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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Prince Prospero

His Four Military Henchmen

His Two Horses

His Master of Ceremonies

His Castle Dwarf

His Eight Castle Guests

The Eight Peasants of the Village,ncluding:
. The begging Child

. Its Mother, Mary

. Its Father

. Matthew

. Michael, the Messenger

. The Watch

. The Corpse at the Funeral

. Marietta, who dances

The Village Priest

The Red Death

The Monk-Guide

Five other Monks

The On-stage Tourist

Seven other Tourists of the first party
Seven different Tourists of the second party
Five Masquing Entertainers

Five Beggars by the door.

cO~NOOUTAWNLPE

With a cast of 30, the parts should be doubled.



INTRODUCTION and PRODUCTION NOTES:
The Story:

EdgarAllen Poe’stalerunsto only five sidesor soanda greatdealof it is takenup
with moody, atmosphericdescription of a splendidly decadentmedieval
castle. All thathereally establishess a countryover-runwith a horrific red
plague while its ruler Prince Prosperoretreatswith his croniesinto the
confines of his castle, which is furnishedwith all imaginable devices of
pleasureand entertainment. At the end of the tale thereis a maskedball at
which thereappearsa mysterious, death-likefigure who symboliseghe Red
Deathandwho destroysall thosewho haveplacedthemselvesn the seeming
safety of the castle.

In turning this powerfully evocativebut slight pieceinto a play, | haveseizedon it
asasortof moralfable, highlightingandmakingexplicit a conclusionwhich
Poe does not but which is there if you think about it.

It seemdo me to suggesthatif, whentheworld atlargelaboursin suffering, those
with the powerandresourceso helpit turn their backson it andsimply look
after numberone, they createfor themselvesa short-livedfools’ paradise,
becausdhe world which they chooseto ignorewill developin one way or
anotherand will eventuallyintrude on them, and probably in a mood of
revengefor the helpthatwasnot givenwhenit wasneeded.It seemdo mea
pieceaboutcompassiorand charity ratherthen party politics, a fable about
the wrongfulnessand eventuallythe foolishnessof supposinghatthosewith
health and wealth can isolate themselvedrom the sufferingsof thosewho
have not.

On top of that, it remains- | hope- ajolly good Gothic horror story with all the
atmospheric trappings of a Grand Guignol film.

Actors and Audience:

The relationshipof the audienceto the action keepschanging. At the beginning,
theyarein effecttouristsvisiting the castle(now anabbey)wherethe Masque
of the RedDeathoncetook place. Theyarethendrawnin asthe audienceat
a play-within-a-playand from time to time they are addresseds guestsat
Prospero’sbanquetsand balls. At the end of the play theyare addressed
direct as citizens of the modernworld who might profitably reflect on the
meaning of what they have witnessed and experienced.



Thereis no attemptat any kind of embarrassind'audienceparticipation” of a
practicalkind (otherthanoneoccasionon whichtheymay, if theywishandif
stagedirectionsare followed, put on a simplecard eye-maskvhich can be
insertedin the programme)but it is hopedthat therewill be psychological
participation, andto this endit is suggestedhat as soonasthey enterthe
foyer area of the place where the play is to be performed, they find
themselvesn the atmospheref the abbey. This canbe achievedin simple
andunpretentiousvays: thedistantsoundof plainchant, the passagé¢hrough
the foyer of an occasionamonk, the entry throughthe foyer of someof the
actors who represent the first party of tourists, and so forth.

What Is Not In The Script:

Thereare, | think, four placesin the play wherea directoris goingto haveto look
at the resourcesandskills of his castandwork out sequencefor a particular
andgiven production. It would be absurdfor me to try to conveya detailed
senseof what we did in the original productionand then to insist that the
samethingsbe attemptedanywhereelsethe play is done, buttherearea few
thingsto do with the moodandfunction of thesesequencesgvhich it may be
helpful to state: In Act One, ScenelTwo, Prosperads "auditioning”atroupe
of performersto seewhetherthey might be suitableas castle entertainers.
The point hereis to reflect his cruel andfleshly tastes: by showingthe kind
of entertainmenhe would like, muchis conveyedabouthis character.What
we did in Oundlewasto take an old Egyptianfolk-tale aboutjealousyand
murderand presentit asa stylised, mimed and maskedmusic-dramawhich
had a sense of the exotic and bizarre conveyed by its Egyptian trappings.

At the beginningof Act | Scened, we areat a partyin Prospero’scastle. Though
we did notin fact do it in the original production,l| think the bestpossible
thing herewould be a danceperformedby the castle-guestsThey aregoing
to haveto learnat leastsomesimpledancefor the later Red-Death-Masque
any caseand since the castle-guestsare in effect non-speakingroles, to
include a dance at the beginning of Act | Scene4 will increasetheir
contributionto the performance.The danceshouldconveyan atmospheref
luxury and pleasure-seeking.

In Act | Scene4, a sequenceof entertainmentss presentedo Prosperoand his
guests. His remark on them is as follows:-

"Theseacts are skilful, I grant you - but they are entertainmentdor a children’s
party! My friends and | have tastes for things more ‘curious’.”



This shouldgive the guidancethat is necessaryo warrantthe remarkandto form
herea sufficientdramaticcontrastwith the othercastle-entertainmemiearthe
endof Act Il. In Oundle, we usedjuggling, tumbling, acrobatics, mime
andsoforth, capitalisingon a wide variety of skills which could be found or
cultivatedamongour youngperformers. The fourth andlast placewherethis
kind of inventionis requiredis in Act Il, Scene3, the actualsceneof the
Masqueof the RedDeathitself. In termsof dramaticbuild-up, thereshould
ideally betwo entertainmentsvhich precedehe Masqueandof a kind which
Prosperowill morewholly approveof - perhapsmore alongthe lines of the
Egyptian music-drama we began to see in Act | Scene 2.

In the Masqueitself, Marietta must clearly be a good dancersinceit is shewho
performsthe “whirling dervish”routinewhich leadsto the mass-slaughterlt
will be ideal if the characterof The Red Death can join her in this and

certainly the animal-maskecatastle-guestsnust managea few stepsto lead
them to their grisly ends.

