Whats ore they doing with i€!

Jeninpon gronns,
~ They're welding the door shut!l

Then begina the deapondent wanderings of JFamisom and
his brigade.

I;jul OPEN GHAVE

L

This ie a huge hole.

The hole overflows with tho deed.

Joamfson and hie ecavelry brigade ride boside it.
Jamigon wears armor, but his soldiers are elmost
nalted.

The summer sun is shining brightly and i.,'.laa.rly.u-n
their bodies. .

The scone is like the bizerre vislon in a painting
bty Boach or BErueghel.

Jemison, who has been locking down at the dead,
turne hia fiice owey ond urges his horse on.

Olu A VILLAGE

Jamison end his brigade are riding through.
Thotr empty eyes wander over the houses burned down.
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A BURKING HOUSE
The windowa are enveloped in flemes and smoke.
From inside n women with the black plegue seresms
in o frepzy, and with her gomint: arms holds up a
bowl ing bahy..

IL)OEITEIDE THE VILLAGE
JTanison and his brigade gallop out as if in &

atanpede.

*

. Y
|, JHE DOMATHEOF INKE NICHOLAS ( & sythetic image )
If Hrueghel hed described a districk reveged byithe

btlack plague, the piciure would probably look like
Fhig.

Migtant mountaing, a eastle prouvdly commanding &
dietantt hills the gently rolling earth is abundantly
Testooned with forests, woods, fields ond farms, tuk
the villeges thet; dot the lendsgape are clmost all °
burned blasgk to the ground. As one dreaws neor, one |
eun seée the dead, fellen like spots of f£ilth upon the
ground, row upon row of these Tigures growing
graduslly larger and more vivid. And men who ctagger
among  them, and people who wander about in groups -
ean be seen, elong with crows fIying omfnously above
them. 4nd the neereast clbse-up reveals & half-burned
tovms The road through that town is filled with the
dead from the block plague, and victims, yek unnble
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+o die, who writhe.
Onto thet rood come Jomison and his bigarre brigade.

|,"- I'HE TOWN
Janigon end his brignde come upon & macohre proceasion.
It is n group covered from heoad to tow in pure white
cloth, with only twe hales giit open for them to see
through. Thoy fturn into a cluster off pure white,
taking their children snd their old by the hand,
elinging to each other as if to protect thamaelwvea
from something fearful.
Above their shoulders sways & lecge holy imsge that:
they seem to have taken from a church. The ones on
the outpide wave torches as if to drive someone of
something eway. All of them chent words of prayer in
a groaning voloe.
Beceuse this procepgion carriem a large, heavy holy
im#ge, and beceuae thay oling to esch otheor unnaturslly,
they describe a strange staggering line.aa they -
epproach. As they come upon Jamison and his group,
they cluster even clomer together and drsw awny from
them, in an are, ea they pass.
As Jamieon end hie brigede march on, they come upom
another strange procession. It is a group of blood-—
smerred, noked snd holf-noked men and women.
Each of them carries & ecrucifix in one hand, and in
the other a leather: strap tied to sharpened iron.
They walk with dissheveled hair, singing hymns an
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if intoxicated, whipping the:ix: boared fleahk,  Evem
after coming upon Jemison amd his mem, they keep

on welking in a straight line.

Thedr fuc-:-n shine with the religicus ecotzgy of
fanatie esoetics; they pass Jemison and his mem, who
get out of the way for them, without cesting them a
“single glence.

An pbnormal disaster drives men into an abnormal
gtate of mind.

From in front of Jamison &nd hig men #s5 they march
comes running a men with his eyea popping out im
horror and his hair standing on end.

The man throws himael® in fremt of Jemisom,

= Help me! Wetve sl]l been killed! We haven't
done anything!

But: before Jamison cen say anything, the men, Yooking
behind, dashes ewey.

Strong end robust men come running; chesing th:i:- min.
Blood-soskted prey in their hands, their foces are
drawn with medness.

Jamison: Wait! What did that man do to you?
= He's a Jew!
-~ He put poison inm the wells.
= A1 of thie in B nlot by the Jews!
The men go running off, o1l of them shouting.
Jamison and his men watching them.
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Soldier A: They've sll gone crazy!

Boldier B: Tomorrow it'll be cur turn! i

O-ms NIGHT BKY

The red ominous moon,

()py_a mansn

Jepigon, st the extreme limita of exhaustion, sleeping
1ike & log,

He suddenly awskens, locks around, and leaps up.

His soldiers and their horses are gone,

Only one hopse, Jamlson'n own, is standing there, its

pmuzzle and mouth tled with the reins,

The abstis, where stanis a crossboard smeared with
black and white peint, cutting off the road.

Jamison and his men dash towards it, 3

They are naked, stripped of their helmets and armor.
Their only weapons ars farm implements and blacksmith'e
tools,

They are half mad - struck with the fear of the plague,
they are obsesped with <scaping from the pestilent land ,
to the refuge the plague hae yat to penetrate,

The results of their desperate, imprudent n&iiunn Bre
pitiful, appslling.

Most of them are shot at once from their horses.

One after another the others try to jump the shatle

ty urging their horses up cnto it, The horses’
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hoof  &re caught and they are thrown only to be
prey to the ready spears and sworda of the surrounding
ArTy .

L:‘_;‘IHY THE SWAP
Dawn - hiiat rising from the purface of tha swamp.
Jamison's soldiers ore returning through the mists
There mre only a few of them left. Thelr shoulders
are drooping, their heads lng despondently. One
look st them 2 they ride shows that they arae
dalfoated.
Jarigon ag he sees them - he soya nothing.
Aa the soldiera dismount, they run staggering to the
edge of the water and drink at it greedily.
Glightly apart from them a2t the water's edge nre
meny dead ratm. .

() zme sy

The mid-pummer sun.

OL BOREST

Janison comes lending his men, reduced to lesa tham
ten.

Above them, the leaves in the forest drop intense
shadows. Theses bleck spots streem over them,
licking their emacisted faces snd bodies.

Jenison end his men suddenly helf.



19

In front of them are discorded certs piled with the
corpaee from the black plegue.
The lecves drop shadows 1ike bleck spots that overlkEp
the black sesls of death on the corpeen.
The soldiers sea thelr hands and their comrades®
neked bodies eovered with black aspots from the lesves!
shadows, and, strick with horror, rnce_thel.r horaes
medly.
Jamison chéses after them.

O.ﬁ. FLAIN
Scorching weathor.

Jemison @mnd his mon come.

Soldier A: Coddemn i%! Where the Hell =re we going?
Where the Hell enn we go?
Soldier B: How do I know! Ack the Captain.

Jeminon'e Tace is distorted with sgomy.

Soldier C: We're doge thet heve been thrown awey. A1l
we cin do is wandor around ti1l we die!
Soldier Dt Shit! 1I'd like to gnaw the bastards in the

gastle to desth?
Soldier E: Yesh, Duke Nicholes firast)
The soldiers: Yesh!

Jamison is gloomy, he shrinks into himself.



On GRASSY PLAIN

A windy day.
Jamison and his men wandering this way and that,
Boldier A: What's the idea, dancing lika that? What
are you 60 bappy about?
Boldiar B: What?
Soldier A: Look at you, you're shaking your neck oand
your hands, and dancing in your saddle.
Goldier B: My neck and my srmpit hurt, Let's dismount.
My groin iscéll swollen,
The soldiers, one alter ancther,
~Yeah K me o0,
=Me too,
Jamigon turns around and looks at the seoldiers
unegaily.
Solitier Ar Me too. And T know why. We may be cavalrymen,
but wo've been riding too long.

| kgEE Woons

Jamison and his men dismount and aluster together
under s tres to get out of the rain,
All of the soldiers ssmem to h}ui fever, though
in different degrees; the ones with a high tequr&ture
are shaking violently with chill,

Soldier B: MWho's that?
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Soldier At Whot? Whera?

Soldier B: Who's that standing over there?
Soldier A Thet's & white ash tree!
Spldier C: Shh. Somoone's calling usl
Soldier A: It's the windl

Soldier ( suddenly stending udp ):
Let's get out of hare. There are all those ratsl
We can't be near rats! It*s the rata that bring
the btlack death! !

Soldier A: Thera're no rats around here.
Soldier D Look! There's n buge rat!
Soldier A: That%s our horse,

Soldier D: ( sterta to morch off )

Soldier A: F¥here the Hell are you going?
Soldier It 1I'm going back to the emstle,.
Soldier Af ..asses

Soldier Br JI4m going badc to the castle tool
Soldier C: Me too.

— -

soldiers B, © and D run off madly, |
Soldier A: Wait] What are you doing?
Soldiers B, C end D rumming off. One after another

they fell in the swamp mnd writhe in sgony.
Soldier A otops, and shudders as he watches them.
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The soldiers who hod stayed behind under the tree and
Jomiaon all stand up rigid and stare at them in

horror.

The nid-sumar aky.
() a rrmn
S
Scorching wetther. ,
Jesison and three of his men erewandering chout
like demoniec ghootn.
And 8 flock of gremt crows Tlutter over their heada,
like mesgengera from the god of death.
Hlack ppots have already appeiired on the goldiera*
faces end bodien. Thelr Tevered eyea shine with a
frenzied light; &nd their breassts undulate wildly
with painful breathing. .
One of the soldiers sufddenly faells from his horse.
But the other three no longer heve the strength to
even look back at them.
But they grip their reins es if clinging to life
itself, and contimue their nimless procession.
Apain one of the goldiers tumbles from his ssddle.
Fhe other two continue their procession towards
donth.



23

A HILL

Jamizon and one of his soldiers A come.

The caatle c#n he seen far in the distanecs.

When soldier- A sees it with his fevered and empiy
gyes, he suddenly kicka at hia horse and urges

it on in a rush to the castlk.

- Therg!

Then he is thrown from his horase, end lies there

notionless, curled on the pround.

THE HORIZON

The mpon riscd.

THE CGASTLE
On the eastle walle the watchfires shoot red flames.
Thig light and the light of the moon envelop the

awesome numbers of the plegue desd in colora of red
and blue.

TIHE CASTLE GATE
Jemison comes gElloping up the steep slope.
Jomizon dismeunte, and straining his lege not to
trying stogger, he stores Tor & moment up &t the
parapets Above the castle gate. Then, catehing his
vreath, he shouts.

- Guarde! It's Jamison!

His woice bounces off of the grest door and is sucked



inte the surrounding silence.
= Guard! All my soldiers are dead! They're
all dead of the bleck plegue! I'm the only one
left! Guards]! Are you listening!?

Aftor o pause, Jamison gethers all his remeining

strangth and shouta,
= 1 have a regquest! Shoot me!
Jamison tears off his arpor end exposes his breast.

- Shoot me! If you have any mercy, don't let
me die of the black plague! Shoot me! I, your

Captein, order you! Shoot me!

A second passes, then rifle fire.

Jamimon is ahot mnd falls into the burned heap of
helmete and armor. WHis dead face lies above the shields
scorched and poxed with red burns, and the crests
combining the dog's head and the brooma. From 1?sidu
the cestle can be faintly heard the sound of colorful

doance masic,

INSIDE THE CASTLE. THZ BANQUET HALL

- Grand, resounding, colorful dence music. On one

side there ia s platform higher than the reat of the

room, snd on it & gorgeous cheir symbolie of powar

In the box next to it i= the band On the floor before

it, polished like & huge mirror, a whirl of drneing——-—
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===~= Dancing are the aristocrats, their offiecials,
landlords, merchants and their families dnd relatives
= ek gorgeous e¢lothes and the brilliant colors
of their jewdis whirl sbout, d@anzling one's eyes.

One feels a tremendous gep between this world and the
world one has séén ao far outside the castle,

But in this colorful, merry dancing is somehting
unnatursl, There is no intexication from the heart
heres, but rather one sees a strained effort at
intoxieation. This effort is revesled in their behavior,
in the exagerated way they go through their steps,
in the deliberate smiles on their Faces and in their
affected expressions of intoxication,

An officer thresds his way through this Whirl of

dancing, ond goes into the next coom,

( nete..... normelly *he great hall in & castle
manor ig built so thet doe can look directly into

the adjoining rooms, but the construction here ig

of a considerably different intent.

