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PREFACE 

The art of theatre demands the cooperative efforts 

of many dedicated people. Playwrighting is only one of 

many steps in the process of bringing a play to fruition. 

Cnce the script is prepared, the creative energies of 

other theatre artists are incorporated into the final 

production. The playwright frequently relies on the 

opinions of other theatre artists who may have some con

structive ideas about how the play can be improved. The 

play is completed only after all the production elements 

of the theatre are included. 

Playwrighting is a building process. The adage that 

plays are not written but rewritten is still true. What 

looks good on paper may not work for the stage. And the 

playwright creates for the stage. 

Jonah, A Parable for the Stapre is based on the story 

of '̂ Jonah and the Whale" from the bible. The play is essen

tially a modern adaptation of this o]d tale. The charac

ters wear contemporary costumes. They speak in current 

colloquialisms. The time is now. The message of a para

ble applies to any period, to any people. Thus, the play 

is universal: it could be happening now, it probably 

happened in the past, it will happen tomorrov;. 

Many may regard the story as myth: let it be so. 

Myth can be the vehicle for truth. Fortunately, truth 
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may reside anywhere, even in the belly of a mythological 

whale. 

The first draft of the play was much longer than the 

final script. Indeed, the first version of the play had 

three acts. Dr. Clifford Ashby, Chairman of my Thesis 

Committee, suggested some needed revisions. The main 

fault of the first version was tnat it was too long and 

overwritten. Dr. Ashby noted that many speeches were 

well-written, but were superfluous to the action of the play. 

I completed the necessary revisions and submitted 

a second draft. I had shortened the play considerably, 

but it was still too long. Professor Ronald Schulz said 

the palace scene was overwritten. After hearing his comments, 

I discovered I had too many characters in the scene. For 

example, the first version contained the characters of the 

Chancellor and Leacier One, a government official. As I 

read through the scene, I realized these two characters 

had essentially the same rhetoric and performed the same 

function as confidant to the King. Thus, I eliminated the 

Chancellor and changed the character name of Leader One to, 

simply, that of the King^s Official. 

The play now only had two acts. In the Spring of 1975, 

my Committee said the script was ready for a read-through 

production. I contacted Mrs. Lynn Elms and she â -reed to 

direct the production. Mrs. Elms suggested that we pre

sent the play in the round. Theatre in the round is a 



form of presentation where the audience completely sur

rounds the stage. Characters in the play make their en

trances and exits through the audience. 

Jonah, A Parable for the Stap:e was presented on 

November 23, 1976 in the Teyas Tech University Theatre 

Green Room. After the performance, the Thesis Committee 

critiqued the play. Audience members also participated 

in the discussion. 

Performance time for the production was approxi

mately one hour and ten minutes. I subsequently elimina

ted the intermission and combined the two acts into one 

continuous act. The Thesis Committee approved the final 

version of the play in the Spring of 1976. 
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JONAH, A PARABLE FOR THE STAGE 

Cast 

THE M?:SSENGER 

JONAH 

THE KING'S OFFICIAL 

A RICH MAN 

MERCHANT 

A PROSTITUTE 

MRINER #1 

MARINER #2 

THE FISH 

A lADY TOURIST 

IRVING, HER ESCORT 

A CULT MEr^ER 

CIELA 

GUARD 

THE KING OF NINEVAH 

The action of the play takes place in and around the City 
of Ninevah. The time is now. 

The play is written without an act break. 



(The MESSENGER enters slowly* walks to center stage, casually 
sits on edge of stage and speaks to the audience.) ^ 

MESSENGER 
(Smiling.) Good evening. I am the Messenger of the Lord, 
your host for this evening's entertainment. I am waiting 
for somebody. (Stands up.) He should be along any minute. 
Jonah, I mean—the subject of our little parable. A parable 
is a simple story illustrating a moral or religious lesson. 
Don't worry. We'll go easy on the heavy stuff. (Walking 
about the stage.) We are going to retell an old story: the 
story of "Jonah and the Whale". You've probably heard it 
before somewhere, but not the way we're going to do it. 
We've changed things around a bit: added some new characters 
and some extra scenes. Our story happens today, since the 
messages in any good parable are always up to date. The 
characters wear contemporary costumes. (Starts to exit, 
then turns back.) Oh, before I forget.' I play two other 
roles later in this play: the Captain of a ship and a 
Minstrel, a singer of songs, a teller of tales. (Indica
ting stage.) I am now standing just outside the city limits 
of Ninevah. (Points left.) The sea is that way. (Pauses.) 
Well, I wonder what's keeping our friend Jonah. (Offstage 
is heard the sounds of an angry crowd of PEOPLE.) I wonder 
what the commotion is all about? I shouldn't be seen just 
yet. (Crosses to a side stage and observes.) 

(On another part of the stage appear some angry PEOPLE and 
a GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL from Ninevah. The OFFICIAL is dressed 
in a police or military uniform. The PEOPLE are carrying 
a person and taunting him. They throw the person rudely 
to the ground. It is JONAH.) " 

PEOPLE 
(Different voices.) Get out and stay out! We don't want 
you or your dumb god! That goes for all you holy pranksters! 

OFFICIAL 
(To JONAH in "official tones".) You are ordered to leave the 
city. No subversive cults will be tolerated. Your treason
ous conduct is unforgivable. But by the graciousness of 
His Benevolent Majesty of Great Ninevah's Government, you 
have been spared. 

PEOPLE 
(Cheering.) Long live our glorious State and His Benevolent 
Majesty! 

JONAH 
(Scowling.) Fools! Damn yourselves for all I care. 



PEOPLE 
(Laughing and .leering.) Throw this rebel out! We don't 
need any god! We have all we need! 

OFFICIAL 
(Smugly.) Your rash conduct is understandable since you 
are an unschooled alien unfamiliar with our superior society 

JONAH 
I'm not impressed. 

PEOPLE 
(Taunting and chanting at JONAH.) 
We have no need for God 
And supernatural things. 
For all we have is here. 
And all that pleasure brings. 

A RICH MAN 
I love my threads of gold. 
It's something I can feel. 
So, please, no holy whines 
For something that's unreal. 

JONAH 
Stuff your threads! 

A PROSTITUTE 
I'd tempt you to my bed, 
And play a trick or two. 
But please, no words of prayer, 
A wad of cash will do. 

JONAH 
Not this time, sweetheart. 

MERCHANT 
(Holding; money.) 
Here's the stuff that talks 
And makes the world go 'round. 
No love and peace or wistful sighs. 
All empty by the pound. 

JONAH 
Empty as your head, dummy. 

OFFICIAL 
But most of all, our strength 
Is what we prize the most. 
To the Mighty State, our Government, 
We offer up our toast. 



(The PEOPLE begin carousing and dancing around JONAH. 
They finally disperse, leaving: JONAH on the ground.) 

JONAH 
Damn you! 

r̂ ESSENGER 
That's Jonah. 

JONAH 
(Shouting after the people.) Damn all of you! Oh God, 
I've had it! Please! Please destroy them all! How can 
you stand them any longer! 

MESSENGER 
I believe he's a little angry. • (Crosses to JONAH.) Hello, 
Jonah. Good to see you again. 

JONAH 
Huh? Oh, it's you! Well, I hope you're satisfied. Did 
you see what they did to me? 

MESSENGER 
(Sadly.) Yes. 

JONAH 
I did everything you said. I tried to talk with them, to 
reason with them, and they just laughed at me. 

MESSENGER 
I know. 

JONAH 
I told you it was hopeless. 

MESSENGER 
Yes, perhaps you are right. 

JONAH 
(Amazed.) Well, what do you know! We agree on something! 

MESSENGER 
(Darkly.) I'm afraid God's patience has ended. 

JONAH 
So has mine. 

MESSENGER 
(To himself.) It is regrettable that it would have to come 
to this. 



JONAH 
What are you talking about? 

MESSENGER 
God has no other choice now. 

JONAH 
Well, I do. I'm getting out of here. (Starts to leave.) 

MESSENGER 
The city will have to be . . . destroyed. 

(JONAH stops short, turns back.) 

JONAH 
(Incredulous.) Give me that again. 

MESSENGER 
The evil must be stopped before it spreads. 

JONAH 
(Shaking his head.) I'm not hearing straight. 

MESSENGER 
Can you think of any other way? 

JONAH 
Don't kid me. 

MESSENGER 
God does not wish to harm anyone. But perhaps a threat is 
the only thing they will understand. 

JONAH 
Let's cut the clowning! I've had a rough day. (Starts 
to leave again.) 

MESSENGER 
Jonah. 

JONAH 
Come on. lay off me. Do what you want with them, I don't 
care. 

MESSENGER 
But you just . . . prayed to have them all destroyed. 

JONAH 
I was angry. You know my temper. 

MESSENGER 
Yes, I do. But you were right. 



JONAH 
You serious? 

MESSENGER 
I'm afraid so. 

JONAH 
Forget what I said, I didn't mean it. 

MESSENGER 
No? 

JONAH 
If God wipes out Ninevah, what does He need me for? 

MESSENGER 
You must warn them. 

JONAH 
That doesn't make sense. They'd only laugh again. 

MESSENGER 
Not all of them. There are some believers there. I will 
lead you to them. They must be spared before the end comes 

JONAH 
Don't worry about that. There's no believers in that city, 
I'll guarantee it. 

MESSENGER 
You saw only a part. 

JONAH 
Listen, if God doesn't destroy Ninevah, He'd have to apolo
gize to Sodom and Gomorrah. 

MESSENGER 
Just tell the people they have forty days left, that's all. 