Design:

The principal staging-requiremens an openspace(with somesort of platform for
the Monk-prompt and Tourist to sit on) which light and a few telling
propertiescanturn into a numberof differentatmospherienvironments.In
circumstanceswhere set design and construction is a fostered skill,
somethinga little bit moreambitiousmight be attempted.In Oundle, we had
anupstagecolonnadeof archesdressedvith “stone” to suggesthe abbeyand
through which characterscould make interesting entrancesand exits,
togetherwith - abovethe Monk’s platform - a flat-wall containinga "stained
glasswindow" throughwhich lighting effects, suchas a blood-redsunset
during the Masque, could be projected.

Sincethe deviceis thatwe arewatchinga play aboutthe RedDeathperformedn an
abbey, the permanenpresenc®f an“abbey” settingis notintrusive. Neither
is it absolutelynecessary Whatis importantis thatlight andproperties (and
costumes,of which morein a moment) createsharpcontrastsn theplay - a
ratherdull anddepressingatmospherdor the majority of the Peasant-scenes
anda splendid, rich atmospherdor the Castle-scenesThe colour red must
be exclusively reservedfor the figure of the Red Death himself and for
Mariettain the Masque, thoughthereare oneor two placeswherered light
may be very effective.



Costumingthe play offers a nice variety of challenges: there will be modern
costumedor the two partiesof touristsandthe beggarsat the end, monks’
habits, timeless "hessian-and-sackclothfor the peasantry, splendid
medievalgearfor the aristocracy, specialand perhapsextravagantvear for
the castleentertainerand, of course, a particularlystriking creationfor the
figure of the RedDeathhimselfandfor Mariettain the Masque. Theremay
also be a numberof interestingface-maskgo hire or make. To spreadthe
load we enlisted a lot of help from the actors’ families.

Music and Sound:

Music andsoundwill play animportantpartin the atmospheref the piece, bells
andplain chantevokingthe abbey, somesadlittle tunesevokingpathosand
pity in the peasanscenes,a deliberatelyanachronisticsongor tune pointing
up the burning-alive, andso forth. Therewill alsobe musicfor the dances
and probably for a number of the castle entertainmentsas well as the
occasionalscene-change-cover.In circumstancesvhere there is a keen
composer,it may be attractiveto createa completelyoriginal score, butit is
entirely possibleto do the whole thing with "off-the-shelf" recordedmusic
andsound, aswe did in the original production. The only bits of “mixing”
we hadto dowerein creatinga sinistercacophonyof charnel-houssoundgo
announcethe entry of the Red Deathandin editing to createa sufficiently
weird electronic sequence for Marietta’s dance.

One Last Point:

Thenotesl havegiven hererecognise,| hope, thatthe fun of a schoolproduction
like thisis in gettingtogethera large numberof creativepeople- pupils and
teacherslike - who canbring differentskills andenthusiasmso the work. |
hopethat| havenot appearedo placeunduerestrictionson thosequalities-
and if any future producer wants particular advice, | shall be happy to give it.

Paul Ward.

The play was first performed on Saturday 6th June 1987 in the Stahl Theatre,
Oundle, with a cast of pupils from Oundle School.

The production was directed by the Author, with Melvyn Roffe and Jeremy Firth.






THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH
by Paul Ward
ACT I

SCENE 1

[Presumingsomesort of atmospherdo have beersetin the foyer (seeprefacingnote on ‘Actors and
Audience’), this will be continued as the audience enters the auditorium]:

Oneor two MONKSat a prie-dieukneelingin silentprayer [on stage]while actors
representinghe first party of TOURISTSare scatteredaboutthe auditorium,
looking at guide-books,examining [real or imaginary] exhibits, paintings,
missalsetc. Wheneveryoneis ready to begin, word will be passedto the
MONK-GUIDE, who will call the "TOURISTS"to the stageas the house-
lights fade.

Monk-Guide: Well, ladiesand gentlemen] do hopethat you have enjoyedyour
tour of this fine old abbey. Now, before you pass on ....

(One of the tourists takes a flash photograph).

Monk-Guide: Excuseme, Sir / Madam,but | haveaskedyou NOT to take flash
photographsin the principal chambers:the fabrics and paintings are so
delicate. Thankyou. Now, wherewas|? Oh,yes: Beforeyou passonto the
souvenir shop, through that door there, where you may buy books,
postcards,figurines and so forth, just stand a moment and absorb the
atmospheref the GreatHall here.On a sunnyafternoonin 20-- [current year]
it may seeminnocentenough, butit wasin this chamber, this very chamber,
that somefour hundredyearsago theretook placethe awful and celebrated
Masqueof the Red Death,which | describedo you at the beginningof our
tour.

(A frisson of pleasanthorror through the CROWD, which dispersesround the
spacetalking, pointing to things, taking forbiddenphotographsetc. The
MONK answers questions until he thinks enough time has elapsed).

Monk-Guide: Now, ladies and gentlemen,I’'m sure that you've all had the
opportunityto get a feeling of the atmospheran the Hall, so pleasepass



along to the souvenir shop: It's due to close in fifteen minutes. Thank you.

(He politely shoosthemalong, not noticing that one YOUNG MAN / WOMAN is
lingering behind. As the last backis disappearing, he makesa sour face.
There is a distant rumble of Thunder. He looks up).

Monk-Guide: Ohdear: I'm sorry, Lord, butthesetouristsdrive meto distraction.
| came here for a quiet, contemplative life, 1 ....

(The Thunder rumbles again).

Monk-Guide: Yes, Lord, | do promise that | won't let it happen again.

Young Tourist: What really happened here, Father?

Monk-Guide: Oh, I didn’t realise,l - er - the tour’s over now. Would you mind
passing along to the souvenir-shop with the others, please?

Young Tourist: The Red Death, | mean, Father. What? ....

Monk-Guide: | did explain at the beginning, Sir/ Madam.

