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Authors^ Note

Movie buffs may recall a pre-war Hollywood blockbuster (we offer

the term literally!) starring a stone-faced stalwart named Preston

Foster. The film, bearing the title The Last Days of Pompeii, reveals

a more than superficial resemblance in plot to our Grove Play, and

the resemblance is not accidental. Admirers of nineteenth-century

blood-and-thunder historical romance may also find linkages in the

1834 novel by Edward Bulwer-Lytton, also titled The Last Days of

Pompeii. Good sources, both, for our pyrotechnicians' dream play in

which the Three Graces (and most of the Grove stage hill) are to be

offered up as ultimate sacrifices to stage "effects."

We are pleased to point out that we are saving the Jinks Com-

mittee's budget for next year's Grove Play—which takes place in a

desert—enormous sums for ground clearance, and we urge those of

you who dare to join us for the evening of July 28 this year to sit

well back, and spare yourselves any personal contributions to the

carnage promised in the climax on the hill.

Pompeii has been, we feel, an ideal collaboration with the one

goal, genially shared, of providing a worthy entertainment for your

pleasure. We have had enormous pleasure ourselves in shaping the

characters and their drama from bits ofmyth, biblical lore, old novel

and old film. We are certainly giving the history buffs among you,

and those one or two unreconstructed sticklers after fact, a field day

with our wealth of time-warp and anachronism ; and we pray that

the cavalier insouciance of our treatment gives no one any real dis-

comfort. When events spanning half a century and more are com-

pressed against all logic into an hour and a half of heightened drama,

with music, the occasional (!) departure from root fact is to be

anticipated and, we fondly hope, forgiven.

yii
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We have particularly enjoyed the process of our collaboration as

it expanded to include a most able and seasoned director, Tom
Tyrrell ; a composer, Dave Bowman, of exceptional musical gifts and

dedication; and designs in sets, properties, lights and sound to

gratify the most lavish of production anticipations. That one of the

authors also provided the costumes, in design and execution, is but

further acknowledgment of the joy of making a Grove Play come

alive for our fellow Bohemians and their guests.

No acknowledgment would be complete without grateful thanks

to cast and crew, orchestra and chorus, for the shared heroics of

"putting on a play." That it all began with words on paper is one of

the marvels of the process, as it grows to encompass every level of

participation.

John M. Blauer

Rod McManigal
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Composer s Note

"Will you write your Pompeii music in Italian style ?" I was asked.

"Guess you will be doing a lot of research on early Roman music ?"

About then I thought perhaps I should stick to Low Jinks and leave

the heavier lifting to more scholarly types. But my Harvard Dic-

tionary of Music, under its heading Rome, admitted that "a full

account of what little is known about the music of the ancient

Romans can be found under Christian Chants." Our heaviest dic-

tionary further revealed that Pompeii was "buried by an eruption of

nearby Mount Vesuvius in a.d. 79." Now, at least I knew how early

we're talking about.

Feeling that, if nobody had written anything much about ancient

Roman music, I could hardly be faulted for not following its style

and character. So, with my research in hand, I concluded that it

should be a sobering enough experience to get the music written in

Santa Rosa, California-style and that I'd better get to it.

The Grove Play, as Bohemians know, consists of a story usually

historical in theme that, from time to time, is interrupted by the

music. An over-simplification of course. The Grove Play is an im-

possibly complex production involving hundreds of people, the tip

of the volcano (in this case) being the marvelous spectacle we see and

hear. A joy it is to be part of it.

Pompeii's music consists of fifteen songs which will be sung by

some of our best soloists along with members of the Club Chorus-

all accompanied by the Bohemian Club Symphony Orchestra. Rod

McManigal and John Blauer, our authors, have prepared thoughtful

lyrics for me to fit music to. It's a wonderful job but somebody has

to do it. The "Santa Rosa Style" is to think the lyric through

syllable by syllable, say the words over and over until the song writes
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itself. Much better than working at it. Rod and I had our first

meeting on the music during the first weekend of last year's Grove

encampment. Rod had twelve lyrics prepared (along with a sug-

gestion by Director Tom Tyrrell that the first act could be looked at

further). Rod went back to work and I got going on the music, and

by Grove's end the songs were pretty much done. Two of the newly

completed songs expired with the first act while Tom and Rod ex-

panded a characterization for whom Rod wrote three lovely new

lyrics. Later we all agreed that our principal character was under-

songed so Rod went back to the board and, ninety-two bars later,

we had another big lyric to work on.

It should be said that the real work to do with music for a Grove

Play (or for any major show) involves preparing the music for the

orchestra—the orchestrations, as they're referred to. Although song-

writers abound, active Club orchestrators are few— Earl Zindars,

Jack Rogers, Bill Stafford and a few others of us. (My chance to say

"Let's hear it for the arrangers!") My own special thanks to Jack

Rogers, who is assisting with orchestrations involving the Chorus

for the 1989 Grove Play, Potnpeiil

David A. Bowman
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SCENE

I

A darkened stage. Tiny lights scattered up the hillside. A town awakening on the

slope of a great mountain, and along the shore beside a tranquil sea. As the music

rises, a great thunderclap sounds and reverberates through the town, and a light,

from on high, stabs down and illimiinates a noble statue, that of Jupiter, in the

town square bordering the sea.

Voice ofJupiter

Hear me, mortals!

I am Jupiter, god most high I

Among all the gods, chief am I

!

Your play is about me .'

And about men,

Playthings of the gods

!

As Jupiter speaks, lights up slowly, and men, women, children, singly and in

groups, are seen arrested on their way, holding their small lamps, in the rever-

berant sway of the great voice of the god most high.

Voice ofJupiter (cont.)

See you now Pompeii,

Where I hold sway I

Homage is due me
From all who dwell here

!

Fortunes rise, or fall,

As I decree

!

3
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The advancing light reveals a town square, a temple to the god Jupiter, market

stalls, the business of a town now stirring. Individuals and small groups advance

with offerings of fruits, grain, wine, which they place before the statue, and then

move on. In the foreground of a row of stalls across the square from the statue

and temple can be seen the stalls of the blacksmith, Marcus, and the grain-seller,

Caius. Marcus, and his son, Flavius, are discovered, kneeling before the great

statue.

Voice ofJupiter (cont.)

Look now, for his brief instant,

On Marcus, the blacksmith,

Proud provider for his young son

!

He holds me in proper fear I

Do you not, Marcus

!

Marcus and Flavius rise, cross to Marcus's stall.

Marcus (to Flavius)

Make peace with the gods, son ! And live at peace with your neigh-

bor. Eh, Caius!

Caius (at his stall)

You're a good neighbor, Marcus. But a noisy one

!

Marcus laughs, directs his son into his stall, picks up a hammer, and a pair of

tongs. He pulls a red-hot bar of iron from the hearth, and begins to beat it into

shape on his anvil, as he sings.

Song: A MAN IS HAP
Marcus

A man is hap-

py when the issue

of his bed

(beat)

Gives him a son!

(heat)

Gives him a son!

(beat)
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A man is hap-

py when his lit-

tle hoy isJed!

(beat)

When day is done!

{beat)

When day is done!

(beat)

His sweat has won

A good life for his son!

(beat)

A man is hap-

py when the work

he's made to do

(beat)

knocks on his door!

(beat)

knocks on his door!

(beat)

A man is hap-

py when his ham-

mer's swinging true!

(beat)

And swings some more!

(beat)

And swings some more!

(beat)

When day is done!

(beat)

When day is done!

(beat)
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His sweat has won!

Si good life for his son!

(heat)

A muffled drum takes up the beat of the hammer, and a funeral procession moves

slowly across the upper stage. The bereaved staggers forward, his ash-smeared

face a ghastly white, his hair in wild abandon, the body of his beloved borne by

four slaves who stagger mindlessly under the burden. A small group of mourners

follows the drummer, moving slowly, raggedly off. Marcus pauses in his work

and looks on, as Flavius emerges from the stall, and gazes at the cortege.

Flavins

What is it, Father ?

Marcus

The pestilence, son. It strikes whom it will I The gods protect us and

our humble home

!

Flavius

What is the pestilence ?

Marcus (to Caius)

Caius ! The boy asks, what is the pestilence ?

Caius

Who can tell him but the gods

!

Two priests emerge from behind Jupiter's statue, approach the market stalls.

First Priest

Marcus I Alms for the poor ! Caius ! Alms to assure your house the

protection of the gods

!

Second Priest

Alms for the poor and the sick ! The gods bring you good fortune .'

Give alms I

Marcus

I am a poor man myself! A blacksmith!

6
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First Priest

Give alms! Sickness and death are visited on the unbeliever!

Caius (to Second Priest)

Here ! Take this basket of grain. I have no silver, but I can give grain

for bread.

Caius pours grain into a basket, hands basket to Second Priest.

Marcus

I gave a prayer to the gods today, at first light ! I can give you strokes

of a hammer ! What more do you want ?

Caius

Marcus! You are too stubborn! Don't defy the gods! Give to the

priests from your purse

!

First Priest

The pestilence can steal your child from you ! Jupiter is all-powerful

!

Second Priest

Give, to secure the blessing of the god most high

!

