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Lost

Book and lyrics by Kirk Wood Bromley

Music by Jessica Grace Wing
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Act 1, Faze 1, Sene 1. Somewhere in the Great Smoky Mountains of Tennessee. Gabby, Hanlon, and Father enter.

Kids-
Born to brutal beating


Bred into the blood.


All by birth bequeathing


Pathologia.


Children craving laving


Of morphotic mud.


Come to Mamba’s Moonshine


Maternalia.

Gabby and Hanlon discovered on stage.

Kids-
Our bodies we braid,


All one interlaid,


That death be dismayed,


For living is giving to Mamba.

Han-
I think we’re lost.

Gab-
Good. Now we can have some daddy-time without that evil step-bitch.

Father-
Gabby, please.

Han-
This is the second time I’ve seen this specimen of quercus velutina.
Father-
You shouldn’t speak that way about your mother.

Gab-
She is not my mother.

Father-
She loves you like a mother.

Han-
The same salix humilis. We are going in circles.

Gab-
If that is mother-love, I’m surprised there’s still people.

Father-
Do you love me?

Gab-
Of course I do.

Father-
Then you should love who I love.

Han-
Dad! It is now completely beyond my capacity to determine the route back to our point of departure!

Gab-
Are you saying we’re lost?

Han-
Yes!

Father-
O, we’re not lost. Tell you what. You kids stay here, let me backtrack a bit, and I’ll come get you once I’ve found the way.

Han-
Leave us here?

Father-
I’ll be right back.

Gab-
Can we come with?

Father-
I’ll be right back.

He exits. There is singing.

Han-
You shouldn’t be so hard on step-mom.

Gab-
You shouldn’t be so soft on step-mom.

Han-
She wouldn’t hit you if you’d treat her nice.

Gab-
I’d treat her nice if she didn’t hit me.

There is singing.

Gab-
A white baby deer!

Han-
And it’s staring right at us.

Gab-
Maybe it lost its mother.

There is singing.

Han-
Dad’s been gone a while now.

Gab-
Let’s go after him.

Han-
He told us to stay here.

Gab-
I never do what I’m told.

Han-
Well, I do.

Gab-
So, stay.

Han-
Wait up!

Gab-
This way!

Han-
That way!

Gab-
That way?

Han-
No, this way.

Both-
Dad! Dad! We are lost!

Enter Laborius.

Lab-
Welcome to the Great Smoky Mountains.

Han-
Thanks.

Gab-
Who are you?

Lab-
My name is Laborius, on account of my professional demeanour.

Gab-
Our names are Gabby and Hanlon, on account of our names being Gabby and Hanlon.

Han-
Are you native to this region?

Lab-
I dwell just down that holler, which I suppose does make me so.

Gab-
We dwell in Ohio, which I suppose does make us lost.

Lab-
Why not come home with me, grab some grub, warm your flesh, and then you can call your folks.


Enter White Fawn.

WF-
O do not go!


Like new-flying fledge to falcon,


Rainbow trout in gully throes,


Tiger-moths in weaver bracken,


You will snag and die, O do not go!

Lab-
Do you heed this talking vermin?


Fear and hunger skew your soul!


I will save you from this craven!


Come to food and fire, O let us go!

WB-
Down a gliss of grief he glides you,


For other’s whim eternal woe,


To your living grave he drags you,


Harm his helping is, O do not go!

Lab-
This is some hoodoo’s hungry hoax


That you decease and she devour.

WF-
That he thru horror counter-coax


But proves he hides intentions dour.

Both-
Lost in the woods and darkness coming down.


What if we die, our bodies never found?


Where are you, dad? Why did you go away?


Now to be saved is to be led astray!

Han-
Can we trust this creepy man?

WF-
O trust me, children. It’s a trick.

Gab-
Can we trust this singing fawn?

Lab-
Your father must be worried sick.

Gab-
We’ll use the phone.

Han-
And then go home!

Gab-
Let’s go.

Han-
Let’s go.

WF-
O do not go!

Lab-(spoken)
Deceiving deer, get lost!

All exit.

Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 2. Mamba’s Youth Hostel in Chopping Block Hollow. Enter Mamba, Mazy, and Little Wing.

Mam-
Chills, congregate for Mamba spa. 

Mazy-
Yes, Mamba.

Mam-
Mazy, comb my coiffe.

LW-
Yes, Mamba.

Mazy-
Little Wing, magnify my manicure.

LW-
Yes, Mamba.

Mamba-
Ain’t I just the finest sweetest mother in all the woods?

Mazy-
Was you any finer and sweeter, they’d call you powdered sugar!

Enter Laborius, Hanlon, and Gabby.

Lab-
Welcome, Gabby and Hanlon, to Mamba’s Youth Hostel in Chopping Block Hollow.

Gab-
What a killer pad!

Han-
We’d like to call our dad.

Lab-
They were lost.

Mam-
O how sad.

Lab-
This is Mazy and Little Wing, and this is my wife, their foster-mother, the marvelous Mamba.

Mamba-
Make your tender selves at home.

Han-
We need to use your phone.

Gab-
Your style’s like wicked down.

Mam-
Hippy Baroque Motown.

Han-
Gabby, let’s go.

Mam-
O do not go!

Han-
Our dad will start to worry.

Mam-
Life’s too short to scurry!

Lab-
Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.

Mam-
Why scuttle back into the fuggy mold?


Why swap my swank galore for boresome old?


Why scram this cooshy candy manifold


To die some once-upon-a-dime twice-told?

Kids -
To die some once upon-a-dime twice told.


Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.

Mam-
The only rule we got is shank the rule!


Folks flush your stash and box you into school


To bolt your bones into convention’s tool.


If you can slap my funk, why play their fool?

Kids -
If you can slap my funk, why play their fool?


Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.

Mam-
Beware the bends of growin up too soon!


The hasty pupa falls from his cocoon!


Roll thru every phase, like the patient moon,


Or guilt will blot your view, like night the noon.

Kids -
Regret will blot your view, like night the noon.


Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.

Lab-
The laloloops of your imagination


Will harmonize erotic innervation


Embrace my freaky intimation


To hedonize the maximum elation!

All-
Like her cuddly quadrumana,


Nestle in the lap of Mamba.


Blow her shag-wag pharmacopia,


Chug her blood-food halleluiah.


Halleluiah, Halleluiah!

Kids-
Feel her free-chi cozmorama,


Tat your nodes with her caballah.


Join her witchmass bluegrass opera!

All -
Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.


Let Mamba Jamba flip your flop to fun.

Gabby-
This place ain’t half bad.

Han-
We have to call dad!

Mamba-
Explore, meet the chills, and indulge brain and body;


In these parts, we are proud of our hospitality.

Hanlon and Gabby exit.

Mazy-
What do you see in them, Mamba?

