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And here we are again at the opening of a new project, a project of which I am deeply proud, the marker of an accomplishment that means a great deal to me. 

I have always loved audio as a format for stories. It is hard for me to put into words how important were the hundreds of Sunday nights I spent as a child hidden beneath my blankets listening to Norman Gilliland of Wisconsin Public Radio introducing me to the radio programs of The Shadow, Lights Out, Quiet, Please, Inner Sanctum, X Minus 1, Suspense, Escape, The Weird Circle, and scores upon scores of others now burned into my deepest psyche.

They impacted me, formed me, made me love the Theater of the Mind. I have always wanted to contribute to this format, to add my own voice to the annals of audio dramas. But it always felt beyond my grasp, a thing compiled by wizards of audio with special skills I had never learned, given life by the voices of actors with talents I never possessed. So, I never tried.

The Fall of Ingway is a special work, a story that festered in my mind for years before being set to paper, being reimagined as novel, as graphic novel, as audio drama, as novel again, and then as audio drama once more when I finally put it down in the form of a script.

It sat untouched again for almost two years after being written, as I struggled to know where to even begin producing a project of this scale and type. 

When I finally did begin, it was with more dream than knowledge, more hope than skill, and more luck than certainty. 

In my travels to comic cons and book festivals and board game conventions where I sold my books, I met people who shared with me little scraps of knowledge. I learned where I could find quality actors. I learned how much was fair to offer in payment. I learned where to find sound designers. I learned tiny scraps of information that stitched together in the loosest way—let me start. And once I started, I found that that first step taught me what questions to ask. Taking the leap of faith gave me the knowledge I needed to know what to ask and how to find answers. And I learned. Slowly. I lumbered forward, learning as I went. 

And in the end, I turned around and discovered that I, along with all the talented people I hired along the way and who did wondrous work that I never could, had made something beautiful.
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Chapter 1

The Storyman's Intro





Who has seen the Mount of Saol and strode on fields of star?
Only the gods, but all the gods?
Aye, all have walked that far.


But who has seen both threads of time, ours and that in shroud?
Whisper together, find the name.
But speak it not aloud. 


Imagination? No, my child, not for all her thought.
Nor Curiosity, by the light,
Though he feels as though he ought.


Faeja? Never. Nor will he ever. His time is this alone.
Nor Malice nor Anger nor Mercy nor Wrath.
By strength it is not done.


Only he with the slender hand that holds the dangling scythe,
Only he in his pale gray robes,
Who reaps us when we die.


Listen, children, listen well. I have a tale to tell.
A tale of Ingway, God of Death,
The tale of how he fell.











  
  

Prologue


On The World that Was





MUSIC:  Creation begins to play.Isolated notes in a vast silence, slowly picking up an undercurrent of drawn-out notes, then a melody, becoming increasingly complex and nuanced, gaining new instruments. Moving from somber to exuberant and joyous and grand.

FAEJA: (DEEP BREATHS)

NARRATOR: Faeja lived and faced the Void. Together, they were. And nothing else.

SFX: A beating heart, very low and dim in the background.

NARRATOR: No matter. No time. No breath. No will.

But Faeja felt and named his feeling need. He dreamed of actions and space to contain them. Unwinding a thread of self, he cast it forth and called it time, that history might grace it like beads.

SFX: A metronome or the slide of sand in an hourglass or the drip of an ancient water clock (whichever sounds best) joins the beating heart, out of sync, but forming its own steady beat.

FAEJA (With power and authority, but also exertion): By what is, I craft what shall. (A GRUNT AS HE THROWS OUT THE THREAD OF TIME) Be!!!

FAEJA (MUSING): Time. Cause. Effect. (AWED, BUT SURPRISED AND QUESTIONING). What else to fill the dark? I need self . . . selves? I need other selves.

What makes me self? I am curious. Live, Curiosity! Be a soul! 

SFX: Powerful Rumble or musical sting.

CURIOSITY: (GASPS AND INHALES) I grieve. Live, Grief! Be a soul! 

