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The Tinderbox 
 

Prologue 

 

 

(A cluster.  It is peeled back a piece at a time to reveal an old and careworn 

woman weeping over a dead soldier.  A tinderbox lies beside her.  The harder 

she weeps, the more the tinderbox begins to glow.  The woman notices it.  She 

picks it up, opens it, withdraws steel and stone and strikes them, as if 

compelled to do so by some outside force.  The FIRES blaze and present 

DOG 1 and DOG 2.  The dogs launch themselves at the dead soldier.  He 

gasps.  The dogs bear him off.)   

 

Throne Room 

 

(The KING carves a matchstick with a razor blade; the QUEEN smiles down 

at a baby in her arms.) 

 

King:  (of the matchstick) Such a tiny thing, yet it can destroy a kingdom.     

 

Queen: Another matchstick carving, my love?   

 

King:  Yes, my love.  Perfection is only possible in miniature.  Where is our son? 

 

Queen: He is with the music master, learning to play the piano. 

 

King: He should be with the master of arms, learning to hold a sword.     

 

(The ORACLE enters.) 

 

Queen:  My love, this is the oracle who insists she must deliver a prophesy to us. 

 

King: Speak, Oracle.   

  
Oracle: Your majesties.  (She bows.) In seventeen years, when your daughter comes 

of age there will be a soldier.  This soldier will be a man who disobeys orders; a man 

who questions authority; a man who puts his own will above the king‟s. 

 

King: Yes, but what is your prophesy? 

  
Oracle: The prophesy I deliver to you is this: encourage the common man.  A soldier 

rising through your daughter shall be your successor. 

  

King: A common man will succeed me through marriage to my daughter?  How?  By 

usurping me?  By killing me, killing my queen, killing my son?  (to the Queen) That 

child in your arms is cursed.  (menacingly) Give her to me.     

 

(The QUEEN clutches the baby protectively.)  
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Queen: No.  Kill all the sons of the kingdom.    

 
King: Then I will have no subjects at all.  (He reaches for the baby again.)  

 

Queen: Castrate them. 

 

King: The result will be the same. 

 

Queen: Wage a war.  

 

King: Against whom? 

 

Queen: A distant land where the men can languish.  

 

King: My late father‟s war has only just ended.   The people cannot withstand 

another.   

 

Queen: They must withstand it.  Any man over the age of sixteen will be expected to 

fight.  All boys will be expected to train.  All babies will be prepared for training.  

Please, my love.  She is the only daughter I will ever have.   

 

King:  Very well.  But guard your heart against her.  For your sake, we will send all 

the men away to war.  

 

(An explosion. War.  Carnage.  As the soldiers fight…) 

 

King:  Shamefully casting away arms in the presence of the enemy.  Death. 

Misbehaving before the enemy in such a manner as to show cowardice. Death.   

Causing a mutiny in the forces.  

Striking his superior officer.   

Deserting or attempting to desert.   

 

Death.  

 

(The soldiers fall one by one until only the SOLDIER remains.  The FIRES 

appear.) 

 

Fire 1: Where there is darkness we appear. 

 

Fire 2: The sun‟s memory. 

 

Fire 3: The wood‟s regret. 

 

Fire 4: A power to harness. 

 

Fire 5: A truth to unfurl. 
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Fire 6: We trail blazes and blaze trails.   

 

Fire 1: Cast shadows. 

 

Fire 2: Convert the stoic.  

 

Fire 3: Punish the staid. 

 

Fire 4: We recite. 

 

Fire 5:  Incite. 

 

Fire 6: Spurn. 

 

Fire 1: Burn. 

 

Fire 2: Death is behind you, Soldier. 

 

Fire 3: Life is ahead.   

 

Fire 4: Cast down your rifle.   

 

Fire 5: Pluck up your courage.   

 

Fire 6: Summon. 

 

Fire 1: Brandish. 

 

Fire 2: Unleash. 

 

Fire 3: Magic.    

 

 

Scene 1: The Clearing 

 

 

(The PRINCE enters a clearing.  He looks around, surveys to ensure it is safe.   

He builds a fire with THE FIRES.  He lights it.  He sits and warms himself by 

it.  He opens his satchel and removes a water canteen.  He rehearses.)      

 

Prince:  Thank you, your majesties.  Thank you, Mother—no.  Thank you Father, 

Mother, for this welcome.  The what…the valour...the valour I was so anxious to…so 

hot to…so hot to prove has been my… 

 

(He drinks.  He looks around.  He makes a nest out of leaves and lies back.  

He sits up again.  He opens his satchel and removes a pistol.  He cocks it and 

lays it beside him.  He lies down.  Some memory.  His face contorts and he 

curls up in a foetal position.  The SOLDIER enters, clearly exhausted.   He 

sees the PRINCE.  He considers for a moment, turns to go.  The FIRES snap 

twigs.  The PRINCE springs up.)  
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Prince: Who‟s there? 

 

(He reaches for his pistol.  Points it at the SOLDIER.) 

 

Stop.    

 

(The SOLDIER stops.)  

 

Who are you?   

 

Soldier: Field regiment. Private.   

 

Prince: Where is your regiment?  

 

Soldier: Dead, Sir.   

 

Prince: What, all of them?   

 

Soldier: Yes, Sir.  

 

(The SOLDIER gags.  He withdraws a blood stained handkerchief, shakes it 

out, and covers his mouth.  The PRINCE sits him down, hands him water.) 

 

Soldier: When the captain sounded the retreat, I ran with the others in my company.  

The others kept falling until it was only the captain and me.  And then only me.   

 

Prince: So you‟re still retreating now? 

 

The fires: Defend yourself, Soldier.   

 

Soldier: There was no one to tell me to stop.    

 

Prince: You‟re more than a hundred miles from the front.  (studying him) You know 

that, don‟t you. 

 

The fires: Retaliate. 

 

Soldier: Might I ask what you are doing here, Sir? 

 

Prince: Do you know who I am? 

 

(The PRINCE shows him his pistol which bears the royal crest.) 

 

Soldier: I‟m sorry, your Highness, I didn‟t know.   

 

Prince: I‟ve…been summoned home by the king.  He‟s deathly ill.  You‟ll rest here 

until morning and then go back to the front.  

 

Soldier: Sir, I haven‟t seen my mother since I was a boy.  I‟ve been in the army for 

most of my life.  Let me go home, too. 



7 

 

 

Prince: Death pursues the man who flees, spares not the hamstrings or cowardly 

backs of battle-shy youths.  Do you know who wrote that?    

 

Soldier: No, Sir.  They don‟t teach us how to read in military school.  

 

Prince: A Latin poet called Horace.  What do you think would happen if every 

common soldier moved of his own volition?  If kings could never mobilize their men 

to fight?    

 

Soldier: Well Sir, then I suppose there would be peace.   

 

Prince: Are you laughing at me?   

 

(The PRINCE yanks the SOLDIER to his feet.  He points toward the front.) 

 

Prince: Go.  Back to your post.  

 

Soldier: Sir, they were ordering us to charge the enemy gunning placements with 

sticks.  It was suicide.   

 

Prince: It‟s not your place to question military tactics.  You will fight until you die.  

That‟s what a soldier does. 

 

The Fires: Disobey him. 

 

Soldier: No, Sir. 

 

Prince: What do you mean no?  I gave you an order.  I am your prince.  The long arm 

of the King.   

 

The Fires: Deflect him. 

 

Soldier: No, Sir. 

 

Prince: I said go!  Do you hear me, Soldier?  Go and fight!  Go!   

 

Soldier: I HEAR YOU.  I WILL NOT.  KILL MYSELF. 

 

(The PRINCE points his gun at the SOLDIER.) 

 

Prince: Do you know what the sentence is for desertion?  That‟s treason.  That‟s 

death. 

 

(The PRINCE moves closer to the SOLDIER, still extending the gun.) 

 

Soldier: Then why don‟t you shoot?  Is it because you know you‟re a deserter, too?  

 

(Suddenly, the SOLDIER seizes the PRINCE by the wrist.  He bats the gun 

away.  They scrap clumsily on the ground.  The SOLDIER gains the upper 
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hand, breaks free and runs.  The PRINCE scrambles for the gun, aims and 

shoots.  The FIRES deflect the bullet away from the Soldier.) 

 

 

Prince 

Coward!  You coward! 

 

 

Dressing the Princess 

 

(The PRINCESS’ attendants dress her wearing blindfolds.) 

 

Fire 1: A body. 

 

Fire 2: A landscape. 

 

Fire 3: A topography seeking change.   

 

Fire 4: A forest. 

 

Fire 5: A forest.  

 

Fire 6: A forest. 

 

Fire 1: Waiting for fire. 

 

 

Scene 2: The Tree 

 

(The tree is formed.  Leaves fall.  The WITCH is part of it.  She is shabbily 

dressed, wearing a ragged old apron with a missing corner.   She climbs 

down.  She touches her face.  She feels its wrinkles.  She feels her hooked nose.  

She grimaces in disgust.  The SOLDIER enters, trudging resignedly with 

physical exhaustion and hunger.  The WITCH looks at him.  She turns away.  

She turns back and approaches.)  

 

Witch: Good day, Soldier.   

 

Fire 1: Ugly. 

 

Fire 2: Old. 

 

Fire 3: Haggard. 

 

Fire 4: A witch. 

 

Witch: I said good day, Soldier.  How would you like to be able to eat all the roast 

meats and sweetmeats in the kingdom? 

 

(He looks at her.)  
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Fire 5: No roast meats or sweetmeats.   

 

Fire 6: Her cupboard is bare.  

 

Soldier: Don‟t mock me.  I haven‟t eaten in days.... 

 

Witch: Do you see this tree?  Down, within a cavern beneath this tree, there is a 

tinderbox—   

 

Soldier: What‟s a tinderbox? 

 

Witch:  Nothing really, a trinket that belonged to my grandmother.  In the old days, 

they used them for starting fires.  Fetch it for me, and I will make you rich.   

 

Soldier: How can you make me rich?  You haven‟t even made yourself rich.    

 

Witch: I am old and can no longer climb trees.  But deep within, there are treasures 

for the taking. 

 

Soldier: I am too tired to climb.   

 

(He begins to walk on.) 

 

Witch: Such a pity, Soldier.  Now you will never fulfil your destiny.  To marry a 

princess. 

 

(He stops.  She points towards the castle.) 

 

High in that copper castle, lives a princess more beautiful than any jewel.  When she 

was born, an oracle delivered this prophesy to the king: 

 

The fires: Beware the common man.  A soldier, rising through your daughter, shall 

be your assassin.   

 

Soldier: I would never kill the king. 

 

Witch: But you could marry a princess.  Help me now and then begin your quest. 

 

Soldier: No.  It‟s not / me.   

 

Witch: When you were a boy, you were falsely accused of stealing an apple.  Your 

commander began to cane you for it.  You grabbed the cane out of his hands and 

broke it over your knee.  You are that soldier. 

