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This ebook may not be re-sold or given away
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recipient.
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CAUTION

This publication may be used in its entirety,
in adaptation or in any other way

for theatrical productions, only with
permission from Patrick Bernauw

(patrick.bernauw@skynet.be).
Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned

that this play is subject to a royalty fee
(11% on the total revenues).

Shell Shocked Isabel Shrapnel

is fully protected under the copyright laws
of all countries covered by

the Berne Convention for the Protection of
Literary and Artistic Work.

All rights, including professional/amateur
stage rights, motion, picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading and all other forms of mechanical or electronic
reproduction,

and the rights of translation into foreign
languages, are strictly reserved.



 


 


CHARACTERS

ISABEL SHRAPNEL, a young woman in a white
dress.

SANSPAROLE, a man in black, barely
visible.

 


THE SET

The year is 1939. The place: a secret wing of
a military hospital. A metal table, chair and bed. All is black and
white.

 


It’s dark. ISABEL SHRAPNEL enters the room,
strikes a match, lights a candle.

 


ISABEL:

November 11, 1918. I am five, six or
seven.

My father has a birthday cake for me. It’s
Armistice too.

And my cake is in flames… Do you see it?

And my cake is wholly inflamed, now!

And there are five, six or seven flames on
the cake… and I blow and I blow and I blow until there is only one
flame left!

Do you see it?

 


Fade in: light. She sits at the table,
now.

 


In this shivering light I can barely write.
But I write.

And then, suddenly… There he is again!

Do you see him?

 


There is no one, but she acts as if there is
someone.

 


I say: ‘Hi! You must be My Invisible
Playmate!’

I say: ‘The Unknown Soldier, I presume?’

And he starts whispering in my ear…

Do you hear him?

 


He’s whispering in my ear… that the title of
the poem should be… ‘Inflamed!’

Should be… ‘The Very First Cruel Little Fairy
Tale of Isabel Shrapnel.’

 


That's me. Isabel Shrapnel.

 


‘The Very First Cruel Little Fairy Tale of
Isabel Shrapnel’ is the very first cruel little poem I ever
wrote.

‘Inflamed!’

‘It sure won’t be your last,’ he says.

 


She stands up, gives a little bow and recites
the poem:

 


Inflamed!

The Very First Cruel Little Fairy Tale of
Isabel Shrapnel.

 


Once upon a time there was a singer.

Once upon a time there was a singer singing a
song.

Once upon a time there was a singer singing a
song about a prince.

Once upon a time there was a singer singing a
song about a prince who got killed in a faraway land, and there
came

a Great War

and we were all inflamed!



MUSIC. And there she
goes dancing, and singing (playback!) together with THE VOICE OF
SANSPAROLE: It’s a long way to Tipperary (Jack Judge
& Harry Williams, 1912).

 


Up to mighty London

Came an Irishman one day

As the streets are paved with gold

Sure, everyone was gay

Singing songs of Piccadilly,

Strand and Leicester Square

Till Paddy got excited

And he shouted to them there...

It's a long way to Tipperary

It's a long way to go.

It's a long way to Tipperary

To the sweetest girl I know!
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