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Notes

The approximate time period for this play is the 1930s.

A brief fictional historical background; Barthuria is a huge, polyglot, multiethnic empire that for 158 years has ruled Angenif as a colony. For the first 78 years of the regime, Barthurian society was heavily influenced by Angenifi culture, and the Angenifi people lived lives almost as free as if they were independent.  They were truly part of Barthuria, one of its many races.  But 80 years before this play is set, the Barthurian kings who had conquered Angenif, and who loved it, were defeated by a new dynasty, who began to oppress the Angenifi.  This dynasty fell after 71 years, and was replaced by a Nazi-esque dictatorship bent on eliminating the diversity of Barthurian society.  The Angenifi were the first to be targeted by the dictator, called Haran Eser.  His “Barthur,” or second-in-command, used secret police (the “Barthur’smen”) to enforce draconian, unjust laws upon the Angenifi.  In this climate of hate, several political groups of varying radicality formed, among them Grad’s The Nationalist pamphlet and Jason’s Brotherhood.  

Scene 1

The Angenifi Rose tavern.  Aeden Arvis, Jorai Farran, and Marden Zeisce are talking.

Marden(singing):  

Oh I'll be a dandy and I'll be a rover, 

You'll know who I am by the song that I sing, 

I'll feast at your table and sleep in your clover, 

who cares what tomorrow may bring.

Jorai:  

Sounds like Aeden should sing that song.

Marden:  

To that pretty waitress, what's her name, Holly?

Jorai:  

Hallie, I believe.  Doesn't matter.  A sweet pretty Angenifi wench.  Who's late with the wine.  Damn that girl!  Probably putting on makeup for Aeden here.

Aeden:  

Keep with the song, Marden.  I want to know what I say next.

Jorai:  

You want to know that someone here's drunker than you.

Marden(singing):  

Today all the blossoms still cling to the vine, 

I'll taste your strawberries and drink your sweet wine, 

a million tomorrows shall all fade away, 

ere I forget the joy that is mine, today.  

We can't be contented with yesterday's pleasures,

 we can't live forever on mem'ries of spring, 

for now is the moment and this is the treasure, 

who cares what tomorrow may bring...

Then there's the second verse again..the refrain.

Jorai:  

The refrain.  The part you refrain from singing.

Aeden(singing):  

Today all the blossoms still cling to the vine...

Enter Hallie, carrying three glasses and a bottle of wine.  She pours for the men.  As she does, Aeden reaches up to touch her.

Aeden(singing):  

I'll taste your strawberries and drink your sweet wine,

Hallie finishes pouring, and rises.

Hallie(to the group):  

This will be on your tab, as usual?

Jorai:  

Indeed.

Hallie smiles and exits.  The men clink glasses and drink.

Aeden:  

A million tomorrows shall all fade away, 

ere I forget the joy that is mine, today.

Marden:  

The day you taste her strawberries and drink any sweet wine but this,

Jorai:  

Is the day Jason Cosciezcia falls in love!

All laugh

Marden:  

And a million tomorrows from now you'll still have a hangover.

Jorai:  

I don't know what you see in that wench, Aeden.

Aeden:  

She's here and she's pretty.

Jorai:  

Where is Jason?

Marden:  

Scouting out new talent?

Aeden:  

Lying in a gutter, murdered by the Barthur'smen?

Jorai:  

Probaby writing a speech.  He's always at work, preparing for the day when the Barthur'smen aren't everywhere.

Aeden:  

Or to go home to Lohenberne and join some general's staff.

Marden:  

No.  Not him.  Of all of us, he believes most in our cause.

Jorai:  

And you two believe least.  Catcalling and badmouthing that waitress.  We are an organizaton formed to uphold the rights and dignity of Angenifi.

Marden:  

We aren't doing a very good job now, are we?

Aeden:  

Perhaps you're right, my brother.  Still, you must admit she's beautiful.

Marden:  

Have I ever faulted your taste, Aeden?

Aeden:  

Many times, my brother.  Well, if Jason is late, he shall pay the penalty.

Aeden pours the last of the wine and drains it off.  Enter Jason, a sheaf of papers under an arm.

Jason:  

I am sorry to have delayed you.

Jason takes the papers and places them on the table.

Marden:  

You are perpetually prepared, brother.

Jason(gesturing to each of the others in turn):  

"Dedication without time leads to madness.  Time without dedication leads to debauchery.  The absence of both leads to inconsequentiality.  Only in the presence of both can anything be accomplished." If we are to achieve anything, we must work.  

Marden:  

Yes, perpetually prepared with a stock of your own quotes.  Now, why are you late?

Aeden:  

We've drunk all the wine.

Jason:  

I was meeting someone.

Marden:  

A girl?

Jorai:  

No, Jason is as celibate as a barren star.  His work is all to him.  

Jason:

That’s true, Jorai, and it should be true for the rest of us as well.  I have a new pamphlet I’d like to get your thoughts on, and there’s a full meeting of the Brotherhood in two weeks that we should prepare something for.  Besides, the government’s preparing for war.  We need someone to keep track of what’s going on in Rorver.

As Jason talks, Aeden picks up a stack of papers and sifts through it.

Aeden:  

Arron Star, Bierfal Newsman, Angenif Today‑‑

A paper falls out.  Aeden picks it up and reads.

Aeden:  

Ah, a love poem.  Unfinished.  (frowns)  Not very good.

Aeden and Marden celebrate.  Jorai eases into a chair.  Jason grabs for the poem.

Jason:

Please, let us talk business.

Marden:  

Brothers, gather round.  Jason has fallen in love.  This is a historic moment.  "For when one impossible event occurs, another is likely made possible by the very event, and still another is in the offing."

Jorai:  

If you keep quoting yourself, we'll never hear his compelling story.

Hallie enters with more wine.

Jason:  

She was leaving the offices of The Nationalist.  Marden, are you still reading their newspaper, or have you given that up too?

Jorai:  

What was she doing with those radicals?

Jason:  

I did not get the chance to ask her.  (dreamily) By the gods, she was lovely.  But that’s not the point!  Have you three accomplished anything in the past three days?

Aeden:  

Where did you lose her?

Jason:

Pier street.  Look, Brothers—

Hallie enters.

Hallie:  

More wine for the newcomer?

Jorai directs her to put it on the table.  Aeden turns around, again attempting to caress her.

Marden:  

Was she carrying anything?

Jasoon, Aeden, and Jorai look confused

Hallie:  

What did she look like? (exits)

Everyone turns and looks at her, but she has left.

Jorai:  

By the gods, listen to the girl.  She knows how to get to the heart of the matter.

Marden:  

Well?  What did she look like?

Jason(dreamy again):  

Tall, long red hair tied in a knot at the back, a fine‑lined face, delicate but strong, and those eyes...oh, those eyes.  I have seen heaven.

Aeden:  

And her bosom?

Jason:  

Hidden under her dress.  But with the feast at hand for my eyes, what more did I need?

Marden:

Feast for your eyes, or for your hand?

Jason gives Marden a withering look.

Marden(apologetically):

You’re normally such a skilled orator.  I just took you at face value.

Jorai:  

Red hair, piercing eyes, tall...that sounds like Hollie‑‑

Aeden:  

Hallie.

Jason:  

You might say.  Hallie, with every good quality replaced by perfection.  Brought up well, not wasted away in a smoky tavern.

Jorai:  

She was Angenifi.

Marden:  

You'd expect that from a visitor to The Nationalist.

Aeden:  

Perhaps she's the mysterious Pairin Antimilie who's been writing columns calling for autonomy for Angenif.