SFX: Powerful Rumble or musical sting.

GRIEF: (GASPS AND INHALES)

NARRATOR: One after another, he made them—Endurance, Mercy, Anger, Eros, and a hundred more beside—every soul drawn from a facet of Faeja’s self. Lastly, he made them a stage, formed from the Void that had always been, a panoply of spheres dangling in the empty, some of earth and some of fire.

SFX: Sudden thumps of planets springing up to displace nothing, the flare of igniting stars.

FAEJA: Go, my children. Learn and hunger. These are worlds, the others stars. Make what brings you pleasure.

NARRATOR: And his children went forth and learned and hungered. They took a name and called themselves Passions. Sharing this name, they discovered kinship and the longing for a home, a place to be both one and many. So, they chose a sphere, a realm of earth and water, fallen into consort with a star, trapped in besotted orbit. There, they settled and basked in the light of their star and in darkness when their star was hidden.

To and from this sphere, they traveled, exploring what Faeja had made, meeting others—learning they were not alone.

SFX: A cold wind moans behind some of the words in the coming paragraph, emphasizing the aloof, stark, distant nature of the Forces.

NARRATOR: The Forces were no younger nor older than the Passions. They had risen from the Void like reflections, necessities forced to life by the presence of the Passions, akin, but separate. Colder, less prone to flight or rage, love or laughter. They had purpose.

FAEJA (MUSING): And what are these, silent Void? You surprise me now? After eternal quiet? 

NARRATOR: The Forces were many, though not so many as the Passions. They were Time and Dream. Fate, Chance, Luck, Gaia. Dozens more. And all but one, the Passions accepted, the quiet one with the soft voice and gentle touch. His first name was Ingway, though he would hold a thousand others from age to age: Ferryman, Shadowlord, Reaper, Stranger—Death.

SFX: On the word “Death” at the end of the last narration, a harsh sound plays to accent it.

NARRATOR: Yes, Death. For he was the god of endings, he who came when final thoughts were pondered and final sighs released. He was the one who told the Passions that all their frivoling would end, that all with thought must die.

Before his quiet voice, the Passions recoiled and murmured and cursed and feared.

An outcast among gods, Ingway made his home on a smaller sphere orbiting the home of his brethren and cousins, a sphere of two sides, one that faced the world and one that faced away. Ingway chose the second.

He had little cause, in those centuries, to labor, little cause to meddle in the affairs of his brethren or cousins. For no gods perished, none passed on for him to guide in the After.

He did not witness when Faeja first handed down his power to the Passions, in the form of a beautiful lyre. He did not see when Curiosity plucked its strings and made matter sing, made elements multiply, made a world of diverse things. Ingway only saw the effects. For with each new note drawn from the lyre, even his barren sphere grew more varied and more strange.

When Imagination took up the lyre and made new life, only then did Ingway stir. For he felt the beat of hearts in the webbing of the world, the newness of fleshly existence. Brief, weak, trifling creatures whom Ingway would often need to gather.

SFX: More beating hearts, at varying paces and rhythms, faster, weaker, fluttering.

SFX: Sounds of magic and gasps accompany the creation of each race.

NARRATOR: Later, Eros made the merfolk and Endurance the minotaurs, Philia the elves and Curiosity man. The races multiplied, and Ingway reaped among them all, ferrying souls from the world of matter to the world of spirit to be judged by the Passions they served. From there, he led them to the after, to the embrace of the welcoming Void.

There were halls in the after that no god but Ingway had ever seen, worlds beyond what Faeja had made, that only Ingway trod. They ran on a thread of time that Faeja had not formed, but rather the Void, a thread that ran parallel to Faeja’s, but separate, where the Void was God of all and Faeja a silent counterpart, where he was the Void and she the Creator.

In the After, every Passion and every Force had already died, had already lived the entirety of immortality and ended and passed. In the After, they dwelt and ruled their halls and inherited the souls that had served them in all the history of Faeja’s world.

