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Preamble

From 1831 to 1836, the HMS Beagle, a three mast, 10-gun bark with a crew of 74, circled the globe on a commercial and cultural mission. Leaving from Davenport, England, the ship sailed across the Atlantic, moved slowly around South America, traversed the Pacific, shot swiftly about the Horn, and home, all the while stopping to chart, collect, and civilize. Aboard the Beagle was a young English naturalist by the name of Charles Darwin. During the voyage Darwin experienced a diversity of events that were formulated into his theory of evolution. This is and is not that story.

Scene 1:
The Office of the Hydrographer of the British Admiralty. Enter Professor George Peacock, Admiral Francis Beaufort, and Captain Robert Fitzroy. Enter an assistant.

Assist-
Admiral, behold! A dodo feather from our office in Mauritius!

Beau-
Excellent! The fruits of extinction do so charm the ladies.

Peac-
This reminds me that the Reverend Leonard Jenyns shall this Friday address the Cambridge Philosophical Society on the divine design of feathers and advance most conclusively the teleological argument from design founded on the unity and perfectibility of created things.

Fitz-
He is only forced to do so in response to the most recent blasphemous circular of the wicked Robert Taylor.

Assist-
The circular which claims such anathema as ‘Jesus Christ never existed; the Christian religion had no such origin as has been pretended; and it is in no way beneficial to mankind’?

Beau-
What, have you read it?

Assist-
No, sir.

Fitz-
Any man, fine or no, who publicly questions the divine design of feathers should be snackered with a depilated dodo!

Enter John Henslow.

Hen-
Gentlemen, Charles Darwin.

Enter Charles Darwin.

Dar-
Good morning.

Hen-
Charles, this is Admiral Francis Beaufort,


Hydrographer of the Royal Navy,


To'm I first appealed your nomination


As naturalist upon the Beagle’s voyage.

Dar-
Very nice to meet you, sir. Your support


For geologic circumnavigations


Has proved a mighty boon to English science.

Beau-
The earth is round, I say, so round we go!

Hen-
You know, I believe, Professor Peacock.

Pea-
Last we glared, I was handing spriggy Charles


A less-than-average in his calculus.

Dar-
My studies have been hindered, I’m afraid,


By too much collection, and too little


Calculation.

Hen-
A common fault.

Fitz-
Quite common.

Hen-
And last but first, Captain Robert Fitzroy,


Who shall command the ship.

Dar-
An honor, sir.

Fitz-
Wish you, Mr. Darwin, to swab my stern,


Then kindly steep the ocean’s etiquette:


A sailor does not shake, he salutes.

Dar-
Yes, sir.

Hen-
And moving right along...

Fitz-
Mr. Henslow,


You may have championed the candidate,


But I requested such a gentleman,


If he be that, and still I doubt he be,


So may I steer the interview?

Hen-
Of course.

Fitz-
What is your age?

Dar-
I am a naturalist,


So every age is mine.

Fitz-
Well, you may go.

Hen-
But why?

Fitz-
Clever is a quality I detest.

Dar-
I am 21. And you?

Fitz-
Ask the questions,


But, to quell your cheek, I’m 26.

Dar-
So must I respect you as my elder.

Fitz-
Respect me as your better.

Dar-
Such respect


Is envy’s cover, and I envy none


Save those who excel at my ambitions,


And we are different men: You, an officer,


I, a flycatcher, so my better? No,


And yes, tho at those deeds I do not do,


So shall I respect you as my equal.

Beau-
Now here’s a noggy jug o’ spicy spunk!

Fitz-
Why don’t we drop the jolly repartee


And scull our lugger thru the nasty bizz.

Dar-
Well.

Fitz-
Our voyage shall be five years long.

Dar-
Five years short,


For twenty's trite for all I hope to snag.

Fitz-
Your quarters will be crampt, dark and musty.

Dar-
A mansion next to any London flat.

Fitz-
I’m talking savage South America!

Dar-
Where I shall shoot the Great Cannibal King!

Fitz-
You're indifferent to seasickness and disease?

Dar-
If we but follow our immunities


Then all we will discover is regret.

Fitz-
The food shall be bad, wine little, women none.

Dar-
Bad food brings good thoughts, wonder is my wine,


And for women, I've got Fanny Mostyn Owen.

Beau-
Her daddy and I were royal dragoons!

Pea-
Her uncle’s a notorious debauch.

Hen-
She's a fine girl, Charles. Congratulations.

Fitz-
You’ll marry her if you return from hell.

Dar-
I will return or marry her in heaven.

Fitz-
Yet you'll miss her, and lang in melancholia.

Dar-
As Milton tells, the lamina of hell


Are rife with fossils of all types and times,


So missing her will smooth with digging these,


And I’ll be happy as the devil’s dog.

Fitz-
Such arrogance on blasphemy doth teeter.   

Dar-
I sense we share the sin.

Fitz-
Mr. Darwin!

Dar-
Please, Captain Fitzroy, forgive me how I thrash.


It is my failing that formality


Stuck between myself and my desires


Makes me rebel against what I respect:


I bear a swatch of my grandfather’s spots,


But let me bleach them, and say calmly this:


I am a simple man, less educated


Than enticed; loving nature to a fault,


I live to know her, which my mending is.


If you crave a friend upon your travels,


Un campanero de conversacion


To fill your loneliness, a naturalist


Whose net shall bust his majesty’s museums,


A sailor with a tolerance for trudge


And a zeal as refined as it is wild,


Then I’m your mate.

Beau-
The prelates shall confer!

They step aside.

Fitz-
I do not like him.

Hen-
What? He is perfect!

Pea-
That’s how he was in math - a bit too much.

Hen-
You askt me for a gentleman savant.

Fitz-
He is neither.

Beau-
Reasons, Captain, reasons.

Fitz-
One may judge a vessel by its hulling,


And he is challenged, phrenologically.


The rounded nose bespeaks a bankrupt brio,


The distant eyes deficient concentration,


And for his skull, it's roundish, ever a sign


Of blunted intellectual instruments.

Hen-
Then what his head spits out belies his head!

Pea-
He isn’t very smart, but he’s eager.

Fitz-
I fear there's too much Darwin in Darwin.

Hen-
Civilization has no finer friend


Than his father.

Pea-
Whose skull is oblongish.

Fitz-
His grandfather was a liberal.

Beau-
And an erotic poet, or so I’ve heard.

Pea-
And a Lamarckian.

Hen-
Charles Darwin?


That generations of giraffe may grow


Their necks with stretching at some lofty leaf


Would chuckle him to church.

Beau-
Charles Darwin is no evolutionist.

Fitz-
None may hush the jeer of heredity.

Hen-
Ought then the Navy sever your command


Because your uncle, Viscount Castlereagh,


Slit his throat in a depression?

Fitz-
That was then!

Hen-
None may hush the jeer of heredity.

Fitz-
He’s never been at sea!

Hen-
You’ve never led


A bloody boat beyond the Isle of Man!

Beau-
Captain, you are young, and proud, and nervous,


But do not hide good fears in bad theory


To make yourself more scary than you are,


For once they’re out, and any gust will do it,


They'll prove more embarrassing than failure.


You crave a chum to spare the tedium


Of lashing surf and vulgar sailor chaps,


Someone your age, your status, and your style,


And I submit, despite your distant posing,


That Charles Darwin is the signal man.

Hen-
He shall, I’m certain, spread and glorify


English ways, globalism, and our Lord


With his collections.

Fitz-
But his conclusions?

Hen-
Conclusions are chat; collections are cash.

Beau-
With all the years you two shall spend at sea,


There will be ample opportunity


For you to set him squarish should he sag.

Fitz-
I am incertain.

Beau-
Then fetch me Lord Fitzroy,


British general, Parliamentarian,


A King's aide-de-camp, and I shall ask him,


"What think you, great Lord, that your dashing son


Here cowers at incertainty?" Buck up,


And show the pluck that's earned you English helm.

Fitz-
Mr. Darwin, welcome aboard.

Dar-
Yes, sir!

All exit.

Scene 2:
The London Zoo. Enter Darwin and Fanny Mostyn Owen.

Fanny-
Tell me of that one, Charles.

Dar-
I cannot think


Of animals when I am with an angel.

Fanny-
Sometimes when I am strolling thru the zoo,


I feel a sort of sponge inside my head


Be squoze, emitting thus a shiv'ring rush


To bathe my whole interior in awe


At how our mighty maker, with such detail


And purpose, crafted all these splendid creatures.

Dar-
This same sponge holds a lodging in my head


And squeezes gibbering awe thru all my depth


At how our mighty maker, with such eclat


And beauty, crafted you, my splendid Fanny.

Fanny-
Yet were I standing clueless in a cage


How would you debunk me with your science?

Dar-
I would strut up to the lectern, in one hand


My field notes from endless observation,


And in the other hand a ragged copy


Of Paley's Natural Theology,


Then, clearing my throat, thus would I proceed:


"Dearest honorable and drowsy members


Of the Cambridge Philosophical Society,


What you see here is the finest specimen


Of homo sapiens femminensis


Ever discovered by man or otherwise,


For in her many parts one may perceive


Such mindful, evident, useful design


That here at last divinity and nature


Coalesce in complex yet clear alliance,


One instance of intent created by


One omnipotent artist structuring


One edifice of beauty to display


One generous effulgent panoply


So proving time's penchant for perfection.

Fanny-
How speaks a specimen save for silence?

Dar-
Fanny, will you marry?

Fanny-
Will I marry what?

Dar-
O, you know, in general, are you for it?

Fanny-
It is a mistake I intend to make


If I can find a good man fool enough.

Dar-
It does have its pluses and minuses.

Fanny-
So I have heard, from those who cannot count.


By why do you ask, my subtle Charles?

Dar-
There's something I wish to discuss with you.

Fanny-
Whate'er it is, you shall find me open.

Dar-
I have been selected for a voyage.

Fanny-
What type of voyage?

Dar-
A voyage round the world.

Fanny-
So, a short voyage.

Dar-
The plan's to take two years.

Fanny-
The plan is conveniently deluded.

Dar-
I think not, as we sail neath Captain Fitzroy.

Fanny-
We? Have you accepted this selection?

Dar-
I have.

Fanny-
Well, then, Charles, congratulations.

Dar-
What naturalist could bypass such a boon?

Fanny-
I thought you were headed for the clergy?

Dar-
As a career, but nature is my passion.

Fanny-
And we must pursue our passion.

Dar-
Will you wait?

Fanny-
Will I wait for what?

Dar-
For me to return.

Fanny-
If being here is waiting, say I wait.

Dar-
Dear Fanny, let me sail with your blessing.

Fanny-
Then abide this gospel, my devout vagabond:


May your travels leave you longing for your home,


May your findings reconfirm your commitments,


And may your musings lead you to your God.


Are you satisfied? Charles, what do you say?

Dar-
Woe unto ye beetles of the world!

They exit.

Scene 3: Aboard the Beagle, in the Atlantic Ocean, somewhere off the Canary Islands. Enter sailors, singing.

Sailors-
Together we toil


Or lonely we fail;


Slacking we sink


Or striving we sail!


Pull, push, bind and unfurl,


So do we circle the world!


Yahay!


Our ship is our shelter


Or our soggy urn;


We treat her real nice


So she don’t overturn!


Climb, lean, scramble and steer,


A slogger’s got nuthin to fear!


Yahay!


The sea’s got a gut


For rebels and bums,


But give her a crew


And she’ll love em like sons!


Blow, surge, rumble and spray,


Make way, make way, make way!


Yahay!

Enter Syms, singing. Enter Lieutenant Sulivan.

Sul-
Syms, quit busking and fix that jib.

Syms-
Nix what fib? If I lied, it was with your wife.

Sul-
I said fix that jib, and I have no wife.

Syms-
Sorry and happy to hear it, sir.

Sul-
Sorry and happy?

Syms-
Sorry cuz a wife is a woman, which is a deep pleasure, and happy cuz that woman’s a wife, which is a serious pain.

Sul-
Just fix the jib.

Syms-
Yes, sir, Major Sillyman.

Sul-
My name is Sulivan, and I’m a Lieutenant.

Syms-
Then by what bottom-up whore-archy do you, a tenant of the loo, order me, a resident of the fishbin, when the consumption of my crappy is precedent to the utilization of your crapper?

Sul-
Fix that jib or I will utilize my lash! A southern blust is up and Captain’s ordered all prepare.

Syms-
Captain’s ordered all despair? O Captain Incompetent! The Captain must say all’s well when all’s hell; forward, men! when he's thinkin, backward, ladies! and O we’re gonna make it when he's sure we’re gonna take it. For, as every politician knows, one fake smile is worth a million veridical glooms.

Sul-
I said prepare, not despair. By God, man, can’t you hear?

Syms-
Thanks to God, sir, I’m deaf in one ear.

Sul-
Which one?

Syms-
Whichever one you speakin thru.

Sul-
What?

Syms-
Ah! My contagion is confunctious! Flee me, Private Sillyman! Or soon you’ll be unable to hear yourself telling yourself you’ve nothing to say for yourself!

Sul-
Give me your one good ear.

Syms-
Over my red nobby. Here’s my bad ear. Babble officiously.

Sul-
Fix that jib or feel my whip!

Syms-
Nothing, sir. Maybe my ear is good but your tongue is bad.

Sul-
My tongue is in fine working order.

Syms-
You mean fine working ordure. Do this, do that, why, with so much do-do in your mouth, no wonder people call you a party pooper.

Sul-
I gave you an order!

Syms-
Giving orders, sir, is a lot like giving herpes. It might feel great, but it makes others sore. Of course, even I’ve no certain schticks up my sleaze as to how to move that fickle bitch, the modern audiene. Observe. Fire! MacBeth! Poetry! See? Nothing moves us anymore, for we're so entertained, our tickle spots are casht.

Enter Darwin.

Sul-
Mr. Darwin, how are you feeling?

Dar-
Sick.

Syms-
Witness, ladies and gentlemen (less the ladies, who make the men gentle, so less the gentlemen as well), the philosopher adrift. Philos for short (which is why he’s a philosopher - being short, he seeks elevation thru higher squirming), Philos, I say, has never been at sea, so he’s sick (Newness nauseates the academe). Look! It's Extempore Diagnosticumibus, your fiendly nogood Blooper Hero! What is the sea? His source. Why's his source make him sick? Because he’s a philosopher, which is the antibody of abstraction fighting the virus of reality. How to cure him? Ask the statue of proof (which casts the shadow of doubt):


Imposition 1: The Philosopher is what he knows.


Opposition 2: The Philosopher does not know why he is sick.


Confusion: The Philosopher is not sick, though I am sick of the Philosopher.

Enter Captain Fitzroy.

Fitz-
Lieutenant Sulivan, why is the jib not fixt?

Sul-
I told Syms to do it, sir, but he claims he’s deaf.

Syms-
Only in one ear, sir, and like your one-legged man can’t rumba, your one-handed man can’t clap, and your one-woman man can’t sneak off quick enough, your one-eared sailor can’t take an order, because an order takes two ears - one to go in and one to go out.

Fitz hits Syms on the head.

Fitz-
How’s your hearing now?

Syms-
If this is a hearing, then hear me out - that hurt!

Fitz hits him again.

Fitz-
You get no hearing as I’m the judge, and I will hurt you til you hear me.

Syms-
Getting me to hear by breaking my ear is as wise as getting criminals to behave by sending them to prison.

Fitz-
One more smart comment, and it’s the whip.

Syms-
Captain’s orders, men! Stupid comments only!

Fitz-
Whip him, Lieutenant.

Syms-
Please, forgive me, sir. My brain has that disease, Thinkforitselfalotis, but I’ll pop a passivity pill, and work.

Fitz-
Whip him, Lieutenant!

Sulivan whips Syms.

Dar-
Captain Fitzroy!

Fitz-
Yes, Flycatcher?

Dar-
Violence negates the peace you would elicit.

Fitz-
Violence elicits what peace negates.

Dar-
We're at our best when we need not fear the worst.

