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   Act III: “Gambits” 

Synopsis:  ACT I:   Prince Jonathan attempts to keep up a strong front during the next in a long series of 
torture sessions by a figure named Mr. Glass. In the kingdom of Gilboah, King Saul, Jonathan’s father, 
mourns the potential loss of his missing son.  His anger and frustration quickly devolve into grief as the days 
drag on without any sign of the prince.    

As Glass continues his exploration of pain with Jonathan as subject, David Jesse, an officer in the 
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            ACT III:   The King, in an attempt to separate David and Jonathan, begins to suggest that Jonathan 
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            The King finds Jonathan’s room empty and realizes that he has lost his son for good, essentially 
destroying him. The King’s Advisor gloats in the success of preventing the Prince from inheriting the 
throne. Jonathan and David retreat into exile and a hopeful, if uncertain future. 
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1 st Maid:   Older maid who has served the royal family for years quietly, but has a knack for gossiping. 
2 nd Maid:   Younger of the maids to serve the royal family.  She is blackmailed by the Advisor into aiding 

him with his plans and consistently spies on David and Jonathan. 

Cast of the First Performance 
Prince Jonathan . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . Michael Baggett 
David Jesse . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  .Scott Crissman 
King Saul . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  .Andrew Rene 
The King’s Advisor . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  Wesley Evans 
Mr. Glass . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . . Paul Keene 
1st Maid . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .Emi Frantz 
2ndMaid . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . .Victoria Myers 
 

Music Director:   Steven Brindle 
Staging and Choreography: Katelyn Welch-Bussard 
Story by:    Chris Lamb 
Libretto by:    Caitlin Dungan  

  Designed by:   Scott Crissman 
  Rehearsal Pianist:   Suzanne Daniel 
 
 

Orchestra 
Flute 1:  Lindsay Evans    Trumpet 1:  Drew Kaerwer 
Flute 2:  Sarah Beers     Trumpet 2:  Chris Young 
Clarinet 1:  Nick Leonard    Trombone:  Mike Sides 
Clarinet 2:  Tony Smith     Percussion 1:  Clay Bradshaw 
Clarinet 3:  Charles Crawford    Percussion 2:  Matthew Moloney 
Bassoon:  Christina Campbell    Piano:  Nick Saffos 
Horn 1:  Jorge Rivera     Strings:  Lisa Churchya 
Horn 2:  Dana Reynolds 
Horn 3:  Diane Edwards 
Horn 4:  Diane Stallings 



1 
 

David and Glass  
 
Act 1 – Heroics  
 
Scene 1 
 
(The inside of a dimly lit warehouse. PRINCE JONATHAN is seated, tied to a chair, looking 
weak, pale, and he is bleeding. He coughs.) 
 
Jonathan (weakly) 
Get it together 
Orient yourself 
This familiar flesh - the lingering stench of burning, decaying man. 
Get it together 
Try to stay awake 
Hold fast to what you now know: 
Somewhere there is daylight 
I remember moonlight 
Not here. 
Can’t imagine what’s living in the dark 
 
(Mr. Glass enters. He walks to Jonathan’s chair where Jonathan stiffens, sick. He offers 
Jonathan a sip of water, which Jonathan swallows desperately.) 
 
Glass 
My name is Mr. Glass 
 
Jonathan 
So I’ve been told 
 
Glass (Holding up a pair of pliers) 
Still enough strength for cheek?  
That will soon change, I fear.  
How long have you been here? 
A day? A year? 
Maybe a hellish, long week? 
Be still, young prince, and don’t cry out 
We have just begun 
 
(Lights out. Jonathan screams) 
 
Scene 2 – The King’s Study 
 
(King Saul is seated at his desk, reading a newspaper whose headline reads: PRINCE 
JONATHAN STILL MISSING. He slams his fist down in anger.) 
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Song of Stillness  
 
King Saul: 
 
The hallways’ hushed 
The fountains’ low 
The gentle murmurs of the servants down below 
The cloister bell that brought the day 
Has not yet rung now he’s away 
 
These stones have seen the passing years 
The minor wounds, the childhood toys, the nighttime fears 
And now they stand steadfast and strong 
Guarding nothing, now he’s gone 
 
And I wonder at things I’ve not wondered before- 
The dark corners of a heart left unexplored 
Was it him or his country? Tradition or duty? 
What use are these words to me now? 
If, for God in the Highest, I’ve lived ever pious 
Is this the reward I’m allowed? 
 