Marden (pulls a paper from his bag):  

"Until the Angenifi people gain a voice in their own affairs, we shall exist as second-class citizens...We must demand our rights as humans, or we shall become little more than animals...The Angenifi can not stand to be deprived of our rights any longer...."  That’s from Pairin Antimilie’s latest article.  Does that sound like something she might say, Jason?

Jason:  

That’s just the sort of radical statement that brings the Barthur'smen down on the heads of every political group.

Marden:  

Nevertheless, it has truth in it.

Jason:

It is a call to revolution.  There are peaceful ways to improve the lot of the Angenifi, ways that don’t get large numbers of them shot.

Marden:

Nothing peaceful will ever succeed under this government.

Aeden:  

We all know your radical views, but you don't go up to Barthur'smen and spout them.

Jorai(getting up):  

I'm afraid I must leave you.  I actually have a source of income to maintain.  Aeden, you flirt with that waitress, the tab is yours this time.

Jorai tips his hat and leaves.  Aeden looks at Marden, who gets up and runs off.

Jason(sighing):

Once again, nothing gets accomplished.  

Aeden:  

I’ll take a look at your pamphlet.

Jason hands Aeden a pamphlet.

Jason:

Thanks.  Until tomorrow, then?

  Jason slides a few bills over to Aeden and leaves.  Aeden looks at the table, pockets the money, and is about to walk out when he stops, takes a bill, and leaves it on the table and leaves.  Hallie enters and takes the money and clears the table.

Scene 2

The street outside the offices of The Nationalist.  Jason waits by the door.  Anne Trehagen enters from the door to the building.  She walks past Jason, who touches her shoulder.  Anne whirls about.

Anne:  

Who do you-- (sees the man in a long dark coat):  Pardon me.

Shaking, she backs against the wall and spreads her arms.  Jason regards her, arms crossed, then opens his.

Anne:  

I'm sorry, sir, I didn't see you there, and a woman in this city--

Jason:  

I'm not a Barthur'sman.

Anne:  

Please.  Whatever you're trying to do, just do it.  I'll go along, I just don't want any trouble.

Jason:  

I'm not a Barthur’sman.

Anne:  

Don’t play with me.  I can see the cut of your coat as well as you.  You followed me for seven blocks yesterday.  

Jason:

I’m not—

Anne:

If you are not, then what do you want of me?

Jason:

I wanted to see if you were real, or if I had dreamed such perfection of form, manner, and gait.

Anne:  

You are a poet, then?  I am as real as you.

Jason:

I am a student at the university here in Arron.

Anne:

Why should I believe you?

Pause.  Jason reaches into his coat and produces a pistol.  Anne gasps.  Jason grips the gun by the barrel and hands the handle to Anne.

Jason:  

Shoot me if you ever have cause to believe me a Barthur'sman.  

Anne takes the gun, looks at it, then hands it back.

Anne:  

It is illegal for an Angenifi to walk the streets armed.

Jason:

I’ll not tell.  

Jason hands the gun back.

Anne(laughs, pocketing the gun)

All right, I’ll trust you.  Only a student would be so reckless.

Jason:

Thank you.

Anne gestures at the nearby bench and they walk over and sit down, Anne maintaining a studious separation from Jason.  Throughout this scene, Jason continually tries to flirt and Anne moves aside.

Anne:

And only a reckless, or brave, Barthurian would approach an Angenifi like this.

Jason begins to speak, but Anne cuts him off.

Anne:

What do you study at the university?

Jason:

Economics and history.  My mother has a business back home in Lohenberne she wants me to inherit.

Anne:

You sound less than pleased at the thought.

Jason:

Business.  It’s all ledgers and figures, with a dash of hauling boxes around.  I want to do something real, change the world for the better.  

Anne(looking around):

There is certainly a great deal about the world that needs improvement.

Jason:

Certainly.

Anne:  

My brother also attends the university.  He took the place that I was hoping for.  You know, with the quota and all, it's hard for Angenifi to get into the universities.

Jason(staring at her):  

Damn the quota.  I'd tutor you myself, if I had any time.

Anne:

Why would you do that for me?  You hardly know me.

Jason:  

I would do anything to be around you.

Anne(amused)

Because of my form, manner, and gait?  Surely there is more to me.

Jason(surprised)

Certainly.  Please forgive my effusiveness.  I write in my spare time, and often let my words run away with me.

Anne:  

What do you write?

Jason:  

I belong to the Brotherhood, a university society.  We're dedicated to the uplifting of the Angenifi.  I write pamphlets and speeches for us.  “We must fight for the people, not the peoples.  Only when each individual Angenifi can live a life free from harassment by anyone, can we say that we have succeeded.”

Anne(raising eyebrows):  

Really?  I didn't know any Barthurians cared. 

Jason:

Not many do.  If we weren’t used to it, we would be shocked at the oppression that so many Barthurians support without thinking.  They would look at you and see I know not what, when what is there is perfection.

Anne:  

As I said, you are brave and reckless.  Tell me more about your Brotherhood.

   Jason:

We're only 19 members, but we're busy.  One of us--Marden Zeisce--shares some beliefs with The Nationalist.  At least Pairin Antimille.  On the question of autonomy for Angenif.

Anne:  

Surprises on surprises.  My brother writes for the Nationalist on occasion as well.  

Jason:

What is his name?  Oh, pardon me, I haven't asked yours.  I am Jason Cosciezcia.

Anne:  

I am Anne....Anne Trehagen.

Jason:  

I've been taking semesters abroad for two years now--my studies are far in arrears.  Perhaps I shall make Arron my permanent home.

Anne:

Don’t get any ideas, Jason.  

Jason:

Not even a few little ones?

Anne:

Well….maybe a few little ones.

Jason:  

I’ll have to be satisfied with that.  What was your brother's name?

Anne:  

Grad.

Jason:  

There's a Grad in one of my classes...tall man, dark blond hair...very quiet?

Anne:  

Tall, yes.  Blond, yes.  But quiet, never.  

Jason:

He sounds like a man worth knowing.  I should like to meet him.

Anne(laughs)

I’d like to see you two meet.

Jason:  

Anytime you wish, I shall come with you to meet him, and then we'll see how shy he is.

Anne:

You must promise not to frighten him like you frightened me.  He’s had a few run-ins with the Barthur’smen before.

Jason:

I imagine he might be skittish after that.  But do introduce me.

Anne:

I was on my way to see him just now.  Do you have time to come along?

Jason:  

Of course I have time.  Where will you meet him?  You ran off toward the docks yesterday.  I can't imagine you live there.

Anne:  

Grad and I share a small apartment on Baeren street.

Jason:  

Baeren!  By the spirits, that's better than where Aeden Arvis lives, and he's the son of a Bierfal bourgoisie.

Anne:  

Our father was a Barthurian general.  One of the village romances, during the war.  He had a guilty conscience and gave us money and kind word all around.  (bitter)  Then he died at the battle of Dalyn, in '09.

Jason:  

As is proper for a father.  Not the dying, of course.

Anne:

Better to leave the poor woman alone to begin with.  And the children—give them money and protect them from soldiers, but you are still bringing bastards into the world, to be hated by Barthurians and resented by their fellows.  We Angenifi are not so sophisticated as you Barthurians.  Our women have not learned how to raise children without a father, our children how to live as second-class citizens in their own country.  Grad and I don’t even know our father’s name!  No amount of money could ever replace that.

Jason (surprised but vehement):

Of course.  But he would not be a man if he did not see to your comfort and education.

Anne:  

Comfort?  I suppose we are comfortable.  But we are Angenifi nonetheless, and the Barthur’smen obey no authority but their own.  That's why I was so scared when I first saw you.  I thought you were a Barthur'sman who'd seen me in the Nationalist but was more interested in my person than my ideas.