Fitz-
Fearing the worst brings out our best. Know this, Flycatcher. The ship of life sails due to status. Status gives it to the sea. On the surface, a trouncing cruise; beneath, a blandishment in bubbles. Status is its motivating force - the air is headed somewhere, and one may fight or follow, but the fighter’s quickly winded and the follower freshens stressing. The ship’s very structure is status-built: the hulk a wooden skin to contain the viscera, its tackle organs fixt, particular, well-designed; and its mast and cloth, standing stern above, gathering, thru the refusal to break, most chosen compulsion. And to the last, status scripts the ship’s production. Rank, duty, office, each a special blush of status, are the spark, network, and linkage of its swift, safe conveyance. Status, Flycatcher, is the engine of existence. So, your call, sailor: bend or break.

Syms-
Broken, I bend.

Fitz-
There is nothing more beautiful than the triumph of good thru the precise application of force. Sailor, fix the jib. Lieutenant, tilt the rudder at Brazil.

Dar-
But what of the Canary Islands?

Fitz-
The governor fears we have the cholera.

Dar-
Do we?

Fitz-
God only knows what we have.

Dar-
My field tests, my geologic surveys, my sampling expeditions. I’ve waited half my rearing just to bivouac Teneriffe!

Fitz-
Then here's a status adage: the germ governs all.

Fitzroy and Sulivan exit.

Dar-
Syms, what are the symptoms of cholera?

Syms-
An appetizer of nausea and body aches, a main course of vomit and squirts, ending in the pudding of death by dehydration.

Dar-
I have most of those.

Syms-
Then enjoy your meal, Philos, and I mean the meal you are, for just as Major Sillyman had his first orgasm on my back, some bug is final suppering in your butt.

Syms exits.

Dar-
Dear Fanny, O what horrors have I seen.

Fanny-
What is it, Charles?

Dar-
My Captain Beau Ideal


Has caught a brutish blot and whippt a man


To near inanimance. In his gloating,


Dour pleasure at another's agony


I've witnesst the paradox of power


That gains thru pain its smug stasis of status.

Fanny-
We all are possessed by survival,


Tense with torture, as sweet infant justice


Eeks out its desperate suckle on the fair.

Dar-
Such snooty savagery.

Fanny-
What did you do?

Dar-
Dizzy rich, my salivating jaw aghast,


My leapy tongue slippt its teethy tether.

Fanny-
I can't imagine that went over well.

Dar-
It was blowing bubbles at a cyclone.

Fanny-
Perhaps his cruelty is calculated.

Dar-
Or he's simply peeved the ship has cholera.

Fanny-
Are you infected?

Dar-
How to tell when I


Am so affected by the rocking and rolling


My stomach and my brain have traded spots.

Fanny-
You are a healthy young man, and I trust


If you catch it, you'll be fine, so take some heart


That your discoveries are worth some disease.

Dar-
Discoveries? Now near one month afloat


I've netted only three - the germ governs all,


Status is the engine of existence,


And as a squid on soil am I at sea.


This aquatic queeze is such a chemic fizz


Of imbalance, selflessness and panic,


The foreman of our sense machine must shout


"She's gonna blow!" and blow she often does.

Fanny-
Might one not glean some knowledge from this nausea?

Dar-
What it is itself prevents.

Fanny-
Still I wonder - 


What every mystic, narcotic and romance


Has ever sought yet never got, it gets:


The creature and its habitat are one,


Enthused by being's quibbling entropy,


Your teeming nature shift into one cramp,


One urge to purge, and status is the pith


Of this bond, as you struggle to survive


Against the compromise of your fitness.

Dar-
And if I die unfit, my subsequent


Non-return may generate this principle:


The superlatively adaptable


Shall invariably perseverate.

Fanny-
It's good, but a bit long for a theory.

Dar-
Only the capable shall perdure?

Fanny-
Better.

Dar-
May the best man win?

Fanny-
Yes, but to be tempered


By "Do unto others..."

Dar-
Ah, the spin of thought:


In seeking clarity, you find cliche.

Fanny-
We'll work it out tomorrow. Get some rest.

Dar-
Ah, yes, sleep. By sleep we gain our status


On the germ.

Fanny-
G'night, Charles.

Dar-
G'night, my love.

They exit.

Scene 4: Aboard the Beagle. Augustus Earle is painting the volcanoes of St. Jago. Enter Richard Mathews.

Math-
You must be the painter!

Earle-
And you must be the preacher!

Math-
Richard Mathews, and I prefer missionary.

Earle-
Augustus Earle, and I prefer spooning.

Math-
Sorry?

Earle-
I am picky in utensils.

Math-
Our breeding is most evident in our fork.

Earle-
Or some other word that starts in f and ends in k.

Math-
Starts with f and ends with k. Nope, I’m drawing a blank.

Earle-
Freak.

Math-
You got me there!

Earle-
A spitting image.

Math-
Fact! No.

Earle-
Fink.

Math-
Fink is good!

Earle-
Sayeth the pulpit pud for our Lady of Grand Deception.

Math-
Frock, like habit, my uniform.

Earle-
Frisk, like in my habit for uniforms.

Math-
Flick, like flick.

Earle-
Fart.

Math-
That ends in T.

Earle-
O, excuse me.

Math-
Flank, like maneuver.

Earle-
Or the meaty part of an athletic thigh.

Math-
Yes, that too.

Earle-
Feck.

Math-
What is feck?

Earle-
A greater part.

Math-
Use it in a sentence.

Earle-
A feck of the letters in feck are in another word that starts in f and ends in k, which you would see if you could see, you see?

Math-
No.

Earle-
Do you like my painting?

Math-
Yes, to be frank.

Enter Darwin.

Earle-
Mr. Darwin, in a funk?

Dar-
I'm sick.

Earle-
Maybe you have malaria. Musters, Morgan, and Jones the boy all died of it while exploring Rio Racacu.

Math-
O dear God, let me alone be spared!

Earle-
Disease is like fear - The faster you flee it, the quicker you catch it. 

Math-
And death is like anything unavoidable - to be avoided.

Dar-
What are you painting, Earle?

Earle-
The volcanoes of St. Jago.

Dar-
I hadn’t noticed them.

Earle-
Art reveals, science conceals.

Math-
What do I do?

Earle-
You inject bias into our constitution.

Math-
Right!

Dar-
How does science conceal?

Earle-
Witness these glorious repositories of natural action, so integral to the formative qualities of being, that in their present burble forth the past, and by this reformation reveal a significance whose source we’re too insignificant to see, yet which science disguises with discussion.

Math-
Amen. What did he say?

Dar-
He said the earth is his God.

Earle-
It’s more my diet than my deity.

Math-
I should certainly hope so!

Earl-
And why should you certainly hope so?

Math-
Because I should.

Earl-
I was saying that I feel these volcanoes are related somehow to the origin of our earth.

Math-
They are related to the fact that our Lord set them aflame long ago.

Earl-
Ah, yes. O Lord, thou holy arsonist, I shall enter thy flying buttresses and set my self on sizzle! 

Math-
Don't you agree, Mr. Darwin?

Earl-
Philos can’t say that.

Dar-
Yes, I can.

Earl-
A naturalist appealing to supernature is like a painter asking his subjects to paint for him. Why sell your choice low to buy insurance high? Might every moment be arranged thru some, say, mutation, each mating motive agent to a protracted immediate, self-altering decision, mediating between each entity’s desire for reality and each arrangement’s dependence on possibility? Ought we nestle our analyses softly in some primary causation simply because we, freedom-affixed so freedom-affeared, are more swaddled by the delusion of a distant fixed determiner than by an ever-current determining eruption? Truer freedom’s had making brave contracts with change, not unconsciously submitting to some ancient, immovable, phobic uber-spook.

Math-
I thought we were talking about volcanoes!

Dar-
And there, dearest Fanny, the molten truth


Erupted out my head: could these spewing


Lavic vents of lonely St. Jago


Be open pores of wily terran craft


As difficult to see in their long-term


Effects as beauty in utility,


Yet to those that open their emotive eyes


This earthly education flourishes?

Fanny-
Some renegade geologists believe


These frothing calderas of rocky fire


Are creating continents, but to me


This line of thought leads into trouble:


If these fluid stones, melting, freezing, melting,


Reforming all their circulating structures


Are then but whiskt away by winds to freeze


And melt and freeze again, their fusing pits


Of underground revival then become


The metaphor of some new life-perspective,


As such a process could be reconceived


To function as a prime organic engine.

Dar-
What is so troubling about the idea


That I am some dormant composition


Of uncounted sphingine ejaculants


Until I too explode into the world


To mix and remix my self-amalgams


Of mentality, of history, of body?

Fanny-
The trouble comes in thinking each life-form


Originates from indiscernible


Arrays of shell-games, endless, pitiless,


Anathema to passionate creation,


And, as you say, we must pursue the passion.

Dar-
Well, then, I shall pose in unimpressment.

Dar-
Your argument’s force is its fallacy, Augustus, but ignorance is no rebuttal.

Math-
That’s right. Ignorance is our duty to the Lord.

Earl-
You’re both as hypocrite as holy war. You, Sir Religion, love God but hate creation. You, Sir Science, love answers but loathe questions. Religion says all we see is God’s, yet it will not see. Science says all is knowable, yet it knows not why we know. Religion would save souls, yet it will not spend them. Science spends the spirit, which it does not own. Art alone has no shares in your phony funny business. I love the causes and effects, the givings and the delvings, I love, in essence, my chaotic urge, and I say that all we see is what our blindness can’t but scan. As for the spirit, I simply seek it, in some accidental stroke, some permanent eruption, some critical residue. These volcanoes mean the emotions they elicit.

Math-
Now that I shan’t accept!

Dar-
And why not?

Math-
Well, because!

Enter Syms, singing.

Syms-
Rub-a-dub-dub


Three sticks in the mud,


The painter, the preacher, and Philos.


Who shall survive


This voyage alive


And who to the sea will get tosst?


I, says the painter,


For beauty’s my bride!


I, says the preacher,


For God is my guide!


I, says Philos,


For truth tugs the tide!


Yet which of us can really say


Which of us will make it today


When nothing’s for sure but disarray?


Rub-a-dub-dub


Three drunks in a pub,


Art, ethics, and thought.


Who shall downglut


The mostest rotgut


And die of sweet victory’s shot?

A flying fish with a crab stuck on it hits the mast and falls on the deck.

Math-
A flopping deep-sea morphodemonic beasty! Don't let it touch me!

Dar-
The pain of the crab has compelled it to this feat. 

Sul-
Just as the pain of you three has compelled me to this ditty!

Dar-
I’m laying down.

Sym-
When you’re done with Ms. Down, send her my way, cuz I’ve a sickness needs the schtooping cure, and it’s called “sick of men.”

Darwin exits.

Earl-
How can I concentrate with all this fuffle?

Syms-
How can I fuffle with all this concentration?

Earle exits.

Math-
Hello.

Syms-
Have I told you my opinion of your private life?

Math-
No, you haven’t.

Syms-
Nor should I.

Math-
I find your whole approach rather cheeky.

Syms-
Then quit coming at me from behind, father.

They exit.

Scene 5: Darwin’s diary.

January 10th, 1832. I proved today the utility of a contrivance which will afford me many hours of amusement & work- it is a bag dragged behind the vessel. This evening it brought up a mass of small animals and tomorrow I look forward to a great harvest. There is a sunset this evening and is now followed by an equally fine moonlight...I am quite tired having worked all day at the produce of my net. The number of animals that the net collects is very great. Many of these creatures so low in the scale of nature are most exquisite in their form and rich colours. It creates a feeling of wonder that so much beauty should be apparently created for such little purpose...


Scene 6: Aboard the Beagle, the Captain’s quarters. Enter Fitzroy, Darwin, Earle, Mathews, Sulivan.

Fitz-
Lieutenant, fetch my Fuegians.

Sul-
Yes, sir.

Sulivan exits.

Fitz-
Gentlemen, a story. Twas three improbable years ago, when I was a lieutenant, and my Captain’s vessel, as will this voyage my own, had hit the snarky waters round forlorn Tierra del Fuego, which, as the au gratin bottom of a great golden pot, squats at South America’s lower tip, barren, brutal, and bizaare. My crew and I had encampt upon a drisky, sullen scaw when a pack of insolent savages essayed to snatch our skiff. Nimble, we gave hasty chase, and soon held hostage two men, a boy, and a girl. They were four leaping filthy babbling massive potatoes with fur, to be generous. Kill them or cage them, I mused. But at that unctuous moment I had what I hesitate to term an eugenical inspiratio, but such it was, and so shall I call it, and here was its drift - I shall take these barbarians to England, civilize them on manners, education, and hygiene, to then repatriate them to their people, whom they shall civilize in turn, just as one black ram insatiably rutting can swarth the entire wool-white flock, tho my methaphor is off-color. This act of redemption is for me our voyage’s central mission, and my pundonor, for which I have recruited Minister Mathews, who shall dwell among them for the purposes of management and conversion.

Math-
I will, of course, be safe among the savages?

Fitz-
Tho their overt primal jumbies have been shent and exorcised, I cannot speak for their tribe’s behavior patterns, nor is it possible, I suspect, to entirely eradicate the anarchic instincts of specimens with such protuberant cranial bulges, but salvation, not safety, is the missionary’s concern.

Math-
Yet, as it is written, “Let him be safe that he might save.”

Earl-
And that is written where?

Math-
In a text.

Enter Sulivan with York, Jemmy, and Fuegia.

Fitz-
Good morning, everyone! (It is essential to project and enunciate crisply when speaking to brutes, for their organs of comprehension are innately inferior.) This is Mr. Darwin, our naturalist. (Just think of it - they’ve no idea what that means!) Augustus Earle, our artist. (Please, Mr. Earle, no swift movements. To jungle dwellers such spontaneous gestures can appear minacious.) And Minister Mathews. He will be turning your people into Christians. Now, please, introduce yourselves, say your names.

Jemm-
Me namo Jemmy Button, y mira mi danso!

Fitz-
No danso, Jemmy! Excuse, if you can, his agrammatical Spanglish argot. Subject and object, vocable exclusivity, etc., these are terrifyingly complex concepts to those with no ingrained sense of property.

Dar-
What’s your real name, Jemmy?

Fitz-
Mr. Darwin, please! I have worked without cessation to erase this from his mnemonic lobes.

Jem-
Me real name Jemmy Button, y mira me danso?

Fitz-
Stop dancing, Jemmy! If you must know, his name was El’leparu.

Earle-
Beautiful.

Math-
Horrible!

Fitz-
Due to his early fascination with my buttons and his first English word being “gimme,” I labeled him Jemmy Button. 

Earle-
He likes the mirror.

Fitz-
Jemmy bears an unacceptable attachment to his accoutrement, his white gloves and polished boots. But on the whole, he is decent and gregarious, tho somewhat infantile, vain and clueless. 

Jemm-
Jemmy habe danso tricks!

Sul-
Jemmy, down!

Fitz-
Next.

Fuegia-
My name is Fuegia Basket, and I am very pleased to meet all of you.

Fitz-
Lo, our lady. Isn’t she exquisite in her own gruesome way? When we found Fuegia Basket, she was clutching...

Earle-
Wait, let us guess!

Dar-
A small rock.

Earle-
A travel brochure for Bath.

Math-
A half-eaten human head.

Fitz-
She was found clutching a basket.

Earle-
O shoddy literalism.

Fitz-
Her tribal name is Yokushlu.

Math-
How do other people ever pronounce the things they say?

Fitz-
Fuegia is my doll, my kitty, my tiny person.

Dar-
And who is this?

Math-
He’s huge.

Earl-
And handsome.

York-
Orundellico.

Math-
Oogaboongakillico?

Fitz-
Say your proper name.

York-
Orundellico.

Sul-
Behave or it’s the pit.

Fitz-
Now, now, Lieutenant. We must not be savage with the savages. This massive manly specimen is York Minster, named for his grandiose architecture. He is morose yet diligent, passive yet recondite, loyal yet wickedly conniving. Like many of the lesser kind, he is primarily useful only for those things he wishes to do. Watch him closely.

Earl-
I shall.

Fitz-
In recognition of the fact that the dilemmas of early manhood more haunt early man, I took stern care during his three years in London to keep him strictly quarantined from the female sex, especially Fuegia, for whom he feels an indecent affection. This is the cause for their sleeping at opposite ends of the ship, for when the children bunk together, things will get childish.

Math-
Children? Yick. Children are over-rated. Even our Lord could not stand their company, for did he not say, "Suffer the children come unto me"? Here is my disputation. Children are the cause of suffering, for they are the cause of guilt. Why? If there weren't children, there wouldn't be any suffering, because there wouldn't be any suffering children,  so there wouldn't be any guilt. This was the thrust of my divinical thesis.