…An old gnarled tree only so far can bend 
If convention’s disrupted – what then? What then? 
And that which has happened cannot be undone 
Or so say they all of the Hedonist Son 
 
These twisted hands have grown old, have grown weak 
And it hurts me to stand, and it pains me to speak 
Each candle I burn marks the hours alone 
But I light them each night, that the Prince might come home 
 
 
 
Scene Three – The Warehouse 
 
(Jonathan is still tied to the chair, in immense agony. Glass pulls out another instrument to begin 
another round of torture.) 
 
Well-Oiled Machine 
 
Glass: 
 
Good evening, Prince Jonathan. I see you’re looking well. 
Shall we begin where we left off? Let’s not leave anything overlooked. 
We’ll proceed, as it were, by the book, and rest assured 
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That I am feeling quite creative so I highly recommend that you refrain from further thoughts 
on how you might best rebel. 
 
First things first. Are you thirsty? 
 
(He offers Jonathan a sip of water, but as he takes it away before Jonathan is satiated, Jonathan 
makes a noise of protest). 
 
Oh, do forgive me, your Majesty. I’m afraid you’ll have to be patient. 
 
The job cannot be rushed, or the thing would be unjust 
Oh, it absolutely must. 
The spirit of discovery, without thought of recovery throws open doors that Caution often bars 
And churns within the wrinkled flesh of newly healing scars. 
What genius and what madness animates this sack of flesh 
 
This well-oiled machine, so peculiar, so precise 
Is fed on sanguine fluid from device unto device 
The unfettered connection of the brain unto the heart 
Can only truly be appreciated when slowly picked apart 
 
This well-oiled… 
 
(Gunshot. Glass drops, revealing David with a smoking gun. There is silence.) 
 
Jonathan (Hoarse): 
Who is that? Who’s there? 
 
David: 
Your Majesty? 
 
Jonathan (Weakly): 
Thank God…! 
 
David: 
Prince Jonathan, you’re safe. 
(He kneels and unties Jonathan, and sees his wounds) 
What has he done to you… 
 
Jonathan: 
He didn’t…I can’t…who are you? 
 
David: 
Your father’s police force. We had a tip- a drug bust, and they killed…but you… 
 
Jonathan: 
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I didn’t ask that. I asked your name. 
 
(Glass begins to stir, and manages to hurl himself at David, who grabs the last thing Glass was 
using  - a scalpel. He neatly slices Glass’ throat, who drops, bleeding and dead. David pants 
and, after a moment, straightens to look Jonathan in the eye). 
 
David (Soft, determined): 
It’s David. I’m David. You’ll be okay. 
(He motions for the other policemen, who have entered following the sound of the gunshot,  to 
take Glass away, and hefts Jonathan up to guide him out. Jonathan winces as David helps him, 
as gently as he can, into the moonlight – the first he’s seen of it in a very long time) 
 
David: 
Sorry-  
 
Jonathan: 
- No, it’s welcome, I swear. 
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Act Two – Parades  
 
Scene 1 – The Palace 
 
(King Saul, smiling, greets David. Jonathan, looking bruised but otherwise clean and smiling, is 
by his side.) 
 
King: 
So here he is – the man of the hour,  
Coming home for his reward! 
 
David: (abashed) 
Sir, I would never –  
 
King: 
Don’t be modest, Mr. Jesse. 
Where’s the price on hope restored? 
I don’t know what we can offer 
That equals what you have returned 
But please accept a new position 
It’s an honor that you’ve earned. 
 
David 
I’ve done nothing but my duty. 
There is nothing to repay. 
 