Jason:  

Except for the Barthur'sman part, you're not far off.  (shakes his head):  I should not say that.  You are right—you’ve been treated abominably, and it’s not a matter for jokes.  There are records of which units were billeted where, during the war, if you wanted to find out.

Anne:

It doesn’t matter.  Twenty-three years after the fact, it’d just be a name.

Jason:

I am sorry.

Anne(laughing)

You need someone to take you away and take the Barthurian out of you.  Too gallant, way too forward…your heart’s in the right place, but—

Jason:

Dare I hope that you will be the one to teach me?

Anne:

Grad and I.

Anne kisses Jason on the cheek.  A Barthur'sman approaches, in a dark trenchcoat, mask, and hood.

Barthur'sman:  

Now now, you two, no fornication in public.

Anne leaps to her feet.  Jason gets up and gazes at the Barthur'sman.

Barthur'sman:  

Oh, my pardon, sir.  I did not know you were Barthurian.  Carry on with your wench, and in the future, keep your head visible, if you don't want more problems.

The Barthur'sman walks off, Jason glowering at him.

Jason:  

The villains.

Anne:  

You haven’t seen anything yet.  Come on.  It was fun to watch a Barthur’sman apologize, but Grad will be waiting.

Jason takes off his coat.  Anne looks at him.

Jason:

So I don’t frighten your brother.

Anne:

You don’t have to do it now.  We’re blocks away.

Jason:

I’ll not be cold.  Your presence shall warm my heart.

Anne rolls her eyes.  Anne and Jason exit.

Scene 3

Angenifi Rose tavern.  At one table sit Aeden Arvis and Marden Zeisce.  They drink and laugh.  Enter Jason Cosciezcia and Grad Trehagen.  Jason leads Grad up to their table.  Aeden looks up.

Aeden:  

Well well well, it's our good friend Jason.  We wondered when you'd join us again.

Marden:  

We'd feared your fiery Angenifi wench had cozened you into marriage already.

Aeden:  

Instead, I see you in the company of another Angenifi.

Marden:  

Pray, tell us, Jason, who have you brought with you this time?

Jason:  

Aeden, Marden, this is Grad Trehagen, an intelligent man and thinker in his own right.  Grad, these are two of my friends.  Aeden, who I told you about‑‑

Aeden:  

Whatever he told you, is false.

Jason:  

Merely to keep you well‑supplied with wine, and to keep his sister away from you.

all laugh

Marden(to Grad):  

That's sage advice, my man.  (to Jason):  What did you tell him of me?

Jason:  

Nothing, save that you have a rare talent always to be here, in this seat, whatever the hour.

all laugh

Aeden:  

Well, come sit down.  I'll order more wine for the two of you.

Hallie sweeps in.

Aeden:  

My sweet, we'll have another bottle for my friends (gestures to Jason and Grad).

She curtsies and walks away.  Aeden blows her a kiss.

Jason:  

You're incorrigible, Aeden.

Aeden:  

Well well well, the pot calling the kettle black this time.  I insist you tell me all, and at once, about your new girl.

Jason:  

We will speak of her later, alone, and with greater respect.

Aeden looks at Marden, then at Grad, then back to Jason, then laughs.

Aeden:  

Well, you've been recruiting, I see.  And here I thought we'd awakened your heart, you were after her poet of a...brother?  Cousin?  Friend?

Jason:  

Brother.  And no, it began with the woman.  But as I said, that is the tale for another time.  I submit Grad for consideration for a place at our round table.

Aeden:

I want to hear more about her…

Marden:

(quoting Jason) “…a fine‑lined face, delicate but strong, and those eyes...oh, those eyes.  I have seen heaven.”    Tell us more about your…feast for the hand.

Jason(rising anger):

Later, alone, and with greater respect, Marden.  

Marden:

Sorry.

Aeden:

I mean no disrespect.  I’m just curious as to what she’s like, since you’ve clearly managed to speak with her.  It’s not every day that your most celibate friend falls in love.

Jason:

Business, my Brothers.  Jorai’s at his job…Aeden, have you read my pamphlet?  Marden, what does Pairin Antimilie’s latest article in the Nationalist say?  And (gestures to Grad) I have a new member for the Brotherhood.

Marden:  

Ever since Dirk Saren left us, calling us radicals, we have been one short.

Aeden:  

Well, Grad, what can you do?

Grad(pauses, looks to Jason, then down):  

I write.

Aeden:  

You write!  What, my friend?  Love poetry?  Novels?  Political tracts?  News pieces?  Advertising‑‑

Grad(quietly):  

Articles.  For The Nationalist.  Under another name.

Aeden:  

Under another name?  Well, you're certainly a man of mystery.  Is it that you're afraid of the Barthur'smen, or‑‑

Grad(quiet):  

I'm not very good, I'm afraid.

Aeden:  

Well, I see you have a lot to learn, friend.  Jason never brings in a new recruit who can't write, speak, or think.  I suspect something else is at work here.

Marden:  

What is the assumed name?  I have, once or twice, perused The Nationalist‑‑"It is never bad to know what those more radical than you are saying.  You will be accused of it presently."

Jason:  

"Is it not pure sophistry to lecture from one's own work to a captive audience?"

Aeden:  

Well, the pot is out in force today, I see, just as black as before.

Marden:  

Let us get back to business.  Grad, what is your pseudonym?

Grad does not answer

Aeden:  

Now then, Marden.   We have not proven ourselves to him yet.  He knows nothing of us save what Jason's told him.  He has every right to be reticent about incriminating aspects of his own character.

Marden:

Incriminating?  Surely you’re not calling writing for a revolutionary paper incriminating.
Aeden:

It should not be so, but nevertheless that’s the word for it, so long as this government stands.

Marden:

You are using their terminology, Brother.  

Aeden:

Then what should I call it?

Jason:

It matters not if Grad writes under the pseudonym of Arok Taraka the Cironian God.  He’ll tell us when he’s ready.

Aeden:

Then let him speak.

Marden:  

Right.  Grad, you are for the independence of Angenif, right?

Aeden:

And how exactly do you plan to accomplish this?

Marden:  

Let him answer my question.

Aeden: 

“Those who ignore practical realities never achieve concrete ends.”

Marden:

Well, if you’re going to quote yourself…

Jason:

Calm down, you two.  You’re losing sight of the big picture.  “Make the part greater than the whole, and the part becomes the whole.”  If we don’t look out, Aeden, we’ll have you running for office rather than doing useful work here, and Marden will wind up dying on a barricade.  

Marden:

You too.

Aeden:

If you’d written anything recently, you could quote yourself also!

Marden:

Look, this government isn’t going to be reformed at all.  Things will only get worse.  We can’t start building a new society until we tear down the one we have.

Jason:

And how are you so sure the Brotherhood will be the ones to build this new society?  We’re 19 men.  “It is an evil in itself to depose an evil without ensuring that a good takes its place.”

Aeden:

Precisely.  The Barthur is but the instrument of the regime.  There are other Satraps who will rise up at their first opportunity and take power.  The Falaan Empire tried to take Islo in the last war, and would certainly get there before us this time.  The Brotherhood is not going to emerge victorious from any sort of civil war.

Hallie enters with an empty tray and begins collecting glasses.  She and Grad meet eyes.

Marden:

Then we need to find the people who will help us do that.  Bring rival groups under our control, find a military arm, commercial and political backing—

Jason:

Exactly.  But it must be done slowly.

Aeden:

If it can be done at all.

Jason:

It can.  Much like the way you’ve been working.

Aeden:

What do you mean?

Jason:

With Hallie.

Marden(sarcastic):

And with such glorious success!

Aeden:

No, I want to hear what Jason has in mind with this analogy.