Young Tourist: You told us a bit, yes - just enoughto satisfy a simple tourist’s
taste for the bizarre - but | want to know the real story, the whole story.

Monk-Guide: I'm afraid it's quite a long story, Sir / Madam,and we HAVE
closed to the general public now. Perhaps another time, hm?

Young Tourist: But | shan’tBE hereanothertime; andl've comeespeciallyto
find out.

Monk-Guide: It reallyis impossiblenow. Allow meto explainthedifficulty: The
Abbey needsto raisea very greatdeal of money- to maintainthe building
andfurtherthe work of our community, andsoforth - andasa new venture
in fund-raising, someof the brothershaveprepareda sortof dramaticversion
of the Red Deathstory. We areto give our first performancegomorrowand
we are to have our dress rehearsal NOW. | have to prompt.

(TheYOUNGTOURISTdrawsout a cheque-bookvhile the MONK looksnervously
at his watch as a distant bell indicates the start of the proceedings).

Young Tourist: How much is the Abbey trying to raise, Father?

Monk-Guide: Oh,we needhalf a million poundsaltogetherandwe’ve raisedonly
a quarter of it so far.

Young Tourist: (showing cheque)NVould this help, Father?

Monk-Guide: But .... | don’'t know what to say, Sir / Madam,| .... Thank you,
thank you ....

Young Tourist: (withholdingcheque)Only on conditionthat you let me stay and



watch the rehearsal.
Monk-Guide: Well, 1-er, um .... Oh very well, come and sit with me.

(Theysit togetheron the platform wheretheywill remainthroughoutuntil the last
part of the play. The MONK-GUIDE will havea script andis, as he says,
the prompt, should the need arise. Enter the MONK-PROLOGUE).

Monk-Prologue: Four hundredyearsago, the peasantsf the village below the
Abbeywerein a terrible state.Therehad beena harshand bitter winter and
food was scarce. The people were cold and desperately hungry.

(The MONK-PROLOGUE'snarrative is supersededy enactmenton stage. To
suitablemusic, raggedPEASANT$omeon, somewith sticks,beggingbowls
etc.and havingargumentsover scrapsof food. Aftera momenbr two, there
is a fanfare and four of Prince Prospero’s MILITARY HEAVIES come on).

Soldier 1: Out of the way, scum!

Soldier 2: Your Prince Prosperas to passthroughthe village on his way to the
castle.

Soldier 3: Show some respect!

Soldier 4: Clear out of the way!

Peasant 1: Our "Prince", as you call him, is a wicked deuvil.

Peasant 2: He feeds on delicacies while we starve!

Peasant3: He takeswhat little grain we can grow astithes and leavesus with
nothing!

Peasant4: We haven’tgot the strengthto work andour children haven’tgot the
strength to live!

Soldier 1: You’'d best not let HIM hear you talking like that.

Soldier 2: Because if he did, he might put you to the torture.

Soldier 3: Or kill you outright!

Peasant 5: He does torture us! He does kill us!

Peasant6: Do youthink anyman-madeorturecanbeworsethantherackingpains
of hunger?

Peasant7: Do you think deathcanbe worsethantheliving miseryhe allowsusto
suffer in?

Peasant8: Whathe andhis friendseatat one feastwould keepthe whole village
alive a fortnight.

(Hubbub of agreement. Another fanfare).



Soldier 4: Clear the way - get back!

(PROSPER@omesn andthe CROWDis subduednto silence. Theyhatehim but
theyare afraid of him. His entry formsa splendidlymagnificentcontrastto
the PEASANTS’ squalor).

Prospero: Well, what’s the matter with you? Are you struck dumb? Are you
obliviousof thefactthatit is your princewho standsbeforeyou? You should
be on your knees shouting hosannas of praise.

(At this point, a hungrylittle CHILD, too smallto understandhe words, goesto
PROSPERQwvith extendechands, blindly hopingfor a gift of food from the
bright image he sees before him).

Prospero: Get away from me, you filthy brat! How dare you approach me?

(He strikesthe boywith his stickandthe CHILD falls. Thereis a murmurof shock
in the CROWD).

Boy’s Father: Forgive him, my lord. He’s hungry: he doesn’t understand.

Prospero: Do youthink | carefor your miserablehungerandyourignorantlack of
understanding?The sufferingsof the peasantrnyare self-inflicted; theresults
of stupidity and carelessxtravagancelf you farmedyour plots efficiently
and saved instead of squandering, there would be enough.

Boy’s Mother: The child is dead!

(A murmur of hatred begindo surgethroughthe CROWD,which startsto move
towards PROSPERO).

Prospero: On! On, | say!

(Asthe processiorbeginsto moveoff, theboy’s FATHERrunsin front of it andis
trampled down. The CROWD surges forward, shouting for revenge,
GUARDSfendingoff the peasants. TheMOTHER/ WIFE kneelsbetweerher
dead child and her injured husband and prays).

Mother: DearGodin heaven,look downuponusandhavemercy. Is thereto be
no end to our sufferings?

(SinisterMusic/ Soundto coverthe entry of THE RED DEATH a tall, powerful,



red-cloaked figure who also wears a mask).

Red Death: No end. No endto your sufferingsuntil the causeof your unjustpain
be removed.

Mother: Who are you? Why don’t you show your face?

Red Death: Thosewho look on my facelook on nothingelseagain, andsadlyyou
must seeit. Were | a thing of liberty, | shouldbegin my work elsewhere,
bringing corruptionof the flesh wherecorruptionalreadyfestersin the heart;
but | am like the waters,madeto travel first in thoselow placeswherethe
courseis easy. Only whenthe watersof the lowlandsswell and foam with
blood shall they ascendto the safe-seeminghilltops and wreak their
destruction there.

Mother: | don’t understand.Whatareyou, aprophet? Whatrelief do you bring
us?

Red Death: | bring the only relief | can - a momentof pain, for sure, but
afterwardsan eternity of peacein the blessedreleaseof death. Look - look
upon my face.