Jonathan 
Hear what my father has to say- 
 
King 
I’d like you to consider  
 
King 
That you become our Chief Inspector 
 
David 
Your Majesty, I’m honored 
That you see me in this way 
It’s my family- 
I’m all they’ve got, you see –  
 
King 
I assure you, Mr. Jesse 
Something can be arranged 
A substantial gift, perhaps 
If your answer might be changed? 
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Jonathan 
The city needs a man like you to walk the streets at night 
To repel the crazy bastards, and make safe the moonlight  
 
David (Looking to Jonathan. Without taking his eyes off:) 
Alright…I’ll do it.  
 
(Jonathan smiles and leads him away. The Advisor takes up a position next to the King). 
 
The Advisor: 
A glorious day indeed, Sire. 
 
King: 
And long may it endure 
 
The Advisor: 
Praise God for what he’s brought us 
Now our future is secure. 
 
 
Scene 2 – David’s Room  
(David, looking weary, walks the corridors)  
 
A week, just a week,  
And yet everyday my body tells me that it has been years 
Every moment must be scheduled, not a breath to call my own 
While my men are on the streets with the real job, alone. 
While I’m fitted for my waistcoats and my epaulettes  
And a sword that’s hardly sharpened, lest now I forget 
That I’m in the service of the palace at his majesty’s behest –  
My every step hounded ‘til the setting of the sun 
I almost find it easier in the gutters with a gun. 
 
…But, it’s not like I’m not grateful.  
My whole family taken care of, like I never could provide 
Not really. Not unaided. Not until it was decided I would find myself that night 
In the pooling blood of the man whose rightful death 
Would lead me to this place, this room,  
opulent and rich and just a little bit…bereft.  
 
(He sighs and leans against the wall, or falls on the bed, or something to show that he is 
absolutely exhausted.) 
 
Prince Jonathan: (Appearing from a corner of the room) 
Long week? 
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David: (Startled) 
Prince Jonathan! 
I didn’t see you there… 
 
Jonathan: 
Relax, I came here for a reason.  
It’s been a while now, and things have been so hectic 
But I want you to know that I’ve never let it 
Slip by that I’m only here because of you. 
So I’m grateful 
 
David: 
Sir, it was nothing.  
 
Jonathan: 
It’s Jonathan. Just Jonathan is fine. 
 
David: 
…If you insist. 
 
Jonathan: 
I do. 
 
(They pause and stare at each other for a moment, unsure of what to say. Something changes in 
the air between them – a tension, something unspoken.) 
 
 
(They lock eyes. As the moment fades, David pulls away, coughing. Jonathan smiles, taking a 
hint.) 
 
Jonathan: 
You’re tired. I’ll leave you be. 
 
(David opens his mouth to say something, but apparently can’t find the words. Jonathan leaves, 
and as he wanders the hall, leans against the wall and looks at his marred fingertips). 
 
Unquiet Feelings 
 
An unquiet kind of feeling 
An unspoken sort of word 
On an axis swiftly reeling 
  - all those things I've never heard... 
 
On the masonry of karma 
where my destiny is wrought 
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is it carved I'll reap the harvest  
born from doing what I ought?  
 
Or is it true that I could reach out 
with these two unsteady hands 
and take hold of what I've wanted 
right before me as he stands? 
 
If you giftwrap what's wrong and you poison what's right, where's the glory in life unsung? 
If you suffer and fall, what's the point of it all, if you're empty when morning comes? 
 
God, I pray that you can hear me- 
And make note of what I'll say- 
I sure as Hell know as you giveth 
you will also take away 
 
But let me just once look upon him 
as a balm to ease these scars 
let us share one perfect morning 
In a world that's purely ours 
 
Scene 3 – The Courtyard 
 
(Some time has passed. The Maids are outside on a nice day, busily doing the wash and chatting) 
 
Maid 1: 
…And he acted like he’d never heard a word! Can you believe it? 
 
Maid 2: 
You’re kidding! Who knew? Oh, what do we do with men? 
Think they’ve got themselves all sorted out- and then- 
 
Maid 1: 
I know, it’s true. They’d lose themselves halfway to Sunday 
And wouldn’t have a clue how to get back again. 
 
Maid 2: 
Just like our dear beloved Prince, whose sense of tact was never keen -  
Remember how it used to take a day to get his sheets all clean? 
 