Mam-
Same’s I see in all my chills – a chance to be young. Go stir me up some supper!

Mazy/LW-
Yes, Mamba.

Mazy exits.

Lab-
Are you pleased, Eleanor, with this litter?

Mam-
Laborius, your sniveling cramps my liver.

They exit.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 1. Ivy is working in the garden.

Ivy-
Grow, grow, my garden of weeds,


The poison and spade


Of the flower-folk


Are here forbeyed,


So spread and poke


Your ruptive seeds,


Your choking roots, your pricking leaves,


Your burrs renew the hopes I grieve.


Bindweed, with many green hearts,


You the love I might have felt;


Bittercress, with shooting darts,


You the mother I’d have been;


Stinging nettle, with your barbs,


Hurl the jabs I could have dealt;


Vetch that wraps round precious parts,


Touch what I may not again.

Enter Gabby and Hanlon.


Grow, grow, my garden of weeds,


I cultivate you


Whom others but kill


To save a fine few,


So do as you will,


Eat all their seeds,


Strangle their roots, smother their leaves,


Your lives avenge the dreams I grieve.

Han-
Look at her.

Gab-
Let’s go chat and score the scoop.

They step forward to Ivy. Mamba enters at the window to the side.

Mam-
With your tendrils, Ivy, slyly smother

Their homeward thoughts, making me their mother.

Gab-
Wuzzup?

Ivy-
Who are you? Why are you here?

Gab-
Wo, we come in peace.

Ivy-
I’m sorry…it’s just…well, I am Ivy.

Gab-
Gabby and Hanlon, sis boom bro, down and out from Ohio, and we got lost, so Mamba let us lax.

Han-
Are you interested in the horticulture of perennial predators?

Ivy-
I like weeds, if that’s your meaning.

Gab-
He don’t know his meaning cuz he talks over his own head. You know the type.

Ivy-
I like the type.

Gab-
So, you got some lucky livin here – no schools, no rules, no stepmom ridicules. It’s like Tween Eden.

Ivy-
There’s pain you can’t perceive.

Gab-
Now that I can’t believe.

Ivy-
In every coosh environment


Live danger and dement.


The soil’s rich with blood.

Mamba-
Now, now, my Ivy, do not stray


From tempting welcome, else you’ll pay.

Gab-
What’s there to scare in this resort


Except my stay be way too short?

Ivy-
This soil is soakt in breathing gore,


The spillage of cruel history,


And if you dig, it will uproar


To show you all none wish to see.


The soil’s rich with blood!

Mam-
This is not cordial, Ivy dear.


Be careful, now. I’ve fire near.

Han-
The soil’s rich with blood? But why?


Was someone hurt? Did someone die?

Ivy-
Native tribes on famine fed,


Desperate slaves by hounds deflowered,


The civil soldiers southern bred,


And witches flame devoured.
 
The soil’s rich with blood!

Gab-
Sounds like my dreams undone.

Mam-
Ivy, darling, one last change;

You be good or I burn your hands!

Han-
The past is bloody everywhere,


But is there something near to fear?

Chorus-
This soil is soakt in breathing gore,


The spillage of cruel history,


And if you dig, it will uproar


To show you all none wish to see:


The soil drips with blood!

Mamba-
You have been warned, so must I wrench

That part of me alone you sense.


Feel the fire!

Mamba puts her hands in the fire.

Han-
What’s hurting you? O let me see.

Ivy-
It is my hands, and yet it’s not.

Han-
If you need help, then hold to me.

Ivy-
Another’s touch I had forgot.

Enter Mamba, Little Wing, Mazy and Laborius.

Mam-
Ivy, my darling, what happened?

Gab-
She said it’s her hands

LW-
Her hands are in her head.

Mam-
Take them to their rooms.

LW, Mazy, Gabby and Hanlon exit.

Lab-
I sense someone’s been slandering


To whom she should be pandering.

Mam-
Why you wanna make me hurt you, Ivy?


Why you wanna push my hand?


Painin you, girl, is a pain to me.


Ain’t I bear your brand?


All ya gotta do is do my due,


Sayin say it like I say say,


But if you gonna burn my trust in you,


That’s a flame that two can spray.

Lab-
Remember all we’ve handed you,


Asylum, family, endless life,


Yet in exchange we simply ask


You paint your home as paradise.

Ivy-
I owe you all, yet you to me


Owe kindred honesty.


So tell me you won’t butcher them


But let them wholesome be.

Mamba-
Butcher? No! I want to love them.

Ivy-
You want to love which part of them?

Mamba-
Go on, Ivy, itch my bitch!


Then we’ll see who’s cast the witch!

Ivy-
How lost am I in riddling will


When those who saved me urge me kill!

Lab-
You are the dearest of our brood,


So be a dear and drop the mood.

Ivy-
You rescued me from scorching harm


One cruel, recurring day,


And tho this deed my peace disarm,


That debt I must repay.

Ivy exits.

Lab-
She’s a good girl.

Mamba-
Like our own might have been.

Lab-
Please, Eleanor, let go the past.

Mam-
Let go Roanoke? Let go starvation? Let go slaughter? Let go what you did to our daughter? Make me greedy for the present and I’ll let go the past.

Lab-
Gabby and Hanlon are exquisite donor stock.

Mamba-
Too bad I’m every cell a Camelot.

Lab-
Yet even Camelot needs spring repairs.

Mamba-
O no! We must fix the steps before we climb the stairs!


I’ve got such kinks and pings and clunks and jolts


I feel like a bouncing bag of bolts!


Ivy’s hands ache at the slightest sign of rain;


When I’m angry, Mazy’s eyes cross and twitch;


Little Wing’s heart burns and breaks twice a day;


And Silas’s intestines are the pits.


Yet you would stitch more patches in my quilt?


No transplants til you fix my chronic wilt.

Lab-
Heal the brain and you heal the body.

Mamba-
Heal the brain? Are you calling me crazy?

Lab-
I mean this in all flattery, Mambina,


But your astute is less acute of late,


I mean your cogito’s less cognita,


Your intellect, I mean, is less innate,


All of which, of course, enhances your brilliance


By making you more subtle than yourself,


In this Hanlon I behold a chance


Once we verify his mental health


To furnish you a mind of minds the most,


For he’s a brain as big as mine, almost.

Both-
For he’s a brain as big as mine almost.

Mamba-
I see, tho senile, this transplantivity,


But what in Gabby do you see in me?

Lab-
Our dream has ever been to have a child


To replace the one we sadly lost,


Yet your birthing organs are, well, sterile,


Covered oe’r with a miasmal moss,


But Gabby’s such a clutch of eggs pristine


And a freshly fecund hatching sack,


If we can boozle her to my machine


To there her fertile features body-jack,


Then we for every barren year we’ve born


Shall bear our love in its forever form.