JONAH 
They'll think I'm nuts. 

MESSENGER 
You'll do fine. 

JONAH 
Why don't you tell them yourself? You're an angel, aren't 
you? 

MESSENGER 
That's a matter of opinion. Besides, people don't listen 
to angels anymore. 



JONAH 
Except me. 

MESSENGER 
(Laughing.) Jonah, please! 

JONAH 
I barely made it out alive last time. 

MESSENGER 
I'll be with you. God won't underestimate them this time. 

JONAH 
It's not worth it. 

MESSENGER 
It's worth it. At least, I hope so. I don't do this for 
my relaxation. 

JONAH 
Sorry. I guess you get kinda tired chasing after us prophets 
all the time, huh? 

MESSENGER 
(Wearily, sitting down.) Being an angel isn't all it's 
cracked up to be. 

JONAH 
(Sits by him.) Well, a prophet's life isn't exactly a bed 
of roses, either. 

MESSENGER 
Then we understand each other? 

JONAH 
(Sulkily.) Sure. 

MESSENGER 
Don't look so glum. It's not the end of the world. 

JONAH 
It isn't? 

MESSENGER 
Perhaps that was a poor choice of words. 

JONAH 
And I'm a poor choice as a prophet. 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, the issue is settled! 



JONAH 
Okay. But, let me ask you this. Now, don't get me wrong, 
I mean, what I'm trying to say is . . . well . . . 

Yes, Jonah? 
r^SSENGER 

JONAH 
What I mean to ask is . . . say a person didn't like what 
God said . . . 

MESSENGER 
So what's new? 

JONAH 
But what if a person is commanded to do something and he 
doesn't? What would happen? 

MESSENGER 
(Eyeing him.) Are you worried, Jonah? 

JONAH 
No, no. 

MESSENGER 
Good. Now, I'll give you a little time to rest. Meet me 
here in a hour. 

JONAH 
An hour! You don't waste any time, do you? 

MESSENGER 
(As he exits.) Not any more, Jonah, not any more. 

JONAH 
I've botched it this time. Should've kept my mouth shut. 
Be careful about the prayers you make, they just might be 
answered. Who does he think he's kidding! It's a joke! 
But notice I'm not laughing. He wants me to warn them. 
He's not fooling me. God's not going to destroy anybody. 
(Pauses.) But just in case He does, you think I'm going 
to give any of those devils the chance to make it out alive? 
Ha! So God is tired of their wickedness! Well, what's Hê  
worried about? He doesn't have to live here. I do! 
(Pauses.) I can't do it. I won't go back. To hell with 
them. 5bd can get somebody else. I'm cutting out. My 
angel friend will be back in a minute. When he sees I've 
gone, he'll change his mind. Maybe. Anyway, he won't have 
me to do his dirty work. (Starts to leave.) Let's see, 
Ninevah is that way. (Points off.) And that way is the 
sea. (Points off to sea.) Of course! The opposite of Nine
vah! I'll get away from here by ship. 



(Fade out. In the darkness the sound of a foghorn. The 
lights come up to reveal two MARINERS. One is holding a 
coil of rope; the other is holding a slender spy glass.) 

MARINER 1 
(To MARINER 2.) Get the lead out! Cast off that line. 

MA-RINER 2 
I'm doing it, I'm doing it. 

JONAH 
(Entering, looks at a top level, the ship.) Ugh! Look 
at that rusty old bucket. An old trawler. Looks half-
sunk already. Oh well, when you're running, you don't 
have much choice. (Goes to MARINER 1.) Pardon me, buddy. 

MARINER 1 
It's okay, mate. 

JONAH 
HUh? 

MARINER 1 
I pardon you. 

JONAH 
I want to ask you something. 

MARINER 1 
I ain't done nothing. 

JONAH 
I didn't say you did. 

MARINER 1 
You didn't? 

JONAH 
Let's start over. Are you a sailor? 

MARINER 1 
That's right, mate. What's it to you? 

JONAH 
Is this your ship? 

MARINER 1 
I sail on her. 

JONAH 
Where do you go? Never mind. It doesn't matter anyway. 
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MARINER 1 
Well, I'll pardon you, mate, for not caring where I go. 
(Starts to coil rope and walk away.) 

JONAH 
No, wait. I want t6 go with you. 

MA.RINER 1 
This ain't no fancy passenger ship. 

JONAH 
I know. 

MARINER 2 
And we don't take the scenic route. 

JONAH 
I know. 

MARINER 1 
Where we go, no man saves his vacation for. V/e go the back 
ways. We're a salvage ship. 

MARINER 2 
(Ominously.) And we dump off anything that don't pay off. 

JONAH 
I understand. 

MARINER 1 
We run a tight tub, mate, despite her looks. 

JONAH 
Look, I'll pay you if you put me up. I won't be in the way. 
When do you set sail? 

MARINER 1 
She's moving now, mate. Come with me and I'll take you to 
the Captain. He's got to approve you. Otherwise, you're 
in for a swim. (Thev exit.) 

MARINER 2 
(Looking out to sea, the audience.) Mighty quiet out there. 
Mighty. Never seen the sky so clear. And there ain't no 
wind. But the ship's moving at a good clip. But that new 
fellow. He don't look on the up to me. But he's brought 
on good weather. Still, I can't help wondering. Don't like 
it. There's something crazy about this here ship, anyway. 
Never hear tell of it before, but me and my buddy needed the 
work. But I don't like it. 

MARINER 1 
^Reentering) You don't like what? 
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MARINER 2 
I ain't sure. 

MARINER 1 
Don't worry. 

MARINER 2 
There's something strange on this here ship and I don't 
like it. 

MARINER 1 
Come on and join me in a game. (Pulls out a deck of cards.) 

MARINER 2 
No, it's my watch. 

MARINER 1 
There's nothing to watch. Relax. 

MARINER 2 
Guess you're right. Where's the Captain been? He's a 
weird one. 

MARINER 1 
You worry too much. He's checking some charts and making 
our passenger comfortable. 

MARINER 2 
That new fellow looks strange to me. 

MARINER 1 
Everything looks strange to you. 

MARINER 2 
I tell you, he looked scared. 

MARINER 1 
You'd scare anybody. Think he's a fugitive? 

MARINER 2 
Maybe. 

MARINER 1 
I wouldn't worry none. But it was kind of strange. 

MARINER 2 
Yeah? 

MARINER 1 
Well, I mean, I took him down to see the Captain. The 
Captain was sitting at his desk with his head down just 
staring at them charts. And the Captain, he didn't even 
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raise his head to look at this new fellow. He just said, 
"Okay, thank you, mate, I'll take care of him from here." 
Never once locked up. Seemed like he was expecting this 
fellow all along. 

MARINER 2 
Hm. I figure the Captain to be like that fellow. 

MA.RINER 1 
Ah, forget it. You got me all mournful now. Pick a card, 
I'll tell you what you got. (MARINER 2 picks a card.) 
One-eyed jack! 

MARINER 2 
Ach! How do you do that? You mark these cards? 

MARINER 1 
I know the odds. 

MARINER 2 
Too well. 

MARINER 1 
Pick again. (MARINER 2 picks again.) Ha» Ha! You got 
the bitch! 

MARINER 2 
What you call me? 

MARINER 1 
You got the Queen of Spades. The bitch! 

MARINER 2 
(Worried.) That's a bad sign, ain't it? 

(A rumble in the distance.) 

MARINER 1 
Naw. Will you quit the worrying? 

MARINER 2 
Listen! 

MARINER 1 
I don't hear nothing. 

(Another rumble.) 

MARINER 2 
(Half whisper.) There it is again. 
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MARINER 1 
Wait. Yeah, I hear it. Thunder? No, the sky is clear. 

MARINER 2 
No! Look at the water. It's moving. 

MARINER 1 
Yeah, I hope so. 

MARINER 2 
It's all around us. 

MARINER 1 
Sure. We're at sea, stupid. 

MARINER 2 
(Now clearly terrified.) We're moving too fast! I can't 
even see land! 

MARINER 1 
(Catching on.) Yeah, I see what you mean. 

(A big hissing sound and the grumbling of a huge amount 
of water.) 

Damn! Look! 

MARINER 2 
My God! It's a bloody tidal wave! 

MARINER 1 
Where the hell did it come from? Look at all that water 
just standing there! 

MARINER 2 
(Screaming.) I'm looking, I'm looking! 

MARINER 1 
It'11 swamp us! 

MARINER 2 
What kind of odds you got now, mate? Look! What's that 
out there, under the wave? 

MARINER 1 
I don't know. Ain't never seen nothing like it. It's 
some kind of . . . sea monster! 

M/.RINER 2 
(Screaming.) It's coming this way! 



(The lights flash and the thunder booms incessantly.) 

MARINER 1 
Look out, the ship's cracking! We're going down! 

(Lights go off; sound of wind and thunder continues.) 

MARINER 2 
It's dark all the sudden. 

MARINER 1 
(Wailing.) I'm blind! That's what it is. 

MARINER 2 
We ain't dead yet? 

MARINER 1 
Maybe so, but we don't know it yet. It's all a nightmare! 

MARINER 2 
This ship is damned! 

MARINER 1 
(Yelling.) Captain! 

MARINER 2 
What can he do? 

(The CAPTAIN enters and the lights immediately come up. 
The storm continues but is more subdued. The CAPTAIN is, 
of course, the MESSENGER. He plays the rest of this sc¥ne 
rather nonchalantly with little or no visible show of emotion.) 

MARINER 1 
Captain! We're going through hell up here. 

CAPTAIN 
What seems to be the trouble? 