(He revealshis face to her without showingit to the audience. Shescreams. He
beginsto "fade" off while she strugglesin agony.Before she has expired,
TWO PEASANTS return from the chase).

Peasant 1: Mary, what is it?
Peasant 2: What has happened to you?

(She raises her face to them).
Peasant 1: Oh. God!
Peasant 2: Stand back, Matthew - it's the Plague!

Peasant 1: Quick - we must tell everyone!

(Theyrun off in differentdirectionsshouting"Plagué¢”, "Boardup your houses!
and so forth).



SCENE 2. PROSPERO'’s castle

(Thecastleshouldgive an impressionof luxury, howeversimply and economically
achieved. While the sceneis changed attentionfocuseson the MONK and
YOUNG TOURIST).

Tourist: Did she REALLY see a prophetic figure cloaked in red?

Monk: Sothelegendgoes- andI’'m inclinedto believeit myself, if only because
of the otherappearancesasyou’ll seelater. But at leastit is surethatthe
Red Deathcameto the village andthat the motherof that unfortunatechild
was its first victim.

Tourist: And what of Prospero?

Monk: By the time the body of the first victim was discoveredthe Prince had
reached the safety of his castle. Watch and you'll see ....

(Attention now shifts to PROSPERO sitting musing over a pleasurablebook,
perhaps with food and drink. There is a knock at the door).

Prospero: Yes?

(Enter the MASTER of CEREMONIES accompanied by the castle DWARF, a mute).

Master of Ceremonies: My Lord, | have broughtthose masquersof which we
spoke yesterday.

Prospero: Well, where are they?

Master of Ceremonies: They wait outside, my Lord.

Prospero: Well, bring them in. | can’t judge them from the corridor, can I?

(MC goes to the door and signals. The mute DWARF comes to PROSPERO).

Prospero: You want to watch, do you?

(DWARF nods).

Prospero: Well so you shall my little friend.

(Enter MASQUERS in exotic costume / masks. They kneel before PROSPERO).

Prospero: Welcome, my friends. Your fame travels before you. You may have
heard that | give many feastsin this castle-abbeyOn those sumptuous

6



occasionsny guestsandl mustbe entertainedandsomeof them, | musttell
you, have something of a taste for the exotic and bizarre. If your
entertainmentpleases, you will be well rewarded.Regard this private
viewing as a kind of audition,if you will. | awaitthe delightsyou haveto
offer.

(The MASQUERSbegin to perform a grotesque,stylised piece containing some
elementof the bizarre. After sometime a GUARD burstsin and whispers
urgently in PROSPEROQO’s ear).

Prospero: Stop!
Masque Leader:Does our entertainment not please you, my Lord?
Prospero: Guards! Guards!

(Enter GUARDS).

Prospero: A peasanfrom the village hasenteredthis castle- and do you know
what news he has brought? That the Plague is in the village!

(The PEASANTDbursts in, having escapedthe custodyof other GUARDS,who
stumble in after him).

Prospero: Hold him!

PeasantMessenger: PrinceProspero,you musthelp us! We did our bestto bear
starvation alone, but now the plague has struck us and we must throw
ourselves on your mercy.

Prospero: Help you?Are you mad? (To GUARDS) You fools! Is it not enough
that you allow a filthy peasanto entermy castle-keep,but a filthy peasant
from avillage alive with the RedDeath,you .... Takehim backfrom whence
he came and burn him in the market-place, as an example!

Guard 1: But Prince Prospero, the plague is in the village: we ....

Prospero: And you mustpayfor your folly andincompetencelf you daredisobey
me |l will devisefor you a deathtentimesmorehorrible thanthatinflicted by
the Plague. Take him away!

(They begin to move).

Prospero: Wait! (To MASQUERSWhich way did you travel to the castle?
Masque-Leader: My Lord, we .... er, we ....
Prospero: Out with it, man! Did you travel through the village?
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Masque-Leader: We did, my Lord.
Prospero: Take them and burn them, too. Away with them!

(PEASANTand MASQUERSare hustledout by someof the guards. PROSPERO
speaks to others).

Prospero: You, comehere. Ridelike thewind to all my noblefriends. Bearnews
of this catastropheand bid them all come HERE. The nobility scattered
acrossthe land s like a knight with a hundredchinksin his armour. If we
make siegetogetherhere, thereis but one vulnerableplace, and we shall
makethis placelNvulnerable. Go at once. No-oneis to travel throughthe
village! (To anotherguard) Thereis work for you, too. The castlewill be
full for many monthsto come. The chambersmust be preparedand there
must be provision - food and drink in great abundance. Go!

(Exit guard).

Prospero: (To MC) And sincewe are, it seemsto havea long house-party,get
some entertainers!

(MC exits)

Prospero: (As MC goes)And orderthe purification of this chamber. Oncefilled
with the noblestbloodin theland, | will fortify my castlesothatthereshall
be no crack, no fissure to admit even the wind. No breath of the vile
contagion engendered by those stinking peasants shall assail us here.

(Enter The RED DEATH, unseen).

Prospero: DarknessandDeathmayreignin theland, but herethereshallbe only
light and life. (As he exits)Guards! Guards!!

(The RED DEATH advances into the stage, laughing ironically).



SCENE 3. The Village Market-square.
(While the set is changed back, attention focuses on the MONK and TOURIST).

Tourist: Surely Prince Prospero can’t really have been as cruel as that?

Monk: Yes, if recordsareto be believed. He certainly orderedthe deathof all
thosewho had hadcontactwith the village and he certainlytried to saveall
his aristocratic friends by gathering them together in his castle.

Tourist: Then why did the plan fail?

Monk: All in duecourse. First you mustwitnessthe eventswhich took placein
the beleaguered village.

(Attentionswitchego thevillage square. PEASANT Svho haveescapedhe plague
are scatteredabout desultorily. One keepswatch. Enter the dead boy’s
FATHER, with a crutch after his injury).

Watch: There’s no sign of him yet.

Father: Are you surprised?

Watch: But he’s been gone since morning.