 

Soldier: How do you know that?   

 

Witch: Climb the tree and drop down into the cavern.   If you should encounter any 

dangers, snuff them out with this.  
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(She removes her apron and hands it to him.) 

 

Soldier: What dangers? 

 

Witch: No treasure is ever won without danger.  You will see for yourself.   

 

(The SOLDIER climbs the tree and shoots down into the cavern.  There he 

encounters the DOGS.) 

 

The Dogs: What are you doing in our home, Soldier? 

 

Dog 1: Have some copper? 

 

Dog 2: Or some silver? 

 

Dog 3: Or some gold? 

 

 (The SOLDIER is tempted by the copper and silver but falls upon the bag of 

gold.  He opens it and peers within.  His joy becomes puzzlement.  He takes 

out a gold ring and places it upon his finger.  The tinderbox begins to glow, 

lighting up the cavern and he can see piles of soldiers’ uniforms.   He turns to 

the dogs, frightened.) 

 

Dog 1: You‟re frightened. 

 

Dog 2: What will you do?   

 

Dog 3: Are you a man? 

 

Dog 1: Or a boy? 

 

Dog 2: Will you cry?   

 

Dog 3: Will you scream? 

 

Dog 1: Will you run?   

 

Dog 2: Or will you FIGHT! 

 

(The DOGS attack.  The SOLDIER uses the apron to subdue them.  He looks 

at the apron, amazed at its power.) 

 

Dog 1: That‟s it, Soldier.  

 

Dog 2: Good, Soldier. 

 

Dog 3: Brave, Soldier.   

 

Dog 1: Good. 
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Dog 3: Now the tinderbox. 

 

(DOG 1 nudges the tinderbox towards the SOLDIER who picks it up and 

starts off.) 

 

Dog 2: Now us, Soldier. 

 

All: Take us with you!!! 

 

(He shakes them off and climbs out of the tree.  The WITCH extends her 

hand.) 

 

Witch: Give it to me.  Give me the tinderbox.  

 

Soldier: It glowed.  It lit up the whole cavern.    

 

Witch: Obey me at once!  

 

Soldier: Not until you tell me who you are and what this is.   

 

The Fires: A man who disobeys orders. 

 

Witch: I am your elder.  Do as I say! 

 

Soldier: How did all those uniforms come to be there? 

 

The Fires: A man who questions authority. 

 

Witch: They are the king‟s property.  As were the soldiers whose backs they were 

taken from.  Will you be one of them?   

 

Soldier: No! 

 

The Fires: Puts his will above the king‟s.   

 

Witch: Will you ever be more than a weapon? Will you ever be more than a 

machine?  Is it your turn to live, Soldier?  Or your time to die? 

 

(She approaches him, hands outstretched.  Suddenly the sound of war.) 

 

Fire 1: Die! 

 

Fire 2: Die! 

 

Fire 3: Die! 

 

Fire 4: Die! 

 

Fire 5 (shouting above the din): You are not a man, Soldier, you are a machine.  

When the enemy attacks, that machine springs into action.  That machine has but one 
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purpose, one drive.  It overpowers, dominates, survives.  It kills.  Kills with whatever 

means at hand.  Kills first, kills swiftly and without remorse.  That machine is you, 

soldier.  That machine is you! 

 

The Fires: Kill her, soldier!  Kill her, soldier!  Kill her!  Kill her!  KILL HER! 

 

(The SOLDIER emits a battle yell, breaks off a tree branch and stabs the 

WITCH in the neck.  The SOLDIER snaps out of the war zone and looks 

down at the dead witch.  He kneels down, touches her, rises, horrified by what 

he has done.   He starts off without the bag of gold.)  

 

Fire 1: Your gold, Soldier.   

 

Fire 2: Or you‟re dead. 

 

Fire 3: The dead must feed the living.   

 

The Fires: Take it.   

 

 (The FIRES hand him the gold.  He goes off.) 

 

 

The Soldier’s Journey 

 

(Rhythmic stamping.  The KING sings ‘Pharaoh’ as the SOLDIER travels, 

collapsing at intervals, to arrive in his kingdom.  He falls to his knees at last, 

looks up from the ground and is transfixed by the sight.) 

 

Fire 1: A kingdom. 

 

Fire 2: Scorched. 

 

Fire 3: A wasteland. 

 

Fire 4: A wound.   

 

Fire 5: Scarred. 

 

Fire 6: Charred. 

 

Fire 1: Smoked. 

 

Fire 2: Choked. 

 

 

Scene 3: The Tower 

 

(The PRINCESS is scratching something into the base of a chair with her 

fingernails.  The LADY-IN-WAITING enters quickly and locks the door 

behind her.)  
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Princess: Do you have it? 

 

Lady-in-Waiting: Here it is, your highness.   

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING gives the PRINCESS a piece of paper.  The 

PRINCESS holds it up and stares as if it were the greatest treasure she ever 

beheld.) 

 

Lady-in-Waiting: If the king and queen should discover this… 

 

Princess: Look.  I want to show you something.   

 

(The PRINCESS positions two chairs like pillars and lays the paper across 

the divide like a bridge.  She takes off her shoe and hands it to the LADY-IN-

WAITING.) 

 

Princess: Balance this on top. 

 

Lady-in-waiting: It‟s won‟t balance on that, your highness.   

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING tries.  The shoe falls through.) 

 

Princess:  I know it won‟t balance.  It can‟t balance. The force being exerted on it is 

too great, and it is too weak.  But look at this.   

 

(One of the FIRES hands her a piece of paper which has been folded back 

and forth in accordion hatch as for a paper fan.  She lays it across the chairs.  

She takes the shoe and carefully balances it on top.) 

 

Lady-in-waiting: (gasps) Witchcraft.    

 

Princess: No, not witchcraft.  Geometry.  Look at it from the side.  What do you see?  

 

Lady-in-waiting: A piece of paper. 

 

Princess:  You see triangles.  Lots of triangles.  It is the only geometric shape that 

can‟t be distorted.  If you push down on a square, you get a rhombus.  If you push 

down on a rectangle, you get a parallelogram.  But if you push on a triangle, you get a  

triangle.  The shape itself resists force.  That‟s why it is so strong.   

 

Lady-in-waiting: Fascinating, Highness.   

 

Princess: I‟ve been observing the building of the bridge in the courtyard down below.  

If they would use a tetrahedron shaped base in a flying fox, containing twelve 

members joined at eight points, the overall structure would be stronger and only 

susceptible to material fatigue.     

 

(a slight pause.) 
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Lady-in-waiting: I‟ll tell the artisans when I see them. 

 

Princess: I should be the one to tell them.   

 

Lady-in-waiting: You know I cannot allow that, Highness.  

 

Princess: Because of the prophesy.   

 

The Fires: Beware the common man.  A soldier, rising through your army, shall be 

your daughter‟s assassin. 

 

Princess:  Maybe the prophesy is wrong.  I don‟t believe that a soldier will try to kill 

me. 

 

(The sound of a piano from elsewhere.) 

 

Princess: The piano…I haven‟t heard that music since my brother went to war.  Has 

he returned?  Tell me!  Has he returned?! 

 

Lady-in-waiting: Yes.  But you cannot see him.  He has fought like a common 

soldier.  Your father vows every precaution for your safety. 

 

(A fanfare.) 

 

Princess: And now the herald?  What is the announcement? 

 

Lady-in-waiting: There is to be a ball held in the prince‟s honour. 

 

Princess: A ball!   

 

Lady-in-waiting: To which you know you are not invited, Highness. 

 

Princess: Oh please.  You must help me to go to the ball.  How else am I to see my 

brother? 

 

Lady-in-waiting: You know that I have been sworn to protect you on penalty of 

death.   

 

Princess: My father would never hurt you. 

 

 (There is the sound of a key turning in the lock.  The PRINCESS and the 

LADY-IN-WAITING react.  The PRINCESS hides the paper in her dress.  

The KING and QUEEN enter.  Throughout the scene, they do not look at the 

PRINCESS, as is their custom.)   

 

King: Our visit must be brief today.  Is she eating?   

 

Lady-in-waiting: Yes, Sire. 

 

Queen: But not too much? 
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Lady-in-waiting: No Ma‟am. 

 

King: Is she sleeping? 

 

Lady-in-waiting: Yes, Sire. 

 

Queen: But not too long? 

 

Lady-in-waiting: No, Ma‟am. 

 

King: Has she been carving? 

 

Queen: Or etching? 

 

King: Or making marks of any kind?  

 

Lady-in-waiting: No, your Majesties.  

 

King: Good.   

 

Princess: Father, your bridge-makers are using rows of unsupported planks.  If they 

would use a tetrahedron shaped base in a flying fox— 

 

(In her excitement, the PRINCESS dislodges the paper from its hiding place, 

and it flutters to the floor.  She picks it up.  The QUEEN thrusts out a hand. 

The PRINCESS reluctantly hands it over.) 

 

King: Paper?  To write a love letter to your sweetheart, perhaps? 

 

Princess: Father, no.  It was for this.   

 

(She begins to demonstrate the paper bridge.  The KING and QUEEN do not 

look.) 

 

King: I see nothing.  

 

Queen: Nor I. 

 

Princess: Please may I go to the ball? 

 

King: Darling daughter… 

 

Queen: Beloved daughter… 

 

King and Queen: No. 

 

King: The measures to protect you are impregnable.  All the royal weapons are 

trained against the threat of your murder.  That is the reason you can never marry, 

never leave this copper castle for it is only here that we can protect you.   



16 

 

 

Princess: But I must see my brother.  Please. 

 

King: I don‟t hear you. 

 

Queen: Nor do I. 

 

Princess:  He promised to show me the kingdom.  For five years, two months and 

three days, I‟ve seen nothing but this tower.   

 

(The KING withdraws three matchsticks.  He holds them up.) 

 

King: What do you see here?  

 

Princess: A carving.  A row of houses.   Beautiful houses.   

 

King: See how well our subjects live.  And this? 

 

Princess: Rows of tables covered in food. 

 

King: See how well our subjects eat.   

 

Princess: But the war?  Doesn‟t it affect them?  

 

King: It brings glory to the men and the pride of sacrifice to the women.  It creates 

work for those left behind and opportunity for their children.    

 

Queen: The enemy would force us to conform to their way of life.  They‟re killing 

their own people.   

 

King:  The only safe kingdom is this kingdom.  The only safe haven for you is here. 

 

Princess: But I am so unhappy.   

 

King: The princess is unhappy, my love, what shall we do? 

 

Queen: We must send her more dresses.   

 

(The KING, QUEEN and LADY-IN-WAITING begin to go out.  A key trails 

from a ribbon hanging out of the LADY-IN-WAITING’s pocket.  At the last 

moment, the PRINCESS snatches it.) 

 

 

The Boysguards in Training 

 

 

Fire 1: A boy. 

 

Fire 2: A branch.   
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Fire 3: Waiting to ignite. 