MARINER 2 
We've busted a gut, and taken in too much water. 

CAPTAIN 
Oh, I wouldn't be too concerned about it. 

MARINER 1 
Sir? 

CAPTAIN 
It obviously has to do with someone on this ship. 
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MARINER 2 
Huh? Not me! 

MARINER 1 
We been good to the sea. 

MARINER 2 
Where's that new fellow? 

CAPTAIN 
I don't know where he got off to. 

MARINER 2 
I'll find him. (Goes quickly below.)^ 

MARINER 1 
There's a curse on this ship, Captain. The sea wants a 
sacrifice. 

CAPTAIN 
The sea washes clean, my friend. Don't you worry. 

MARINER 1 
A god is angry! 

CAPTAIN 
(To himself.) No, not angry. Just a little disappointed. 

MARINER 1 
Ain't you scared, sir? 

(MARINER 2 reenters, dragging JONAH.) 

MARINER 2 
I found him down in the hold. Asleep! Completely out of it. 

CAPTAIN 
(Genuinely surprised.) Asleep? Interesting. 

MARINER 2 
(Deriding JONAH in a sarcastic tone.) The poor fellow! He 
was exhausted! 

JONAH 
(Dryly.) I still am, believe me. 

MARINER 1 
Well, Captain, now what do we do? The ship's sinking! 

(Pause, no answer.) 
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M.'VRINER 2 
(Terrified and impatient.) Well, Captain? Who's to blame 
for all this? 

CAPTAIN 
(Indicating JONAH.) Ask him. 

MARINER 1 
Okay! Who are you and where are you bound? 

JONAH 
(Matter-of-fact.) My name is Jonah and I am running. 

MARINER 2 
I told you! 

MARINER 1 
Why are you running? 

JONAH 
You wouldn't believe me if I told you. Just throw me 
overboard, and all your troubles will be over, and mine, too. 

MARINER 2 
(About to oblige him.) Okay, fellow, which side? 

MARINER 1 
Wait! This man ain't done nothing wrong. Not here, anyway. 

MARINER 2 
That water won't wait. Something's cursed on this ship, 
and it ain't me! 

MARINER 1 
Wait! I have a way to find out. (Shows his cards.) I 
have three cards in my right hand. Whoever picks the bitch 
takes the leap. 

mRINER 2 
No! 

MARINER 1 
(In a low voice to MARINER 2.) Don't worry, pick the one 
I have my thumb on. I got '¥m marked. 

MARINER 2 
Sure! Yeah, we gotta be sure who it is. The bitch will 
tell. 

MARINER 1 
Okay? Are we all ready? 
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CAPTAIN 

Better make that four. 

MARINER 1 
Huh? Captain? Are you the cause of this storm? 

CAPTAIN 
vCoy.) Oh, you never can tell. (Takes a card. All 
follow suit, except JONAH.) 

MARINER 2 
Pick a card, buddy. 

JONAH 
I don't want your card. 

MARINER 1 
I'll show for you. (Turns the last card over.) Guess 
what you got? 

JONAH 
(Heavily sarcastic.) Don't keep me in suspense. 

MARINER 2 
The bitch, the bitch! You got the bitch! 

MARINER 1 
You gotta be the one, buddy, that the sea wants. All 
this crap started after you got on. 

JONAH 
(Gritting his teeth.) Cut the chatter and let's get this 
over with, okay? 

MARINER 1 
Well, Captain? 

(The CAPTAIN nods; JONAH goes to CAPTAIN.) 

JONAH 
Hey, don't I know you? 

(MARINERS grab JONAH.) 

MARINER 1 
•Time's up. (Sincerely.) I don't like doing this, buddy, 
but it's the only way, I guess. 

JONAH 
(With sarcastic tone.) I'll save a little place in my 
heart for you. 
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(Pause>) 

MARINERS 1 & 2 
Now! 

(They throw JONAH overboard. The storm abruptly stops.) 

MA.RINER 2 
Whew! 

Glad that's over. 

Listen! 

Oh no, what now? 

MARINER 1 

MARINER 2 

MARINER 1 

MARINER 2 
It's stopped! The storm's stopped! 

MARINER 1 
Yeah, look! We're back near shore. 

MARINER 2 
This is the craziest sea voyage I've ever been on and one 
of the shortest. 

MARINER 1 
(Exhausted.) Old buddy, when we get back on shore, please 
remind me to do one thing. 

MARINER 2 
Yeah? Okay, what? 

MRINER 1 
Stay there. 

(The scene fades out. In the darkness JONAH's voice is 
heard. A spot slowly reveals him.) 

JONAH 
Well, Jonah, this is a fine mess you've gotten yourself 
into. Hey! Did I say that? No, I didn't say that. I 
couldn't say that. I'm dead. So if I'm dead, I couldn't 
say anything. But I did, because I heard something. (Pause.) 
I'm alive? But I can't be, yet I'm here. Where is here? 
I don't think I want to know. This place stinks, I know 
that. (Pauses, then laughs to himself.) You know, I just 
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had a ridiculous thought. Ha, ha! No, this is crazy! 
Ha! Maybe I've been swallowed by a whale or something. 
Oh, Jonah, you're cracking up! (Silence.) Oh, what 
the hell. Hell? Hm. So that's it. I always thought 
there would be plenty of company here. Am I the only one? 
(Shouts. ) Hey! Hey! Not much of an echo. Lord, it's 
cold, too. Well, I guess all new tenants complain when 
they first come here. But I won't. I'll just sit here 
forever. Yes, I will. Hmp! (Pauses again.) I remember 
someone told me one time that if I ever found myself in a 
situation like this—whatever this situation is—that the 
best way to survive was to imagine that your best friend 
was making love to your girl back home. And that if it was 
the last thing you were going to do, it was that you were 
going to get out of your bad situation and get back home 
and bust that lousy, low-down son of a . . . No. I never 
had that problem. (Praying.) Oh, God, nobody understands 
us prophets. Let me out of here. I'll do whatever you say. 
Since you won't let me die out here in the middle of the sea, 
I guess you're really serious about getting rid of old 
Ninevah. (Pause.) Hm, I guess he didn't hear me. (Shouts.) 
I said . . . let me out of here! (Meekly.) Flease? 

(Suddenly the sound of gurgling and gulping as if some
thing were upset; a grumbling and grunting and a bubbling 
sound; the ground shakes, the lights blink.) 

Huh? What's happening? 

(JONAH is thrown back and around the stage, as if inside 
a seltzer bottle; a hissing sound. JCNAH does two back
ward somersaults, then there is the sound of an enorr.iis 
belch. And then one long Ah-h-h! Darkness for a mo.T.-j;n£̂. 
The lights slowly come up to reveal JONAH lying on the 
shipping docks of the first scene. The MESSENGER is standing 
nearby, leaning against a piling. JCNAH struggles to stand, 
the MESSENGER offers to help him.1 

MESSENGER 
Well, it took you long enough. 

JONAH 
(A little cloudy.) What's happened? Where am I? The 
ship? The storm? And the darkness? All the sudden I 
heard this horrible, grotesque sound . . . like somebody 
gargling. 

MESSENGER 
(Trying to keep a straight face.) You're quite safe. 
You're on shore. 
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JONAH 
It's you! What're you doing here? 

MESSENGER 
Why don't you ask yourself that question? 

JONAH 
How did I get here? 

MESSENGER 
Well, you were sort of . . . thrown up. 

JONAH 
Huh? 

MESSENGER 
Yes . . . and you do stink. Whew! (Hands him a package.) 
Here. Go wash up and put on these clean dry clothes. 
Quickly. 

JONAH 
Huh? 

MESSENGER 
(Waving him away.) Please, don't ask questions. I'll 
explain everything to you. But, please hurry, will you? 
You smell like a decayed fish market. 

JONAH 
Where have I been? 

MESSENGER 
You wouldn't believe me if I told you. Now hurry. 

JONAH 
I'm right back where I started. I'm going back to Ninevah, 
right? 

MESSENGER 
Right. 

JONAH 
That's what I thought. (With a defeated sigh.) Well, let's 
not keep them waiting, shall we? (He starts to go, then 
turns back.) Hey, you know what? 

MESSENGER 
(Almost exasperated.) No, Jonah, what! 

JONAH 
(Wrinkling his nose.) I really do stink. (Laughs sardoni
cally. ) 
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MESSENGER 
(Smiling in spite of himself.) Jonah, please! 

(JONAH leaves, mumbling to himself. The MESSENGER stands 
silently for a moment. F" 

MESSENGER 
Please, forgive me. I wasn't myself for a moment. I 
suppose I'm becoming too involved. After all, I've been 
dealing with our good friend, Jonah, for quite a while. 
I mean, that's what all these extreme measures have been 
about. You know, the bit about the whale? Well, don't 
worry. There's more to the story. Much more. Ninevah 
still awaits us. And time is running out. 

(An indignant voice is heard. It is the FISH.) 

FISH 
Now, hold it just a minute, buddy. I object to your just 
passing over this scene. This is what the people came to 
see, didn't they? 

MESSENGER 
(Looking around.) Who . . . who is that? Where are you? 

Over here buddy. 

Huh? 

FISH 

MESSENGER 

FISH 
That's right. Over here, in the sea. 

(A huge fish fin appears. There is also a swishing of 
water sound as the FISH moves his fin while he talks.) 

MESSENGER 
What in heaven's name . . . ? 

FISH 
Heaven is right! I'd come to you, but I'm afraid I'm not 
equipped for such things. 

MESSENGER 
What is. this? 