And only Ingway saw both threads. Only Ingway knew the ending of every god, how corrupted they would grow, how cruel or kind or foul or clean. For the gods did not remain as Faeja had made them, patterned from his perfect being. They changed. Some evolved. Some decayed. Their names altered to match. Discretion became Malice. Justice became Cruelty.

In time, these diverse gods developed jealousies and contests, struggles for power and glory. They dared not strike each other, knowing that Ingway waited to reap them. But they gathered followers among the flesh-folk and set up tiny kingdoms to war by proxy.

SFX: In the following narration, a metaphysical trapdoor slams on the universe, muffling all sound to silence, save for the beating of Faeja’s heart.

NARRATOR: Abhorred by their violence, Faeja deserted the Passions’ realm and abandoned them to their debaucheries, sealing off their world of matter, retreating all that remained of himself to his original, lonely existence.

SFX: A period of silence other than Faeja’s heartbeat.

NARRATOR: The Passions were free to riot. 
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Chapter 1


Endings and Beginnings





Chapter 1. Scene I 

SFX:  Thunder, rain, slowly grows throughout the narration and continues on after. 

NARRATOR: A palace tower stands in the city of Dunhilde.

SFX: A sharp crack of thunder.

NARRATOR: Tall. Cold. A thunderstorm riles above, clouds tossing sheets of lightning back and forth in game, occasionally fumbling a bolt and letting it tumble to earth.

Within the tower, a man trembles beneath a heap of quilts. He is not yet old, but his body is withered, ravaged by disease. He scarcely seems a king.

SFX: Exterior sounds fade away to a very muffled background, replaced by a crackling fireplace, the light stirring of blankets, the snuffle and groan of a resting hound.

MUSIC: Ingway’s Theme begins. A song representative of Ingway himself: restrained and dutiful, but also the grandest and most powerful being in the world, the bringer of death, the reaper of souls, dangerous and foreboding and grand. It builds gradually, softer in the beginning and returning upon itself, becoming grander and more powerful over its course, increasing in complexity as it grows.A segmented piece that can be dissected into portions, each one with its own repetitions of the main motif, but with different tones and power.

GAUDREY: (GROANING). 

LETITIA: Easy, Father. It’s just the storm. 

SFX: Return to exterior.

NARRATOR: Above the tower, a figure hovers in the rain. He is thin and tall, dressed in soaking layers of rich gray cloth. His face is birdlike, his wings feathered darker than a raven’s.

He does not have to wait outside. Those within would never see him if he entered. Even waiting outside, he does not have to feel the rain, does not need to be real. But the rain is cold and uncomfortable, and the outside air is lonely. They feel right.

INGWAY: (QUIETLY) Almost time now. (LOUDER, COMMANDING) Gaudrey! Awake!

SFX: Return to interior.

GAUDREY: (GASPS) (BREATHES FAST AND DEEP)

SFX: Rustling blankets and creaking bed frame.

LETITIA: Father?

GAUDREY (CONFUSED): Letitia? No. Letitia is a girl. A little girl . . . bows and braids.

LETITIA: It’s me, Father. Are you thirsty?

GAUDREY: Letitia? (PAUSE, THEN MORE CERTAINLY) You grew up so pretty.

INGWAY (COMMANDING, BUT GENTLE): Now, Gaudrey . . . say goodbye.

LETITIA: Here, Father. Drink.

GAUDREY: (GULPS) (WET SIGH) Thank you, Dear. So kind. 

SFX: Mug settling on side table.

GAUDREY: Such a kind girl. You make me proud.

LETITIA: (STARTLED, BUT HAPPY) Thank you, Father.

GAUDREY (SLEEPY MURMUR): So, so proud . . . (SMACKS LIPS, BREATHING GENTLY SLOWS INTO SLEEP)

LETITIA: Sleep, Your Grace. Let me read and color your dreams. 

SFX: Pages Rustling.

LETITIA (READING): The Tale of Rolan.

