Aristophanes' Birds: adapted by Eric Dugdale

Based (loosely) on the Penguin translation by David Barrett(1978)

and the Oxford University Press Greek text edited by Nan Dunbar (1995)  

The opening scene involves only Peisetairos and Euelpides, who are leaving Athens because they're fed up with city life. They arrive in bird territory.  H = Hoopoe, P=Peisetairos, E=Euelpides, L=Leader (of Chorus)

SCENE 1
	E: (to his jackdaw): I don't get it - you mean... straight on, towards that tree over there?

P: (to his toucan): To hell with you - it's now cawing back, that way!

E: For crying out loud!  Why are we roaming like this?  What a fool I was to believe this jackdaw.

P: And what a dork I was to trust this toucan.  But I guess, if one can, two can.

The man who sold us these birds must have been a con-artist.  He said that this pair would be able to show us the way to Tereus, the hoopoe.  But the only thing - OUCH! - they know is how to bite!  

Euelpides turns to the audience while P. is preoccupied with his toucan!  

Euel: It blows my mind - here's everybody else desperate to get their hands on a green card.  And we're trying to get away from this country. How bizarre...how bizarre.  We've not really go anything against the country itself - but paying all those taxes is just too much - Go, tax reform! Three cheers for Steve Forbes!  And that's not the half of it.  What's not stolen by the taxman gets swallowed up in litigation.  Sue, sue sue - that's all you ever hear over here - I was soon going to have to file for bankruptcy - until I came up with a cunning plan - let's go and find somewhere over the rainbow where we can be free from trouble, no worries, just be happy, lie in a field and have fun in the sun.  So we're looking for Tereus, the hoopoe, to ask him whether, while flying around, he's ever seen a pad that meets our needs.  Have you seen him by any chance?

P: Hey you!

Eu: What's the matter?
P: My jackdaw is restless.  It's pointing up into the air.

E: My toucan too!  He seems to be gawping - perhaps it's code for something.  Look, there are some nests or something over there.  Let's find out if they're inhabited.

P: Why don't you the rock a kick and see if anybody comes out.

E: Why don't you give it a head-butt.  The sound would carry further.

P: Yeah, right!  Yoo-hoo! Helllloooo!  Is there anybody...


Butler (looking them up and down menacingly).  So, what have we here?  Two bird catchers I see?  

Peisetairos (improvising wildly).  You're not mistaking us for humans are you?  Us?  (Looking himself up and down)  - I guess that happens all the time.   No!  We're birds all right. I'm a yellow-belly!

Butler: What rot!

P: Look at the droppings between my legs.

Butler: And what is your story?

E: Oh me?  Errr.  I'm a... shitterling! When I saw you I dumped a ton!  But tells us about yourself...

Butler: I am the butler of the great Hoopoe.  When he turned into a bird, I followed suit so that I could carry on serving him his afternoon tea.

E: That was jolly decent of you.  But tell me, old chap, does a bird actually need a butler?

Butler: This one does.  A gentleman never goes near the kitchen.  

E: I see.  Now would you be so good as to go fetch your hoopoe?
Butler: I am afraid that sir is not available.  He is having an afternoon nap.

E: Well, I don't want to get in between a fellow and five-minutes shut-eye, but this is rather important.  Off with you!

Butler enters the stage-building.

E: Bother!  My bird flew the nest.

Hooope enters from the stagebuilding
P: That's because you got scared and let go.

E: Nonsense! Anyway, what about yours?  I don't see yours anymore either.

P: O look!  What do we have here? What a grand bird!  Complete with triple crest.

Tereus: Who's looking for me?  

P: We are: two mortals.  We want to talk to you.  

Tereus: About what?
P: You used to be a man like us.  You must have owed taxes - like us, and not liked paying your bills - like us!  But then - snap - you're a bird, and you soar effortlessly across the heavens.  That's why we came looking for you - you must know a city that's warm and wooly, where we can curl up, like in a big soft blanket.

Tereus: So what kind of a city do you want to live in?

P: One in which your worst day at work would go something like this.  So, I'm sitting in the White House signing off on an arms deal for South Korea, when in waltzes this young intern, sidles up to me, and says: "You want me to bring you some pizza wink wink, nudge nudge, say no more!" 

Tereus: And what about you?

E: A place where in the street your some good-looking boy's father comes up to me in quite a state and sputters: "What a wonderful way to treat my boy!  You saw him as he left the gymnasium, but didn't once kiss him, or speak to him, or try to touch him.  You didn't even grab his goolies!  And you call yourself a family friend!

Tereus: I see!

P: By the way, what's life like around you for you birds?  I've got a plan for you birds.  Look up there! 

H: O.K...

P: And up there.  Now look over here?  What do you see?

H: Nothing really.

P: NOTHING?

H: Well sky, I guess.

P: Precisely. And all this could be yours, if you will only listen to me.  You could fence it off and turn this into a global city, then rule over all men AND all gods.  You can starve the gods into submission, like the Iraqis!

H: But how?

P: By blockading them off from the earth below.  when the humans sacrifice to gods, if the gods don't pay you your Value Added Tax, you can block simply block off the passage of the smoke.

H: I swear by every damn bird-catching bird-snare - that's the most brilliant plan I've heard in a long while.  I'd love to help you found this new metropolis, provided of course all the other birds agree.

P: Who'll bring them around to our point of view.

H: Why, you, of course.  I'll summon them right now.   I’ll just pop into this thicket here and wake up my nightingale.  When they hear us they’ll come running out.

P: My dear bird, don’t just stand there - go on then - please - go inside the thicket and wake up the nightingale.  

H: Come my nest-mate - leave your sleep, sing sweet melodies of sacred song as you lament your child - yes, my child too - poor Itys... lament with liquid notes that fly through the leaf-clad copse to the throne of Zeus himself.  There Phoebus picks up your tearful tune on his ivory lyre as he calls the gods to join in the dance, to sing with one accord in the chorus of the Blessed Ones.  

A piper plays a mournful nightingale tune back stage.
E: Sweet honey on the rocks, what a beautiful voice!

P: Hey!  E: What’s up? P: Shhh! E: What?  P: The hoopoe is getting ready to sing again.

Tereus (from within): Hoopoopoo!  Poopoopoo!

Io, io, io, io, here, here, hia, hia...

here all my feathered friends - come here!

You who dwell in the plough-lands rich in seed,

you myriad flocks of barley-eaters and you tribes of seed-peckers

those that fly swiftly and utter soft notes,

and all you birds who crowd in furrows 

and twitter round the crumbling clods

and with joyful voices tio tio tio tio tio tio tio

twee-twee twee-twee


All you birds who dwell in the gardens where ivy branches sprout,

and all you hill-billies: feeders on olives and berries,

Take wing at once and come to the meeting.

Trrrrrrrr trrrrrrrrr, trrrrrrrrrrr, trrrrrrrrr

Torotix torotix Kikkabu, kikkabu

Torolililililililili!

P: Do you see any birds?

E: No!  I’m gawping at the sky but I don’t see a wing!

P: Then it looks as if the old hoopoe was wasting his time with all that: hoopoopoo! itoitoitoo here here here here business.