 

Fire 4: Combust. 

 

Fire 5: Inflame. 

 

Fire 1: A gun.  

 

Fire 2: A gun. 

 

Fire 3: A gun. 

 

Fire 4: A game.     

 

 

(The BOYSGUARDS train for battle, turning sticks with sharp movements.) 

 

 

Boysguard 3: One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight.  Attenshun!  Attack! 

 

All: (thrusting their sticks) Yah! 

 

Boysguard 3: Drop!  Attack! 

 

All: (thrusting their sticks) Yah!   

 

(They go into a raucous play fight, smashing sticks against sticks and finally 

mock-bayoneting each other to gruesome deaths.)  

 

 

Scene 4: The Inn (1) 

 

 

(Dusk.  The BOYSGUARDS are spread about the room in assorted clusters.  

BOYSGUARD 1 is entertaining a large group of spectators. TOMMY is in a 

corner, stroking and murmuring to his pet pigeon.) 

 

Boysguard 1: So I‟m there, right, and she‟s got her foot up over my shoulder, right, 

and— 

 

Boysguard 2: Yeah? 

 

Boysguard 1: And I‟ve got my hand like this, around her neck, yeah and—  

 

Boysguard 3: What‟s your other hand doing? 

 

Boysguard 1: Shut up, Tom.  And I go like this!  Boosh!  And she falls back, but 

she‟s got me by the teabags, right, and— 

 

Boysguard 4: You told us this one already. 
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Boysguard 1: Shut up!  And we fall and land whack!  And we‟re writhing around, 

right, writhing around like a couple of salamanders and finally, I get a hand free and 

stick my finger up her nose and— 

 

Boysguard 5: No! 

 

Boysguard 1: --pull out a bogey and shove it in her mouth. 

 

(The BOYSGUARD all laugh.)  

 

Boysguard 1: She had it coming.  The Royal guard‟s got no business coming out here 

to drink.  Hey, did you know you can light your own farts?  Watch this… 

 

(He stands up and prepares to light some farts.  The SOLDIER enters.  He is 

beyond exhausted now and ravenously hungry.  The BOYSGUARDS share 

looks.  The SOLDIER beckons to the INNKEEPER.) 

 

Soldier: Water, please. 

 

Innkeeper: There‟s water in the trough outside.   

 

Soldier : A pint of ale and a glass of water. 

 

Innkeeper: Let‟s see your money first.  

 

(The SOLDIER takes out his bag and tries to discreetly remove a wedding 

ring.  It’s no use, though, the BOYSGUARDS can see that the bag is full.) 

 

Soldier: Will you take this gold ring for payment?   It belonged to my grandmother.    

 

(BOYSGUARD 1 has moved to sit down beside the SOLDIER.) 

 

Boysguard 1: Aye-up, soldier.  Can a friend join you? 

 

Soldier: Sure, if you…want… 

 

Boysguard 1: I‟m Tom.  This is Tom, that‟s Tom, that‟s Tom, that‟s Tom.  And that 

over there is Tommy.   

 

Soldier: Good to / meet you. 

 

(BOYSGUARD 1 has noticed TOMMY’s pigeon.) 

 

Oi, Tommy! Get that pigeon out of here!  Filthy rat with wings… 

 

Tommy: Awww… 

 

(He clutches his pigeon protectively.  BOYSGUARD 1 stares at the 

SOLDIER.) 
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Boysguard 1: Are you on medical discharge? 

 

Soldier: Something like that. 

 

Boysguard  5: My granddad was in the war, yeah.   He had this friend.   He couldn‟t 

wait to get to the front, but as soon as he saw some action, he got scared and ran 

home.  And the funny thing is, they hanged him anyway.   Right in front of his mum. 

 

Boysguard  2: Where‟s your mum, Soldier? 

 

Soldier: I don‟t know.  The house was empty.   Picked clean by scavengers.   

 

Boysguard 1: All right, mate, let‟s have a look in the bag. 

 

(He tries to seize it, but the SOLDIER pulls it back; they struggle.  Others 

help and easily wrest it away from the soldier, who is too weak to fight. 

BOYSGUARD 1 looks in the bag; his face changes.) 

 

Boysguard 1: How many grandmothers do you have? 

 

(He tips out some of the contents.  We can see for the first time that it is full of 

wedding rings.) 

 

Boysguard 1: Where‟d you get all those rings?   

 

Soldier: None of your business.   

 

Boysguard 3: It is our business.  We‟re the Boysguard.   It‟s our duty to keep this 

kingdom safe from thieves and deserters.   

 

Soldier: Where were you when my mother was driven out of her house? 

 

Fire 1: The tinderbox, Soldier.   

 

Fire 2: The tinderbox. 

 

Fire 3: The tinderbox.   

 

Soldier: (withdraws the tinderbox) Listen, I can explain— 

 

(BOYSGUARD 1 snatches it from him.  The BOYSGUARDS play a game of 

keep away, flinging the tinderbox back and forth to each other.  The 

SOLDIER starts for the door.  BOYSGUARD 1 intercepts him.) 

 

Boysguard 1: You‟re a deserter, aren‟t you?  Aren‟t you! 

 

Soldier: …Yes! 

 

Boysguard 1: Take him outside and shoot him.   
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Boysguard 3: Gladly! 

 

(BOYSGUARD 4 tries to apprehend the SOLDIER, but he knocks him flat.)  

 

Soldier: What do you know?  How old are all of you?  Fourteen?  Fifteen?  You don‟t 

know what war is like.   But you will.  Each and every one of you is going to die a 

terrible death while the king and queen sit in their copper castle. 

 

Boysguard 1: Blablablah.  Shoot him.   

 

Soldier: This war has been going for as long as we‟ve been alive.  We‟re fighting 

ourselves. 

 

Boysguard 1: Awww, you‟re not going to cry / are you? 

 

Soldier: These rings are from dead soldier‟s hands.  I‟ve been sent by my fellow men 

to take them to the king and beg him to end the war.  

 

(The BOYSGUARDS are given pause by this.) 

 

Boysguard 4: Soldiers‟ hands? 

 

Soldier: That‟s not even one-thousandth of them.  There are more in the field.  

Rotting on the fingers of millions of bodies.   

 

(a pause.) 

 

Tommy: What is it like?  At the front? 

 

Soldier: There were so many skulls, we were using them to patch up the breaches in 

the fortifications.  I lost my brother the first day.  The men are tired of fighting, 

they‟ve had enough.   

 

 (a pause.) 

 

Boysguard 1: (hands SOLDIER the tinderbox) Get him something to eat.   

 

(The SOLDIER moves to sit down.) 

 

How are you going to get them to the king? 

 

Soldier: Carry them. 

 

Boysguard 1: No men allowed in the kingdom.   

 

Soldier: No men?   

 

Boysguard 2: And no boys inside the city walls.      
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Boysguard 3: Except the King and the Prince.   

 

Boysguard 5: Yeah.  The ball tonight could use a few more balls.      

 

Soldier: The ball?  What ball?  

 

Boysguard 3: The ball that‟s being held in honour of the prince‟s safe return.  

 

Boysguard 4:  Wish I could go.  And see the princess.   

 

Boysguard 1: Nobody sees the princess, you bell-end.  They keep her locked away.   

 

Soldier: I met a lady.  She said there‟s a prophesy that the princess will marry a 

soldier. 

 

Boysguard 3: Oh really.  A soldier like me? 

 

Boysguard 2: Or me! 

 

Tommy: Or me! 

 

Boysguard 5: Not like you, Tommy. 

 

(a pause.) 

 

Soldier:  Where can I find a tailor‟s shop?  

 

(Beat.) 

 

And a dressmakers? 

 

 

Scene 5: The Music Room 

 

 

(The PRINCE is playing the piano.  It ends.  The QUEEN claps and 

encourages the KING to clap.) 

 

Prince: Thank you, Father, Mother, for this welcome.  The three years I‟ve been away 

have felt like thirty.  The valour I was so hot to prove has proven the tinder of my 

regret. The final words we exchanged before I left became a million voices fighting to 

be heard above canon fire.    

 

Fire 1: Liar! 

 

Fire 2: Deserter! 

 

Fire 3: Coward! 

 

King: Don‟t worry.  I can‟t remember a word you said.    
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Queen: Nor can I.   

 

Prince: How is my sister? 

 

King: Have you dispatched your duties to your subordinates? 

 

Prince: They were well able to discern them without my help. 

 

King: And you informed them in advance of your departure. 

 

Prince: I ensured they would learn of it. 

 

King: You have done nothing to bring dishonour to your King or his name? 

 

Prince: Have you any reason to doubt me? 

 

King: Your manner is guilty, Son. 

 

Queen: He‟s tired, my love.  (to the Prince) What comfort can a mother offer you? 

 

Prince: Please, I must know what has happened to my sister. 

 

(The KING looks to the QUEEN.) 

 

King: She‟s dead.   

 

Prince: What?   

 

King: Yes.  The prophesy came true.  A soldier fought his way past all our barriers 

and murdered your sister in the dark of night.    

 

(The PRINCE’s sadness is genuine.) 

 

Prince: I will find this soldier, and I will kill him. 

 

King: He has already been found and killed.  As were the guards who failed in their 

duty.  Son, she is long passed.  Don‟t grieve too long.  Besides, you‟ve returned early.  

The people might wonder.  We need to give them something to celebrate.  Tonight I 

want you to treat the ballroom like a market stall and look for a pretty keepsake.  

Secure your marriage and you‟ll secure the kingdom.   

 

Prince: I‟ll browse, Father.  But I won‟t promise to buy. 

 

(He bows and exits.  The QUEEN approaches the KING and slips her arms 

around him.) 

 

Queen: My love, I must ask again—if you‟re worried about our daughter marrying 

the wrong man, why not marry her to the right one?  The prince of Kronia, for 

example.  
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King:  Queens take lovers, and princes may be bastards.  You‟re the only woman I 

trust, but no son of yours can marry her.   

 

Queen: Did you need to hurt him like that?  

 

King:  She might have persuaded him to release her.  What love is worth the 

overthrow of an entire kingdom?  

 

 

Dressing up 

 

 

(The PRINCESS looks down at her cumbersome dress.  She takes it off.  She 

is down to her vest and pants with an amulet about her neck which she tucks 

into her vest.  She holds up the key, goes to the door, and turns.  She slowly 

goes out.  The ROYAL GUARD is asleep and obviously having a romantic 

dream.  The PRINCESS steals past her and runs for it.  The SOLDIER makes 

his way to a COUTURIER followed by the BOYSGUARDS.  Along the way 

beggars approach, and he hands out gold rings.  The SOLDIER takes his 

place before a mirror, eyes himself up.  The PRINCE displaces him, front and 

centre.  We are now in his dressing room.  He finishes dressing, pins a leaf on 

his lapel, goes out.  The SOLDIER displaces him and strips off his uniform.  