Father: And whatdo you expecthim to do - comeriding backin a grandcoachfull
of food andmedicine? Prosperaloesn’tcareafig whetherwe live in misery
or die in agony so long as none of our troubles touch HIM.

Watch: But surelyevenhe can'tjust standby andseethe whole village wiped out
as if it had never existed?

Father: We shall have to wait and see. But | at least do not wait in hope.

(Enter GUARDS with the MESSENGER and the MASQUERS, bound).

Watch: Michael, what's this?

Messenger: This is your answer from Prince Prospero.
Watch: | don’t understand.

Guard: You will soon enough - bind them together!

(ThePEASANT&nd MASQUERSre boundin a "bundle”. A GUARDkneelsas if
lighting a pyre. Lighting showsthe flameswhich consumehem. [Being a non-
naturalistic moment,it is perhapsgoodto usean alienation effecthere: a delicate Christmas
carol, for instance]. Whenthe burningis done, a funeralbell tolls and enterthe
village PRIESTwith PEASANTSarrying a stretcheron which thereis a
bodycoveredin a red blanket. Theprocessioralts andthe PRIESTsingsa
little bit of a Latin Mass for the Dead).
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Priest: And now, dear brethren,let us lift up our sad heartsto Almighty God,
beseechingHim that He will havemercy on the soulsof the deardeparted,
on thosewho havesufferedthe agonyof the Red Plagueand on thosewho
have sufferedin the flames. May He have pity, too, on thosewho have
suffered bereavementand on all of us who sadly remain, waiting to be
shatchednto thejaws of Death. If we haveoffendedThee, Lord, thatThou
punishestsso, forgive usthosethingswhereinour heartshavetransgressed,
purify us that when we are called to behold Thy face, we may look upon
Thee with eyes that will merit Thy mercy and compassion.

All: O Lord, hear our prayer.

(As if in answer to prayer, enter the RED DEATH).

Red Death: Finewords- noblewords, humblewords. Yet theyareweightedwith
lead.Godpitiesyour plight, butyourwordscannotriseto Heavenwhile your
heartsburn with desirefor revenge. Who amongyou candeny, for all his
pitiable suffering, that his heartburnswith hatredof Prospero- thatif your
dreamswere fulfilled, every beatof your poorheartswould be a funeral
knell for your despised prince?

(Silence)

Red Death: Notoneof you. You prayto God, bewildered,and bego know why
I, the RedMan of Death, shouldcomeamongyou. In your terrorandyour
pain,you searchyour heavyheartsfor someoffencewhich might sodisplease
Godthathe sendame amongyou asa punishment.And canyou find suchan
offence within you? Can you?

(Silence).

RedDeath: No, becausgouknowin your heartshatl do notcomeamongyou as
ascourgeof God. | existherebecausegou aresoburdenecandenfeebledy
your slaveryto Prosperothat you have not the strengthto resistme. You
cannotbanishme from your houseby prayer.You will be rid of me only
whenyour stomachsare full, whenyou havewood for your fires, whenthe
sheepghatyou shearclotheyour own backsagainstwinter’s chill. You will be
rid of mewhenProsperandhis tyrannyis dead. | do nothateyou. | pity the
ills I mustinflict. And | comeat your prayernot to torturebut to give hope.
How manymore mustdie by the touchof my handl cannotsay, butif there
Is oneamongyou, onestill possessedf youthandbeauty, whowill give his
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life freely, will die by choicein my arms, he may, like your own saviour
Christ, by his sacrifice save many others. Does such a one exist?

(A pretty young GIRL, mesmerised by the speech, begins to step forward).

Marietta’s Father: No, Marietta, no!

Priest: We cannot trust this man.

Marietta: Leave me.(She steps forward) will serve you.

Red Death: Thenmay you be the Saviourof your people. But pausea moment:
You understandvhatit is thatl askof you - thatyou will lay downyour life
in the service of your fellows?

Marietta: | do not carefor my own life. Family andfriendsaredying and| have
neitherfood in my belly nor hopein my heart. Why shouldl valuemy life?

If by losing it other lives can be saved, then | shall lose it with a glad heart.

Red Death: You are noble and courageous.Comewith me and| will teachyou
what you must do.

SCENE 4. PROSPERO’S castle.

(Lively, festivemusicwhile the stageis transformed. Perhapsthe castlieGUESTS
perform a dance here. In what follows, the THEATRE AUDIENCE is
included among the GUESTS in the castle).

Prospero: Friends,thereasonfor your presencéierein my castlecanbe a source
of no pleasure.Yet while you ARE here, voluntary prisonersin this safe
retreat, you shallHAVE pleasure. The doorsmay be sealedwith bolts, but
my castleis storedto burstingwith provision. Thoughyou cannotleavethese
roomsto huntandsport, everydaywill beaday of feasting. Your stomachs
will befull of delicacies, your heartswarmedandyour sensesnflamedwith
wine - and, more than that, you shall have entertainment, too.

(Appreciative response from guests).
Prospero: Now, where is my Master of Ceremonies?

Master of Ceremonies: Here, my Lord.
Prospero: Our friends havefeastedtheir stomachs. Now it is time to feasttheir
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eyes and ears. Bring us our entertainment!

[See note in introduction about what follows, but basically it is a pre-interval medieval cabaret-
showpiece based on available skills such as juggtingbling, acrobatics, dancing, mime etc.].

(Whenit hascometo an endandthefinal applauses dying, PROSPERGpeakd0
the MC).

Prospero: You have done wel(suddenly nasty) but not well enough!

Master of Ceremonies: My Lord?

Prospero: Theseactsareskilful. | grantyou - but they are entertainments$or a
children’s party! My friends and | have tastesfor things more "curious".
(Suddenly catches sight of the theatre audier’ta) incompetent blunderer!

Master of Ceremonies: My Lord?

Prospero: Do you not seethat half of our guestshave no food and drink? Go.
Alert the servants of the ante-chamber.

(MC dashesoff through auditorium door where he really will tell the housestaff
that the interval is just about to begin).