Earle-
Excellent reasoning, Minister Mathews! By this logic, religion is the cause of enlightenment, for if there weren't any priests, there wouldn't be any dumbshits!

Math-
I'm not sure that follows.

Dar-
You said there were four Fuegians. Who is missing?

Fitz-
He is missing whom I least desire to miss. Tho scrupulous in my exploitation of their English experience, I did, on occasion, yes, it’s true, parade the Fuegians. Ms. Basket performed a bow and curtsy for her Majesty, receiving therefor a pretty bonnet and ring, which she cherishes as a chimp its fig in famine. I also arranged for my upper-class patrons to attend a small concert, which I promoted as Dandy Dancing Jemmy, the Savage Ballerino, for his mawkish gyrations do so amuse the smarter set. York Minster, upon seeing the stone lions at Northumberland House prior to a performance, jumpt as if the creatures were genuine, and I often made him re-enact his petty gestures of terror at large, intimate parties, which garnered without fail bouts of raucous, tho not ridiculing, laughter. But in the end, I regret these gloaty goings-on, for they were likely the demise of my fourth and by far most favorite Fuegian, Boat Memory, who from such exposure caught the plague and shippt for grace. But O he was a specimen to shame these faulty few! Of an exceptionally smooth disposition, highly able in edification, and, while a primate, still pleasing and intelligent, not to mention more phrenologically perfect than these three box-heads, whose concave skulls, jutting brows and weak simian chins suspend them in the nethersphere between goofy and grotesque, tho, like a sculptor shaping still moist clay, civilization has reformed their feral features. But O Boat Memory was a precious exception to the general Fuegian character, and were he still with us, I firmly believe he would have played a seminal role in crossing with Fuegian fillies to bring forth a litter of almost incomprehensibly new and improved yearlings. Dear Boat Memory! I miss him indefatigably.

Earl-
At times like these, I’d rather be a hedgehog than a human.

Dar-
Have you tried breeding them?

Fitz-
Excuse me?

Dar-
Breeding them, like pigeons, to see the traits their offspring exhibit, perhaps thereby also shedding light on certain brain-behavior relations.

Earl-
Bravo, Mr. Darwin!

Fitz-
That is a revolting proposition, Flycatcher, and I shall forget you ever made it.

Math-
Yet did you mate them, who would be the stud?

Earl-
Bravo, Minister Mathews!

Fitz-
I will not mate them, thank you!

Dar-
Let the stud be York, if only for his exorbitant size, as sample diversity is inversely related to statistical insignificance.

Math-
I say let the stud be Jemmy, for York, I fear, should hurt her. A neighbor of mine once crossed a wolfhound with a dachsund...

York-
Fuegia mine.

Fitz-
York Minster, heal! My Fuegians are not dogs to be bred!

York-
Fuegia mine!

Fitz-
York Minster, heal! They are civilizing agents for their race’s benefit. Besides, crossing Fuegia with, for instance, an Anglo-Saxon, would make for greater sample contrast.

York-
Fuegia mine!

Fitz-
Shush him now, Lieutenant!

Earl-
If contrast is the thing, why not cross them with albino peacocks?

Math-
Or with raspberry lambs!

Fitz-
See what you have started with your science, Mr. Darwin?

York-
Me see ship, me no tell.

Fitz-
York Minster, you stop that right now.

York-
Me see ship, me no tell.

Fitz-
Take him away, Lieutenant.

Sulivan and York exit.

Dar-
I see no ship. Does anyone see a ship?

Fitz-
There is no ship. York Minster claims such folderol when he grows upset because he knows we must treat it as a possibility. Mr. Earle, as my Lieutenant is engaged, kindly comport my invigilator to prowl the sea for ships.

Earl-
Perhaps you could cross York with me?

Fitz-
Mr. Earle!

Earle exits.

Dar-
My eyes are the strongest I know, yet I see no ship.

Fitz-
There is no ship.

Dar-
Yet if there is, that’s one aptitude in which these savages excel.

Jemmy-
Jemmy danso por la ship.

Fitz-
To your room. 

Jemmy exits.

Fits-
Fuegia, come.

Math-
What did we do to anger York?

Fitz-
He is a jealous animal, trammeled by an uncontrollable instinct for acquisition. Fuegia, I said come!

Fitzroy and Fuegia exit.

Math-
I am being left in the woods with these apes?

Dar-
As it is written, “Yes.”

He exits.

Dar-
My closest friend, torn the moment finds me,


Tween sanction and censure terribly rivved,


No statute to assist my lawless state.
Must Fuegians reform to Fitzians?

Fanny-
Must Fitzians deform to Fuegians?

Dar-
Who more revels in their nature?

Fanny-
Who more revels in their freedom?

Dar-
I cannot think what I would rather be:


Careless puppet or careful puppeteer.

Fanny-
Culture is the purvey of the latter.

Dar-
Culture but degrades pristine perfection.

Fanny-
Rather it perfects on degradation.

Dar-
What do we gain by rotely thrusting off


Primality save dreams of destruction?

Fanny-
Dreams of recreation.

Dar-
At times like these


Creation seems one long disappointment,


A day-by-day ruination fostered


By upgrades that estrange us from our earth.

Fanny-
Cultivation is the ultimate improver


If only in defending from disease.

Dar-
But O what we disease to build one cage


Of crampt comfort! Farming for convenience


We sicken and grow sick on wild species


That lacking nature lose immunity,


But the syrup sweet and serviceable contains


The history of the tree whence it was tappt.

Fanny-
So am I some gabby, stylish baboon?

Dar-
Fanny, please, I'm speaking metaphysics.

Fanny-
Yet, dear Charles, your physics lacks for meta.

Dar-
Our only meta is metabolism,


Our only hope the bond tween tongue and phrase;


We thrive in unbelievable suspension,


Our thick and spongy root of memory


Dredging down into the murky pre-world,


Our decorative and delicate florets


Striving for that eternal infant, now;


Yet when the husk is broken by the germ


The day of reckoning is yesterday


For we are both the crashing and the claim.

Fanny-
Then we are all Fitzo-Fuegians.

Dar-
I didn't say that, tho I wish I had.

Fanny-
The notion's fine unto itself, given


It stays unto itself.

Dar-
There's the problem:


Less the former and the future can align


There doesn't seem to be "unto itself."

Fanny-
The former and the future do align


In love, which, when true, is "unto itself."

Dar-
I am, my dear, in dire need of you.

They exit.

Scene 7: Aboard the Beagle, on the main deck. Enter Syms and sailors.

Syms-
Ever since the Battle of Trafalgar...

Sailors-
Hail, Admiral Nelson!

Syms-
When the Franco-Spanish fleets...

Sailors-
Hasta la vista voila!

Syms-
Were sunk by the British Navy...

Sailors-
Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves!

Syms-
Resulting in Albion’s freedom cross the froth, the deep bronze of her ever-tanning body politic, and the global oui of the English omni-ling, it has generally been the custom mongst the footy-fish of that fine, fearsome force to hold a riot, a ritual, upon the crossing of the equator, welcoming themselves, and their beautiful bark, to the Kingdoms of the Deep, and overseeing these festivities is Mighty King Neptune!

Enter Fitzroy dressed as Mighty King Neptune.

Fitz-
I am Mighty King Neptune.

Syms-
The custom states that all aboard who have not yet broacht the geo-girdle must be dunkt in this vat of brinungulous broogaloog, after which shall be dunkt Mighty King Neptune himself!

Fitz-
Hurrah.

Syms-
Who, O King, shall first be subgurgled in the kelty?

Fitz-
I call Augustus Earle.

Syms-
The artist! Dunk the artist!

The sailors drag Earle to the vat.

Fitz-
This cathartic ceremony provides a fantastical opportunity for your common jacktar to get even with authority.

Sailors-
Of colors, shapes, and worlds ideal


You dream in wild artistic sleep,


Yet we shall wake you to the real -


Plunge him in the Kingdoms of the Deep!

They dunk Earle in the vat.

Fitz-
I call Richard Mathews.

Syms-
The minister! Dunk the minister!

The sailors drag Mathews to the vat.

Fitz-
Rebellion is, after all, our most natural act, as we begin our lives dependent and controlled, yet to survive, as it were, we must become independent and free.

Sailors-
Thru values, God, and censorship,


You lead us like bipedal sheep,


Yet tight lips sink relationships -


Soak him in the Kingdoms of the Deep!

They dunk Mathews in the vat.

Fitz-
I call Charles Darwin.

Syms-
Philos! Where is Philos?

Sailor-
Still sick in his hammock.

Syms-
Look, it’s a grampus! Hey, Philos! Ever seen a grampus? Horns of whale, fins of rabbit, and wily snakish claws! A grampus!

Enter Darwin.

Dar-
A grampus? What’s a grampus?

The sailors drag Darwin to the vat.

Fitz-
This does not mean, however, that we ought succumb to our nature. The life-arch of the organism is realized primarily thru gestural or imaginal acts, and we may, in such dramas of demotion, perceive unproductive urges being upgraded into positions of disutility, or peaceful effectiveness.

Sailors-
To view the non-existent grampus


Round the planet Philos creeps;


What fantasy is worth the fuss?


Steep him in the Kingdoms of the Deep!

Fitz-
So we must, now and then, indulge our infantile effusions.

Sailors-
Dunk the King! Dunk the King!

Syms-
Any final words, sir?

Fitz-
Grow your beards, men, for we are barreling south!

Sailors-
In the Kingdoms of the Deep,


Even kings must soak and seep,


For high is low and power’s cheap


In the Kingdoms of the Deep!

All exit.

Scene 8: Darwin’s diary.

October 31, 1832, nearing Buenos Ayres  – A beautiful day: but the wind has been steadily against us. – In the evening all the ropes were coated & fringed with Gossamer web. – I caught some of the Aeronaut spiders which must have come at least 60 miles. How inexplicable is the cause which induces these small insects, as it now appears in both hemispheres, to undertake their aerial excursions.

Scene 9: A street in Buenos Aires. Enter Senor Chilito, Darwin, and Matthews. Senoritas are strolling by.

Chil-
Welcome, senores, to Buenos Aires, donde viven las mujeres mas bonitas en todo el mundo!

Dar-
Would our English maids wore their backs so bare.

Math-
Yet maketh thou not lewdness with thine eyes.

Chil-
What is the lubus, senor?

Math-
Lewdness, sexual activity.

Chil-
With the eyes? Hombres ingleses muy pervertidos! No, senor. Makee the lubus con la manga!

Math-
Yet in lust shallt thou objectifyeth not.

Chil-
Objekyfoyess? Explicalo.

Math-
To seeth woman merely as a thing to be desired.

Chil-
Merely to be desired? No. Esta be muy frustrando. She must also be gozada!

Math-
Man's purpose ist to fostereth decency.

Chil-
Senor Religioso, I say this, como tu amigo. The proof of God is in the religion, for that the human can believe such absurdo y still survive, God must be watching over him. What is the purpose of the man? I tell you, senores. It is the getting of the women, or, as we say, marcando mas mujeres. Here am I, moving my mouth. Porque? Marcando mas mujeres. Here am I, walking y talking. Porque? Marcando mas mujeres. Here am I, trying to make the money. Porque? Marcando mas mujeres. What is there for the man to be but getting of the women, for if he is not to be getting of the women, then he is not a man! Ha! El logico irefutable!

Dar-
Senores, if I may, your difference is as old as difference itself. You on the one hand say we are mind, while you on the other hand say we are body, yet the truth is undoubtedly ambidextrous.

Chil-
You are, senor, un scientifico, no?

Dar-
Si.

Chil-
If the truth, as you say, is ombisexumus, tell me this - que le pasa a la mujeres?

Dar-
Your meaning, senor?

Chil-
What is wrong with the women?

Dar-
I'm unclear on your use of wrong.

Chil-
You are not claro? So you are not claro. Come. Mira un experimento, y tu be claro. I will be going on my business en las calles de Buenos Aires, which is mostly, si, marcando mas mujeres, and you will be clear to what I am meaning. Senorita, excusame. Es posible that I ask you una pregunta?

A senorita steps up.

Senorita-
Porque, senor Chilito?

Chil-
Does not one ask una pregunta to receive una repuesta, mi importancia impracticable?

Senorita-
Si, senor, but why should I be rude to you?

Chil-
You be rude, mi huronera hiperbolica? Sooner would the flame offend the bush that it devours.

Senorita-
Yet would it not be rude to waste your time?

Chil-
Waste my time, mi portillo premioso? Sooner would the glittering fishes be for the wasting of time in the frothy waves that arouse them to be gobbled by the beak of the red-breasted pelican!

Senorita-
Is it not wasting your time to make you ask a question to which I already know the answer?

Chil-
Know the answer, mi viaducto vicioso? Sooner would be the spicy aromas of the sticky, gaping hibiscus petals not satisfy the wet, thrusting snout of the golden beast that is hungry to be snorting for the informations of its sweet, juicy frutas dripping crazy in the sweat of the rich, moaning moon which is what? I have lost my flood of thought.

Senorita-
Fine, senor. Ask your question.

Chil-
Do you want me, senorita?

Sen-
Si, senor.

Chil-
You do?

Sen-
I want you to stay away from me.

She exits.

Chil-
Ah! Now es claro? This is what is wrong with the women – she deny her deep desire for me. My religion, senores, is the getting of the women, marcando mas mujeres, so does this not make me a god to the women? Pleasing the women, this is my science, so does this not make me knowing of the women? El hombre propone y la mujer dispone, which is to say, the man he chases, the women she run away. And I know why I know, and I know that the women always be denying her deep desire for me! So I ask you, porque, porque, mis anglos sabios.

Dar-
I'm new at this, senor Chilito, but perhaps it is due to certain functional specializations unique to each particular gender that embed unique epigamic systems in their speculative sexual mechanisms. Women must commit more time and energy to the product of sexual relations, so they are more selective in their intimacy, while men, whose role in reproduction is less commitment-intense, find the female more instantly arousing, which leaves each often searching in the other that which is not always to the other's advantage, hence your difficulty in convincing the women of the value of your proposition.

Chil-
Ay ay ay! How silly these hombres blancos! We give you habanero y tu make the mild salsa. Hay demasiados palabras atestar en un hecho diminuto, which is in English "too many words for one small fact." I hope, senor Religioso, you have no such galimatias! 

Math-
Perhaps she findeth thee unattractive.

Chil-
Ha ha! Funny hombre talky crunchy! No. No? No! Senores, I will give you mi secreto. I am called in the Bueno Aires, la maquina de gusto supremo, or the maximum pleasure machine. So why the women be denying her deep desire for me? Because mi padre, Dios bendigalo, was a poor man in the mines, and the women, they want only one thing – the money! Y mira! The truth, she struts to us. Behold, senores, Dona Clara, la reina del Barrio, y por me she is the most loathing woman in the world, for once she was a filthy prostituta, a prositute, but then she marry the mighty padron of the pueblo, and this is the man what killed my sweet papa inside the mines! Pero now I shall revenge mi padre muerto. Como esta, Dona Clara?

Dona-
Do I know you?

Chil-
Si, Dona Clara. Once at a time, I bought you for my pleasure.

Dona-
Then I wish to return the favor.

Chil-
Si, Dona Clara, si.

Dona-
It would pleasure me for you to lick my boot.

Chil-
Vaya al diablo, tu chucha cuerera!

Dona-
And I will give you 500 pesos.

Chil-
500 pesos? Ha! Do you think I have no money? Okay, I have no money. But tu madre tiene un pene! Away with you!

Dona-
Very well.

Chil-
Dona Clara!

Dona-
Si?

Chil-
May I lick your boot for 1,000 pesos?

Dona-
300 pesos is my final offer, senor.

Chil-
300? But before you say 500!

Dona-
My desire weakens with seeing you, senor.

Chil-
Ha! Then I shall lick your boot and your desire shall go boomba!

Chilito goes to lick her boot.

Dona-
No, no, senor Chilito. Lick the bottom.

Chil-
En mi vida!

Dona-
Then goodbye.

Chil-
Dona Clara! I will lick the bottom for 800 pesos.

Dona-
You will lick the bottom for 100 pesos and nothing more.

Chil-
But what of the 300 pesos?

Dona-
Choose quickly, senor.