The PRINCESS displaces the SOLDIER and enters the PRINCE’s dressing 

room, hopeful.  Her face falls.  He isn’t there.  She looks at the clothes.  She 

chooses a suit.   She moves before the mirror and dresses herself as a man, 

coolly, ably.  The PRINCE sits down and plays the piano.  The SOLDIER 

displaces the PRINCESS and dresses himself as a woman, clumsily, 

struggling, trying to figure out how to put on a corset.  The PRINCESS 

displaces him and stuffs her trousers.  The SOLDIER displaces her and stuffs 

his bra.  His disguise complete, he continues on his way, doling out more rings 

to the destitute.)   

 

Scene 6: The Ballroom 

 

 

(The LADIES OF THE COURT dress each other and tightly lace up their 

corsets as the queen delivers the female code of forbiddance.) 

 

Queen 

Shamefully delivering illegitimate offspring.   

Misbehaving in such a manner as to show wantonness. 

Committing the offence of adultery. 

Deserting her children or attempting to desert. 

Gossiping about the princess. 

Talking about the princess.    

Even mentioning the princess with each other or with anyone.   

 

Death.   
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King: Ladies of the kingdom.  Dance. 

 

(An elaborate dance of welcome for the prince.  The SOLDIER  joins the 

dance, struggling to mimic the ladies’ movements.  At last, the dance is over.  

The KING, QUEEN and PRINCE take their places to make a speech of 

welcome.) 

 

King: Our son, whom lately we misplaced abroad returns as both prodigal and 

saviour.  Kill the fatted calf and rejoice the lamb.  His courage in the field is your 

honour.  His strength in battle is your attribute. 

 

Queen: His purity of heart is your virtue. 

 

King: His heart is mine; I give it to you.  

 

(The QUEEN kisses the PRINCE.  The COURTIERS clap enthusiastically.) 

 

King: Now.  As you know, my son is of a ripe age to be married.  Let each lady 

approach and make her suit.  

 

Lady 1: Your majesties.  As I am a princess, I would give your son power. 

 

Lady 2: As I am a merchant‟s daughter, I would give him wealth.   

 

Wagon Maker: As I make wagons, I would give him a ride.    

 

(It is the SOLDIER’s turn.  He approaches, keeping his face averted.) 

 

King: And you, lady, what do you have to offer my son? 

 

Soldier: Nothing. 

 

(the KING looks to the QUEEN.) 

 

King: You are poor in properties but rich in virtues? 

 

Soldier: No.  I have no virtues.  I can‟t sing, dance, draw or sew those annoying 

napkin things that go on tables.   

 

King: But you are skilled in a trade—barrel making perhaps? 

 

Soldier: I can use a rifle.     

 

King: Ah, you work in the munitions factory. 

 

Soldier: No.  I do nothing.   I make nothing.  I am nothing.   

 

Queen: You come here with nothing to give my son? 

 

Soldier: A loving wife.  If he deserves to be loved. 
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(The KING and QUEEN exchange derisive looks.  The KING gestures to the 

musicians.) 

 

King: Music! 

 

(Music.  The KING and QUEEN walk away to confer.  When their backs are 

turned, the ladies let out sighs of relief, tug irritably at their corsets, pick their 

knickers out of their bums.  The PRINCE surveys the ladies briefly.  Who to 

ask?  The SOLDIER wriggles between the ladies to place himself at the rear 

of the assembly.  A wall of hopeful faces, but the PRINCE ignores these and 

gently penetrates the mob to reach his quarry, the SOLDIER.  The PRINCE 

extends his hand.   The SOLDIER reluctantly takes it.  The PRINCE leads the 

SOLDIER through the ladies to the centre of the floor.  There, he lifts the 

SOLDIER’s hand to his lips for a lingering kiss.  He takes the SOLDIER in 

his arms and begins to lead him in a waltz. The SOLDIER keeps his face 

averted whist the PRINCE endeavours to gaze into his eyes.  Suddenly, the 

PRINCESS enters, dressed as a man.  She immediately goes to some 

architectural feature of the ballroom and marvels at its design.  The LADIES 

begin to murmur.  The music cuts out.) 

 

King: Who is this man!  Who are you! 

 

Princess: I…I am a viscount from a distant land, Sire.  I wished to meet your son.   

 

Queen: Our son? 

 

Prince: Me?  

 

Princess: You have a sister you have not seen in years.  I know her well. I could tell 

you about her. 

 

King: The man is mad.   

 

Queen: Guard! 

 

Princess: Sire, wait.   I come in peace.  

 

(The ROYAL GUARDS descend.) 

 

King: Take this man to the dungeon.   

 

Queen: And from the dungeon to the front.   

 

(The PRINCESS is led off.   The KING turns suspicious eyes on all the 

ladies.) 

 

King: Inspect them all closely.   

 



26 

 

(The LADIES all raise their hands protectively to their chests.  The 

SOLDIER tries to make a break for it, but the ROYAL GUARDS swiftly 

apprehend him and whisk him away.  An awkward silence.  All the LADIES 

are huddled fearfully.) 

 

King (to the musicians) 

Play! 

 

Scene 7: The Dungeon 

 

 

(ROYAL GUARD 1 is heavily pregnant and has been regaling ROYAL 

GUARD 2 as she cradles her bump protectively.  The PRINCESS, still in her 

manly disguise, is delighted with her adventurous surroundings.  The 

SOLDIER by contrast is looking grumpy in his dress.) 

 

Royal Guard 1: No, I mean neat vinegar.  By the pint glass.  And swede.  Never 

touched it before.  Now I can‟t get enough of it.   

 

Royal Guard 2: Just like you couldn‟t get enough of your procreation assignment.  

No wonder you‟re soooo pregnant.   

 

Royal Guard 1: I‟m just glad to be home from the front.  He was a nice enough 

bloke, but I wouldn‟t have picked him.   

 

(A chime.  ROYAL GUARD 2 goes off.  ROYAL GUARD 1 shifts her 

pregnant weight to sit in a chair.) 

 

Soldier: This is your fault.   

 

Princess: My fault that you‟re dressed like a woman?  Surely you had some hand in 

it.  Although it‟s true your hand is not the most surprising thing in that dress.  

 

Soldier: Don‟t provoke me. 

 

Princess: I am a nobleman.  Why shouldn‟t I present myself at court?   

 

Soldier: You must know that men are not allowed in the kingdom.   

 

Princess: No men?  Why not? 

 

Soldier: Guard!  Listen, I was overcome with temptation.  From the moment I heard 

of the princess, I have thought of nothing but her.  Just let me go.  

 

Royal Guard 1: Save your breath.   

  

Fires: The tinderbox. 

 

(The SOLDIER takes out the tinderbox.  He looks at it, unsure what to do with 

it.)   
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Princess: Why did you want to meet the princess? 

 

Soldier: What do you mean why?  She‟s a princess.  She‟s beautiful.   

 

Princess: Is she smart?  Is she capable?  Do you know of the adventures she longs for 

or her plans for the kingdom? 

 

Soldier: I know that she‟s…graceful...  Frrrriendly… She sings to animals. 

 

Princess: She sounds weird.   

 

Soldier: Guard!  Listen, I will give you gold!  Here.   

 

(ROYAL GUARD 1 takes the gold but doesn’t release him.) 

 

Soldier: I have more!  Much more!  Take me to my lodging, and I will give you all I 

have.   

 

Guard: Do you think you can bribe me?  I‟m the King‟s guard.   

 

Soldier:  Right, ok, yeah, because you‟re loyal to the king.  You do realise that child 

inside you is destined to for death.  With all my gold, you could send him away to 

safety.   

 

(ROYAL GUARD 1 touches her bump, then begins to unlock the door.) 

 

Princess: Take me with you.  Please.  They‟re going to send me to the front.  You‟re 

trained in war.  I don‟t know how to fight.  Please!  Please!!! 

  

(A war flashback.  Rythmic beating of chests.) 

 

Fire 1:  Save yourself!   

 

Fire 2: The strong will live! 

 

Fire 3: The weak deserve to die! 

 

(The SOLDIER stops and looks at the PRINCESS.  He thinks.) 

 

Soldier: Free this man.  I‟ll tell you where my treasure is.   

 

Royal Guard 1: No.  You‟ll lead me to your treasure.  And if you‟re lying, I‟ll shoot 

you…Now go.   

 

(They start off.  ROYAL GUARD 2 enters and sees them, moves to raise the 

alarm.  The PRINCESS springs forward, grabbing the bars of her cell.) 

 

Princess: (commanding) Stop!  Unlock this door.  
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Guard: Who do you think you‟re talking to?  

 

(The PRINCESS withdraws an amulet.  ROYAL GUARD 2 hurries to unlock 

the door.  The PRINCESS emerges and tries to casually walk away.  ROYAL 

GUARD 2 seizes her by the arm.)   

 

Guard: Back to the tower, Highness.  I won‟t tell if you won‟t. 

 

Riches to Rags 

 

 

(The SOLDIER is marched to the inn.  He digs up his sack of rings and hands 

them over to ROYAL GUARD 1.  The KING sits carving a matchstick and 

singing a bluesy version of Eric Clapton’s ‘Nobody Knows You When You’re 

Down and Out.’ ROYAL GUARD 1 eyes up the SOLDIER’s dress, likes the 

look of it, and gestures for him to strip.  He complies.  She bears her treasures 

off.)  

 

 

Scene 8: The Inn (2) 

 

(The SOLDIER is sitting, dejected about the loss of his money.  The 

BOYSGUARDS have been entertaining each other.) 

 

Boysguard 1:  So we‟ve painted his bollocks bright blue and in walks the drill 

sergeant who pulls out his cavalry sword and ever so gently starts to knight him.   

 

(They all laugh their heads off.  BOYSGUARD 1 clocks a morose looking 

TOMMY.) 

 

Boydsguard 1: Oi, Tommy.  What‟s the matter with you? 

 

(TOMMY has been in a corner sombrely tending his pigeon.) 

 

Tommy: His leg‟s shattered.  

 

Boysguard 2: Is there a message?  

 

Tommy: It says send more men. 

 

(BOYSGUARD 1 give the two fingers towards the door.) 

 

Boysguard 1: There‟s more men for you.  

 

Boysguard 4: Tommy, that bird is knacred.  You ought to break its neck. 

 

Tommy: No.  

 

Boysguard 3: He can‟t stand anymore, Tommy.   
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Boysguard 5: Yeah, put him out of his misery. 

 

(The BOYSGUARDS all chime in, encouraging TOMMY to kills his bird.   

The SOLDIER moves to defend him.) 

 

Soldier: Oi.  Oi!  Leave him alone.  Let him keep his bird.   

 

(The PRINCE enters, dressed as a commoner, looking furtive.  The 

BOYSGUARDS see him, look at each other, rush to surround him and 

brutally push him to the floor.) 

 

Boysguard 1: Ten seconds to state your name and rank! One!  Two!  Nine!  

 

Prince:  Err, Tom!   My name is Tom!  

 

Boysguard 1: Put him in the chair! 