Prospero: (To theatreaudience)Canyou forgive this negligence?My Lords and
Ladies, if you will passto the ante-chamberyou will find refreshments
preparedor you. Returnwhenyour thirstsareslaked, andl will devisefor
you an entertainmenstill more cunning. Justone word of advice: If you
value your lives, you will not leave this building ....

END OF ACT |
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ACT Il
SCENE 1. PROSPERO's castle.

(During the latter momentof the interval, Prospero’sCASTLE-GUESTSplainly
tired / suffering from indulgence,return and take up sleepy positions.
Possiblemusiccover. As houselights go, enter PROSPERO,who speaks
first to the theatre audience).

Prospero: Wasyour entertainmenadequate?Were you warm enough? Did you
haveenoughto eatanddrink? If anyman’sansweris "No", | will hearof it
later, for it is a matterof pridein Prospero’sastlethatno stomachshouldbe
empty, no mouth parchedwith thirst, no back shiver againstthe cold.
(Suddenlyfocusingon an emptyplace in the auditorium) Was that place
vacantbeforethe interval in our entertainment?! thoughtl recalled.... but
nevermind: Justsolong asno oneof you hasdaredto leavethe confinesof
this castle, for | cannotbe answerabldor the dangersandevils which lurk in
the streetsbeyond. Now, my friends, | hope that you have not so far
succumbedo excesghatyour mindsarenumbed- thatyou arein plainterms
moreawakethanthoseclosestto me, for | havenewsof anintriguing device.
(He rousesthe stageCOURTIERS)Comeon, awake, rouseyourselvegrom
your swinish stupor - | have a task for your imaginations!

(The COURTIERS rouse themselves with difficulty).

Prospero: You crave sleep, and sleep you shall have, through all the velvet
darknessf the night. The fires arelit in your chambersand your bedsare
dressedvith sheetf thefinestsilk. Now, asyougoto yourrest, | give you
somethingto tease your thoughts: Tomorrow night's feast shall be a
masqueradeAll shallbedisguised,for whenno man’snameis known, who
shall reproachus for what we do? The castlewardrobeswill be at your
disposakindl look to youringenuity, your tastefor thebizarre, to provideus
with a masqueradevorthy of the feastsof the Romanemperors. Only one
thing | forbid: thekindnessof the godshaspreservedisfrom the ravagesof
the plaguewhich rageswithout and, asa mark of our gratitude, no-one- |
repeat, no-one- shalldeckhimselfin the colourred. (To theatreaudience)
You too, my friends: at tomorrow’s masqueradéet me seeno touchof red
aboutyou. Theworld we canmasterwith force, butwe shall nottemptthe
fateswith insolence. (Onceagain to STAGE-COURTIERS)Now to your
beds, my friends. May your night be asfull of pleasurabledlreamsasyour
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day has been full of acts of pleasure. Goodnight, my friends.
(As others exeunt PROSPERO detains M C and DWARF).

Prospero: Master of Ceremonies!

Master of Ceremonies: My Lord?

Prospero: Your entertainmenthis eveningwas, as | have remarked,adequate,
amusingevenbut it wasentertainmenfor the youngandinnocent.We who
aresophisticatesf the world, patronsof the senses,desiresomethingmore
curiously exotic. (Suddenlyblunt) In short, unlessyour "ceremonies"at
tomorrow’'sfeastaremorepleasing, you will nolongerbe Masterof them. If
you shoulddareto displeaseaus greatlyin this matter, | shall havethe doors
of my castleopenedandyou flung out into the plague-ridderworld beyond.
Do | make myself quite clear?

Master of Ceremonies: My Lord.

(Exit PROSPERO. DWARF goes to MC to comfort him).

Master of Ceremonies: Whatam | to do?| cannotleavethe castleto find new
masquersand thosewho are hereare in the main just circus fellows. If |
stageonly their juggling and tumbling againtomorrow, the Princewill not
forgive meand| shallbe castoutto facethe.... Oh, it's too horribleto think
about! But what can | DO?

(A knocking at the "external" door. The following conversationis conducted
through it)

Master of Ceremonies: Who is it knocks?

Marietta: A friend to Prospero.

Master of Ceremonies: Prospero’s friends are all within this keep. Who are you?
Marietta: | come to offer my services to you.

Master of Ceremonies: Your services? What is it that you do?

Marietta: | entertain.

(MC almost opens the door and then restrains himself).

Master of Ceremonies: No - this is some trick from the village.

Marietta: | amnotfrom your village. | havetravelledacrossthe mountainsfrom
lands where | have played before the greatestmonarchs.What would you
haveme do here- sportmyselfin somestinking peasantavern? No: | who
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have pleased kings will play before no-one less than your prince.
(MC still looks doubtful but DWARF nods to encourage him).

Master of Ceremonies:Very well - but if | admit you, you must give me your
word of honour that you will tell no-one the secret of your admission.
Marietta: | give you my word.

(MC opensthedoor. Enter MARIETTAnow dressednorefinely but with no touch
of red abouther, accompaniedy the RED DEATH who wearsa garment
identical to his original one so that we recognisehim, but it is a different
colour - a dull brown, perhaps. He carriesa bag and, visibly, a basketof
red paper flowers).

Master of Ceremonies: Who is this? | heard only one voice - I ....
Marietta: This manis both my accompliceand my guard. Surelyyou mustsee
that it is not safe for a woman to travel the mountain roads alone?
Master of Ceremonies: Yes. Well, er .... On condition of the absolutesecrecyl
demand, we will putyour skills to the test. Tomorrownight thereis to bea
great feast with the Prince and all his courtiers. You must bring them
unimaginable delights.

Marietta: | give you my word.

(She whispers in his ear. He is plainly pleased by what he hears).

Master of Ceremonies: Comewith me to your lodgings, but on noaccountare
you to leave your chambers before you are sent for tomorrow.

Marietta: You haveour promise.We shouldin any casenot wish to spoil the
effect of surprise.

(TheDWARFcarriesthe bag. Asthe MC is usheringthemout, the RED DEATH,

still holding the basketof flowers, looks about the chamberand nods,
knowing what he will achieve here. Exeunt).
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SCENE 2. The Village Market-place again.