BEGIN LETITIA’S STORY IN BACKGROUND

SFX: Return to exterior.

NARRATOR: The figure in the rain stirs and drifts toward the tower. He does not enter by any door or window, but rather slips in through the wall, less obtrusive than a mouse. He pauses and listens to Letitia’s story, a story he knows well. For long ago, he himself had witnessed the deeds of famous Rolan and reaped the quartz-pure prince’s friends and foes and lovers alike and finally, the prince himself.

He remembers them all.

He does not love death. Or violence. Or endings. He thanks Faeja that this night, at least, there is some kindness in company with death, some sweet to cut the bitter. Such scenes are rare.

He places a gentle hand upon the forehead of the sleeping man. His fingers are slender. His limbs are thin. He appears deceptively frail. 

Life departs the sleeper.

SFX: Sounds dim to show we are in the realm of spirit.

INGWAY: Hail, Gaudrey, one-time king, ever a prince among men.

GAUDREY (IN A FULL VOICE NO LONGER FRAIL): Hail, Shadowlord. I’ve expected you.

INGWAY (MILD, REGRETFUL): This reaping gives me no pleasure. I rob the world.

GAUDREY: (SCOFFS) Of what? A frail, bed-ridden wreck? Dunhilde will get on.

INGWAY: Are you ready? Please, take my hand.

GAUDREY: (REGRETFUL SIGH) . . . Must we go—immediately? (SCOFFS, APOLOGETIC) A stupid question. You must be busy. It’s just . . . (PAUSE)

SFX: Letitia’s voice pulls momentarily more into the foreground to show the focus of Gaudrey and Ingway as they turn their attention to her.

INGWAY (KINDLY): One story, Your Grace, a thank-you for the labors you’ve saved me. You delayed many deaths . . . (CUT OFF MID-SENTENCE)

GAUDREY (CUTTING IN SHARPLY WITH REGRET IN HIS VOICE): Only delayed, Shadowlord. I . . . only delayed.

INGWAY (KINDLY): Still, enjoy your story.

SFX: Letitia’s story rises to full prominence for its remainder.

BACKGROUND READING

LETITIA: It was the Night of Fire, and all the lands ignited their sacred flames. Every village. Every hamlet. Every court. Till all the world lay atwinkle and any god or owl who took to the air might look upward or downward alike and scarcely tell which plane was fire-specked earth and which was star-pricked sky. 

It was an auspicious night, a sacred night, full of prayer and song and sacrifices laid with scrolls on altars. The gods leaned close to hear their children’s prayers. But it was not the Night of Fire that truly made this night so special. It was a birth, his birth, that marked this night as something.

His mother was Atarre, remembered as the Kind. She named him Rolan, after his father, Rolan the Strong, who died three months before his birth, leaving Atarre to rule and rear alone.

He came into the world screaming. He left it quietly with grace. In between, he grappled with monsters and gods, slaying Orogath, the dragon of Gath Erratines, and Modrik, the hobgoblin king.

They say that on the Night of Fire when his mother lay in labor, her white-robed nurses fluttering about her like a cloud of cooing doves, Luck himself descended and placed in her hand a pair of dice, their six sides adorned with the faces of Passions: Mercy, Devotion, Faith, Hope, Courage, and Wisdom. 

“Cast them,” said Luck, “And receive for your son the blessings of whatever gods they show.”

So, Atarre cast her dice. They rolled in the plush carpet and stopped—revealing on both the face of Courage.

From that day forth, Rolan grew and increased, never faltering, never declining. For thirty-three years, he aged without zenith, each new year giving way to grander heights and higher grandeurs.

In the yard, as a boy, he fought like a man. As a man, he fought like a god.

In the palace, as a boy, he was gentle. As a man, he was merciful.

At seventeen, he discovered war, leading the conscripts of his mother’s tiny kingdom like a vast and martial host.

At twenty, he finished with warring for a time and planted Atarre’s banner on the keep of her rival king. From that castle, he took but a single prize, a sword of blue steel filled with light, god-forged and imbued with unknown power. He named it Starmaker, for in the religion of his people it was said that all dead heroes become stars.