There are six rooms Jjolned together in a strangely
lebyrinthine rectangle, One of the narrow wall spaces
in each of the rooms is hung with a heavy curtain

from the ceiling thot separatefir it from the next room,
and one cannot pass inte the next room without going
throurh the curtain,

In this ér&ﬂtiﬁ plan ecan be felt the extrme character
of the master of this cestle, = personality the

strogeness of which becomes even more astonishing
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when one passes through the six adjoining rooms. 3
An officer of the Bodygusrds is presently passing

through these rooms,

s i

Cf, Room Arrangment Chart

THE FIRST ROOM
This ia the yellow room,
The stained glass on the window is purple,
A violent contrast batween yellow and purple,
On the dining table sey by the porple window is
the food left over from a gorgecus meal, on dishes
that are the epitome of luxury; thess and the wine
bottles lined there are in an after-dinner disorder,
And seated lim and sloppy in three of the many chairs
arpund the table are the merchant hhinenwnrth' the
factory owner Fonsenby and the landlord Swire. |
The officer of the Bodyguards opens the yellow
curtein to the next room and goes in, not even

glancing at these mepias he passes,

THE SECOND ROOM
This is the blue room,
The stained glass on the window is red,
A violent contrast between blue and red,
By the window, as in the yedlow roocm, a gorgaoud

dining table in after-dinder disorder,



And sipping wine in ome of the chairs there ia

L the poet Aston,
The dostor Carleton walking irritated between the
dining toble and the window,

Carleton ( to Aston ): 1 can swear to you, as & docter,
that your liver -
Aston: Rather then turning black and dying, I'd rather

turn red and die, Don't you agree, General?

The officer of the Bodyguards does not answer him,
but pushes spart the blue curtain to the next room

and goes in,

THE THIED ROOM
This is the red room,
The stained glass on the window i3 blus,
The uialanE gontrast between red and blua,
The appearance of the dining table by the window is,
unlike those in the yellow toom and the blue room,
not that disordered,
For this is the clergy's room.
But the sppearance of the Abbot of the Monestery, of
the Mother Buperior of the Nunnery, of the monks and

the nuns is extremely chaotic,

Bister Cotherine: We've got to leave here as soon Ag We

can,
Abbot Thomson: The Duke has forbidden snyone to leave.

Brother Paul: Are we servants of the Duke, or are
we servants of God?
Mother Buperiocr Theress: There's 8 church in this castle

too,
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Sister Borbara: Is it enough just to pray in church?
Brother Geérge: I'm eshemed, T can't forgive mypoclf.
Bigter Catherine: Me neither. We gove in to the fear
and raEn away, even though our duty was to save
the soulas of the deed and lead the hearts of the
living to peace .....
Brother Paul: Words don't mean 8 thing. The only thing

that matters is whether we leave or we don't!

PThare are other monks and runs just sitting therse

immerzsed in gloom.
The officer crossen beside them snd, diving under

the red curtain, goes into the next room.

THE POORTH ROOH

This is the green roam.

The strined gleas here is crimsom.

The violent contrest between green ond crimaom.

The sppenrance of the dining teble ¥ the window

is the same as in the rooms come through so far.
The aristocratie youths sested in the chalrs there,
Oscar Aanilton and Everstt Fierce, draw over to the
green curtnin sepereting this and the next room,
end intently watch Sir John ( Duke H:lr:‘hu]au" younger
brother ) who is lictening in on the conversation
in the next room.

The three of them see the officer who hes come into
the room and stands erect soluting them, and they

ouickly assume normel postures.
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L

Everette: What's be got planned for tonight? Thia
midnight presentation = what exsctly are
they going to do?

John: I don't know, But since its my brother who's
doing it, I have a feeling it'll be, as always,
something that wlll give them the shock of

their lives,

The officer, standing at attention in front of the
green curtain that John has pulled away from,
- Captain Preaton Sheffield of the Hodyguards!
A voice: What is it7
- Hoger Jamison, former Captain of the Bodyguards,
has been shot and killedl
The yoliece: Enter)

The officer pushes apart the greem curtain end goes

into the next room,

THE FIFFH ROOM
This is the purple room,
The stained glass on the window is yellow,
The viclent contrast betweean purple snd yellow,
This room is a degres larger than the others, tha
dinipg table and chairs are alse larger and the
dishes on the -table are.a notch higher in their total
luxury,
Beated st the head of this table ig the master of
this castle, Duke Nicholas, and ranged to the left



and right of him are his close followera, the
aristoerats Lord Delmont, Lord Jemckson, Lord Duffey,
Viscount Spencer and Bishop ODatesley, Judge Beker,
The banker Cromworth, the greatest merchant Truthers
and the great landlord #hitmore. Altogether nine of
them, In addition, two ascoris.

Duke Nicholas im a handsome man, bui theare is
pomething in his appearmnmce thet puts feer in people.
With his somewhat strange face, Yeminding one of &
mank, [h:k! Nicholas wetches intently as Captain
Sheffield of the Bodypuards enters and stands at

attention.

The Duke: You did say you shot and killed Jamison.

Sheffield: Yes Sirl

The Duke: Why did you shoot him!

Sheffield: The Captain ordered it, Sir.

The Puke: The Ceptain? Aren't you the Coptain?

Sheffield: Let sme correct syself. It was an order
from the former Captain., With my own eyes I
gpaw the Ceptain, who was the only one who had
comeé back alive, and with his own lips he
ordered me saying, "I don't want to die of the
plagus!! Shoot me!®™ I had no choice but to
obey him, Sir.

The Duke: Is that & report? Or ia it disobedience
t0 ma?

Eh!ffiillﬂ= sEms e em



The Duke: Do you know what happens to & dog that bites
its master?

Eoaffield: ,......

The Duke; In'dddition you have mouthed the word that
I have forhidden to be spoken in this castle!

The plague!
Sheflfield: .(.i....

The Duke: You are to be hungl

THE GHEEN ROOM
Bir John, Oscar and Everctt are standing by the

curtain, listening in on the voices in the next room.

They look at each other,

John: ( whispering to Oscar and Everett ): He's doing
it sgrin. . cvees

Ogcar: His Excdellency hes put his own neck in the
noose againl
Everett: There is a 1imit to the loyalty of even the

Bodyguards,

The woice: Take him to the cellar jail!

THE PURPLE ROOM
Bheffield stands at atiention staring at Duke Nicholas,
the eolor draiped from his face sand his lips drawn
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tight and tense. Juddenly he turns sround and leave
the room by himself., The guards Tush to follow him.
All the othera, who have besn watching Duke Nicholam®
mask-1ike face, with frightenesd steres end not an
gyebrow moving, relax as if relicved.

At this time = 8 strange sound echoes - i% is & large
lueid, deep and extremely musiesl sound, but mleo -
sound somehow not of this world, heard ss if from the
botiom of the sarth.

Everyone except for Duke Nicholans frecres when they
hear this sound.

On their feces 811 st once rise shadows of uneasiness,
an expression of panie, as if the sound were strangling
them.

Duke Hicholas glances around the table coldly and
indifferently, then opens the purpke curtiain.

THE SIX ROOM
This is the black room.
The stained glasa on the windows is colored a
blood=1ike réd.
This red color comes streaming into the black room
by the light of the watchfires burning outside the
windows, and envelops the grand clock standing deep
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in the room in red.

The gquietly mwaying pcndul:um glao shines redly.

The grend clock shows ten o'clock.

How the great music box in the grand clock plsys and
echoes B bizarre melody anncuncing the time wlth each

socond.

THE PURFLE ROCK
ke Nicholas watches with 2 eobd smile =a his followers
listen tresbtlingly to the sounds played by the grand

clock.

THE GREEN ROON

Sir John, Bverstt Fierce fnd Ogear Hamilton #lso
gtond rooted to the spot as they ldisten to the sound

of the grend clodk.

THE RED ROOL y
Hother Superior Theresa of the Nunnery, Sister Barbara,
Abbot Thomson of the Monastery and Sister Catherine
stand frightened ea they listen to the aound of the

grand clock.

THE BLUE ROOM
The ceme -

The poet Anton Bnd Doctor Carleton.
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THE YELLOW ROOH

The samg =
The merchant Heinesworth, the factory owner Ponsenby,
a#nd the landlerd Swire.

THE BANQUET HALL
r Ko matter how the cestle manor is bmilt, the sound

of the grand clock echoes hers too, and it drowns cut
all other soundo.

The people doncing and the players in the band have
oropped moving their hands end feet.

411 the deliberate lsughter iz gone.

S14ghtly sshen Tmoes, depressed faces, Trightened
faces, panicked faces = 811 their Taces suddenly 1ook
bewitched by Tear.

Then finelly the music box in'the grond clock ends
ite tune and strikes sen o'clock.

¥hen thies sound disappesrs, leaving behind a :l".l_n:I:I_
echo, everyone locks at ench other, ss if each has
recovered hias censes.

They laugh at themselves dissgreeably and derisively, and
Bustle mnd noise returse to the banouef

hall.

The bandleader shakes his baton, and the dance musie
begine. The peaple begin to dence with exaggerated
gestures, as if to sheke off the dark conceptions
that have betwitched them.

But many of them stert te lesve, deep in uncomfortable

thought.
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INSIDE THE CASTLE. THE S(UARE
This equare is surrounded by high eastle welle and
the huge cmptle gete, the magnificent: manor, the
church with golden spires, the blesk barracks of the
poldiera, and other buildings.
Sheffield walks over the empty equare paved with Btunt_..il,
ezcorted by the gusrds.
Here snd there on the wella are stone stepe leading
vp to the parapets. Dolow ecach of them stands &
sentry. The gentries watch Sheffield dubioualy.

(ne of them comes running over.
= Qeptain, whet happened?

Sines Sheffield does not anawer; the sentry oska
the guard.
= What happened?

The: guard nelther stops nor mnswers.

He just looks to the side with gloom in his eyes.
There is the gallown.

The sentry stands at attentiom.

Right in fromt of the cestle gate, seversal guuards
and an officer- ( Arthur Clark ) come running out of

the guardroom. -
Elark:r Preaton! What's going onl

E=zcorted by the gunords, Sheffield descends the steps
down into the eellar jail, o black hole next to the
gellowa,
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Sepntryz What 1s thia! Another Captain is to be killed!
This time by henging!
Clari: 17

Behind him, the great csalk lron door.
Traces of the .welr]iug,li't‘! keloid scara.

A shouk is heard.

- Whik?

- Stop!

Clerk mnd the others turn around. 1
Theme are some people who have just run up the stonme
ateps hy where the seantry is stationed. They wear
Ilesk cloeks over their hends, ;

fnd the sentries who run chasing after them are

shouting.

= Come back!

It's forbidden to Ivok outmide!

It'e the Duke's orders!
Offenders will be shot!

1

Tiie ones running up the stone steps otop froszenm inm
thoir traes, '

Bright colors can be seen from out of the aliéeves of
theiw clonika,

= Women!

The sentries who have chesed them phrink badc for an
inatami,
But there is otill one figure running up the steps.
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The sentriea ready their rifles.

~ Stop!
= We'll shootd

ONt_TOP oF TiHE CASTLE WALIS :
It is lined with wetchfires. The casile parapetis
Toom im the night eky, dyed in the red of the flamea.
One of the women in the black clomke comefrunning up,
and looks down at the scene below the cmstle with
horror. I :
Then ghe trembles and raises s screcm.
Her closk alips down, and from wnder it, emblazoned
in the light of the flemes, con be seen the elegant
face of a women, A fece dreined of all chlor; her

gorgeous evening dress festooned with jewals.

AT THE FOOT OF THE STOUE STEPS
The sentries about to pull the triggers of their
riflen.
flark rns over, &nd shouts.
— Dontt shook! It*s the Duchegs!

0O TGP OF THE CASTLE WALLS
The Duchess, Lady kery, stands there as if frozen

at the sight, her oyes.gage upon from the parapet,
She faints.
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AT THE FOOT OF THE STONE STEPS

Clark [ to the women standing petrified half way up the
stepa )i You're the Duchess' Iadies-in waiting,
nren't you?
The women nod,
Clark: Quickly takd her to her room.
The women run up the steps.
Clark [ to the sentries ) : You're not to breathe n word
of this to anyone. Understand? It"11 be
blamed on us.
The women carry the unconseious Duchesa down the steps.
Qlark | to the women ): Listen! You're to pretend this
did'nt heppen! You'll be in resl trouble if the
Duke finds out about thisy You underatand,
don't you!
The woman nod, treabling.
Clerk: Hurry up!
The women hurry towerd the manor, cagrying the
Duchess. !
Clerk and the sentries 28 they watch them go,
Sentry A: Put you know the [uchess may tell the Duke
about this.
Sentry B: That's right! And whet'll happen %o us if
she doea?
Clark: If she does then I'l1l ba standing up therel
The gallows.
The Duchesa™ wexlike face awaying in the women's

Ormo.
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THE HaN HALL

A whirl of dancing,

THE YELLOW HOOM

Everyone is talking in feversd tones,
Buk in both their expressions ond thelr words =g they

telk is & gynical, reckleass tone of peolf-sbandonment.

Heinesworth: Amyway, if we hed formed a Perlismentary
Congréns, we would have been able to deal with
this dissster.

Bimmons: In order to clesn up mud you've got to geb
smeared in mud. But these aristecratiec lords
won't dirty their hands at such a Tilthy job.
And @11 the bvig important prieste do is crosao
themselves, &nd everyone's just hushing up the
etinking mess.