Jason:

When we first came to this establishment, Hallie shied away from Aeden's touch.  But he persisted, through one boring meeting after another, trying first one thing, then another, till he convinced her he wasn't just another Barthurian lord playing the field with an Angenifi wench.

Hallie looks at Jason.  Aeden's eye follows.

Hallie(disentangling herself from Aeden):  

Now there's one with a head on his shoulders.

Hallie laughs and exits.

Aeden:  

I what?

Jason:  

Convinced her you aren't just another Barthurian lord playing the field with an Angenifi wench.

Aeden(mock‑indignant):  

I did not!

Grad(quietly):  

You'd better have.

Aeden:  

What?

Marden:  

Our friend has found his voice.

Grad(starts quiet, builds in venom):  

Because if you think you are one of those Barthurians, you're no better than the generals who ride from town to town, flirting with the town maidens, taking one to bed, and moving on, leaving her in disgrace and, often as not, with child.  No better than the Barthurians who walk over Angenifi on the street, fire them before they even look at their Barthurian workers, throw out law cases brought by an Angenifi on sight.  It all begins with respect.  When an Angenifi woman's honor is such that she can be impugned by the men who flirt with her, it's no wonder we can receive no justice anywhere.  You had better respect her, you had better like her, you had better honor her, or you had better quit.

Aeden(laughing):  

Look at the next table, friend.  Every other man who comes in here flirts with her.  She wouldn't have taken this job if‑‑

Grad:  

If the college in Par Adzelle didn't have an Angenifi quota, so she could have gone.  If any better job requires a bribe for an Angenifi to get it, and often as not the employer just takes the money.  You call yourself an activist, planning a revolution to put Angenifi in power again.  What will you do in the meantime about people like Hallie?

He glares at Aeden

Grad:  

You're surprised I know all that about her, when you've been squeezing her waist for years and you don't.  It's not found at the waist, or below, or above.  If you want to know about a person, you have to talk to them.  Do you even know any Angenifi? (pause)  I didn't think so.  Do you even know what's happening in Rorver? Two new divisions arrived last week.  The invasion of Derley is imminent  Angenif will be a battleground, full of soldiers with worse manners than you.  How do you plan to have a revolution with them three weeks’ march away?  Rise from behind and let the Derlish in?

Grad rises, bows.

Grad:  

Jason will tell you where I can be found.  Good day.

He turns to walk out, then goes back.

Grad:  

Pairin Antimilie.  That's my name.

He turns to leave, but runs into Hallie.  

Grad(stage whisper)

Be careful around these Barthurians.

Hallie(stage whisper)

I know how to take care of myself, Grad.

Grad(stage whisper)

Don’t let them take any advantage.

Hallie(stage whisper)

You have nothing to worry about.  I know what I’m doing.

Grad stalks out.  Hallie goes to service another table.  Marden starts to laugh.  Aeden elbows him.

Marden:  

Oh, he sure showed you up.

Aeden:  

We should treat the Angenifi with respect.  It’s the only proper thing to do.

Marden:  

What was that about the generals?

Jason:  

In brigades billeted in villages, they did that during the war.  Seduced women, then got themselves re‑posted when the women got pregnant.  Many of them didn’t even send money to support the children.  Grad and Anne's mother was one of those women, though their father set them up with money before he died.  

Marden:

See what this society’s coming to.

Aeden:  

General Trehagen?

Jason:  

Mother's name.

Hallie enters.

Hallie:  

Want anything?

Aeden is about to speak, but Hallie cuts him off.

Hallie:  

If you're about to apologize, don't.  (pause)  I like you.

Hallie smiles, winks at Jason, and exits.

Scene 4

Jason's flat in Arron.  Jason, Grad, Aeden, Marden, and Jorai are sitting on various pieces of furniture, all writing and talking.

Jorai:  

Your plan for public speaking has been a great success, Grad.

Aeden:  

Well, I'd like to see him try it himself.  Out there alone on a corner, with Barthur'smen passing by.  I doubt they'd pass on a chance to arrest a dissident Angenifi, especially when papers on his person identify him as Pairin Antimilie.

Grad:  

Another week, with the crowds you and Marden have drawn, and the Barthurs'men won't be able to push through the throngs.  The people are rallying to us

Jason:  

Marden, have you heard from your contact in the Mayor's office as to how the Barthur is planning to counter us?

Marden:  

I have.  He's sending troops to the offices of The Nationalist.
Grad pales.

Marden:  

I sent Anne to warn them.  The entire office has been stripped, the contents on the way to the country estate of a man who will be very surprised to recieve them.

Jorai:  

Who?

Marden:  

The honor of explaining why he is sheltering seditious Angenifi goes to General Drewen Cartrani, commander of the Barthurian army arrayed against the Derlish.

Aeden:  

I wonder how he'll do it.

Marden:  

I wonder how the Barthur will explain to Lord Eser why he executed a senior general.

Aeden:  

Well, the Barthur would deserve it, for leaping on our false lead.

Jason:  

"The man with power has responsibility to make sure he asks himself the right question, or he will find himself planning for what his actions have denied."

Grad:  

Don't count your chickens before they've hatched, brothers.  It makes sense for the Barthur to act hastily.  "A traitor is like a weed.  Destroy it at once, or it will become three."  He will have need to act quickly.  To answer your question, Aeden, I will dare the Barthur'smen to provoke a riot tomorrow, by taking the stand at the park across from the Governor's mansion.

Marden and Jorai:  

You can't be serious!  You'll be murdered!

Grad:  

I've taken some precautions in case of riot.  Armed Angenifi will be there in force, with rifles, pistols, and anything else they can find.

Aeden:  

You mean to provoke a reponse by the Barthur'smen and start a revolution.

Grad:  

I would never stoop to such low provocation.  Indeed, my appearance and speech may provoke the Barthur'smen, but I've been writing the same in The Nationalist for months.  They should be used to it.

Jorai:  

This is a breach of Brotherhood protocol.  None of us were consulted.

Grad:  

Are you afraid, Jorai?

Jorai:  

I blanch from no conflict.  But the fact remains, you did not put the motion to the Brotherhood.  You went over all of our heads.

Grad:  

You have been working for years now, and with no result at all but a pile of papers.  In three weeks I have mobilized the masses and the middle classes, the Angenifi and Barthurians, even some of the soldiers at the forts here.  I think you are scared, brother.  You all are scared.  That's why you never reached out to any but yourselves.  You were scared of the power of Angenif unleashed, in the service of its own good.  You didn't want revolution, but instead were willing to talk and talk and not get anything done.

Jorai:  

You speak as if revolution is inevitable.

Grad:  

It is.  Like a boulder falling down a mountainside, our calls for justice have brought on an avalanche.  My people will not stand for half-measures anymore.  They will not rest until the Barthurian fist is removed from their collective throat.  All they wait for is the right moment, the spark for action.

Aeden:  

And you hope to set the spark tomorrow in Governor's Park?  Lead the revolution from the front lines, or martyr yourself to your cause by being murdered by the Barthur'smen?

Grad:  

The Revolution of 1760, against Cironia was started thus.

Marden:  

The Revolution of 1760 was backed by a certain powerful ally that had lately defeated Cironia in the FIve Years' War.  What allies do you hope to acquire in this fight?

Grad:  

We shall need none.  Barthuria is disunited.  No troops shall be sent against us save the army in the north, which Derley shall act to remove, once its nature is revealed.  And once that is done, the Satraps shall all quake in their boots, and nothing Lord Haran Eser can do will coerce them.  Not with the Barthur our prisoner.  The riot will begin in his front yard, you know.

Jason:  

What will you say, Grad, that will provoke the Barthur'smen without committing outright treason?