 

(The BOYSGUARDs  hustle him over to a chair and gruffly sit him down.) 

 

Boysguard 1: Why aren‟t you at the front? 

 

Prince: I I I am a noble.  On special furlough.  

 

Boysguard 3: What kind of a noble are you?  

 

Prince: Have you ever met a noble? 

 

Boysguard 3: He‟s playing mind games. 

 

Boysguard 1: Search him! 

 

(They search him and produced a pistol.) 

 

Boysguard 5: Oi, oi, what‟s this? 

 

Boysguard 2: Royal crest? 

 

Boysguard 3: A thief. 

 

Boysguard 4: Or an assassin.     

 

Boysguard 5: Or a pawnbroker. 

 

Tommy: Or the prince. 

 

(The BOYSGUARDS are given pause.  Maybe he is the PRINCE.) 

 

Boysguard 4: What if he is the prince?  They‟ll hang us from the nearest tree! 

 

Boysguard 1: Wait.   They say the prince has a scar on his leg.  The shape of a lion.   
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(The BOYSGUARDS pin the struggling PRINCE and lift his trouser leg.  

They spring away from the PRINCE as if he were on fire.  A chorus of 

apologies, explanations, grovelling.) 

 

Prince: Enough.  I commend you for your loyalty to the crown.  (to the Innkeeper) A 

pint of ale. 

 

(The INNKEEPER hands him a pint of ale, starts off.) 

 

Say.   Innkeeper.  Are there any „creature comforts‟ to be had in the vicinity?  Your 

daughter, for example?   

 

Boysguard 3: You don’t want her daughter. 

 

Innkeeper: The women outside the city wall are all rough labourers, your highness.   

 

(The PRINCE makes a face, raises his glass.) 

 

Prince : Congratulate me, Boys.  Here‟s to another year with NO WIFE! 

 

(The PRINCE begins to raise the glass to his lips.) 

 

Soldier: Your Highness, before you indulge.  What news from the front?  That is if 

you‟ve been to the front? 

 

(The PRINCE is pulled up short by this note of insolence.) 

 

Prince: I fought in the mud like a common private.   

 

(He looks.) 

 

I know you. 

 

Soldier: That‟s not likely, Sir.  A nobody like me?   

 

Prince: It‟s you.  Seize this man. 

 

(The BOYSGUARD hesitates.) 

 

I said seize this man! 

 

(BOYSGUARDs half-heartedly take hold of the SOLDIER’s arm.  The 

PRINCE hands BOYSGUARD 1 his pistol.) 

 

Prince: Now can prove your loyalty.  Kill him.   

 

Fire 1: Question him, Boy. 

 

Boysguard 1: But Sir, what is his crime? 
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Prince: Desertion. 

 

Soldier: He would know.  He deserted with me. 

 

Prince:  Shoot him! 

 

(The BOYSGUARDS look at the gun and fumble with it.) 

 

Boysguard 1: Do you pull this thingy? 

 

Boysguard 2: No, that thingy.  The bullets go in that thingy.   

 

Tommy: Oh, this thingy.   

 

Prince: Shoot him, you bastard!  

 

 (The PRINCE backhands TOMMY.  BOYSGUARD 1 points the pistol at the 

PRINCE.) 

 

Boyguard 1: If our orders are to shoot all deserters, why not you? 

 

(The PRINCE backs away.)   

 

Prince: I‟ll be back.  With the royal guard.    

 

(He goes out, livid.  The BOYSGUARDs look at each other.) 

 

Boysguards: Oooooooooooooo!   

 

(The SOLDIER and BOYSGUARDS laugh and joke derisively.  TOMMY 

joins in, laughing, not quite getting it.) 

 

Tommy: Yeah, yeah, my face really hurts! 

 

(The INNKEEPER has made her way into their midst and holds up a slip of 

paper.) 

 

Innkeeper: All right, Boys.  It‟s time you paid your tab.   

 

(The BOYSGUARDS look at each other and dash out of the inn leaving the 

SOLDIER alone.) 

 

Soldier: I‟m afraid I haven‟t any money left.  I can do the dishes. 

 

Inkeeper: I can do them myself. 

 

The Fires: The tinderbox! 

 

Soldier: Will you take this tinderbox in payment?   
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Innkeeper: That old piece of junk?  No...  But I‟ll have the clothes off your back.  

 

(The SOLDIER grumpily strips his clothing and gives it to the INNKEEPER.  

The INNKEEPER goes through the pockets and pulls out the bloody 

handkerchief.  The SOLDIER snatches it out of her hands.)   

 

Soldier: That‟s mine! 

 

Innkeeper: What would I want with your dirty old handkerchief? 

 

(The INNKEEPER goes off.  The FIRES bring on a bundle.  The SOLDIER 

looks to his torn, scorched and blood-stained soldier’s uniform.  He 

reluctantly dons it.  He is returned to a soldier.  A single leaf falls. It grows 

cold.  The SOLDIER is now alone in a garret room.  He shivers.  He takes out 

a rollie and fumbles with it, his fingers freezing.  He has only one match left.  

He strikes it.  The FIRES blow it out.  Darkness.  The tinderbox begins to 

glow.  The SOLDIER goes to it and picks it up.) 

 

Fire 1: Take out the steel. 

 

Fire 2: Take out the stone. 

 

Fire 3: Strike them together. 

 

Fire 4: No longer alone.  

 

(He strikes the steel against the stone.  DOG 1 appears.  He lets out a 

fearsome growl and rushes at the SOLDIER.  Blackout.) 

 

 

Scene 9: The Garret 

 

 

(As the lights come up, the SOLDIER is once again under attack.  DOG 1 

charges towards him.  The SOLDIER prepares to fight.  DOG 1 stops just 

short of him and bows deferentially.)   

 

Dog 1: What wish, master? 

 

Soldier: How—? What—?  Who are you?  What are you? (he looks) You‟re the dog 

from the tree.   

 

Dog 1: It‟s not who I am but who you are, Master.  

 

Soldier: Master?   

 

Dog 1: Yes, master. 

 

Soldier: What do you mean, master?  I am your master? 
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Dog 1: Yes, master. 

 

(The SOLDIER picks up a stick and throws it.  DOG 1 doesn’t move.) 

 

Soldier: How am I your master if you won‟t even fetch a stick?   

 

Dog 1: I will fetch you anything that can be carried, master, but first you must 

command me.    

 

Soldier (scoffs, disbelieving): Oh yeah? Fetch me a banquet. 

 

(DOG 1 springs into life and speeds away, returns instantly with a suckling 

pig with an apple in its mouth.  DOG 1 disappears.)   

 

Soldier: Wait!  

 

(The SOLDIER picks up the tinderbox.  He strikes it again—twice to be sure 

it has worked.  DOG 2 appears.)  

 

Dog 2: What wish, master? 

 

Soldier: Now you? 

 

Dog 2: Yes, master. 

 

Soldier: Because I struck the flint twice? 

 

Dog 2: Yes, master. 

 

Soldier: Bring me firewood and matches.   

 

(Dog 2 disappears and returns in a flash with firewood.  DOG 2 disappears. 

The SOLDIER builds a fire.  The FIRES blaze.  The SOLDIER looks at the 

tinderbox.  He strikes the flint three times.  DOG 3 appears and bows.) 

 

Dog 3: What wish, Master? 

 

Soldier: Can you bring me anything?  Even a person? 

 

Dog 3: Anything that can be carried, Master.  

 

Soldier: Bring back my brother. 

 

Dog 3: (shakes his head) Anyone that breathes.   

 

Soldier: (with dread) Bring me…bring me my mother.   

 

Dog 3: No, Soldier.  Only those that breathe.   
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(The SOLDIER realises his mother is dead.  He pulls out the handkerchief 

and looks at it.  He puts it away.  He turns back.) 

 

Soldier: Bring me the princess. 

 

(DOG 3 disappears and reappears with the PRINCESS on his back.  He 

deposits the PRINCESS to the floor and disappears.  The SOLDIER stares 

down at her.)  

 

Soldier: I was right.  I was right, she‟s beautiful.  Well… 

 

The Fires: Very good looking. 

 

Soldier: A face like I‟ve never seen. 

 

Fire 1: Never seen. 

 

Fire 2: Never kissed.  

 

Fire 3: Kiss her. 

 

Fire 4: Kiss her, Soldier. 

 

Fire 5: Kiss her. 

 

Fire 6: Kiss her. 

 

(He kneels down and kisses her.  Her eyes open.  She screams.  She slaps him, 

springs backward.) 

 

Princess: Who are you?  Where am I? 

 

Soldier: I didn‟t mean to wake you.   

 

Princess: Didn‟t you?  Why not?  Do you always kiss lifeless bodies?   

 

Soldier: I‟m sorry, I— 

 

(She notices his uniform.) 

 

Princess: Are you a soldier? 

 

Soldier: Yes. 

 

Princess: Stay back!  Don‟t come near me!   

 

Soldier: It‟s all right.  I‟m not going to hurt you. 

 

Princess: Where am I? 
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Soldier: You‟re in a garret.   

 

Princess: A garret? 

 

Soldier: A room at the top of a house.   

 

Princess: I know what a garret is.  What am I doing here? 

 

Soldier: I...summoned you here.   

 

Princess: Kidnapped, you mean.   

 

Soldier: Please, I…I want to talk to you. 

 

Princess: About what? 

 

Soldier: Err…isn‟t it a nice garret? 

 

Princess: I know who you are.  You‟re the soldier who‟s going to try to kill me. 

 

Soldier: Kill you?!  I‟m not going to kill you.  Who told you that? 

 

Princess: My father, the king. 

 

Soldier: You must not have heard the prophesy. 

 

Princess: Of course I‟ve heard it.  A soldier will try to— 

 

Soldier: No, no, the prophesy says that we‟ll fall in love. 

 

Princess: Me?  Fall in love with you?   

 

Soldier: Yes. 

 

(He steps towards her.) 

 

Princess: Stay back! 

 

(He walks away shaking his head.) 

 

Soldier:  You don‟t know what I‟ve gone through to try to meet you.  It wasn‟t pretty. 

And then, I was thrown in a dungeon with this complete nutter who called himself a 

viscount and crashed the ball.     

 

Princess (lightbulb moment) A nutter, was he? 

 

Soldier: Or a bit of a thicko, at least.  A flimsy sort of bloke with these crazy staring 

eyes. 
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(The PRINCESS hides a smile, relaxes.  She stares at her surroundings.  

Goes to touch the slope of the roof.)   

 

Princess: It could be a nice garret.  With a bit of work.  This must be a mansard roof.   

 

Soldier: A what? 

 

Princess: A four-sided gambrel-style hip roof with two slopes on each of its sides 

with the lower slope at a steeper angle than the upper.  Of course. 

 

Soldier: Yeah…probably.  

 

Princess: I‟ve never actually seen one before.    

 

Soldier: But you‟ve read about them. 

 

Princess: Of course.  What do you read?   