Tereus (from within) Torotix, torotix!

SCENE 2
Enter Flamingo from one of the side doors in the skene, and struts its stuff.
E: Hey, look over here - (loud and triumphant) WE HAVE A SIGHTING!

P: Ok, then, tell me - what's the species?
E: Errr, genus...fantasticus - I don't know!  But here comes the hoopoe - he'll know.  What kind of bird's that?

H: That's not your everyday common-old-garden bird.  This one lives in the marshes.  

P: Wow!  She's so pretty in pink - or should I say flaming red!

H: You should - cos' she's called FLAMING-GO!

P: I say!  What's this funny looking thing.

H: Oh that, he's a lesser-spotted blue-devil.

P: BLUE DEVIL?  What kind of a bird is that? H: It's mischievous all right, but dumb as a dodo.

P: How come I've not seen one of these before?
H: Well, round these parts they're an endangered species.

P: Look, here's another bird with a crest.  He seems rather high and mighty!

E: So you're not the only hoopoe then!
H: He's Henry Hoopoe III, my grandson.  

E: For his age, young Henry here seems to have lost a lot of feathers! Can I recommend Rogaine
H: His wife's a daughter of the revolution.  He's a bit hen-pecked.
P: (Pointing off-stage): Holy crow, can't you see what a pesky flock of birds has assembled?

E: Apollo, help!  They're everywhere.

P: Look, there's a (points out the names of the birds as he sees them)….

I've never seen so many birds!  All that chirping and screeching and cawing - make's my hair stand on end.  I'm not chicken or anything, but I don't like it when they flutter around me - and I don't like the look of those two (pointing at Loggerhead and Razorbill/Thrasher).  

Leader: To-to-to-to-to-to-to where has he gone - the bird who called me?

Tereus: Here I am, as usual - I don't abandon my friends.

Leader: Twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twhat news do you have for your friends?

H: Good news for all of us - something nice and safe, honest and useful - two humans have just arrived - a pair of subtle thinkers

L: What? Where? What? What are you saying?

H: I'm saying that two old men have come to pay us a visit from the land of humans.  They've hatched a fantastic plan.

L: Caw-caw-caw-caw-caw-caw-caw-caw caution.  BIG MISTAKE.  

H: Relax.  It's all alright.

L: Twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twa-twhat have you done?
H: I've welcomed these two men - they're quite the bird-lovers. They consider all things birdy the absolute in hop-culture.

L: Yu-yu-yu-yu-yu you've actually welcomed MEN??

H: Sure!  And it's a jolly good thing too!

CHORUS: Trrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrraitor! Sound the alarm! Sound the alarm (The whistling duck gives a long and loud bird blast).  We have been betrayed. Betrayed, I tell you!  He was once our brother.  He pledged.  And now he's trying to have us busted.  And he calls himself a Greek?  Freak! He's lured me into a trap - left me at the mercy of men (chorus in a line make a sudden rush at the audience) a wicked race, enemies of birds ever since creation.  Squawks etc.
Leader (to Hoopoe): We'll leave it to later to settle our score with YOU.  But now it's time to take care of these two old men.  We'll....TEAR THEM TO PIECES. 

P: That's it then.  

E: It's all your fault. Why did you bring me here from Athens?

P: Oh, just for company.

E: You mean, for tears and trouble!

P: Whatever! Anyway, you won't be able to do much crying when both your eyes have been pecked out.

Leader: Attennnnnnnnnnnnnn-tion! Squaawwwwwwwwwwww-d form up! Squaawwwwwwwwwwww-d will turn to the right, right turn!  Company, by the left, quick, march: Left, left, left, right, left, etc.  Company......halt.  All right then birds, arrowhead formation.....NOW!  Now then, listen up.  Split into two wings.  First a circling operation - drive a wedge between them, then outflank them.  Cut off their escape.  Then the full frontal assault - peck'em, bat them, poke'em rip them!  

E: I told you!  There's no escape!
P: Don't try and run.

E: What, stay and let them tear my limbs?

P: We need to stand and make a fight.  Let's use these pots.  

E: What good are pots?
P: Well, they are supposed to scare off owls.

E: But what about all these ones with the sharp talons?
P: Grab a barbecue spit and hold it out in front of you like this

E: And what about my eyes?
P: Take a saucer or plate and hold it up like this.

E: My!  Pure genius! What military expertise!  What strategic flair.  You make Schwarzkopf look like a dumbkopf.

Leader: Company on three...at the double...one, TWO, THREE, CHARGE! Pluck, stab, mutilate.  Strike the front pots first.

H: Wo, wo, wo!  You animals!  I'd like to know why you're trying to shred these men who've done you no harm - men who happen to be my in-laws?

L Men and wolves - each as bad as the other.  Why should we show our worst enemies mercy?

H: Well maybe they're enemies by birth and yet friendly by intention.  They've come to give you some valuable instruction.

L: (looking at audience) Hey, what could humans teach us birds?  I mean...honestly...!

H: It's often enemies that teach us important lessons.  I mean, without the  Iraqis, how would the Americans have found a use for those F1 fighter-planes? 

L: Hmmm... (glances around the birds, some of whom nod their approval).  Well, in our view it's always good to engage in dialogue before resorting to the use of force. 

P: It looks like they're less aggressive now - so let's make a cautious retreat - foot by foot.  Lower your pot, and put the dish on the ground.  But keep hold of your spear, or skewer or whatever.  We need to mount an armed patrol inside our camp, right by the perimeter pots. Keep a lookout.  We mustn't flee.

E: But if we die in combat, where will we be buried?
P: Arlington Cemetery - we'll tell the generals how we fought off the enemy at Birdsnest Creek.

L: Fall back into rank!  Return to your base, and put your aggression on hold.  Let's find out who these men are, where they're from, and the objective of their mission.  Cawwwwwwwwwwling hoopoe, OVER!  

H: You're coming in loud and clear.  What do you want, OVER!

L: Who are these men?  And where do they come from?

H: They're friends of mine from Athens, (pause) Georgia.

L: And what brings them here to Birdlandia?
H: They're crazy about your life-style.  They want to live as free as the birds, share your modus vivendi - your home too!
L: (amazed) Who are these guys? -don't tell me: those dudes from Heavens Gate. Why does he want to share my home?
H: You'll never really get it.  He speaks of happiness that surpasseth all understanding. But when he describes his unique, life-changing formula - (to audience)have your credit cards ready - you'll want to sign up right away.

L: Is he out of his mind - you know, ga-ga?

H: No, he's real smart.  A wily old fox - sophist, demagogue, lawyer - you name it, he's everything rolled up into a bun, smooth as butter.

L: O.K. please, let him begin.  My wings are fluttering just listening to you.

H: (Speaking to the two nearest birds).  All right, you two, pick up this armor here, take it inside and hang it in the kitchen where it belongs.  And you inform these birds about your cunning plan.

P: No chance - not unless they sign the dotted line first - you know, a bare-bones Lorena Bobbit special: no knives, no "love"-bites, leave my balls alone.  No mutilation of my  E: you don't mean P: my eyes, of course.

L: I agree to these terms.

P: Well then swear on it.