Grad:  

Treason?  I do not blanch at treason to a corrupt and evil regime.  I am true to my people.  But as to the speech, this is what I have written:  

My countrymen and foreigners, cognizant to the villainy being perpetrated on the Angenifi people, welcome.  You know that Barthur'smen harass us on the streets, soldiers insult our women before our eyes, we are barred from going armed on the streets, and are forced to endure a thousand other affronts on a daily basis.  The fault for this outrage belongs squarely on the shoulders of the Barthur.  He who holds the power, makes the rules and decisions.  The Barthur holds the power, he has enacted these restrictive rules, he has decided to degrade the Angenifi.  If we allow ourselves to be treated as animals, we shall become animals.  We are a proud people, of free ancestry, who have overthrown oppressor after oppressor throughout our history.  I do not ask for a dictatorship of the Angenifi, nor a reversal of the current roles.  All I ask for is the rule of law.  When the rule of law is set aside, every evil is let in in its place.  When the rule of law is--

Enter Anne Trehagen, at a run.  Everyone turns to look at her.

Grad(trailing off):  

When the rule of Law--

Anne faces the Brothers.

Anne:  

I bring dire news.

Grad:  

What is it?

Anne:  

Haran Eser is dead.

Grad:  

That is no dire news.  Our second-greatest oppressor is no more, and our greatest will bring his men into a civil war elsewhere.

Anne:  

The Barthur'smen are coming!  They are rounding up all the Angenifi they can find and executing them in the street.

Everyone is shocked.

Aeden:  

Where is Hallie?  Is she safe?

Everyone stares at Aeden.

Marden:  

Hah!  I bless God I lived to see the day.

Jorai:  

Another addition to the party of Jason.

Grad swings off his perch, papers flying.

Grad:  

To arms, brothers!  The revolution comes upon us, whether we will or not!

Grad flings aside a pile of blankets, revealing guns and knives.  He grabs a rifle with a bayonet and takes some ammunition.

Grad:  

Come, brothers!

Nobody moves.

Grad:  

Are you all cowards?  Now is the moment of truth!  Follow me, if you truly believe in the Angenifi!

Slowly, Jorai, Marden, and Aeden get up and arms themselves.  They join Grad by the door.

Grad:  

Jason, my brother in fact as well as name?

Jason(swinging down):  

I am with you.

Grad, Jorai, Aeden, and Marden exit through the door.  Jason grabs a gun.  Anne puts her hand on his shoulder.

Anne:  

Jason, please.

Jason: 

 What is it?

Anne:  

It will be hellishly dangerous there.  The rioting Angenifi won't care who you are or who you're with, if you're Barthurian you will be a target.

Jason:  

My Brothers will be there.  Of all the brothers, save Grad, I believe in this most.  Now is the time to act.  If I die, I trust I will not have died in vain.

Anne:  

You have no consideration for how my heart will break if you die?

Jason:  

You allow your brother by blood to march into battle against men with machine guns armed only with a rifle.

Anne:  

There is no dissuading Grad, not ever.  And I love you.

Jason:  

There is no dissuading me from some things.  And I love free Angenif.

Anne:  

You do not love me?

Jason:  

I never said that--

Anne slaps him.

Anne:  

You held me and kissed me and said your speeches to me, you've scarcely been out of my company in three weeks, and why, if you don't love me? 

Jason:

You wrote speeches and pamphlets with me for those three weeks, and now you will hold me back from their resolution?

Anne:

You merely lust after me.  Aeden, who talks like a country bawd, is better than you.  He, at least, is concerned for his woman in this time of unrest.

Jason:  

He's going right into the heart of the firestorm.

Anne:  

To rescue her.

Jason:  

I will not leave my friends.

Anne:

But you will leave me.

Jason:

Come with me, then.  

Anne:

So I may watch you die with the rest at the hands of the Barthur’smen, army, or revolutionaries?

Jason:

So you may fight beside me for the cause we strive for.  A free Angenif.

Anne:  

We are not ready.  If you love me, Jason, stay safe.  Tomorrow Angenif will need reasonable leaders.  Live and be one.  For me.

Jason:

I live only for Angenif.

  Anne:

Then you do not love me.

Jason:

I love Angenif.

Anne:

“We must fight for the people, not for the peoples.”

Jason looks wounded.

Jason:

I must.

He turns to the door and strides out.  Anne sits on the bed, flipping through pamphlets as the sound of gunfire and explosions increases.

Scene 5

The Council Hall in Arron.  Bloodstains decorate the furniture.  Aeden has his arm in a sling.  Grad sits at the head of the table.  On his right is Jason, on his left Hallie.  Next to Hallie sits Aeden.  Next to Jason sits Anne.

Grad:  

We did it, Brothers.  Went from a little band of students to the prime political and military force in Arron.  The capital is ours and fairly won.  We have grasped the nettle, and though it has pricked us, we bear our wounds bravely.

Grad gestures to Aeden.

Grad:  

We mourn our fallen comrades, Jorai Farran and Marden Zeisce, who gave their lives for the freedom of a people they belonged to only in cause.  Let their deaths not be in vain.  We all are heroes at this table, but our heroic efforts must now be redoubled.

Aeden:  

"To take a fort is child's play compared with holding it.  The same is true for taking men's hearts, or for any other cause that has administration at the end."

Grad:  

Administration may be the end, Brother, but we have not reached it yet.  The myriad divisions of Haran Eser's invasion force, stripped of their general, their King, and their Barthur in one stroke, are marching down from the Derlish border.  Our agents

Grad gestures to Hallie

Have passed word to them of the civil war breaking out all across Barthuria, and most of them want to go home.  They will be allowed to do so, although a mercenary force of trained troops, whatever their race, would be useful against our rivals in Islo and Bierfal.  That does not worry me.  What worries me is this:  The remaining fanatics who will seek to conquer Arron back from us.  They must be dealt with, or all the blood we have shed will be for naught.

Jason:  

I can oversee the rebuilding of the Arron fortress line.  Given enough men, I could present these rogue troops with a high wall bristling with troops.

Grad:  

No more blood in Arron.  No more Angenifi lives bought fighting in our ancient capital.

Aeden:  

Are we then to send our troops to meet crack Barthurian soldiers in the open fields?

Grad:  

We shall outwit them.  They are soldier-fanatics and cannot be too bright.

Aeden:  

How do you expect to outwit them?

Grad:  

By sending an intelligent Barthurian with a guard of Barthurians.  I don't care what method he uses, but this man will direct these renegades away from Arron.  Perhaps back north to Derley, which is backing this revolution, thanks to a few flags we’ve providentially found.  

Grad gestures to the Derlish flag hanging behind him

Perhaps south to fight the rebels in Bierfal.  Anywhere that stronger enemies than we can be found.

Aeden:  

And who will you send?

Grad:  

There are only two Barthurians of any wit that I trust.

Aeden looks at Jason

Grad:  

Aeden, your uncle fought in the Continental War.  You have military blood, and a connection to the very regiments at the core of the Invasion army.  I will send you.

Aeden is shocked.

Aeden:  

This seems to me a horrifying risk.

Grad:  

You risked your neck in the streets of Arron, with only a gun to protect you.  Risk your neck again in the fields of Angenif, with your wit as your shield.  I think it the far stronger defense.

Grad raises his hand

Grad:  

I will give you and your men some of the Barthur'smen's uniforms that we captured.  You can arrest them if they defy you.

Hallie:  

That would be a sight worth seeing.

Aeden: 

I’m sure they have Barthur’smen of their own.

Grad:  

You have nothing to worry about.  You are not known to be a revolutionary, at least not to anyone still alive.  Just find somewhere else besides Arron to bring them–preferably, as I said, somewhere from which they will not return.  Jason.

Jason looks up

Grad:  

You will take one thousand picked men and assert our authority along the coastal towns from here to Rorver.