 

Soldier: Mostly...military stuff. 

 

Princess: Oh!  So you must have read The Art of War by Sun Tzu.  “Move swift as 

the wind and closely-formed as the wood.  Attack like fire and be as still as the 

mountain.”  

 

Soldier: Yeah.  That was a good one.  

 

Princess: You‟re not very tall for a soldier, are you.  My father is taller. 

 

Soldier: Well to be brutally honest, you‟re not very princessy.  (sotto, to himself) I 

was hoping for blonde hair.   

 

(The PRINCESS heads towards the door.) 

 

Whoa, whoa, whoa.  Where are you going?  You can‟t go down there.  Look how 

you‟re dressed. 

 

Princess: I want to see the houses the people live in.  My father says they are the 

pinnacle of elegance and beauty.   

 

Soldier: It‟s not safe. 

 

Princess: Then you will accompany me.  My father is going to kill you for this.  You 

might as well make the most of the night. 

 

(The SOLDIER darts to fetch the witch’s apron and chases after her.) 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gambrel
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hip_roof
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Scene 10: The Armory 

 

 

(The FIRES create an armory.  The KING passes before the mounted broad 

swords, rifles, armour and other elaborate weaponry.  He takes down a 

sword, stares down the shaft.  The PRINCE enters.) 

 

King: How long has it been since you were in the armory, Son? 

 

Prince: Since I went to war.  Three years at least.  

 

King: Do you remember this?  The armour worn by King Gildareuth the repressor?  

Or these, the rapiers and chain mail of  his father?  What shall I hang here for you?  

Your piano?  Your hands?  You knowledge of Plato and Aristotle?  When king and 

son stand here in a hundred years, what will they have to remember you by?   

 

Prince: I have no desire to be remembered on a wall. 

 

King: There will be no one to remember you in a joke if you don‟t produce an heir. 

Is it your plan to leave a regiment of bastards between here and the front but no lawful 

son to polish your armory? 

 

Prince: I will marry but not yet, Father. 

 

King: You are the only surviving heir to this throne. You will marry when it pleases 

me.  

 

Prince: Am I allowed anything to please myself?  

 

(a pause.) 

 

King:  When I was a boy, my brother and I watched a bear foraging in the woods.  

When we went home, I told my father how beautiful a creature it was.  How I longed 

to see it again.  He sent out his trapsmen and the very next day, the bear appeared in 

my nursery.  As a rug.  That‟s how my father was generous to me. 

 

Prince: When I was a boy, my father took me into the woods.  In a clearing, he gave 

me a sword and drew his own. Before I could say anything, he lunged at me.  We 

fought until I was tired, and then he pinned me down and slashed a mark onto my 

ankle. 

 

King: To make you strong. 

 

Prince: I am strong.  I don‟t live in fear of my army and privy council.  For you, 

every stick is a villain and every leaf, an assassin.   

 

King: When the sticks and leaves have overthrown me, where will you go?  The 

prophesy kills you as much as me.  „A soldier, rising through your people shall be 

your undoing.‟  That is the true wording of the prophesy.  For them to undo me, you 

must be undone. 
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Prince: Rising through your people.  The people will revolt?   

 

King: They will do nothing if you are strong with me.  We will bolster the war effort.  

Keep them in continual service with no time to conspire or energy to think.  A 

starving boy has no appetite for sedition.  A mother waiting for a victorious son has 

no thought of avenging him. 

 

Prince: A desperate boy has appetite for corruption.   

 

King:  Then you must find all such boys and kill them.   

 

(The KING raises the sword threateningly; the PRINCE goes rigid, fearful.) 

 

This…is the sword of a valiant king….   

 

(The KING puts it up and hands it to the PRINCE.)  

 

Use it to become a braver prince.       

 

(The PRINCE accepts the sword.) 

 

Fire 1: Confluence of elements.  

 

Fire 2: Conferral of ire.   

 

Fire 3: The son is converted.  

 

Fire 4: Converted. 

 

Fire 5: To fire. 

 

Scene 11: The Marketplace 

 

 

(The SOLDIER and the PRINCESS stare up at the outside of a house.  The 

PRINCESS is wearing the WITCH’s apron over her dress as a disguise.) 

 

Princess: It‟s true nothing lasts forever, but architecture tries. 

 

Soldier: Until soldiers come along and destroy it. 

 

(She looks around.) 

 

Princess: But where are the elegant houses?    

 

Soldier: There are no elegant houses, your Highness.  This is how we live.   

 

(They enter the market.  The FIRES as MARKET VENDORS are dispiritedly 

chanting their sales pitches in the market machine.) 
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Princess: What is this place? 

 

Soldier: The market.  It‟s where people come to buy and sell things.   

 

(The PRINCESS takes note that all the market vendors are women.) 

 

Princess: Why are no men allowed in the kingdom? 

 

Soldier: The people would be grateful if you would ask your father that question.   

 

 (The MARKET VENDORS desperately try to sell their meagre wares.  The 

PRINCESS spies a ball and hurries over to it.) 

 

Princess: A ball!  Like in the nursery rhyme.  

 

Fire 1: The cradle rocks itself.  

 

Fire 2: The curtains are drawn. 

 

Fire 3: The ball‟s in the gutter. 

 

Fire 4: The children are gone.   

 

Soldier: Stand over there. 

 

(She moves.  He throws it at her.  She does nothing; the ball glances off her 

and falls to the ground.) 

 

Princess: Why did you do that? 

 

Soldier: I was throwing it to you.  You‟re meant to catch it.  

  

Princess: You might have warned me. 

 

(He picks it up again and throws it to her.  She catches it.  She throws it back 

overly hard.  It socks him the stomach.  They play for a while, enjoying it.  She 

abruptly abandons the game and goes to another market stall.) 

 

Princess: A pen!  Show me how to use it.  Here.  (she extends her arm.) Write your 

name.     

 

(The SOLDIER takes the pen.  A brief pause.  He leans down and draws an 

‘x’ on her arm.) 

 

Princess: You can‟t write.  Can you read?   

 

Soldier: …No. 
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Princess:  (to the Vendor) We‟ll take that one, please.  In fact, we‟ll take all of them.  

In fact, do you have any more pens?  And tracing paper?  And a drafting board and a 

ruler and a protractor and a compass and— 

 

Soldier: I haven‟t any money. 

 

Princess: With this pen, I could draw my ideas for new houses.  My father‟s subjects 

can‟t live like this.   

 

Soldier: I want to, your Highness, but I…   

 

(She turns to the vendor and hands back the pen.  The SOLDIER covertly 

strikes the tinderbox.  DOG 1 appears.  He begins to give instructions; the 

PRINCESS spies him.) 

 

Princess: Awwww.  It‟s a canus lupus familiaris!  Isn‟t he sweet?  

 

Soldier: Adorable.  

 

Vendor: Er Miss, if you want I could probably sort you out with some tracing paper, 

a drafting board, rulers, protractors, a compass, er, some card— 

 

(The PRINCESS is duly distracted; meanwhile, the SOLDIER has whispered 

orders to DOG 1 who has returned with money.) 

 

Soldier: We‟ll take the pens. 

 

 

Scene 12: the Tower 

 

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING enters, looks around, puzzled.) 

 

Lady-in-Waiting: Your highness? 

 

(She searches.) 

 

Your highness?! 

 

(Panicking, she spools through the possible explanations.) 

 

The king and queen finally let her out. 

She persuaded the royal guard to let her out. 

The prince discovered her and let her out.   

A soldier… 

A soldier scaled the wall and— 

Help!  Your majesties!  Help! 

 

 

 



41 

 

The Inn (3) 

 

 

(The PRINCE enters the inn accompanied by ROYAL GUARDS.) 

 

Fire 1: He mocked you, Prince. 

 

Fire 2: Disobeyed your will. 

 

Fire 3: Will you be stripped of honour? 

 

Fire 4:  Divested of manhood? 

 

Fire 5: Or will you ki— 

 

(The PRINCE kills BOYSGUARD 1 with the sword.) 

 

ROYAL GUARD: He was just a boy, your Highness.   

 

PRINCE: There…there are no boys in this kingdom.   Only soldiers.   (to the 

Boysguards.) From now on, you report directly to me.  (military command) Atten 

Shun!   

 

Fire 1: Loudness. 

 

Fire 2: Inflection. 

 

Fire 3: Projection. 

 

Fire 4: Snap! 
 

(The BOYSGUARDS snap to attention.)  

 

Prince: Before this night is through, you‟ll all be executioners.  You and you.  Come 

with me.  

 

Scene 13: Church 

 

 

(The SOLDIER strikes a match to illuminate the darkened church.) 

 

Princess: (looking up) Extraordinary.  See how the vault of the nave resembles the 

keel of a ship.  (She looks closer.)  But why are some of the trusses missing?    

 

Soldier: The people are risking their lives breaking off bits for firewood.   

 

(They glow together in the light of the match.  She becomes aware of his 

nearness.) 
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Princess: So we‟re going to fall in love. 

 

Fire 1: Fall in love. 

 

Soldier: If the prophesy is right. 

 

Fire 2: The prophesy is right. 

 

Princess: I‟ve never been in love.   How will I know if it‟s happened? 

 

Fire 3: It‟s happened.   

 

Soldier: I don‟t know.  I‟ve never been in love either.   

 

Princess: Only to fall in love or to get married?   

 

Soldier: I suppose to get married.  And live happily ever after…   

 

Princess: Like my parents.  Except they‟re not happy.  My father has everything, so 

he‟s scared of losing it.  My mother has everything, so she has no dreams.  Let‟s 

promise, here in this church, that no matter what happens, we will never never get 

married.   

 

Soldier: I don‟t think I would be unhappy married to you.   

 

Princess: We should kneel at the altar.  That‟s what you do when you make a life 

promise.  Come on.   

 

Fires: Take her hand.   

 

Soldier: No.  I won‟t make that promise.   

 

Princess: Then take me home.  There‟s a chance I‟ve not been missed.  You might 

not have to die after all.   

 

(The SOLDIER covertly strikes the tinderbox three times.  DOG 3 appears.) 

 

Soldier: Take the princess home.   

 

(DOG 3 whisks the PRINCESS away.  The SOLDIER strikes the tinderbox 

three times. DOG 3 appears.)  

 

Bring the princess back. 

 

DOG 3 whisks the PRINCESS back.) 

  

Princess: How did you do that? 

 

Soldier: What would you say if I declared my undying like for you?  Do you like me? 
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Princess: Yes, a bit.  But don‟t worry, only very mildly.   

 

 

Scene 14: The Tower 

 

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING is on her knees before the KING, QUEEN and 

ROYAL GUARDS.) 

 

Lady-in-waiting:  Mercy!  Please, your majesties!  If she is found, I will never let her 

out of my sight again. You can sew her skin to my skin.  Tie her hair to my hair.     

 

King: Hang her.   

 

Lady-in-waiting: No!  No, please!  