SFX: Brief pause while the background noises fill the silence.

LETITIA: (BREATHING QUIETLY WHILE SHE LISTENS)

LETITIA: Father? (PAUSE) Are you . . . 

SFX: A silent pause.

LETITIA (WEEPING): Father! . . . 

GAUDREY (CHOKING SLIGHTLY): I’m ready. Take me to your boat. I do not need to see this.

INGWAY: Very well. But I fear . . . I have no boat.

NARRATOR: Ingway turns, holding to Gaudrey’s ghostly, muscled hand. He walks toward the shadow of a bedpost on the wall and passes through, Gaudrey following, ready to face his judgment.

SFX: FWSSSH! (This is a sound effect that will be used time and again throughout this production, the sound of Ingway traveling through shadow)
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NARRATOR: Half a world away and in the same moments that Lord Gaudrey lies dying, a battle rages. Men killing men. They are different from the men of Salinor. But not so different at that. Flawed and fine. Warm of blood and fast of mind. Their skin is black. Their caps are bronze. Their war cries lift in tongues unknown to Rehavan.

SFX: Strange shouts and the clang of steel. Battering dust and clanging shields. Cries of pain.

NARRATOR: Ingway knows their words. He knows all tongues—of men and elves, of crows and beavers.

He hovers here also—in a thousand forms—in the air above the battlefield. With every passing second or two or three, another of his forms descends to the bloody grass to reap a soul.

One form alights beside a man in his middle forties, tall and immensely strong, with a body wreathed in ritual scars. He is beautiful, with proud eyes and a smile to turn a thousand hearts. His cloak is decorated with precious stones. Peacock feathers rise from his headband. His axe is crafted of a strange magenta steel, as beautiful as Rolan’s Starmaker and just as rare. Gold and silver trace its splintered handle.

SFX: Sounds dim to show we are in the realm of spirit.

INGWAY: Hello, again, Omarick Brightaxe.

OMARICK (WHEEZING): Do I know you, Strange One?

INGWAY: No, but I know you. I have seen you many hundreds of times, as I led away your enemies . . . your friends . . . your lovers.

OMARICK: (COUGHS AND SIGHS) Ah. You are that Strange One. I hoped, perhaps, you were come to heal me.

INGWAY: (A SINGLE, LIGHT CHUCKLE) Not this time, I fear. Though the gods have certainly blessed you before. 

OMARICK (PROUDLY): Why would they not? I am the Brightaxe. Beloved by Courage.

NARRATOR: As they speak, Omarick rises from his body’s shell and faces the Reaper. His voice sheds the weakness of wounds.

INGWAY: By Courage, yes, and Wrath. I am sure both will desire you for their halls.

OMARICK: (SCOFFS) I make no oaths by Wrath.

INGWAY: I do not judge. I only lead. Please, come.

NARRATOR: Ingway extends a bony hand, strange and pale beside Omarick’s, looking weaker than ever. Omarick, though, does not take it. He turns back to the battle.

OMARICK: What of my brothers? 

INGWAY: This war is lost. I fear the days of the Dunawae Tribe are numbered.

OMARICK (DEFIANT): I cannot go with you, Strange One. They need me. My axe. My strength.

INGWAY (SUBTLY HARDER, RESPECTFUL, BUT WITHOUT COMPROMISE): No. Your wars are over, Great Chief. It is time to rest. No doubt, many of your brothers will join you in whatever hall you enter.

OMARICK: My body. I must return.

INGWAY: NO! 

SFX: Wings unfurl, hand grasps Omarick’s shoulder.

INGWAY (VOICE THUNDERING): Come!

OMARICK (SHOUTING A WAR CRY): Itanawea!

SFX: FWSSSH!

NARRATOR: God and man depart together, drawn by Ingway into shadow, leaving only the echo of Omarick’s final shout. 