(MARIETTA's FATHER, the WATCH, MATTHEW and the PRIEST sitting in a
groupwhichdeliberatelyostraciseghetwo of PROSPERO’'SOLDIERSsent
to and condemned to remain in the village).

Matthew: Take comfort - She may still return unharmed.

Marietta’s Father: Shewasmy only child. All my hopefor the future, suchasit
was, lay in her. 1 just can’'t understand why she did it.

Watch: There’sno denyingit wasa strangebusiness,that; it seemedsif shewas
suddenlypossessedy something,almostlike a martyr offering herselfto
God.

Priest: Or afrightenedgirl offering herselfto a man whomight give hera chance
of safety.

Marietta’s Father: What do you mean, Father?

Priest: | don’tknow. | justmeanthat! can’ttrustthe RedMan. Oh, he’'sappeared
at importantmoments,evenspokenwords of comfort, but whereverhe has
been,the plaguehasbeen,too. When he hascome,we have suffered.We
don’t even know that he’s not one of Prospero’s henchmen.

Watch: But he spoke against Prospero - called him a tyrant.

Soldier 1: He’s nothing to do with Prospero.

Matthew: Why shouldwe trustyour word? How longis it sinceyou werecalling
us scum and kicking us out of the way in the market-place?

Soldier 2: We were only doing a job.

Matthew: With a little too much relish for my liking.

Soldier 1: Whatdid you expectusto do? Comeup andsay"Excuseme, would
you mind standingaside, please?"We shouldhave beerhe laughingstock
of the castle. And if Prosperohad caughtus talking to you like that, we
should have been punished as well.

Watch: You burned Michael alive.

Soldier 2: Under threat of our own deaths, yes. What would you have done?

Priest: Please nothingcanundothe evils and horrorsof daysgoneby. But we
must TRY to forget our bitterness: remembertthat eventhe crucified Christ
beggedforgivenessfor the soldierswho drove in the nails. "Forgive them,
Lord, for they know not what they do."

Marietta’s Father: None of this brings me comfort for the loss of my daughter.

Priest: No.

Watch: Tell me, Father,for | don’t understand:if the Red Man WAS in league
with Prosperowvhy shouldhe promiseto destroyhim andtake Mariettaasa
sacrifice?
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Priest: Godin heaverknows. But with the weakfaith of anordinaryman, | just
know that| shouldn’tlike to be a pretty peasangirl alonein the castlewith
Prospero and all his friends.

Marietta’s Father: You don't think - ?

Priest: | don’t know whatto think, old friend. If theRedManis on our side, or if
he’'s a messenger from God, it may be a noble sacrifice.

Marietta’s Father: Speak no more, Father. Oh, my poor child.

Matthew: Takecomfort. | saythatwe’ve no reasorto distrustthe RedMan. Not
yet, anyway. As things are, we have no hope BUT him. Who else has
spokenof an endto our suffering? No-one. Prosperowill not help us and
God- yes, evenGod, Father, thoughl don’'t meanto blaspheme if He sees
our misery, hassentno saviourto redeenusfrom it. Only the RedMan has
given us any word of hope.

Priest: | pray God that you are right, Matthew. We can only wait and see.

(Enter the RED DEATH).

Red Death: Your faith wavers,and it cannotbe wonderedat under the heavy
burden of so much suffering. But | beg you to hold fast and not lose faith.

Priest: Who are you? Why should we place our trust in you?

Red Death: | am the corruptionwhich springsfrom the heartsof wicked men -
selfishmen whohavethe powerto soothethe sufferingof theworld, butwho
usethat poweronly to gratify their own greedydesires. Whenthe plenty of
theworld is sharedby ALL theworld, | lie in a gravebeneaththe earthand
will troubleno-one. But whenmy sleepis piercedby the wails of the hungry
andsick, whenmy nostrilsare assailedby the stenchof neglect, whenthe
restlesdeet of the homelesgdrum on the roof of my cave, | amrousedand
must answer the call.

Priest: Yet you answerthe call not with comfortbut with the horror of diseaseand
death.

Red Death: Be patientjust a while longer: whentherain falls, it first floods the
valleys, but whenthe watersrise, eventhe highesthills are submerged. If
your tormentorsknew themselveamen like you, they would behold your
plight with compassiorand with terror, not with complacency. Thatis the
lesson they must learn and it is for that that Marietta’s sacrifice is made.

Marietta’s Father: Where is she? Please tell me.

Red Death: Safe.

Marietta’s Father: Will she live?

Red Death: A sacrificecannotlive andyet propitiate. Evenyour SaviourChrist
had to die in suffering on the cross before His people could be saved.
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Marietta’s Father: Then she is dead?

Red Death: Notyet. But sheWILL die andin dying will kill thevery root of the
tree of your suffering. It is hard for you to understandl canonly bid you
have faith and believe.

Matthew: Forgive our mistrust. We .... Let me take your hand.

Red Death: No, you mustnottouchme,for all who touchmewill die andyou shall
live to tell this story. You cando nobetterthankneel, prayto your God,
and beghatyour deliverancenay comeassoonasl| believethatit may. The
sunwill settonightin the deeprednessof blood, butthat may heralda fine
day tomorrow if Marietta’s mission is blessed.Pray for her, pray for
yourselves and pray for me, too. Farewell. You will not see me again.

SCENE 3. PROSPERO'’s castle.

(Loud festive music coversthe changeto the night of the masquerade. Enter
CASTLE-GUEST#® their masks, manyof which might be animal-maskgo
stressthe unspiritual indulgenceof the court’s behaviour. In mime, they

experiment with the personalities suggested by the masks).
[In the original production, a soldier signalledfor the theatreaudienceto put on the eye-masksvhich
had been inserted in their programmes].

Prospero: My lordsandladies, you arewelcometo our masquerade anddoubly
so becauseyou have exercisedthe ingenuity of your imaginationsand
broughtme sucha wealth of intriguing and edifying spectacle. Now, you
havefeastedyour stomachsandslakedyour thirstsandit is my turn to feast
your eyes with a display of entertainments.Where is my master of
ceremonies?