Maid 1: 
And now he spends his time locked up and learning from the King 
When you know full well he’d rather be up to his old routine  
But have you noticed how, since that handsome David came –  
 
Maid 2: 
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His bed has not been warmed by a-one of his old flames! 
I know! It’s strange. I never thought Prince Jonathan would ever be the type 
 
Maid 1: 
To give up? 
 
Maid 2: 
To shape up! 
Maybe now he’s finally learned to keep his eyes turned in one place.  
 
Maid 1: 
Well, here’s to wishing that young David will let himself be won 
 
Maids 1 and 2: 
Since for us that means a slimmer load of laundry to be done 
 
Scene 4 – The balcony overlooking the street 
 
(King Saul is about to present David to a crowd of reporters). 
 
King Saul: 
Don’t be nervous, son, it’s fine.  
They’ll eat up every word. 
 
 
David: 
Truly, your majesty, it’s not- 
 
King Saul: 
Speak up, son, you can barely be heard. 
Now go out there and tell them what they want to know 
Deep breath, on with the show. 
 
(He pushes David out on stage. David has his back turned to the audience, addressing the crowd 
about his further investigation of the reasons and persons behind Jonathan’s kidnapping. His 
words are indistinct; the focus is still on the King. He looks angry. The Advisor steps out to slyly 
remark on what he has witnessed). 
 
The Advisor: 
Your Majesty, 
My concern I shall lay bare, 
A further, thorough inquiry for your beloved heir- 
Let David follow up the crime, as someone surely must! 
 
King Saul: 
No. For Jonathan’s safety, it is here he shall remain.  
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I won’t lose my son again! 
 
The Advisor: 
Of course. 
 
(There is a cheer from the crowd. David smiles, hesitantly). 
 
Permit me, your Majesty, one more thing to say: 
It’s only I remember when they would cheer for you that way… 
 
(He leaves. King Saul, contemplative and angry, also leaves, heading for his private chambers. 
When he arrives, he takes off his royal mantle and falls heavily into a chair. On his dresser is the 
urn which holds his wife’s ashes. He walks over to it, touching it reverently). 
 
The Queen’s Lament 
 
King Saul: 
 
What trouble your son has been! 
Oh, my dearest wife. If I had known! 
I would have remarried, if only he had shown 
His inclinations sooner, before he came of age 
He might already have the crown, already be engaged 
To a lovely foreign princess on a lovely foreign throne 
Instead I fear he’ll drive us to the dust all on his own 
 
Sweet were the days when I held him 
Gentle was the breeze from the midsummer’s sea 
Mild were the mornings when you ruled by my side 
 Darkened are the days since you died. 
 
And now comes this upstart,  
Provincial and poor  
And ever since the Prince has been so damned unsure 
 
Sweet were the days when you held him 
Gentle was the wind when he woke in your arms 
Mild when he slept, no one at his side 
Darkened are his days since you died 
 
(As the King is sitting in his chambers looking tired, Jonathan and David enter from the opposite 
side of the stage, looking exhilarated.) 
 
Advisor: 
The Prince recovers nicely. 
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(Maid 2 comes in, hesitantly). 
 
Advisor: 
Show yourself. 
 
Maid 2: 
Your Eminence, forgive me,  
I’ve come as you request. 
 
Advisor: 
Indeed. What news on the street? 
 
Maid 2: 
Since the death of Mr. Glass  
Everyone’s been laying low 
Just waiting for word from you, Sir.  
The cops do their best, but our trail was too fine 
They can search all they like but they’re not gonna find 
A trace to lead back to you, Sir. 
 
