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Characters


BUNNY MU, Naxi ethnic minority, tour guide for Authentic China. Twenties.


NELSON WONG, CEO of Authentic China, a travel agency specialising in adventure and cultural tourism ‘off the beaten path’ in China. Thirties.


KARMA TSERING, Tibetan tour operator, who is one of Authentic China’s subcontractors. Thirties.


SYLVIA BASS, American heiress. Fifties.


VILLAGE ELDER, Elderly Tibetan man.


NIMA, Elderly Tibetan chauffeur and Living Buddha (non-speaking role).


HOPE LEAHY, Irish photographer. Fifties.


Note on Doubling


The roles of Nelson and the Village Elder can be played by one actor.


The roles of Sylvia and Hope can be played by one actor.




Time


The action of the play unfolds over one week in 2014, with flashbacks to Bunny’s childhood in 2001, and a flash-forward to 2016.


Setting


The action of the play takes place in Shangri-La, Yunnan Province, on China’s south-west border; Beijing; and New York City.


I envision the staging to be fairly abstract – a brilliant blue sky, and simple props (a tree, a yurt, shadows of wings to suggest the vultures).


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




Scene One


From offstage: sound of applause, the clink of champagne glasses, cocktail chatter.


Grown-up BUNNY in Naxi costume enters. She carries a large bouquet of flowers. She looks wonderingly at Naxi children’s toys scattered around the stage – a bamboo horse, straw dolls, a shuttlecock.


She picks up the toys. She plays shuttlecock football.


GRAN’S VOICE. Bunny, have you roasted the tea leaves?


DAD’S VOICE. Bunny, have you picked the mushrooms?


GRAN’S VOICE. Bunny, have you washed the bedsheets?


DAD’S VOICE. Bunny, have you started the soup?


GRAN’S VOICE. What’s going to become of you, girl.


DAD’S VOICE. Who’s going to marry you.


BUNNY finds some climbing ropes.


GRAN’S VOICE. Don’t touch those!


DAD’S VOICE. I’ll whip you if you ever go up the mountain.


GRAN’S VOICE. Never go further than the lightning-struck tree.


DAD’S VOICE. The spirit paths are for men.


GRAN’S VOICE. The summit is for the spirits.


BUNNY finds an SLR camera and a tripod lying on top of a backpack.


Don’t you dare.


DAD’S VOICE. Ever.


GRAN’S VOICE. Never.


DAD’S VOICE. Don’t point that thing at me!


BUNNY points the camera and flashes.


Then she takes off her Naxi costume, to reveal black mountaineering gear underneath. She slings the camera and tripod around her neck. From the backpack she takes out hiking boots and a climbing harness. She puts them on. She finds a curled-up flag. She unfurls the flag which says ‘Authentic China’.


BUNNY. Morning, everyone. I am Bunny Mu, your guide. This way please. Welcome to Authentic China.


Scene Two


Blackout.


NELSON (panicked). I can’t find the rope.


BUNNY. To your left.


NELSON. I’m slipping.


BUNNY. I’ve got you.


NELSON. We’re both slipping.


BUNNY. I won’t lose you, boss.


NELSON. I can’t see.


BUNNY. We’re almost out of the cloud. A few more metres.


Sunlight, to reveal NELSON and BUNNY.


NELSON (looks down). A sheer cliff.


BUNNY. Hardly.


NELSON. Losing my nerve. The big four-oh coming up.


BUNNY. Don’t be ridiculous.


NELSON. Not a bad way to go.


BUNNY. Don’t say that.


BUNNY sets up her tripod during NELSON’s ruminations.


NELSON. It would have been such a clean way to die. My bones bleached white on the mountain. Or mummified, like the man they found in the Alps. Future archaeologists would exhume the contents of my stomach, my blackened lungs; they’ll see how we’ve poisoned the soil, the air, the water –


BUNNY (fixing her camera on top of the tripod). You’re being morbid.


NELSON. Something about mountains always reminds me of death.


BUNNY. Then why climb them?


NELSON. ‘Because they’re there.’ (Beat.) Why do you climb mountains?


BUNNY. Sense of perspective.


BUNNY takes a photo. She shows it to NELSON.


NELSON. Wow. The sky’s alive, the clouds little white swirls of energy, and this little dark cloud / in the bottom left –


BUNNY. That’s the smog cloud around Beijing.


NELSON. Really? Brilliant. You should call it ‘Cleansed’. Or ‘Capital City’. I know, ‘Authentic China’. (Laughs.) Bunny.


BUNNY. Yes?


NELSON. Before I forget…


NELSON takes out a red packet of money.


BUNNY (tries to hand back the red packet). Don’t be daft.


NELSON. The worker is worthy of her wages.


BUNNY. You haven’t been paying yourself a salary for months.


NELSON. Self-exploitation is one of the privileges of running your own company. But seriously – I know it’s been difficult.


BUNNY. No one’s blaming you for the world economy, boss.


NELSON (clasps his hands together). Bunny: we have a tour.


BUNNY. Great. Where?


NELSON. Shangri-La. (Beat.) It’s for a hedge-fund multimillionaire and his wife. The wife’s from money too. Chungdar’s been – (Beat.) put away.


BUNNY. Prison?


NELSON shakes his head.


Mental hospital?


NELSON nods.


Blimey. You’ve got to stop taking risks.


NELSON. Don’t nag.


BUNNY. What about Tiger?


NELSON. China Travel Service.


BUNNY. Another defection!


NELSON. He’s got to feed his family.


BUNNY. You’re too soft.


NELSON. Bunny. I’m speaking at a conference for endangered peoples.


BUNNY. Endangered peoples?


NELSON. Yes. Like yourself. Minorities on the verge of disappearance, you know, forces of modernity and all that.


BUNNY. We’re not turtles.


NELSON. Cultural genocide. Even the Dalai Lama said it.


BUNNY. Shush!


NELSON. Oh come on, we’re on a mountain, who’s going to hear –


BUNNY indicates with her head.


NELSON looks.


They’re miles away.


BUNNY. ‘The trees have ears.’


NELSON. Just have to climb beyond the tree line then, don’t we?


BUNNY. Boss!


NELSON. You’re right, you’re right. ‘We are not at liberty to discuss politics.’ Doesn’t mean the old man isn’t right. And sustainable tourism can reverse that trend. Everyone will be there, Bunny! WWF, UNESCO, the Nature Conservancy, the Smithsonian. The point is, there’s no one to take Jim Bass – that’s the hedgie – trekking around Shangri-La.


Pause.


BUNNY. You promised you’d never ask me to go back.


NELSON. We need an investor. And I know for a fact that Jim Bass is looking to give his portfolio a greener tinge.


BUNNY. I can’t go back.


NELSON. Why not?


BUNNY. You know why.


NELSON. It’s been twelve years.


BUNNY. Exactly. There’ve been too many changes on the ground since I left.


NELSON. You’ll have a local tour guide as well.


BUNNY. Who?


NELSON (beat). Karma.

OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
4 |es] 2





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
.%SHA!!&I!H-I.A