Hedneoworth: But not 5ir John. He's very en‘thuaiu_ntin
about the idea of forming o Parlimmentery Congress.
He says we should form a Congress and let 1t
choose the Duka.

Benedict: Yen, ond he wanto to be the Duke. There's
something pnealky ebout what he's doing; the
younger brother trying to teke the clder Gne's
plece.

FPowler:z: The last time they held a Perlismentary Congress,
all the great aristoerats controlled it from
behind the acenes. Thet's what Sir Johm want
to do.
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Morland: By the wey, when sre they going to pay us
for @ll the food and wine we brought into the
cogtle? 1 think it only appropriete thet we be
peid twice the normal price under these
pircumntances.

- There's nothing to get fusaed up about.
They nll turn at this voice and look.

The poet Aston is sticking his head through the

curtnin separating thie room from the next.

Astont w.... You'll soon be getting your i1l of
jewsls end money. Because it's not going to be

long before thisz castle runs out of food.

THE FURPLE ROOM

Tha grest landleord Whitmore is speaking to the

Dukae, wotching the expreesion on his face.

= I saess from my pomition aa the one responaible
for food provisions within the cestle..... the.....
I must tell ¥YOU ..ess that ..... we only have
enough to contimme these luxurious banquets for
another two months ;.... that .....

The Duke: Don't mince your words .....
Are we out of food?

Whitmore ( intimidated ): Mo ..... we're not ....s
there's enough «....

The Duke: Tell me the truth. Don't lie because



You're efreid of me.

Whitmore: Fg.... I am not lying.... This .c....
pestilence....ghould wane, I think, eventuslly,
and .... if we cut down on the subordinaotes®
provisions until then, then somehow.....

The Duke: Why don't we put restrietions on the bresd
used in church instesd? Holy Comeunion 1o of

no help at this point.

Saying this, he glences a2t Hishop Geteshy with a

cyniecal eye.

The Biohop ( supproesing his enger }: Your Excellency,
pleage do be discreet with your words, even i
you sre only joking. This is & blnaphemy.

The Duke: A blaphery, you s=y, but where's that god now?
What's he doing?

The Bishop: Your Excellency, *just becouse you see the
pestilence rempent in your domeins you must not
doubt the existence of the Lord. This is God's
judgement. We have been living in defience of
God's wishes for too long. How much blood we
have gpilled in our wars! Such Indnlgence in
idloness in times of peace! This calamity fellen
upon us now ig & just retribution. This im &
punishment that God in his wisdom ha= give us

to bring ve to our senses.

The Thike 1“1.[.5.'1!1-
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The Duke: You sre & Bishop. How well you meke sxcuses
with your logic. But, Bichop, who sre the onea
who suffer the most from this diseese? It*'s the
poor. The onea who wore hunted out sgainet their
will in the woar and spilled their owm blood.

The ones who roeturned from the war to their
devasntated tormes =nd villeges and plodded ewey

at their work, the ones who have almoet nothing
to do with indulgence. Why are they the ones
who have to suffer the most? What are they being
punished Tor?

The Bishop! ceeess

The Duke: Bighop. It's alweys we the aristoorats who
plan the wers. And the ones whose bellies fatten
on war &re the morcheants and the [sctory ownors and
the landlords. #And they're the seme onea who
indulge in idleness in times of pence. And thia
group is the seme one that now has run into the
cistle to escape the pestilent disester mnd are
impereing themselves in plessure.

If thia is Go's jugement, God is &an esal

The Bishop { gquickly crossing himoelf ): What a horrifying
thing to say!

The Duke: T have no use Tor an ass like that. Ne, if
this disaster fs the will of God, then I bow to
the Devil, who opposes God in cverything, I'11
depend on the Devil's power to defend this castle
from the digaster!

The Bishop: Your Excellency!
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The Duke: If you disepprove, then get out. The gospel
of your gracious God ownite you cuteide the castle!

#11 present turn their eyes from the Bishop Ba he ia
mode an object of ridicule.

Evon as they Teel offended by the Duke's merciless o
eynielpm, they are intimidated by hiep srrogance, and
merely steal & glence at him from time to time.

The Duket Bishow. Why don't you leave®? You can't, can
you? Tt was you clerymen who mourried into the
castle before anyone else in your fear or'ynur
Ged's goapel, I pee devil'e taile under your

priests' frocka!
The Hishop turna white.

A voleas The Chief Lady-in-Waiting, Ann Gilbert.
The Tuke: Enftor!

Anm Ei1bert, the Chief Ledy-in-Waiting, opens the purple
curtain end comea in.

There is 8 perblexed expression on her sged face.

The Duke: What is it?
innz The Duchess is indispobed.

The Duke: Ghe's week, She always keeps indecors. There's
fo0 reason to meke: a gpacinl report of it.
Ann:.....However, this ...1s a very high Tever, &nd we think
it may not be & trivial matter....And mo......
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The Duke; And the dootor?
Annt.... de heven't yet..... We thought we should
firat report to you...

The Duke smzcks his lips in ennoyance ond, giving
Ann B contemptuous glence, leaves the room.

Ann hurries after him. ¥

THE GHEEN ROOH

The ke pnd Ann ruuh.;mruna the room.

3ir John, Oscar Hamiltom and Everott Pierce, who

have been sititing and consulting in & corner of the
room, otund up. John wants to ask his brother whet is

going on, but there is no time.

THE RED ROOM
The Duke =nd Ann rush scross the room. . The Abbot
of the Honastery, the Nothar Superior of the '
Nunnery, and the monks and nuns bow reapectfully
to the hurrying figures, and exchenge inquiring

looks.

THE BLUE ROOM
The Duke snd Ann cross the room.

The Ouke: Carlseton, come with me. Mery has a fever.

The doetor Carleton followa him.
The poet Aston rizes and, unstesdy on his feet,

watches them go.
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THE YELLOW ROONM
The Duke, Ann and CAarleton ecross the room.
Hu:i.nun'ljnrth, Simmona, Benediet, Powler and Morland
Jump to their feet and bow.
Hainesworth: Wwhet = hurry they're in.... Wonder what
happened?

Simmona; With a&.doctor!

THE BARNQUET HALL

¥he Duke, Ann and Cerleton rushing mcross the
hall through the whirl of dsncers.

The daneing is interrupted mnd the people watch
the Duke and the othera go.

The misic comes to & halt,

The performers stop pleying snd watch the Duke
and the others go, &and lock &t each other.

THE GARDEN
The guarden in the back of the ceatle monor.
The Duke, Ann end Corleton,; whe have come out of the
manor, rush over the path that threads through the
flowerbed decorated with summer Tlowers, brillisnt’
in the night, Then they enter the simple building
that stands in & corner of the gerden.

THE YELLOW ROOM
Everyone stends unessily.
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Powler: The doctor Carleten is with them....
Tt must be on emergency case,

Benediet: &An emergency? But the way the Dulke rushed
1ike that - I wonder who it is?

¥ = It's not his nome that matters.ccsess
Everyone looks up st this voice.

The poet Aston im egein sticking his head through
the yellow curtain and grinning.

AStONt .......bdt the name of his disepsal
svesssfontlensn! TLTet us pray that the neme is
not the one forbidden to be spoken in this cestle
ssess TO your health!

THE GREFEN ROOH
The Bishop comea in, hia face white with rage.
Chesing after the Bishop as he triee to crosa the room,
John: Bishop, I heard. Fleese forgive my brother.

My brother sometimes has m way of hurting people
cruelly. He's been like that since he wea =
boy. Tt wes our fatherts fault, for heving
spoiled him and handing him power like a toy.
Ky brother tekes joy in hurting people by
vounting that power. And I, his younger
brother, have alwoys hed to saerifice becoune
of it, I understond your feelings of humiliztion
ot being made the objeet of his ridicule.
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The Bishop: ( croseing himself, with a martyred face)

Jolin: Heecently my brother's dispoaition has booome
pore ond more extrome, ond there are times when T
wonder if he isn't crasy.

Tha Bishop: It'm & fearful thing.

Johni MNo, my brother msy sctuslly he f@ad now. This
dignater that hea struck my brother's dopains
hes been s terrible shock to him. And then
he*s been locked up in this castle for the past =
threes monthe, with the Frince doing nothing to save
him. No, it's hopeless to even expect him to help.
For my brother opposed all of the Prince's policies
and has the Prince comvinced that he's a traiter.
Hy brother iz doubly surfothded &t present,
by this feasrful pestilence and the Frince's
hoptility, and he cun't make & move, Think .
of it, it's a terrifying position to be in.
Perheps it's only natural that my brother would
fa11 inte such =n unstable mentel conditiom.

The Bishops However, my position leaves me no choice
but to report your brother's blasphemy to the
Archbishap., And I'm afraid it will have to
reoch the Frince's esrs.

John: Then my brether's position will become more end
more difficult. Bishop, somchow plesse find

& way to forgive hinm.
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Bighop: #11 I pan do now is go to the church and
pray for Him Excellency and beg the Lord's
forgivenesa for him. T am fearful that alresdy
the Lord's hand of remonstrance is upon your
brother, Could it be thet the innocent Duchess
is bearing the guilt for His Excellenoy's ain
and suffering becsuse of itY

JOHNE Tessess Did something happen to Ledy Mary?

The Bishop: She suddenly got B fever snd is suffering
sensees 1878 Feardull

Johms 1P

Cocnr ond Everett look at each other.

HE DUCHESS' ROOM
The Duchess, 1aid to sleep in heor bed with its
gorgecus cEnoTy, opensa her fevered, emply eyes and
painfully shakes her head.
The doctor Carleton is holding her head down and
examining her.

The Duke, gazing down intently at this.
Behind him, Ann, the Chief Lady-in-Walting.
A cluster of ladies-in-walting in & corner of the
TOoom,
Carleton { fingihing his exsminetion, to the Duke ):
Pirst I think I should tell you clesrly ns &
doctor, this is not ....ess. that contsgioms

disensa,
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The Duke: I wion't worried mbout that. This castle

is impeneirsble to that diaesse.

The Duke glares at the relieved Chief Lady-in-#¥aiting,
ond with his hand waves away the smoke thet is
filling the room.

-What's this smoke?
~hnant It is mirale, Your Excellency.
The Duke: Did you burn it for & magic charm?

Ann: Y...¥es.
Darleton: HNirale is a stisulant. All it does is

meke it more painful for the patient.
The Duke: Open the windows, snd get this smoke outl

The clustered ladice-in-weiting scstter end open the

windaws.

The Duke, laying his hand on the Duchess' forehead,
-Yea, bot what is this fever?

Carleton [ thinking ): I'm not sure.... I can't

find anything wrong with her internal organs.
The Duchess gives & delirious seremm.
=Noellssiss. Jomes!

Storing at the Duchess as she eries out are the

Duke, Ann and Carleton.

hnn: She's celling her children's nomes.....
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Thia fever was probably brought about by her
concern for her children. All Lady Mary ever

telked sbout were her childran, No, 211 the
“Jdadies are nlways worried about that.

The Duke: That's idietie. Compared to the fear she
would have keeping her children here and trying °-
to protect them from the diease, having the
children nent like this to a place where the
dipesse can't reach them should bring her peace

of mind. It shouldn't be a couse for worry. .

inn: But the children sant to the Prince's peloce

ara the same as hostages.

The Duke: If you want to talk sbout hosteges, MHary's

one right here. She's the Prince's desughter.

Arm: Yes, but the mothers' hearts do not stop worrying.
She seid thst when she thinks about her children,

every single day is like Hell.

The Duke: Helll!? But every day they manage to smear
their faces with meke-up and drink and stuff

themselves and dancel

Ann: { hystericelly )i It'e bacsuse they have nothing
olse te do! Heally, it's enough to meke one

suffocate, the wey we're livangl!

Suddenly the Duchess rices from her bed and steps
down to the fleoor, then starts walking towards the
door.



Everyone stares st her, sstonished.
The Duke: Hary!

ilery opens the door snd goes out, her motions like
that of o slecpwalker.

The Ihike chases after her.

THE CORHIDOR
The Duke grabs and embraces the staggering Mary.

- Mary, whers arsa you polng?

Mary: I'm going to the costle got@....... to make
them open it......

The Duke: 7
Hary shekes hig hands away and starts to run.

THE DUCHESS, IN FHONT OF THE MANOH
The front door of the manor opems, end the

Duchess comes running out.
-Hu"llilll ens e domes)

In the front garden are gethered John, Qscar and

Everstt. They look unezay.
Nory ( running, with her hands stretched out )z c.....

HUrry...s++.. Come back, now.....:. I1'm going to

opan the gete for you.....

Shouting this, Mary collsp=es on the path in the
flowerbed.
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The Duke runs over to her and, picking her up in

his mrms, turns back inmide.