Marcus

Here I For my son ! Take what I have

!

Marcus reaches into the pocket of his leather apron, hands coin to First Priest.

Now be gone I Tomorrow my blacksmith's arms will earn another

day's wages.

Two Priests

Jupiter will smile on you ! The gods will smile on you

!

The Voice of Jupiter laughs, and echoes the words of the Two Priests.

Voice ofJupiter

Jupiter will smile on you ! The gods will smile on you

!

Two Priests move upstage in dumbshow, solicit another stall. A thunderclap,

and sudden light flashes, as the funeral procession, the drum, the lamentation,

are seen and heard again, more distantly, on the hillside, and the Two Priests
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move oflF. A brisk trio of men, doubling the drumbeat of the funeral procession,

marches into the market square : the Tax Collector, and Two Soldiers. The trio

halts. The Tax Collector reads from a scroll.

Tax Collector

Hear ye, hear ye

!

For failure to pay their just taxes,

In the levy on every citizen

By the noble Praefectus of Pompeii,

Their goods and chattels

Shall be confiscate

:

Marcus, the blacksmith;

Balagmus, the wine-seller;

Silvio, the sandal-maker—

Caius (steppingforward, interrupting)

But Marcus is an honest man, and good

!

Tax Collector

Are you Marcus ? What extenuations do you plead ?

Marcus (Tlavius beside him)

None. I earn what I can. Talk to the priests .' You want the gods to

strike me down ?

Tax Collector

Rome gives us our orders I Tell your tales to Rome .' You have until

tonight, Marcus, because your neighbor speaks well of you. To-

night ! Twelve hours ! Or your goods are confiscate .'

Tax Collector and Two Soldiers stop before another stall, grab an unhappy

Tradesman, and march him off.

Marcus (holding Flavius)

And this is the gods' protection ? Priests are no better than thieves!

Who will take care of my son ? Caius—where can I turn ?

As Marcus speaks, a procession of barbarian Slaves shuffles, in chains, across the

stage, escorted by Guards with swords, whips. One wild and powerful Barbarian

in a fur tunic, bare-armed and bare-legged, struggles against his chains.

8
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Guard One

Where is the blacksmith? This savage has pulled a link in his

struggle ! He is almost free

!

Caius

Here is the blacksmith, Marcus!

Captain of Guards

Here, you, Marcus ! Secure this beast! He will give us a great battle

in the Arena, on the next Feast Day!

Marcus thrusts Flavius aside, takes up his hammer, as the Slaves are marched

and shoved to his stall. The Barbarian is held by Two Guards, but is still virtually

unmanageable.

Captain of Guards

Hold him! Hold him!

The Barbarian leaps for the throat of the Captain of Guards, overpowers him,

throws him to the ground. The Captain of Guards cries out. Marcus springs for-

ward, dropping his hammer, seizes the Barbarian, wrestles him down, pins him

to the ground in spite of his cries and struggle. With the Two Guards holding,

Marcus then helps the Captain of Guards to his feet.

Marcus

Here now. You're all right ?

Captain of Guards

The murderous savage ! Hammer him tight

!

Marcus picks up his hammer, grabs the chain, and hammers the sprung link to

renewed security on his anvil.

Captain of Guards (recovering)

You have amazing strength, Blacksmith! Have you thought of

fighting in the Games ? You could be rich

!

Marcus

I work at my forge.
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Captain of Guards

There is silver in those muscles of yours ! Silver and gold I Here, a

purse for your trouble I And seek out the Master of the Games

!

Hands purse to Marcus. Exeunt, whips cracking, Captain, Guards, procession

of Slaves.

Marcus

Silver! Caius! Silver!

He thrusts his hand into the purse, pulls out coins, lets them jingle in his hand.

He laughs exultantly.

My taxes are paid ! By muscle ! These arms of mine ! This is no god's

work, but my own I Ah ! Flavius

!

Flavius laughs, hugs his father.

So, Caius, shall I toss aside my hammer ? Shall I be a gladiator ? And

tear at the throats of savages ?

Flavius

No man in the vv^orld is stronger than you, Father!

Marcus chuckles and opens his arms, and Flavius leaps into them. Marcus and

Flavius exit.

Caius (calling after them)

Yes ! You will be rich ! And you vv^iU forget your old friends in the

market

!

Jupiter laughs, as the thunder rolls again, low and ominous, rising. The stage

darkens. Spot on Jupiter, as he sings.

Song: LAUGHTER'S THE FATE
Jupiter

The light and the dark

Amuse me so

!

Igniting a spark

When I choose its glow

!

I play with the ebb and flow

!

Mortals amuse me so

!

lo
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I fashion a joy-

Can it last? We'll see!

It smashed— just a toy

Of catastrophe

!

I play with the ebb and flow

!

Mortals amuse me so

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha

!

Laughter's the fate

Of the state of man

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha I

Laughter comes after-

It's part of the plan

!

A treasure in gold—

Their hearts' desire

!

Each pleasure is sold

With my darts of fire

!

In a race to embrace their ends,

Mortals destroy their friends

!

A feast of delights

Unlocks their will I

Their beast appetites

For rocks and swill

!

For diamonds and wine they kill

!

Hungering, hungering still

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha

!

Laughter's the fate

Of the state of man

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha

!

Laughter comes after-

It's part of the plan

!

II
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Gold tiles and bright stones

Build their mansions steep

:

But it's piles of old bones

That are planted deep

!

Their fortunes still come and go

!

And it's I who arrange it so!

These playthings and pawns

And their puny game

:

Each day when it dawns

Is designed the same I

Victory means "to kill!"

But death is the victor still

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha

!

Laughter's the fate

Of the state of man

!

Ho ho ho ho ha ha ha

!

Laughter comes after-

It's part of the plan

!

I play with the ebb and flow

!

Mortals amuse me so

!

An oflFstage trumpet flourish, and a great crowd roar is heard, and repeated, of an

audience, thrilled, at a combat in the Arena. A noisy Crowd, ragged, swelling,

enters, Marcus at its center, dressed as a gladiator, sweating, striding triumph-

antly. Beside him is his son, Flavius, escorted by a grizzled slave, Simonides.

The crowd calls out: "Marcus! Marcus!" and encircles its hero. Marcus dips his

hand into a fat purse he is carrying, and tosses coins to the Crowd, as people leap

and scurry for the coins, exuberant, raucous, cheering, calling again and again,

"Marcus! Marcus!" Marcus waves them away happily, and they disperse,

clutching their coins. Marcus stops before Caius at his stall.

Marcus

Weil, Caius! Do I forget you?
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Cains

Forget me? Indeed you do not, Marcus? But my neighbor black-

smith no more ! A gladiator and a hero ! Throughout Pompeii

!

Marcus

Prayers and offerings, Caius, are for the weak ! See what my brawling

has bought me! A tutor for my son! A slave, yes, but a teacher and

philosopher ! Simonides, meet Caius, my friend, and an honest man

!

Caius

Your master worked beside me, there.

Marcus

He is from Greece, and the trade routes are at his fingertips. And he

knows the ways of the wind, and the seas. Do you not, Simonides

!

And the stories of all the gods, whom the priests tell us roam the

heavens, the old gods and the new ! Eh, Flavius I Forget the gods.

But study well, and learn all that your tutor knows!

Flavius

But I don't want to know so much. Father

!

Simonides

Nor did I, my boy, when I was your age! But knowledge comes,

unasked, in the buffeting of time

!

Marcus

What he means, son, is that only a stupid man is struck twice by the

same fist! You'll learn fast enough! And until you do, I'll be there

to see that any who bruise you pay dearly for their trouble ! A man

makes his own way in this world ! In defiance of the gods

!

Enter Fortunata, a blind fortune-teller, chanting in sing-song.

Fortunata

Buy my visions ! Buy my visions

!

Show your hand to the inner eye of Fortunata

!

One piece of silver, and the future is yours

!
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Song: BUY MY VISIONS
Fortunata

Buy my visions

!

A coin in my hand I

No more is your future

Concealed

!

Buy my visions

!

A coin in my hand

!

Your door to the future

Revealed

!

(^spoken)

A brave man stands before me I Confused ]

A brave man ! Strong

!

And a child! A boy! Blind to his future!

Rich or poor ! Child into man

!

Can his father help him find his way ?

(sung)

Look ahead

!

In the dark

!

There's a Fate

At each turning

!

In your hand

There's a mark

!

Not too late

To be learning

What the Fates

Have in store

!

Is it less ?

Is it more ?

Just say "Yes!"

To the story I tell

!

One piece of silver

Your fortune assures

!

14
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One piece of silver!

The future is yours

!

Marcus

Offwith you, gypsy crone .' I care nothing for your dusty prophecies I

I make my own fortune and ask nothing of god or man

!

Fortunata (song cont.)

Look ahead

!

In the light

Of a blind

Person's vision

!

To the left ?

To the right ?

How to find

Your decision ?

What the Fates

Have in store

!

Is it less ?

Is it more ?

Just say "Yes!"

To the vision I see

!

Flavius

I want to hear her, Father ! Maybe we will be rich

!