Itanawea. It is an old word, belonging to Omarick’s ancestors. Though its meaning has been lost to human memory, though it has lasted only as a war cry, Ingway knows it. Ingway remembers. It means brothers.

SFX: Sounds of battle and background return to the fore, showing we are back in the world of matter.

NARRATOR: The battle continues after Omarick’s departure. In a hundred years, no man will remember it. No man will remember the Dunawae Tribe, whose dynasty spanned generations in a vast and wealthy land. They had no scholars. Their sculptures will be broken. All their poets died. But Ingway will remember. He will remember them all, including Omarick, their last Great Chief.
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MUSIC: The Dark Side of the Moon begins to play. A slow, haunting song reflecting the loneliness and abandonment of this stark place. Occasional tingling or resonant notes intrude sharply on the main melody, then linger.The song will play for a little while before the narration begins, setting the tone, then continue throughout the scene.

SFX: Dead silence save for music.

NARRATOR: The scene is shadowed and silent—as only this place can be—divorced from light, with no air to carry sound. A throne of onyx lies within a dark crater, facing the stars. On that throne rests Ingway, in a form that has not stirred in a thousand years.

INGWAY: (SIGHS)

NARRATOR: We cannot see the world from here. We stand upon the moon’s far side, which has never faced the livelier world, where color never touches and life is less than a rumor, unknown to the rocks and dust and cold.

This is the nexus. If any of Ingway’s forms is truly him, then this is he. For here, all other forms return, rejoining self to whole, bringing with them the memories formed while reaping.

A meandering line awaits outside the crater, growing longer as new forms emerge from shadow—each awaiting its turn to perish into the whole.

Two of these forms we know already. They wait patiently with the others, indifferent to their coming obliviation. This is not death, not even rebirth. It is merely Ingway’s form of continuance, unique even among the gods, a constant multiplicity, new forms departing to do their work, others returning with memories of what they’ve done.

It is a dreary life, a dreary ten million lives. But Ingway is nothing if not dutiful. He does his work.

One after another, these two familiar forms rejoin the whole. And the Ingway that sits regards their memories in lonely contemplation. A tear comes to his eye, a tear that would freeze if it were matter.

INGWAY (MUSING): So, Gaudrey is gone . . . gods be merciful. And Omarick . . . two kings of men.

SFX: Pause

INGWAY (SURPRISED, THEN MUSING): I let Gaudrey stay? Just a few minutes. He wasn’t going to do anything that mattered. But still . . . I tarry too often now.

MUSIC: The Dark Side of the Moon fades.

SFX: Silence as the first music track fades out and then Mercy’s Theme reverse fades in.

MUSIC: Mercy’s Theme begins. It reflects Ingway’s Theme in complexity and development, a kind of complementary composition. But while Ingway’s Theme starts softer and grows into something grand and mighty, emphasizing vast power and grandeur and authority, Mercy’s Theme maintains its gentle touch. It emphasizes grace and control and gentleness in power. It reflects the nature of a god whose spear is always blunted, whose strength is always restrained, who is defined by her gentleness.

MERCY: May I approach?

NARRATOR: The voice cuts through the silence of space, audible even without air to carry sound. Ingway turns.

INGWAY: Always, Althracia. Welcome.

MERCY: Please, cousin, call me Mercy.

INGWAY: I prefer the old names, but as you will, sweet Mercy.

MERCY: I know you do, so I won’t call you Death. 

NARRATOR: A woman has approached the rim of Ingway’s crater. She stands above, her feet sandalled, her body wrapped in a white folded tunic. She is beautiful, as only a god can be, and carries a blunted spear.

NARRATOR: A form steps forth from Ingway, unfurling wide, dark wings. It lifts gracefully to the edge of the canyon and extends an elbow. Arm in arm, the two gods depart into the dim moonscape.

MERCY: A busy day for you.

INGWAY: There is a war in Tarduk and a plague in Ramile.

MERCY: I fear another war brews in Salinor.

INGWAY: Ah. Well, your siblings do love their games. Did you hear about Gaudrey?