 

King: I don‟t hear you. 

 

Queen: We don‟t hear you. 

 

Fire 1: A lady. 

 

Fire 2: in waiting. 

 

Fire 3: Someone to save. 

 

Fire 4: A handmaid. 

 

Fire 5: A wet-nurse. 

 

Fire 6: A teacher. 

 

Fire 1: A slave.   

 

(The ROYAL GUARDS reluctantly bear her off.) 

 

Scene 15: Tithe Barn 

 

 

Soldier:  So this…is a tithe barn.  It‟s where the common people must bring a portion 

of their harvest every year as taxation for your father.    

 

Princess: But they have so little themselves... 

 

Soldier: It‟s because I can‟t read, isn‟t it?  That‟s the real reason you wouldn‟t marry 

me. 

 

Princess: No!  I just don‟t want to be any man‟s wife.  

 

Soldier: You mean any soldier‟s wife.   
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Princess: Well, not if you‟re going to be so stroppy.  

 

Soldier: Oh, I‟m sorry, am I being stroppy?   

 

(The SOLDIER covertly strikes the tinderbox three times.  DOG 3 appears.)  

 

Then maybe you‟d better go. 

 

( DOG 3 carries the princess off.  The SOLDIER pauses, frustrated.  He 

strikes the tinderbox three times.  DOG 3 appears.) 

 

Soldier: Bring back the princess. 

 

(The PRINCESS arrives on DOG 3’s back, picking up the argument where 

they left off as she is carried in.) 

 

Princess: How do you expect me to redesign this kingdom if I‟m a soldier‟s wife?  

What can you do besides fire a gun or thrust a bayonet? 

 

Soldier: I know how to dig the foundations of a house.  I know how to build a wall.  

You can‟t do either of those things.  

 

Princess: Without a plan, a wall is nothing. 

 

Soldier: And without a wall, a plan is nothing. 

 

(A pause.  The PRINCESS walks away.) 

 

Princess: Have you?  Killed people? 

 

Soldier: Yes.  When someone attacks, I‟ve been trained to kill.  Do you hate me now? 

 

Princess: If this were my kingdom…people would trust each other.     

 

(The SOLDIER lights a match.  He carefully places it in her fingertips.  He 

places his hands around hers.  They lock eyes.  She leans in to blow it out, but 

he pulls it to his lips: he blows it out.  The PRINCE enters with the 

BOYSGUARDS and ROYAL GUARDS.) 

 

Princess: Quick, get down!   

 

(They duck down.  The SOLDIER pulls out the tinderbox and strikes it twice 

then three times. The PRINCESS observes this.   DOG 2 and DOG 3 appear.) 

 

Soldier: Take us to safety! 

 

(DOG 2 and DOG 3 instantly spirit them away.) 
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Scene 16: The Gibbet 1 

 

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING is marched to the scaffold.) 

 

Fire 1:  A woman. 

 

Fire 2: A gibbet. 

 

Fire 3:  The people estrange.  

 

Fire 4: A death. 

 

Fire 5: A death. 

 

Fire 6: A death. 

 

Fire 1: A change.   

 

(The LADY-IN-WAITING is hung.  The spectators are grumbling; 

discontentment is spreading.) 

 

 

Scene 17: The Mountaintop 

 

 

(The SOLDIER and the PRINCESS stare down at the kingdom.  The 

PRINCESS is horrified by what she sees.) 

 

Soldier: What did you think it would look like?  

 

Princess: They told me it was paradise. 

 

Fire 1: It was paradise. 

 

Princess: They told me that there was sun.  

 

Fire 2: There was sun.   

 

Princess: They told me that the children laugh. 

 

Fire 3: They lied.   

 

Soldier: They lied. 

 

Princess: It‟s horrible. 

 

(She shivers.  He takes off his uniform jacket and slips it around her 

shoulders.  He begins to gather wood to light a fire.  She pulls the 

bloodstained handkerchief out of his pocket.)   
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Princess: Is this blood?  Were you hurt?   

 

Soldier: No, no.  It was my brother‟s.  My mother could always make something out 

of nothing.  I just can‟t bring myself to throw it away…    

  

Princess: Teach me how to start a fire.   

 

Soldier: What—now?…Well…First you have to gather wood.  You need tinder.  

Like this. Kindling.  Like this.  Logs.  Like these.  The tinder is the quickest to burn, 

see.   The kindling needs a little more heat.  But the logs are old and thick, so they 

need a roaring blaze around them before they‟ll get going.   

   

(Rain begins to fall.  They look up.) 

 

Soldier: Do you want to look for shelter? 

 

Princess: No.  It‟s wonderful.   

 

(He stares at her.  He begins to lean in to kiss her, but she picks up the 

tinderbox.) 

 

Princess: You could use the tinderbox to end the war.  You have the power to end it 

at any time.   

 

Soldier: I can carry the men back three at a time.  Your father has the power to bring 

them back by the millions.  I can‟t risk anyone finding out about this.  Think what 

could happen if it fell into the wrong hands.   

 

Princess: So you‟re just going to hoard it all to yourself.  Live in a palace, keep 

servants.   

 

Soldier: Like you do. 

 

Princess: Take me to the front.  I want to know.   

 

Soldier: I‟ll never go back there. 

 

(She reaches to touch his face.) 

 

Princess: What have you seen? 

 

Soldier: (moving away) That‟s right.  You haven‟t seen anything.  You don‟t know 

that soldiers eat rats to keep alive.  You don‟t know that there are mothers who would 

rather drown their newborn sons than raise them to be blasted to pieces on a killing 

field.        

 

Princess: Then go to the front and use this to end the war.  

 

Soldier: I told you, I won‟t go back.  
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(The PRINCESS rises.) 

 

Princess: (taking off his jacket) Send me home.  Summon the dogs and send me 

home. 

 

(The SOLDIER takes out the tinderbox and summons DOG 3.) 

 

Soldier: (without conviction) Take the princess home. 

 

(DOG 3 tilts his head questioningly.) 

 

Maybe he can tell that I don‟t mean it.   

 

Princess: Maybe he‟s lost all respect for you. 

 

Soldier: (means it this time) Take the princess home. 

 

 

Scene 18: The Tower 

 

 

(DOG 3 deposits the PRINCESS outside the tower.  She looks down and 

notices the apron.  She takes it off and hands it to DOG 3.  He bears it off.  

She enters tentatively.  The KING and QUEEN are waiting for her.  They are 

taken aback.  It is the first time they’ve looked at her in years.  The QUEEN 

moves to inspect her more closely, touches her face, gently touches her hair.  

The KING follows and does the same.) 

 

King: You‟re wet… Not only your hair but your clothes…. 

 

Queen: Where have you been? 

 

Princess: With a soldier. 

 

(The KING and QUEEN exchange looks.) 

 

King: I want your word that you will never see this soldier again.  He‟s dangerous. 

 

Fire 1: Liar.  

 

Fire 2: Liar. 

 

Fire 3: Kingdom  on fire.   

 

Princess: You lied to me, Father.  Your people are suffering.  They have too little to 

eat, waste water to drink. They live in squalor.   

 

King : These are not your words.  These are the words of your soldier.   

 



48 

 

Princess: These are my own words.  I have my own thoughts and my own plans, none 

of which will include you ever again.   

 

(She takes off her amulet and hands it to the QUEEN.  The PRINCE enters, 

sword at the ready.) 

 

Prince: What is it, Father?  The tower alarm sounded.   

  

(The PRINCE and PRINCESS see each other.  They run to each other and 

embrace.) 

 

Prince: They told me you were dead. 

 

(They turn accusing eyes on the KING.) 

 

King: It was for her own good.  She has been keeping trysts with a soldier. 

 

Prince: Which soldier?  

 

Princess: A soldier who had enough sense to leave the army. 

 

Prince: Not him.  This soldier is not for you.  You are never to see him again.   

 

Princess: I will.  I love him. 

 

Prince: He called me a coward before the entire boysguard.     

 

Princess:  (gently taking his hand) But you are a coward, Brother. You‟ve always 

been a coward.   

 

King: You see how reason has deserted her.  Tonight, I want you to guard your sister.  

Keep her always in your sight.   

 

Prince: I will, Father.   

 

Queen (aside to Prince): And this will ensure she can never elude you.  There is a 

hole in the corner of this pouch.  The ruby dust will fall, leaving a trail.   Fix it to her 

skirts.   

 

(The QUEEN approaches the PRINCESS, puts her arms around her and 

holds her tightly.) 

 

Your lady-in-waiting is dead.   Hanged because of you.   

 

(The PRINCESS gasps, tries to pull away.  The QUEEN holds her tighter.  

The PRINCESS begins to cry.  The PRINCE fixes the pouch to the back of 

her skirt.  The KING, QUEEN and PRINCE exit.  The PRINCE remains on 

guard outside the door.) 
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Scene 19: Garret and Tower 

 

 

Garret 

 

(The DOGS are all assembled before the SOLDIER.) 

 

Soldier: I won‟t go back to war.  But then, I don‟t want to lose her.  But then, she 

doesn‟t care if she loses me.  She doesn‟t love me.  And I don‟t love her.  Go.  I have 

no errand for you. 

  

Tower 

 

 

(The PRINCESS and PRINCE are back to back, separated by a door.)  

 

Princess: When we were children, I defended you once.  The girls had you cornered 

and you were scared.  They wanted to hurt you, no matter the cost.  I put myself 

between you, shouted stop.  Now it‟s your turn, brother.  Stand up for me.  

 

Prince: I don‟t hear you. 

 

Princess: You do hear me.  You will hear me.  This time, everyone will hear me.   

 

(She rises and begins to beat the door.) 

 

Let me out!  Let me out of here! 

 

Prince: I don‟t hear you. 

 

(The PRINCE goes to the piano and begins to play to drown her out.  The 

PRINCESS goes to the wall and begins to claw it with her fingers.) 

 

Princess: (angrily) Let me out!  

 

(Her fingers begin to bleed.  The blood becomes more profuse.) 

 

Prince: (as he plays) I don‟t hear you! 

 

(The blood comes down in threads.)  

 

Princess: LET ME OUT!  LET ME OUT!!  LET! ME! OUT!!!!!!!!!!!   

 

(The PRINCE stops playing and rises, but his piano theme continues 

becoming frantic and cacophonic. He peers into the room and sees her gored 

fingers.) 

 

Prince: Stop!  Stop!  Guard!  
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(He fumbles to unlock the door.  He rushes to her and moves her away from 

the wall.  As he races away from the tower… 

 

Father!  Father!!! 

 

Garret 

 

(The SOLDIER strikes the flint three times.  DOG 3 appears.  The SOLDIER 

half-heartedly tosses a ball.) 

 

Soldier: Fetch the ball and bring it back.   

 

(DOG 3 complies, starts to go off.  The SOLDIER raises a hand to stop him.) 

 

Stay!  I should at least apologise for calling her stroppy.  That was childish.  But she 

was stroppy first.  If I summon her, it will be the same argument.  There‟s no point.  