Simonides

She is a woman from the East. She knows the old ways of the en-

chanters !

Fortunata {song cont.)

Buy my visions I

A coin in my hand

!

The world of the future

Revealed

!

Your door to the future

Revealed

!
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One piece of silver

Your future assures

!

One piece of silver!

The future is yours

!

Flavius

Let her tell your fortune, Father!

Marcus (thrusting out his hand)

Well enough, then! For my son, to amuse him! But mark you,

Flavius ! It is money thrown away

!

Fortunata takes Marcus's hand, traces his palm with her fingers, and throwing

her head back, as though in a trance, croons, then speaks clearly, gripped by her

vision.

Fortunata

I see gold, beckoning you to the East! To Judaea ! I see fierce battles,

and gold ! And a great man, the greatest, beckoning ! I see a man who

is your salvation, and he gives you freely of his power! I see new gods

rise, and the old gods tumble ! I see all the world burning, in terror

!

No! Do not look at what I see ! And yes! yes! I see your son, grown

to a man! carried in a golden cloud, and borne away, free!

Marcus (dryly)

And for that, Flavius, I part with good silver! I hope it is worth a

chuckle to you

!

Flavius

She frightens me. Father ! Hold me tight

!

Marcus (handing thefortune-teller a coin)

Off with you, woman ! You give my son bad dreams

!

Fortunata (moving off, still in her trance)

Carried in a golden cloud, and borne away, free! Judaea! A great

man, the greatest man, the greatest man in Judaea ! is your salvation

!

Exit Fortunata.
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Manns

Caius ! Can it be that she speaks true ? You know I have a contract

for all that goes on now, in the Arena. I need fresh horses, for the

pageants and the games ! Fresh horses from Arabia .' Why not ! They

are the world's best! That's it! Come with me, Caius, to the East!

I'll have a ship made ready, in the harbor! Come with me, yes ?

Caius

But why so far from Pompeii ? I am a man of the earth, of growing

things, here, near my own hearth.

Marcus

And good at accounts, and an honest man! The world is full of

thieves. I've known you, Caius, in good times and bad! Come!

Stand beside me

!

Caius

You are a rough persuader, but a good one ! With you I'll go I

Marcus

Go with Simonides, secure the ship. You, Simonides, see that all is

on board. Warm clothes for Flavius ! And books for the voyage ! You

will teach us the ways of the stars at night ! And the battles of the

gods who swing above our lives, in the blackness! And what you

don't know, you can fabricate! We'll be none the wiser! And sleep

as soundly, when the watch is done

!

(Laughs heartily)

Flavius

I like it when you laugh like that, Father!

Marcus

You'll learn to laugh at the gods, too, Son! Come! We're off to the

fabled East

!
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Song: GOLD IN THE RISING SUN
Principals & Crew

Gold in the rising sun

!

Battling, a fortune won

!

Battling, victorious!

Destiny, glorious!

Fortune for everyone

!

Horses of Araby—

Riding to victory

!

Gods ! give a sign to us

!

Mild seas, be kind to us!

Sail on the wine-dark sea

!

Marcus

Farewell, Pompeii!

Till another day

!

On a ship with treasure laden

!

Caius

Farewell, sweet land

!

To a foreign strand

For fine horses we'll be trading

!

Marcus (at pierside, spoken)

Aboard! Swiftly now! The tide will not wait! Into my arms, son!

Leap for it! Simonides! On board! Come, Caius! A new adventure

beckons ! In the East

!

All (sung)

Gold in the rising sun

!

Battling, a fortune won

!

Battling, victorious!

Destiny, glorious!

Fortune for everyone

!

As all on board sing, the ship unfurls a blue sail, with gold sunburst, and sails

across lower stage to exit.

End Scene One
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Scenic Bridge: Lights fade to black. A peal of thunder, roIHng away, and flashes

of lightning, flickering, as darkness falls. Rolling thunder segues into amplified

laughter: Jupiter is amused, and then speaks, as lights up on his statue.

Voice ofJupiter

Mortals,

Made for our amusement

!

Calamity to joy

And back again to calamity!

(Laughs)

And this blacksmith, Marcus,

Whom I have transformed

!

He makes his own destiny

In defiance of the gods ?

(Laughs)

Let him ponder his fortune

When all is done

!

Lights cross-fade to Jerusalem. An Assembly Hall, Upper Level, as Voice of

Jupiter continues.

Give him fair winds,

A following sea . . .

Judaea

!

Soothsayers foretell

It is the place

Where the new god will be born

!

(Sardonic laughter)
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SCENE

2

Judaea. Jerusalem. The court room of Pontius Pilate. Guards, Merchants, Citi-

zens, a crowd assembled.

Bailiff

Hear ye! Hear ye! Sitting in judgment, arise and pay homage to

Pontius Pilate! Proconsul! The right hand of Caesar! Military

Governor to the Eastern Territories ! Benign judge at the quarterly

trials now called into session. Arise I

All rise. Bailiff turns to address Pontius Pilate, who advances toward the dais.

BaiUff{cont.)

All in Jerusalem await your judgment and your wisdom, O most

noble lord

!

Pontius Pilate (gesturing indolently)

Yes, yes.

Sergeant-at-Arms

First case. Taxes levied and unpaid, taxes due to Rome for its gen-

erous protection of our lands and licenses ! Rashid, merchant of tea

and spices, come forward

!

Guards

Rashid! Rashid!

An Arab Merchant, Rashid, is pushed and shoved by Guards, who move with

him across stage, through the throng.
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Guards

Move there! Out of the way! Make room! Move, I say!

To Rasliid, at dais:

Down on your knees

!

Rashid kneels, as, climbing the dais, turning to face the assembly, is Pontius

Pilate, who settles into the golden chair. Beside him, a Secretary. At this moment,

Marcus bursts in, Lower Level, rushes forward to foot of stairs to Upper Level.

There his way is blocked by Two Roman Guards, with crossed swords.

Guard One

Halt ! Citizen ! and withdraw

!

Marcus

Stand aside ! I have urgent business with the Proconsul ! I have been

directed to his office

!

The Crowd murmurs, stirs, turns, presses forward.

Sergeant-at-Arms

Order! Order!

Guard One to Marcus

Oh ! And who directed you ? We go by rules here

!

Guard Two (gestures with his broadsword)

Rules, or steel

!

Marcus (aroused)

No one threatens me

!

Marcus parries with his bare arm, sends Guard Two sprawling.

Guard One

Alarm ! Alarm

!

Marcus pulls Guard Two to his feet, pins his arm behind him, grabs Guard One

with his other arm, proceeds to march them before him up the stairs, over their

shouts and protestations. Other Guards appear, from the wings, runmng. A

Captain of Guards enters.
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Captain of Guards

Quiet there, below

!

Marcus, flush with his own strength, thrusts Guard One and Two down, at the

feet of the Captain of Guards.

Marcus

No one threatens me with steel

!

Captain of Guards

State your business. And quietly! Court is in session! The Proconsul

becomes annoyed, when behavior is unseemly.

Sergeant-at-Arms

Order! Order! or we will clear the court!

Guards One and Two crawl to one side, and pick themselves up.

Marcus

I am Marcus, the gladiator, from Pompeii. You have heard of me.

I am here to see Pontius Pilate, your Proconsul, the greatest man in

Judaea

!

Pontius Pilate (amused, descendingfrom dais)

And you have heard of me, apparently. How many of my men have

you destroyed ?

Marcus (suddenly humble)

None, my General ! None

!

Kneels and rises, amazed.

Yes ! A fortune-teller saw you in my hand ! It is as she said ! Fortune

spills from your shoulders like a shower of gold

!

Song: FORTUNE SPILLS FROM YOUR SHOULDERS
Marcus

Fortune spills from your shoulders

Like a shower of gold

!

All the rays of the sun

Grown bolder

!

True I A glory foretold

!
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In my hand is my fortune!

Marked in the web of my days

!

I need no gods to declare

My fortune

!

My heart sings full in your praise .'

Serve you I always will I

While the heavens are blue

!

Let fortune shine

Upon me still

And I'll make fortune shine on you

!

How resplendent your station

!

A light that rivals the sun

!

A gypsy woman's

Strange incantation

And now, my fortune's begun!

Pilate

Rather nice ! It's a tune that stays in the head. But why does Marcus,

the gladiator, known throughout the Empire, kneel before Pontius

Pilate, Proconsul, expiring from heat and boredom in an obscure

eastern province ?

To Captain of Guards

:

Captain, I think we can return your men to their posts. I have

Marcus the gladiator to protect me from my own sense of in-

adequacy.

Captain of Guards silently gestures to Guards. All Guards, and the Captain of

Guards, withdraw.

Pilate (cont.^

And now, Marcus? This interruption is diverting, but I do have

duties, tedious as they may be.

Indicates throng behind him in assembly hall

2-3
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Marcus

My General—

Secretary (^interrupting)

Address the Proconsul as "Excellency"

!

Pilate (raising his hand)

But I like "my General"! One gets so little—what can I call it-

affection .'

Marcus (tentatively)

Excellency—

Pilate

Yes, perhaps that is better, after all. There are forms of address, even

in this dusty outpost of Rome I But do go on.