Advisor: 
Providence works in mysterious ways. 
Perhaps this is all for the best. 
The King let his downfall in through the door 
Keep quiet, say nothing 
And time may handle the rest… 
 
(He hands Maid 2 a coin and dismisses her) 
 
Go now, keep out of sight, 
The revolution begins tonight… 
 
(Maid 2 leaves) 
 
The Blue and the Gold 
 
Advisor: 
Observe 
High on the ramparts 
Steady and cold 
Flies the Blue and the Gold 
Flies the Blue and the Gold 
 
Innumerable decades 
Uncountable days 
Their splendor rooted in the excess of Time 
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Forever enduring 
Ever the same  
Symbolic of all that we have left behind 
And all that will come in our future 
 
How perfect, how solid 
The standard remains  
Blue for nobility, ever unchanged 
Gold for the blood in our virtuous veins 
 
And see how he taunts it! 
The recalcitrant prince 
The spoon in his mouth tarnished from birth 
A stain on the weaving 
Of our fair city’s prime 
Will sing to the ages in want of his worth 
As our fortress crumbles to dust 
 
And he who might stand 
Against the excess alone 
Might kneel at the base of Saint Peter’s throne 
Defender of Beauty, 
Whatever the price 
Who never shall rest til the sinful atone!  
 
Scene 5 – David’s Bedroom 
 
(Maid 2 is finishing making up David’s bed when he enters.) 
 
Maid 2: 
Excuse me, Sir, I just finished up 
 
David: 
It’s fine, take your time, I didn’t mean to barge in 
 
Maid 2: 
Seems a storm is moving closer. 
 
(She curtseys and leaves. On her way out, she passes the Advisor, who has her hide outside 
David’s room. The Advisor leaves. Maid 2 remains crouching and listening. David starts to 
unbutton his jacket, when Jonathan runs up to his door and knocks.) 
 
David: 
Come in 
 
(Jonathan barges in, laughing, with his clothes in disarray)  
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Jonathan: 
David, you should have seen her! 
The look on her face 
When she found she was missing that diamond, she- 
…Oh, sorry. Is this a bad time? 
 
David: 
(Indulgently) 
Tormenting the Ambassador’s daughter? 
Jonathan, you can be a pest.  
 
(Thunder. They both look to the window) 
 
It seems the storm’s moving closer 
 
Jonathan: 
They’re always like that, this time of year. 
 
(Jonathan unselfconsciously sprawls in the chair by the fireplace, and David returns to taking off 
his greatcoat) 
 
Father insists that I take her tomorrow on a tour of the easternmost grounds. 
…I learned early how to pretend. 
 
(He turns back to the fire. The thunder intensifies) 
 
David: 
Jonathan…I’ve been meaning to ask you 
About your healing scars – 
Will you let me see?  
 
Jonathan: 
I don’t know if I can… 
 
Jonathan: 
David, you were my savior 
You have to know that 
But please understand 
It’s hard enough to withstand 
You like this. 
Seeing me like this 
Would only break me down… 
 
David: (Surprised) 
Jonathan, what are you saying? 
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Jonathan: 
Please disregard that 
 
David: 
Jonathan, look at me 
 
Jonathan: 
No, nevermind that! 
 
David: 
Just turn and face me, and- 
 
(He turns to face David and silences him by kissing him. When they break apart, he starts to 
leave, but David grabs him by the wrist). 
 
David: 
No. 
…Stay. 
 
(They look away, both trying to find words. David is the first to do so. He slips his hand from 
Jonathan’s wrist to his fingers, and begins speaking, focusing on them, but by the end of the first 
verse manages to look Jonathan in the eyes). 
 
Breathing 
 
David: 
I’ve been spending every morning 
Staring at the sun 
And wondering if I even slept at all 
I put on my pretensions  
And a firm and stoic face 
As my old routine grows harder to recall 
 
Jonathan: 
It’s so deceiving 
The interweaving 
Of emotions I can’t seem to name  
But now I know 
 just how it feels  
to breathe 
 
David:            
Breathing 
           Jonathan: 

Just looking at you 
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Disbelieving  
 

Is a lesson in how to undo 
Everything  

That ever came before 
 
I thought I knew  
 

Just to be, just to feel, 
To live in the surreal 
And how to deal with 
walking blindly 
towards you 

And breathe 
 

I can breathe 
 
Finally breathe  

 
  Suddenly you’re here 

 
(Both): 

And I can breathe  
 
(They kiss again. Lights go down). 
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Act Three – Gambits  
 
Scene 1 
 
(The King’s study. The mood is tense. His body is rigid as he slowly paces. Jonathan enters). 
 
Jonathan: 
You wanted to see me, father? 
 