L: I swear to keep my oath - and my reward shall be - that all the judges - and the audience too - will vote for us!

P: Of course they will.

L: If I break my oath, may we win - by just one vote.

P: (like a herald): Attention all!  The campaign has been suspended.  Take up your weapons, hoplites, go back home; but watch for announcements on the noticeboards.

CHORUS (in unison): Ever treacherous in every way is the nature of man.  Still, let's hear your case. | Perhaps you'll succeed in bringing out some quality that you see in me, or some superior potential of mine which my mind may have overlooked.  Make public your vision.  For if you help me, you help all birds!

Leader: So what's this grand scheme of yours.  Speak up!  Don't worry - we won't be the first to violate the treaty.  

P: I'm positively bursting to tell you and, by Zeus, my speech is ripe and ready.  Bring me a garland, oh yeah, and some water to wash my hands.

E: Are we going to have dinner, or what?
P: No, but I'd like to make a big fat speech that will blast these birds to their very souls, shatter their hearts.  Addressing the chorus. Coughs.   My heartfelt condolences; once upon a time you lived like kings.

Leader: Us, kings?  Kings of what?

P: Yes, you, kings - over everything - over me, over him, over Zeus himself; y'all are seniors - in birth and antiquity - to Kronos, and the Titans - and even to Earth.

Leader: To Earth?
P: I swear!

Leader: I hadn't heard that before!

P: That's because you're not inquisitive enough - you haven't thumbed your Aesop.  Aesop tells us in his tales that the lark was born first of all birds, before the Earth came to be.  Then her father fell sick and died. Since there was no earth, he lay unburied for four days -she had no idea what to do, until finally in desperation she buried him - in her head.

E: What a lark!  At least he got a commemorative headstone!

P: So if the birds were older than Gaia and the gods, doesn't that mean that kingship belongs to them by right?
E: My god, I think he's right.  To audience: so you'd jolly well better grow a beak real quick.  Zeus is soon going to hand his scepter back to the woodpecker - and then where does that put you?
P: Now then, back in the good old days, men were ruled by birds not gods.  I have many proofs of this.  For instance, take out a bill - any bill!  And who do you see.  Zeus with his thunderbolt?  No an eagle with a sheaf of arrows.  I ask you, ladies and gentlemen... need I say any more?  Or take the cock!  What is he wearing?  Have you never noticed, ladies and gentlemen, have you never noticed that crown on his head?  Do you think he struts around because he was born to play a starring role at Kentucky Fried Chicken?  Pelease?
E: Oh, that reminds me!  I lost my clothes once because of a damned cock.  I'd been invited to town for a baby's naming-day party, you see.  I'd had a bit to drink and dozed off.  Then off he goes: cockadoodle doo and I jump up and think that it's morning, and set off back home when this mugger hits me from behind with a club.  I'm on the floor calling for help, and he's taken my clothes and run!

P: Eh, anyway... In early times America was ruled by the eagle and the dove - before, that is, they invented that fictional person called Columbus - beware of etiological myths, you know.  Everybody knows that columba is the Latin for dove.  The eagle and the dove shared the power, and made sure that nothing untoward took place in the White House - or the White Perch, as it was then called.  The dove presided in times of peace, the eagle in times of war.

E: Of course!  No wonder that we talk about political factions as doves and hawks.  What else are rulers meant to do than lead in peace and in war?

P: Exactly.  And why do you think England is called England?  The "Land of Ing"? Does that make any sense?  Now if you remember the lost di-gamma...

E: Huh?

P: Dahhh. Di-gamma.  W...W! Wing. Wingland.

E: Ohhhh!  Amazing!
P: Elementary my dear Euelpides.  And I really don't think I need to tell you why Turkey is called Turkey...

E: (Pauses for a while) Ehh.   No...no...I think I got it.  Yes, Turkey. Of course!

P: But the best is yet to come.  You birds were not just the rulers - you were the gods. Have you never wondered why Zeus stands with an eagle on his head?  Does it not seem strange that Athena has an owl, Hera has a peacock?  

E: So how did they switch roles?  How did Zeus replace the eagle?
P: Well you know how self-centered we humans are?  You say we're made in the image of god? Pah.  More like god is made in the image of man. So it wasn't long before we were inventing old men with grey beards - I like to call it (studiously) anthropo-morphi-zation!  Take Zeus for example.  What a strange name? Hey Zeus! Wanna try out my latest Nintendo game, Zeus?  Now, when do you use the word "Zeus" the most?

E: When I'm lying and want to get away with it, I guess.  It never hurts to add a "By Zeus!" 

P: (triumphantly): I rest my case.  How do you get to "By Zeus"? Try saying a few times when you're in a real tizzy "By goose, by goose, by goose by guz by guz bai Zus by Zeus."  Thank you, ladies and gentlemen!  We like to call it (pause) de-gutter-alization.

And take the Trinity - (to audience members) - let's see if you get this one.  Who makes up the Trinity?  Father, Son and ....? Holy Dove.  Have you never read Mark chapter 1?  "And he saw the heavens opened, and the Spirit like a dove descending upon him." I put it to you ladies and gentlebirds.  Who used to be the rulers of the world?
Chorus: The birds

P: Can't hear you.

Chorus: The BIRDS


P: And who used to be the gods?

Chorus: The birds

P: Say what?
Chorus: THE BIRDS

P: And now look at you.  Where's your kingdom?  Where are your man-servants?  Do they build temples for you?  Not even a bird-house!  Do they bring you sacrifices?  No!  They don't even let you eat from the corn in your kingdom.  They chase you away, shouting "pesky birds! Go away bird, you nerd!"  Not my idea of a prayer.  And it gets worse.  It gets worse!  It would be alright if they stuck with their scarecrows.  Have you ever seen a scarecrow actually scare a crow? (impersonate a scared crow).  But they set snares, wires, traps, nets.  And what about the latest fad - shut you up in a little little cage and try and get you to sing.  If that's what they want, why don't they do that to their own artistes?  Counting Crows - or The Dixie Chicks.  Yeees, birds like them might look really cute with a little bondage.

But if you can't sing, or you happen to have lost your voice when they catch you, do you know what they do to you?  I guess you don't, because nobirdy lives to tell the tale!  Well, they pick you up, stroke your feathers once or twice, then gently but firmly wring your neck, pluck your feathers out, slice open your breast and pull out your innards - they like using entrails to take the omens.  If they're green it's a bad sign.  Well, I guess it is - it means they tortured you long enough before wringing your neck to give you goose pimples - who's not going to go green when they're moments away from terminal neck-ache?  "But we need entrails to determine the will of the gods." Helllloo!  Who are the gods round here anyway?  Besides, can't they just observe the birds, and see which direction y'all are flying?  Far less painful, I'd say! But no, they prefer to pull your innards out, rub salt into your flesh, stuff you with garlic, then coat you with oil and vinegar - what a nice, greasy dressing.  Then they stuff you in their mouths, belch, stuff some more - and where you go after that I'll leave to your imagination. The worst are those Carolina fans at BW3s.  They sit in front of a pile of severed limbs and actually run competitions to see who can devour the most corpses.  Are you hearing me birds?  Where is the outrage?  