MERCY: I was there for his judgment . . . but he was not mine.

INGWAY: No, I led him to Duty’s hall.

MERCY: Of course.

INGWAY: He will be happy there.

MERCY: I hope his daughter . . . will come to me.

SFX: Uncomfortable pause.

INGWAY (AWKWARD, FUMBLING): Why are you here, Mercy?

MERCY: I wanted to warn you. Vanity is eyeing Gaudrey’s old kingdom, pushing King Dorwin of Orchard Hill to invade. You have much work coming.

INGWAY: Melan? They call him Vanity now? And he angled so long for Pride.

MERCY (DISGUSTED): Vanity fits.

INGWAY: There are always wars in Rehavan. Such is the cost of your brethren calling it home.

MERCY: And they are nearly always wrong. I know you loved Gaudrey.

INGWAY (SOLEMN): I did.

MERCY: You loved his kingdom.

INGWAY: It is a kind place. There are too few kind places.

MERCY (ALMOST GUILTY): I just wanted you . . . to know.

INGWAY: I understand.

MERCY: I should return. Prayers to answer.

INGWAY: (DARK CHUCKLE) A rare duty for me.

MERCY: Farewell, old friend. 

INGWAY: Farewell, (PAUSE) Althracia. Thank you for the warning. It is sweet to have a visitor. Few of our family dare come here.

NARRATOR: A chariot drawn by fine, winged horses pulls up before Mercy, unnaturally silent in airless space, and Mercy leaps aboard, nimbly and in similar, unnatural silence.

MERCY: Port Esrathel, my Lovelies.

MUSIC: Mercy’s Theme fades to silence.

NARRATOR: In a silent rush, the horses ascend, wings beating in vacuum, still lifting their chariot and godly creator. Mercy departs.

INGWAY: Another war? (SIGHS) What must shall.

NARRATOR: He turns momentarily to return to self, to reenter the whole, his task with Mercy finished. But then he pauses. He stands and stares into the sky, watching the stars and letting his focus deepen, drawing forth the distant burning spheres until their light is blinding, until one star in the constellation Emidius occupies all his vision, a twisting, writhing ball of fire and molten gas, a world existing in destruction, its surface stirred by the swimming coils of Curiosity’s star wyrms. Ingway knows these beings, for even they, in their bodies as large as continents, sometimes die. Even they . . . know Ingway’s touch.

For many minutes, he stands, unwilling to return, hesitant to let his full self experience the despair that torments him. But Ingway is nothing if not dutiful.

MUSIC: Dark Side of the Moon resumes, starting a little while before its end and playing out the scene for several seconds beyond the last line of dialogue.

NARRATOR: He returns. 

INGWAY: What must shall.
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MUSIC: Scene Four Intro (Sad Variation) begins. This track will have two variations. Every fourth scene in this production is set in the past, years before the main story. A version of Scene Four Intro will begin each of these scenes to make them feel uniform, to cue listeners in that one is beginning. It is a song of memory, of recollection, of older times. Each variation should begin the same, with a fairly neutral form and style that then morphs in sound as it continues. For this variation, the song will drop into something soft and underwhelming, a quiet, sorrowful piece with a limited number of instruments, perhaps just a piano and violin or piano and flute or some such light combination that can form a melancholy backdrop that does not overwhelm the scene. It will continue throughout.

NARRATOR: The scene occurs many years prior to our tale thus far, set in the reign of King Gaudrey.

Ingway stands in a stone bedchamber. He shifts.

A woman screams. Her maids whisper and bustle. Warm water. Bandages.

SFX: In the previous sentence, a sound effect accompanies each action. A scream, a whisper, bustling, warm water splashing, bandages stretching.

EMILIA: (SCREAMS) (SCREAM BREAKS INTO MOANS AT THE END WHICH CONTINUE ON INTO THE FOLLOWING NARRATION)

LADY 1 (SOFTLY): Breathe, your majesty. 

NARRATOR: There is too much blood. 