Both-
Shall bear our love in its forever form.

Mamba-
But if I had his brain, would I still be me?

Lab-
Your spinal stem retains your authenticity.

Mamba-
But if I had her eggs, whose babies will they be?

Lab-
I’ll fix it all thru my genetic alchemy!

Both-
First we’ll firm them up, then farm their freshest parts –


His brain will reign in every competition!


Her womb will boom a million little farts!


We are the world! We are the children!

They exit.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 2. Silas is digging graves.

Enter Mazy.

Mazy-
Silas!

Silas-
Over here, Mazy.

Mazy-
You’re expected at the Moonshine Maternalia.

Silas-
Well, I can’t think of anything I’d rather do after a day of hard labor than relive my death and repledge my love to my enslaver.

Mazy-
Without Mamba, you’d be in the dirt you dig.

Silas-
Without Mamba, you could see the light.

Mazy-
I may be blind, but at least I got the guts to be gracious.

Mazy exits. Enter Gabby in her room and Hanlon in his. Silas is singing.

Silas-
O daily they die, so daily we dig:

I feed them to worms to keep them from pigs

O had they the luck of life as I did

Least then thru their death another might live.

Gab-
Hanlon looked in love,

And with a mind so martyred 

To moxo bad religion

She disst this Disneywild

That I’d not leave for limelight!

Silas sees her.

Silas-
What is this? A girl, undissected?

Gab-
And tho I miss my daddy so

If he desires my credit

Why wed that step-bitch parasite?

By grieving me as if I’m lost

He’ll love me more, and she’ll get tossed.

Silas- 
O would I had the courage to approach her!

Enter Ivy.

Ivy-
Here the gentle stranger that toucht who cannot touch.

Han-
Such a terrible omen from such a beautiful girl.

Ivy-
Why does Mamba crave him stay? Perhaps it’s nothing more than what I myself desire – to daily see, to know, to touch a living, loving soul.

Han-
I must get home, and maybe she’ll come too.

Ivy-
O endless torture to embrace the dream you cannot keep!

Gabby sees Silas.

Gab-
Howdy, farmboy.

Silas-
Must do chores.

Gab-
Can I help? I’m spry with a shovel, tho I ain’t no ho.

Silas-
Must do chores.

Gab-
Why so grim? I don’t scare you, do I?

Silas-
Must do chores.

Ivy-
I want to thank you, Hanlon, for your help.

Han-
Ivy! I was just…how’s your hands?

Ivy-
I feel nothing.

Han-
Can I ask you a question?

Ivy-
If you’ll accept evasion.

Han-
What were you warning of?

Ivy-
That was nothing. We like it here so awful much, we’re just scared to share.

Han-
I’d love to see what you love so awful much.

Gab-
Why don’t we two go walking in the wood,


You’ll tell me bout you, I’ll tell you bout me,


Then once we feel all misunderstood,


I’ll tell you bout you, you’ll tell me bout me.

Silas-
We two cannot go walking in the wood,


For freedom loiters there, and I’m not free,


Trapped in this lethal livelihood


My will bereft by my will to be.

Gab-
What secret do these timid puzzles hide?


If you’re in trouble, trouble me a clue.


Cuz less all sense, tho wisest force defy,


I’d risk the jungle grief to ravish you.

Silas-
We two are tied, yet wonder not the knot.


By seeking secrets, we to secrets grow.


Let silence be our song, for if I thought


That you could stand it, I would scream my soul.

Gab-
Am I wrong wanting all to be so right?

Silas-
How show love if I fear to show my life?

Both-
My urge so found, why am I now so lost?


Why must I pain whose passion I so crave?


Can want so warm spread such a frost?


Must my desire its cause deprave?

Silas-
At midnight run, but shun the western wood.

Gab-
At midnight? Why? What’s in the wood?

Silas-
At midnight run, but shun the western wood.

They exit.

Han-
I will confess some stress at Mamba’s tilt,


An inkling of affliction in the fun,


And to my father’s fret an equal guilt,


But at your word I’d run the road to ruin.

Ivy-
You must escape your worry of this wild.


Feel the icy pall of suspicious ways.


Flee to your father, prove yourself a child.


My word says run like mad for me and stay.

Han-
Tho newborn somewhat to this private myth,

I sense some tremor in your calm command;

Is it fear? Is it love? O what is this?

Just let me touch you, Ivy, hand-to-hand.

Ivy-
These tremors are the buzz of ecstasy,


So let us hold the charge, that once we touch,


The surge, released of such expectancy,


Fuels our love ever with its over-much.

Han-
Why won’t she touch me? Is it shy or spite?

Ivy-
My love aloof conforms a hateful vice.

Both-
My love so found, why am I now so lost?


Why must I pain whose passion I so crave?


Can want so warm spread such a frost?


Must my desire its cause deprave?

Han-
Sweet Ivy, why do you resist?


Do you not love me as I you?

Ivy-
I love you more, so am remiss


In letting you love less than you.

Han-
I’d thought to leave, now think to stay.


Give me your hand, you have my word.

Ivy-
So let me then myself betray


And show what loss to love assures.

She shows her stubs.

Ivy-
You cannot love me now, so go.

Han-
How did this happen?

Ivy-
Things got out of hand.

Han-
My feelings will allow no feign;


I seem to lose my hands the same.

Ivy-
You mock me? Go!

Han-
Ivy, can you hear without your hands?


O how can I leave


What love holds me to?


O how can I go


If going from you?


I learn how to feel


By sharing your scope.


I’ll hold to your loss,


You’ll hold to my hope.


The less you have, the more I’ll share;


The less you can, the more I care.


Your absence my abundance,


Your suffering my seduction,


Your flaws alluring elegance,


For love subverts sensation.


Our whims are groping,


Our needs caressing,


Our souls are stroking,


Our dreams intertwining,


Hopes to hopes are hopeless holding.


Thru love, our spirits sensuous,


For we are a transcendental touch.

Enter Mazy.

Mazy-
Ivy!

Ivy-
Little Wing?

Mazy-
Tonight’s the Maternalia.

Ivy-
Yes, sir.

She exits.

Han-
The Maternalia?

Ivy-
Mamba Slang for sleep.

Han-
You’re not sleeping here?

Ivy-
Well, now, times have changed.

Han-
Times have changed?

Ivy-
Everything has changed.

Han-
I cannot be away from you!

Ivy-
We are a transcendental touch.

She exits. 

Han-
Super Nerd, I’m Super Nerd,


Hero Dude of the Underworld!


I got it, yo, I got it, word,


Cuz now I got the girl!

Enter Gabby.

Gab-
Hanlon, come with me.

Han-
Gabby, I’m in love!

Gab-
Me too. Let’s go!