Secretary

The Court proceedings—you have urgent dispatches.

Pilate

Quite. But courts can wait. Perhaps, Marcus, we can draw aside for

a moment, yes ?

To Secretary:

Would you repeat for our distinguished if unexpected guest the text

of the latest urgent dispatch.

Secretary

Excellency ?

Pilate

Don't stand there like a dunce! What were you telling me, only an

hour ago, about our honored ally, Herod, and his band of brigands ?

Mark this, Marcus.

Secretary (pulling dispatchfrom file)

"A band of Ammonites has penetrated the border of the eastern

front, and made off with horses and livestock, and burned two vil-
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lages. Forces in pursuit were cut down, and the thieves escaped."

Excellency—

Pilate

What do you think of that, my gladiator ? It's not enough that the

Jews give us trouble, always bickering! You, who rule by strength—

which I much admire—how would you rule these brigands ?

Marcus

I would do anything for you. Excellency. You are my salvation

!

Pilate

I think we can help each other! Leave us, Secretary. And perhaps a

small recess, in the court?

Secretary

Excellency—

Pilate

Leave us.

Exit Secretary, via stairs. Dumbshow to Bailiff.

Bailiff

The court will stand in recess until called.

Crowd murmurs, squats. Some leave, as

:

Pilate (cont.)

Ah ! And now to harness that strength of yours to a little guile ! Eh,

Marcus ! But wait ! Surely you came to Judaea for other purposes

than simply to stare at the fortune—you put it so charmingly— "the

fortune that spills from my shoulders like a shower of gold"

!

Marcus

Indeed, Excellency. I came seeking horses. Fine Arabians. The best.

I have a contract for the Games, at the Arena, in Pompeii.
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Pilate

You rise in the world, my gladiator. So now you command horse-

flesh, as well as the lives of men .' And have you perchance heard of

the horses of the Ammonites ? Fleet of foot as the eagles of the air ?

Marcus

Ah I How far is this Ammonite nuisance ? And how many men ? My
forces are small—

Pilate

I have observed your forces, my gladiator ! And speaking informally,

you understand, quite wM-officially—do draw aside: you will under-

stand my need for discretion in this matter—I have felt it necessar)'

to accumulate a small band of superb cutthroats. Thev would be

overjoyed to be put at your disposition.

Marcus

Good ! I promise to exercise them well

!

Pilate

Now as to payment? The Ammonite tieasuiy is notable. Those

horsethieves have sacked many temples—there is much gold. You

are not averse to gold ?

Marcus

The prophec)' ! You are fulfilling the prophec}'

!

Pilate

Ah, yes ! Showers of gold ! But divided equally, shall ^^•e say ? Or

almost equally. My expenses, I am sure you will understand, are

somewhat greater than your own. And. after all, the fine .\rabian

horses will be free.

Marcjis

The greatest man in Judaea will be my salvation I It is as she saw it,

in my hand

!

Pilate

Await me in my private chamber. Your hand, and my hand, to-

gether .' My gladiator

!
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Marcus

My General,

They exchange a formal handshake. Pilate ascends stairs, gestures to BaihfF to

resume session.

Bailiff

All rise

!

Crowd murmurs, stirs, rises. Marcus holds. Lights to Black.

End Scene Two

Scenic Bridge: Music segues to sounds of battle, galloping horses, clashing weap-

ons, cries. Lightning flickers and flashes, thunder rolls.

Voice ojJuniper

Oh I There is amusement in these mortals ! Give something ! Take

something away! Do your ragged fortune-tellers think they can

penetrate the light and darkness of my designs ? Mortals .' Do you

not know that hearts I have given you, and they can break .'

Song: DREAMS I HAVE GIVEN YOU
Jupiter

Dreams

I have given you

To ease your pain

!

Dreams

You are given to

And dream again

!

You deceive

Yourself dreaming

A fortune's share!

But you leave

Fortune's scheming

In death's

De-

spair!
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I'm the god

Supreme

!

I'm the god

Who controls your dream

!

I'm the power that makes!

And the power that takes

All you have

!

All your have

Is from me

!

I'm the god

Of your destiny

!

Hearts

I have given you

And they can break

!

Hearts

That are given to

The fate I make

!

You believe

That you manage

Your destiny,

But you grieve

At the damage

That comes

From

Me!

I'm the god

Supreme

!

I'm the god

Who controls your dream

!

I'm the power that makes!

And the power that takes

All you have

!
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All you have

Is from me

!

I'm the god

Of your destiny!
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SCENE

3

Judaea. A village inn. Simonides, Caius, Flavius (the boy) discovered. The two

men are kneeUng over a cot, on which the boy hes motionless. It is night, and

dark, except for their lamp.

Caius

The boy breathes still ! See, his little chest

!

Simonides

But he does not hear .' Flavius I Flavius I Three whole days now ! He

does not stir .'

Simonides takes a cloth, dips it in a basin, and bathes Flavius's forehead and

hands.

Caius

His poor father I Marcus's terrible fortune in the boy he loves I May

the gods spare him the loss of his dear son

!

Enter Marcus, triumphant, carrying a flaming torch, in battle gear, torn, but

fiercely exultant.

Marcus

Showers of gold .' I have met him ! Our fortunes are made I Flavius .'

Caius I But what is this ! My boy .' My boy

!

Marcus rushes to the cot, and thrusts in next to his son.

Who did this ? What happened ? Flavius

!

Marcus thrusts the torch into Simonides's hands, picks up Flavius, wrapped in

his bedclothes, as Simonides and Caius speak together.
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Simonides

A horse broke away—

Caius

—went wild—

Simonides

-the child fell-

Caius

—the hoof struck his forehead—

Marcus

But he lives ? My son I My son ! A physician ? Innkeeper .' Why have

you not sought aid? A physician? Salves? Ointments? Innkeeper!

Enter Innkeeper, stumbling out of sleep, carrying lantern.

Innkeeper

You called ? What hour is this ? What is the matter ? The child is

no better ?

Caius

Here is the boy's father—

Marcus

Where is there help ? A physician ? Why have you done nothing for

my son—

Innkeeper

There is no help nearer than Jerusalem.

Marcus

None ? My boy is dying

!

Innkeeper

Yelling gets you nothing! There is a healer, a beggar, who has a

swarm of the lame and the ill gathered round him. But a beggar,

who must ask for every crust of bread—
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Marcus

Where is this healer ? Take me there .'

Caius

He is of no consequence ! He mutters prayers, he strokes the lame

with his hands-

Simon I J^5

He has no medicines—

Marcus

Take me to this healer ! I will pay him whatever he requires ! My
son is dying ! Hurry ! Lead me there

!

Exeunt Innkeeper, Marcus, carrying Flavius, Caius, Simonides.

End Scene Three

Music Bridge: Instrumental to choral.
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SCENE

4

Judaea. A hillside near the village. Night. Figures can be seen, huddled, clus-

tered : the lame, the elderly, the weak and blind.

Song: AS ALL OUR DAYS WE SING YOUR PRAISE

Chorus

As all our days

We sing your praise,

O, Master of all healing!

Your gift of love

From God above,

A gift of life revealing

!

As the huddled worshippers sing, one, then another, on a crutch, hobbling,

reaching out a crippled arm, moves toward a slender bearded Figure, in the con-

centrated light, on the hillside. Marcus, carrying Flavius, and Caius, Simonides,

Innkeeper can be seen approaching the group out of the darkness, into the circle

of light. Their figures are absorbed into the cluster of worshippers.

Chorus (cont.)

You lead us ways

Where light amazing

Shows the path to glory .'

We live to share

Your simple prayer

In love's unending story!
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Our bread we offer you,

Our wine and substance, too:

Immaculate, your gaze

Enlightens all our days

!

Your gift of love

From God above,

A gift of life revealing,

And all our days

We sing your praise,

O, Master of all healing!

Instrumental Chorus continues as worshippers, in ones and twos, move off,

following the bearded Figure. Grouped on the hill are Marcus, Caius, Simonides,

Innkeeper, and the boy Flavius, who now stands, awake, dazzled, beside his

father. A Disciple of the Healer detaches himself firom the throng, approaches

Marcus, responding to Marcus's call.

Marcus

Here, you! You know this Man of Healing? He works miracles!

How can I repay—

Disciple (raising his hand in protest)

The Master's healing art is a gift—

Marcus (interrupting)

A gift ? But he works miracles ! Look at my son ! Restored to me

!

Disciple

It is a blessing of our Lord—

Marcus

Nonsense ! Here ! Take this gold piece ! It comes to you from Marcus

the Gladiator! I pay my just debts! As I fight my own battles!

Disciple (rejecting coin; moving off, to rejoin the throng)

Love thy brother as thyself! Love thy brother . . .

Alusic swells, as lights fade to black.

End Scene Four
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SCENE

5

As Scene Three.

Enter, Main Stage, Innkeeper with a lamp, Marcus, holding the hand of a bright

and happy Flavius, followed quickly by Caius, Simonides. Cot of previous Inn

scene remains. Marcus sits his son down on the cot, turns to Innkeeper.