Chorus: (screech): OUTRAGE!  Shrieks, caws etc.
P: How long will your oppression continue?  Birds - YOU MUST FIGHT FOR YOUR RIGHT. Amen?
Chorus: AMEN!

P: Amen?
Chorus: AMEN!
P: Hate men?
Chorus: Amen.

Chorus divides up into strophe and antistrophe.  Str. Hate men?  Anti-Str: Amen! Chorus runs to front of orchestra to rouse audience, then up the aisles, then leads audience into "hate men!" dance around stage.

Leader: ALL RIGHT!  Enough of this lark.  Fall back into line.  All right, wise guy - tell us what to do: how can we get our kingdom back?

P: Well, first of all I recommend you birds should found a city in the sky, then build a circuit wall around the upper air - just like the one round Babylon - with giant, sun-baked bricks!

L: Great Cyclops, that sounds like an awesome wall!

P: Then once you've built your settlement, ask Zeus to give back the power.  And if at first he refuses and won't resign, declare a holy war on him, and ban the gods from strutting all over your territory with erect cocks the way they used to swan around earth messing with married women - Leda, Alkmene, Semele - the list goes on and on.  And if they don't stop, then padlock their flies - that'll soon put an end to Slick Willy's flashing.  Then send a second bird delegation to the humans to tell them: "This is the dawn of a New Age.  The old gods are passé, now we're talking Bird Power.  You've got to sacrifice to us birds first, gods second.  When you sacrifice to Aphrodite, first send a sacrifice up to the coots, those lovebirds.  And when Poseidon gets a sheep, the duck must have some wheat.  

Leader: But how will humans ever think we're really gods and not just a bunch of jack-daws, when all we do is fly about?
P: Nonsense!  Look at Hermes - he's a god, isn't he?  And how does he get from A to B?  And what about Nike - she wears golden wings - or more recently Air Jordans!  Then there's Eros,  and Iris too - Homer said she's "like a quivering dove".  And doesn't Zeus' thunder bring "a wingéd lightning-bolt"?

L: But what if they haven't taken Classics 77 and just don't know jack about wings and things?

P: Then we'll just send along a squadron of sky-hawks, maybe even a millenium falcon or two.  A battalion of sparrows could attack their fields and strip them bare in minutes.  Then, when famine strikes, we'll see if Demeter finds them grain!

E: Here, here!

P: Or send down a detachment of ravens in rapid fire to peck out the eyes of their sheep and oxen.  Then see if  Apollo can heal them!

E: Please, not yet!  Give me time to sell off my oxen first.

P: But once they treat you like gods, they will enjoy all sorts of benefits.

E: Like what?

P: For one thing, locusts won't wipe out their vines, nor will ants annihilate their figs - we'll send a flock of hungry thrushes to take care of them.

E: But how will birds make them rich?  After all, that's all they're really interested in.

P: Well, we'll be their strategy consultants.  When someone is planning a trip, a bird will be on hand to advise: "Don't sail now - a storm is brewing." or "Sail now -you'll make a killing."

E: Alright!  I'm coming back out of retirement.

P: The birds will show them where to find old buried treasure.  You know how when you ask someone how they found a gold-mine, they say "A dicky-bird told me!"

L: And how will we give them a long life?  That's another hot favorite these days.

P: We can guarantee them at least an extra 30 years.

L: How's that?
P: Vultures always seem to outlive everything around them.  And then there's the wise old owl.

E (excited): Yes, there's also the ravens at the Tower of London.  They've been around ever since Henry VIII gave his first wife the chop for treason!
P: I'd keep quiet about that one, if I were you - there not many royalists around here.

E: Shame, shame.

P: These birds will make far better kings than Zeus.  We won't need to build them fancy marble temples with gold doors and all that .  We can just find them a nice wood with a few shrubs.  The V.I.B.'s will live in an olive tree.  We'll no longer need to make long treks on pilgrimages to Delphi or Memphis, Tennessee.  We'll be able to go down to the end of the garden and offer up some bird-seed.  

L: You rock!  You once were my worst enemy; now you're my best friend.  

Chorus (puffing themselves up): Pride swells in me, pride in your words.  Make us a pledge of lasting peace, a pledge to be righteous, guileless, pious - against the gods!  United we stand, and those gods won't hold my scepter for much longer!

Hoopoe: In that case, let's not procrastinate - we need to get down to business.  But first, I'd like to invite you both inside my nest, and let us know your names.

P: That's easy.  My name is Peisetairos.  And this is my friend Euelpides from Durham county - Durham England, that is.

H: Welcome! 

P: Well, thank you very much.

H: Come inside!

P: That's very kind - after you.  (Starts to walk backstage, then stops).  Oh, hang on a minute.  There's one small problem - my friend and I - how can we live with you?  We haven't got any wings?

H: Don't worry about it - we have this weed: just chew on it and you'll sprout wings.

L: Take them inside and feed them well. And will you send out that sweet-voiced nightingale of yours- she's a real honey!  We'd like to play with her.

P: O, please do - it's such a good idea.  Bring out the bird.

E: Yes, pretty please - we'd love to see the nightingale.

H: Well, if you want.  (Calling inside): Procne!  Come out and show yourself to the guests.

P: Holy goose!  What a buxom bird

E: What a choice chick!  I'd really like to lay her.

P: A real babe in all those trimmings.

E: I'd really like to kiss those lips.

P: You idiot.  Kissing her beak'll be like kissing two skewers.

E: (approaching Procne) You see, first you remove the outside layer - just like an egg, thennnn you kiss her just like this...

H: ...I think we should go inside now.

E: Lead on - let's Par-ty!

Chorus: O lovely nightingale with vibrant throat, 

O dearest of birds, partner in all my songs,

O constant companion, my nightingale,

You have come, you have come, 

you bring us your sweet voice, 

you play the notes of spring-time, 

and on your plaintive pipe you introduce our formal chant.

Leader: Come now, you puny men, formed from clay, shadowy, feeble peoples, who fall like leaves in autumns, wingless creatures-of-a-day - listen to us, the immortal, the eternal, the celestial, the ageless, whose thoughts will never wither.  Hear from us the true account of life, the universe and everything.  When you have learnt the origins of birds and gods and rivers and all creation, you'll be able to tell Marshall Applewhite and all the other gurus where to go.  In the beginning there was Chaos and Night, black Erebos and broad Tartaros, and there was no earth or air or heaven.  In the boundless recesses of Erebos, black-winged Night, first of all beings, brought forth an egg, an egg from wind created.  And from that Egg, as the seasons came round, there sprung Eros the much-desired, his back sparkling with golden wings, Eros swift as the eddies of the wind.  And he, mating by night with winged Chaos in broad Tartaros, hatched our own race and brought it into the light.  In those days there was no race of immortal gods, until Eros mingled all together.  But once the elements intermingled, Heaven-Ouranos  came into being, and Ocean-Pontos , and Gaia-Earth, and all the imperishable race of blessed gods.  Thus we are the oldest by far of all the blessed gods.  That we are children of Eros can be proved by many tokens. We fly, and we keep company with lovers.  Pretty boys swear they'll never give in to their lovers' advances - but give them a quail, purple coot or a cock, and "Cockadoodle-doo! I'll screw you!" And mortals get all their blessings from us birds.  We bring on the seasons - spring, winter and fall.  Migrating to Libyan shores, the crane cries: "Sow your seed!" And to the shipowner: "Winter comes!  Time to hang up your rudder and hibernate!"  