FISH 
Boy, you are slow! It's me the whale, as you've so incor
rectly referred to me. 
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r̂ ESSENGER 

FISH 
You heard right. What's so strange, anway? Anything that 
can swallow one of your prophets can certainly put in a word 
or two 

You're talking. 
MESSENGER 

FISH 
You just listen to me. I'm the real star of this show. 
What do you think makes this story such a classic! Not 
you, certainly. Let me tell you, it hasn't been any fun 
carrying around one of your prophets, and a minor prophet 
yet, for three days. Always talking to himself. Here I 
was swimming around, minding my own business, when I get 
assigned to do this. You realize, of course, that nobody 
will ever believe it. But 1 can tell them. 

MESSENGER 
But I've already explained to them. 

FISH 
Yeah, I know. I know it's all very important, and I know 
I had an important role. 

MESSENGER 
So what's bothering you? 

FISH 
I just want you to get my name straight. I'm not a whale, 
got that? I'm a fish, a big fish. You could've at least 
given me somebody big, like Moses or Elijah. Who is this 
fellow, anyway? 

MESSENGER 
Somebody very important. 

FISH 
Okay, if you say so. But if you've got any more of your 
prophets to discipline, please don't send them my way. 
Good-bye. (As his fin descends, he gives a big belch.) 

MESSENGER 
(With a nervous laugh.) Well, where were we? Oh yes, 
the city. Ninevah. Our next destination. I play a 
Minstrel in the next few scenes. A singer of songs, a 
teller of tales. I will prepare the way for our friend, 
Jonah. Jonah the Prophet! 
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(As the MESSENGER sneaks, PEOPLE from Ninevah begin to 
come on stage.) ^ 

MESSENGER 
We are in the city, a bustling metropolis of over one and 
a half million people. The city! The symbol of progress 
for any country. And also it's curse. Welcome to a local 
establishment in Ninevah. A curious place. Not what one 
would expect. Quite the contrary. Congregated here are 
the celebrants of a new cult called the "Home of the liew 
Spirit". Naturally, others are here too. People from all 
walks of life. Some are just curious, some are even crit
ical, and some have just stopped by because they have no
where else to go. But all are searching. For what, they 
are not quite sure. But time is running out, and they know 
it. Pardon me now, it's almost showdown. 

(The MESSENGER assumes the role of the MINSTREL and Joins 
the PEOPLE.) ~~ 

MINSTREL 
Peace! Meditation! 

SOME IN THE GROUP 
Blessings to you, brother. 

MINSTREL 
All of you pay heed. The last days are upon us. 

VOICES 
Do you hear that? 
Who is that dude? 
Get it on, brother! 

I have had a vision. 

Heed the Poet's words. 

MINSTREL 

VOICE 

ANOTHER VOICE 
Speak to us. Worthy Seer. Begin your chant. 

A LADY TOURIST 
(To her embarrassed male escort.) Oh, goody! I've always 
wanted to see one of these. 

ESCORT 
Sh-h! 
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MESSENGER 
(Singing or chanting.) 
Listen, all you people, 
Pay heed to my Word. 
Bend your searching ears 
To a Cry to be heard. 

(Cries of "Amen". "Heed the Word".) 

I've a story to tell 
Which is all too well known, 
Of Man's fears and hatred 
And the grief he has sown. 

Of Man's stubborn will 
To turn away from the Light. 
How he gropes and stumbles 
In perpetual night! 

A strange tale that lingers, 
So hard to be true: 
Of Man's disobedience 
And the things he will do. 

(A long low groan from some of the PEOPLE.) 

But our task is to wonder. 
No time to lament, 
For our lives become precious 
When our last days are spent. 

VOICES 
Last days? What last days? 

SOME SKEPTICS 
(Including the PROSTITUTE, the MERCHANT and the RICH MAN 
from the first scene.1 Last days! Hal We've heard that 
old song before. 

MESSENGER 
And though there are many 
Who to Truth remain blind, 
You young and you old. 
True wisdom may find. 

In the riddle of pain 
We encounter much strife, 
Yet a man must be tested 
To know the riches of life. 
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In the agony of love 
Time enriches our gain. 
As the dry quaking ground 
Makes welcome the rain. 

But enough of my words 
All weighted with dread. 
For all know the message 
Of the foolish and dead: 

There's a cry to be heard 
Throughout the land. 
Let it beckon to all 
With an outstretched hand. 

VOICES 
What is your message. Great Seer? 
Give us the word. 
What is your vision? 

MINSTREI 
I saw the vision slowly appear. 

Tell us! Tell us! 
VOICES 

MINSTREL 
And I knew we were . . . wrong! 

Wrong? 
No! 

VOICES 

MINSTREI 
Yes! When we desire existence without explanation, thought 
without record, and action without damnation. When we 
demand a freedom of a determined self-will and a victory 
over our artificial purgations through our own man-made hells 
without sensing the blessings of our own heaven-made freedom 
of Being. 

A VOICE 
That's all very confusing, but it sounds good. 

ANOTHER 
What's he talking about? 

ANOTHER 
Hell if I know. 

A LADY TOURIST 
Whee! This is fun. Wait 'til I tell the girls back home. 
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Heed the Word! 
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ESCORT 

A HOME MEr^ER 

MINSTREL 
Yes! The Word! As It has always been and ever shall be! 

THE HOI-IE MEMBERS 
Amen, brother! 
Lay it on us! 
Glory! 

MINSTREI 
(Entrancing all the PEOPLE, even the skeptics.) For in 
ray vision I could see. . . the Prophet! Only a man, but 
a man who has the Truth for all of us. Yes! Watch with 
me . . . and listen! 

(All "freeze", caught up by the MINSTREL'S words. JONAH 
appears on a side stage.) 

JONAH 
(Holding a paper.) Let's see . . . he gave me some instruc-
tions. (Reads.)"' It says, "Go to Ninevah and announce to 
all inhabitants that the city will be destroyed in forty 
days". That's all? That's enough. But wait, it also adds, 
"P.S. Do this as tactfully as possible in order to avoid 
any upsetting situations". Now, that's a good one. How 
do you tell somebody their city is going to be destroyed 
. . . tactfully? Upsetting situations? Who's upset? I'm 
really beginning to en.joy this business. The good part 
will come in about forty days from now. I'll just sit 
by at a safe distance and watch the whole thing go "poof". 
Got to make this trip worthwhile somehow. I still don't 
know how I got here. He wouldn't tell me. But, anyhow, 
I'm definitely going to walk back. Here I come, you lucky 
people. (Whistles as he walks off.) 

MINSTREL 
(Continuing.) He will clarify the hare-lip of confusion, 
beset by the thudding protestations of the dubious doubts 
of an unsympathizing society. He will bring the light to 
lead us through this maze of unconquered regressions. Blessed 
are we! 

(Applause.) 

Beat the drum of remembrance for what we were meant to be! 
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VOICES 
Blessed are we! Hail to the New Spirit! 
Tell us more of the Prophet! 
Tell us! 

MINSTREL 
In a moment, my friends. 

(General acclaims. The PEOPLE mingle and marvel over the 
MINSTREL'S worrls. The MINSTî EL separates fron the PECFI E 
and stands lco/:lng about the scene. From a knot of people, 
a girl in hef~?nia-twenties e-̂ .erges and crosses to the 
MINSTP.^I. Her name is CIELA. She is rather pretty ar.d 
although a member of the Horn", appears strangely incongruous 
to the others.1 

MINSTREL 
Blessings to you, sister. 

CIELA 
That was quite a performance. 

MINSTREL 
I just wanted to give them a few words of encouragement. 

CIELA 
You are new here. 

MINSTREL 
It's been some time since I was here. Most have forgotten 
me. 

CIELA 
If you are sincere, I thank you. If not, please do not 
mock us. 

MINSTREL 
I only came to help, dear lady. Your name? 

CIELA 
Ciela. I am a member here. The hostess, you might say. 
And who are you? 

MINSTREL 
Uh . . . only a wandering minstrel, dear lady. 

CIELA 
I was intrigued by your words. I hope you believe them. 

MINSTREL 
You are not so sure? 



CIELA 
I want to be. 

itTu o MINSTREL 
The Home of the New Spirit". That sounds promising. 

CIELA 
It's a way to keep together. It's a living. 

MINSTREL 
Now, look who's mocking. 

_ CIELA 
I am not so sure as you seem to be. We all have to stop 
somewhere. 

MINSTREL 
(Surveying the scene.) This is quite a conclusion, isn't 
It? — 

CIELA 
It is a home for us, a place of refuge. But we are only 
one of many. And we all claim to be right. 

MINSTREL 
Someone must be. 

CIELA • 
(Smiling.) You, for instance? 

MINSTREL 
No comment. As you say there are too many already. 

CIELA 
(With a touch of cynicism.) It doesn't matter. Nobody's 
right if everybody's wrong. You are welcome here, and 
your words also. True or not, they bring hope. And that 
is something. Please pardon me, we have more guests. 
(She mingles with the PEOPLE.) 

MINSTREL 
(To some of the PEOPLE.) Meditation! It's meditation time! 

(JONAH enters unnoticed, except by the MINSTREL.) 

MINSTREL 
(Seeing JONAH.) The Prophet will soon speak. 

28 
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VOICES 
The Prophet? 
Tell us. 
Let's hear what he has to say. 
Lay it to us, brother. 
Quiet, let him speak. 
Bull crap, I don't believe a word of it. 

(Several PEOPLE gather around the MINSTREL.) 

A LADY TOURIST 
Oh, please inspire me. Oh Mighty Seer! 

ESCORT 
(Red faced.) Pipe down. 

A GROUP MEMBER 
Heed the Poet's words. 