Marcus

Innkeeper ! You at least must accept the gratitude of Marcus ! Here

!

Take the gold piece I would have given that Healer fellow! And

thank you for your guidance this night! My son's himself again

!

Marcus hands coin from purse to Innkeeper.

Innkeeper

You are most generous, noble sir! But I did have no certainty of the

beggar's powers—

Marcus

If the poor beggar comes this way again, give him shelter, and a

square meal, knowing that Marcus has paid you well I He performed

a miracle with a touch of his hands

!

Innkeeper

Thank you, thank you, most noble sir!

Exit Innkeeper.

Simonides (to Flavius)

Oh ! my dear child ! You gave us such a fright ! You must sleep now—
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Marcus

I don't care if the boy never shuts his eyes again I But look after him,

Simonides ! My precious child .' How the gods are merciful .' Caius,

you won't believe

!

Caius

Believe ? I shall believe any miracle, after what I have seen .'

Marcus

Wait! Wait, until you see the treasure I have won ! It will take you

a month to tally our riches ! A treasure in gold ! And horses ! Many
horses.' Noble steeds! We shall need more ships! We must be oflF,

at the first light

!

Marcus turns to Flavius:

Oh ! my dear son ! Flavius ! Restored to me

!

Flavius

I had a dream, Father ! It was dark ! And then it was so bright ! Like

the sun

!

Simonides

The gods were smiling, my boy

!

Marcus

Indeed they are smiling now ! Caius, I leave you in charge. Make all

good speed to the port, and I shall meet you there, with a treasure

in gold, in four days* time.

Caius

As you will, Marcus. We shall await you. But where will you be ?

Marcus

I have urgent business in Jerusalem ! This fortune to share ! With

our benefactor! Flavius, you remember the fortune-teller! She

spoke true I Simonides ! I charge you—look after the boy

!

Exit Marcus, with torch. Others hold. Lights fade to black.

End Scene Five

Music Bridge: Theme : Gold in the Rising Sun.
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SCENE

6

Jerusalem. Anteroom to the Court of Pontius Pilate. Lights up on Upper Level,

spilling to Main Stage, foot of stairs. Marcus is discovered. Main Stage. Beside

the staircase are four Porters, paired, guarding two great chests filled with gold

ornaments, candelabra, wine cups encrusted with precious stones, flagons, gob-

lets, basins. The chests are covered with cloths. Enter Secretary, followed by

Pontius Pilate.

Pilate

Water ! A basin .' I teel unclean ! I wash my hands of the whole affair

!

Secretary signals, calls to Attendants, who scurry in with a stand, a basin, a cloth,

a pitcher of water. Pilate sings as he ritually washes his hands, Attendant pouring

water, another Attendant holding cloth to dry his hands.

Song: I WASH MY HANDS
Pilate

Rabble— they're all rabble

!

Their cries a meaningless shout

!

Why soil my hands

Over pointless demands

Whose outcome is never in doubt

!

Babble—they all babble!

They clamor against their own priests

!

Now his praises they sing

:

He's their beggar, their king-

On a donkey, the king of the beasts!
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Let him be a king—

A self-styled king!

A beggar in threadbare attire J

Wearing a robe that he's washed in the mire I

Let him wear a crown—

A self-made crown

!

Of twigs and vineleaves and such I

Let him drink wine till he's drunk too much .'

Rabble—rw/f the rabble I

From the top of a middle-sized hill

!

Let him hang where he stands I

I wash my hands

!

Pause. Spoken: Music behind:

Yet why does his face haunt me still I

Pilate discovers Marcus, gestures Secretary and Attendants to leave, with basin

and stand and pitcher. Pilate wipes his hands with cloth as he speaks, descending

to Marcus.

Pilate

You here, Marcus ? None the worse for wear ? How many do you

kill, in the course of a day ?

Marcus

Excellency— ?

Pilate

Oh, but you do it with your own hands I Honest hands ! A Governor

has other ways

!

Marcus

You are troubled, Excellency? But I bring good tidings! The raid

went well ! Your men were most efficient ! A treasure in gold ! And

splendid horses

!

Pilate

While I crucify an innocent man, because he threatens the world
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with love! I gave them their choice! They would rather have the

thief Barabbas loose among them ! Enough ! Where is the gold ?

Marcus

Before you, my General!

Gestures to Porters, who, at his sign, throw aside the cloths covering the chests.

Pilate

Ah! You are timely! Nothing distracts like a little unexpected

fortune

!

The two men inspect the great chests. Pilate picks up a flagon, holds it, turns it,

shining, in the light, symbolically toasts Marcus.

And which of these chests is mine ?

Marcus

As you choose, Excellency. A greater abundance is in this one. The

jewels are like blue flames!

Pilate

Ay I Yes ! Your honest hands are scrupulous ! Very well. Swiftly now,

you must be gone! We have pulled Herod's sting, eh, Marcus! You

that way, quickly! Leave the city by the West Gate. There's a crowd

in the streets, but that will help disguise your departure

!

Marcus

Truly, my General, you are my salvation

!

Pilate

How did that song go? "Fortune spills from your shoulders—"?

Never mind ! I shall remember you ! Guard your gold carefully

!

Marcus

After what I have done to get it, neither god nor man shall take it

from me

!

Exeunt Marcus, two Porters; Pilate, two Porters, as Music recalls "Gold in the

Rising Sun" theme. Lights fade to black.

E^td Scene Six
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SCENE

7

Jerusalem. A steep street. Music overlaid with sounds of crowd jostling, jeering,

market cries, camel bells, goat bells. Lights up slowly on hillside, as Marcus,

Porters and covered chest, try to make their way through an unruly throng

clogging the path. Ahead, crossing them, the Man of Healing staggers up the

path under the weight of the cross he is carrying. Behind him, a file of Penitents,

driven forward by Roman Soldiers wielding swords, spears, whips. One Disciple

urgently separates from the file, addresses Marcus.

Disciple

Save him .' You must save him

!

Marcus

Out of our way ! I have urgent cargo ! Step aside I

Disciple

Save him who returned your son to life

!

Marcus

What do you mean ? Be off!

Disciple

God has forgotten him! He will be crucified! Use your sword to

save him

!

Marcus pulls a golden goblet out from under cover of chest, thrusts it into

Disciple's hand.
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Marcus

The gods save those who save themselves! Gold unlocks every door!

Let gold be his salvation

!

Exeunt from hillside path Marcus, two Porters, as Penitents continue to wind

slowly up hill, goaded by Roman Soldiers and the throng. Disciple stands,

looking after Marcus, holding goblet helplessly.

End Scene Seven

Scenic Bridge: Lightnmg, thunderclap. Lights up on Statue ot Jupiter.

Voice ofJupiter

Mortals ! You would replace me with dreams of love ? Does a puny

new god, a god of beggars and nomads, think he can supplant me?

You are but grains of sand in a great wind! I make the seasons! I

make the oceans boil and the land wither! I bring the clouds of

locusts, that darken the sun ! The auguries of birds are the wings of

my bidding! My temples grow ever stronger; the ships on the sea's

bosom bend when I whisper, and lavish the treasures of the world

only on those who believe in me ! Playthings ! Mortals, in my sway

!

See you now Pompeii—the home of Marcus, who has risen still

higher in the world

!
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SCENE

8

Pompeii. The House of Marcus. Some years later. Lights up on Main Stage.

Caius, Scapulas (a sword-maker) discovered. Scapulus is showing a sword.

Scapulus

The finest Damascus steel. And worked in silver and gold, as Marcus

commissioned. Your young Master Flavius will be overjoyed. Such

a gift for his coming of age

!

Caius

Scapulus I You ask too much ! Six hundred pieces

!

Scapulus

What is six hundred pieces to Marcus ? Head of the Arena ? Richest

man in Pompeii .'

Enter Simonides, Flavius (a young man, now grown), conversing.

Scapulus

Here he comes .' Flavius ! What think you ? How do you like the heft

of this ?

Hands him sword.

Simonides

Careful, young Master! What is this, Caius ?

Flavius

It has wonderful balance ! Is it for Father

!
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Scapulus

It is for you!

Caius

Scapulus ! Your tongue is too loose !

Flavius

For me ? A sword ?

Caius

Your manhood's day approaches, Flavius. It was to be a surprise,

from your father.

Simonides

Does he want to make another gladiator of his son ?

Caius

It is a gentleman's sword .'

Flavius

I like it, Simonides! Feel it, how it weighs in the hand! And how

it shines

!

Enter Marcus, swiftly.

Marcus

There you are, Caius! I have wonderful news, from the port!

Scapulus! Ah! You have the sword, I see! Well, Son? Are you well

armed, for man's estate ? What do you think of it ?

Flavius

I like it. Father ! I feel like a noble

!

Marcus

Let me have the heft of it-

Marcus takes sword, flashes it, moves it playfully to his crotch.

A good weapon for man's battles, eh, Flavius? It's a splendid

weapon! Caius, pay Scapulus what he asks!

Marcus returns sword to Flavius, claps him on the back.
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Your pupil grows up, Simonides! Soon pretty faces will take his

thoughts off his books, yes ?

Caius pays Scapulus with purse, and Scapulus bows and exits.