Chil-
I will lick the bottom of your boot for 100 pesos, Dona Clara. (See how the women craves the money!)

Chilito licks the bottom of her boot.

Dona-
Gracias, senor.

Chil-
Dona Clara, mi pesos?

Dona-
Of course, senor. I will go tell mi esposo, el mighty padron de Buenos Aires, that a man named Senor Tiny Peepee who once bought me for his pleasure has lickt the bottom of my boot for pesos, and I am certain he will not wish to murder you and feed you to his pigs, but that he will give me the pesos with a big generous smile, tu sabes, a smile like the one he gave your dear papa as he was dying in the mines. Wait here and I shall retrieve your 20 pesos.

Chil-
Dona Clara, forget the pesos, no? It was a pleasure in itself to lick the bottom of your boot.

Dona-
O, senor Chilito. Gracias.

She exits.

Chil-
Do you see, senores, how the women be slave to the money? Porque? Porque?

Dar-
Might it be that given the division of generative tasks entailed in bimorphism that women value industrious men with resources as these will more adequately ensure the success of their offspring?

Math-
Yet mighteth it also be that women desireth the money because they haveth it not and if women hadeth the money men would desireth them for it?

Chil-
Why, senor, when you speak, do you hiss like a snake?

Math-
I am practicing my scriptural dialect for my sermons to the savages. Liketh thou?

Chil-
We say in Espanol - "Tenir mas remedio que aguantarte." Which is "You would speak better if you did not speak." No! I tell you why the women be wanting the money. Because I have no money, and so is it easier for them to be always denying their deep desire for me! As you may not be knowing, mi padre was a poor man in the mines, yet I am known thru todo Argentina as la coba con colmillos que arrojan la miel nutriciosa, which is, en Ingles, the cobra with fangs that squirt the nutritious honeys.

Una feminista walks by.

Math-
Senor, ist that a man or a woman?

Chil-
That, senor, is una feminista. 

Dar-
A feminist?

Chil-
Muy diferente! Estos mujeres, they defy the natural ways. The man is for the seeing, the doing, and the taking, but the woman is for the showing, the listening, and the giving. O banditas insolentas! Tell me, senor sientifico, why is she so hideous to my loins?

Dar-
It could be she lacks features indicating feminine fertility - full lips, smooth clear skin, high cheekbones, and a general air of youth, symmetry, and submissiveness.

Chil-
I like this woman you describe. When may I meet her?

Math-
Yet couldeth it not also be that she wisheth to appeal only to those she findeth appealing?

Chil-
Senor religioso, giveth me un peso andeth I will show youeth how sexy she feeleth meeth.

Mathews gives Chilito un peso.

Chil-
Senor! Senor! O, perdoname, senorita. Toma mi peso.

The feminista takes his peso.

Fem-
Why do you give me un peso, senor Chilito?

Chil-
Because, senorita, I see you are in need.

Fem-
In need, senor?

Chil-
Si, senorita. In need of a shave!

Fem-
No te gusta mi mustachio, senor?

Chil-
Me gusta tu mustachio? Me gusta tu mustachio?

Fem-
Si, senor, for are you not like me un transexualismo?

Chil-
Me un transexualismo? Me un transexualismo?

Fem-
Si, senor Chilito, for though you are a man, I beat you like a woman.

She beats him and exits.

Chil-
Ha! This is la feminista! She pretends I am a woman to deny her deep desire for me, for of course she wants me in the nasty ways, as I am known throughout all of Sud America as el hombre que produce un galon de saliva en la boca de mujeres donde el se ve para momento solamente, or, en tu lengua, the man who makes the women drip like a thoroughbred after a summer race even if they see him for only one moment.

Math-
Pardon me, senores, but I am feeling somewhat sick.

Dar-
What’s wrong, Minister Mathews?

Math-
Last night I dranketh for three - me and my too many drinks. Which way to the ship, Charles?

Darwin gets out his compass.

Dar-
Straight southeast.

Chil-
What is this, senor?

Dar-
A compass.

Chil-
And what does it do?

Dar-
The magnet on its needle tip attracts it to magnetic North, showing direction.

Chil-
Gizmo maravilloso! Why did you not tell me you possess this trampa para mujeres? Women they love the trinkets! Senorita, would you like to see my compass?

A senorita steps up.

Senorita-
What is compass, senor Chilito?

Chil-
A handsome magnetic toy whose attractive tip is attracting to the women who desire to know my attractions, but mi amigo Ingles shall explain.

Dar-
Can you point to North America, senorita?

Sen-
But how can I do that? I know it is North, but I do not know the way.

Dar-
Watch the needle. There is North America.

Chil-
Mirabile! Come, senoritas, and see my magic needle pointing a Norte Americano!

Senoritas gather round. Mathews begins stuffing his pipe.

Math-
Charles, wouldst thou lighteth my pipe?

Darwin gets out a match and lights it on his teeth.

Chil-
Fabuloso! El magiciano asombroso erupta la flama de sus dientes! Otra vez, senor!

Darwin does it again.

Chil-
Hombre magico! This is excellent, senor. With such toys and tricks, las mujeres will no more be able to deny their deep desire for me. Teach me to make la flama de mis labios.

Chilito tries it.

Chil-
Ah, mi boca llama! You almost make all the women in the world to weep, senor.

Dar-
Why is that?

Chil-
For, senor, throughout todo el mundo I am known as el jefe monstruoso de la lengua acrobatico y longevo, or the monstruous boss-man with the acrobatic and long-lasting tongue. Tu la flama, me la compass. But come, senor, to my house, where we shall entertain las senoritas.

Dar-
No thank you, senor Chilito.

Chil-
What, senor? You do not like the women?

Dar-
I like a woman.

Chil-
I see, I see. Un domestico loco. Have it as you wish, though as we say in Buenos Aires, uno mango, muchos mangos! But senor, may I make the buying of your compass for marcando mas mujeres?

Dar-
Of course.

Chil-
Gracias, senor. Ay, que bazofia! I have none of the moneys.

Dar-
It is yours as my gracias for un dia fabuloso.

Chil-
Thank you, senor Inglese! If only mi padre could meet you, but have you heard? He was murdered in the mines! He was very poor, old aguacantes grandes, which I shall not translate here, for it shall cause las mujeres to be screaming like the humpy monkeys. Now, I shall leave you con mi beneficio favorito Argentino: May your mother slave for you, may your father have many lovers, and may your brothers and sisters kill each other in their cribs! Adios, senores! Vaya, senoritas, a mi casa al sur!

Senor Chilito and the senoritas exit.

Math-
Darwin, we're not in England anymore.

Fan-
Speak, mon voyageur intime, of your romp du jour.

Dar-
Today, I rambled thru Buenos Aires,


Perusing the beautiful architecture


And philosophizing con un caballero


Of character most refined and modest.


The conversation soon migrated toward


The mating habits of the local fauna,


Parrot, wasp, and weasel reproduction,


Landing then upon the subject of sex,


Sex, that is, as a sublime expression


Of biological formalism.

Fan-
Sex is only sublime when you're having it


And biological when others are,


So, please, Charles, formalize your expression.

Dar-
There wasn't any sex per se, Fanny,


For I'm speaking of sex in abstracto,


As a topos of scientific inquiry


Relating to hereditary linkage,


Or, pari passu, a postulated


Catalyst in human horticulture.

Fan-
Very well, but it seems a scientist


Studying sex is much like a soldier


Wielding a pansy - to what end, Charles?

Dar-
The soldier that wields a pansy might find


Some urgent peace his weapon held defeated.


What is but that it is not due to sex?


It is the grey eminence of existence,


The great armamentarium of health,


Reflecting us distorted in ourselves,


An information stream insanely configured


That bears our resistance in its muddle,


Being oracle, parable, enigma,


Mundanity, a gorgeous messy something.


Sex is, in a sense, our selection,


Determining who shall and who shall not,


So, to what end? To know what we are of.

Fanny-
Well, then, I shall think on sex more often.

They exit.

Scene 10: Aboard the Beagle, in the Captain’s dining chamber. Enter Fitzroy, Darwin, Sulivan, Earle, and Mathews.

Math-
Thank you for dinner, Captain, and though I find the food at sea somewhat seafoody, the wine was, nay, remains bright and efficacious. Have you any pudding, for I’ve not a sweet tooth merely, but an entire sweet mouth.

Sul-
I’m afraid the pudding has spoiled, sir.

Math-
No! A Christian sans sugar is like a Jew without his jewels, a Muslim without his war, and a Buddhist without whatever those little busy-bodies worship, which is to repeat, in bellio non fulfillibus.

Earle-
Have you any raison d’etre other than to annoy me?

Math-
Well, I hope I don’t annoy you, for I don’t mean to be annoying, as I know how annoying it is when some annoying someone is being annoying and thus making some other someone annoyed, but what is raisin detra? If it’s a pudding, and I beg it to be so, please hold my raisins. Dried fruit gives me blockage.

Sul-
Raison d’etre is reason for being in French, I believe.

Math-
A French pudding? Fine, I will suffer it, though I find French pastries like I find French people - flaky, bitter, and seedy. But I shall slather my treat with a pat of rich British butter, three spoons of coarse German sugar, accompanied, for balance, with some sweet Italian ices, por fedora.

Earle-
I shall paint a still life - “The Church Eating Europe.”

Fitz-
Entertain us, Flycatcher, with one of your postprandial romanesques on animalian ethics.

Earle-
Yes, you were instructing us last week on how some rare insect generated culture by spraying his chosen mate with a chalky sauce.

Math-
Mmmm, a chocolate sauce.

Sul-
I find such stories beside the point.

Earle-
What point?

Sul-
The point of God's creation, sir.

Dar-
Don’t worry, Lieutenant, for I saw no insects, nor no culture, today.

Fitz-
What’s wrong, Flycatcher? Have you lost your knack for bagging bugs?

Earle-
No, he’s simply caught and killed them all.

Math-
Yippee! For I hate bugs. When I meet my maker, I shall first say “hello” and “how are you” and “thanks for having me” etc., but then I’ll quickly move to the vital issue, namely, “Dear God, if thou art so good, why didst thou maketh the mosquito?”

Dar-
Mosquitos are more vital to life than humans.

Math-
Yes, but we don’t bite, save for cookies and such.

Dar-
No, we enslave.

Math-
We do not! O, well, yes, I suppose we do.

Fitz-
Give us this day your daily head, Flycatcher.

Dar-
I spent the morning in Bahia Blanca, breakfasting with a sophisticated gentlemen, the cordial Mr. Lennon. After tea and biscuits, he invited me to tour his hacienda, his plantation. A refreshing carriage ride thru amazing nemoral straths expelled us into a clearing where I was nearly brained by the most disgusting spectacle ever to rush thru my optical gates agog: slavery, slaves, slaving. Thousands of black humans, both shiny and dull, toiling in surreal abject conditions, many chained by the pussing neck, shackled in thumbscrews and chains, many with limbs lopped off, most nearly naked, and at this sight inspires pity certain as the newborn infant awe, the pleasant Mr. Lennon morphed into the very clone of terror. As he is taunting, cursing and hitting this sad, revolting flesh machinery for imagined crimes and fraud offenses, up swags a matican, a slave hunter, who, to be sweet with him, most resembled a stray urban mutt freshly rolled in his own feces, and he is carrying a pair of black ears, black person ears, taken, as he drawled, “off some negro runaway.” I used to do the same with rats in Shrewsbury! “Didn’t you get them both?” growls his boss, the dapper Mr. Lennon. “No, sir,” quoth the slobbering, righteous soul-butcher. “The old woman jumpt off a quarry cliff and died ra’r’n be recaptured.” And here shouts the delightful Mr. Lennon thru his schnooty schnozz, “Brutish obstinacy!” In ancient Rome, this obstinacy would have been termed valor! But then came my dessert to this disgusting dish of nihil - As I was raising my hat to wipe the sweat this forsaken aceldama had spewn across my brow, one giant, gentle slave, who in a just fight would have pummelled me to pygmy, flincht like I were going to snoggle him! To think of his great power drained away is to contemplate an all-inflicting wound. What value for humanity is any institution that wastes even one human’s priceless inner worth? I have, it’s true, been horribly sick at sea, but next such grief, nausea is nirvana.

Fitz-
Really, Flycatcher. I think you’re over-reacting.

Dar-
No, Captain, I am under-reacting, for had I slaughtered and eaten the delicious Mr. Lennon, freed his slaves, and sent them to savor the senoritas of pelfy corrupt Brazil, my action would have been only mild in its measure.

Fitz-
In its measure to mayhem.

Dar-
Chaos is preferable to injustice.

Fitz-
Justice is the luxury of order.

Dar-
The moment order supercedes on justice, all is chaos.

Fitz-
And what is total freedom save inconquerable chaos? All entities pursue self-interest, but some are just more interesting than others. The sour grimace of equality is merely the ruse of seeking status, as we empathize with slaves to allay our meak dejection. Every diatribe is for the tribe, for we are all navigated by a common preservation device, and to advise someone destroy this device rather than use it to its best, that is to counsel suicide after success. Vive la resistance! rings from both sides of the barricade.

Dar-
Well, I am on the right.

Fitz-
If right’s the topic, let’s be honest with history, for history is terribly honest with us. European culture is humanity’s truest hope. Founder of efficiency, defender of reason, supplier of progress, it stands now as watchdog o’er the world, and the day another replaces it, the globe will stop in its orbit and all the unattached objects will fall into dark infinity. Therefore, certain forms of containment of other cultures is to be expected, nay, supported, lest their thoughtless and unforeseeing systems come to dominate by mass.

Earle-
Europe is the abortion of a baseless arrogance.

Fitz-
Our arrogance is based upon the spoils of status.

Dar-
Our status will spoil us.

Sul-
So we are spoiled and they are slaves. Such is God's preferment.

Math-
And glory be to God for his preferments and his grapes.

Dar-
In my ethical topography, the slave has status on the master.

Fitz-
Then your map is upside down and you’ll go seeking the Northern lights in the swarthy spheres.

Dar-
I will go seeking society.

Fitz-
Society is slavery, as you said.

Dar-
Society abhors slavery. Humans, unlike other animals, have the capacity to institute freedom, so not to do so is to betray ourselves.

Fitz-
Yet your nature lesson last week, if I recall correctly, was how you’d found a rather large, conical ant colony, and, after observing the little chiggers for a bit, you discovered they’d enslaved other hapless chiggers, and you took this slavery as evidence for society. Do I have that right, Lieutenant?

Sul-
Yes, sir.

Math-
That’s not how I remember it.

Fitz-
Nor did I ask you, Minister, if it were.

Math-
True! Point for the Captain.

Earl-
It is as I would sketch it.

Dar-
Well, Fanny, I was stuck. Had I labeled


Formicular slavery society?

Fanny-
That certainly sounds like you.

Dar-
And so I had?


The analogy linking animals


To humans is for fancy, not for fact.

Fanny-
Then say clearly humans are not animals.

Dar-
Such a claim does disservice to them both.

Fanny-
You amaze me, Charles.

Dar-
I amaze myself,


For after much careful deliberation,


I decided to make a mistake.

Dar-
You, Captain Fitzroy, possess an obsolete preservation device that is choking on a flood of facts you’re too toffee to confess. You stay pleased by ignoring the unpleasant. You justify objectification by an appeal to subjectivity. Your very cognitive core is like some intelligence test for infants - all around you, young energy fumbles to make sense; entering you, these energies are apportioned according to some arcane, random system of value-limiting judgment rungs; and then, emerging from you, come tedious lists of cold, calculated figures, ranking the diverse, filing away the free, measuring the absolutely immeasurable. You, Captain Fitzroy, smack of insecurity, making all your progress-minded snoot but the sad defense of a backward, unminding fear.

Fitz-
Flycatcher, we shall dine no more together.

Math-
May I still dine...

Fitz-
Out my quarters, all!

All exit.

Scene 11: Darwin’s diary.

December 14, 1883, Port Desire – Took a long walk on the North side: after ascending some rocks there is a great level plain, which extends in every direction but is divided by vallies. –this alone deserves the name of a desart. – The plain is composed of gravel with very little vegetation & not a drop of water. In the vallies there is some little, but it is very brackish. – It is remarkable that on the surface of this plain there are shells of the same sort which now exist. - & the muscles even with their usual blue colour. – it is therefore certain, that within no great number of centuries all this country has been beneath the sea.