Aeden:  

Why can I not take the thousand men?

Grad:  

Because a lone officer, fleeing with the remains of his command, will be more convincing than a legion of Barthurians.

Aeden:  

I move to put this before the Council.

Grad:  

No.  Jason, the thousand men are purely a show of force.  You will find nothing in your way that will oppose you.  Rorver’s guard is half Angenifi, at all events.

Aeden:  

Will any second me?

Grad:  

No.  Aeden, are you afraid?

Aeden:  

Who wouldn’t, trying to decoy what must be three corps of fanatics?  Well-trained, to boot.

Grad:  

Very well.  I see if I want anything done right, I have to do it myself.  I’ll go.

Jason + Anne:  

You can’t!

Jason:  

You’re Angenifi.  You’d be slaughtered.

Grad:  

Jason?  Will you bail out your coward brother?

Aeden:  

I’m no coward.

Grad:  

Then let’s hear no more of this.

Grad rises

Grad:  

Adjourned.

Grad walks out.  Jason and Anne stand.  Hallie rushes over to them

Jason:  

Well, that was quick.

Anne:  

When do you leave for Rorver?

Jason:  

The day after tomorrow.  As soon as I can pick out and supply my thousand men.

Hallie(arrving):  

So the adventure continues.

Jason:  

Indeed.  I must be off now, to prepare for departure.

Anne catches his coat

Anne:  

Goodbye, my love.

Jason:  

Goodbye.

He kisses her cheek and exits.

Hallie:  

I wonder what we’ll be sent to do.

Anne(gloomy):  

You’re very happy about all this.

Hallie:  

I’ve been working at a tavern for three years.  This is what I want to do.

Hallie sees Anne’s crestfallen face

Hallie:  

What’s wrong?

Anne:  

It’s Jason.  Ever since I asked him to keep his head down during the revolution riots, he’s been cold and distant.

Hallie:  

Well, you shouldn’t have done that, now?

Anne:  

I don’t know what to do.  You and Aeden–

Hallie:  

A beautiful relationship based on mutual disrespect and goodwill.  I’m trying to convince him I’m more than a tavern slut, he’s trying to convince me he cares about that.  Jason will forgive you.  If he’s still like this when he leaves, write him a letter.  I’ll help you with that.

Grad(offstage):  

Anne?

Anne:  

Thank you, Hallie.  I would appreciate it greatly.

Anne runs off toward Grad.  Hallie watches her go, then makes her way to Aeden, still slumped over the table.

Aeden:  

That brat!  He’s taken over the group.  Once we were all Brothers.  Now he makes all the decisions.

Hallie:  

And what would you do about the Barthurian army north of us?  Send out our own troops to face them?

Aeden(sitting back):  

Yes!
Hallie:  

That’s why you’re not the leader.  We have some ten thousand troops we can trust in battle.  We can’t face an army the size of the population of Arron.

Aeden:  

We could have talked about it.  There were five smart people around that table, not just Grad.  We could have come up with a better idea.

Hallie:  

Five smart people?

Aeden:  

Who should I have left out?

Hallie:  

The tavern-wench, perhaps?

Aeden(putting an arm around her):  

I know you’re smart.

Hallie(kissing him):  

Thank you.  Now, let’s get to it.  The Barthur’smen’s uniforms are waiting.

Aeden:  

You want me to go?

Hallie:  

I don’t think the arrival of the Barthurians in Arron would be a great help to our cause, no.

Aeden:  

How will I go about moving that many Barthurian soldiers?

Hallie:  

Barthurians all seem to have great respect for the uniform.  If a barthur’sman orders them, they will move.

Aeden:  

Where do you get these generalizations?

Hallie:  

You certainly didn’t look much beyond my uniform, and you’re one of the more intelligent ones.

Hallie stands, bends over, and kisses him.

Hallie:  

You’ll think of something.

Hallie exits.

Aeden:  

Does nobody else but me see something wrong with this?

Scene 6

The Angenifi Rose tavern.  Hallie and Anne are sitting at the table, glasses of wine before them.

Hallie(picking up a letter):  

Are you ready, sister?  To see what our men have written to us?

Anne(picking up a letter):  

We might as well.  The letters will just get old if we don’t.

Hallie opens the letter

Hallie:  

He writes...no, wait, let’s hear yours first.  Let’s see if he recieved your letter.

Anne opens hers and starts reading, then bursts into tears.

Hallie:  

What’s wrong?

Anne:  

It’s all about politics, and Lord so-and-so, Mayor this-and-that...Like he was writing to Grad.

Hallie takes the letter and reads it

Hallie:  

He’s keeping himself alive and out of the line of fire.  And he’ll soon be back home.

Anne:  

His writing is so guarded, like he was keeping something from me.

Hallie:  

Men are like that, Anne.  Look at the little details he works in.  He’s keeping himself surrounded by fifteen men at all times...he’s camped outside Rorver until he’s sure he trusts the Mayor...

Anne:  

So?

Hallie:  

He’s letting you know that he’s keeping himself safe.  Just like you asked him to.

Anne:  

Why can’t he come out and say it?

Hallie:  

Like I said, men are like that.  They can’t bring themselves to admit they need us.

Anne:  

He admitted it before!

Hallie hugs Anne

Anne:  

What did Aeden write to you?

Hallie hands it over

Anne:  

This is more like it.

Hallie:  

Full of love and sentiment, no news at all of how he’s doing.  Has he succeeded?  Was he captured?  Did he miss the Barthurians and we must prepare for flight?  He doesn’t say.  Instead, he writes of how much he loves and misses me.

Anne:  

At least you know that much.

Hallie:  

I know how he feels.  I want to know what he is doing!

Anne:  

Look at this, here at the bottom.

Hallie:  

What?

Anne:  

“The same mail should bring you a letter from Jason, in Rorver.  In his letter, take the seventh letter of all the words long enough, and they encode a secret message.  He is helping me with the Barthurians, and for reasons I can only relate in person could not send the message in public.”

Hallie picks up Jason’s letter

Hallie:  

Seventh letter of all the words long enough....let’s see...Anne, hand me a pen.

Anne gives her a pen

Hallie:  

“My heart has not changed.  I love you, Anne.”

Anne exhales

Hallie:  

So he’s a spy indeed.

Anne:  

He’s a poet!

Hallie:  

The Barthurians probably wouldn’t accept him if they knew he loved an Angenifi.

Anne: 

When did it say he was coming back?

Hallie:  

In a few weeks.  As soon as the business with Aeden is done.  (sadly) Then you will be reunited.

Anne:  

What’ wrong?

Hallie:  

Nothing is wrong.

Anne:  

Sister, I know you well.  Something is troubling you.

Hallie:  

It’s Grad.

Anne:  

What about him?

Hallie:  

He has expressed disapproval of my relationship with Aeden.  He does not…like him.

Anne:  

Why?

Hallie:  

He couches it in terms…He says Aeden wrote him a letter from the north, calling him a tyrant and threatening to march on Arron if he does not reinstate the Council.  I think it is more.

Anne:  

Go on.

Hallie:  

He is, in his own way, as much a racist as the Barthur was.

Anne(defending Grad):  

He is a radical!

Hallie:  

He is a racist.  He can’t stand to see Angenifi women love Barthurian men.  He stomaches Jason and you because you are his sister and he loves you, and because Jason has done him nothing but good—and yet, I will wager that it’s not the Barthurians in Rorver Jason is hiding his love from.  Having to work with Aeden is a thorn in Grad’s side.  Seeing him with an Angenifi woman is like torture to him.

Anne:  

I can’t believe that.

Hallie:  

He has told me.  He plans to drive certain elements out of Arron.  Bieri Barthurians first on the list.  He plans no equal society, he wants to reverse the roles.