Han-
Go where?

Gab-
Into the western wood.

Han-
Sorry, but I ain’t movin til my lover girl gets back.

Gab-
Your lover girl?

Han-
Ivy. I wooed her in song. We are a transcendental touch.

Gab-
I thought this place gave you the creeps.

Han-
I’m growing to like the creeps.

Gab-
And what about dad?

Han-
Who’s the daddy now?

Gab-
Hanlon, snap this trap! We must be in the woods at midnight!

They exit.

Act 1, Phase 3, Scene 1. In the woods. Mamba’s Moonshine Maternalia. Enter Mamba, Laborius, and children. Gabby and Hanlon enter during song.

Born to brutal beating

Bred into the blood,

All by birth bequeathing pathologia.

Share and be one!

Children craving laving

Of morphotic mud,

Come to Mamba’s Moonshine Maternalia.

Share and be one!

Our bodies we braid,

All one interlaid,

That death be dismayed,

For living is giving to Mamba.

Mamba-
O welcome, my sad and suffering chills,


To Mamba’s Moonshine Maternalia,


Where each full moon you live the horrid death

Whence I, thru my great love, delivered you!

All-
Share and be one.

LW-
Hatcht was I from out the egg Algonquia,


Dreamcatcher ‘buv my birchbark nest


Granting fair abundance, til Jamestown

Brought corn-wars to the delta and my people;

Then my starving tribe left me there to die


Til O did you descend for my deliverance!

Mamba-
I’ll give you your life if you give me your heart.

LW-
Who would not happy from one part depart


To ever live in loving, nurtured wealth?


Now I take heart in mother’s health.

Mamba-
Your mother loves you for your sacrifice.

All-
Share and be one.

Mazy-
A kitchen slave in Mississippi sludge,


Sold from my family off the block,


By day I cookt my lady’s sumptuous meals,


By night I took my massa’s brutal lust,


Shrouded in the sheets of pleasure’s nightly death,


Til O did you descend for my deliverance!

Mam-
I’ll give you your life if you give me your eyes.

Mazy-
What had I seen ‘cept terror tween my thighs?

Eternal fire for one tiny spark?


Blinded by lust, I love the dark.

Mam-
Your mother sees you thru your sacrifice.

All-
Share and be one.

Silas-
Sent before my beard, face-first at battle’s blade,


No waver in the war between the states,


For southern man I marcht my boyhood north


Where Van Cleve droppt me bloody down Stones River,


All belly up with grapeshot spittin wine,


Til O did you descend for my deliverance!

Mam-
I’ll give you your life if you give me your guts.

Silas-
What’s courage but the slag of leaden flux?

Bleed to death, or ever break the briar?


All is due to my doom’s defier.

Mam-
Your mother’s braver for your sacrifice.

Ivy-
Furtive midst the Smoky Mountain mists


I weft my passion to a clover skirt


And brewed my dreamy chatter with the winds


In mystic revelry, til my own father,


Screaming “evil witch!” hew me to the stake,


Then O did you descend for my deliverance!

Mamba-
I’ll give you your life if you give me your hands.

Ivy-
Desire hid within such harsh demand.

To die by flame or burn with life distraught?

Now I but grasp at all I’ve lost!

Mamba-
Your mother holds you in your sacrifice.

All-
Share and be one.

Hanlon jumps out.

Han-
Ivy, I will free you!

Gab-
Hanlon, no! We must escape!

Han-
But Ivy!

Gab-
She’s a droid!

Han-
O vicious love!

They run.

Mam-
At Mamba’s call


My hoodoos follow!


Arise you ghosts


Of Chopping Block Hollow!

Hanlon and Gabby run into the woods. Ghosts begin to rise. There is ululating, ruckus, and glimmer.

Ghosts-
In Mamba’s thrall


We wander the wood.


Snatch up the chills


And turn them to food! 

Nut-
Fetches, frenzy! Orbs, aflux!


Phantoms, goonys, haruspex!


Haunt the boons of Ol’ Nut Knox


Who lies on graves, leaps up, and wacks


Hanging heads off with his ax!

Nut Knox says the name of each ghost(s) as they enter.

Enter Stephen Bishop.

SB-
Fo’ me, chills, down Mammoth Cave.


Don’t fret none. I’s that smily slave


Who, hand his freedom, yawpt ‘How, no!’


My life’s for leadin tours below!

Enter Martin Stone.

MS-
Go down there, you go nowhere,


And you will starve on rancid air,


But follow my fiddle,


Shake to my wiggle,


Rattle your bones


To the catgut jiggle


Of Martin Stone,


The rattlesnake charmer,


And you’ll be home


In time for dinner!

Enter Mandy Tree.

MT-
But whose dinner, Martin Stone?


Hanlon Stew with Gabby pone?


Come, my sprouts, and upward shim


To nestle in my leavy limbs.

Enter the Lovers of Hotrod Haven.

LHH-
Wake! Brake! Rake! O don’t you see?


You’re set to crash into that tree!


It bears the face of Mandy,


Shot dead for stealin mulberries,


And when you’re up, she’ll chuck you down,


Your rot to mulch her rooting ground!


Stop! Yield! Slow! Caution!


Hear the teens of Hotrod Haven!

Enter Nut Knox.

Nut-
Boo! You got by Ol’ Nut Knox!


Who cuts the doodle outta cocks,


The ego outta maniacs,


And cures the headache with his ax!

Enter Wampas Cat (a woman in a mask)

WC-
The hoodoo took my warrior man!


The shaman says, put on this mask,


And catch that hoodoo off his guard.


If he sees you first, he’ll run away,


And so he did, but I spookt so hard


This awful scream is here to stay!


Wampas Cat! Wampas Cat!


I’m the shriek in the shadows!


Wampas Cat! Wampas Cat!


I’m the shape in the tremolos!

Enter Carl Pruitt, the Chain Murderer.

CP-
I find my wife in bed with a rat,


So I chokes em both with a chain, like that!


Then they hang me, yet I live


A link in love’s unchained revenge!

Enter Rowena of Rotherwood.

Row-
Shh! Can you hear them crying?


Spitting out their song of dying?


Hear my babies on the hill


Balling at the hands that kill?


Is anything sadder, O?


Can I be madder? No!

Enter the Girl Who Danced Herself To Death.

Girl-
O I could dance


Til the sun’s my man.


I could dance


Til the moon’s my pet.


And so I did, and so I died.


Come, lead my legs!


Come, hold my neck!

Enter Sam Houston.

SH-
Help me, I beg ya, shake this demon!


He drives me to drink! He tickles my trigger!


Sam Houston was a massive man,


But his gol-dammed demon was bigger!

Enter Bell Witch.

BW-
Ding, dong, here comes the Bell Witch!


The boiling water spills!