Scene 12: The hills of Punta Alta, Brazil. Earle is painting. Enter Lieutenant Sulivan.

Sul-
What are you drawing, sir?

Earle-
Drawing is for children, cards, and cysts. I am painting.

Sul-
What are you painting, sir?

Earle-
If you can’t tell my topic by my treatment, then you’re too doltish to appreciate the disruption of your ineptitude.

Sul-
Why are you so angry, sir?

Earle-
Anger is the exciton of the artist. The world is wrong, this angers him. He sets it right, this angers him, for the fix is as dysfunctional as the fact.

Sul-
Then let me rephrase myself: why are you angry with me, sir? I am functional. I am right. I love the one true God. What’s so wrong with me to earn your anger?

Earle-
What’s wrong with you is just how right you are.

Enter Syms, carrying carcasses.

Syms-
Come along, little soggies. Just cuz Philos had me shoot you for his collections don't mean ya can't collect yourselves. We mustn't let death get the best of us (tho most of the men I know would be better off dead, and most of the women I know prefer to play dead). Ah, my fellow artist! I didn't see you, but only because I don't consider you worthy my attention. How's the creative granite flowing?

Earle-
Fellow artist? You are as much an artist as the lieutenant a mutineer.

Syms-
Then someone cry mutiny! for lo, my creation! (and when I create, trust me, it’s low).

He throws the carcasses down.

Earle-
Lo thy destruction!

Syms-
These limp eyes and sightless limbs are as much creation as your still life.

Earl-
One cannot compare your destruction to my creation.

Syms-
I’ll prove one can, and if I win, you paint me, ala nude.

Earle-
I’d debate you for the positive on the futility of debate, and I’ll beat you were the judge your own dear mother.

Syms-
As for beating your mother, I did that when she called me her least favorite trick, and for a word-war, you are my weapon against you, so I’ll beat you, and be the judge this gutless regurgitator!

Earle-
Poor justice when the judge is deficient to the jurist.

Sul-
I am known for my shrewd discretion, sir.

Syms-
Then this hate triangle is a sin-ascetic variety show, for I am known for my colorful songs and he for his hue-deaf paintings.

Earle-
Begin the debate.

Syms-
The Case of Syms the Sexy Yodeler vs Earle the Simpering Fop, Judge Mental presiding.

Sul-
Your argument, please.

Syms-
I claim my drooping carcasses as much art as his dripping canvases.

Earle-
I claim art brings life, slaughter ends life, which is obvious, so I win.

Sul-
It seems he does.

Syms-
Hold, your honor! (and lemme get on her a while). I objectile vomit. I propose emotion. I deny his point (though I don’t deny he has a point, for there is his head, nor do I deny it’s an obvious point, as there’s no cap large enough to contain such a useless expense), so may I interject?

Sul-
Proceed.

Syms-
You are a judge, an officer, and a banana.

Sul-
Why a banana?

Syms-
Because you are open to appeal. Now, I shall lax rhetorical, which is legal sleaze for expecting the world of you. What is life?

Sul-
You know that.

Syms-
Only in this sense - whatever he says it is, I shall say “no.”

Earle-
Life is what can die.

Syms-
No.

Sul-
Then what is death?

Earle-
Death is the end of life.

Syms-
A circular definitional.

Earle-
All definitions are circular.

Syms-
Then all straight lines are indefinable, and no straighter line exists than between life and death.

Earle-
Where is this headed?

Syms-
Headed? I refuse to be headed anywhere, for if we’re talking about beheading, my opponent deserves the life penalty.

Sul-
The death penalty?

Syms-
To an artist, life is worse than death.

Earle-
Could we finish, please?

Syms-
I’d prefer to Swedish. Oo la la! If there’s one thing 'bout a blond it’s that there’s one thing 'bout a blond.

Earle-
My opponent is unfit to stand before this court.

Syms-
This court is unfit to stand for a court.

Earle-
I am bored and returning to my paints.

Syms-
Ah! Why are you bored?

Earle-
Your argument’s all art and no reason.

Syms-
Then I have made art by killing reason.

Earle-
Not my words.

Syms-
Much as I made art by killing critters.

Earle-
There’s a difference.

Syms-
Much as you make art by killing subjects.

Earle-
I give them life!

Syms-
Life is what can die, so you kill your subjects, as you deny them death by painting them.

Sul-
The court decides for Syms.

Earle-
Absurd! The judge is biast.

Syms-
No, sir, you are bi-asst. You talk from one and kack from the other, but since no one can tell the difference, I suggest you consolidate for a faster ride.

Sul-
Such a man needs two rear-ends: On one he sits, and one he wags.

Syms-
Ouch! A joking judge, a prissy painter, what’s next? A sentimental scientist?

Enter Darwin, carrying bones.

Dar-
O I shall cry myself to dust!

Syms-
Welcome to America - the word made flesh, the flesh made blubber.

Dar-
Syms, write this down.

Syms-
I’d rather write you up a ticket for tears! Months at sea, and here you come, splashing us with saltwater!

Dar-
I’ve made a great discovery.

Syms-
The boohoo of the human ha ha - we think we make discoveries when discoveries make us.

Dar-
Item one - two partial megatherium skulls.

Syms-
Partial skulls? Hey, Sully! D-dog dug your family grave!

Dar-
Item two - a scelidotherium sequestrum.

Syms-
A sociosexual simpleton? Earle, it’s your twin!

Dar-
Syms, be serious, would you?

Syms-
And one Beseriuswoodyoo, the oldest bone of contention.

Dar-
Item three - the pelvis of a Mylodon Darwinii.

Syms-
A what?

Dar-
I’ve named it after myself.

Syms-
Hey, finder’s namers, mamaluco altanero.

Dar-
Pardon me?

Syms-
I name you as I find you - a pretentious imbecile.

Earle-
Mr. Darwin, could you move? You are blocking my boulders.

Syms-
Otherwise known as obstructing my rocks, a seaman’s most common complaint.

Darwin looks at the boulders and sees a fossil.

Dar-
A Toxodon!

Earle-
What are you doing?

Dar-
I must excavate these samples. Syms, my pick!

Syms-
What’s that got to do with a fossil, save it hardens with disuse?

Earle-
Those samples are an integral part of my landscape.

Dar-
Your landscape contains a rare, important example our planet’s distant past.

Earle-
Our planet’s intimate present concerns me, Darwin, and I’m sick of you pillaging incomparable beauty for statistical spetches.

Dar-
These spetches will form a centerpiece in the Museum of Natural History, and in the face of such value, aesthetics must bend to science.

Earle-
Continue to scar the planet, your science will render nature mere detritus, then art be damned!

Dar-
I will excavate these samples.

Earle-
You will not!

Sul-
The court sides with Mr. Darwin.

Earle-
O, shove your gavel up your bible.

Sul-
I am the officer here, Mr. Earle.

Earle-
Bones in the stone. That’s what you are. Bones in the stone!

Earle exits.

Dar-
Syms, haul these samples to the ship and return with my implements.

Syms-
You give me the bone, I give you the ax. In the beginning was the burp. In the end was the automatic ever-expanding capitalist economy.

Syms-
Who acts like a beast


To be an honest man?


Darwin, Darwin.


Who sees fornication


In the puritan?


Darwin, Darwin.


Who walks on two feet


So his hands are free to fight?


Darwin, Darwin.


Who looks into time


To prove it's outta sight?


Darwin, Darwin.


But who can say


What we owe today?


Not him, not him.

Syms exits.

Dar-
Thank you, lieutenant.

Sul-
What’s your interest, Mr. Darwin, in this old dusty rubble?

Dar-
Tween you and me?

Sul-
I hold no secrets from my superiors.

Dar-
The Captain knows my thoughts.

Sul-
The Captain is a hot cup of coffee, tween you and me.

Dar-
Very well. I believe these bones are the remains of a massive reptilian species that thrived millions of years ago.

Sul-
Millions of years ago?

Dar-
A theory both tempting and troubling.

Sul-
Why troubling?

Dar-
To begin, it would mean that the gospel is a major understatement.

Sul-
How is that?

Dar-
Like a directory with no information, an annotated narrative of perverse exaggerations...

Sul-
A guidebook leading nowhere, a chart of nothing.

Dar-
Exactly.

Sul-
That is troubling.

Dar-
Next, if this ancient jaw shares certain traits with the mandible of a modern lizard, might they be related thru some heterotelic restructuring process?

Sul-
Thru what?

Dar-
I lack a specific term for it now, but my working title is “epigenetic incremental speciative alteration.” O, I know, it’s too intellectual for a great idea, but it’s a start.

Sul-
In other words, one animal can change into another, like in fairy tales or pagan myths.

Dar-
Yes, in a way.

Sul-
Very troubling.

Dar-
Lastly, why are these magnificent beasts no more? We take the survival of a species as faith accompli, assuming each creature perfectly adapted to endlessly exploit a world ultimately accommodating, yet, if that’s true, where are the giants?

Sul-
Where are the giants?

Dar-
If they can go extinct, why can’t we? Might we be, as it were, an endangered species, due to starvation, or disease, or environmental dearth, or population dynamics, such as the wrong people outbreeding the right, or extravagant weaponry, or who knows what?

Sul-
You mean we too could be extinct?

Dar-
All our cities, all our children, all our dreams, dusty rubble.

Sul-
A theory both troubling and untrue.

Dar-
How so?

Sul-
In being against God.

Dar-
I prefer to think that God and I are still in negotiations.

Sul-
But you’re wrong, sir. You have shut God out.

Dar-
So might the zealots perceive it.

Sul-
So might I perceive it. The earth is no older than the instance of grace. Creatures do not change into one another, but remain ever the same, for our enjoyment and exploitation. Humanity will not go to waste, but rather to heaven, for we were created in His image. And the gospel, Mr. Darwin, is perfect.

Dar-
But maybe that’s not true.

Sul-
It is true.

Dar-
Then why did you side with me over Earle?

Sul-
Know thine enemy.

Dar-
Yes, well, I best get back to my bones.

Sul-
You best get back to your God, tween you and me.

Sullivan exits.

Fanny-
Charles, I fear you've given yourself away.

Darwin exits.

Scene 13: Somewhere in the Patagones. Enter Darwin and some gauchos.

Gaucho 1-
Basta! We camp aqui!

Gaucho 2-
Carne, maté, y cigarillos!

Gaucho 3-
Who will fight me first?

Dar-
Tonight, I am in the Patagones, 

Entre Rio Negro y Rio Colorado,

Whence the Andes freshen the Pacific. 

I will parse the geology in detail. 

From out a lithospheric crust of dunic horsts, 

Trenches, plates and thrusts, dappled with orogenic 

Folds, plutonic intrusions, alkaline mesas, 

Land-pocking metalicious earth runes rise,

Forming salt-lakes, sand-stones, roche montonee, 

Amidst which bask such bulate tephric heaps, 

Such pelagic ooze, such schistocities,

Such pyroclastic serac, the strata 

With eolian deposits is littered

In a felsenmeer of sprawling shingle scree, 

And with the surging moon, hot chiracos

Covert arouse swirling seering dust-devils 

That pulverize the air with microcrystals

And defoliates, leaving this alveole

Of antiblastic metamorophosis

Defiled by the geest of terribilata.

Fan-
It sounds like some pufft-up ambiance


For a production of Pandemonium.

Dar-
The animate inhabitants would further 

Your vision, for though this decrepit barren 

Is reptile over-rife, the only mammals 

Are particularly demonic - famished livestock, 

Clueless guanacos, small but hardy tribes 

Of shagous miners, marauding Indios, 

And my companions, no, mis campaneros, 

Los gauchos.

Fan-
What on earth are los gauchos? 

They sound like a fabulous style of pant.

Dar-
Los gauchos are Spanish cowboys, 

And for fanfaron, they outbrag the loaming

Chemosphere. Extravagantly adorned 

In boots and spurs, flapping chaps, bullet belts, 

Six guns double, bright satin shirts beneath 

Thick wool sarapes, abundant ragged armillas, 

And an exuberance of shred motley scarves, 

All toppt by different scrawny leather caps, 

Each is a grand theatrical statement. 

Jovial, iracund, prankish, y muy orgulloso, 

By day they ride, hunt, and murder Indians, 

And by night they drink mate, a cactus-liqueur, 

Devour most inscrutable meat giblets, 

Sing horrific ballads, and pound each other 

Into bloody piles of lard. They can fell

A gazelle with their lassos and their bolas 

Can snare a running bull at the withers.

Fan-
Whatever do such anarquistas make 

Of civil Charles?

Dar-
O, they make a scribbling, 

Docile freak whose amazement at their habits

But proves him a thoughtless, thoughtful toy.

Fan-
O dear friend, I certainly do miss you.

Dar-
And I so wish us in one place, my love, 

As fiercely as I wonder where I am.

A gaucho offers Darwin a boiled monkey skull.

G1-
Do you wish to suck his eyeballs out, senor?

Dar-
Gracias, no.

G2-
It is a monkey, senor, not a human.

Dar-
Si, yo sabe. Pero no tengo hungry.

G3-
Please, senor, it ancient gaucho custom. You must eat the eyeballs from the boiled monkey skull or we will all perish in our sleep tonight.

Darwin sucks the eyeballs out, chews them, and swallows them.

G1-
Mira la naturalista!

G2-
Que repugnante!

G3-
Esta un cannibal!

Dar-
You said it was a monkey.

G1-
You are what you eat, senor!

Enter un gaucho.

G4-
General Rosas is coming, and he will speak con la naturalista.

Dar-
Who is General Rosas?

G3-
General Rosas is el jefe de los gauchos.

Dar-
Why would he speak with me?

G2-
Ningun sabe porque el jefe quiere que'l jefe quiere.

Enter General Rosas.

Rosas-
Hola, mis gauchos!

Gauchos-
Hola, mi jefe!

Rosas-
Today, I ride five horses into the dirt, devour seven pork swine, forever seal the lips and lids of 58 disgusting Indians, and still I have the stamina to sink my machete de machismo into the jiggling papaya of 94 concubinas. Quien estoy?

Gauchos-
El Jefe!

Rosas-
Carne, mate, y cigarillos!

Gauchos-
Bravo, el jefe

Rosas-
Quien esta el gringo?

G4-
Se llama Charles Darwin, y esta un naturalista.

Rosas-
Un naturalista? Imposible! La naturalista es un hombre que sabe todos, pero no hombre sabe todos, ni siquiera el jefe!

Dar-
What did he say?

G4-
He says you cannot be a naturalist, for such a man knows everything, and you know nothing.

Dar-
Tell him that in my country a naturalist is a man who simply studies life.

G4-
I will try. El naturalista says you are the penis of an impotent pig.

Rosas-
Un pene de puerco impotente? Ha! Tie him up and I shall eat him!

G4-
Atalo!

The gauchos tie up Darwin.

Dar-
Why am I being bound?

G4-
El jefe say if you study the life, you should also study the death.

Dar-
What's he going to do?

G4-
He's going to eat you.

Dar-
What did I do?

G4-
El jefe hates the English.

Dar-
But why?

G4-
Why hate the English? Senor, you are about to die. Do not waste your time with stupid questions.

Dar-
What have I done?

G4-
You have come to Sud America - land of the faith, home of the fear.

Dar-
Talk to him, please, on my behalf. 

G4-
Very well. Mi jefe?

Rosas-
Que?

G4-
May I make a suggestion?

Rosas-
Si.

G4-
I believe el naturalista, for all his detestable arrogance, could prove of some value to el jefe.

Rosas-
Porque?

G4-
I have seen him, when the other gauchos are sleeping, to make the squigglies on the paper.

Rosas-
Why he make the squigglies on the paper?

G4-
I have heard that these squigglies may teach a man many things.

Rosas-
Can these squigglies teach a man to kill more despicable Indians and enjoy more savory concubinas?

G4-
Even such things, mi jefe, can these squigglies teach.

Rosas-
I will see these squigglies.

G4-
Yes, mi jefe, but here is the problem. It take many years to learn to see the squigglies.

Rosas-
Many years? O what shall I do?

G4-
These squigglies may still help el jefe without him learning to see them.

Rosas-
Dime mas.

G4-
Just as you make many micro jefes by pouring your salty squigglies into los gordos de las concubinas, so you will also make the micro jefes if you let the naturalista live, for then he will speak of you in his squigglies. Comprende?