Chorus: If you treat us as your gods, twee, twee-twee, twee-twee

We'll sing our oracles to thee, to thee, to thee

Through all the seasons of the year,

In winter, summer, cold and heat.

We'll never fly and sulk on high,

The way that Zeus hides in the clouds.

We'll always give to each of you,

And to your families evermore,

Great wealth-and-health, long lives of peace,

With youth and laughter, dancing, feasts -

In short, birds' milk for you to drink.

You'll wallow in such luxury

You may be quite exhausted.

Leader: If any of you spectators wants to join our colony and enjoy our wonderful life, just walk down the aisle to the front and join us.  Just imagine what you could do with a pair of wings?  When you're hungry or bored with of the chorus - in a tragedy, of course, you can just wing it home and find yourself a little something, then come back nice and full, in time to watch the satyr play.  Or if you're a practicing adulterer and see a woman's husband sitting in front of you, you can take off during the intermission, giver her a quickie, and be back in your seat for the beginning of the second play.  Or if you've just been back from spring break in Tijuana and have a bad case of the runs it doesn't need to ooze out into your cloak - you can dash off, crap, and fly straight back.  Doesn't this convince you that having a pair of wings is sheer bliss?  

Chorus: In strains like these the swans-

tiotiotiotiotinx-

all together hymned Apollo

tiotiotiotiotinx

Their cry pierced the clouds of heaven;

the many tribes of beasts were spellbound,

and the waves were lulled to sleep,

toto-toto-toto-toto-tinx!
And all Olympus resounded, and amazement seized its rulers,

and the Olympian Graces and Muses sang out their joyous response -

tiotiotiotiotinx!

SCENE 3
Peisetairos and Euelpides emerge, adjusting their less than convincing bid feathers.

P: Well that will do.  (looking at E): O my god, I've never seen anything so silly in my life!
E: What's so funny?
P: Just look at you - those feathers on your arms!  You know what you look like?  You look like one of those plastic flamingoes in the yards around Boone, two for the price of one at the Dollar store.

E: And you look like a blackbird who's lost all his feathers in an unfortunate encounter with a high-voltage pylon.

P: I suppose our jokes are rather Aeschylean (mock-grandly) - "shot not by others but by my very own feathers."

Leader: Right,,,!?!  So what do we do now? 

P: We've got to come up with a name, a huge, impressive name for this city of ours, then sacrifice to the gods.

Leader: I quite agree.  

E: Now let me see, what name shall we give the city? Our neighbors in Durham County have this fine aristocratic name - shall we call it Duke?

P: Uggghhh!  Just hearing that name makes me wanna hurl. 

Leader: Well what shall we call it?
E: Perhaps something that reflects your rich local heritage - a light and airy name that suggests the clouds and atmosphere up here

P: How about "Cloudcuckooland!"
Leader: Bingo! What a wonderfully grandiose name - though what's the bet that round here they'll end up calling it "Cloudcuckooville"?!? What a great city we've got!

P: (to Euelpides, officiously).  I'd like you now to go off into the air and do some odd jobs for the birds who are building the city walls - fetch rubble, mix mortar, carry tools, fall off the ladder, post sentries.  Remember to send a herald up to the gods, and another down to the humans on earth.  Tell them to report back to me when they get back.

E: And let me tell you what you can do.  You can take this feather and stick it...

P:...hurry along now.  None of this will get done without you. Exit Euelpides.   I'll summon the priest to lead the procession, so that I can sacrifice to the new gods.  

Peisetairos goes into a wing of the stage-house.  The chorus follow him into the house as they say...
Chorus: I agree, I concur, let us join in the great and solemn procession singing hymns to the gods, and let us sacrifice a sheep - or two - and win their favor.  Let it rise, rise, rise, the Pythian cry, and let the whistling duck pipe an accompaniment.  

Peisetairos comes back out in a tizzy, accompanied by a priest: Hey you, stop that honking.  Priest, prepare the sacrifice for our new gods.

Priest (chanting): in nomine patris, filii et spiritus sancti, ave.

nos miseri et egentes homines pro hoc cibo quem in alimonio corporis nostri sanctificatus est largitus tibi, deus omnipotens, pater caelestis, avis ante omnes avium reverenter gratias agimus.  Ave!  ave, Ave!  ave, Ave!  

Thou who at the dawn of time didst cause to flock together those of a feather; 

who in the days of Noah didst send a dove as token of thy love, ave; 

who didst in their desert sojourn avail thy wandering people with a flock of quail; who thy servant Elijah from his hunger didst save-in his moment of need by sending a ravin, ave.

(spoken)  All blessings to you my faithful flock of Cloudcuckooland.  May your city soar to great heights, may you fly and not grow weary, may you land and find a perch.  May your offspring's feathers be well nested, may your nestings be well feathered. Blessings and birdseed to you (address random bird). God speed, Road runner.   Peace be between you, razor bill and thrasher.  May you not feel the heat, Oven-bird.  May your admonitions be well directed, Mocking-bird, may you humbly receive correction, Blue-devil.  I name your patron St Francis of Assisi, who in times of emptiness paid attention to your beaks.  

Our bills too must be paid, our coffers must be filled.  Do not be flighty in your tithing.  Before you take off, take on your obligation to your congregation.

Peisetairos: You're the one who'd better take off in a flurry if you don't want a good whooping.    To birdition with you!

Enter property developer.  

Peisetairos: And what do you want
Developer: I want to make you rich overnight.   This whole area is rated in the top ten for quality of living.  And your property here - a prime location.  And look at it - a bare cliff-face with a few bird-nests.  I  have never seen such an underutilized investment.  I mean, you could build (calculates) 4 apartment complexes on this site, and still retain its rural charm by giving them the right names.  Over here we can have Willow Creek.  This could be Forest Glade, and in the middle we could have Poplar Place.  And why don't we call this back here Berkshire Manor

Euelpides: You mean Bark-shire.

Developer: Barkshire?!?  What do you think this is, England or something?


Peisetairos: If I were you, I'd survey the exits and develop a plan of escape before I get barking mad.  

Developer: Why? What's the matter?
Peisetairos: I've done a general survey and it seems these birds have developed a dislike for you.  

Developer: Oh dear, I almost forgot!  I have an appointment over at Pinewood Glade with Arbor Realtors.  Must dash!
Enter IRS tax auditor:

Auditor:  Good afternoon, my name is Einstein, Frank Einstein, and I am visiting your establishment on behalf of the Internal Revenue Service.  We have reason to believe that you have been withholding information on undeclared income.  

Peisetairos: What should we be declaring - I mean, the whole reason we left Athens was to get away from the likes of you.  

Auditor: Nice try!  Those Branch Davidians tried that one down in Texas - don't tell me, next you'll be declaring yourself an independent state...