Simonides

Love is of many kinds, Marcus.

Flavins

Hush, Simonides!

Marcus (laughing)

Soon you will meet and marry. And no harm in that, Son ! But first

!

I have news .' Pontius Pilate, the greatest man in Judaea—remember .'

—returns to Rome. And he stops here in Pompeii, today! To pay

his respects to me ! I learned it only this hour ! A messenger from the

port

!

Caius

Pontius Pilate in Pompeii, to see you ?

Marcus

And we shall give him a splendid reception! Tonight! And to-

morrow, I've told the Master of the Games, we must have a very

special show ! Would you like to fight in the Arena, Flavius, with

your new sword ?

Flavius

Father, you don't mean it!

Simonides

Of course he doesn't mean it!

Marcus

I didn't do battle with savage beasts and barbarians to give you

nothing but the same ! The day you fight in the Arena, Flavius, may

they throw me to the lions ! With the poor misguided Christians

!

Flavius

Father—dogs and lions and bears I can understand. But innocent

men and women, because they believe—
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Marcus interrupting)

Rome is a civilization! Surrounded by barbarians! I know! I have

fought them with my bare hands! But the Christians, those unbe-

lievers! Who enjoy our peace and prosperity—they refuse to bear

arms to protect us from the savage hordes

!

Flavius {protesting)

Father! I would not wish to kill a man, even if he were a barbarian.

I would try to teach him, as Simonides has taught me—

Marcus (interrupting)

If he's taught you to be spmeless, he has no place in my house ! If

those Christians are so noble, why do they hide, and hold their

meetings at night, in the dark, in hidden places ?

Flavius

When the alternative is a bloodthirsty lion in your Arena ? I would

hide, too. Father!

Marcus (sternly interrupting)

No more! We have had this conversation too many times! Enjoy

the wealth I provide you ! And ask no questions about how it arrives

on your plate ! A man makes his own fortune, as he can

!

Simonides

Be easy, Marcus ! A man makes his own choices ! And today you call

Flavius a man

!

Caius

Come, now, Marcus, if we are properly to entertain Pontius Pilate,

we must make plans—domestic arrangements—

Marcus (welcoming the diversion)

You're right! Come along, Caius! To the kitchens with me! I'm

sorry, Son, to speak harshly—

Flavius (embracing Marcus)

I'm sorry, too, Father. You have always been a generous father to me.
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Marcus

Enjoy your manhood, my son ! Choose her wisely

!

Exeunt, Marcus, Caius.

Flavins

Simonides, do I remember Pontius Pilate ? Did I meet him as a small

boy ? I met—I saw—^om^body ! I remember the light of his face as

though the heavens had opened to me

!

Song: HE WAS STANDING IN THE LIGHT
Flavius

He was standing in the light,

Light that made a day of night—

I don't remember,

I can't remember-

Why was everything so bright ?

Was he

The light ?

I felt the night receding ;

Weightless, I wandered far;

I knew a light was leading-

Light from the brightest star!

I was faint—my way so steep-

All I wanted was to sleep I

I don't remember,

I can't remember-

In my father's arms to sleep-

Why did

He weep ?

Simonides

I know the man you speak of
;

I knew his shining light

;

You lay tmconscious, weak—Love

Reached out to you through the night I
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Flavius (spoken)

It wasn't Pontius Pilate then ?

Simonides

He was standing in the light,

Light that made a day of night—

Flavius

Yes! I remember!

I do remember

!

Both

He made everything so bright

!

He was

The light

!

Flavius

Did you know him then ?

Simonides

I knew him only as a stranger, a Man of Healing. He could make the

blind see! He made you well!

Flavius

But you have never spoken to me of this

!

Simonides

Your father forbade us all to speak of it. Surely you know who your

healer was ! Some have called him the Christ—

Flavius (interrupting)

Who gave his beliefs to the poor, persecuted Christians? He made

me well ?

Simonides

But you do his work now ! Tonight ! Tomorrow

!

Flavius

Hush ! I have found a boat for them, Simonides ! To reach the island

you told me of! Outside Roman control ! Yes, it is arranged ! I would

save them all from the lions' jaws! But my ship is so small!
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Simonides

You are doing all that you can, I know I

Flavins

Yes ! Tomorrow .' We embark on the morning tide ! I must hurry and

prepare them for the hour we depart. They are counting on me

!

Simonides

Take your sword, Flavius! You play a dangerous game! And mind

that no one follows you

!

Enter Marcus, Caius.

Marcus

Where are you off to, Flavius ?

Flavius

I—I wanted to show my sword to—some friends

!

Marcus (laughing)

Make her a pretty friend, boy! And hurry back for supper, mind!

We have a noble guest, and a menu for the gods! Pontius Pilate

dines with us tonight

!

Flavius

I shan't forget, Father.

Caius

Take care when you unsheathe your weapon

!

Marcus

It can pierce a lady's—heart

!

Exit Flavius.

He seems so young, to be a man

!

Simonides

He is young. Sir. But he is manly

!

Marcus

He's my son!
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5o«^.HE'S MY SON WHO IS A MAN
Marcus

He's my son, who is a man!

He's learned all a child can:

He'll voyage far

With his eye

On a star

!

Caius

You have given him a life

Free of all you've known of strife!

He'll voyage far

With his eye

On a star!

Marcus, Caius, Simonides

Let him live a good life I

Let him live it long

!

Let him find a good wife

To fill his heart with song

!

Marcus

He's my son, who was a boy-

Filled a father's heart with joy!

He's grown so tall

!

Yet he started

So small

!

Simonides

I remember well the day

I first saw your son at play

:

He is your son,

But my heart.

Too, he won

!
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Marcus, Cuius, Simonides

Let him live a good life

!

Let him live it long

!

Let him find a good wife

To fill his heart with song

!

Cuius

He's your son, and now a man!

Simonides

I've taught him all a teacher can!

Murcus, Cuius, Simonides

Now he is free

To be all

He can be!

All three Men hold, as Lights down and out.

End Scene Eight

Music Bridge.
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SCENE

9

Pompeii. A grove of trees, near the harbor. Lights slowly up on Upper Level.

Enter Flavius, silently. He pauses, whistles. A whistle answers him and a Figure

emerges from the shadows. Another Figure follows.

Lestor

Is that you, Flavius ?

Flavius

Lestor ? Cato ? Yes. Are you all safe ?

Fuhia

Flavius

!

Fulvia runs to Flavius as Lestor and Cato, too, advances out of the shadows.

Flavius

Fulvia ! How I have missed you ! But after tomorrow, no more

!

Ltstor

We leave tomorrow ?

Fulvia

Are we really to be free ?

Flavius

The ship is ready ! And provisioned .' Tomorrow we sail .' How many

have you gathered ? Are you all together still ?

Lestor

We have twenty-six in all. Come away .' We must hide

!
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Flavius

Leave us a moment, Lestor. Fulvia and I—

Cato (^sharply^

Lovers are risky, too ! We must all be vigilant

!

Flavius

Go, Lestor, Cato, please I Tell our friends that we rise with the sun

tomorrow, and depart before the turning of the tide

!

Cato

You meet us here ? Or at the harbor ?

Flavius

Here I Tonight ,' Before the night is past

!

Lestor

Hurry! We count on you!

Exit Lestor, Cato.

Flavius (to Fulvia)

You alone of all our friends know who I am ! The son of Marcus the

Butcher! Tonight—now—his "sweepers" comb the town, dragging

any Christians they can find, to throw to the lions tomorrow in the

Arena. He has a special guest he would impress with lavish murder

!

Fulvia

He has not learned the way of love. Be merciful, Flavius! Your

father's gods are as real to him as ours is to us

!

Flavius

Power is his god ! His own power ! And gold ! He worships his store

of treasure ! And his son ! My father worships me ! Because I am his

flesh and blood

!

Fulvia

He loves you, Flavius—

Flavius

Oh! Come into my arms that I may know what it is really to be

loved ! And to love in return

!
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Song: HOLD ME IN YOUR ARMS
Flavius

Hold me in your arms

That I may know

What it is to hold you

And never let you go

!

Fulvia

Hold me in your arms

That I may be

Held by you forever

And ever to be free I

Both

Ever to be lovers,

Ever to be true-

Ever to give shelter

To the truth inside of you I

Hold me till the day

The world's reborn!

Until then, darling, hold me
From night to morn I

Fulvia

Let the new day dawn

On simple things

:

Love and song to share, for

The peace that loving brings

!

Flavius

Let the new day dawn

On distant shores.

Where a man can care for

The woman he adores I
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Both

Ever in the sunlight,

Never in the shade,

Never letting darkness

Hurt the light that love has made I

Hold me till the day

The world's reborn!

Until then, darling, hold me
From night to morn I

Flavius

How I wish it could be our joy tonight never to part again! But I

have urgent business still.

Fulvia

Where must you go now ?

Flavius

Have you heard of a man called Pontius Pilate ? Governor for many

years in an eastern province, Judaea ? Tonight my father entertains

him I Yes I How we have risen in the world ! It is for him that to-

morrow's spectacle requires additional Christian victims

!