Rosas-
No.

G4-
As the people read the squigglies, they will learn of you, and in a sense, over time, this will generate more micro jefes than you alone can produce con tu pene de puerco potente. Comprende ahora?

Rosas-
Poco a poco. Is this connected to the notion that there are other ways to spread one’s genotype into the gene pool than by reproducing organically, for the sexual mimicry that is the result of wide-spread admiration brings into greater statistical prevalance the “gene types” that most resemble the actual genes of the admired and thus emulated individual?

G4-
A logical correlate of the theory of kin selection.

Rosas-
Si.

G4-
And taking into account that we all share the majority of our genes, one might organize individuals into a spectrum from most to least in terms of genotypic similarity to a given sample, and so this given sample forms a standard that functions causally upon mating behaviors to bring about the flourishing of gene methodologies functioning innately to generate sexual patterning thru life-strategies that take on a general desirability and thus influence mate selection.

Rosas-
Are you suggesting a process of eusociality?

G4-
Si!

Rosas-
I understand, except one thing - why should I not eat him?

G4-
Because, if you eat him, he will not make the squigglies.

Rosas-
Ah! Bueno.

Dar-
What did he say?

G4-
He will eat you.

Dar-
O my love, now am I to die.

Fanny-
Call to God!

Dar-
Dear Lord, alight your grace upon my grief,


Inflict your vengeance on my oppressor,


And save a simple soul, a soul that loves you,


From senseless decimation. Fanny? Nothing!

Fanny-
Cry to the world, Charles, and he shall hear you.

Dar-
Hear me all, alone in death, O hear me


Desperate longing for my deliverance!


Hear my rage at your indifference to my death!

Fanny-
He hears not judgment, Charles, but acceptance.

Dar-
Our judge hears not judgment? What's this phantom


I am to accept as my protector


That will not come when he is most in need?

Fanny-
His need is not of now.

Dar-
Yet I need him now!

Fanny-
You know that isn't how He works, Charles.

Fanny-
The fittest in his faith alone survive.

Dar-
I had faith, now I'm fit to not survive,


All looting thru the horrid lapse of love.


Love? Ha! A fiction of false comfort.


So have you, Fanny, found my principle -


All is but survival of the fittest.


Great creator of murder and beauty,


Weaving life's necrotic lemniscus,


Forcing us to ornery, infinite corners,


Yet calling us into the open air


Where we are quickly slaughtered for our trust.

Fanny-
He loves you, Charles.

Dar-
His love is useless.


Survival of the fittest. I renounce Him!


For here is my God, my name on his knife,


Hungry for my heart. You alone, Fanny, 


Retain my morbid urge.

Fanny-
Dear Charles, no.

Rosas kisses Darwin.

Rosas-
El jefe te llama su compadre mas amado!

G4-
Desatalo!

Dar-
What did he say?

G4-
He say you are too puny to satisfy him, so, in compensation for his hunger, you must return to England, where you must describe him in your squigglies as el jefe mas machismo en todo Sudamerica.

Dar-
Si!

Rosas-
Mis gauchos locos, por favor - un canson por el naturalista!

Los gauchos sing.

Ay ay ay ay

Es bueno ser un gaucho!

Come el carne,

Bibe el mate',

Y fume el cigarillo!

Ay ay ay ay

Que triste el naturalista!

Aqui es un hombre,

Aqui es un monkey,

No sabe la diferencia!

All exit.

Scene 14: Aboard the Beagle in Good Success Bay, Tierra del Fuego. Darwin on the deck.

Dar-
Today, Fanny, hoping all's in a name, we hit prow at Good Success Bay, a large foggy inlet in that inhospitable zone they call Tierra del Fuego, or land of fire, and the Slough of Despond was not more poignantly intitulated. It's here that Captain Fitzroy hopes to reinstate his improved Fuegians, with Matthews as their Fuhrungsmensch, which is much like placing zoo administration under the auspices of the Ministry for Besotted Butchers. Glancing at the region from the deck, it seemed that any civilizing venture would possess a corpse's chance at crawling, no matter the Drummer King that kept its beat. Small fires flickered 'long the icy coast. Shrill screams, as from a neck-shot elk, spew from the jaggy scarp. And as we neared the steamy ness, I scanned thru the thick serein a few dark figures, maybe ten, or twenty, which then swelled into leaping, waving hundreds, their noses bleeding, their mouths frothing, so rabid did they run the raven ridge. My skin, like a stranded skate, writhed upon the hot sands of my nervous muscles, desiring safety's surge. Yet, my fears unheard, we hit the beach to execute our mission, and hopefully not ourselves.

The Beagle lands. On the beach, enter Fitzroy, Matthews, Syms, Darwin, Jemmy, York and Fuegia on one side. On the other, the Fuegians.

Earle-
I shall paint this historic event from a great distance.

Syms-
Captain Fishtoy?

Fitz-
What is it, Syms?

Syms-
Why are these people naked?

Fitz-
They are savages.

Syms-
O, how sad.

Fitz-
Do not be sad for them, Syms. They are backward, ignorant, and self-defeating, but thru pity we shall perfect them.

Syms-
I'm sad for us that we must wear tight skivvies.

Fitz-
Speak to them, Jemmy Button!

Jemmy-
Jemmy forget palabras.

Fitz-
Fuegia, speak to your people!

Fuegia-
They are not my people.

F1-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
York Minster, what are they saying?

F2-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
York Minster!

F3-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
Do any of you speak English?

Syms-
I guess we’ll have to learn their language. Razz!

Matt-
Well, this is a botch. Back to the ship!

Fitz-
Minister, preach to them.

Matt-
How am I to preach if they don’t speak my language?

Syms-
Actually, the second a sermon becomes intelligible, I tune right out.

Fitz-
York Minster, I find your reticence utterly reprehensible. I have given three years of my busy life to the project of polishing your personality, and my reputation with the Church, the charities, and the Navy depends on the success of returning you to your native land for the moral restoration and religious absorption of these wretched beings, your ancestors, so I am telling you now, as a Captain in the British Royal Admiralty, and as your legal guardian, translate my message to these heathens or you get the Fuegians and I get Fuegia.

Fueg-
Yes, Captain. Take me with you. I do not like these people.

Earle-
Could the natives and the invaders stand a bit closer, please!

Dar-
What was I seeing, Fanny? What were these filthy, mumbling inhabitants of our most remote neglect? Like me, yes, but likeness too unlike! If such is the shape whence we are stampt, then let us seek ourselves no more in logic or reflection, but embrace these primordial forms as origin, and ample.

York-
Me translate for Captain.

Syms-
And I will translate for Philos, since he only seems to comprehend himself.

Fitz-
Greetings!

Syms-
It’s me again, the goofy-looking child-stealer.

Fitz-
We mean you no harm.

Syms-
Mess with me, I kill you.

Fitz-
Three years ago, absconded in a state of war, some of your people sailed with me across the mighty waters to a powerful land called England, where they received training in the ways of civilization. Now I return them that they might assist you in becoming civilized, which is to make laws, to be industrious, and to worship a peaceful God.

Syms-
And did I mention I’m as crazy as you are nekid?

Fitz-
Jemmy, Fuegia, and York will be joined by a representative of our society, Minister Matthews.

Syms-
To prove my people insane, I bring our team mascot - a chicken dresst as a penguin, whom we call father.

Fitz-
The Incredibly Charitable Organization of Terribly Concerned Anglican Ladies has sent along this care package, full of useful implements to assist you in establishing a normal society. Syms, open the box.

Syms opens it.

Syms-
Ah, yes. Here’s the peag every Fuegian needs to live a productive half-life. To shield you from the lashing wind, an ascot. To defend you from your nefarious neighbors, a book on etiquette. To slaughter, disembowel, and devour large mamelukes, a salad fork. For the Fuegian fillies, a comb, for that after-dragging look. And for all the Fuegian dudes, if you’re feeling a little wilty in the nickers, this portrait of the Queen is sure to rouse your randy. Thank you, Dreadfully Oblivious Organization of Risible English Ninnys.

The Fuegians step forth.

Math-
They’re attacking!

Fitz-
Minister, hold your ground!

Syms-
He’s too busy holding his bladder.

Earle-
If everyone could please stand still!

One of the Fuegians hits Fitzroy on the chest.

Fitz-
York, what does it mean?

York-
To you it mean, speak no more.

One of the Fuegians hits Darwin on the chest.

York-
To you it mean, welcome.

Darwin hits the Fuegian on the chest.

Syms-
Hey, let's start a frat! Philos Beata Fuego. 

Fitz-
What are they saying?

York-
They say you very ugly. Where is color? He look like fish be dead three days.

Syms-
Don't let his looks fool ya, cuz he smell like fish be dead ten days.

Fitz-
What now?

York-
The way you dress, they think you woman.

F3-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
What is yammerschooner?

Syms-
Yammerschooner, dookyjammer, funkyswapper! Words would be a lot more fun if they didn’t have to mean.

York-
Yammerschooner mean "Me want."

Fitz-
What do they want?

York-
Them want knives.

Fitz-
Syms, give them your knife.

Syms-
Sorry, Captain. Last time I gave my weapon to my enemy, he killed me dead, which I forgive you for not noticing, since you can’t even smell your own rotten ideas.

Darwin gives them his knife.

Math-
What is he doing with that knife?

York-
Him make like eating human.

Math-
To the ship!

Fitz-
Stop! Your people eat humans?

York-
No, but them eat white man.

Syms-
Ah, the savvy savage.

Math-
I vote ship.

Fitz-
Minister, where is your trust in God?

Math-
On the ship!

Fitz-
These people crave your message of peace.

Math-
No, they crave my pieces of meat.

Dar-
Perhaps a common bond will emerge among you, call it reciprocal altruism, whereby the immediate urges will be checkt and replaced by a dedication to mutual benefits, competition ceding to cooperation.

Math-
What?

Fitz-
Your only protection is God, and should you perish, here’s your solace: you die for him who died for you.

Math-
That’s easy for you to say. He dies for me, I die for him, and you sail off to England. Your solace carries a deficit of death.

York-
Captain, this be Jemmy family - mother, brothers, wife.

Fitz-
Speak to them, Jemmy.

Jemmy-
Jemmy no sabe words.

Fitz-
What are they saying?

York-
Them say Jemmy father die. Them say Jemmy ugly. Them want Jemmy gloves.

Jemmy-
Ellos not Jemmy people.

Fitz-
That's okay. Family need not speak. At least you found each other, and there is quite a resemblance.

Syms-
If that’s a resemblance, then I’m a prodigal newt.

Fitz-
Well, we must be off. Those not remaining, return to the Beagle.

F1-
Yammerschooner.

York-
Captain, him want you hat.

Fitzroy gives his hat.

Fitz-
Minister Matthews, God is on your side.

Syms-
Translation - He will not watch your back.

F2-
Yammerschooner!

York-
Captain, him want your shoes.

Fitzroy gives his shoes.

Fitz-
Jemmy, be thy brother’s keeper.

Syms-
Translation - Be thy brother's killer.

F3-
Yammerschooner!

York-
Captain, him want you jacket.

Fitzroy gives his jacket.

Fitz-
York, you must mediate.

Syms-
Translation - it's a tough job, so no one's gonna do it.

Math-
Why are they ripping the jacket?

York-
So them share it.

Syms-
I saw something like it in Italy once - they shredded the law so all got a piece. 

Fitz-
My dear, gentle Fuegia, that you remain hurts me most, but I understand your urge for home.

Fuegia- 
England is my home.

Fitz-
Yet once you marry a native...

York-
Fuegia marry York.

Fitz-
York Minster,  please, this has been decided.

York-
York take Fuegia.

Fueg-
I want to stay with you, Captain. I do not like York. I do not like the Yammerschooners. I like the ship, I like England, I like you. Please, take me with you.

F1-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
What do they want now?

York-
Them want Fuegia.

Fitz-
We will return in three weeks to mark your progress, and I know that we shall find you all as happy as clams.

Syms-
Translation - shuckt, suckt, and chuckt.

Earle-
I need more time!

Fitz-
Dammit, Earle, it's over!

F2-
Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
Farewell, God bless, and be civil!

Dar-
To see them go, Fanny, it was awful. Jemmy with no language, York with no peace, Fuegia no desire, godly godless Matthews, all inertly, sadly strung between an unloved ancestral chaos and an unreachable postmodern fantasy. How foreign can we feel upon this earth, this earth that crafted us of its own elements. Home is easily left but hardly regained. We are the wanderers, we are the way, we are the paradise that's lost when found, for what can ever lead us to ourselves? Nature alone, that attractive repellant, is our sweet vicious refuge. We slog thru catalysts, drive thru reversions, wince at illusions, scram to keep our place, yet we only ever terminate in nature, that teeming shore we're left upon, less will or why, condemned to a stodgy effervescent consciousness, dirt-spirits, spawns of fusk, amaranthic sludge confused by the clarity of its unknowable design, oblivious at birth, yet more so deceasing, we are nature's most forgotten, most fondled thought, O wishful worms...

Syms-
Pardon, Philos, but we’re waiting.

Dar-
How conclude such a sad, repeated scene?

Syms-
With a chipper guff! “And there came forth upon the earth a new race of Formofusians, their government parliamentary anarchy, their religion monotheistic pantheism, and their language Indoeuroyammerschooner. Long did they prosper, so much did they ruin, for which their punishment was their prize, work that cannot craft its own cessation.” - Signed, Exit, Writer of All Scenes.

Exit.

Scene 15: Aboard the Beagle, somewhere in the Pacific off Argentina. Enter Fitzroy.

Fitz-
Come, Philos, above! It’s snowing butterflies!

Enter Darwin.

Dar-
Fearing another grampus hoax, I crept on deck like a squirrel to the hand, but, indeed, Fanny, while we lolled one dusk the ad littoral doldrums off southern Chile, there it was - a blizzard of butterflies. The sky played street to a festival of crazy, colored bugs whose frenzied flapping filled the somber air, their acraein baguio hastening hesitant night. It seemed some mad migration from nowhere to nowhere of static diverse mobs spinning spastic on the wing. O it was without a doubt a most fantastical, true event.

Fitz-
Where’s your net, flycatcher?

Dar-
I’ll snare them with my awe.

Fitz-
Leave awe to the artist, and science get thy net.

Dar-
Science without awe runs a net loss, for its gross income, trifle fact, can not equal its expense in time and effort. Only awe converts the truth into value.

Fitz-
I do miss dining with you, Darwin.

Dar-
It’s you disbanded our dinners.

Fitz-
Then it's I invite you back.

Dar-
I will not dine with an enemy of freedom.

Fitz-
You are speaking to an Englishman.

Dar-
There are traitors midst the true.

Fitz-
Speaking of which, I’ve been reading your diary.

Dar-
You what?

Fitz-
This is my ship.

Dar-
They are my thoughts.

Fitz-
Your thoughts are on my ship, so let that be, or you’re the traitor.

Dar-
Traitor to what?

Fitz-
To choice, to society, to God.

Dar-
What fear do you address as me? 

Fitz-
My fear for you.

Dar-
I can’t believe you read my diary!

Fitz-
Please, Flycatcher. Spare the precious. Your indignation merely masks your pride at my having considered you worthy of violation.

Dar-
Am even I your slave?

Fitz-
Curious inquiry, for it falls right out in my combing thru your tome. As I see it, you implicitly pose three questions: Is fate slave to choice, or vice versa; is nature slave to society, or vice versa; and is man slave to God, or the unthinkable opposite. Now, that’s a lot of vice for a few garbled verses.

Dar-
To gather this from my slapdash notes is to see sedition in statistics.

Fitz-
Blame is my compassion's final round - I have been trying to help you distinguish between pathetic drivel and mathetic parable ever since we assaulted the salt, but as you continue to deny me access to your mind, it became necessary, for your safety, for me to break and enter.

Dar-
Spare the charity.

Fitz-
But never scrimp dissent! You harangue me, Flycatcher, as pro-slavery, as a traitor, as a man chaos-condemned to his own certainties, but the fact’s you’re glomming onto me to remedy your drowning. You are pro-slavery, saying I'm a slave to my past; you are the traitor, claiming there’s no morality; and you are chaos-condemned, for your findings merely prove us adrift on being’s sea, our only certainty struggle, our only God survival. Yet were this the case, why did the Fuegians find me so appealing? Because I am not a slave to my past, because I exhibit the benefits of morality, and because I believe in a sweet certain God.