Euelpides: We already have, actually!  Welcome to Cloudcuckooland.  Now get lost!

Auditor: Careful that you are not prosecuted for obstructing an officer of the IRS.   Even if you are claiming expatriate status, you still have to file a return.  And, judging from your trimmings, a few of these birds certainly fall into the higher tax brackets.  Now if you played your cards right, I'm sure we could come to some amicable agreement - I could allow generous deductions for travel to and from work, an educational allowance for that Blue devil etcetera etcetera.  

Peisetairos: Play my cards right, huh?  Do you want to come and see my trump card? (inspector approaches to receive payment) - here's a nice big king of clubs to send you on your way.  

Auditor.  We will be back.  Don't think we will let you get  away with this.  We will be sending in the FBI, the DEA, the FBTF.  We will get you for this.

Peisetairos: And the little piggy went "We, we, we all the way home!" Well, that's him taken care of.  But it's strange that we've had no messenger from the wall to bring us up-to-date with the latest developments.

Oh look, here comes the road runner!

Messenger A  zooms on, and looks around highly flustered.
M: Whe-whe-whe-whe-whe... where's our leader, Peisetairos?

P: I'm, over here.  

M: Your wall has been built - it's finished!

P: Sterling work, old chap! 

M: It's huge.  It was a real team effort.  I watched with open beak as thirty thousand cranes lifted the bricks into place, while the carpenter birds fitted the timber frames and the woodpeckers drove in the nails.  A platoon of pelicans carried water in their beaks to add to the mortar, and the thrashing birds stirred up the mixture.  

P: Here we go, another ekphrasis - oh look, here comes another messenger.

Messenger B enters, squawking with panic: The gods, the gods, they're coming.  They're coming, they're coming, the gods!

P: Will you just calm down and tell us what's going on?

M: It's terrible - some god just flew right in - he got past the jackdaw who was supposed to be doing guard duty without him even noticing.

P: How preposterous?  Which of the gods?

M: We're not yet sure - but it had wings.

P: Then send in the border guards to track it down.

M: We've already sent a whole brigade: hawks, kestrels, buzzards, vultures, eagles - basically every bird with any sort of talon.  Everywhere you go there's a rush of whirring wings.  The search is so intense the air's vibrating.  It won't be long now.

P: Then bring some slings, bows and arrows, 22s, AK47s - anything!  

Chorus: We're on the brink of war, war, war

between the gods and us, us, us 

So help us keep a watch, watch, watch

don't let them sneak one fast past us.

In rushes Iris.  P makes a far from successful attempt to tackle her.
P: Hey, you!  Stop flying around at once!  Stay still!  Stop, I tell you!  Don't even think of escape. Who are you and where do you come from?

Iris: I'm Iris the swift, and I've come from the gods on Olympos.

P: Quick, send a buzzard up there and place her under arrest.

Iris: What is the meaning of this?

P: You're in real trouble. What gate did you use to get in?

Iris: I don't recall.

P:  You don't recall?  Did you hear her answer?  What sheer evasiveness!  Did you see the jackdaw officials?  Well, answer the question!  Usted habla ingles?  Did you get your documents stamped by the storks?

Iris: How dare you?

P: You mean you didn't?

Iris: I never carry documents - I'm a god!


P: In that case, you're an illegal immigrant.  I'm afraid that carries the death penalty.

Iris: BUT I'M IMMORTAL!

P: We'll have to put a stop to that.  You high-ranking officials can't just misbehave at will and get away with it.  What have you come for anyway?

Iris: I'm on a delegation from the gods.  It's about your city - it's getting in the way.  Humans are sacrificing to us gods, but the smoke is just not getting through - your city gets in the way.  So we're asking you to move it by tomorrow.

P: You must be joking!  Our city is staying right here, Anyway now we're the gods.

Iris: Avoid such folly! Don't stir the gods to wrath.  Beware lest Justice take the mattock of Zeus to tear your family up by all its roots, and lest your body, and the confines of your palace, be turned to smouldering cinders by lighninting bolts!


P: Now listen, that's quite enough!  Just pack it in!  Who're you're trying to scare?  If Zeus annoys me any further, (stilted) "Amphion's halls, and all his palace walls, I'll turn to cinders with eagles that breath out fire."

When Zeus sees the sky darkening with my birds, Typhon and the other monsters he faced will seem like Bessy from Loch Nessy!

As for you, if you irritate me any further, I'll lift those little legs of yours and give you a right royal rogering.  You'll be surprised.  I can still get it up three times - at my age - no Viagra!  Now shoo!  Get out of here!

Iris: What scandalous words!  My father will put a stop to this violence of yours!   You'll soon be a cock without a doodle, or should I say a doodle without a cock!

Enter political candidate on the campaign trail.

Politician: Greetings, my feathered friends.  I hope I can count on your vote.  Remember: I am the only candidate who really cares about birds and who will represent your interests.  Would you like to hear about my platform?

Chorus - leader (perched up on one of the side-wings at the front of the stage) : Actually, up here, I have a pretty good platform of my own.

Politician - I have a whole portfolio of bird-friendly proposals lined up for you.  What this place needs is more green spaces.

Chorus - here, here!  

Politician:  If elected, I will build more public bird houses.   I pledge to increase the number of bird baths by 77%. 

Furthermore, I will fight for the dignity of ALL birds.  No bird will suffer the humiliation of being held up to public ridicule by bigots.  Gone are the days in which multinational corporations can exploit you birds.  Under my eagle eye no one will defame Donald Duck, no one will race Roadrunner, no one will torment Tweety.  I have a dream... that you will be able to hop, strut or waddle in perfect harmony.  I have a dream...that your chicks will be able to paddle in peace.  I promise to combat crime with a sequence of tough measures:  1. No electric fences.  2.  No scarecrows.  AND NO BARBECUES!

Chorus cheers 

I promise a polity of equality - with me as first among equals - steering a rule by the people, of the people, and for the people.

Chorus: PEOPLE?!?
Chorus leader: People?  Well, in that case, go up there and talk to the people!  As we say, "Birds of a feather flock together!" Maybe they will give you their vote! 

Chorus herds the politician up one of the aisles.  Allow politician time to go canvassing votes.
Chorus leader: Humans, we need some solidarity on this one.  Tell this politician exactly what you think of him.  Vote with your fists! 

Politician runs off up the aisles to the top of the theater.
Leader: Now is the time to announce the resolutions passed by this house.  If any bloodthirsty redneck out there goes out hunting ducks, we will fire pellets on you from a great height.  And if any of you even thinks of eating turkey for Thanksgiving - what a way to give thanks !- we will give you a right stuffing.  If you have any birds in cages, you better release them real quick - once the general amnesty is up, any violators will become targets for our clay human shoot.

Chorus:

Blessed are they that have wings, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

Blessed are they that hunger and thirst for gooseberries, for they shall be satisfied.

Blessed are they that have feathers, for they shall not need coats.

Blessed are they that hoot, for they shall be comforted.

Blessed are ye when men despise and persecute you, for vengeance shall be yours.