(MARINER 1 and 2 enter. MARINER 2 is especially tipsy.) 

MARINER 1 
Now, try to behave yourself. You've had one too many 
already. 

MARINER 2 
Don't worry about me. I'm just glad to get back on shore. 

(CIELA comes over to them.) 

MARINER 2 
(To CIELA.) What the hell's going on? 

CIELA 
It is a moment of meditation. 

MA.RINER 2 
Of what? I want a drink. 

MARINER 1 
(Kindly.) He's right, girlie. We've had a rough trip. 
We don't care for the meditation stuff. 

CIELA 
Don't you know what this place is? 

MARINER 1 
We're sailors, miss. We don't care what this place is. 
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M/̂ .RINER 2 
This is just the first place we saw, so we dropped in. 
(Eyes CIELA more closely.) Yeah, and it looks pretty 
inviting. What you got here for us? 

CIELA 
Nothing for you. This is a place for spiritual rejuvenation 

MARINER 2 
Yeah? Well, I like spirits too, but I usually drink mine. 
(Laughs crudely.) Right! And them spirits get me raring 
for other more interesting things, huh baby? 

MARINER 1 
Cut it out, you fool! 

MARINER 2 
Hell no, I came here for some excitement. 

CIELA 
You're drunk. 

MARINER 2 
Not yet, honey. (Grabbing her.) Come with me, baby, you 
don't need to stay with these pansies. 

(A GROUP MEMBER sees the trouble and comes to MARINER 2.) 

MEMBER 
Please, leave the lady alone. 

MARINER 2 
Ha! Not hardly. (He slugs the ME^QER.) 

CIELA 
Leave me alone, you scum. 

MARINER 2 
Now, doll baby, just take it easy. (Holds her roughly.) 

JONAH 
(Coming to MARINER 2.) Uh . . . if you don't mind, you 
should leave the little lady alone. 

MARINER 2 
Yeah? Who are you? 

JONAH 
You don't need to know that. But you really should do 
what I say. 



Why should he? 
MARINER 1 '^^ 

JONAH 
You don't need to know that either. 

MARINER 2 
Who are you, fella? 

JONAH 
The flower boy. Now, you guys shove off! 

MARINER 2 
No! You shove off! 

JONAH 
Just watch me! (Slugs MARINER 2. A fight ensues and 
eventually almost everyone in the scene takes part.) 

MA.RINER 1 
(Suddenly recognizing JONAH.) Hey, I know you! (Pointing 
to JONAH.) He didn't drown in the sea. Look! 

MARINER 2 
Damned if it ain't. 

(All the confusion stops.) 

You're right. It i^ him. I don't believe it! 

MARINER 1 
But it can't be I 

MARINER 2 
(Now terrified.) An evil spirit. He's come back from the 
deep. Help! 

MARINER 1 
From the very bowels of the earth. A spirit! 

ALL THE GROUP 
(Bowing to JONAH.) 
A spirit! A spirit! 
Oh, bless us! 
A spirit! 

A LADY TOURIST 
Oh Irving, isn't this exciting? 

ESCORT 
Oh, shut up. Let's get out of here. 
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ALL THE GROUP 

(Still bowing up and down.) Pay heed to the spirit! 
The Spirit! 

A LADY TOURIST 
Oh Joyous! It's one big glorious trip they're all on! 

ESCORT 
I don't like this. 

A LADY TOURIST 
You always were such a prude. Wait 'til I tell the girls. 

ESCORT 
On second thought, I think I'll stay. At least, they 
know they're crazy here. 

A LADY TOURIST 
Sh-h! 

ONE OF THE GROUP 
(To JONAH.) What do you want from us? 

ALL OF THE GROUP 
(Chanting.) 
We will deliver! 
Deliver! 

MARINER 1 
Quiet! Let him speak. What kind of game you playing, buddy? 

JONAH 
If this is a game, all you are being pretty poor sports 
about the whole thing. Calling me an evil spirit! Some 
nerve! 

MARINER 1 
I don't know, I just can't figure how you survived that 
storm. 

JONAH 
It wasn't easy. 

MARINER 2 
We're sorry, buddy, we really are. 

JONAH 
Skip it. I don't know how I survived either. At least, 
I don't think so. 

MARINER 2 
You're not mad? 
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JONAH 

MARINER 1 
We're glad you made it out all right. 

JONAH 
Thank you, I am too. 

MINSTREL 
What do you want here? 

(JONAH stops short as he recognizes the MINSTREL. Then 
he continues.) 

JCNAH 
Uh . . . nothing. I only have something to say and I will 
be off. 

ALL THE GROUP 
A message from the Spirit! 
A message! A message! 
A message from the Spirit! 

A LADY TOURIST 
(Suddenly overcome, shouts.) Hallelujah! 

(The noise increases.) 

JONAH 
(Shouting above the din.) Listen, all of you! (The noise 
subsides.) This place just happened to be the first spot 
I came to. Nothing more. 

MARINER 1 
Same with us. 

MARINER 2 
Just a drink is all I wanted. 

MINSTREL 
(A trifle impatient.) What is your message . . . Prophet 
Man? 

VOICES 
Prophet? Prophet? 

JONAH 
Well, you probably won't like it. But you can take it or 
leave it. 
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MARINER 1 
Well? 

GROUP 
What is it? What is it? 
Tell us! Tell us! 

JONAH 
Well, here goes . . . (JONAH stops again and stares at 
the MINSTREL.) ^ 

Come on, tell us! 
MARINER 1 

EVERYBODY 
(Except CIELA.) 
Tell us! 
Tell us. Oh Mighty Spirit! 
Tell us! Tell us! 
Heed the Prophet of the New Spirit! 

JONAH 
(Somewhat pleased with his sudden notoriety.) Well okay, 
it's like this I I . 

A LADY TOURIST 
Oh Irving, I'm on pins and needles! 

ESCORT 
Will you be quiet! I'm trying to listen. 

JONAH 
It's like this: in forty days, Ninevah . . . will be 
destroyed! 

(Stark silence. Then pandemonium erupts.) 

A LADY TOURIST 
(Screaming.) Horrors! 

ESCORT 
Let's get out of here! 

JONAH 
Run, baby. It's too late now. Forty days. 

(General cries of "The Spirit has spoken", . . . "Heed the 
Word", . . . "We are given a rebirth", ^ . . "The old v;ay i 
dead!" The MARINERS rush about shoutinr. "V/oe unto us, v;̂  
have brought the wrath of the sea!" . . . "Forgive us! 
•» 1 •̂  J- l_ _ I O / ^ r i T t.' • -1 T • ^ f -_ r j - \ - J- ^ S All the hSOPLE eventually exit, screaming v;ith terror r,nd 
shouting warnings offstare. The MINSTREL and CIELA remain.) 
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JONAH 

(Laughing hysterically, addicted by the reaction.) You 
broke the rules, you people! You brcke the rules and now 
you will pay! Pay! 

CIELA 
(Pleading.) Have mercy upon us! Do you relish this? I 
knew it was coming, but not this way! Not this way! (She 
cries out in supplication and helpless anger.) If you are 
the Prophet, please help us! V/e have searched for so long 
and found not! 

JONAH 
(Still laughing at the PECPLE.) Ha, ha! Look at them go! 
(Shouts.) It's all over! Start counting the days, only 
forty more! 

(The MINSTREL who has been watching, suddenly raises his 
arms in an angry motion and points to JONAH. JCNAH does 
not see this, but he feels it. JONAH stumbles, sinks to 
the floor on one knee. The MINSTREL backs out of the way 
as CIELA comes to aid JONAHTI 

JONAH 
Oh-h! What hit me? I feel weak all the sudden. 

CIELA 
Your nose is bleeding. 

JONAH 
Huh? It must've been the fight. That sailor laid a good 
one on me. (Laughs weakly.) 

CIELA 
Sh-h. Don't speak. I will take care of you. 

JONAH 
You . . . will help me? After what I have just said? 

(CIELA sits by JONAH and wipes the blood from his face.) 

CIELA 
You helped me, remember? Rest now. The people believe you, 
You are their new prophet. 

JONAH 
No. They don't want me. I want this city destroyed. I'm 
not what they think, I'm not some kind of a saviour. Don't 
they understand that? 

CIELA 
Rest now. 
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JONAH 

I can't help them. It's too late. 

(Smiling.) Rest now. 
CIELA 

,^ JONAH 
(Surrendering to her.) Yes. Yes, I am so tired. And 
you are so . . . beautiful. Like ? dream. You are not 
what I expected to find here. 

CIELA 
Sh-h. 

(CIELA cares for the exhausted JONAH, as the MINSTREL 
observes.) ~ 

MINSTREL 
(Shaking his head.) Oh, Jonah, you and your temper. First 
you start a fight, and now, look what it has gotten you. 
(Indicating CIELA.) Well, he doesn't seem to be suffering 
too much, does he? I hadn't planned on this. He's supposed 
to go to the King. (Sighs.) I suppose it's just as well. 
Perhaps, a woman's touch is what our prophet needs right now. 
Besides, we need a little time to let the people spread 
the message through the city. I'm sure the King will soon 
hear of it. (Musing over the situation.) Perhaps, we're 
using the wrong tactics. But possibly, some good may come 
of this. (Looks up.) Dear Lord, You and Your prophets, 
I don't know. 

(The light stays on CIELA and JONAH for a moment, then 
slowly fades.f 

(In the darkness are heard the noises of the PEOPLE as 
they spreag the news through the city. A crcwd begirs 
to come on stage to celebrate the ''new life" they are ex
pecting. The tone and flavor of this encounter takes on 
the atmosphere one mirht see at an old-time camp revival 
meetingTT 

VARIOUS VOICES 
The new way has come. 
Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, 
And his Prophet! 