Master of Ceremonies: Here, my Lord.

Prospero: Then tell us what delights you have procured for our delectation.

Master of Ceremonies: First, my Lord, we have ....

(He announceghe first act of this secondcabaret, in which the entertainershave
gone someway towards answeringhis criticism of the previousevening’s
performance. Applause when it is finished).

Prospero: You have done well. And what next for our delight?

18



Master of Ceremonies: We mustalwayskeepthe very bestthingsuntil last, and
asa finale this evening, | havesomethingso breathtakinglyspecialthat you
will rememberit till your dying day, but first, just to whet your appetites
further ....

(He announces the second act. It is performed. Applause).

Prospero: Evenbetter. But our mindsaretorturedto know the natureof thefinal
delight you promise. Come, keep us waiting no longer - waste no more
words.

(Thereis a hushof anticipation. MC goesto the door and claps. Completeand
stunnedsilenceas enter MARIETTAand the RED DEATH, both dressedn
shocking bright red. The RED DEATH carries the basketof red paper
flowers).

Prospero: Whatis this? | forbadeanyoneto appearat this masqueradéressedn
red. How dare you flout me?

Red Death: Peace,Prospero.You need haveofear. It is thefinal jestof courage
that you canlaugh at death- for that is what you do, lockedherein your
castle with your friends. You laugh at death every day. Do not be
superstitious: the entertainmenyou are aboutto seewill banishall fear for
the last time.

Prospero: And what is this "entertainment" called?

Red Death: It is called "Death and the Maiden". Attend.

(Therefollows a wild andwhirling danceto musicwhich mountsin intensityall the
time. MARIETTAmight beginit alone and, if the actor is capable, she
mightinvolvethe RED DEATH, too. In any case, asthe dancedevelops,
sheinvolvesthe maskedcourtiers. Her touch and, of course, that of the
RED DEATH, is fatal, so that the courtiers stagger, fall and die.

(Blackout).

(The"corpses"getoff andthe RED DEATHand MARIETTAscatterthered flowers
to symbolise them. A monastery bell tolls).
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SCENE 4. The Monastery, though the red flowers remain.

Monk: And thatwasthe endof PrinceProsperaandall his associates all claimed
by the plague in a single day.

Tourist: What happened to the girl?

Monk: Shedied, of course. It waspartof hercontractwith Death. But in time the
plague passedndthe village beganto recover. Prosperchadno children, of
course, anda morekindly ruler camefrom beyondthe mountaingo takehis
place. In thedaysof thenew Prince, thevillagerswerevery muchbetteroff,
andasthey grew healthierand stronger, the plaguefound it harderto come
among them.

Tourist: It's a fascinatingstory. And thank you for allowing me to seethe
rehearsat it's anexperiencd’ll alwaysremember.Now, | haven’tforgotten
what | promised.(He gives the cheque).

Monk: We are deeply, deeply indebted to you.

(A bell rings).

Monk: Ohmy goodness|ook atthetime! We're openingto the public againnow.
You really will have to excuse me. Thank you once again.

(Enter a second party of TOURISTS).

Tourist: Thank YOU. Goodbye.

(Exit TOURIST).

Monk: Pleaseexcusethe debrishere, ladiesand gentlemen. We havejust been
rehearsing dramaticversionof the famouslegendassociateavith this abbey
andI’'m afraid we haven'thadtime to clearawayyet. Someof the brothers

will attendto it while | takeyou onyour tour of the building. Comethisway,
please.

(One of the visitors takes a flash photograph).

Monk: And mayl PLEASE askyou not to takeflash photographsn the principal
chambers, if you don’t mind. Thank you.

(As the MONK escortsthe tourists off, the figure of the RED DEATH entersand
approaches the audience).
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Red Death: No, don’t recoil. | do not meanto harmyou, butl mustspeakwith
you. There. (He throwsbackhood, removesnask, andfor thefirst timethe
audiencehasa full view of the faceof an ordinary humanbeingin this figure
of terror). Whatis it that you supposeyou have beemwatchingheretoday?
An old Gothic tale by a masterof horrors? An improbableentertainment
basedon somedistortedhistorical fact? Perhapsboth of thesethings, but
certainlysomethingnore, too: TheRedPlague,anyplague, is asymptom-
no, morethanthat, an EMBLEM of the many sufferingsunderwhich our
world labours. And whenthe world doeslabourin suffering, in hungerand
in pain, whatdo we do? Prospero,of course, lockedhimselfin his castlein
the vain belief that the sufferingsof the world would nevertouchhim. You
haveseenhis fatefor yourselves.But | seeyou arepuzzled. Why tell usthis,
you ask? We arenot Prosperos,you say; we do notlock ourselvesn castles
andwasteour lives in foolish indulgence. True, no doubt. You arefor the
most part, | expect, decent hard-working people with some measureof
compassiorior your fellows. Yet not oneof you will endtodayachingwith
hunger,cold or miserable. All of you will havea warm bed to sleepin,
perhapseven the love and care of your families and friends. | do not
begrudgeyou thosethings- butthis wretchedworld is FULL of men, women
and childrenwho havenoneof them! You do not havecastles. But still, |
begyou, do not lock yourselvesin the closedand comfortableprisonsof
your minds; do not closeyour eyes, earsandheartsto the pitiful crying of
the poor andneedy. If you do, you will allow the comingof an evil world
from which, finally, you yourselveswill haveno refuge. (An afterthought
as he leaves) can see to that, my friends.

(Exit)
(Lights Fade).

* FINIS

*NOTE:-

[The audienceshouldgo awaywith a senseof this final message notwith a comfortablesenseof al play
over and done, so no curtain-call. To reinforcethe "real world" dimension, in the original
productionwe put actorsplayingmodernbeggarsby the foyerexit doorsand| think the message
had got through, because we collected an amazing amount of money in their bowls!]

Paul Ward
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