Leader: Now it's time for us to tell the judges who award the prize for the best play all the lovely things that we have in store for you if you vote for us.  Have you heard that famous saying of some wise old owl or other: "A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush?  Well, if you lend us a hand with a round of applause, all these birds will come out of the bushes and make sure that for the rest of your lives - or until we put on the next play - money will grow on trees.  If, however, you should fail to vote for us, you'd better buy covers for your cars.  We are quite the sharp-shooters with bird dook!

Peisetairos enters center stage.


	


	In rushes Iris.  P. makes a far from successful attempt to tackle her.

P: Hey you!  Stop flying around at once!  Stay still!  Stop, I tell you !  Don't even think of escape.  Who are you, and where do you come from?

I: I'm Iris the swift, and I've come from the gods on Olympos.

P: Quick, send a buzzard up there and place her under arrest.

Iris: What is the meaning of this?

P: You're in real trouble.  What gate did you use?
Iris: I don't recall.

P: You don't recall?  Did you hear her answer?  Sheer evasiveness!  Did you see the jackdaw officials?  Well, answer the question!  Habla usted ingles?  Did you get your documents stamped by the storks?
Iris: How dare you!
P: You mean you didn't?
Iris: I never carry documents - I'm a god!
P: In that case, you're an illegal immigrant.  I'm afraid that carries the death penalty.

Iris: BUT I'M IMMORTAL!

P: We'll have to put a stop to that right away.  You high-ranking officials can't just misbehave willy-nilly and get away with it.  What have you come for anyway?
Iris: I'm on a delegation from the gods.  It's about your city - it's getting in the way.  Humans are sacrificing to us gods as usual, but  the smoke is just not getting through - your city gets in the way.  So we're asking you to move it by tomorrow.

P: You must be joking!  Our city is staying right here.  Anyway, now we're the gods.

Iris: Avoid such folly!  Don't stir the gods to wrath.  Beware lest Justice take the mattock of Zeus to tear up your family roots and all, and lest your body, and the confines of your palace, be turned to smoldering cinders by lightning bolts!

P: Now listen, that's quite enough!  Just pack it in!  Who're you trying to scare? If Zeus annoys me any further,(stilted) "Amphion's halls, and all his palace walls, I'll turn to cinders with eagles that breath out fire."  When Zeus sees the sky darkening with my birds, Typhon and the other monsters he faced will seem like Bessy from Loch Nessy!

As for you, if you irritate me any further, I'll lift those little legs of yours and give you a right royal rogering.  You'll be surprised.  I can still get it up three times - at my age- no Viagra!  Now shoo!  Get out of here!


Iris: What scandalous words!  My father will put a stop to this violence of yours!  You'll soon be a cock without a doodle, or should I say a doodle without a cock!

Enter political candidate on the campaign trail.

Politician: Greetings, my feathered friends.  I hope I can count on your vote?  Remember - I'm the only candidate who really cares about birds and who will represent your interests.  Would you like to hear about my platform.

Chorus-leader (perched up on one of the side-wings at the front of the stage): Actually, up here, I have a pretty good platform of my own.

Pol: I have a whole portfolio of bird-friendly proposals lined up for you.  What this place needs is more green spaces.


Chorus:  Here, here!

Pol: If elected, I will build more public bird houses.  I pledge to increase the number of bird baths by 79%.

Furthermore, I will fight for the dignity of ALL birds. No bird will suffer the humiliation of being held up to public ridicule by bigots.  Gone are the days in which multinational corporations can exploit you birds.  Under my eagle eye no one will defame Donald Duck, no one will race Roadrunner, no one will torment Tweety - I have a dream...that you will be able to hop, strut or waddle in perfect harmony.  I have a dream...that your chicks will be able to paddle in peace.  I promise to combat crime with a sequence of tough measures: 1.  No electric fences.  2.  No scarecrows.  AND 3.  NO BARBECUES!

Chorus cheers
I promise a polity of equality - with me as first among equals steering a rule by the people, of the people, and for the people.

Chorus: PEOPLE?!?


Leader: People?  Well, in that case, go up there and talk to your people! As we like to say, "Birds of a feather flock together!"  Maybe they will give you their vote!

Chorus herds the politician up one of the aisles.  Allow politician time to go canvassing votes.  

Leader: Humans, we need some solidarity on this one.  Tell this politician exactly what you think of him.  Vote with your fists!

Politician runs off up the aisles to the top of the theater.
Leader: (to audience) Now is the time to announce the resolutions passed by this house.  If any bloodthirsty redneck out there goes out hunting ducks, we will fire pellets on you from a great height.  And if any of you even thinks of putting a bird in the oven for Thanksgiving - what a way to give thanks! - we will give you a right stuffing.  If you have any birds locked away in cages, you better release them real quick - once the general amnesty is up, any violators will become targets for our clay human shoot.

Chorus: 

Blessed are they that have wings, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

Blessed are they that hunger and thirst for gooseberries, for they shall be satisfied.

Blessed are they that have feathers, for they shall not need coats.

Blessed are they that hoot, for they shall be comforted.

Blessed are ye when men despise and persecute you, for vengeance shall be yours.


Leader: Now it's time for us to tell the judges who award the prize for the best play all the lovely things that we have in store for you if you vote for us. Have you heard that famous saying of some wise old owl: "A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush?  Well if you lend us a hand with a round of applause, all these birds will come out of the bushes and make sure that for the rest of your lives - or until we put on the next play - money will grow on trees.  If, however, you should fail to vote for us, you'd better buy covers for your cars.  We are quite the sharp-shooters with bird dook! 

Peisetairos enters center stage.
Herald: O Peisetairos:  O most blessed of all men!  I bring you this golden garland to crown your head. All humanity desires to honor your wisdom.


P: Well, all right then!  But what's the deal.

Herald: O you who founded this famous celestial city,
You do not know what honour you win from men,

Nor how many admirers you and your land now has.

A while back it was minimalism, Bauhaus and all things Spartan,

then it was yo-yos.  Now they've become phil-ornith...s, ornithophiles - well, bird-lovers.  They're running to the stores to buy "Swallows and Amazons",  "To kill a Mocking-Bird" and "One Flew over the Cuckoo's Nest".  They're naming their children Robin, Jay, Duck - or strange combination names like Duck-tail!  They're even about to elect a leader called Quayle!  They are really bird-crazy.   They're all heading this way to ask for wings.  

P:  Well, well.  We'll have to make the most of that.  Go off and get lots of baskets full of wings.  I'll stay and greet the visitors.  Exit herald.

Starr.  "O for a thousand wings to face - the presidential case, the presidential case!"

Hi, I have a mass order of wings for you - who's giving out wings around here?

P: That's me.  But first I have to know why you need so many wings.

S: I have thousands - literally, thousands - of private investigators who need to gather new material against the president.  I call them my Starlings.  With wings they'll be able to search much further afield: interrogate belly-dancers in Delhi, geisha girls in Sapporo,  even maybe some exotic dancers in Atlantic City.  

P: But do you have to be a prosecutor? Aren't there any decent jobs you could do?  You could join the air force and earn your wings, for example.


S: But persecuting people is the only thing I really know how to do - I have been doing it ever since law school at Duke.  As devils go, I was the best in my class.

P: All right, I've heard about enough.  Here's the perfect pair for you - come here and get it!  