Cerleton end Ann standing at the entronce.

Carleton is about 4o join Ann mnd follow behind

the Duke, but he stops amd turno around. There he
seas & gathering of people.

They etand there locking terribly shooked.

There 15 something tecse about John, Decar and
Everette as they push these people aside and hurriedly
turn back.

Carleton seea them, then rushea into Ledy Mary's room.

THE DUOCHESS' ROOM

The Duke and Ann lsying Hery to sleep on her bed.
Carleton, rushing over to the Duke,

~Your Expellency, did you see the feces of.the
people gutside?

The Duke: What sbout them?

Carleton ( to Anon }: You saw them, didn't you?

Their faced..s:s«« They were all terrified!
Anfitsses How that you mention it -

Carleton: They think the Duchesg'.... HNer illness
ssssss they think it's.... the disease, and

they're terribly disturbed.
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The Duke: To Hell with them! If thay're going to
get upset, let them get upaetf..... I'm worried
about Mary.... Carleton, what're you going to

do?

Carleton: Let's give her a sedative mand let her sleep
for & while. Then we can watch her condition
#sess But, your Excellenoy, everyona in this castle
needs a sedative! If you don't Ao something about
it it*11 grow gut of control..... Aight now the
rumor sbout the Duchees is spreading sll through
the sestle.... The way the Duchess looked....
her giddiness, the way sha telked in delirium....
it wes Jost like the ecarly symptoms of ....

thet dinenan!

THE BANOUET HALL

{ The following scenes will proceed for & while
nithuut-ttal sounds. #nd the cheracters will

move like pﬁpp;tu pulled this way ond that by the ©..
low, menocing sounds of percussiof instruments,

similar to the sounds, 6f & clock striking the hour ).
F ol

Pesple gathered iﬁ several clusters whnispering.
Jaohn, Osﬁarrﬁﬁd Everett cutting through them sa
they ru:h.thrnugh the room.
People following them.

# The people who had been in the carridor return.

People gathering arcund them as they ses 1iqm.
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THE YELLOW ROOM

John, Oscar end Everett cross the room. i
Townapeople and landlords rise and wateh them go,

and whisper to each other.

THE BLUE ROOM
John, Oacer ond Everett eross the room.

The drunken Aston etaggers after them.

THE RED ROOM
There is no one hera.
John, Oscar &nd BEverett cross the room, =nd sre sbout
to enter the purple room. Noticing Aston following

them, Everatt shoves him away.

THE BLUE ROOM
The townapeople end the lendlords enter, =nd see Aston
caught in the curtain. They heaitate for & moment,

glances, then prodeed in & rush into the red room.

THE RED ROOM
The townspeople and the landlords proceed with fear

into the next room.
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THE GREEN ROOM .
The townspeople and lendlords come 1n.

Aind, unsble to bring themselves to go inte the

purple room, they hang sbout in this room restlessly.
From the purple room come the Duke's close followers,
with John, Oscar and Everett at the lead.

Their focea all show tension as they hesd into the

blug ro0m. ===

THE BLUE ROOM
John, Oscar, Everett end the other retsiners, along
with the townspeople mnd the landlords, cross this
roon and hesd for the yellow room —=-—-=
fnly Acton, who is cought in the curtain, is left
behind,
{ At this point resl sounds refurn )
Anton, like en insect caught in & spider's weh,
writhes in the folds of the curtain and shouts with
his tongue hanging ous,

=Where are you all Boing?...... Take me with
youl! ..ase. HE¥:sos What's guing MNTesssn
Goddazn it!....

Helpli.... This looks like Heaven, but it'a
reglly Helll

The echo of = strange noise resounds,————=

When Acton hesrs this sound, his writhing body
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atops a3 it is in this odd position.

THE BLACK ROOM

The grand elogk ==--= it is sleven o'clock.
Its great music box echoes with a sound like a

voice from the bottom of the earth.

THE BANOUET HALL

There ia no cne here.
Duke Nicholss erosses the room alone, through the

strange echo of the grand clock, looking BEround him

28 he goes.

THE YELILOW ROOM

There ia no one here.

The Duke-crosses the room.

THE BLUE ROON J
seton i twisted - in~the curtain, as if crucifien:
The Md,rﬂmm heads for the red roop,

THE RED HOOM
There is no one hara.
The Duke crosses the room.

The Muke"s pace quickens es he pasaes through each

room.
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THE GHAEEN ROOM

The Duke runs for the next room.

THE PURFLE ROOM
The Duke comos dashing in, and looks around.
There is no one hera.

The Juke opens the curtain to the next room.

THE BLACE HODN
The grand clock finishes striking eleven o'clock.
gnd 1l that is left is the sound of time being

etched out to the guist sway of the pendulum.

THE PFURFLE ROON

The Duke -—=--— he otends there glaring into space.

INSIDE THE CASTLE, THE SQUARE
Booteteps are echoing over the pavingstones 1n-
the ravine-like sgquare closed in upon by the castle
manor and the walls.
The changing of the sentry guards, conducted by
Clark. -
#a 0lark and his soldiers execute this disciplined,
hourly ritual they are locking to the side with an
expression of incredulity.

With Jdohn, Osesr and Everett at the lead, a group
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of people dreased up in evening wear comes pouming

out of the manor and hurries towards the church.

THE CHUORCH
The radiant alter glemming in candlelight.
The gem-studded bronge crucifiz and the portraite,
one of Hary holding the dying Christ and one of the
Faints, that decorate the sltar tell, in their
ancient forms, of the long tradition of this church,
The Bishop is presently standing in the pulpit with
8 troubled face.
Brother Paul stands esmong the clergy surrounding the

pulpit end shouts.

-~ Bighop, 4% is we who have discarded the faith!
Just me you heve spoken, now, in this time of
dissster, is when we should be defending the
majeaty of God and the dignity of the Church.
But now we heve discarded the ones who aqu;r from
the disaster, and indulpge ourselves in this caatle!

Sister Catherine: We must place ourselves in the
disester.

The Bishop: I do not have the suthority to open the
castle geta.

Brother George: Bishop, didn't you just say thet it is
wrong to place the suthority of the church under
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the authority of the atete?.... The castle gate

must be opened by the suthority of the churchi

Sister HBarbara: Even if we have to leap dosn from the

castle wellas, we shall vasenan

Mother Superior Theresa; Panaticism is the fmith of

haretics.

Brother Paul: Faith without setion is nothing but

the sophistry of the immorall

One after apother they shout in argument., Their
voices bounce from the ceiling and echo scross the

church in a strange mosn.
=fuiet! Quiet!

3ir John shonta end rushes up to the pulplt.
The church is filled to espacity with the group

in evening elothes that hes poured in in an avalachs.

John: Gentlemen! Now is the time when we must think

soricualy! The situation has turned urgent!
- Oh Godl
A woman's voiece soroams.

=ihat are we going to do gbout..... that .....

diseasa]
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A man's angry shout: 3Say it clearly! It's the plaguel
The plague has come into the castle!

Another man's volige: It's too early te say for sure!

Mpybe the Duchesas just has & fever!
Another wvoice: Everybody wants to think 30 ..ccsess
However ..... that kind of thinking is dengerousa!

A men's angry shout: Thet's right! It's because we
reassured ourselves like that and stood about
hesitoting that we'rs now surrounded by the
plagues and can't even get out and run away from

it}

John: Yes! Exactly! HNow we've got to discard our
naive optimism. We'wve got to look straight at
reality and coms up with & strategy. Thset'a

why we nsked you to gather here before the Lord!
A woman's hysterical voice. I
~It's 8ll over, that's alll

John: There is & strategy. We've got to leave this

caatle. And then .....
Brother Peul: I agreel
= That's stupid!
— What*ll happen to us after we leave!

- Qutside the castle the plague is waiting!
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Bister Catherine: We must not give in to faar:
We weceess

John: Quiet! ...,. It's true that just leoaving bere
won't do any good, Howeyer, there still remains
the possibility of leaving here ond then breaking
out of the plagus-infested aress and seeking

refuge in the Prince's dominkans!

For an instant, all is silent,
Brother Paul and Brother George, alomg with Bister
Catherine and Sister Barbara, consult together,
Brother Pasul starts to say something.
But it is swallowed up in the roar of shouting voicea,
- Your idea ie naive!l
- The Prince regards us as enemies!
- Even Jamison wes turned back)
- It was becouge the Duke couldn't do that that
he holed up in this castle! It's impossible!
Johnm: It may be impossible for him, but not for QL:

1 pledge allegiance to the Prince!l
Again all is silent,

John: Rather than surrender to the plague I would
gurrender to the Princel
= The Duke woen't let you!l
- It's treason, that!

John: We bhave no choice! There's no other way to

save gveryonel
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A woman's voice: That will save us mothers too,
We'll be able to see our children.

A man's voice: Shut upl

The woman's voice: I won't shut up! For the sake of the
children's safety too, we should pledge allaegiance
to the Prince!

John: Exaetly! If the Yochess has that ..... disease,
than therds is nothing to guarantee the safety

of eur children's lives!

- Ba quiet! Be quiet! &ir John! This is rebellion!
John: There is but one wey for us! FEither we choose

annihilation, or we robel ageist my brother,
The chureh becomes quist again,

John: Gentlemen! This is not merely to eagaps from ™
2 our fear of tpo plague, It is ‘.:q_n gecapa’ from.my
brother's curse! Unfortunately this disaster has
wreaked havoe with my brother's mind, His worda
end actions leave no doubt that he is mad. He has
even declared thet he curses God and praises Satan,

I cannot tolerste treason sgainst this church,

even if it be my own brother's!

Phe Bishop: Neither will God forgive him. The sign of
hig anger has appeared on the Ducheas,

John: Gentlemen! Even the Lord has deseried my brother:
There is no longer anything to fear from him:
Gentlemen! Will you choose me, and go with the
Lord? Or will you zhoose my brother, and go with
Batan?



63
Hainegworth: But,.... Sirc Jobn,, ... It's doubtlful
: whether the Prince will accept us Just because we
pledge him loyalty .....
John: We'll present him a written cath thet makes our
allegiance an obligation!
Simmons: That will probably not gusrsntos our lands and
property,
= That"'s right!
= The Prince is very suspicious}
= Words and scraps of paper won't mean a thing
to him,

John: We'll arregt my brother, and send him as a prisonar!

A1l ig quiet mgain in the church,

This fearful silence is broken by the sound of hends
elapping,

This sound, of & single person's applause, bounces
of f the domed ceiling and echoss down onto the faces
of the crowd filling the church as they turn around
in astonishment, Then every turned face frecszes

in: ghock,

Tuke Nicholas is standing st the entrance of the
church applauding,

Behind him is Carleton, =

The Duke ( finishing his applause, and turning to John ):
John, that's an excellent idea! However, simply
toking me prisoner would be too lenient. Chop
off my head and gend it as a present to the Frincel

John: ( turns white )
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The Duke: That would be more pleasing to the Duks,
And I too would be more grateful, It would be
better to be killed than to live in humiliation,
But I suppose it would be too much to expect
such mercy from you.

JOHRE Lenanss

The RFuke, motioning Usrleton to follow him, goes up
to the pulpit through the crowd thst splits in two
to open a way for him, and elimbs the steps,

John mnd the Bishop, losing courage, let the Duke
hawve the pulpik,

The Duke stands in the pulpit and, surveying the
erowd that has filled the church,

= A gplendid view! How did you msnsge to collect
all these achen Tacen! Carleton, you'd better give

them all a stimulant]

Carleton elinbs up to the pulpit, and stands beside
the Duke,

Carleton: The Duchess' illnesa is not ,,... thet.....
disease, At first glance the symptoms are
similar, but as a result of the examination, I
could find no signs at all of that ,....diseace,
As a doctor, 1 can take responsibility in assuring

you she does not have that ,,,,..disease,

The peopls overflowing the church give a sigh of reliefl,
John shrinka beck as if about to run away.
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The Duke ( seeing him ): Someons, arrest that agitator!

The crowd atirs, but no one ateps forth to arreat
John,

The Tuke: What are you hesitating about? Those who
canpot bring themselves to arrest the traiter

will be Judged as his ecochorts) ¥

Hainesworth, Simmens, FPowler, Fongenby and the other
[ lapdlorda and townspeople rush around Jobn and grab

him by the srms snd shoulders.