Grandpa swallows all his pills!


Dead flies fill the window sills!


It’s the Bell Witch! It’s the Bell Witch!


The TV comes on by itself!


Plates crash off a sturdy shelf!


A grin appears on the plastic elf!


It’s the Bell Witch! It’s the Bell Witch!


The heater’s turned up way too high!


Did baby always have one green eye?


There’s a pig tooth in my cherry pie!


It’s the Bell Witch! It’s the Bell Witch!


Why do you think your insides itch?

Enter Nut Knox.

Nut-
Be real a-feard a Ol’ Nut Knox


Who spooks the chunky outta rocks,


The prickle outta sticklebacks!


Go back to Mamba, or get wackt!

Mamba-
Let’s see how badly they want to go home!

Mamba conjures a flashback. Enter Gabby and Hanlon and they see their father.

Father-
O no! I forgot the food. Be right back.

Gab-
Dad!

Han-
Help!

Enter Stepmother.

Step-
Are they far enough away that you’re certain they’ll get lost?

Father-
We walkt so far, they’ll never find their way home.

Step-
O, baby! We are free!

Gab-
Dad?

Han-
Can’t you hear us?

Dad-
I’m not wrong for doing this, am I, sugar?

Step-
Now you listen to me, candy daddy. Those kids were nuthin but trouble. Gabby ain’t but a street-nasty, back-talkin, uppity little slut, and Hanlon, well, his normalcy ain’t normal.

Dad-
But don’t I owe em better as their father?

Step-
Owe them? They owe you! Only one thing more expensive than a kid, and that’s two kids. All you owe them is the kindness of this cruelty, cuz that’s how kids grow up – the hard way or the wrong way.

Dad-
What you say we give em one last chance?

Step-
What you say we give me my first chance? I ain’t married you to rear some other bitch’s litter. We got plans, don’t we? Vegas, corvette, condo? So, you choose, bruiser. Keep your kids or get your kicks.

Dad-
Let’s roll!

The Flashback Box turns off.

Gab/Han-
No!

Mamba-
No, no, no, no!


Your daddy swappt you for a ho!

Han-
That never happened!

Gab-
Yes it did.

Lab-
Welcome them into our fold!

All sing.

Ivy-
Stay, my love, and share my life.

Silas-
Stay, my girl, and ease your strife.

Ivy/Silas-
All is well when we’re together.


Here we may be bound forever.


Live with us.

Mam-
Of these horrors clear your mind.

Lab-
Live with us and loving thrive!

Mam/Lab-
Your father is cruel, but we are kind.


Your mother is dead, but here revived!


Live with us.

All-
Come and be our sister and brother.


Come and live in our home.


Come and love our father and mother.


O be no more alone!

Gab/Han-
Father, why did you go away?


For your new life, must we now die?


Lost if we go, lost if we stay.


We are lost, we are lost. O why O why?

All exit.

Act 2, Phase, 4, Scene 1. Inside Mamba’s house. Hanlon is studying, Gabby is exercising. The White Fawn enters to the side.

Han-
I cannot read another fact!

Gab-
I cannot squat another squat!

Han-
Maybe we should try and break free.

Gab-
How? The doors are lockt, Little Wing and Mazy are always oogling us, and the woods are filled with hoodoos!

Han-
Maybe Ivy will help us.

Gab-
Ivy’s the head hoodoo!

Han-
Maybe dad will find us.

Gab-
Dad abandoned us!

Han-
That was a hoax.

WF-
O cry not so!

Gab-
Brother, you are dripping with denial! You wouldn’t know abuse if it hit you with your own severed foot. Ain’t you heard me getting woopt? Ain’t you heard the endless fights? Ain’t you felt the breath upon your neck? That Flashback was but a trailer to our daily torture.

Han-
I’ve seen and felt and heard so much I’m blind and deaf and numb.

White Fawn-
New days shall dawn, tho now is night,


How harsh the storm, so bright the bow,


Tho life is dark, my love is light,


And we shall be as one, O cry not so.
Gab-
The White Fawn!

Han-
She warned us not to go!

Gab-
Help!

Han-
What is Mamba planning for us?

Gab-
She’s got me exercising, downing fertility pills, and eating organic!

Han-
She’s got me memorizing, solving mensa puzzles, and slugging serotonin shakes!

Gab-
Does it mean what we think?

Han-
She wouldn’t do that, would she?

Gab-
How can we escape?

WF-
If Mamba’s crime were known, her charm would finally fade.

Gab-
Crime?

Han-
Which crime?

Gab-
Tell us what to do!

WF-
O cry not so, but loving know


That I am here, your grief to ease,


Your peace to sing, so cry not so,


For ask of love, you shall receive.

All-
O cry not so, O cry not so.

Enter Mamba and snares the White Fawn.

Mam-
Ha! Tonight we feast on vermin stew!

Both-
Let her go!

Mam-
Yeah, I’ll let her go - down my gullet!

Han-
Why are you so cruel?

Mam-
Your step-mother’s cruel. I’m just complicated.

Gab-
Tell us what you’re going to do.

Han-
Or we’ll kill ourselves!

Mamba-
Kill yourselves? But why?

Gab-
To avoid your cruelty.

Mamba-
My cruelty? Poor children. Do I scare you?

Han-
Well, sorta.

Mamba-
Come and sit on my lap and I’ll allay all your fears.

They sit with her.

Mamba-
You know, children, your mother loves you beyond reason, but in case you hadn’t noticed, she’s getting older. Her beauty hasn’t faded as much as it has blurred. Her mind is still quite sharp, though there’s things it just can’t cut. And, most importantly, your mother is childless. Now who can watch their mother suffer and not suffer themselves? But do not fret. Your mother is here to end her suffering, and, by extension, yours. Now, as for my blurred beauty, it already clears, for its clouds burn away before the sun of your adoring eyes. For my mind, I mean to borrow yours, my smart little boy, and I will repay you by thinking of you always. Lastly, for my sterility, the answer is quite simple, for I’ve the prettiest, healthiest daughter in all of Tennessucky, and I’ll be removing her reproductive organs and placing them in my abdominal cavity where they’ll get right to work making lots of precious replicas of me. Now, before you say how cruel I am, consider this, my children. First, you owe your life to your mother, so think it a bargain that all she asks in payment is a portion of your debt. Second, tho mother takes, she also gives, for, thanks to Laborius and his gadgets, you will be preserved in a state of endless youth; enslaved, yes, but also saved; mutilated, yes, but also immortal; dead, yes, but very much alive. And finally, who suffers more than mothers? Who has been more abused, more neglected, or more taken for granted than mothers? Is it not, perhaps, the greatest gesture of justice that a mother might receive life from her children? That for her sacrifice, spawning back billions of years, she might be given slight reparation? Is this not, in fact, what separates humans from animals, that we recognize the rights of mothers? O how proud I am of you for giving yourselves to me! So be happy, for your loving mother will always carry inside her a piece of you, drawing you back to your place of creation, rebirthing you endlessly.