S: Ouch.  That's not a wing, that's a whip!

P: It depends what you mean by wing.  I define a wing as "an implement that facilitates flight".  Now wing it!

Prometheus sneaks in from a side entrance, skulking very nervously with a parasol over his head.  
Prometheus: O Zeus, please, pretty please don't spot me.  Where's Peisetairos?

Peisetairos: Who's that hiding over there?

Prometheus: Please will you check round the back - are there any gods back there?

Peisetairos: Not a single one.  Who are you?

Prometheus: What's the time?  Is it time for Zeus to clear the sky, or to draw the clouds together?


Peisetairos: Get a life!


Prometheus: All right then, here goes (peers out from under the parasol)

Peisetairos: My dear Prometheus!

Prom: Shhhhhhh!  Shhhhhh!  Keep your voice down.

Peis: Why, what's the matter?

Prom: Just don't mention my name.  I'm in Zeus' bad books for helping the likes of you.  If he sees me here, I'll be history.  Please hold this parasol over my head to stop the gods from noticing me.

Peis: What forethought! There's only one Prometh..(eus)!

Prom: Shhhhhh! I'm here to tell you about Zeus - he is a gonner, doomed. It's this aerial city of yours.  What with all these skyscrapers, the sacrifices are just not getting through.  We're hungry! We've been fasting for days now.  And now the hordes of barbarian gods are growling - I can't tell exactly what they're saying, but it's not difficult to predict what's going to happen...

Peis: Or your name is not...

Prom: Shhhhhhh!  You've never had an eagle use your liver for origami.  So, as I was saying, if the sanctions aren't lifted real soon, the barbarian gods will rise up against Zeus.  And once they get aroused they can get real nasty.  So anyway, Zeus will soon send a negotiation team - you mustn't give in to them unless they meet both your demands.

Peis: What demands?
Prom:  Zeus gives back his scepter to the birds, and gives you Princess to be your wife.

Peis: Who's Princess?
Prom: Princess - Basileia - she's gorgeous - a highly nubile specimen.  She oversees the thunderbolt of Zeus, plus all the gifts he gives - intelligence, good government, moderation, the navy, even the state treasury!  So if he gives you her, you see, you'll have the lot.  That's all, guys.  I thought you might want to know the scoop from Olympos.  I've always been the ultimate philanthrope, you know.  

Peis: Yes, thanks to you, we can eat sproiled brats - I mean, broiled sprats.

Prom: Anyway, must be going.   Give me back my parasol.  That way if Zeus catches me flying through the air, he'll think I'm Mary Poppins (flying off stage).

Peis: That's my Prometheus.

Prom: Aaarrrrrrghhhhhhh!

Enter 3 divine ambassadors: Poseidon, the senior figure, haughtily leads the trio. Herakles follows complete with club and lion's skin and beer-belly.  Finally a wild-looking Triballian staggers on.  
Poseidon:  The buildings which we see before us belong to Cloudcuckooland.  We have arrived at our final destination.  Get a grip on yourself, old boy.  Look at you - you're clothes are all over the place.  You're supposed to be representing the gods, not the dogs.  You foreigners just don't know the first thing about culture.

Herakles: Just let me get my hands round his throat, whoever the ass is who is trying to separate me from my food.  

Poseidon: Let me remind you that we are here on a diplomatic mission.  You're supposed to be a U.N.  negotiator, not the Terminator.

Herakles: Negotiator, my ass!  The only negotiating I'd do at the moment would be a special deal for an extra-large kebab.

The stage door opens and Peisetairos emerges together with 2-bird-slaves carrying cooking utensils to prepare a meal.  

Peis: Pass me the cheese-grater. Some salt and pepper. 

Poseidon (coughs): The three of us - all gods- would like to offer you our friendly greetings.

Peis: I'm grating the cheese.

Poseidon: What kind of meat is that?
Peis: Bird. We had to sentence a few birds who tried to step out of line.  The peasants are revolting.

Poseidon:   I know they are.

Herakles: You grate the cheese first?

Peis: Oh Herakles, hello, what brings you here?
Herakles: I'm starving! (Catches Poseidon's eye) - what I meant was - the gods have sent us three as envoys to negotiate a peace.

Poseidon: We realize we're suffering from the war.  You too would stand to gain from securing most favored nation status with us gods.  We're the ones who fill your ponds with fresh rainwater - and remember, we take good care of each and every sparrow - not even a feather falls from your wings without us accounting for it.

Peis: We weren't the ones who started the war.  But if you're prepared to abide by justice we'll be willing to make a peace. By justice, I mean that Zeus gives back his scepter to us birds, its rightful owner.  

Her.  Sounds peachy to me!  I vote for the proposal

Poseid: You idiot, ruled by your belly.  Will you give up your father's birthright for a bowl of lentils?

Peis: What's wrong?  What have you got to lose?  I could stand here and argue with you, but the audience really doesn't want to be sitting there for more than 75 minutes.  So you must realize that this a winner all round.

Poseidon: Well, now that I think of it, it's a jolly good idea!

Herakles: I couldn't agree more.

Peisetairos (to Triballian): And how about you? 

Triballian: Ademovasculajevtimov!

Herakles: See, he thinks it's a fab idea - with brass nobs on!

Poseidon: Well, seeing that you two are set on it, I guess I have no option but to go with the majority decision.  

Peiset: Hang on a mo, I mentioned two conditions.  I don't mind if Zeus holds on to Hera, but he's got to let me have that Princess girl to be my wife.

Poseidon (impatient)  He's clearly not serious about reaching an agreement.  Let's go back home.

Peisetairos: I don't give two hoots!  Chef, remember - I like my sauce real sweet!

Herakles: Poseidon, old chap!  Don't rush off!  You're not really going to fight a war over one lousy woman, are you?

Peis: That's the spirit - if you vote for our city, I promise that your sons will all get athletic scholarships - and of course, we'll wine and dine you and give you the best seats at the ball-game.

Herakles: You seem to have by far the best bid.  I vote we hand over the girl.  

Poseidon: I vote against.  

Peis: That means that Triballian has the casting vote.  So what do you say?

Tri: Putta di lavli littel girlie widda da bigga cock anda yu getta a littel pecker.

Her: He votes in favour.

Pos: He does nothing of the sort - that's just a load of jibberish!  But, once again, if you two are set on going against my better judgment, then I have my hands tied.

Her: So the girl is yours - time for a little something to celebrate. 

Pos: Just as well I gave these birds the chop in time for my wedding!

Her: If you like, I'll stay behind and mind the meat while you go up to Olympus to get your girl.

Peis: Trust you with food?  You gotta be kidding.  You're coming with us.  


Come my highly feathered friends, attend our wedding feast,

and join in joyful procession.  Hail Hymen!

Chorus (in unison): Hymen! Hymen, (proceed along front row, shaking wings with the audience and giving high fives) hi men , hi men!

Hi men, hi men, hi men, hi men.


Procession snakes around towards the side exit, waving to the audience as you retreat:
Bye men!  Bye men, bye men, bye men!

Good bye, by god, by god, good bye!

All exit by side-entrance to Olympus.  
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