THE SQUARE
Clark stands in front of the guardhouse by the castle

gate, looking suspisiously towanrds the church,
Aston comes up to Clark and clings to him,

Aston: Everybody's gone! Where did they all retreat
to? Generall
' Clark shoves him away,
Aston, tottering, looking at the sky,

= What is this! There're three moons out tonight!

sHeyond—is-a<brightly-lit-window-—-tha-gound-of & plano,

~THE-BALLET-REHEARSAL-HALL*—
Thétﬂillib_rgkflimal,
( Assembled-hers are the composer Hartshorne, the
BTt ﬂlreéinr Avedon, the ballet director Chnpuau

his annlntant Lawrence, and men and wonen danctrn*
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And the rehearsal in progress here is o finml check
for the presentation the Nuke is holding this evening.
It is presently being done in reheasal clothes, but
this ia only to ensure that when it is finelly
performed with costumes, sets and props, those who
see 1% will be shoeked by the Duke's conceptiona.
Further the intention behind the insertion of this
scene during the scene in the church, is ome of
stressing by counterpaint, the dramz in the church.
Therefore, this hea to be fully thought out mnd

appropriste music and choreography decided upon. )

Chepman: Where's Hig Excellency¥ I've got to have him

Gea 1T one mors time .....

The bellet rehearsal continues.
THE CHURCH
Harched by Hainesworth, Simmons, Fowler end Fqnxunhr.

John makes his way through the crowd.

John ( yelling desperstely ): Take me to the cellar
jadl, I don't care! We're all doomed im this
cestle anyway! Even if the plague doesn't get
us, famine is walting' Ask Thitmore!

Hainesworth and the others stop &nd loock at each other.
The erowd, with agitation in its eyes, searches for
Whitmore. Whitmore, the eyes of the entire crowd on

him at once, is left mlone in 2 circle opened arcund him
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and is thrown into confusion.
ind with frightened oyes he looke up at the Ihike
who stends at the pulpit.

John: Whitmore, you don't have to cuwrry my brother's
Taword .!l'nll us the truth! How much food ie
left?

Whitmore ( hesitating, then in a small voice )s
Another .sees W0 WoEKS .oov.

John: Say it loud and clesr!

Wnitmore: Jjmother ..... two weeka!

The erowd's Elerm does not turn into scresms, butb
into a deep, low groan that spresds. Hainesworth
end the others, struck with sostonishment, let go
of John.
John ( ronning up to the pulpit ond shouting to the
erowd ): Gentlemen! Thie is my brother*s doing!
ire you willing to Tollow my irresponsible
brothar?
9B REREARSAL HALL
The ‘he.ﬁet rv:hf_mul
The composer Hertshorne is grumbling as he plays

the piane.,

= Vhat kind of plece is thia?
fvedon: The Duke's got more tolent than you cosees

P
Bertshorne: I used to be & genius, yow know.
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Avedon: We ell uned to be geniunen. But we've haod

to awallow ocur genius.

The ballet reheersal continues.

THE CHUNCH
Lord Delmont, Chairmon of the Council of Nobles, ism

straining his woice in the crowd.

- Gentlemen! T4's & mistoke to Ylame Hie
Exeellency olone.” The first ono fo bleme is
Whitmore, who gave His Exeerllency a spurious
raport. HMNa, we, the Council of Nobles, are
regponsible for having overlooked this.

John: That's not the problem! Whitmore's lies, ond
the Councgil's overlocking them, ore both o result
af their fesring to tell my brother the truth.
The protlem is my brother's reign of fear!
That's what has driven us inte this state.”

Iord Jackson: Put there's nothing to penie about.

If we atop our present wasteful consumption
the provipions will Taest & good two months.
Ho, conaidering what it was like during the
peige in the War .....s

Lord Duffey: If the worst happens we can eat the
horees ...s.

Heinesworth: I know Whitmore! He's got more than
enough provisions hidden eway for himgelf

somawhere!



A yelling voice: There's oll the food you wantl
Everyone looks back.

In the church entrance stonds the tettering Aston.

Asten: Let's get everyone Tak, let them nll eat no
mach as they can! In the worst cose we can

eat each other, sterting with the fattest!
Everyone im teken shack.

tgton: Beasts kill each other in order to eat.
But men kill each other without cating that
flesh! Wen ere stupid! The end of Tighting
dlweys brings o famins., It's becouse men

won't eat the mon they*ve killed!
The church ia in an uproar.

= You're drunk!

= Throw him ouft?
Several people grab Aston.

hotont What're you doing! I'm too thin! I'm only

good for moup!

The Bishop shouts.
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_ﬁﬁ,'niﬁ%ﬂpl Everyone! Quiet, pleage! Let's listen

40 what 5ir John has to say! Sir John has

grosped the crux of the problem, Itfs the problem
of tha soul of the man who leads this castle.

Cur poed will be & dark one while we are under

the domination of this arrogent, heretical

soul that fears not even God. Everyone, now

is the time when we must open our eyes.

—hmon!

A=ton has stéarted yelling again.

AaTIOn:

In the name of the Father, the Son and the
Holy Ghost, you all eat shit! Even if you open
your eayes, =l]l you csn ses in this czatle is the
disgusting conduct of men floundering madly
trying to fu;get the plegue! How could there
be a soul in a place like this! All there is
is men's rotten guts henging out for =11 to
gsee! Your Orace! When the Abbot of our
¥onastery gets hold of one of the nuns he
seduces hor by telling her Cod's blessings
lie in pleasures of the flesh!

The Bishop stands bolt upright.

THE =ZHEARSAL ROOM -~

_The ballet rehoarsals .



Chapman: 1 cen't understand what His Excelleney
ig doing. Anyway this ballet is just too

grotesque.

Hartshorne: The Duke's personality is grotesque,
that's why.

Avedon: Everything humen boeings do is grotesgus.

The ballet rehearssl continues,

THE CHURCH

Sister Cptharine is shouting.

=This ig & church, Let's refrain from ocbacene
tolk herel

Brother Pmul: No. HNow is the time for repentance,
for each of us to get down on our knoeés and

eonfens our sinag.

Aston: That won't work. ladies end gentlemen!
Can you confess that you alkep with someone
different every mnight!

The church is guiet for a moment, then turns into

an uproar as evaryone begina to shout. i

John { shouting fremtically ): GQuiet! Quiet! This
ias ne time te poy attention to the rantings of
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e

a drunkprd, We are in sn urgent cituation!

The need for decision is preasing upon us! Shall
we stoy in this csstle and wait for death? Or
shall we leave this castle mnd seek lifa? We

gre facing 8 femine - even Whitmore's words

maka this clear. And we can't believe Carleton's
worda that the Duchess doesn't have the plague.
Because Whitsore hsa hidden the truth in his fear
of my brother. And Carleton too mey be hiding the
truth, either because he is afruid of m¥ brother

or begeuss he was forced tol
church is quiet sgein.

I am going to leave heres right now. Gentlemend
Are you going to come with me, or gre you
going to stay with my brother? The choice is

Yours?

John cémes down from the pulpit, and heads for the

door with an eir of resolve.

Ogear and Everett follow him.

The congregation stirs end begin to move aa if

pulled by John's aptlln

The Duke: The ceatle gate won't open! 1 shall mot

permit disorder within the castle! I shall order
the Bodyguards to shoot anyone who follows John.
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The crowd halts. Seeing this, John, Oscar and

Everett stand rooted to the spot.
knn, the Chief Lady-in-#aiting, comes running in

from the entrence, her face Bshen.

Ann: Your Excellency! Your Excellency!

Tha Duke: dhat is 1t7?
Arm: On Lady Mary's fage...., the black aspots....
Pha puke: 1?7 { looks at Carleton’a face )

4 shiver of fear goes through the crowd.

THE DUCHESS' ROOM
The Duchess" face as she sleaps.
Black spots on her pale, white face.
The ludies-in-wsiting clustered in a corner of the

room are watching her, terrified.

Lady-in-wating A: I'm scAred..... thet... disease...

you can estch it Just be looking et someons who
has 1t.

Lady-in-wating B: That's ridiculous....

Lady-in~waiting A: But Lady Mary looked outside
- the castle... that's why she......

Lady-in-waiting B: Certainly she got sick because she
looked outside the castle. But it's because what
she saw outeide the castle was so horrifying.

It made her faint and gave her & Tever.

Lady-in-walting ©: 5hh! That's secret..... IT the
Duke gets word of it we*'ll be in big trouble.
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Suddenly one of them begins to lough in o high-

pitched voice.

The others stare at her astonished, and pull Mhack
in fright.
Lady-in-waiting A: It is the disepof....
She's ,g-n;: it T00.sas

Lady-in-waiting D: No, stupid.....tske a good lookK...

at hoge. ...

Blaek spots are sweying over the Duchess' face as

she Seeps,

The moonlipght atresming through the lace curtains

on the window is casting shadows on the Duchess.

THE WINDOW
The curtain sways in the wind.

Per in the distanee mre the shrill notes of a bugle.

THE CASTLE WALLS i

The bugle notes are bouncing off the walla.

THE BARRACKS

Offigera and soldiers straightening thelr armor
I ag they rush out

their footsteps, sounds
of steel implements clanking together, voices
shouting orders.
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IN FRONI. OF THE CASTLE GATE

A guard playing the bugle in front of the guatd- |}

paguledi 9

Guards hurrying inte formation in front of Clark,

who stands beside him.

Clark glares to the side as he walts impatiently

for the guards to fall into rank.

"IN PRONT OF THE CHURCH

With the crowd behind them, John, Oscar end Everett
gtand in front of the Duke end Carleton, blocking
their way.
The Duke: Got out of my way! Let us through!
John: Don't let them through! Enough of their
arbitrary zetion!
The Duke: I'm going to Mary's room, to bave Carleton
diasgnose her.
John: We have no more use for Carleton's dimgnoses!

The Duke: Guards! Guards!

IDARE

Clark comes running with a column of guards
behind him, their footsteps echoing on the
pavingstones.

IN PRONT OF THE CHUACH

John {pointing to the Duke and Carleton): Arreat

these twa! These two plotted together to expose
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us to the danger of the plagual

Pear of the plague is mbout to turn the crowd into

& violent mob.

They begin to stir et John's words, and soveral of
the men push to the front of the-crowd as if-in.a
speam of Enger.

Standing between the two opposing groups =nd watching
thia development is hAston.

#ith sobriety completely restored to his Tace,

he shouts in & tone of command.

Asten: Stop! Yeu're meking & mistike! Gentlemen!
#ait! With my intution as & poet I can feel a
dirty, sordid.undertone in Sir John's words!

He's dengerous! Sir John is the plague!

In the next moment John lunges at Asten end his
sword plerces Aston's breast.

Aston collepses without a sound onte the stons”
pavemant. His bloed spurts over the pavement end
gethers in & spreading stream.

The Chief Indy-in-#eiting, Ann, who hes besn
atanding beside. Anton, gives a blood-curdling
BETE A,

The other women in the erowd, frightened by Ann's
voice ond sensing thot gomething has happened,
begin screaming strangely, even the ones who
cannot see.

And the men who have seen blood with their own eyes
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lose control of themselves end impulpiyely draw

their swords, ’

Panig =e-— crowd paychology plunges ints

a opasm of fury.

John shouts something te the crowd, hut ens

cannet hear what he is saying.

People begin to scream something all at gmoe, Screams
drown out other screams, and one opanot tei_ wnast they
Brd Sayifg =--—— only & stronge whirl of scctening
voloes ————= only Taces, feces and more fArss
bewitched with the madnesa.

Into this confusion rush the Bodyguards lef by

Clark, &nd the officers end soldiers who neve come
running from the barracks.

They wedpe their way in between the Duke =mnd the
crowd and form = wall to protect him.

But this merely intensifies the crowd's frenzy.

Their violent strength strains against the wall

of Hodygunrds and sets it swaying.

The soldiers, overwhelmsd by this strength, are
terrified and fire their rifles into fie mdir
defensively.

Rifle fire echoing from the castle wnlls. 5

Por a moment the swesome sound silenees the crowd.
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Clark ( threading his way through fie crowd ): What's
going on, Your Excellency?

The [uke [ not mnswering him, surveying the crowd ):
I*ve had emough! I'm disgusted with all of youl
1 have nothing more to sey!

The Duke points te Aston, who lies at his feet.
-Bverything I have to say has been ssld by this
mEnS

Cries of dissstiasfaction rise from the entirs crowd.

The Duke, surveylng them coldly,
=fo, there iz oné more thing I have to say. I
didn't bring you here. You ceme running into this
cestle seeking my help. I clooed the cmatle gate
for you., But you're fres to lesve! That*s all)

There is a ¢old truth in the Duke's words. But thay

hava the sffect of making the humiliated crowd's

* emotions oool toward him end alienating them from him.

Thie effoet starts as an uncomfortsble silence. then

gradually turns into dissatisfied grumbling, 1%-:

finally explodes as Enger.
-This is an insult!
=Ho, it's & threatr

=low we can see what wes in the Duke's mind!
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~If you're tolling us to got out, then we'll gol
=Let'a go! To the Prince's!

Encouraged, Osear shouts,
=ie support Sir John!

Everett promptly shouts,

=We demand that the Hodyguards swear slleglance

to 3ir John!

Chearing voicenl!