Fulvia

We must escape this terrible place

!

Flavius

We shall! I'll stay at the banquet only long enough to pay my re-

spects. My heart is with you!

Fulvia

May our Lord watch over you, my dearest one

!

Exit Flavius, as lights darken to silhouette, and black.

End Scene Nine

Music Bridge: Theme: "Hold Me In Your Arms" segues to music of a harp,

oboe, flutes, soft and lulling, coming from an interior room, Main Stage, rear.

54



POMPEII

SCENE

lO

Pompeii. The house of Marcus. Evening. Lights up, low key, on Main Stage,

to reveal an inner courtyard, a fountain, resplendent couches, floral pieces, stands.

Bearers holding torches. Actendants with bowls of fruit and sweetmeats. A

Servant. Music under. Enter Marcus, Caius, from interior court.

Marcus

The kitchens are too slow ! Our guests will be arriving

!

Caius

Be calm, Marcus! All is prepared. See! The couches, the fruits, the

sweetmeats. We have commanded the very best from the market-

place I

Marcus

And Publius Nexor, the Master of the Games ? He was to have met

me here! I must be certain about tomorrow's spectacle!

Caius

He is here, Marcus. He waits on your pleasure.

Marcus

Where is he? He waits on my temper, if he is not quick about it!

Caius (to Servant)

Call in the Master of the Games.

Servant exits swiftly, returns, bowing, as Publius Nexor, Master of the Games,

enters.
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Marcus

There you are, Publius I What news ? Has the shipment of beasts

arrived ?

Publius

Fair winds, Marcus! The ship docked this morning from Africa.

Three great leopards! Additional to the Nubians and their lions,

already secured. And the camels, ten of them, for the clowns.

Marcus

Be light on the clowns. Strong on the spectacle! The contests: beast

against man! And the gladiators! Sixtus Fabulus, the champion!

We must test him! We must spill blood! The crowd demands it!

Publius

As you desire, sir. And the captive Christian band. Our lions are

hungry! Even now the guards are scouring the city for additional

unbelievers. They have all gone into hiding ! But we shall root them

out!

Marcus

Well done, Publius ! I count on you

!

Publius

Sir!

Bows and exits.

Marcus

People who do their jobs ! My kind of people ! Now if only those

miserable cooks can make sense in the kitchens ! Eh, Caius

!

Caius

You know they will—you have tested them well

!

Servant enters.

Servant

Your guests, sir!
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Marcus

Bid them enter!

Exit Servant. Distinguished Citizens enter, as Caius gestures to interior court,

arrests the Music. Marcus greets each guest in turn

:

Caius, hold the musicians! Until our guest of honor is announced!

Welcome, Senator! And you, Captain! Arturion! A great day for

Pompeii, eh!

Arturion

And for the house of Marcus

!

Marcus continues greeting Guests, indicating refreshments, wine. Servants pass

among the Guests, with trays, flagons, goblets. A Young Officer enters.

Young Officer

Pontius Pilate, sir, awaits.

Marcus

Bid him enter.

Young Officer

His Excellency, Pontius Pilate

!

Caius gestures. A Fanfare is sounded. Pontius Pilate enters with Entourage.

Secretary, Attendant bearing gift of a golden buckle.

Pilate

Marcus, the Gladiator!

Marcus

My General ! Welcome to Pompeii ! And to my home.

They clasp hands in a formal embrace.

Pilate (indicating gift)

For you, Marcus. A golden buckle. You may recognize it from long

ago. A souvenir of our first engagement together

!

Marcus

You are kind to remember, my General.
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Pilate

I do like that name, "my General"! But it has fallen into disuse

without you to fight my battles for me! You live well, Marcus!

Gentlemen. And the music. How beautiful

!

Senator

Played, we trust, by the nymphs of the divine

!

Arturion

Excellency, you can count on the entertainments at the house of

Marcus

!

Marcus

And other divinely inspired young maidens await your pleasure,

too ! Sweetmeats for every taste

!

Pilate

I promise to taste all the pleasures you place before me

!

Marcus

A man of my own appetites ! The gods of old lived lives of pleasure,

while grinding the poor believing mortals under their feet! But a

man can rise up ! Wrestle with the gods ! Use his own strength and

will to squeeze the grape of the world for its nectar ! Strength I built

into my arms as a blacksmith! Humble, yes! But with a vision of

what might be possible, if a man has the resolve to command it!

Song: THE WORLD IS A FEAST FOR THE TAKING
Marcus

All the world stretched before me—
Held in the cup of my hand

!

From a humble beginning

A man can start winning

The world

!

I now hold the world in my hand

!

And now all its pleasures command

!
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Now my wealth has increased

Till the world is a feast

For the taking

And take it I do I

Wouldn't you ?

With gold is my treasury filled

!

For gold I admit that I killed .'

All the gold I "released"

Turned the world to a feast

For the taking

And take it I do

!

Wouldn't you?

All the world stretched before me—
Held in the cup of my hand .'

From each deadly collision

A man can envision

The world

!

I stand at the top of my world .'

Deflect all the thunderbolts hurled

!

I fear no man or beast .'

And am deaf to the priest I

Their gods' equal at least!

All the world is a feast

For the taking

And take it I do I

Wouldn't you!

Wouldn't you take it, too!

Pilate

We are indeed kin, Marcus! If you know me, you know that I do

take it, too

!
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Marcus

Enough of my philosophy! It is about your world, my General, that

I would speak. You return to Rome ? Is your assignment in the East

ended ?

Pilate

They are rescuing me at last from my dusty province ! You will like

my new title : High Counselor to the State. It has the proper sound,

don't you think?

Marcus

So I must learn to call you "Excellency' ' after all

!

Enter Flavius, hurriedly, breathless.

And here is my son, Flavius ! Barely in time. But flushed and hand-

some! Don't you think so, my General ?

Flavius

Our house is honored, sir!

Pilate

As am I, my boy! Your father, and your city, welcome me most

lavishly.

Marcus

And tomorrow we shall give you spectacle ! I have taken special steps

to dazzle your eye, my General! You will not doubt that I have a

purpose. You see him here before you.

Pilate

A purpose ?

Marcus

My son! I have given him all a father can. But he needs Rome, the

Imperial City, for his finishing school ! If you could sponsor him in

some office—

Flavius

Father—

!
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Caius

Let your father speak for you, my boy

!

Pilate

Yes, let your father speak for you, Flavius. Would you like to serve

under me in Rome ?

Flavius

Oh, Excellency, it is impossible—

Marcus (^interrupting)

What do you mean, impossible? Think, boy! My General! You,

who made my fortune, you can make me doubly fortunate if you

indeed accept my son into your counsel.

Flavius

No, Father! Sir! I cannot! My heart is here—

Marcus

Be still! Our guest offers you high honor. Our home and all our

resources are his to command

!

Pilate

Surely I do not mean to threaten you, my boy. I might do well to

have you in my service.

Marcus

I'll support the boy generously, from my own storehouse—

Flavius (alarmed)

You must excuse me, Excellency. I have business in the town that

cannot be delayed, even for so honored a guest as yourself. Please be

sure of my respect and gratitude—Father, some day I hope you will

understand—

Flavius exits rapidly, hand on sword.

Marcus

Flavius ! I command you

!

Pilate

I think the boy's in love.
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Marcus

Puppy love ! Rome is his future

!

Pilate

Send him to me when he is adjusted to the idea. We shall place him

well. Plainly, he is no rough blacksmith! Eh, Marcus! Perhaps a

gladiator, though—a gladiator of the spirit ?

Marcus

He's the son of an angry father! That much I know ! I'll bring him

to his senses

!

Pilate

Marcus, we are here for entertainment! You have a famous singer

here in Pompeii. You must know how much I enjoy sweet music!

I understand that you meant to entertain me with a song.

Marcus (bowing)

You are most gracious to remind me. Excellency.

Marcus signals to Caius, who relays the signal to the musicians in the inner court.

Music rises, and the Minstrel comes forward to sing.

Song: HARMONY AND LAUGHTER
Minstrel

Harmony

And laughter

Are the friends

You make tonight

:

Harmony

And after—

The night ends

In love's delight!

Golden wine

And laughter-

Fill the cup

With golden light

!
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Drink and dine

And after

:

Fill the cup

With love tonight

!

Ending

In the shadows,

Ending

In embrace

:

Wending

Your way homeward

With the smile of love

Ling'ring

On your face-

Dreaming of

The laughter

And the kisses

That you knew

:

May the dreaming sun

Wake slowly,

That your dreams

Might linger, too!

Pilate, Marcus, Caius, Distinguished Guests, move upstage to interior court.

Attendants hold. Lights dim and fade slowly. Music under and out.

End Scene Ten

Scenic Bridge: Lights up on Statue of Jupiter. Sound : Jupiter's low laughter, rising.

Voice ofJupiter

Love ! The invention of a god I

The god of catastrophe

!

The rush of a beating heart!

Drumbeats of mortality

!

Laughter, sardonic, diminishing.
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SCENE

II

Pompeii. A grove of trees, as Scene Nine. Flavius enters in a rush, stops.

Flavins

Fulvia!