WOMEN 
The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man, 
He will lead us to the Promised Land! 

A MALE LEADER 
He will chase away 
Our tears and sorrow. 
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WOMEN 

The Prophet Man, the Prophet T̂Ian! 

MEN 
He will lead us 
To a new tomorrow. 

ALL THE PEOPLE 
The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man! 

WOMEN 
He will show us to 
The Lord above! 

MEN 
The Prophet Man, the Prophet lAanl 

WOMEN 
He will bless us 
With His heav'nly Love. 

ALL THE PEOPLE 
The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man! (The PEOPLE begin to 
work themselves up into a frenzy. Some begin to babble 
incoherently. Some roll obout on the floor, vhile others 
"footstomp" and shout "hallelujah!" All in all, they -.re 
having quite a^wonderful time. The PEOPLE round out their 
ecstacies with a bouncing chorus, as all of them join in.) 

PEOPLE 
The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man, 
He will lead us to the Promised Land. 

The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man, 
We will follow him any way we can. 

The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man, 
He will lead us to the Promised Land. 

(The PEOPLE gradually disperse and leave the stcge. as the 
lights go out. The lights come on momentarily as JOriAlT 
enters, followed by CIELA.) 

JONAH 
Keep those weird friends of yours away from me. They're 
nuts! They've been praying at me for three days now. 
Chanting and moaning and falling all over each other. You 
think God is impressed with that stuff? 

CIELA 
Don't worry about them. I'm worried about you. Why do you 
have to go to the King? 
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JONAH 

I just have to, that's all. 

CIELA 
But why? 

JONAH 
Because that's the way it's done, that's why. V.Tien we 
prophets go to a place, we tell the head man all that's 
going on. It's a tradition. 

CIELA 
It's crazy. 

JONAH 
You're telling me! 

(Pause. CIELA stares at him.) 

CIELA 
(Almost pleading.) You're just going to warn everybody, 
and then just . . . walk out. Is that it? 

JONAH 
Listen, I appreciate what you have done for me. And I 
really like you. I mean, I . . . I . . . like you. Know 
what I mean? I didn't think anybody like you could be 
found here. (More tenderly.) Maybe we can . . . uh, well, 
I mean, you know, maybe, if you want, we can get together 
later on. Okay? (Kisses her forehead.) There now, don't 
look so glum. It's not the end of the world. (To himself.) 
Hm. V/here have I heard that before? 

CIELA 
Jonah. 

JONAH 
I'll be all right. Tell you what, you stay here and wait 
for me. Then we'll leave together. Okay? 

CIELA 
Well . . . I don't know. 

JONAH 
If you believe I am a prophet, then show it. Trust me. 
Wait here. Promise me? 

CIELA 
Oh . • • okay, I promise. 

JONAH 
Good girl. Now, where is this King? 
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(Some PEOPLE enter, see JONAH, and run to hi-.) 

PEOPLE 
There he is! 
There's the Prophet! 

JONAH 
(Trying to get away_̂ ) Oh no! Leave me along! (To CIELA.) 
Get these loonies off me. 

PEOPLE 
Three cheers for the New Spirit! 
Three cheers for the New Way! 
(They lift JONAH on their shoulders as they continue 
to cheer him.) " — — 

JONAH 
Put me down! I've got to see the King. 

PEOPLE 
Don't worry. We're going to all see the King, soon enough. 
Yes sir! He'll never forget us! 
Down with the old way! 
Up with the new! 

JONAH 
Put me down, you idiots! All of you are in this together. 

PEOPLE 
(As they carry JONAH off.) Here is our new prophet! 

JONAH 
(Helplessly looking back to CIELA.) Help. 

(They are gone.) 

CIELA 
(Distraught.) Oh God! What do I do now! The King will 
kill him for sure. He'll never understand Jonah. And 
I'm sure I don't either, but I'd rather have him alive 
than dead. Oh God! 

(Starts to run off: as she does so, the MINSTREI enters, 
stands in her way.) 

MINSTREL 
Whoa there! What's the hurry? 

CIELA 
It's Jonah. He's goir̂ g to the King. He'll be killed! 



MINSTREL 
Don't worry. Jonah knows wnat he's doing. 

_, CIELA 
Lit ^ ° ^ l^ ^?o ^^® ^^''^' ^"^y^^ ^ can beg him not to hurt Jonah. (Starts to run off again.) 

KT , TT . MINSTREL 
No! Wait . . . listen to me . . . 

^ . CIELA 
Don't try to stop me. I'm going! 

MINSTREL 
Oh . . . look . . . I'll go with you. Maybe 1 can help too. 

CIELA 
You*re the one who started all this. 

MINSTREL 
Yes, you're right. And I'll explain all that later. But, 
right now, let's make sure Jonah doesn't hurt himself. 
Since I'm . . . partly responsible for this, I might as 
well make sure we all get out in one piece. Come on, we 
don't have much time. 

(They run off. As they leave, the Palace scene is revealed. 
The OFFICIAL from the first scene is pacing nervously about 
the gtage, awaiting the KING. The GUARD enters, followed 
by the KING71 

GUARD 
His Majesty, the King of Ninevah! 

(GUARD exits. The KING enters. He is the flippant and 
pleasantly decadent ruler '//ho is simply bored and weary 
of the mundane political affairs he is constantly sw=:«rmed 
with, he is confident that the trouble in his city will 
eventually go away if he .just laughs it off or ignores it. 
However, his demeanor is deceptive. His devil-may-care 
attitude is a front to his real concern: why do his people 
no longer hgve faith in his government? But he still 
feels he has control of the situation -ind is not easily 
fooled or frighFened. His OFFICIAL has quite a different 
view of things. This tight-fisted government machine does 
not 'onsider people at all, except as potential trouble
makers and thus future tenants for the city prisons. If he 
had his way, he would ouickly eliminate this foolish talk 
of a "prophet".)" 
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KING 
This better be good. What's the trouble? 

OFFICIAL 
The people are upset again. Sire. 

KING 
Tell me something new. 

OFFICIAL 
They're serious this time. 

KING 
And they were just having a picnic the other times, huh? 
They're fools. What do they want? 

OFFICIAL 
I'm not sure. 

KING 
Well, if you don't know, how am Î  supposed to know? I 
thought you had put a stop to these disturbances. 

OFFICIAL 
You should have killed him. 

KING 
Killed? Who? 

OFFICIAL 
The Prophet. Don't you remember? 

KING 
I can't remember every doomsday crackpot that comes here, 
Besides, I can't go around killing people who disagree 
with me. It's too exhausting. 

OFFICIAL 
That's my job. Sire. 

KING 
Don't tell me your job. You do what I tell you to do. 

(GUARD enters.) 

GUARD 
Sire? Two strange persons to see you. A musician and a 
dancer. 

OFFICIAL 
So? 
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mu GUARD 
They claim to know the Prophet. 

KING 
Well, send them in. 

. V OFFICIAL 
(Protesting.) But, Sire! 

KING 
Well, if you can't tell me what's going on, perhaps scneone 
else can. c o , r- r 

(The MINSTREL and GIELA enter.) 

KING 
Ah, come in, come in. 

OFFICIAL 
(Angrily.) Bow before His Majesty! 

KING 
No, no. Spare the ceremony. Come closer. 

OFFICIAL 
Sire, no! They may be dangerous. 

KING 
They look harmless. 

OFFICIAL 
(To GUARD.) Have you searched them? 

GUARD 
They're safe. 

KING 
(Noticing a recorder the MINSTREL has.) You carry an 
instrument. Come, play for me. 

OFFICIAL 
Sire, I must protest! 

KING 
You protest! I thought that's what the people were doing. 
What can he do . . . (Referring to MINSTREL.) . . . hit 
me over the head with his flute? (To MINST'REL. ) Come. 
Let's have a sad song. I love sad songs. 

OFFICIAL 
(Trying to control himself.) Sire, the people are revolting 
all over the city. This is no time for entertainment. 
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KING 
Yes. This is a perfect time for entertainment. (To 
MINSTREL.) Play! If you please me, I may listen to 
what you have to say. (To CIELA.) And you, my dear. 
You dance! Yes, of course! We'll have our own little 
performance. 

KING 
(To OFFICIAL, who has resumed his pacing.) Will you 
sit down! You're making me nervous. No, on second 
thought, just leave. I'll call you if I need you. 
(OFFICIAL opens mouth.) Get out! (OFFICIAL leaves.) 
Oh, it's such a bore beir.g a king sometimes. Nobody 
understands us. Just jealousy, that's all it is. Hmp! 

CIELA 
Your Majesty . . . 

KING 
Not now. Play! 

(The MINSTREL plays a plaintive tune on his recorder as 
GIELA reluctantly begins to dance. The MI..STREL nods 
and smiles at her. She begins to move in solemn agree
ment to the MliCSTREL's "sad song".") 

CIELA 
(Singing.) 
My heart and mind 
Be whole and free. 
Love is a friend 
In misery. 

(As the song and dance progresses, the noise of the 
PEOPLE is heard in the distance.) 

My soul looks out 
Above the blue, 
I can no longer 
Be with you. 

And when the moon 
Beams forth. 
To play upon the sea, 
I sense that you are near. 

But we must ever part. 
To never meet again. 
For love is absent here. 

rThe OFFICIAL reenters.) 



Sire! 
OFFICIAL 

KING 
(Exploding.) How dare you interrupt! (To MINSTREL and 
CIELA. ) It's lovely, lovely. (To OFFICIAL.) What is it? 