The Bodygusrds ‘do not move.

~Have the Bodygunrds forgetten? Have thoy

forgotten that the Duke betrsyed theml?

~That'sm right! +ho was it who left Captain

Jamigon to die?
=That's right! And what about his men!
And whet about Captain Sheffield?

The Bodyguards remain still.

But in their restreined silence there is no longer
pny resolve, but now a shadow of dejection and
defear. Seeing this, Oscar end Everett give a wild
cheer and reise John up onte their shoulders.

The crowd rushes toward them.
-Leng live Sir John!

Chearing voices]
John sweying up on the erowd's shoulders, smidst
the resounding chesrs.
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Eather than intoxicating himself on the spectacular
turn of events that has brought him wietory, he
watehes the Duoke with & palf, intimidated look on
his fmce. .

The Duke stends there glaring back at John.

On hig megk-llke face, that shows no hint of
agitation, there is & eold, self-derisive smile.
Aston's blood crewla towerd the Duke*s feet.

THE REHEARSAL ROOM

Everyone crowds sround the window and is looking

outside.
=Whot ia it?
=dhat hopponed?

=There're 2 lot of people gathered in front of

the church, andithere's some kind of commotion

going on.
-Someone’s Tellen’

=It sust be someone who was shot trying to

look outaide the castle agpin.
—Just looking isn't going to do a damn thing.
-Come on, back to rehearsall

The ballet rehearsal.
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THE GALIOWE

The wmoon is casught inside the noosze.

THE CELLAR JATL

It is unexpectedly bright here.

Of course, sinece it is m cellsr jail, the building
itself is dark and gloomy.

A few oandles flicker, but mostly there are shadows;
the black stripes of the iron bers stream through

and shadow what brightness there is, and the stone
walls gleam moist and eold, But the prisoners'
spirits are unexpectedly high, .Thoy talk to each
other in defiant tones. The gusrd looks on tolarantly,
saying nothing, Here is a line of cells facing

the gorrider, with iron bars on one side., But, other
than the door of lron bars that leads to the
carridar; all the doors to the cells are laft open,
The prisoners uge this space freely, Jjust ag if the
entire area were ons common cell, .
Thore are twelve prisoners in here - Captain
Eheffield of the Bodyguards, six soldiers, thres
slaves who bad probably boen used as ssrvants in the
castla, & elown who wears a hood of alternating

black and red ecolors and & little devil's costums

with & tail, and one other prisoner, & somehow



fearful man with hair down to his shoulders, a
pusteche and besrd, snd a pharp gleam in his ayes.
Six soldiers and Sheffield cmerge from one of

the cells.

The soldier Secbastian { to Sheffield }: This talk
about hanging - it's an empty threat.

The ocoldier Meleolm: Even if it's true, we don't
know when they'll mctuslly do it. 5o you might

as well 6it back and relax.

The soldier Berpard: There's 8 guy here who was
crdored to be hung fifteen years ago. They
just forgot sbout him, and he's been here aver

pince,.

Saying this, he turns up his nosa.
The bearded man with the long hair { Peter )
who has been crouching in & corner of the corridor

gazing into space, now staring with piereing eyes,

~Fifteen years, fifteen years and seventy-one
days?!
The soldier Bernard: This guy gets mad no metter
what you ssys.
The soldier Theodore: I'm mot surprised. You'd
get mad too if you were made to walt mo long.
The soldier Jecob { to Peter ): Then why dom't

you just neatly hang yourgelf?
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seter: If I eould bring myaelf to commit suicide, I'4
kill somebody else firet.

The noldier Jaocob: Who're you going to kill?

Feter: That's & tough queation. There're too memy I'd
like to kill.

The soldier Jneob (to Sheffield, who shrugzs his shoulders
an hestares at Feter's becrded face); This may's
B runsway slave, btut he's interesting, hemys
ridiculous thinge..... soldiers, kill the aristo-
erata, farmers, k11l the landlords, poor people,
kill the merchanta, thieves, kill the officislal

Smesh the castles snd the churches and the man-

The soldier Tom: He's crazyl

~ Bometimes it's the corazy ones whke tell the truth.

Bheffield lodks in the direction of the voice. .'I'he
clown wearing the devil's costume (Bartholemew) in
mumbling, &8s if spesking to himself, in one of the
cells s he mews something that locks like s germent,

The clovm: Fo. when you tell the truth they ssy you'ra
crasy !

The solgier sebustiun (to dhetfield): This guy wes thrown
in here just for telling the truth.

sheffield: I know... Heicslled Sir John Sir Flague.

The soldier Sebastian: He's got & wey with words. Heslly...
The Tuke mey be cruel, but there's something
honeat about him. DBut Sir John sneeks around
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just 1ike a rat.... And they samy it's the rats

that ing the flegue.

Tom teases the three dlave pervants who are standing

together.

— Hey you, téll us something to Jkill our boredom.

Slave A: We've told you everything we have toinll.

The soldier Tom: Then tell ua a'hw:t what you aew ocutside
the castlae.

Slave B: What do you mean! You're the ones who grabhed
us lefore we could get & look outside the castle.

The soldier Tom: Ha ha ha,..,. In & moment I would have
kilfled you....
= Why did you do such anmokless thing?

The soldier Bernard: If you're told mot to look,
it just makes you want to look.
- Ho. E

The clown Bartholemew cuts in.

- They Aidn*t want to look but they couldn't
keap from looking.... Poor bastards.... They've
got wives &nd children cutside the matle!

Hlave! B, {(to the soldiern): It's you who have comething
to tell us..,. The soldiera get up on the castle
wells, they have to look cutmide even if they
don't went to, don't they?..... What's golng on
outside?

The goldier Moleolm (turning hio Tace away from the plpves):
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It*'s & beautiful sight ..... Flowers blooming sl11

ovar!

The poldier Jacob ( suddenly, in & bellow }: Hey, guard!
Tt*s dark in here! Tight some crndles!

Guard: Don't ask for the impossible! There're only a
few cendles left in the omatle.

The spoldier Jagob:; Whet! And in splite of thet they're
using condles 1ike bathwater in the mansr end the
chureh!

Fetor: Smeah the cootles snd the churches and the manors!

The soldier Theodore: Thot's right! Let it be pitch
tleck in the castle! Hey, guard! It doesn't
matter, Light all the candles!

Guard: Fo, I can't. I ocon't light any more candles
than this. Ti's orders.

‘I'h'e goldier Theodore: You cowards! You're & bunch of
disgusting worma! We'll never Toerget how you
shot ot us when we tried to open the castle
gate to get out end pave the Coptain, And then
you throw ua into & hole like this! Just wait,
you bastards! The first thing we do when we
get out of hers will be to beat you to death! %

Guards Wait. I'11 go get come candles.

The soldiers cheer.

- I told you sol
The glownt While you're up, get us the moon toaol
The soldiers burst into laughter.

= That's & good one!
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Suddenly, however, the soldiers stop laughing, snd

stand rooted to the epot. The Duke, stripped of

his pidesword, is standing om the other nide of the

bars, escorted by two of the Bodyguards. BHeslde

him; &g if in attendance on him, is Clerk. TBehind

him, Oscar is holding Carleton by his arms.

The gusrd Shows' estonishment on his fece. The prisonsrs,
leaving Bheffield behind; burry back into their cells

end glom the doors.

Clarks: (to the guard): Unlock the door! 5

The gunrd; his hesrt pounding, unlocks the door.

Led in by Clark, the Duke enters the cell corrider
flanked by Bodyguards and followed by Carleton whose
arms oe held by Oschr.

Sheffield steps eside, end leoks at Clark with &
guestioning glence, OClerk, showing no sign of responae,
goes to the entrance of the cell that Bheffield shortly
before ;me out of -and, standing beside it, clicks his
heels &nd salutes the Duke.

The Duke enters the mll.

Clerk, to the puerd &s he shuts the door,

~ The keyl

The guard rushes over to Clark and holds out the bunch
of kays to him.
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£lark ( not touching it ): Lock it!

The sound of the door being locked by the -confused

guard echoes strangely in the once again approaches

Sheffield who is stan@ing there stupefied.
- Captain, you are released.

Sheffiedld: I? .

Oscar shoves Carleton at the guard.

— Throw this one in an empty cell and lock

the door!
Then, throwing out his chest, he shouts,

— 411 the others are released! Gentlemen!
You are released! Each of you return to
your stetion! This is by the decision of

3ir John! Long live Sir John!

THE BANQUET HALL

As the band plays an inspiring march and the people
who have filled the banguet hall clap in booming
applause, John rises from his chair at the foot of

the curtain on the dais.

John: Gentlemen! It is too early to be drunk with
vietory. If we are to celebrate our victory,

let us do it at the Frince's!

Cherring voices.
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Lord Delmont, Chairman of the Council of Nobles,

restraining him,

- But Sir John, you can't usurp us of even
the right to-toast the new Duke of this Duchy!

Haineaworth: Exactly as you sayl And furthermore,
Sir John, we must raise a toast to celebrate
our departure tomorrow.

Aristocratie lady A: How true! Tonight is our last
night in this castle! It will be farewell
to this Hell! How cruel it would be not to
let us celebrate. Sir John!

Aristocratic lady B: We shall be seeing ouit children
again soon. Isn't that right, Sir John?

John ( nodding deeply ): Of course.

Woman's cheering voices.

A woman's voice: Everyone, let us dance this night

through to dawn!

John: The way the ladies badger me I have no choice.
Cheering voices.

- A feast!
- Wine!
Whitmore: Open the warehouse! Bring everything out!

It would be a waste to leave it behind!

The bandleader shakes his baton.
Cheerful music begins to play.
People going this way and that in preparations for

the banquet.
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People starting to dance.
In a corner of the hall, the monks, Brother Paul and
Brother George, and the nuns, Sister Catherine and

Sister Barbara, look at ezch other and leave.

THE SQUARE

THE CE

The freed prisoner Peter stands looking up at

the gallows.

LLAR JATL

The

The

The

The

The

The

The

The Duke and the clown in the devil's costume,

with iron bars between them.

clown: .....And then I shouted at him to go
end get the moon +.... Then instead of the
moon he caught Your Excellency.

Duke: WwWere you surprised?

clowvn: I'm a clown. If you tell me to be
surpriged,: I pan act_as_surprised as you
want me to.

Duke: Are you telling me it's no surprise that
this should happen to me?

clown: Lately with your Excellency its been either
stringing them up or being strung up. To put it
simply, you should have had him dangling long
ago.

Duke: You mean John?

clown: That's right. ( looks at his clothes )

He's the one who should be wearing these, he'd

look perfect in them.
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The Duke (staring at the clown): By the way, they
released you so how come you haven't left?

The clown: I refuse to go, Right now the guys in
this castle are in a state that's no laughing
matter. So they want to laugh, 8So they work
me, the clown, to the bones., Well, making
pe?ple laugh may be my business, but even a
e¢lown is a human being to0 ..... with a wife

and children .,... heh heh heh, There is no

smile on the clown's face, ,.... They're all
outside the castle _....

The clown suddenly starts to whistle, and erouches

down to continue his sewing.

THE BANQUET HALL

The banguet is at its height,
- Cheers!

The glass is thrown behind.

Glasses flying and scattering,

A mountain of broken glasses.

A whirl of dancing,

The dancers are all possessed with a strange excitement,

and dance madly.

The Chief Lady-in-Waiting, Ann, hurries through the

crowd and approaches John, But now mo orie either

notices or pays any atterntion to her,

Ann makes 2 guiet sign to John who is on the dais,



surrounded by many people, calls him over and

whispers something in his ear, In the din of the

musiec and the loud voices talking and noisily laughing,
Ann's whispering voice cannot be heard at all., But
Oscar, who is joking with someone slightly to John's
side, is astonished by the expression of shork on
John's face as he listens to Ann,

Oscar casually di sengages from his conversation and
approaches John,

John, with Ann, hurries into the yellow room, When
Osczr sees this, he takes Everett, who, uraware of anythi
has been raising his wine glass tn his 1lips, by the

arm and together they follow John into the yellow room,

THE YELTOW ROOM

Oscar and Everett enter,

They go up to John, »who is standing in a corner facing

Ann,

Oscar: ©B5ir John, what's going on?

John ( his face pale ): Nothing, nothing at all, Lady
Mary does not have the plague!

Oscar: What! ( to Ann ) You saw her, didn't you?
Her ......

Ann: I wss too shocked to _.... I hufried Ot saess Bat the
black spots on Lady Mary's face were shadows

from the curtain, i

Oscar and Everett ( almost simultaneously ): Goddamn it!
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Anm: But it's all right,really.....
John: ( glares at Ann, snarling ).
Anm: 17

John { to Oscar and Everett ): It'1l1l be a hell of a

problem if this gets out.