King: 
Jonathan. Sit down.  
 
Jonathan: 
If this is about the ambassador’s daughter, I meant no harm, I swear and- 
 
King: 
I advise you to be silent. 
There are rumors I’d like you to address. 
 
Jonathan: 
…I don’t know what you mean. 
 
King: 
Be silent! 
 
 
Dance of Accusations 
 
King: 
Well now,  
Jonathan. 
You’ve really done it, 
Haven’t you 
Now Jonathan 
Listen. 
I am trying very hard 
To keep calm, 
Jonathan. 
You know 
Very well the consequence 
Of lying, 
Jonathan, 
You alone will carry the  
Weight of your 
Crimes  
And dragging him down with you 
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With your sickness, 
Jonathan, 
Why? 
 
Jonathan: 
Father, 
Hear me 
I refuse to be misled when 
For the  
First time 
I have made my peace and 
I slept soundly, 
 
King: 
He’s doing this 
Because  
He has 
Family 
He must support 
He’s using you, 
To advance his status 
He is loving you 
To pay 
His way. 
 
Jonathan: 
You’re lying. 
 
King: 
Think of it. 
Why would handsome 
David Jesse 
Want someone 
Scarred and 
From your past experience 
So free with 
Attention? 
You are my son. 
 
Jonathan: 
I am your son! 
 
King: 
I’m not saying this 
To hurt you 
I only wanted you to  
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Think of how efficiently 
David follows orders 
How desperately he tries 
To appease propriety 
Take a look  
At your hands 
And think. 
 
(Jonathan looks at his scarred hands, still missing fingernails. He shakes his head) 
 
Jonathan: 
No, he… 
 
King: 
Son. 
 
(Jonathan leaves the room, shaken.) 
 
(The King makes his way to David’s Room. David is putting on his coat when King Saul knocks 
on the door). 
 
David: 
Come in…Sire! To what do I owe the honor, Sir? 
 
King: 
We need to speak 
Man to man 
Of family, David. 
Family is important to me 
As I think 
It is  
To you. 
 
David: 
Even more than my own life. 
 
King: 
Then we are of the same mind 
It would be a pity now 
If sadly,  
Something were to happen to 
Them. 
 
David: 
Sire! Surely…? 
I’m afraid that I don’t follow 
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King: 
Don’t play 
Coy with me 
I know who’s been in your bed 
And if you 
Wish to 
See your family again 
You’ll leave him. 
Forget him. 
 
(The King quits the room. David sinks down to his mattress and stares at the floor). 
 
Scene 2 –  
 
(Maid 1 wanders the corridors, dusting an assortment of clocks in the hallways) 
 
The Song of Clocks 
 
Maid 1: 
All these bloody clocks, 
And still we wind them. 
God forbid we leave them to their own devices. 
Never letting time just flow, 
Mindful of the come and go 
And never pausing just to wonder what would happen 
If we simply left them. 
Nevermind them. 
Instead of winding every hand, to take life as it came and then 
Breathe deep the blessed silence that would follow. 
 
Too many men are  
occupied with numbers. 
Charting maps and keeping it all segregated. 
Imagine if the maps were drawn 
As simple as the ground we’re on  
Without the walls and borderlines to keep us all from hearing 
The little whispers 
From the rivers 
To take what comes and persevere, until your days have disappeared  
When you’ve wasted them by winding up your watch… 
 
Scene 3 –  
 
(David is packing, when Jonathan knocks on the door. David takes a deep breath, steadies 
himself, and goes cold before he answers the door). 
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Jonathan: 
May I come in? 
 
David: 
What do you need? 
 
Jonathan: 
I thought you’d at least have the grace to be civil 
 
David: 
What do you want, Jonathan? 
 
Jonathan: 
So here you stand 
Barely denying 
Is that all you care to say? 
 
David: 
Jonathan, stop. 
I think you should go now. 
This was a dream from the start. 
 
Jonathan: 
I placed all my trust into your gentle hands 
Finding them now to be cold 
Who knew that forever was so easily bought and sold? 
 
David: 
That’s just the price that anyone pays 
When business is mixed with the heart. 
 