Gab-
Nicely said, but you’re not my mother!

Han-
You are wrong.

Mamba-
To your rooms!

Gabby and Hanlon exit.

Mam-
Sometimes my soul uprears


And glowers down on me,


Then in terrible echo it jeers,


You are wrong!


Storming its supercell


Into my mocking haranguer.


Stirring atrocity


Up from the dust of my languor.


Crashing morbidity


Charged with my cyclonic anger.


You are wrong!


So I turn to my soul


And glower back at her,


Then in echo more awful I growl,


You are wrong!


My immortality


Is my most natural craving.


So may I guiltlessly


Practice my rampant enslaving.


Others must die for me


Only as life is depraving.


You are wrong!


Soon they’ll be


A part of me.

Mamba exits, dragging the fawn with her.

Scene 7. Laborius in his laboratory. 

Lab-
Super Doc, I’m Super Doc,


The Wizard of Biology,


Ether, glands, electric shock,


With these I craft eternity!
Enter Hanlon.

Han-
May I ask what you are doing, Doctor?

Lab-
Why are you here?

Han-
My chore’s to mop the lab.

Lab-
So flop your mop, don’t flap your lips!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
Are you interested in matters medicinal?

Han-
It was my life-long objective to be a physician when I reached maturity, but now that I’m to be pickled in a state of perpetual adolescence and sequestered away from my culture’s educational institutions, my dreams seem like random clippings from maudlin post-mortem news reports on the hobbies and ambitions of some abducted, mutilated infant.

Lab-
Mop!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
If you are truly curious, I might mentor you. To teach a child without a brain is the sign of a great teacher. 

Han-
Perhaps an explanation of this anatomical impossibility could be my first lesson?

Lab-
I shall never share my secrets!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
What I do, you see, is frobulize your ganglio-somes into cyto-ambions, then I retro-fage your lipo-plasms until the connective globules secrete phraxi-laxis, and I conclude by epi-golgi-normalizing your thymo-vacuoles for pero-thelio-transformatonic micro-morphing. Understand?

Han-
So I am frozen in a state of mindless puberty.

Lab-
Who isn’t? You’re supposed to laugh.

Han-
Sorry. Someone must have stolen my funny bone.

Lab-
Mop!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
Such procedures are necessary to keep Mamba alive, for she and I are very old… and she can be quite vain.

Han-
What keeps you alive?
Lab-
I grow my replacement parts thru psycho-bio-geno-physics, but Mamba, well, she's into attachment parenting.

Han-
And you’re into detachment parenting.

Lab-
Mop!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
Have you ever heard of the Lost Colony of Roanoke?

Han-
Do you mean the first English settlement in the Western Hemisphere on Roanoke Island that was founded in 1587 by several hundred pioneers who, when visited a year later, had disappeared without a trace save for the mysterious phrase “Croatoan” etched into an oak, leading historians to believe that Powhatan had attacked and killed everyone?

Lab-
Yes, that is what I mean.

Han-
I have a vague knowledge of such a place, but what is its relevance to the ethics of dissecting innocent children?

Lab-
The relevance is that two settlers are said to have escaped the slaughter – Eleanor and Ananias Dare – and headed into the Western Wood, where Eleanor gave birth to the first old-world life born in the new-world, but, sadly, the first to come was the first to go, as the child died shortly thereafter.

Han-
You’ve lost me.

Lab-
Such an experience would be very scarring, don’t you think?

Han-
No more scarring than having your brain yanked out.

Lab-
Mop!

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
Call me dad.

Han-
Yes, doctor.

Lab-
Mop!

Han-
Dad?

Lab-
Yes?

Han-
I think I understand the story now.

Enter Mamba with the White Fawn.

Mamba-
Whatever you two are talking about, it better be good for his brain!

Han-
Father, by example, taught me how to hate myself, and when I’m in your head, you will see how well I learned my lesson.

Mamba-
Go to your room!

Hanlon exits.

Mamba-
Look at what I caught for supper!

Lab-
The White Fawn!

Mamba-
You know this pest?

Lab-
She tried to lure the children away from me.

Mamba-
So she could eat them!

Lab-
Darling, please.

Mamba-
I can spot a child-killer from a smile away.

Lab-
Yes, about that, dear.

Mamba-
About you?

Lab-
About the taking of Hanlon’s brain.

Mamba-
Are you calling me a child-killer?

Lab-
You? Why, no.

Mamba-
You see what you be.

Lab-
I tried, Eleanor.

Mamba-
Ananias, you failed.

Lab-
You have mentioned that.

Mamba-
I mother; you murder!

Mamba exits.

Lab-
O I’m drowning in doubt!


How can I be so cruel?


Innocent voices in agony shout,


You are wrong!


Nothing is clear to me


Save for my blinding confusion.

Fawn-
Look to me!

Lab-
Spawning absurdity


From my insane devolution.

Fawn-
Let them go!

Lab-
How have I come to be


Living off moral pollution?

Fawn-
Now you can do what is right! 

Lab-
You are wrong!

Fawn-
Find your compassion.

Lab-
Am I wrong?

Fawn-
Free the children.

Lab-
O be gone!

He lets the White Fawn go. All exit.

Act 2, Phase 4, Scene 3. The children are working in the yard.

Ivy-
I can’t go on!

Mazy-
What’s wrong with you?

Ivy-
O Mazy, look inside and you will see!


Soon, two hopeless innocents,


Held by hate against their hopes,


Our friends, Gabby and Hanlon,


Like us so savaged by their folks,


Will enter our regressive, cribrous state,


And had I hands, I’d pluck them from their fate.

LW-
They chose to stay, so they can do their part.

Ivy-
O Little Wing, do not be so heartless!


We must not let them suffer,


Carved and chilled against their wills,


Belittlement and torture,


By she who loves but what she kills,


For we’re the very violence we lament


When others feel a pain we could prevent.

Silas-
She borrows little for eternal life.

Ivy-
O Silas, have some guts and say you care!


How could you feel for Gabby


Yet placidly accept


That Mamba force her cruelly


Into her sick maternal debt?


Unless you secretly desire her pain


To pacify your own self-disdain.

Silas-
What good is care unless you care to act,


And I am much too hollowed out for that.

Ivy-
Support me, then, and I will take the lead.

LW-
The lead in what?

Ivy-
In setting Hanlon and Gabby free.

Mazy-
Over Mamba’s dead body.

Ivy-
So let it be.

Silas-
As Mamba’s said a million times,


Her death will instigate our demise.