Everett: It's 21l right. They've come with you this
fer ( motions with his ehin towards the bancuet
hall ), so they'll stay behind you. It doesn't

matter whether Lady Mary's got the plague or not.

John: No, it was the plague that got them to rebel in
the first place. It was because they thought
that my brother was hiding it with his power,
and exposing them to the plague, that they blew
up and finally rebelled. What if they find out now
that Mary doesn't have the plague, just like my
brother said! What will happen to me, who used

the plague as & means to condemn my brother?

Everett: But it's too late for them to discard you and
go with the Duke. Do you think the crowd's
emotions are going to flip around at some slight

whim after they've been stirred up so greatly?

Oscar: Wait! What's got them stirred up so grestly now
is the Duchess' plague. The fear that the plague
has gotten into the castle too! It's gotten them
so worked up thet it's made them forget both their

fear of the Duke and their fear of the plague
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outside the castle! Do you see! It's this blind
movement of the crowd that's essential to our

plens! We've got to use this power calmly and

cooly.

But the three of them have lost their calm as
they face this serious turns of events, znd have
forgotten Ann's existance., Ann is dumbfounded at

the words the three have exchanged.

John: All right! HKary's got the plague! If we say

she's got the plague then she's got it!

Ann tries teo slip out.

The three of them notice her, give a start, and rush
over to block her way.

Ann, her lips trembling, tries to scream something
but her voice fails her, eand she dashes away.

Oscar chases her.

3
a4
o]

BLUE ROOM

inn, running.

Oscar chasing her.

THE RED ROOM

]

Ann runs scross the rnbm, followed by Oscar in chase.
The monks, Brother Paul and Brother George, and the

nuns, Sister Catherine mnd Sister Barbara, who are
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gathered at a table in the corner, raise their eyes,
and watch Arm and Oscar. John and Everett, chasing

Ann and Osecar, cross in front of them.

THE GREEN ROOM

John and Everett cross the room.

THE PURPLE ROOIN

John end Everett come rushing in.

There is no one in the room.

But the curtain separating this room from the black
room is swaying.

A scream!

John end Everett stand rooted to the spot, staring
at the curtsin. Oscar comes from behind the curtain,

holding a2 bloody sword.

Oscar: Let's go. There's no time to stand around

®

hesitating.

John ( looking towards the curtain ): Is it safe to

leave her there?
Oscar: Kobody's going to go into that ghastly room.

The three of them, turning back, open the curtain to

the green room. and stop with shock.
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THE GREEN ROOM

THE

The monks Brother Paul and Brother George, and the
nuns, Sister Cetherine and Sister Barbara, are
standing there. They tremble as they see the bloody
gsword Oscar holds. The three men and the four monks
and nuns, pale as they stare at each other.

The- boisterous noise from the banguet hall, and the

musie ————-

BANQUET HALL

THE

The frenZied party.

PURPLE ROOM

THE

John, Oscar and Everett dragging the four monks and

nuns into the Blesck Room.

BLACK ROOM

THE

The grand clock shows twelve o'eclock.

PURPLE ROOM

The musie from the cloek resounds.
Having come out of the Black Room, John, Oscar
and Everett react to the strange sound by looking

at each other with faces full of tension.

THE BANQUET HALL

Here too, the sound of the grand clock dominates.

The péople show the same reaction as they did when



they heard it sound ten o'elock. In thelir appearance 1s a
sense of fear, the fear of people who have peered lnto the
abyss of death, and from that abyss have had their own
hearts peered into. And when the grand clock finishes
soundinzg twelve o'clock, the people, just as they did at
ten o'clock, look at each other with chilled expressions
on thelr faces, and ralse their voices in deliberate
laughter and begin to stir and squirm as at the 1lifting of
a curse. The ballet director Chapmn comes in,
Chapman: Everyone, quiet pleases!
We will now give a performance for his Excellency.
Excuse me, but ecould you please give us some space in
the hall and take your seats? Your Excellency,....
miy we begzin?
Everyone bursts into laughter, The chairs on the dais
--=== John returns, sits down and guickly sips some wine,
John ( to Chapman ): Begin!
Chapman: Certainly..... But, where ls the Duke?
John: I am the Duke!

Cheering volces,

96
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THE CELLAR JAIL

The Duke inside his cell.
-~ Carleton...,Cerleton---« Can you hear me?
Carleton in another cell.
- Yes your Excellency.
The Duke: Do you think it's true what Ann said?

Carleton: I am convinced that it is scome kind of mistzke
sesss A3 8 docltor I can assure yol.....

Your Excellency, there is nothing to worry about.

The clown: When a doctor says don't worry, it means you

can start building your coffin.

The Duke looks at the clown with a bitter smile.
The clown sits in the corridor, and is sewing something,

as always. g

The Duke: What the Hell are you sewing?

The clown: My death suit. There's no way they're going

to let me into Heaven, the way I look now.

He shakes the tail of his costume with his other hand
as he seys this.

The red pointed devil's tail.

THE BANQUET HALL

The bzllet begins.
The dance of the bewitched.

The head of & horse and the body of a bird.
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The head of bird and the body of & horse.

TLE head of a pig and the body of & lion. The

hezd of a fish and the body of a rat. Etc.,  ete.
These costume with their bizarre combinations of
heads and bodies, and their movements are not in the
least humorous, but strangely vivid, with the feeling
thet they are exposing the grotesngue aspects of
humsnity. Everyone stares &t this bizarre dance

gs if struck with fright.

John watching from his chsir on the dais, his eyes

glaring. He nervously sips some wine again.

THE DUCHZ35' ROOM

The curtain throws shadows on the Duchess' face as

she sleeps on her bed.

A hurried noise. -

The sound of a window being shut.

The sound of something being nailed down.

The sound of footsteps running around.

A Scream.

wary, about to awaken, makes = motion.

The shadows on her face faintly sway - they waver like
the simmering of hot air, and greduzlly become enveloped
in pink.

iary opens her eyes,

Smoke is trailing faintly over Mary's bed.

The sound of something exvloding.

The pink that has enveloped iary turns for a moment
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into scarlet.

The curtain by the window burns up, and the flames lick
the ceiling.
Mary raises herself to a sitting position, and looks
around as if she is still in a dream.
One of her ladies-in-waiting comes rushing in.
~Hadam. ... . Hurrydees oo
As she says this, she tzkes WMary by the hand and pulls
her out of the bed.
—Hurry....This way....
Mary, as she shakes the hand away,
~Where are Noel? Aind James?

~Madam}

THE GARDEN

The Duchess' mancor, in flames,

Soldiers running sround it with torches.

The entrance door, boarded up with planks of wood, is
knocked at from inside; it grates as it is furiously

pushed at.

THE BARRACKS

Clark and Sheffield rush out, with the other officders
and soldiers.
ceeing the flames shooting up behind the casﬁie menor,

they begin to runm.
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Sheffield, looking sround the square as he runs,

- 4hat's going on!? There isn't a single bodyguard

anywhere!

Clark; 17

ON TOFP OF THE CASTLE WALL

In the dark shadows of the watchfires, Peter loocks
down, with a glimmer in his eyes,

He watches Sheffield and the others as they run off,
then stands up and frcm the parapet looks outside the

castle,

QUESIDE THE CASTLE, THE VIEW FROM ABOVE

Mountains and rivers of corpses as far as the eye

can see. This landscape,with its revolting stench,

spreads in the moonlight.

THE BANQUET HALL

The ballet - the dance of the bewitched continues,

A woman's scream,

- ma T E s

The window faciné the rear courtyard is enveloped in
bright red by the color of the flames,
Everyone rises at once.

John rises from his chair and shouts,

- Quiet! ...... Gentlemen., There's nothing to get

upset about, The Bodyguards are working in order -
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to protect you 211 from the plague....Continue!

Everyone sits down, their eyes on the windows enveloped

in red,
John: Continue!

The danee of the bewitched,

THE DUCHESS' MANOR

The children's room,
In a whirl of- flames and smoke, the Duchess writhes like
a atterfly bewitched hy the fire,

Then she falls,

THE GARDEN

In the flowerbed where the light from the flames
reflects, soldiers with torches stand surrounding the
Duchess' manor from a distance, as it rises in flames.
Clark, Sheffield and the others come running ovér,
trampling the flowerbed,

Clark, to the officer in charge of the soldiers,

— Lewis. What the Hell are you doingl?
The, officer Lewis: It's orders, Sir,
Sheffield: What do you mean, orders? I'm the Captain, 1T

give the orders!

A hand touches Sheffield on the shoulder,

Sheffield turns around,
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Ogear is standing there,

Oscar: I gave the orders. No, these are orders from
Sir John., Houses that the plague has struck
must be burned.

Sheffield: But, Fhis is the Duchess',......

Oscar: The Duchess has the plague, The plague is the

plague, even if it's the Duchess who has it,.

Clark: (is about to say something)

The entrance door collapses as if burst open and the

Duchess' ladies-in-waiting come rushing out madly.

Lady-in-waiting A: _.... Hurry!... Get Lady Mary...Hurry!

Lady-in-waiting B: ...,Lady Mary doesn't have the plague
.c.s. It's & mistake,.. Those black spots were, ..

Oscar. (hurriedly shouts): Shoot them! Shoot them!
They've all got the plague! Don't let them get

any closer!

Clark tries to shout something.
But the frightened soldiers open fire on the ladies-

in-waiting,

Everyone rising again, at once.

John: Gentlemen! Calm d ﬁn! T?e Bodyguards ow how to

take care of the plaguel! All rig@ , continue!}
: d

-

3 R e b
The ballei_ _ e f Vi
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The head of a dog, and brooms for feet-
Bodyguard Crests come dancing out in a line to a

macabre rhythm,

John: This is amusing! The dance of the Bodyguards!

THE GARDEN

-

The Duchess' manor is an inferno of flames,
Clark and Oscar glaring at each other, with the
burning manor in the background,

Behind Clark, Sheffield and the soldiers,

Clark: Is the Duchess in there?
Oscar: Is this an interrogation? I am acting for 5ir John
now, A subordinate officer does not have the

right to interrogate me,
Sheffield takes a step forward.

- Then I, the Commander of the Bodyguards, will
ask you, Is the Duchess in there? =

Oscar: I repeat, the plague is the plague, Furthermore,
the Tuchess no longer has consciousness,

Clark: There's no mistake about what you say?

Oscar: Uf couse not!

Clark: Then you are a murderer!

Oscar: Whatl?

Clark: I saw the Duchess approximately an hour ago,

Oscar: !7
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Oscar:

Clark:

Oscar:

Clark:

Oscar:
Clark:
Oscar:

Clark:

Oscar:

Clark:
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Not only I, but also the sentries on duty between
ten and eleven o'elock were also there and saw her,

The Duchess came with her ladies-in-waiting to look
ocoutside the castle,

What! That is forbidden! Offenders will be punished!
And the sentries who overlooked it are guilty of
the same crime!

The sentries have committed no crime, I'm the one
responsible for their overlooking it.

Then you are to be hung!

That's right., But you are to be hung too,.

4

You stated that the Duchess had already lost
consciousness, But an hour ago we saw the Duchess
with our own eyes as she climbed the castle walls
in order to look outside the castle, A person
who had lost consciousness could not have done
that. s
You are a murderer., You lied, and you murdered
the Duchess. And then you ordered the Duchess'
ladies-in-waiting to be shot even though you
heard them shout that the Duchess didn't have the
plague!

Clark, who has been glaring at Oscar, turns!sharply

away from him and walks off,
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Sheffield (as he watches him): Where are you going?
Clark: I'm going to the cellar jail, I'm to be hung.
— Don't! Don't!

- You can't do that!

Shout arise «from among the soldiers.
The ones shouting 2re the soldiers in Clark's brigade,

- If you're going to be huhg, we're going to be
hung too!

— This guy's the only one who's going to be hung!

Soldiers jump on Oscar,

Feter's face, watching them from between the flowers.

THE BANQUET HALL

The ballet.

The dancers with heads of dogs and brooms for legs
withdraw, and a huge, ugly, bizarre fish appears.
And,spiitfing open its belly, dancers come out of it.
They are a grotesgue company of pale naked bodies,
wearing masks of various human desires, | ¥

The people frown at the sight.

A woman's voice: This Is too disgusting! BSir John!
Please make them stop! .

John (restraining her): Gentlemen! This is His Excellency
my brother! This cruel”smile of derision and

malice is the proof of my brother's madness.
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THE SQUARE

Oscar is escorted in by Lewis and his brigade,
Surrounding them are Clark's brigade and the soldiers
who had been in the cellar jail ( Sebastian, Malcolm,
Bernard, Theodore, Jacob and Tom).

They throng around them and throw out insults,

Sebastian: Really splendid, ain't he; He acts just like
a worm!

Theodore: You really did a miserable thing, You coward.

The officer Lewis: Shut up! Be quiet!