Dar-
You draw dangerous implications from innocent surmisings.

Fitz-
There’s no greater danger than the surmisal of innocence.

Dar-
I do not believe in an all-determining past.

Fitz-
Then what’s this talk of the long selection process stemming from a predisposing heredity that determines our character? You’d fix our ripostes in the vapor of forgetfulness, construct our identities of mutic supposition, and meld us with oblivion. If all is incremental-once, then nothing’s instant-now. 

Dar-
We feel the current because it flows.

Fitz-
Am I but the alluvia of some undiscovered, unfordable, sourceless riparian sog? No. I am the source, I am the river, I am the fording of the river as I wish it so discovered.

Dar-
Progressive adaptation does not rule out immediate freedom.

Fitz-
That’s the thrill in killing something - no need to rule it out to have it come back breaking rules. But if the analogy holds between the eukaryote bifurcating, the spawning prawn, the kingfisher nesting, and the human arranging food, shelter, and sex, and that analogy is the cumulate structural change that adaptation generates as it is fostered thru the creating-by-negating drive to survive, then freedom of choice is facing a major public relations crisis.

Dar-
Certainly there is something special in humans.

Fitz-
What, that they use language to attain the unattainable? Then, like a tie-line, their essence is their knot.

Dar-
And freedom lies therein, for what other animal is so deluded? In the expression of confusion can be found an ostensibly open space of always almost accurate references, and that possibilizing reflexivity indicates a capacity for self-determination, for the drive to survive, tho innate, is also present to consciousness not only as a necessary matric element but as an animating paradox whereby being is seeing is freeing.

Fitz-
Ah, yes, the “nothing’s proof that something is” approach. Evil is good as it loves itself, dark is light because we can see it, and ignorance is supreme knowledge being most potential. This is reason giving unreasonable reasons for reason, failing to see that reason alone is realized by being instantly eternal. Look here, Flycatcher: when you wish to float a bad idea, don’t use a bottomless boat.

Dar-
You have no right to condemn me for something to which you had no right.

Fitz-
You talk of right? Enter audacity, early! The parricide begs mercy as an orphan! No moralizing, Flycatcher, for you killed morality.

Dar-
How did I do that?

Fitz-
Other than by ripping out its heart - freedom of choice - you crushed its brains by placing the actions of animals at the center of our justificational enterprise to arrive at ourselves, you choked its lungs on the phlegm of a destructive instinct that society only exacerbates by excluding, and you even defiled its corpse by showing egotism my defense against extinction.

Dar-
You are wrong...

Fitz-
Right and wrong! The eyes of a fleeing fantasy.

Dar-
These conclusions serve your paranoia, not my propositions. Right and wrong are the eyes of an approaching reality, the entrance and exit of a daring conscience, the yes that endorses, the no that opposes, any unacted action. Our being is the expression of myriad right and wrong decisions, each founded on an assumption of support or reprisal. All survive in a group, and the group survives thru ethics.

Fitz-
Survival and ethics are at war!

Dar-
Not so, for adaptation and morality converge in survival. If you accept that being is an a priori good, then survival is the basic moral mechanism.

Fitz-
Mechanism? What about the mind?

Dar-
The mind is inherently moral, for it is made of moral imperatives. We develop as infants through stages, and these stages not only help us adapt, but they hone our moral sensibility. When we look into ourselves, we are observing an evolved moral dynamic. Is not “freedom of conscience” synonymous with “freedom of mind?” Thought is ought.

Fitz-
A personal sensibility cannot generate prudent policy.

Dar-
Do not make the typical conservative mistake of confounding the moral and the legal in order to externalize your opinions for the purpose of self-enhancement. The moral is in our sensations, not in our systems. Morality is about the private choices in a free society, but legality is about helping the free society function optimally, and to confuse the two merely brings confusion. Is it right that such and such should be supported by society? That is a policy question, and to answer it requires a preliminary exploration and confession of what kind of society one wants. There is nothing moral here.

Fitz-
When a society ceases to base its laws on morality, it is headed for collapse.

Dar-
No, a society collapses when its policies are based on morality, for such is the end of freedom when that which is primary must be guided by that which is secondary. We do not feel something is wrong because it is seen as wrong. It is seen as wrong because we feel it is wrong. The primacy of the feeling over the rule shows us true morality. It is in our sensations, not our systems.

Fitz-
That is natural feedback, not ethical law. The latter emerges from a set of postulates which we balance and condone by their adherence to reason, a faculty unique to humans, so to source ethics in animals is to base a retardant in explosives.

Dar-
Might one not see reason as some uniquely human adaptation emerged from a natural ethic?

Fitz-
If one takes “unique” as “supernatural,” but you do not. Certain adaptations occur in only specific species, but an adaptation that rules over adaptation, that is supernature, which you deny.

Dar-
There is a difference between supernature and supranature. One implies transcendence, one ascendance. And may I point out, inquiry is not denial.

Fitz-
Then let us ask the sail what it is to be the wind! The salmon why there are streams! The worst in us to justify the best!

Dar-
Perhaps we should.

Fitz-
Perhaps you shouldn’t, for it will get you either nowhere or somewhere you don’t wish to be.

Dar-
Are you threatening me or sharing your trepidation?

Fitz-
I am saying, Charles, that going without God is to go but God knows where.

Dar-
I go with God to God knows where. Beholding these butterflies, I see tiny syncretic seeds fluttering down from overhead omnipotence, beautifully designed to fill their place in nature, color-coordinated, sensory-set, structure-perfect, each a slightly different symbol, which, strung together, show the thoughts of God.

Fitz-
I see it different, Darwin, now I’ve seen thru you. I see imperfect renditions of an ongoing organic process, probosces sniffing pollens, ovipositors poking anuses, an absolutely un-self-governed cloud of twitching, ancient, robotic feelers reaching out for slaughter, nutris, touch. I see a bunch of jerking bugs behaving just like me.

He exits.

Dar-
My Captain, these are horrid thoughts, and good.

Darwin exits.

Scene 16: Aboard the Beagle, at Good Success Bay, Tierra del Fuego. Enter sailors, Sulivan, Darwin, Fitzroy, Syms, Earle.

Sailor 1-
Land ho!

Dar-
After three weeks away, the Beagle returned to Tierra del Fuego.

Sailor 2-
Movement on the strand!

Dar-
The Captain wanted a status report on his civilizing mission.

Sailor 3-
Fuegians, chasing a white man!

Sailor 1-
It's Minister Matthews.

Dar-
Yet it seems, dear Fanny, a crooked plant bears twisted fruit. 

Syms-
Congratulations, Captain Wishboy. Your civilizing mission is a smash, a ripper, a rave! For behold Minister Mathews, aka Mister Mistake, semi-naked, fleeing his savage tormentors. They smash his head, they rip his garments, and he runs, stark raving schizobaasquawkyrazzoink! Ho, maties, mate with your ho, cuz this is Snivelization, Fizzlization, I mean, this is Civilization!

Enter Matthews on the shore, chased by Fuegians.

Math-
Help me, please!

Fitz-
Lieutenant, go ashore, repulse the Minister’s aggressors, and bring him aboard.

Sul-
Yes, sir.

Sulivan exits.

Syms-
Don't bring him aboard, sir.

Fitz-
Why not?

Syms-
He might infect the ship with civilization, then we’d infect others with civilization, until soon, the whole world has that nasty disease, civilization. Then what? Democracy, extinction, casinos. 

Earle-
At last, the Captain proves the clown.

Dar-
You may overesteem the failure.

Earle-
When will you see, Charles, that your upbringing is blinding you?

Dar-
When it isn’t, I suppose.

Earle-
Make it isn’t, and see the malice in this joke. Fitzroy is so obsesst with the primitive as problem that he kidnaps these perfectly happy humans, yanks out their teeth and instincts, then forcefeeds them back into their forgotten womb with the help of that vagophobic obstetrician with oro-anal religious confusion syndrome. When will we stop trying to solve the world’s problems by teaching people to succeed in a system that negates their natural intelligence?

Dar-
You romanticize a lifestyle you’d never choose.

Earle-
Just because I wouldn’t choose theirs doesn’t mean they must choose mine.

Dar-
Fitzroy meant well.

Earle-
Fitzroy is demented.

Dar-
Freedom often only thrives in isolation.

Earle-
One wild gnat outvalues all domestic breeds.

Dar-
We share that opinion.

Earle-
O, a fist up your opinions. You despise diversity.

Dar-
I adore diversity.

Earle-
Yet your examinations are so much exanimation. Your corpse collecting destroys diversity, your unified theories deny diversity, and your civilization consumes diversity. To be free in the truth, we must build from what we are, not flee to what we’re not.

Dar-
Why are you against me, Augustus?

Earle-
Because, dear Charles, you might actually get somewhere if you’d leave old England.

Enter Mathews, Sulivan, sailors.

Fitz-
Minister Mathews, what happened?

Math-
I tried to speak with them, but it was useless. York stole Fuegia and disappeared. Jemmy’s family attacked him and stole his clothes. Then Jemmy was gone. All alone, I saw fires in the jungle. On the fourth day, at dawn, they attacked, looted everything, tied me to a tree and performed indescribable acts of humiliation to my person. Escaping, I fled, and I have been wandering, freezing, starving, dying for almost two whole weeks! At last, when I saw your ship, I ran to be rescued, but out they came and tormented me on the beach. Why did you abandon me to these awful monsters?

Fitz-
You, Minister Mathews, are incompetent.

Mathews spits on Fitzroy.

Math-
You, Captain Fitzroy, can bloody well fuck off, and if you don’t take me to the nearest town and ship me out for England, I’ll make you taste my savage education.

Exit Sulivan and Mathews.

Fitz-
Jemmy will continue the mission.

Sailor 1-
Boat approaching!

Sailor 2-
It’s Jemmy!

Dar-
What then I saw, dear Fanny, so squoze my heart of blood, its jetty nearly shot me at the mast. There was dapper Jemmy in a small make-shift raft frantically rowing toward his savior ship, his former cradle, like a goat struggling upstream in a flood. As he neared, I perceived his alteration. The clean, jovial, mannered young man was now as grimed, forlorn and desperate as his own dejected progenitors. He screamed to be let aboard the Beagle.

Fitz-
Return to land and continue your mission!

Dar-
Poor Jemmy shouted incoherently in a language none could suss, displaying slash marks on his abdomen and making gestures of pain and hunger.

Fitz-
Keep your chin up, Jemmy.

Dar-
What happened next, Fanny, is so grievous, it destroyed my faith in the dogma of deduction.

Fitz-
Turn the ship to sea! Jemmy will survive!

Dar-
And there was left behind one Jemmy Button, screeching and waving like a gibbon hung above a tiger pit, left to float in the gnawing surf, a refugee from civilization and nature, native to nothing, estranged from his hope, yet with no foreseen haven, a stowaway upon his own distresst and aimless ambition, the self he was because he'd lost himself, or been stolen from himself by his urge to be another; he was nothing, poor poor Jemmy, but the image of his betrayers.

Fitz-
Dear Jemmy, take comfort in your mission!

Syms-
The painter, the preacher, and Philos,


All went out to sea,


But now the preacher’s gone geschlonkt,


So two are left of three.


This world has a haughty hand,


It strokes us on a whim,


Or without reason, save to laugh,


It rips us luck from limb.


And so the world ever will


Until no will is left,


Yet who remains upon that day


Is any gambler’s guess.


And that is the snuggle of exigence:


As soon as you sense life, it makes no sense!

Exit.

Scene 17: Darwin’ diary.

Feb. 9th, 1835 - The Port of Valdivia, Chile - The town of Valdivia is completely hidden in a wood of apple trees. The streets are merely paths in an orchard. I never saw this fruit in such abundance. The inhabitants possess a marvellously short method of making an orchard. At the lower part of almost every branch, small, conical, brown, wrinkled points project: these are always ready to change into roots, as may be sometimes seen, where any mud has been accidentally splashed against the tree. This day has been remarkable in the annals of Valdivia for the most severe earthquake which the oldest inhabitants can remember. I was lying in the wood to rest myself-It came on suddenly & lasted two minutes (but appeared much longer). The rocking was most sensible; the motion made me giddy. -An earthquake like this at once destroys the oldest associations; the world, the very emblem of all that is solid, moves beneath our feet like a crust over a fluid; one second of time conveys to the mind a strange idea of insecurity, which hours of reflection could never create.

Scene 18: Aboard the Beagle. Enter Sailor.

Sail-
Mr. Darwin, come quick.

Dar-
What’s the matter?

Sail-
It’s the Captain.

Dar-
Is he sick?

Sail-
As best as I can say, I cannot say.

They go above board. Enter Fitzroy, dressed as a Fuegian, followed by Sulivan and some crew.

Fitz-
Yammerschooner!

Dar-
Lieutenant, what is this?

Sul-
I was in the map room charting our course to Chiloe when he burst in and started sniffing my unmentionables. I think he’s possesst.

Enter Syms.

Syms-
Holy pure and poppable virgin! A hideous humorous Fuegian stowaway! Someone get the Captain!

Sail-
That is the Captain.

Syms-
Then someone invent the camera, cuz this is money!

Fitz-
Yammerschooner!

Dar-
Captain Fitzroy, can you hear me?

Fitz-
Shhhh! Me hiding.

Dar-
Hiding from what?

Fitz-
Heredity.

Sul-
What does that mean, Mr. Darwin?

Dar-
The Captain has expressed concern that he inherited the disposition of his suicidal uncle, Viscount Castlereagh.

Sul-
Then this compounds with his fear that the spectre in his quarters might elicit faulty decisions.

Dar-
What spectre?

Sul-
The Beagle’s former skipper, Pringle Stokes, shot himself in the Captain's cabin near our current bearings.

Syms-
I support such acts of depression, for when the leaders start killing themselves, the people can finally start living.

Fitz-
Yammerschooner!

Enter Earle.

Earle-
What imaginary latitude have we now crosst to merit another gelastic sailor skit?

Syms-
The lassitude is in the Captain’s mind, and it’s called the Negator.

Dar-
His wits have crackt.

Fitzroy sniffs Sulivan’s buttocks.

Syms-
Lo! Disease takes its cue from diagnosis!

Fitz-
Him smell bad tribe.

Earle-
If this is an improv, the world is poorly scripted.

Syms-
No one do anything before someone does something!

Earle-
I’ll get my paints.

Sul-
Earle, stand to!  Given the Captain’s condition, I shall assume command, and I forbid any capturing of this moment.

Syms-
Who would wanna capture this moment? It would be a bitch to poddy-train.

Sul-
Detain the Captain under deck.

Dar-
Wait! Let me speak with him. Captain! Fitzroy! Yammerschooner!

Fitz-
What yammerschooner?

Dar-
You are Robert Fitzroy, Captain in the Royal British Navy.

Fitz-
What Captain?

Dar-
The pilot of the Beagle.

Fitz-
What Beagle?

Dar-
This ship.

Fitz-
What ship?

Dar-
This thing in which we sail.

Fitz-
What sail?

Dar-
To move on water with the wind, please, Captain Fitzroy...

Fitz-
If Yammerschooner captain ship, and wind move on water, then Yammerschooner ship for the wind.

Fitzroy goes to jump.

Dar-
Captain, no!