The surgeon and apothecary stand in a corner and stroke gray beards, whispering wise excuses and learned surrenders.

The young queen grasps her husband’s hand and groans, bordering on delirium.

EMILIA: (GROANS) It hurts, my Sunlight.

GAUDREY: Not long now, Love. Not long. You’re so strong. 

NARRATOR: Gaudrey is young. His hair is more golden than a field of grain, brighter than his crown. He has not been wed long. Three happy years. Not enough.

Ingway kneels beside the king, and a single tear falls from his cheek to mingle with Gaudrey’s on the sheets. 

EMILIA (GROANING, SUBDUED BUT WORRIED): I don’t feel right. 

GAUDREY (HURRIED, SOFT, ASSURING, WORRIED): The child is coming. All will be well. You’ll feed him and care for him and sit beside him in the garden and watch the swans. You’ll teach him kindness. I’ll teach him strength. He’ll be as beautiful as you are. As beautiful and perfect and just as loved.

EMILIA (TAKEN BY A SPASM): (BREATHING QUICKENS, TENSES) (BIRTHING SCREAMS AND PANTS)

LADY 1: Push, Your Majesty. Push.

LADY 2: I see the head.

GAUDREY: Come on, Love.

EMILIA: DEEP, FINAL, STRAINING GRUNT, SIGH OF RELIEF, PANTING

LADY 1: It’s a girl.

GAUDREY (AWED): A girl? You’ve had a little girl, my Love. You’ve made a little girl.

SFX: Light slaps and a baby’s cry.

LADY 2: Good lungs, your majesty. My own dear Sylvie didn’t cry like that.

EMILIA (CONTENTED EXHAUSTION): Care for her, my Sunlight. Love her like you loved me.

GAUDREY (FIRMLY): We both will.

EMILIA (WEAKLY): Call her . . . Letitia. (BREATHING NORMALIZES INTO SLEEP)

GAUDREY (: Oh, Love.

LADY 2: Care to hold her, Your Majesty?

GAUDREY (MOVING GRADUALLY FROM COOING TO MOURNING): Hello, Letitia. I’m your father. This is your mother. Isn’t she beautiful? (BREAKING DOWN) So . . . beautiful.

NARRATOR: Ingway stands, leans over the bed, and takes the hand of the rising queen. She looks fresh, her hair clean and unmatted, her skin no longer flushed. Ingway kisses her knuckles like a vassal.

SFX: Quiet kiss

EMILIA (KINDLY): Hello, Stranger. 

INGWAY: Gracious Queen. You know what is coming.

EMILIA: My Sunlight . . . ah, look at my Sunlight. So tender. He holds her like all the frail and precious glass in the world.

INGWAY: Glass is nothing to what he holds.

EMILIA (ALMOST PLAYFUL): You are kinder than your repute.

INGWAY: I am kind to the kind. Cold to the cold. Now, please, come.

EMILIA (REGRETFUL, A LITTLE SAD, RESIGNED): I don’t want to leave. It will be hard . . . to raise her alone.

INGWAY: If the world ran by my decree, this night would be different. But Fate must weave, and Chance must toss. Luck’s dice will have their say. Your hours are spent.

EMILIA: What is it like . . . the after?

INGWAY: It will be what you have earned, a world ruled by the Void, as this is ruled by Faeja. You will go to the hall of the Passion you served. It may be beautiful, or it may be vile. It may be hard and dark or soft and bright, full of fire or water or gold or ash.

EMILIA: And my parents? Gaudrey? Will I see them?

INGWAY: They will make their homes in the halls of their own Passions. But take heart, for all the halls are of one world, and only your own soul will keep you where you’re sent, cleaving to its penalty or reward, knowing it belongs. 

Now, come.

NARRATOR: Emilia takes the offered hand, and he leads her through the shadow of her husband and daughter, straight to the hall of judgment where hundreds of Passions wait, ready to witness and lay their claims.

SFX: FWSSSH!

MUSIC: Fades or ends.
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