No one is worth dying for.    

 

 

Tower 

 

(The PRINCESS has scraped her fingers to the bone.  She is now sitting in a 

delirious stupor, her hands bound in blood-stained bandages.) 

 

Princess: Call for me.  Call for me.   

 

The Fires: Call for her, Soldier.  Call for her. 

 

 

Garret 

 

(DOG 3 is snoring before the hearth, put to sleep by the SOLDIER’s tedious 

deliberation.) 

 

Soldier: I can‟t bring her back. 

 

Fire 1: Bring her back. 

 

Fire 2: Bring her back, Soldier.   

 

Fire 3: Bring her back. 

 

 

Tower 

 

 

Princess: Please. 

 

Fires: Please. 
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Princess: Call for me. 

 

Fire 1: Call for her. 

 

Fire 2: Call for her. 

 

Fire 3: Call for her. 

 

The Fires: CALL HER BACK. 

 

 

Garret 

 

 

Soldier: Right.  I should at least give her a chance to apologise.   

 

(He takes out the tinderbox and strikes it three times.  DOG 3 springs up.) 

 

Soldier: Bring back the princess. 

 

(DOG 3 appears in the tower.  He lifts the PRINCESS in his arms and slowly 

makes his way towards the SOLDIER.  The ruby dust begin to drip from the 

bag.  DOG 3 gently deposits the PRINCESS to the floor of the garret and 

vanishes.  The SOLDIER stands with his back to her.) 

 

Soldier: You have to understand.  Nothing is worth going to war for.  You can 

apologise if you want— 

 

(He turns and sees her hands.  He drops the tinderbox and rushes to her.) 

 

Soldier: What happened?  What happened?  Who did this? 

 

(He lifts her to her feet.) 

 

Princess: What‟s your name?  I don‟t even know your name. 

 

(He kisses her.  He kisses her again.  And again and again.  THE FIRES 

strike match after match.  They lie together.  The PRINCE has arrived and 

hovers outside the door.  He draws an x on it with chalk.) 

 

Soldier: What has your life been like?   

 

Princess: Well…I was always singing to animals.  

 

Soldier: It was you?  In the dungeon? 

 

Princess: You would have stayed there for a man you didn‟t know. 

 

(The SOLDIER looks down at the floor.   He sees the trail of ruby dust.)   
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Soldier: What‟s this? 

 

Princess: (looks) Ruby dust….   My mother uses it to rouge her cheeks…  

 

(She looks to the door.  The PRINCE bursts in.  The SOLDIER tries to get to 

the tinderbox, but the PRINCE is already bearing down on him with his 

sword.  He and the PRINCE fight.  The PRINCESS seizes the tinderbox, but 

she can’t use her fingers to strike it.  The SOLDIER knocks the sword out of 

the PRINCE’s hands, gains the advantage and is poised to kill him. 

 

Princess: Stop!  Don‟t kill him!   

 

(The SOLDIER stops.  Suddenly, the KING and QUEEN burst in with the 

ROYAL GUARD.) 

 

Queen: There he is.  Seize him! 

 

King: And her. 

 

(The ROYAL GUARDS seize the SOLDIER and PRINCESS.  Both are 

ushered out the door.  The tinderbox, remaining behind, glows briefly and 

then goes out.) 

 

Scene 20: The Gaol  

 

(TOMMY’s pigeon flutters to the window.  The SOLDIER recognises it.  He 

strains to see the periphery beyond the bars of his cell.) 

 

Soldier: Tommy?  Tommy?!   

 

(TOMMY arrives and gathers up his pigeon.  He peers inside.) 

 

Tommy: Sir?  What are you doing in there?   

 

Soldier: I must be outside the city wall...Am I? 

 

Tommy: Yes sir, not half a mile from the inn. 

 

Soldier: Go to my room.  Look for a tinderbox.   If you find it, bring it to me.  Be sure 

to keep it hidden inside your jacket.  Don‟t let anyone see it.   

 

Tommy: Yes, Sir. 

 

(TOMMY tucks the pigeon inside his arms and hurries off.  The PRINCE 

enters.) 

 

Prince: So here you are, Soldier.   

 

Soldier: Where is your sister?  Please.  Where is she! 
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Prince: You love her.  It‟s clear.  And you‟ll see her again.  She‟ll have the best seat 

at your hanging.  

 

Soldier: One soldier to another—let me live.  Or at least, stop gloating over my death. 

 

Prince: I‟m not gloating.  I even pity you.  How old are you? 

 

Soldier: Seventeen.  How old are you? 

 

Prince: Nineteen.  Where is your family? 

 

Soldier: …Dead.  

 

Prince: That‟s hard, Soldier.   

 

Soldier: Yeah.  Yeah, it is.  What‟s worse is dying for a fellow coward.   

 

Prince: Guard!   

 

Boysguard 1: Highness? 

 

Boysguard 2: Highness? 

 

Prince: Beat him. 

 

 

Seeds of Rebellion 

 

(Beating of chests.  Beating of drums.  The BOYSGUARDS unwillingly beat 

the SOLDIER with sticks.  The FIRES gather and burn.) 

 

Fire 1: His body is your body. 

 

Fire 2: His life is your life.  

 

Fire 3: Your mind is your own. 

 

Fire 4: Your heart is your own.   

 

Fire 5: Your will is your own. 

 

Fire 6: You are the fire, boys. 

 

Fire 1: You are the fire! 

 

Fire 2: YOU ARE THE FIRE! 

 

The FIRES: STOP!!! 

 

( The BOYSGUARDS stop, disgusted, and throw down their sticks.) 
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Scene 21: Iron Dress 

 

 

(The PRINCESS is standing upright, locked inside a floor-length iron dress.  

The QUEEN brushes her hair.) 

 

Queen 

Shamefully casting away a mother‟s gifts. 

Doing kindness to the enemy. 

Leaving her home to go in search of another. 

Deserting her family or attempting to desert. 

What have you to say for yourself? 

 

Princess 

[Turns her mother, opens her mouth and lets out a defiant roar.] 

 

 

Soldier’s Last March 

 

(The SOLDIER is marched to the scaffold, followed by all.  TOMMY has the 

tinderbox, but he can’t get to him for the crowd.) 

 

 

Scene 22: The Gibbet 

 

 

(The kingdom is assembled around the gibbet.  The QUEEN stands beside the 

PRINCESS who is still locked in the iron dress.) 

 

King 

How do you plead, Soldier? 

 

Soldier 

Not guilty. 

 

King 

Do you deny that you struck our son?  That you deserted our service? 

 

Soldier 

I don‟t deny any of the things you‟re accusing me of.  But to call myself guilty would 

be a lie.  I don‟t feel any guilt.  Or any remorse for having withdrawn service to an 

unjust war waged by a tyrant. 

 

King 

I reaffirm my sentence. You will hang, now, where my daughter can see and your 

death act as deterrent against any future aspirations of the kind. Put the rope around 

his neck and let him hang.  

 

(The BOYSGUARDS reluctantly usher the SOLDIER into position.) 
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Soldier 

Sire, wait!  Let me speak!  It‟s the custom with our enemies to grant a condemned 

man one final wish. 

 

King 

What wish? 

 

Soldier 

All I ask is for one final smoke. 

 

King 

Very well.  We will grant you one last mercy.  Have your final smoke. 

 

(The SOLDIER puts a rollie in his mouth.  He beckons to TOMMY who 

approaches with the tinderbox and hands it to him.  He strikes the tinderbox 

once, twice, three times.  All the DOGS appear.) 

 

Soldier 

Save me from hanging! 

 

(The DOGS spring into action.  They rush the gibbet and knock the SOLDIER 

off it.  DOG 1 turns and stealths towards the QUEEN.)  

 

Soldier 

No!  Stop! 

 

(But DOG 1 ignores the SOLDIER and kills the QUEEN.  The PRINCE tries 

to run away, but the BOYSGUARDS trip him up.  They stalk towards him)  

 

Prince 

One soldier to another, let me live!   

 

Soldier 

Spare the prince!  I said spare the prince!   

 

(But they don’t listen.  The BOYSGUARDS collectively stab the PRINCE 

with their bayonets.  All eyes turn to the KING.)  

 

King 

You will bow to me!  I am your king!   

 

(The FIRES strike match after match, corralling the KING amidst his 

subjects.  The BOYSGUARD, ROYAL GUARD and SUBJECTS set him 

alight.  The KING’s matchstick carvings make him flare all the more quickly.  

The FIRES consume him.  He dies.  The SOLDIER frees the PRINCESS.  

They embrace.  The DOGS are transformed back into men.) 

 

Soldier 

Who are you? 
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Dog 1  

We were all soldiers like you once.    

 

Dog 2 

Sent to war to die like dogs.  You were chosen to break the cycle.   

 

Soldier 

But the witch at the tree? 

 

(DOG 3 holds out the witch’s apron.  The SOLDIER suddenly understands.  

He pulls out his handkerchief and aligns it over the missing corner.) 

 

Dog 3 

Our mother, Soldier.  Turned to a witch through grief. 

 

(The SOLDIER is devastated.  He moves to embrace his brother, but DOG 3 

raises a hand to stop him.  He and the other DOGS retreat into the unknown.) 

 

Tommy 

The king is dead!  Long live the king! 

 

All 

Long live the king! 

 

Royal guard 1 

And his queen! 

 

All 

And his queen! 

 

All  
Long live the king! 

Long live the king! 

Long live the—  

 

(The SOLDIER shakes his head and waves a hand to silence them.) 

 

Soldier: I am not your king! 

 

(The PRINCESS steps forward to speak.) 

 

Princess: No man is a king unless you call him one.  We are not your rulers.  From 

now on, rule yourselves.  Share the power and the kingdom.   

 

 (She reaches for her amulet.  The SOLDIER helps her to remove it and 

hands it to the people.  Applause.  She embraces the SOLDIER, then leads 

him off.) 
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Epilogue 

 

(The throne room as in the prologue: the KING holds his matchstick and 

razor blade.  The QUEEN holds the infant princess.) 

 

King: Yes, that is the answer.  We will send all the men away to war.  (Turns back to 

his carving.) And now, I have important work to do.  

 

(The QUEEN begins to leave, stops as she notes the playing of the piano.) 

 

Queen: My love, there is something we have not considered.   

 

King: Yes, my love? 

 

Queen: What about our own son? 

 

King: He‟ll stay home and pin medals on caskets.   

 

Queen: What if he chooses to go and fight?  

 

King: We‟ll forbid it. 

 

Queen: Young men have their own ideas.   

 

(The KING takes the QUEEN’s face in his hands.) 

 

King:  We will raise him to fear death.  We‟ll raise our daughter to fear men.  We‟ll 

train our subjects to fear strangers but to fear us even more.  That‟s how it was for our 

fathers.  That‟s the way it will be for our son.  We will wage a war.   

 

A war that can never be won.  

 

End. 