OFFICIAL 
A mob is approaching the palace. ' 

KING 
I'm very popular today. 

OFFICIAL 
Sire, this is not a laughing matter. 

KING 
Do you see me laughing? How can I, with your solemn face? 

(GUARD enters.) 

lAfhat do you want? 

GUARD 
Sire, there's a huge crowd outside. I think the prophet is 
with them. 

KING 
(To OFFICIAL.) Are your troops just itching to get out 
there and do their duty! 

OFFICIAL 
At your command. Your Majesty. 

KING 
I deplore violence. But what else can I do? 

CIELA 
No, Your Majesty! You can't! Please, let me say some
thing! 

OFFICIAL 
Silence! 

KING 
What is it, my dear? 

CIELA 
Please, Your Majesty. I know this prophet. Do not harm him. 

KING 
(Hedging because he's curious.) Well, I don't know. I've 
heard our prophet friend should be destroyed. The people 
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are revolting because of him. 

CIELA 
No, Your Majesty. He had nothing to do with it. 

/., . X KING 
(Musing.) Well, I'll think about it. Dance for me. 

(OFFICIAL groans.) 

CIELA 
But, Your Majesty . . . ! 

KING 
Don't try my patience, my dear! While you dance and 
our minstrel friend plays, I can think. 

CIELA 
Your Majesty, please. (A hint of anger in her voice.) 
The prophet has been commanded and, believe me, he is 
very serious. 

KING 
(Taken aback by her sudden bravery.) All prophets are 
serious. Begin. 

CIELA 
Your Majesty . . . 

OFFICIAL 
He has been commanded, eh? I warned you. Sire. We 
have evidence here of a conspiracy. (To CIELA roughly.) 
Who has commanded him? 

CIELA 
Please . . . don't. 

OFFICIAL 
(Shouting angrily, grabs her. The MINSTREL rises, but 
the KING intervenes.) Who has commanded him? 

KING 
Leave her alone! Do you know nothing but brute force? 
(To CIELA kindly.) Answer the question, my dear. If 
this prophet is leading a conspiracy against me, I'm 
afraid I can't spare him. 

MINSTREL 
(To himself.) How blind they are! 

OFFICIAL 
You keep out of this! 
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CIELA 

(Hopirg; ".o avoid further corfrontation. ) Please don't. 
I'll teli you. (Pause. ] It's . '. . God. God. . . has 
told him to do this. At least, that's what he says. 

(A long incredulous pause; then, the OFFICIAL breaks into 
loud harsh laughter.) 

OFFICIAL 
God! That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard! 

KING 
(Seriously, almost fearfully.) V/hat has God to do with 
this? 

MINSTREL 
Everything. 

OFFICIAL 
Sire, these are some of the same fanatics I've warned 
you about. We've stamped them out before. 

KING 
(Exploding.) And they keep coming back! Have you ever 
wondered why? No! Of course you haven't! (Sits back.) 
At one time we had a God to look after, but it didn't 
seem to work out. 

MINSTREL 
There's still time to change. 

OFFICIAL 
I told you to be quiet. 

KING 
Leave my singer alone. 

GUARD 
Sire, the prophet is at the gate. 

KING 
Good. Send him up to me. 

(GUARD exits.) 

KING 
(To MINSTREL and CIELA.) Continue your performance. We 
mii'st not appear to be concerned because of a little excite 
ment. Besides, these prophets can be dreadfully dull 
without a little music to back them up. 



47 

That's the truth. 

And you! 

Sir? 

Shut up. 

OFFICIAL 

KING 

OFFICIAL 

KING 

(CIELA dances as the MINSTREL plays. The noise of the 
PEOPLE is louder now. The KING tries to ignore it and 
concentrates on the music. With this tableau, the GUARD 
ushers in JCNAH. The KING pretends not to notice him. 
CIELA glances at JONAH and stops her danceT) 

KING 
Continue. 

(CIELA reluctantly resumes.) 

JONAH 
(As he strolls casually about the room.) So! This is 
how the glorious majesty of mighty Ninevah spends his 
mornings while his city is crumbling down about his ears. 

OFFICIAL 
(Rising wrathfully.) You impertinent . . . ! 

KING 
Let him speak. 

JONAH 
Believe me, sir, I don't like this anymore than you do. 
If I had my way, I wouldn't even be here. 

OFFICIAL 
(Crowding JONAH.) If I had my. way, you wouldn't be here 
either. 

JONAH 
(To KING.) I didn't come here to debate with your watch
dog, sir. 

KING 
Very well. Proceed. 

JONAH 
In forty days, this city v/ill be destroyed. 
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(Shocked pause.) 

KING 
Well, that's to the point, anyway. 

._ OFFICIAL 
(Extremely sarcastic.) Is it being too presumptuous to ask 
whx this honorable fate has been chosen for us? 

JONAH 
(Unperturbed.) Quite simple. You have turned away from God. 

. OFFICIAL 
(Laughing harshly.) Is that all? 

JONAH 
Mock me! Go ahead, laugh away! 

KING 
Prophet, I don't see what sins we have committed. I have 
given my people everything. 

JONAH 
Everything. Except credit for having minds of their own. 
It is not that you have rejected God. That is your choice. 
But when you control a government that forces people to 
depend on it for their very lives, when you make your 
government a god, then you have gone too far. It doesn't 
sound so evil, so sinful, does it? But, it is! It saps 
the very life out of the people. It leaves them without 
a soul. And that's the very worst kind of evil! (While 
he has been speaking, he has recognized CIELA and for a 
moment is confused by her presence 7) It even . I . takes 
away the faith of those dearest to you. 

CIELA 
(Embarrassed by the situation.) Jonah, I know this doesn't 
look right. 

JONAH 
I can see well enough. (Sees MINSTREL.) And you! Are 
you satisfied! 

OFFICIAL 
(Going to JONAH.) I've had enough of this! 

KING 
(Lazily holding up his hand to stop the OFFICIAL.) Prephet, 
I»m in an amiable mood today. I don't know why. Perhaps, 
your friends here have soothed me with their music. So, 
I»m willing to forget this whole charade. 
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JONAH 

That's okay by me. 

KING 
You don't really expect us to believe this, do you? 

JONAH 
(Shrugging.) I don't care if you believe me or not. 

OFFICIAL 
Do you play the clown with us! 

JONAH 
Can't I be the clown when I'm playing before fools! 

OFFICIAL 
(Enraged.) Guard! 

GUARD 
'(Entering.) Yes sir? 

KING 
Prophet, I am trying to be patient! 

CIELA 
Jonah, don't make them angry! 

OFFICIAL 
Clap this fellov? in irons! 

CIELA 
No! 

(Suddenly the MINSTREL rises, claps his hands loudly. 
Everyone immediately "freezes" as if caught in an hypnotic 
trance.") 

MINSTREL 
(Moving to center of scene.) Well! I think it's time 
for a little divine intervention. Things are getting out 
of hand. (To JONAH.) Jonah. Jonah! It's me! 

(JONAH snaps out of it.) 

JONAH 
Huh? What happened? 

MINSTREL 
Never mind. You're doing fine. I'll take it from here. I 
want you to leave the city. Wait for me. Do you understand? 

TEXU TECM UBRART 
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JONAH 
No. 

MINSTREL 
Good. 

JCNAH 
(Looking around.) What's wrong with these people? 

MINSTREL 
They're okay. Nov/, hurry. 

JONAH 
This is crazy. But dcn't you worry. The quicker I get 
out of this nuthouse, the better. (Exits quickly.) 

MINSTREL 
(Praying.) Forgive me. Lord. I didn't mean to barge in. 
But I couldn't let Jonah be hurt this late in the game. 

(Goes back to his place by the KING, picks up his recorder, 
claps hands. All the characters resume the action as if 
nothing happened.) "'""" 

GIELA 
No! Please don't! 

OFFICIAL 
Put this prophet in the dungeon . . . (Sees JCKAH is gone.) 
, . . Uh . . . where'd he go? 

GUARD 
(Stupidly.) Uh . . . what prophet, sir? 

KING 
And furthermore, prophet . . . (Comes to his senses.) 
Wha . . . I think I'll sit down.(Rubbing his temples.) 
What the devil! 

OFFICIAL 
What's going on? 

GUARD 
What prophet, sir? 

KING 
I'll be . . . I could've sworn I was sitting here talking 
to some mad prophet. (Sitting back exhausted and bewildered.) 
But, that's not true. No. Because, the prophet isn't mad. 
No, no. 1 am mad. That's what it is. This king business 
is getting to me. Where'd he go? (Pause.) Guard! 
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Where's that prophet? 

What prophet, Sire? 

Get out of here. 
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GUARD 

KING 

GUARD 

KING 

/ou ... X OFFICIAL 
(Sheepishly.) Your Majesty, I don't know what to say. 

KING 
Good. Why don't you disappear, too? 

(The OFFICIAL slowly leaves, completely bewildered.) 

CIELA 
(To MINSTREL.) It's true! It's all true, isn't it? 

MINSTREL 
(Seriously.) Yes. 

KING 
Oh my God!. What if it is true! How can I stop this disas-
ter? 

MINSTREL 
(Standing by KING.) Perhaps I can help you. 

KING 
Will God listen to me? Is it too late? 

MINSTREL 
We have forty day to find out. 

(The KING continues to stare at the MINSTREL. CIELA sits 
by him. Tableau. Lights slowly fade. The lights stay 
off for a moment, ther slowly come up. JONAH is revealed 
on a top le'/el, looking offstage.] 