Ivy-
Yet dying for what’s right we truly live!

Mazy-
This is not allowed.

LW-
Stop, or I will tell.

Mazy-
Mamba will save them as she saved us.

LW-
Their pain is not our problem.

Mazy-
We could use the help around the house.

LW-
Mamba needs what they have.

Mazy-
And we need Mamba.

Ivy-
When love is selfish, love destroys.


When love is selfless, love enjoys.

Enter Mamba.

Mamba-
Why ain’t this yard work done?

Ivy-
This yard work is hard work.

Mamba-
You think you know hard?

All-
No, Mamba.

Mamba-
You think you know starvin’?

All-
No, Mamba.

Mamba-
You think you know suff’rin’?

All-
No, Mamba.

Mamba-
Then you don’t know nuthin,


So let me learn ya sumthin.


When your dear mama come


From far across the sea


To the Isle of Roanoke


In the land called Virginny,


This scared, old world

Was a fearsome wilderness


And we toiled til we took


That holiday called Death!


O Roanoke!


O Roanoke!


The fire in my belly


Just went up in smoke!


We planted, built, and prayed


Until the natives struck


And settled all these settlers


Into a bloody muck,


Cept me and Ananias


Who, ‘fore we fled in fear,


Scratcht one word upon an oak


As a slaughter souvenir –


Croatoan!


Croatoan!


Hear the horrid war cry


Of wild Powhatan!


Chorus:


And I was with child, the first foreign soul


Born in this rich and deadly western wood,


But the first to come was alas the first to go.


Could you take that? No, I don’t think you could!


So next time you thinkin’


The life you got is hard,


Think on Roanoke


And be thankful you ain’t thar!


And when things at their worst


Take comfort in your screams,


Cuz between life and death


There ain’t no in-between!


Lost Colony!


Lost Colony!


Only silence knows


The life you took from me!

Mamba-
Now, go wash up and don your Sunday best,


Then bring our guests into the laboratory


So we can perform the somber service


Of welcoming them into our family.

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 1. Hanlon is alone in his room. Gabby is alone in hers.

Han-
Before her, what was I?


Doing what all do,


Learning, never yearning,


Gaining truth, but no tooth.

But then she comes along


And thrills me with her wow


Of private blooming wish,


From nothing O so much!

Gab-
I’ll never ever heed


The sweet-talk of a guy


Or should I say a ghost


With no sparkle in his eye!

I followed love, and look!


My organs are on ice!


Life is cruel enough


Without love actin’ nice.

Han-
O where are you, Ivy?

Gab-
O where are you, Si?

Han-
O how could you forget?

Gab-
Was your love just a lie? 

Han-
A transcendental touch?

Gab-
I thought you good and wise.

Han-
Nothing from so much?

Gab-
And now I’m due to die.

Han/Gab-
I am lost.


Lost in my life.


Lost from you.


Lost in your love.

Enter Ivy to one side, Silas to another.

Ivy-
Because I cannot free my love

I must convince him stay

By promising I wish it

For him, I me betray.

Silas-
I’ll tell her that I will not die

If Mamba is defeated

She’ll gain her life through one small lie

And losing love, I’ll keep it.

Ivy-
O how can I kill who gives me his life?

Silas-
O where is the yearning I felt yesterday?

Han-
Has my love lain me under the knife?

Gab-
Are feelings but fungus to grow in decay?

Ivy-
Might I entice him to relish his fate?

Silas-
O let me have courage and say that I care!

Han-
Can love so certain convert into hate?

Gab-
Can something so something just fizzle to air?

Ivy-
In my death I’ll erase his every dismay!

Han-
So reborn so fresh, now so dead so soon!

Silas-
She is the yearning I felt yesterday!

Gab-
Does love ever last longer than a tune?

Ivy-
O Hanlon, hold me!

Han-
Ivy, where’ve you been?

Ivy-
Mamba forbid me to see you,


But now that you’re to live with us for good,


We’ll never be apart. Aren’t you happy?

Han-
Happy? My skull is about to be shuckt


Clean as the shell of a coon-suckt crawdad


And all my rare identity refit


Into the hollow head of my tormentor


That my own smarts are used to outsmart me.


But worst of all, my girl is a ghoul!

Ah! I’m losing my mind!

Ivy-
But gaining my love.

Han-
When is it happening?

Ivy-
Tonight.

Han-
Tonight?

Ivy-
Our night!

Han-
Help!

Enter Silas.

Silas-
Gabby, listen closely!

Gabby-
What, does Mamba mean to take my ears?

Silas-
I mean to murder her and save us all.

Gab-
Now I hear you. What’s the plan?

Silas-
When you are led into the lab, I will grab the scalpel from Laborius and slit Mamba’s throat. Once she’s dead, we can go free.

Gab-
And once we’re free, we can go to California!

Ivy-
Don’t you want to be with me forever?

Han-
It won’t be me, but me devoid of me,


Cuz, like I’m soon to be, you’re just a ghost


Controlled by some organ-snatching pseudo-mom!

Ivy-
Touch me, love, and tell me I’m a ghost.

Han-
I still have my brain and I’m confused!

Ivy-
So leave, but you’ll go in loops as long as Mamba lives.

Han-
O why did you not tell me this til now?


Sweet Ivy! I will kill her with my hands,


Reclaim your own from her quilty corpse,


And then I’ll become a master surgeon,


Who, in a highly televised event,


Resews his lover’s feeling digits on,


Then, in a flash of world-wide suspense,


Your fingers will in stumbling motion fumble


To receive the ring of your maskt hero!


O my cuddling Ivy!

Ivy-
Now you’re happy?

Han-
No! Now I’m angry! Show me to that witch!


Super Nerd’s rock to get his woop-dog kickin!

Ivy-
Savor your joy, for when she dies, I die too.

Han-
Honey, that’s some pretty huge small print.

Ivy-
She not only holds us, but she heats us;


Once she’s out, we feel the chill she spared us.

Han-
My only out is suicide or murder?


Lose the self I live or the self I love?

Ivy-
They are the same, for what do we live for


Save the self that our love informs us of?

Han-
Yet ever to be lacking who I am?

Ivy-
O ever to be having who I am!

Han-
We’ll be here together?

Ivy-
Young in love forever!

Enter Mazy and Little Wing.

Both -
It’s transplantation time!

Ivy-
Too long denied my holding


For fear of loss or scolding,


I now to love am grasping,


And O the wondrous feeling!


O I’ll hold him


And enfold him


And then I’ll let him go.


Did I harm him


To encharm him?


O say it is not so!


Triumphant in my selfless self-conceit


Like you, mother, I am at last complete.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 2. The laboratory. Mamba, Laborius.

Mam-
Ever new, ever free,


Ever you, ever me,


Ever young, ever hot!


Ever wrong? Ever not!

