The Cave Dwellers

Both are old, unemployed professional actos on an abandoned stage.

King: Well, that's the end of the bread.

Queen: (brightly almost gaily) Yes, we've eaten it all.

K: Updown lights are on. The theatres are ready. The tickets are sold, the players are putting on their makeup, and getting into their costumes. In a moment the curtains will go up, and one by one the plays will begin and the great good friend out there (gestures to the auditorium) will look and listen. And little by little something will stir in his soul and come to life, a smile, a memory, a remember of an old forgotten truth, a tender regret, kindness. In short, the secret of the theatre.

Q:Love of course, without love, pain, and failure are pain and failure, nothing else. But WITH love, they are beauty and meaning themselves.

(Acts) Entreat me no to leave thee: for whither thou goest, I will go: and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shall be my people, and where thou diest, will I die.

Q: Bravo, you did that very well.

Q: Oh, King, do a clown's bit. A kingly clown's bit.

K: I belong uptown. I STILL do. I was boen there, and then I was put out.

Q: Are you an actor, or a sad old man like all the other sad old men? I thought it was agreed. We are of the theatre. You are to perform, not to be performed UPON.

K: (Puts a crumb in his mouth) I am still eating, would you have eaten a performance too?

Q: Would you have it something else/ Could it possibly BE something else? Do a bit about EATING!!

K: We just did a bit didn't we? (he puts a crumb between his upper and lower teeth and crush it with one deliberatly large chomp)

Q: This time WITHOUT bread for its own dear sake.

K: I AM challenged Woman. I know I would kill myself for art,.

Q: Or US-- from the wonder of it.

K: (gets up quickly) The great man comes to the famous restuareant, hungry and hushed, and thoughtful, becausee he remembers when he was nobody and the world was still faraway. No,. He wears an unmistable scown of superiority, and so the ARROGANT headwaiter's offer to sit (he indicates drawing out a chair) he stands a momemnt to notice who else has come to the holy joint, and to be noticed by them. (the queen leans forward, delighted both with his work and her success in having provoked him into it). But who is he? Is he perhaps the new Secretary of State, before his first flight to DUBROVNIK?? The spanish pianist from the Palma of the Canary Islannds? The man who discovered the FLAW in the theory of cycles? He who invested the law of Loss, or was it only the lillipop. Or is he perhaps the man who learned the language of the Arab tribes, brought the warring chiefs together, engineered the business of the oil? (slight pause) Let them try and guess, its good for them. In any case, its time to sit and eat. He eats, and eats, one rare dish after another. But what's with the crepe suzettes? A FLY isn't it? A COMMON FLY? (he stops)

(the Queen waits expectantly but he does not go on)

Q: Well, why do you stop?

K: Its part of the bit. A man stops, doesn't he? Suddenly? Unaccountably? He remebners and he thinks, doesn't he? Is it worth it? All the trying and all the eating? Joe's dead, and Mary's divorced and Joe's stealing cars, Pat's girl is breaking up the home of a dentist.

Q: Bravo!

K: thankyou for stopping me, I might have gone on forever, from lonelyness and dispair.