Anne:  

I can’t—

Hallie:  

Did he ever write about equality?  “The Angenifi cannot be deprived of our rights any longer…”  “The power of Angenif unleashed, in the service of its own good…”  He planned this all along.

Anne: 

I will not believe…I must talk to him.

Anne gets up and runs off.

Hallie:  

There is no sense in things.

Hallie draws a pistol.

Hallie:  

Aeden is right.  Grad must desist…or he will discover who his Guard truly listens to…him or their Commander.

Scene 7

The anteroom to Grad Trehagen's office in Arron.  Enter Jason Cosciezcia, grandly, carrying a notebook with a banner draped over it.

Jason:  

Grad, I have arrived!  I bear good news.

Enter Anne, from another door.

Anne:  

Jason!

Jason turns

Jason:  

Anne!

They embrace and kiss.  Anne breaks away.

Anne:  

You must leave here immediately.

Jason:  

What?  I've just arrived.  Bearing good news as well.  Rorver accepts Grad's authority and has sent troops to support him.  (smiles)  And I have a little present for you, my dear.

Anne:  

You must flee, Jason.

Jason:  

Why?

Anne produces a paper and gives it to Jason.

Jason:  

A warrant for my arrest!  Why?

Anne:  

He will claim you were colluding with the Barthurians to seize power and depose him.  He'll say that that's why you're late, that's why you raised troops in Rorver.  Oh, Jason, you must not be caught here!

Jason:  

This is nonsense.  I'll see Grad at once and clear things up.

He moves toward the door, but Anne blocks his way.

Jason: 

 Love, let me through.  He's listened to me before, he will listen to me now.

Anne:  

He's not the same man, Jason.  Power has gone to his head.  He brooks no dissent in Council anymore.  He even shouted down Dirk Saren in debate over the invasion.

Jason halts

Jason:  

What invasion?

Anne:  

The Barthurians have attacked us in Bierfal.  They've surrounded the city and expelled our partisans.

Jason:  

Damn!  Now I must see him.  We must counter this blow at once!

Anne(hysterical):  

Have you heard a word I said?  There's a price on your head.  You're a dead man if he steps from that office and sees you.  This (waves the paper) is the only copy‑‑I've had it stolen from the printer at the cost of more than a few lives‑‑but to a man the city knows you're in disgrace, a traitor.

Jason:  

A traitor!  What could I have done to make him believe me disloyal?

Anne:  

Nothing.  Took troops from Rorver without his word‑‑

Jason:  

I wrote him twice!  He did not respond.

Anne:  

You are Barthurian.

Jason:  

I refuse to believe he's so petty as to seize on racism to rally the mob.

Anne:  

The mob loves you, or it did before he bade them hate.

Jason:  

I held the heart of the mob in trust for him, and far less firmly.

Anne:  

You hold my heart more firmly than a thousand others, so flee, regardless his reasoning.  Please, Jason, if you love me, trust me.  To be seen here is death for you.  Death for me as well, should all I've done on your behalf be discovered.  I'd have fled long ago, but that I did not trust any other to warn you.  Please, if you love me, flee.  Make his charges true.  Depose him, before he destroys us all.  If he turns from you, who will be next?  Who will be next?

Jason(sighs):  

What must be done must be done.  Damn it, I'm an speaker and a thinker, not a fighter.  I should go home to Lohenberne, if there were not war.  A draft‑dodger, is all I am, now that Grad no longer requires my services.

Anne:  

You are a fighter, and  a speaker, a thinker, and (hugs him closer) a lover.  You're all those things and more, but you'll be dead if you stay and fight it out.  As long as he doesn't have you in his power, you will win.  You inspire loyalty.  He forces it upon people.

Jason:  

Can we afford to outlast him, with the invasion in Bierfal?

Anne:  

We can.  It will hasten his downfall faster than they can advance.  Come, flee now.

Jason:  

And what of you?  Will you follow?

Anne:  

There are people here I have responsibility to, people also in danger who are more useful here or who won't leave.

Jason:  

I need you, Anne, by my side in everything.

Anne:  

You once told me a woman had no place on the battlefield.

Jason:  

I once told you I did not love you.  I've been a blind fool on all counts.  Forgive me, love, and come with me.

Anne:  

Who will remain here, beneath the notice of my brother, to inform you of events?

Jason:  

Who will soothe my soul after he notices you?  He is no fool, love.  Never was, never will be.

The door swings open.  Grad Trehagen strides in, gun drawn.

Grad:  

I'm glad you hold such a high opinion of me, Brother.  I assure you, it's completely justified.

Jason:  

You call me Brother and issue this? (brandishes the warrant)

Grad:  

Did Cain not kill Abel?  You are not the first fratricide.

Jason moves to slap him, but Grad catches his hand.

Grad:  

As always, reflexes are on my side.  I grasp the nettle, I take the prize.  Oh, do not deny it, brother.  I know as well as you do your treacherous mind.  The army you brought down from the north...will soon be used against your friends in the south.  Your little contacts in Arron itself, inside my own private circles...Anne, why do you blanch?  Do you have a guilty conscience?  Keep no secret from me, I was on the other side of the door the whole time.  You are a devoted woman, my dear sister, but you seem to have backed the wrong horse.

Grad releases Jason's hand and steps back.

Grad:  

I am wounded to the heart.  The two I trusted most of all...turn on me.  I suppose I should have expected the other once I found the one...you two have been joined at the hip and more since we drove out his (gestures to Jason) countrymen. (pauses)  So strike me down, brother.  This is the last time you shall see my chest bared to your blow.  (pauses)  Or, sister, would you like to strike the blow?  You who have welcomed his viper to our confidence, brought him to our, shall I say...bosom...

Jason:  

Will I be given a chance to defend myself?  I seem to recall you having once said, "When the rule of law is set aside, every evil is let in in its place."  You also once said, "A traitor is like a weed.  Destroy it at once, or it becomes three."  If I have become a weed, tell me now, and I will pluck myself now.

Grad:  

As much as I would love to uphold law, you have the deviousness of the snake that you are and the oratorical ability to match.  No jury, even composed of my closest men, would convict you in the face of your speech.  As much as I would love to see you dead for your betrayal, now is not the time.  You will be made suitable example.  And as for you, dear sister‑‑

Jason:  

Spare her, Grad.

Anne:  

Spare him, Grad.

Grad:  

Ahh, the folly of true love.  Both willing to die for the other.  But what about the cause?  Who remembers that?  Without Jason, the  traitors are leaderless.  Without Anne, they lack one spy of a thousand.

Anne:  

With Jason imprisoned, they gain a potent symbol and a rallying point.  With me imprisoned, they gain nothing.

Grad laughs.

Grad:  

My brother, please weigh in on this furious debate.  Who is right, brother, my sister or I?  Who should go to prison, traitor, you or her?  What is more important, you as a rallying symbol or you as a leader?

Jason:  

I believe that in this case it is up to you.  "He who holds the power, makes the rules and decisions."

Grad:  

Exactly.

Jason:  

However, "The man with power has responsibility to make sure he asks himself the right question, or he will find himself planning for what his actions have denied."

Grad:  

Excellent memory, brother.  However, is it not pure arrogance to quote one’s self in ones own defense?

Jason:  

Is it not foolhardy to accuse an innocent man of a crime, the opportunity of which to commit he has just given up, where the accusation may turn the closest friend into the bitterest enemy?

Grad:  

"He who has nothing to lose is free.  However, his freedom avails him little save the chance to fight for it."

Jason:  

Is it not pure sophistry to lecture from one's own work to a captive audience?

Grad:  

While you have tongue and breath to speak, Brother, you are not captive.