 (Jonathan, stricken and angry, leaves) 
 
 
Poison 
 
Jonathan: 
Something thick 
Something creeping 
Something hot 
Something seeping 
Something choking 
Something cruel 
Awakened in me 
As it pools 
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Deep in my stomach 
Now aware of it 
This feeling that sucks me dry- 
The sick, bitter taste of goodbye 
 
David: 
Something freezing 
Something chill 
Immobilizing 
Against my will 
The motions swallowed 
The words won’t come 
This acid liquid 
That leaves me numb 
 
I can’t explain it 
Can only contain it 
Wounded, but I can’t cry 
Can only bravely say goodbye 
 
David and Jonathan: 
Poison 
Wounded and hollow 
Poison 
This pill I swallow 
 
A method of necessity 
In driving you away from me 
Oh God, what have I done? 
 
 
King Saul: 
And so it ends 
All for the best 
He will be punished 
Who has transgressed 
And now the son 
Shall take his place 
Among his elders 
Among the greats 
 
A Prince loves his country 
To the highest degree 
Forgiven, he is washed clean 
Absolved of the obscene  
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Poison 
The rot inside 
Poison 
Where desire abides 
 
An act so compulsory 
Ensuring your destiny 
Oh God, what have you done? 
 
 
David: 
And it twists up my lungs til I know I can’t breathe 
 
Jonathan: 
This painful concoction that boils and seethes  
 
David: 
I can’t say your name, now it feels like a curse 
 
Jonathan: 
Deliver me to torture 
 
King Saul: 
The pride of the kingdom, the flags flying high 
 
David and Jonathan: 
The world growing narrow, and I swear I will die 
 
David, Jonathan and King Saul: 
Poison 
 
David and Jonathan: 
Wounded and hollow 
 
David, Jonathan and King Saul: 
Poison 
This pill I (King Saul: You) swallow 
 
A method of necessity 
In driving you away from me 
 
David and Jonathan: 
Oh God, what have I done? 
 
David, Jonathan and King Saul:  



23 
 

Oh God, what have I done! 
 
 
(Lights down.) 
 
Scene 4 
 
(Still in darkness, the cloister bell tolls. It is dawn. The Advisor is kneeling, praying, head bowed. 
He rises and looks up) 
 
Morning Mass 
 
Advisor: 
Here is to the church bell 
Tolling faithfully for years 
High in the echoing tower, he calls the weary to mass 
Shepherds rise to break their bread, 
Morning stirs them in their beds 
The fishmongers salt their catch 
 
Father blesses the water, 
And Father blesses the wine. 
And everyone burns a candle to  
Mark the passage of time. 
 
And only the lonely church bell 
Seeks an audience with God 
Lifting his voice in hopes of praise 
For an unyielding job well done. 
 
Father blesses the water, 
And Father blesses the wine… 
And everyone burns a candle to 
Mark the passage of time… 
 
(He leaves as the bell tolls the last time. The mood is somber. Dawn breaks in King Saul’s room 
as he is writing in his ledger. David knocks on the door, and the King murmurs that he should 
enter. He does, and places something on top of the King’s books. King Saul looks up). 
 
King: 
David, good morning. 
What is this? 
 
(Jonathan walks toward the entrance to the office.  He stops when he hears David’s voice and 
listens in hiding.) 
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David: 
My letter of resignation, Sir. 
Effective immediately. 
 
King: 
Wise of you.  
 
David: 
Yes, Sire. By the way… 
My family? 
 
King: 
Will not be harmed.  
I am a man of my word. 
They will suffer no retribution 
For what has here occurred. 
They shall continue to live well provided-for 
And your letters of recommendation 
Will find you a job more suitable  
To your appropriate station. 
 
David: 
…Thank you, Sir. 
I leave at once. 
 
King: 
That is all to the good. 
 
David: 
Well then. 
 
King: 
Farewell, Mr. Jesse. 
Out the east gate, if you would.  
 
(David leaves. On the opposite side, Jonathan has overheard the conversation. He flees to his 
room. David steps out of the East Gate, with only a spotlight on him. The rest of the stage is 
dark). 
 