Jacob: Emn! Acting big like that! Some officer you are!l
Go report this to the Duke! Tell him you went
and burned the Duchess to death]

The officer Lewis:

Peter comes running up, and points at Oscar.

Peter: What're you going to do with this guy?
Malcolm: Send him to the jail above ground!

Peter: String him up right now, .

The saoldiers locok at each other,
Oscar turns white,

Peter runs over and stands below the gallows.

The officer Lewis (in a low voice, to his subordinates):

Hurry up!

Oscar's brigade quicken their pace as they escort him,
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Seeing this, the fuces of the soldiers surrounding them

turn furious.

THZ BANQUST HALL

The ballet.

Men, wearing priests" hoods =nd masks of oxen, and women,
wearing nuns' hoods and masks of pigs, dance wildly in
a ring around & fallen angel in the center, who wears
an angel's costume on the upper hslf of his body and

a devil's on the lower half of his body. The 3ishovp,
the Abbot of the NMonstery and the Wother Superior of
the Nunnery wave their hands in furious protest.

But their voices are.drowned ocut in the crescendo of
musiec, and their behevior makes them look instezd like
the charscters in this ballet.

No one can restrain from lzughing; Heinesworth, Simmons,
and the others hold their bellies in laghter.

John rises from his chair on the dais, and shouts
something, but this also is lost in the 1aught;r and
music, and cannot be heard.

In & corner of the bangquet hall, Sheffield and Clark,
who had been intently wetching John, look at eacﬁ

other and rush out.

THE 3QUARE

Lewis comes running over, hatless, his hair dissheveled,

his clothes ripped pitifully.
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To Sheffield and Clark, who have come out of the manor,
- It's a rebellion! Captain!

Sereaming, shouting voices,

Sheffield and Clark look.

The soldiers swarming near the guard-house by the castle
gate are in an uproar,

Clark's brigade falls into a circle formation; in the
center Lewis's brigade group together defeneively as

the group that was in the cellar jail shove at them,

punch at them and swear at them,

Jacob: You bastards aren't soldiers! You're pigs!

Sebastian: You're not worth hanging!

Thecdore (punching at someone): Shit! Maybe we ought to
burn you the way you burned her!

Malcolm: You're trembling, you goddamned murderers!

Sheffield and Clark come running over, look to the side,
and stop, "

The gallows - Oscar is hanging there.

THE CHURCH

Peter stands up straight alone in front of the altar.

Snaching a candle from its stand, he looks around,

THE CELLAR JAIL ) it

A guard .peers into the corridor surprised.
Sheffield is in the corridor, unlocking the door to

the Duke's cell,
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Beside him, the clown, with his sewing spread over his
knees, is staring intently into the cell,

The Duke inside the cell makes no move to leave even
though Sheffield has unlocked the door, but stands
there pale as death, his eyes fixed on the space
before him,

Sheffield, after unlocking the door, straightens his
posture and stands there erect.

The Duke's lips are drawn and twitching,

o e What about Mary!?

Sheffield: I am responsible]

The Duke.does not even glance at Sheffield, but remains
motionless, staring into space.

Sheffield salutes the Duke, and hzads for the exit,

The clown, watching him leave.

Sheffield hands the guard the keys at the exit, and,
taking his rifle from Him, leaves,

The guard, who has been looking at him suspiciously,
takes a startled step forward.

The sound of a rifle shot!

The sound echaes off the stone wall, and thrusts through

the cellar jail.

THE SQUARE

Clark and the group of soldiers, who have been facing
each other hostilely, all look now in the direction

of the cellar jail, and rin over to it,
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THE CELLAR JAIL, THE EXIT,.

Sheffield fallen at the foot of the stone steps, with
a rifle pointed at his breast,

Clark and the soldiers, who have come running down,
throng the steep and narrow stone stegs, and stand

there looking down at Sheffield,

THE CELLAR JAIL. THE CORRIDOR,

The Duke comes out from his cell.

The clown rises and dances for joy.

The clown: Beat them up! Beat them up! This time we're

going €o laugh!

THE CHURCH

The alta~ is burning.

THE BANQUET HALL

The ballet.

In an appropriate finale, all the characters who have
appeared are dancing in a confused disorder,

But now each of them wears a bright red flame of c¢loth
on his »ack, with arrows in their eyes, swords in their
breasts, or with their necks strung together with rope,
or tteir bellies skewered together with spears., They
dance wildly in these bizarre costumes,

It is a macabre and Satanic scene, just like the
painting on the altar of a secret heretical rel}gious

sect,

But each of the spectators raises a cry of indignation, .
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The scene becomes chaotic, and the banquet hall turns
into a crucible of frenzy,
Everett makes his way running through the crowd, and
whispers something to John, who stands straight as a

stick a5 he looks around the hall,

John: What!? The Bodyguards have surrcunded this manor!?
Everett: Yes, Sir, They are deployed, with rifles ready!
John: That can't be! Call Oscar, call Oscar!

Everett: He's not here!

John: Wnat's he doing! Go finé him!

THE GARDEN

The Duchess' manor is half burned down. In the flcw;r
garden around it are scattered the ecorpses of her
ladies-in-waiting.

In this piteous scene zre the shadows of two men
standing, sesn from the back.

Everett comes running in, and asks the two,
- Eawve you seen Oscar Hamilton?
A black shadow answers,

— He's in the sguare,
Everett: Where in the square?
- Hanging from the gallows.

Everett: 17

One of the black shadows turns around,
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Everett: Carleton!?,.... How the Hell did you get out?
The other bl=zck shadow turns around.
Everett: Your Excellency!?

Everett stares : and recoils as if he has seen a ghost,
The soldiers led hy Clark come running over, surround

the manor and fall into formation around it.

The Duke (still staring at Everett): Clark, lend me

your sword!

THE BANQUET HALL

The ballet director Chapman stands in the center, in

a barrage of dishes and food,

Chapman: ... All I did, was, I loyally.... followed His

Excellency's instructions, and put on this ballet....

But Chapman's voice as he says this can only be heard
integmittently ag the furious insults of the craﬁd
drown him cut,

The angry crowd suddenly becomes quiet.

John, who has getten up from his chair and is about
to press in upon Chapman, locks over to the side with

- an expression of horror, From the entrance to the

bangquet hall, the ballet dancers who have just withdrawn

rush back recoiling. From between the dancers, sending

them retreating in two directions, a bizarre character
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comes walking out,
Even among the bizarre costumes of the ballet dancers,
this is ar attire so macabres as to make one swallow
one'slbreath in horror,
This character wears a wask and is clothed in death
dress. Its mask, a face drawn tight in rigor wmortis,
is unbearably vivid, and the movements ‘of this body
élnthed in death dress are unbearably ghastly.
His face and clothes are covered with black spots and,
like a sick man struggling, delirious with fever, writhing
on the wverge of death, he comes out with his arms and
feet in convulsions,
This is the death agony that comes from the black
plague - it reminds one of thet dance of death.
Everyone stares at this figure and they trembtle with

disgust.
John (to Chspman): Stop it! Make him stop!

But both the ballet director Chapman and the ballet

dancers tremble as they stare at this ghostly character,

John, noticing this, to "The Mask of the Black Death",
- Who are you!? .....Remove your mask!
Qhe costumes figure silently crosses the banguet hall,
John: Catch him! Someone, catch him and take his mask off.

Everyone recoils as they stare at the costumed figure.

No one steps forward,
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"The Mask of the Black Death" heads into the Yellow
Room.
John grips his sword and chases him,
Everyone follows.
Peter, holding a candle, looks into the banquet hall
to see what is happening.

THE YELLOW ROOM

The costumed figure crosses the room,

John and the others, chasing him,

THE BLUE ROOM

The same -

THE RED ROOM

The same -

THE GREEN ROOM

The same - .

THE PURFLE ROCM

The costumed figure crosses the room, and disappears

inte the black room,

John, who has chased him, stops in his tracks as he

sees this,

All the people who have followed John press in, throwing-
open each of the curtains of the rooms they have come

through.
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A seream is heard from amonz the peonle.

— What hapvened!?

- %here'd he go!*?

- Catch him!

— Catch him ocuickly!

— Catch the bestard whq insulted us snd hang him!
-~ Right!

- Hurry up and get him!

But John deoes not move.

Seeing this, Lord Delmont, Chairman of the Council of
Nobles, takes out his sword and steps forward.

Taking ocut their swords and following him are the nobles
Lord Jackson, Lord Duffey, and Viscount Svencer.

They push open the curtain to the black room.

TEE BLACK RCOI

" The lNask of the Bleck Death " standing in front of
the grand cluc%. {

The nobles, who have taken one stev in with swords drewn,
shrink beck at the sight.

".The liask of the Black Deesth " stands looking down at

the five coropses scettered around the room.

TEE FURFLE ROOM

John standing there erect.

Pressed around him are Bishop Gatesley, Abbot Thomson

of the Honastery, the merchant Hainesworth, the factory
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owner Ponsenby, the landlord Swire, and others. Peering

inte the black room, they gssn.

THE BLACK ROON

On the window glasss the watchfires in the outside corridor
cast a red color like that of blood.

" The Nask of the Black Death " standing enveloped in

the ghastly color.

He points to the five coropses enveloped in the same red
color, and gives out a bizarre, sardonie laugh.

Hainesworth, set to trembling at this voice, screams,
- It's the plague!!

Cries snd screams.
Fear shoots like an electriec shock throush the people

who have been pressing in.

- The plazue!?

- Look! It's the plague!

They're dead of the plague! -

They're =11 dead!

- It's all over!

The peovle rush out in an avalanche, every man for

himself.

John ( shouting ): Calm down! This isn't the plague!
This is not the plague!

But no one listens to his voice anymore.
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( In the following scene, 2ll real sounds are asain
erased. #And woodwinds begin to express in deep, submerged
tﬂnes-ﬂ tragic awareness of human folly. 4And =211 the
other instruments graually join in with the same intent,
rise on a gsolemn rhythm and are orchestrated into & grave
and sublime elegy. It must be a cuiet, luecid melody,
like the light of the moon that, from its perch in
mid-heaven, commands a view of the chaos in this castle,
this wision of Hell.)
The gist of this scene -
Inside the castle, the long-supressed fear of the plague
explodes all at once.
FPeter's arson develops this fear into &n awesome chaos.
They rush in an avalanche, tryving to get out of the
cestle,
Blocked by the Bodyguards, their chaotie rush becomes an
even more awesome svpectacle.
The castle sate, welded shut, does not overn. It.is cal?,
indifferent.
The only way to get out of the castle is by climbing
over the walls,
The crowd rushes for the castle walls.
But outside the walls is the world of "™ the black death ".

The ones who reach the top of the walls first.see this

world for the first time, and shrink back.
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But the ones pushing from behind are nursued by the fear
of the plague.

Pushed by the violent strench of the crowds thet are
rushing forward like & dark cloud, one after another is
crushed to death or falls to death from the walls.
Madness fans greater madness, and the Bodysuards, who
have already shown signs of internal struggle, instead
of calming the crowd's frenzy, end up svliitting into two
grouns that battle each other.

The finale of this scroll of Hell is the decisive duel
between the Duke and John.

The elder brother slays the younger.

Unfolding among the flames that devour the church &nd
the manor, the folly and the madness of humanity!

ind then, the moon locking down on this spectacle from
itz perch in mid-heé&ven.

( Since this scene will involve considerable gravity,

it will be written in & separate appendix ).

THE CASTLE. DISTANT VIEW,

The cestle surrounded by a mass of corpses.

The flames from inside the cestle secorch at the night
sky.

The moon in the middle of that sky.
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THE SCUARE

Scattered cormnses.
The only ones still moving are a group of people who
strugsle in vain to open the great castle gate that has

been welded shut.

THE BANQUET HALL

A whirl of flames.
The music echoes from the grand clock.
The Duke comes in, looks around, and goes into the yellow

room.

TEE: YELLOW ROOM

A whirl of flamesg,

The Tuke ecrosses the room.

THE BLUE ROOMN

The =ame.

THE RED ROCH

The same.

THE GREEN ROON

The same.
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THE PURPLE ROOM

A whirl of flames.

The Duke comes in, glares to the side and stops.

In one of the chairs at the table is sitting "The
ask of the Black Death ",

"The [Mask of the Black Death™ looks with his deathly
vigsage at the Duke, and quietly removes his mask.

Under the mask is the laughing face of the clown.

The Duke: It's you? ..... ihy aren't you running away?
The clowvn: I've had enough!

The Duke: Me tool

The Duke sits down in one of the chairs beside the

clown.

THZ BLACK ROOH

It is enveloped in flames.

The burning grand clock sounds its finsl hour.

The music pleys to its finish, and the clock strikes
one o'clock. The cogwheels grin to a halt, and the

pendulum stops still in the flames.

( FADE OUT )
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