Jason(losing it):  

Don't call me "Brother!"  I see instead that I have become instead an in‑law relative who has overstayed his welcome.

Grad:  

You'll overstay that welcome a bit more, in Arron prison.

Anne rises in anger

Grad:  

Don't worry, sister, you will join him.  Neither of the doomed lovers shall desert the other.

Jason:  

Anne, you must not.  Who will warn my‑‑our‑‑men of this?

Grad:  

I'll make sure they hear.  Within a week, they will be fighting north of Bierfal.

Jason pushes Anne toward the door, then charges Grad, pinning him against some convenient set piece.  Guards rush in, drag him off the other.  Anne flees up the aisle, turning back to look.  Jason looks up, meets her eyes.  She turns and flees.

Scene 8

An open place.  Aeden and a soldier enter and look out at the audience.

Aeden:  

Arron, at last.  The most beautiful city on the Northern Continent.

Soldier:  

Indeed, Sir.

Aeden:  

And I am to take it with this horde of boorish bigots.  Bah!  This is the wildest mission you’ll find me taking.

Soldier:  

Not all of Eser’s “finest” hate the Angenifi.

Aeden:  

No?  Then why stay, for the promise of fighting them?

Soldier:  

You promised us all one battle, and then we can settle down.  If we return home, we’ll be drafted for the duration into the armies of some Satrap whose generals will direct the battles from behind, and billet on silk sheets while we sleep in the mud.

Aeden:  

Ah!  Honorable, intelligent Barthurian soldiers!  Well, two hundred thousand against a city should be margin enough.  Trehagen’s been warned.  Perhaps he’ll have fled.

Soldier:  

A woman approaches, on a motorcycle.

Enter Anne Trehagen.  The Soldier draws his gun.

Aeden:  

Hold.

The soldier reholsters his gun

Aeden(bows):  

I am here, my friend, in response to your summons.  Five corps of Lord Eser’s Finest, willing to fight for a free Angenif!

Anne(downcast):  

I am glad of it, Aeden.  There is need of them now.

Aeden:  

Tell us where, and we shall march.

Anne:  

In the town.  Jason is held prisoner in the revolution’s headquarters, and Grad’s forces are at the old city wall.

Aeden(to Soldier):  

Send the First Corps down that road, up to the gate, and the Second through the northern suburbs.  And ready the Fourth.  I’ll lead it myself into the city.

The soldier salutes and departs.

Anne:  

And so, for all your gnashing of teeth, you succeeded.

Aeden:  

Is Hallie safe?

Anne:  

She is Grad’s Commander of the Guard.

Aeden looks horrified

Anne:  

She is on our side, trying to bring Jason to safety.

Aeden:  

Good.

Pause

Aeden:  

No, this is all awful!  I will rush in and rescue them both, and bloodshed will consume Arron again.  Why must this end in violence?

Anne:  

Men are impatient, Aeden.  Women, as well.  We form opinions with no basis in fact.  We rush to judgment and are even quicker to action.  And when our interests conflict, there is never compromise, only war.  It is a human failing, one which we cannot end.  But with the army you have provided us, we can end the bloodshed in Arron, and perhaps in all Barthuria.

Aeden:  

Let us march, then.  We are the least foolish of the great ones.  May we become the greatest of the fools.

Aeden marches off, followed by Anne.

Scene 9

Sounds of violence and mayhem, and of fire.  The street in Arron.  Enter Aeden and Anne, followed by several soldiers.

Aeden:  

The Angenifi Rose building.

Anne:  

Grad’s headquarters.

Aeden:  

Jason is in there, and Hallie.

Anne:  

Unless she has brought him to safety.

Aeden:  

We must go in and rescue them.

Anne:  

The danger…it is insane.

Aeden:  

No sniper could hold out in that inferno.

Anne:  

I have called for fire-fighters.  The building will collapse any moment.  We would merely kill ourselves to rush in.

Enter the Soldier.

Soldier:  

General, Sir!   The Guards are on their way with the fire-fighting equipment.  They will be here within the ten minutes.

A burst of gunfire sounds.  Aeden, the Soldier, Anne, and the others take cover, Aeden and Anne together.  Aeden looks around

Aeden:  

How could I have expounded revolution?  Look at the blood and destruction that follows.

Anne:  

It is unavoidable, Aeden.  The result of the workings of men’s minds.  And there will be more violence, far more, before all Barthuria is pacified.

Aeden:  

You don’t mean us to march on Barthuria proper!

Anne:  

I will endeavor to halt us at the Straits.  I do not love war and mayhem, and will do my best to avoid it for my friends, but war and mayhem will come despite all my efforts.  It is time to cease pulling punches, Aeden.  Haran Eser unleashed a force into the world, a force that is now ravaging Barthuria.  Until his racist, genocidal ideology is laid forever to rest, by the only argument such men as expound it know—namely violence--Angenif must be armed, and we must be Angenif.

Pause

Yes, you as well as I.  I do not hold with my brother that the Angenifi are a race.  We are a people.  All who love the land from the Straits to Derley, from the mountains to the sea, and reside there.  Barthurian, Cironian, Derlish, Angenifi, all are welcome to it.  All who can use their talents to defend it, shall.  You are my most trustworthy lieutenant, you, Jason, and Hallie.  We are all Angenifi now.  Only to the south lies the enemy.  To the south lies Eser’s legacy, which we must destroy.

Enter Hallie, dragging a dead Jason, her clothing torn and dirty.

Aeden:  

Hallie!

Aeden gets up and rushes to her.  Gunfire sounds.  Anne runs over, grabs both of them, and hurries them back to cover.  Aeden and Hallie neck for a bit.  Anne remembers Jason.

Anne:  

Jason!

Hallie(sadly):  

He’s dead, Anne.  Grad set the building alight, then came down and stabbed him, before turning the knife on himself.

Anne sobs, and is caught in embrace by Hallie.

Aeden:  

He was the best of us all.

Hallie:  

Oh, Anne, I did the best I could.

Anne:  

I don’t blame you!  It’s my fault.  I introduced him to Grad.  I started it all.

Aeden:  

What about the cause?  Haran Eser’s spirit must be laid to rest.

Anne:  

Without Jason…

Aeden:  

He was Brother to all of us.  He stood for all that was right, and fought and died for what he believed in.  If he had one fault, it was that he was too respectful, too trusting.  He saw all that happened between us, Grad’s seizure of power, and did nothing, because he knew that this was the way it had to be.  But he lives on, Anne.  You have his writings, and you have learned his teachings.  His thoughts will guide us on the path you have outlined.  Anne, he is not lost to us.  Not as long as there are those who will stand up for a free Angenif, and trust their neighbor, and speak out for their beliefs, and go into danger with only the thought of what is right.

Hallie:  

Arron is ours, and fairly won.  Let us rise and take it.

Shots ring out.  Hallie stands and fires.  A scream, then silence.

Anne:  

I will mourn, then, later.

Anne stands

Anne:  

You are right, Aeden.  Grad ruled by personality, and Haran Eser before him.  And their regimes scarcely survived their deaths.  My—Our—Angenif’s new regime will last as long as men like Jason live.  Let us reclaim what is rightfully ours.  We are Angenif, and Angenif will never again bow to brutality and conquest.

She rises and runs over to Jason, kneels, and grieves.  Aeden stays Hallie from approaching.

Aeden:  

Anne can rule tomorrow.  Let us go give her a city to rule.

Hallie:  

You do so.  It is your armies that liberate it for us.  I will guard my Sister.

Aeden and Hallie embrace and kiss.  Aeden departs.  Hallie looks at Anne

Hallie:  

War is hell, Anne, War is hell.

Anne:  

Unjust peace is worse, Hallie, much worse.

THE END

Of A Free Aengenif