JONAH 
Well, Ninevah, your time is almost up. (Shouts.) You 
people down there better hop to it before it's too late. 
(Sits.) Whew! I'm beat. It hasn't been easy up here on 
this desolate hill, waiting for over a month. I wonder 
how it'll happen. Fire and brimstone? Earthouake? A 
flood? No, that's already been tried once. (Shaking his 
head.) I'm sure glad to get away from those kooks. 
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Some real dodos down there. Me! The liew Spirit! Ha! 
(Getting drowsy.) Dear Lord, I'm dizzy. I haven't had 
a decent meal in days. And I could sleep for a year. 
Lord, wake me when it's over. I don't even care anymore. 

(JONAH nods, almost asleep. The MESSE:!G£R enters, goes 
up to JONAH and speaks in his ear.) 

MESSENGER 
Jonah. 

JONAH 
(Jumping up.) Huh! Wha-a? 

MESSENGER 
(In very good spirits.) I've found you. You must be 
starved. 

JONAH 
It hasn't been easy out here in this wilderness, eating 
nut and living off the land. Guess all the famous proph
ets had to go through a little bit of testing, huh? 

MESSENGER 
It wasn't necessary. You could've taken off. 

JONAH 
I tried that once, remember? 

MESSENGER 
Yes, well, I'm glad you're still here. I have an interesting 
. . . 

JONAH 
By the way, I finally figured out who the Captain of that 
boat was.' Checking up on me, huh? 

MESSENGER 
I figured you needed some support. 

JONAH 
(Sincerely.) Thank you. 

(Pause.) 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, I have just come from Ninevah. 

JONAH 
Gutting it close. Got out just in time. 

(Another awkward pause. MESSENGER coughs nervously.) 
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. JONAH 
Well, you did, didn't you? You're acting strange all the 
sudden. (Pauses.) I'm sorry. Don't mean to be so grumpy. 
Just don't feel very well. I need a good long nap. Didn't 
have nothing else to do for the past forty days, but I 
Son^?""^ sl^^P • • • (His voice trails off.) You know, I 
don t even . . .well, I mean, you're not going to believe 
^nis, out . . . I kmda feel sorry for some of those people 
down there• r r 

MESSENGER 
(Smiling.) You mean the girl? I think she would be just 
right for you. *̂  

JONAH 
(His face darkens.) I don't want to talk about it. (Pause.) 
Did she make it out okay? 

MESSENGER 
She's fine. (He stares at JONAH.) 

JONAH 
Hey, what's wrong with you? Quit staring at me! 

MESSENGER 
Jonah . . . 

JONAH 
Oh, no. I don't like that celestial look of yours. It 
comes right before you say something profound. And when 
you say something profound, I usually don't like it. 
(Stalks around, locks at sky.) It's almost noon. The 
day's half gone. And nothing's happened. Did you hear 
me? Nothing's happened! 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, I • 

JONAH 
No. Don't tell me. I already know. (Shouts.) Why? 
Why? You knew all along, didn't you? I almost drowned 
in a storm at sea that no man alone could survive. I 
have just come out alive from a city that forty days ago 
would have tossed me to the dogs if I had set foot one 
more time in it. Why? Why all the fuss? Was any of 
this worth it? 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, don't you realize that you have helped change the 
lives of over one and a half million people? 

JONAH 
(Aghast.) One and a half million! 
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r^SSENGER 

JONAH 
Une and a half million people! One and a half million 
fr?^.?''® f̂,̂ ^̂ ?g ?»̂  ̂  ^ool! "Well", they're saving to 
?o^ ^^t^^l !.̂ ^ •'•?°̂ ^ ^^^^ o^^ prophet friend was'a little 
looped that time he told us our city would be destroyed." 
That's what they're laughing about. (Storming about.) 
I knew It! I knew God wouldn't go through with iU— 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, don't be ridiculous. 

. JONAH 
(Parroting him.) Jonah, don't'be ridiculous. 

MESSENGER 
Jonah, they've forgotten already. They're too happy. 

JONAH 
(Insulted.) No! You don't realize the impression I made 
on them. No! I quit! I'm no longer a prophet. And you 
know why? A true prophet is never wrong! But mê ! I pull 
the biggest boo-boo in doomsday history. So, hang it up! 
I quit, I quit! (Falls back exhausted'.) Oh Lord, I'm 
shot. Out of breath. Feel faint. 

(MESSENGER revives him.) 

MESSENGER 
(Can't help but be amused.) Are you angry, Jonah? 

JONAH 
Don't be silly. 

MESSENGER 
Gome. Let's cheer you up. 

JONAH 
(Not impressed.) Yeah. 

(MESSENGER claps hands, immediately from all sides of the 
stage appear some of the PEOPLE from Ninevah. They seat 
JONAH in a chaise lounge arTd give him a rcyal going over: 
one hanTs him an iced drink, one giv??s him food, one fans 
him I etc"."! ~" 

JONAH 
What is this? 
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MESSENGER 

f^ JONAH 
Ibuccumbing to the treatment.) Say this is all right. IJ 
this my bonus? ^ 

MESSENGER 
Take it easy, Jonah. 

(Getting very drowsy.,.) Yes. Sleep. I think I'll sleep 
now. Hmp. I can't believe that's you talking. You were 
always m such a hurry. 

(The MESSENGER motions and CIELA enters. She go*=>s to the 
sleeping JONAH and kneels by himTl 

CIELA 
(Singing softly.) 
The life of ease 
Is designed to please 
The weary man. 
The traveler from a far-off land. 
Sleep, weary one, sleep 
For the time is for rest. 
Sleep, weary one, sleep. 
For you have suffered the test. 

(JONAH stirs, opens his eyes.) 

JONAH 
(Still foggy.) Wha-a? Is this a dream? I'm so . . . 
(Sees CIELA.) You. I know you. (Louder.) V/ait. Stop. 
What is this? 

(The MESSENGER claps hands and the PEOPLE back off, acci-
dently dumping JONAH off the^lounge. CIELA stands firm.) 

What are all these people doing here? 

MESSENGER 
Ask them. 

JONAH 
Listen, I thought I told you people once • . . 

ONE OF THE PEOPLE 
Mr. Prophet Man, we're lost. You gotta help us. 
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m. ^, ANOTHER 
i n a t ' s r i g h t , Mr. Prophet Man. You're the one 

Y^ . „ . ANOTHER 
.Jtu' r since we been saved, we don't know what to do 
with ourselves. 
wu ^ ^ ANOTHER 
What do we do, Mr. Prophet r4an? 

JONAH 
Listen, please. I'm just a doomsday prophet. And my 
average is pretty low right now. Get somebody else. 

CIELA 
Take it out on me. I'm the one you're angry with. 

JONAH 
(Looking away.) Forget it. 

CIELA 
Forgive me. I didn't believe you. 

JONAH 
You were right. Why come back to a false prophet? 

CIELA 
(Flustered.) Oh! You stubborn man! It's because I love 
you! You . . . 

JONAH 
(To MESSENGER.) I think she's upset. 

GIELA 
Oh! You . . . you impossible man! 

JONAH 
(Helplessly to the MESSENGER.) What do I do? 

MESSENGER 
(Smiling.) Sorry, Jonah. I can't help you here. 

(JONAH smiles at CIEIA. kisses her on the forehead, holds 
her to hin. Then, he looks at all the PEOPLE.) 

JONAH 
(To PEOPLE.) Are you sure you know what you're getting into? 

ONE OF THEM 
Nope. But it's better than we had before. 
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JONAH -r JONAH 
tJ!^u wj^^" yoV ^^'s "ot all happy so.-gs, circus clothes, 
and brotherly love. That's a real world we live in out 
t.̂ ere. It's not going to be easy. 

T̂  .. ,. ANOTHER 
It ain't never been easy, brother. 

Y , JONAH 
les, you're right. It's hard to believe. But it's even 
narder not to. (Looks at .MESSENGER.) Well, I'm not sure 
what we're going to do exactly, but we'll think of so-ne-
thmg. 

MESSENGER 
(As he starts to leave.) I'll be around when you need me. 

JONAH 
Hey, wait! Are you leaving? You've got to wrap this up. 
After all, you're telling this story. 

MESSENGER 
That's all right, Jonah. I'll let you be the epilogue. 

JONAH 
Now, don't leave thinking I haven't learned something 
from all this. Because I have. 

MESSENGER 
And what's that, Jonah? 

JONAH 
God . . • has a sense of humor. I mean, Hê  has to, right? 

MESSENGER 
(Smiling.) I've known that for a long time, Jonah. Why 
do you think we're all still here? (Exit.) 

JONAH 
(To audience.) Well, I guess this just about wraps it up. 
I can't think of anything . . . (CIELA whispers something 
to him.) Oh yes! Almost forgot. The moral! Every good 
parable has a moral. I guess the moral of this story is: 
if you want God to change the world, He will . . . but 
don't be surprised if He asks you to help Him. Because 
this all can't go on forever. One day some crazy dude 
like me is going to come crying through the streets that 
we only have forty days left. And, by God . . . he's 
going to be . . . right! So until that time . . . take 
care. 
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(He offers CT?:: A nis ar- as t;p̂ e___e;''J_t̂ _j;:ie_PFX̂ PLE_J_iLL̂  
:- -sind sirî L'ir.F. F 

PECPIE 
The Prophet Man, tne Projrhet Man, 
He will lead us to 
The Promised Land. 

The Prophet Man., the Prophet Mar., 
We will follow him 
Any way that we can. 

The Prophet Man, the Prophet Man, 
He will lead us to 
The Promised Land. 

TKE END 