Fulvia

Yes I I thought you would never come I

Flavius

They wanted me to go to Rome

!

Fulvia (alarmed)

To Rome ?

Flavius

No matter ! Rome has no attractions for me

!

Enter Lestor and Cato from shadows.

Lestor

Quiet ! You are too loud .' You risk everything .'

Flavius

Lestor—Cato—all goes well ?

Cato

You are here at last ! No one followed you ?

Flavius

Of course not ! Quickly now, where all are assembled

!
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As Flavius, Fulvia, Lestor and Cato start to move off, they are attacked by a

Captain and Squad of Guards, who move out of the darkness, without torches.

Lestor cries out, Fulvia screams, Flavius draws his sword, stabs the first Guard

who rushes him. The four are quickly subdued, and held.

Captain

Move on .' There are more ! To the rest of them I They cannot be far

!

Sounds of cries, sword play, off.

End Scene Eleven

Scenic Bridge: Rolling thunder, lightning flashes, as Jupiter laughs and hollowly

speaks.

Voice ofJupiter

Gods are not cruel as man is cruel ! See ! How mortal flesh invites the

knife! Pawns, in a game of pawns!

Laughter and rolling thunder segue, to Music Introduction as lights up on

Jupiter's Statue.

Song: PAWNS IN A GAME OF PAWNS
Jupiter

Deal

In adventures bold

!

When you steal

One another's gold

!

The moves of your game

Are always the same

!

And I made the rules of old

!

Rumor

Your old god dead

!

Seek your doom-
Let yourselves be led

!

And when they record

That love was your sword,

Ask whose was the blood that bled

!
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See how mortal

Flesh invites

The knife

!

Have your sport! Call

Death to smite

Your life!

Let your new god

Stay the flow

Of blood!

Misconstrue his

Desert for

A flood!

Pray

While your new god mourns

!

Kneel and pray

To his crown of thorns

!

It's only a play

To amuse me a day

!

Pawns in a game of pawns

!
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SCENE

12

Pompeii. The Public Square, before offstage Arena. Morning. The upper stage

is full of the movement of a gathering throng, colorfully dressed, festive, exub-

erant, singly and in family groups, all moving toward the Arena. A number of

them are carrying offerings, and pause, kneeling, before the statue of Jupiter,

and give their offerings to the Priests who have great open baskets to receive the

gifts of the populace. Four Trumpeters, escorted by Guards, march smartly on,

take up positions in a row, diagonally, raise their instruments, and blow a flour-

ish. The crowd responds with excitement, moving more swiftly toward the

Arena. Caius, Two Attendants, thrust their way through the throng at entry,

main stage. Marcus, Pontius Pilate, Distinguished Guests, follow.

Cuius

Make way ! Make way ! Marcus I We must hurry .' The first Sum-

mons has sounded .'

Marcus

No matter. First the parade, and clowns. I worry about Flavius.

Pilate

Don't be troubled, Marcus. You kept late hours, too, I'm sure, when

you were the boy's age. I swear, he's in love.

Marcus

So ! So ! But not to return all night ? The boy does not show respect

!

When we have a guest like yourself. Much honor has come to our

house in your stay.

Publius Nexor, Master of the Games, enters, crosses to Marcus's party, accom-

panied by Guards, in march step.
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Puhlius

Marcus ! All is in readiness ! We had great luck last night ! The guard

force found a Christian hiding place .' Additional captives have been

sequestered. I await your command.

Marcus

Well done, Publius ! Not all at once, mind you ! The best and the

strongest for last! A throttled lion or two is great sport, too, you

know.' Sound the second Summons! And the third!

Publius nods, sends a Guard to the Trumpeters.

Publius

May I escort your distinguished guest to the chair of honor ?

To Pilate:

Excellency.

Pilate nods to Publius, speaks to Marcus:

You are a bloodthirsty brute, Marcus

!

Marcus

In your honor, my General!

The Trumpeters raise their horns, and sound a second flourish. A great roar of

the crowd is heard, offstage and on. The throng is moving steadily, inexorably,

to stage left, toward the Arena, offstage. Suddenly Simonides rushes in, crying

out, and falls, sobbing, at Marcus's feet.

Simonides

Master! Master! You must stop the Games! He is taken! Your son

is taken I

Marcus

What, man ? Speak ! What do you mean ?

Simonides

Flavius is taken! With the Christians! Last night! He is with those

to be sacrificed!

Marcus

Impossible ! My son ? What nonsense

!
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Simonides

It is true, Master! He was to rescue them from the slaughter! He
was captured with the rest

!

Marcus

It cannot be ! I must stop it ! PubHus ! My General ! You heard ? Stop

the Games ! My son

!

Pilate

Idiot boy ! So that is his puppy love

!

Marcus

Publius ! You are Master of the Games ! You must stop everything

!

Now!

Publius

I could not if I would. With this crowd ? Hungry for blood?

Marcus

I order you

!

Publius

Order your foolish son to a different life ! I do my job

!

Marcus battles toward the Trumpeters, as the horns are raised, and a final sum-

mons is sounded. The crowd roars again. And then a roar of another kind, a Uon's

roar, sends a shiver of silence through the crowd.

Caius, Simonides

Too late I Too late ! Marcus ! Flavius

!

Caius (to Pontius Pilate, imploring)

Excellency ! You must intercede ! Pray you, command the crowd

!

Pilate (imperiously)

You do not know me! I always do the crowd's bidding!

Simonides

For Flavius ! For my boy

!

Pilate

I wash my hands of him

!
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Marcus, fighting the throng, cries out, at the top of stairs, as crowd roars again,

inside the Arena, their shouts mingling with the roaring of the wild beasts,

oflFstage.

Marcus

Oh ! God I Whatever God you are ! Master ! Lord ! God of mercy

!

Savemy son

!

Then, a great sound is heard, from the bowels of the earth, like the thundering

roll of Jupiter's laughter, but more ominous, growing louder, louder. The earth

rocks, flames belch forth from the mouth of Vesuvius, thrusting a great shadow

over the town. The thunderous roll continues, in great shock waves of sound, and

the throng panics, screaming, running, falling. Marcus is swept back down the

stairs, Pilate, Caius, Simonides, Publius, Distinguished Guests, disappear in the

swirl of advancing smoke and panic. Suddenly Flavius, Fulvia, Lestor, followed

by a ragged band of Christians, emerge from an arch under the hill, and dash for

the harbor pier, to board the small ship there. Guards pursue them, as they try to

pull the harbor gates shut against their pursuers, who are themselves half in

panic. Marcus, like a great bull, cuts his path through the throng, reaches the

gates at the water's edge, gathers them shut in his powerful embrace.

Guards (to Marcus)

Give way ! Stop the ship ! Release the gates ! Cut him down ! Cut

him down

!

The spears and swords of the Guards thrust through Marcus. He sags, but holds,

as the ship, and its precious human cargo, separates itself from the pier, and

draws safely away.

Marcus [dying)

Away ! My son ! My son ! Away

!

A great cloud of ash and fire belches, and the sound of the mountain's great belly

reaches a crescendo. The statue of Jupiter topples and is shattered, the stage

darkens under the pall of smoke and ash and debris, as people fall, are trampled,

leap into the sea, screaming. Their festive garments are transformed into slashes

of red and grime and blackened ash. Music up, rising with the sound of the

eruption.
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Song: THE FATAL RAIN
Chorus

See!

How the gods desert us

!

Flee!

From the wall of fire

!

The mountain descends

And the whole world ends

In a fu-ner-ai

Pyre!

Hear!

How we cry in terror!

Fear

!

As our lives expire

!

The mountain descends

And the whole world ends

In a fu-ner-al

Pyre!

The boiling mud
Descending

!

Like a fire in flood

Unending

!

The fatal rain

Descending

!

And the stricken plain

Unending

!

Burn

!

While the skies destroy us

!

Turn

!

From the gods of old

!

Under flame and flash
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And a shroud of ash

Let our bones

Grow

Cold!

The song ends in darkness, and silence, but for one long note, and a beating

drum, quickened, like a beating heart. And a new melody is heard.

Song: AS ALL OUR DAYS WE SING YOUR PRAISE

Chorus

As ail our days

We sing your praise,

O, Master of all healing!

Your gift of love

From God above,

A gift of life revealing

!

As they sing, the stricken people rise, out of the grime of their garments of red

and ash, and shining, transfigured, clad in gold, they gather, to begin slowly,

firmly, climbing the stairs to the Upper Level, and up the paths to the hillside.

All slowly gathering, from the wings, from everywhere, they turn, as the song

continues, and conclude in a great swelling of voices raised in song. The stage is

filled with golden Light, as the ship of Christians, with its golden sail unfurled,

is seen moving serenely across the harbor and to sea. All on shipboard also sing.

Chorus (font.)

You lead us ways

Where light amazing

Shows the path to glory

!

We live to share

Your simple prayer

In love's unending story!

Our bread we offer you

;

Our wine and substance, too

:

Immaculate, your gaze

Enlightens all our days I
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Your gift of love

From God above,

A gift of life revealing,

And all our days

We sing your praise,

O, Master of all healing!

End Scene Twelve

THE END
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