Enter Hanlon led by Little Wing, and Silas.

Han-
Caveat abductor! My mind’s not all it’s crackt up to be.

Mam-
Well mine’s all crackt up, so anything’s improvement.

Han-
I lost the school spelling bee.

Mamba-
On what word?

Han-
Kakoraphiophobia.

Mam-
What’s that?

Han-
Fear of losing.

Mam-
I’m more concerned with casting spells than winning spelling bees.

Han-
I bark when I’m nervous.

Mamba-
Is that a brain thing?

Han-
We’ll soon find out, won’t we, Rover?

Enter Gabby led by Mazy, and Ivy.

Mamba-
Ha! Enter my uterus!

Han-
Let her go and you can have mine!

Gab-
Don’t worry, Hanlon. We’ll be together, sis boom bro.

Han-
I’d do it, you know, if I could.

Gab-
I know.

Mam-
Insert my improved baby sack,


Plug in my central computer.


I’m a juvenomaniac!


Gimme Gabby, I’ll gut her!


A buzzing brain, offspring galore,


Mamba’s the one who could ask for more!


Thank you, my chills, thank you. 


Let’s do it!


Snip, snag, switch, stitch, 


And skiddoo it!

The White Fawn appears. L is distracted. S tries to grab L’s scalpel, but he has no guts. 

Silas-
I cannot do what I desire. 

Gab-
(grabbing the scalpel) Gimme granny, and I’ll gut her.

Han-
Gabby, no! If she dies, they die too.

Gab-
Silas, is this true?

Silas-
Yes, but I am willing to die. Who is with me?

Ivy-
I am with you.

Mam-
I’ll get you for this, you ungrateful brats. 


Arise you spunks of evil play


And save me from the chills that splay!

Gab-
Mamba, stop! Call down your hoodoos. I submit.

Silas-
Gabby, why?

Gab-
I cannot let you die for me. How live with such a memory? I am not Mamba. Let it be. Right, bro?

Han-
Right, sis.

Mam-
Laborius, start your engines, and make me a mother!

Lab-
Yes, Mamba.

WF-
You are a mother.

The White Fawn opens her bundle, revealing a baby. Mamba, confused, watches closely. WF sits and sings a lullaby. 

WF-
Poor little baby,


Where is thy father?


Gone out for food


But never returned.


Dear sweet Virginia,


First of thy mother,


How will you eat


Now you are spurned?


Thy mommy is starving,


Strange in the head.


She’s trying to laugh


But cackles instead.


And from your limp limbs


She sees you’re starving too.


Who is to die?


Thy mommy or you?

The White Fawn hands the baby to Mamba, who completes the song, singing sweetly to the child.

Mam-
O happy mommy!


O lucky child!


Neither must die


Unfed in the wild!


For as you did come


So let us now go


Back into mommy


There ever to grow!

Mamba leans down and takes a bite out of the baby’s head. She looks up, her mouth covered with blood.

Lab-
Eleanor?

Mam-
Yes, Ananias.

Lab-
You ate our daughter?

Mam-
I was hungry.

Lab-
So you ate her?

Mam-
She’d have lived if you came back in time.

Lab-
I went for food, and when I returned, you said she had died.

Mam-
It was the truth.

Lab-
You ate her.

Mam-
You were late.

Lab-
And for that you give me your guilt?

Mam-
You’ve no idea what it does to a mother to lose her only child.

Lab-
And what does it do to a father?

Mam-
So, I was wrong.

Lab-
No, we are wrong.

Mam-
I’m sorry.

Lab-
So am I.

Mam-
Kill them, my hoodoos! 

Nut-
Fetches, frenzy! Orbs, aflux!


Phantoms, goonys, haruspex!


Heave the heap of Ol’ Nut Knox


Who hacks at Mamba with his ax!

All-
Drag her to the gloomy caves!


Twang her guts like fiddle shrill!


Beckon her to fiery blaze!


Hear the crying on the hill!

They shred, pulverize, and drag away Mamba’s body.


Choke her with my chattling chain!


Seer her flesh in boiling vat!


Lodge the demon in her brain!


Hear the shriek of Wampas Cat!


Great Mamba’s now but bones and blood


To feed the maggots in the mud.

WF-
Rest in peace, mother.

Silas-
Who are you?

WF-
I am the spirit of their child. 

Lab-
Only we know our daughter’s name.

WF-
I am Virginia Dare.

Lab-
O my child, forgive me!

Ivy-
Laborius, what is happening?

LW-
We are fading.

Silas-
We are dying.

Mazy-
Save us, father!

Lab-
I cannot.

Ivy-
Hold me, Hanlon!

Gab-
Silas, you were brave!

Lab-
End the horror, mend the maim,


Quit the life that I’ve depraved.


Death is peace when life is pain,


And home is in the grave.

Children-
O now I must leave


Who love holds me to.


O now I must go


Tho going from you.


The less we touch, the more we’ll share.


The less I’m here, the more I’m there.


In spirit form we’ll lovingly clutch,


For we are a transcendental touch.

Ivy, Silas, Mazy, LW are gone.

Lab-
You too must go home.

Gab-
But we’re still lost!

Han-
And what awaits us there save abuse?

WF-
I will take them home, then meet you at Roanoke, where you and I will finally find our death.

Lab-
Forgive and live.

Lab-
Once upon a sea, a ship sailed west,


Full of folk dreaming of a better life,


But death soon engendered desperation,


That each for itself raised high the harvest knife,


And, lost to love, parents ate their children.


This was the beginning. When will it end?

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 3. Gabby and Hanlon’s house. Enter Gabby and Hanlon.

Both-
Dad!

Father-
My darlings! Where have you been?

Gab-
Lost.

Father-
I went for food, came back, and you were gone. 

Gab-
Where’s your lovely wife?

Father-
She left me. What a witch! But that’s behind us now. Come in, and make yourselves at home.

Han-
Sorry, dad, but we can’t stay.

Father-
Why not?

Gab-
This is no fairy tale ending.

Han-
We know the truth.

Gab-
You abandoned us.

Dad-
What?

Han-
We saw it.

Dad-
I would never abandon you.

Gab/Han-
O lie not so, O lie not so.


We have seen the darkest vision,


We have felt the shackles grow,


You desired our destruction!


We know the truth, O lie not so.

WF-
Leave these terror thoughts behind you,


Find comfort in the world you know,


Thru his love your hopes renew!


Forgive and live, for you are home.

Gab-
Is there nothing you can say?

Father-
I would never treat you so.

Han-
Trust was lost upon that day.

WF-
O do not go, O do not go.

Enter all the children.

All-
Why must love ever end this way?


Too young to live, too young to die.


Lost if we go, lost if we stay.


We are lost, we are lost. O why O why?

The End