The East Gate 
 
David: 
 
So 
Here’s the day 
There’s the sun 
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Warm, I’m sure 
Golden and vibrant and pure. 
 
Can it be 
Can it rise 
When the world 
Is wholly desensitized?  
 
And now I suffocate alone 
Composed and elegantly dressed 
Turn my head towards the day 
And well away, well away 
And all is silent as I pray 
 
Let me learn 
How to live 
How to pray 
How to give 
Deliver me 
From apathy 
And forgive 
 
Bring the sun 
The day’s begun 
Bring the sun 
 
 
(Lights rise. Jonathan is sitting with his back against the East Gate, his duffel bag beside him. 
David notices him and walks over, gently rousing him). 
 
David: 
Jonathan… 
 
Jonathan: 
David…? 
David! 
I didn’t know. 
I’m sorry. 
I should have let it go. 
But you were so cold, and I… 
I didn’t know. 
 
David: 
Because I never told you so.  
I’m leaving nonetheless. 
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Jonathan: 
I’m leaving, too. 
I’m coming…if you’ll have me… 
 
David: 
…I want you, don’t mistake that 
But it’s a fool’s gambit we play. 
 
Jonathan: 
I don’t care. 
I loved you then. 
I love you here. 
Love you today. 
 
 (He pauses to digest this, surprised…after a long moment, he takes Jonathan into his arms and 
holds him). 
 
 
Absolution 
 
David: 
I always heard 
That God could hear all we say 
And to see Him 
We need only look inside 
To find the warmth that comes from Faith in the unknown 
If we wish it 
And we set our doubts aside 
Well, I’ve been listening, it seems, in vain 
Since all it took to understand was speaking your name 
 
The beauty and the essence 
In the touch of your hands 
The simplicity of knowing 
That somebody understands 
How could I have overlooked what you mean to me? 
I give up. 
I take hold. 
Now teach me how to breathe… 
 
Jonathan: 
I’ve got you 
I need you 
I finally believe you 
We’ll make our way through dissenting voices 
Hounding us  
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Darkening our joy 
But in the face of those who only mean to destroy 
We will stand, 
Small, but free 
Unafraid to breathe 
 
David and Jonathan: 
 
Breathing 
Disbelieving  
A lesson in how to undo 
Everything 
That ever came before 
And who knew 
That you were all I would need? 
My blood and now my creed 
You are here 
And now I can breathe… 
 
(While they are singing, King Saul is in Jonathan’s room, having realized that Jonathan has left) 
 
King: 
 
The hallways hushed 
The fountains low 
The rumors whispered by the servants down below 
The cloister bell that brought the day 
Will never ring; 
He’s gone away! 
 
The wardrobe bare, his boots all gone 
And with them goes the future we counted upon  
And only I can take the blame 
Monster he saw, so monster I became… 
 
David and Jonathan:   King Saul: 
 
Breathing      An old gnarled tree 
 
Disbelieving 
      Only so far can bend… 
 
A lesson  
In how to      Only so far can bend! 
Undo… 
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Everything that ever came before 
A method of necessity 
In keeping you right here with me 

 
Advisor: 

There, high on the ramparts, 
Proudly behold- 

Flies the Blue and the Gold 
Flies the Blue and the Gold! 

 
Forever enduring 

Ever the same 
All that I did, I did in your name! 

 
These unquiet feelings, 
 
 
          We’ll sing to the ages 

 in want of his worth! 
Unquiet feelings  Was it him or his country? 

 Tradition or duty? 
Unspoken words                     What use are these words to me now? 
 
         How perfect, how solid 
         He never shall reign! 
    It hurts me to stand, 
    It pains me to speak 
Jonathan: 
Now I can breathe 
 
David: 
And well away, well away 
And all is silent as I pray 
 
    I cannot breathe 
Jonathan: 
Oh, I can breathe 
         Now we are free! 
 
You are here 
 
    He is gone 
David and Jonathan: 
And suddenly 
I can breathe 
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I can breathe! 
 
(David and Jonathan embrace. The Advisor raises his arms in praise. The King slumps on the 
bed and holds his head in his hands. Lights down). 
 

The End  
 

 