Fitz-
Captain, no? Whinny, thou raped and ruined Fuegia, for I am whippt. Yet let me not be negligie in dispersing my command with a proper burp of disastrous decorum. Ready, set, blotto. Beguiled Beaglians, be glad, be glum, but, by golly, gloat ingloriously, for I, the befuddled and bedraggled brick-balled buffoon of all bloviating bullpuckers, hereby surrender boohoo my significant status as a great explore-whore. Misses Yippy, down the drain we sally la lakooties! If you wonder why, it is no wonder, for why is but the first sign of you, and sans all that, our ultima Thule would merely feature fictional fear reactions. My reasons for disparturating are orphic in their silence and number one, two, free, tho my fingers, having fingered me, can’t be counted on. But I will attempt to explain my self-extinguishmentation, which is an endless instance of mundane hyperbole, so you best shit down and relaxative, especially you, Pustulous Ambiguity! Now, I resign first and least in full recognition of my Fuegian fiasco. Funny thing about failure - it ain't funny. When I first drearmed of civilizing the savages, by which I mean simplifizing the snausages, I was slurping a slimy egg on hard toast, and, well, beware all beginnings (especially those that happen between breakfast and breakfast). There remains, of course, a fat chance in a slimming suit that the Yammerschooners will yet learn to play yellow journalism, write cricket, and propogate a repugnant quimity of faux-orifice-chaffing opinions, but that’s like getting Elizabethan farts from Jacobean beans, which is to say, neither hair nor shear does a good head make, jiggle-me-piggly. Now, reason one is dead, but reason two, ever the divine vermin, is eating its entrails before the Cheap Justice and growing orotund on objections. What says reason two? There are too many reasons. Is my pun hanging out? Nay, nay - let me vet perfectly obtuse, and garble this - I will not be responsihensible for returning Mr. Darwin, aka Barnacle Gluten, and his delicious pernicious thoughts to mother-out-law England. Should that occur, you’ll have excellent types pretending to be excellent, groups like Monkeys-for-Money and Idiots-In-Favor-of-Forgetfulness, not to mention cheeky goonies gawking at the cleavage of the Queen in hopes of keeping abreast of royal affairs. No, my fellow fallow typecasts, I have observed this Piesnatcher thru my impervious empty, and I have heard him whisper in those phallicistic precoital coups one often hears in lascivulous stray dogmas - “Brindles, mottles and spots...nature is culture...dapples, freckles, and dots...nurture is torture...blotches, splotches and specks...the graves of the wise are mud in my eyes.” This is what he says, and I am not simply seeking myself by deceiving you. Which brings me to my ninth reason for trading in my unadmirable stripes for a spacious wife and a huggable house in a town called Worse-for-Where? You all think me stuffy, tight, and antibacterial, yet not one of you could handle my cryptogamic guilt theories. A ship does not sail on jokes, or paintings, or scientific misrecoveries. It sails on water, and when it doesn’t, it sinks like a good idea thru global governance. So what is it you mock with your gnarled championship tongues? Me, the mechanic of your survival machine. The love I bear your lives is but the hate I bear myself, yet you who are hard on me are soft on paper. Not as soft as a Lichtenstinian silk pillow, but much softer than kindergarten. You feed the mouth that bites you! Thinkless Stinkers! Yet let me drop anchor on my unassailability. You are free of me for I am now yammerschooner attuned. May the weather never whatever, may your privates feel the love that dares not play at shame, and may the bungling waves teach you to bubble while you jerk, for I now see this fleshy world for what it truly is - fish-shit, or biscuits of fish-shit, or, to invert the conversion, fish-shit biscuits. Good day, good night, and good pittance. Wait for me, Boat Memory!

Fitzroy jumps overboard.

Sul-
Captain overboard!

Exit all save Syms.

Syms-
Someone isn’t dealing well with the death of his immortality project.

Exit.

Scene 19: Aboard the Beagle, Darwin’s quarters.

Dar-
Dearest Fanny, it worries me not to have heard from you in nearly four months. At every port, I ask for letters, but there's ever none from you. I hope all is well, and tread the lorns of love until we speak. As for me, I am still quite sick. Like a small pool cut by ebb from its germinal flow, the nidorous loblolly of my brain waters rollicks endlessly for its fresh'ning mother-tide, mockt where it should mimic, my ballast nerve, that axis of self, bobbing buoy-like within this sad liquid sympathy of severed yearning fluids, making me sick. My beaten bulk is gnasht between incisors of gastronomic spoilage and canines of febrile recalescence, a sour not wholly ascribable to the sea, and so perhaps some strange tropical bane, whereby I'm sick. And to this matricula of maladies conjoins the mental cribbage I now play with the Captain, who, yes, it's true, has gone totally mad and quit, which he in part blames on my influence, quoting my scandalous inklings, which I have shared alone with you until his hudibristic sequestration of my notabilia entered him into our naughty dialogues. But I know I am the kick-dog for his Fuegian frustration, and this hypocrisy sickens me greatly. And I am homesick too - for a bed that doesn't swing, food that doesn't fight, and phyletic partnership with something other than nautica masculinus. Yet sickest am I, Fanny, for you. What hospice are my memories of lying in the rushes on our picnic near Northampton, nibbling raspberries, chattering of birds and beetles, as you would chime against my rigor with your sweet witty mince, your sparkling laugh, your scent like the fields of first children, and how we would upon occasion touch, by accident, brushing bruskly together, thrilling for the diligence it betrayed. O my finest friend, kindly forgive me that this voyage stretches past my promise. After three years now, it won't be more than one that I am home, when we, I hope, shall touch with more than chance, and in our union...

Sulivan knocks.

Dar-
Who is it?

Sul-
Captain Sulivan.

Dar-
You may enter.

Darwin picks up Paradise Lost.

Sul-
What are you reading, Mr. Darwin?

Dar-
My travel companion, Paradise Lost.

Sul-
“For Chaos heard his voice:  Him all his train 

Followed in bright procession, to behold 

Creation, and the wonders of his might.”

Dar-
How is Mr. Fitzroy?

Sul-
Sleeping, thank the Lord.

Dar-
Thank the Lord.

Sul-
May I ask, Mr. Darwin, why it was that you and Mr. Fitzroy had been discussing his heredity?

Dar-
He had taken the liberty of reading my diary, and in it he had found some of my preliminary opinions on organic development, and from these he had quite wrongly concluded a variety of opinions which he ascribed to me yet which I do not espouse.

Sul-
What opinions?

Dar-
My opinions.

Sul-
Your opinions, in my opinion, aided his dementia.

Dar-
I find such linkage fanciful.

Sul-
He said as much before he jumped.

Dar-
He was not in his right mind.

Sul-
And why was he in his wrong mind?

Dar-
I ascribe it to the failure of his Fuegian enterprise.

Sul-
Yes, that may be.

Dar-
And tho I am loathe to criticize our Captain...

Sul-
I am our Captain.

Dar-
Right.

Sul-
And, as such I want you to trust that I fully and completely support your notions.

Dar-
You do?

Sul-
I am conservative, but I am English. 

Dar-
Well.

Sul-
Freedom of thought is our greatest invention.

Dar-
Very true.

Sul-
So let us sail beyond the squall that has ensnared us. 

Dar-
Amen, Captain Sulivan!

Sul-
I bear you no aspersion, and come, in fact, excited to relate some excellent news.

Dar-
Excellent!

Sul-
Its excellence comes, however, in a sub-excellent package. This envelope was discovered last night near the mailbox, and due to its degging in the brine, the recipient’s name had run past recognition, so, simply desiring proper delivery, I opened it and saw it was to you, but, in the process, I couldn’t help noticing that it bore you some good news, both professional and personal, which it would please me to read aloud.

Dar-
Of course, and I am glad our spat is smoothed. A fierce distinction must be drawn between collections and assumptions if freedom of thought is to be safeguarded.

Sul-
Absolutely.

Dar-
Read away.

Sul-
"Dearest Charles, here you have been shipping me daily reams of precious, shocking thoughts, yet I have not sent a letter in quite too long. As my punishment, please name some questionable creature after me - a flying fanny rat or a wombat owenensis."

Dar-
Fanny Mostyn Owen, my fiance.

Sul-
Yes, sir. "Now, however, the berm of my negligence is broke by an array of fabulous, predictable events. First, your collections are gaining great admiration and your theories great condemnation among the conscious class of English society. The liberals call you genius and the conservatives even worse. I take it as a sign of your ipseitive dexterity that you are able to start fires in one fell swoop on both your left and your right, precursing, no doubt, your fame as England's greatest defamation."

Dar-
O this is smashing news! Of course, one ought never rankle the right, but I am certain once my findings are thoroughly reviewed, all sides will see that God and truth may sit on the same school board, as it were, but to be lauded by the learned? This is smashing. Thank you, Lieutenant.

Sul-
There is more good news. May I continue?

Dar-
Exit good news, good news enter? Only catastrophe could scribble such a segue. Please, go on.

Sul-
"Parliament, roused to action by an extensive nap, has finally passt a Poor Law. It is based on the rantings of that manic you so admire, Thomas Malthus. All one hears at the important parties is "Population, Progress, and Poverty!" Per the law, population management is to assure a perfect human litter, progress will place pragmatics over aesthetics, and poverty, well, poverty is right out. If you don't work, you don't work, and by this barbarity shall society flourish, or so insist the insisters."

Dar-
Well, this is smashing news as well! The day humanity leaves its destiny to chance is the day our extinction is assured. That is, we must manage growth or grow beyond our means.

Sul-
Yes, sir.

Dar-
Thank you, Lieutenant.

Sul-
The finest news is yet to come.

Dar-
So, read on. Good news is the best of drugs - high and never hung.

Sul-
"And speaking of population management thru the poverty of progress, the world is in the midst of a coupling craze. Your friend, Hensleagh, is to marry that darling, dowdy Mackintosh chit; sister Caroline, la femme du famille, is swallowing cousin Josiah; and now, in a silly tragedy, I too have been fit for my wedding casket. He is a horrid, tender man, with the quite satanical Christian name of Biddulph. And of all evil boredom, he's a Tory! His hope's to play the famous politician, so he'll end up a common statistician. After you left for your scientific saunter, he lounged about the house for months like the stench of a dead mouse behind the bureau, til one night, during our forced march thru the garden, where I once so willingly strolled with you, he proposed this ghastly venture, which I shall term "The Voyage of the Bungle." As I opened my lips to say, "You must be joking, you dumpy old fool," that peckish entrepreneur dramaturged my hiss to a kiss, so I am commodified. At least he is, how shall I say, a decent man of God. By your return,  I shall be a saggy gray broodsow, you shall visit me in my domestic barn, and we shall chat biotics o'er the din of screaming meanies. O, my dearest Charles, sometimes life seems so much sadder than its end could ever be." Shall I continue, sir? You seem somewhat distracted.

Dar-
No, that's enough.

Sul-
These weddings are smashing news, are they not?

Dar-
Smashing.

Sul-
Fine people marrying fine people is always a fine thing. For the evolution of the human animal, that is.

Dar-
Yes.

Sul-
But it really shows how far we are...

Dar-
Lieutenant, may I celebrate alone?

Sul-
Yes, sir. Congratulations. O, and call me Captain.

Sulivan exits. Darwin picks up the letter.

Dar-
"Well, my hand is tired, and I must rest it for whipping of my husband. I am sorry, Charles. Perhaps if you'd come back sooner, or your thoughts had not taken such a despairing turn, but why imagine the impossible? I am married now, which is to say, no more. Feel free to write, but say nothing that would alarm Magister Biddulph, for he is strict in his demands that he's to toze your every missive. Goodbye, Charles, and good luck, for I do so adore you. All my love, Fanny." Married? To a politician? An aspiring politician? A Tory politician? Married to a Biddulph? Fanny? Fanny Biddulph. O I am dead. No, worse. I am alive, and conscious every moment of my inconceivable loss. Married? To another man? And what of me? "Had your thoughts not taken such a despairing turn." My thoughts took the turns that your hearing offered them! O my wasted wonder! I poured my living soul into your life, and drunk on me, you've gone and bunked with some bureaucrat named Biddulph! How rich the soil of loyalty grows for betrayal's sucking weeds once the horny worm has ate it, shat it out, and called his defecation loam sweet loam. O woman, you have done me torrid wrong! While I was here becoming something, you were there becoming his. So now he is selected. Survival of the fittest, or in this case I sense perhaps arrival of the fattest. And now Sir Pudgy Ram shall fill the flock, whilst I float about, a dirty speck on the planet's perspiration, my jetsam heart, my lofty gut, my gnarled soul of rope and wood and sludge, O Fanny! Sick ambition that trades the world for a name. Come, jowl of grief, devour my leaky head, for I am tears abundant as the plans of the dead. My country girl, my never wife, my daring confidant - Biddulph be your babes, and doom to Darwin!

He exits.

Scene 20: Aboard the Beagle off the coast of northern Chile. Enter Fitzroy, Sulivan, Earle, Syms, and sailors.

Sul-
All on deck?

Syms-
All save Darwin, who’s short a deck.

Sul-
Where is he?

Syms-
Prowling for his arse.

Sul-
You indecent wretch!

Syms-
Ain’t a man who wanders crying “Fanny!” prowling for his arse?

Sul-
Fetch him, please, and employ more euphemisms.

Syms-
I'd be happy to employ more euphemisms, if they workt!

Syms exits.

Fitz-
I love him like a dog.

Sul-
He is a filthy criminal.

Fitz-
So are you.

Sul-
I will excuse such an insult on the grounds you are unstable.

Fitz-
This is a ship. The ground’s unstable. Stiff man, broken man.

Sul-
As you say.

Fitz-
I say freckles, stipples, and cracks.

Sul-
Very well.

Enter Syms and Darwin.

Syms-
I found him on the poopdeck, looking for his euphemism.

Earle-
Have you heard the one about the poopdeck and the Rear Admiral? Nevermind.

Sul-
Proceed, Mr. Fitzroy.

Fitz-
Men, I am announcing my resignation. Captain Sulivan will guide the ship to England.

He puts his Captain’s hat on Sulivan.

Earle-
It fits him like a glove fits a foot.

Syms-
Sailing under Captain Sulivan? O, great. Next thing ya know, they'll have me operating machinery under General Anesthetic.

Sul-
You'll be bound and dunkt by nightfall.

Syms-
Bound and dunkt beats workt and whippt.

Earle-
What will you be doing, sir?

Fitz-
I will deboard at Valparaiso, for I am much un-rested.

Syms-
Don’t sweat it, sir. I’ve been arrested more times than God’s been MIA, so keep the faith.

Sul-
Silence, you apostate!

Fitz-
My final order is a gag order. There is to be no mention of what you saw yesterday. I was drunk, as you have been too many times, and it shall not occur again. So let what happened on the Beagle stay on the Beagle.

Syms-
Question, sir!

Fitz-
Yes, Syms?

Syms-
If your final order is a gag order, and that order orders us to lie, then your mendacity negates your authority, which means Sulivan is not now Captain, and if my lack of education serves me right, this renders him rankless, and since I’m at least an impresst convict, might I whip him?

Sul-
You bloody punk!

Sulivan whips Syms.

Fitz-
Stop it!

Sul-
You stop me?

Fitz-
I ask you to exercise restraint.

Sul-
I order you to be silent. Send Syms for a dunking.

Syms-
I will dunk myself. At least down there, a shark looks a shark.

Syms exits.

Sul-
Sailors of the HMS Beagle, I am now your commander. The following takes effect immediately: all must attend morning prayer, any man caught in vile acts with another shall be drowned, and there will be no more stops for painting or studying nature. Hoist for England!

Sulivan exits.

Earle-
And I thought you were a total fickin loony.

Fitz-
Worse is always waiting.

Dar-
We’re skipping the Galapagos?

Fitz-
You’ll have to sail around the world again.

Dar-
Survival of the fittest.

Fitz-
Mr. Earle, go paint something.

Earle-
I’ll paint my eyeballs black and mourn the light.

Earle exits.

Fitz-
Philos, I am sick.

Dar-
Of the sea?

Fitz-
Of all I see within myself. Look at me, Chuck. Ruined. The Navy will hear of my breakdown, and down I shall sink. Why am I not some kilter-keeled ship that thru the storms and lulls of life slogs slowly, surely on its way? I try to steer myself, yet rarely hold the course, for, being elemental, I suffer the elements. I seem magnificent, gloriously equippt with a sturdy hull, a shiny deck, fresh translucent sails, a crew enthusiastic and robust, and a Captain, O a Captain, who could land a wish on yesterday. But deep inspect and you shall find relentless seeds of rot. The sturdy hull is cleaving, so improbable the pressure, and tiny taints  are milching here and there. Across the shiny deck, a rust is gently creeping, like mold on a hunger-artist's teeth. The mast and sails, they are strong and light, but stress grows stronger in restraint, and the choppy cross-seas of my doubt insidiously haggle at my rigging. But the crew, you say! The hearty, hefty, happy crew! Disgruntled all, slacking primarily, stealing from the stores, planning revolts, most incapable (some in reality, some with pride), and all working hardest at not working. Then there is the Captain, Albion Acme Alpha, the essence of civics, fortune’s favorite son! But inside, what is he? A slimy hollow wherein once, before time learned to tattle, a protoplast imbued its spectrum round the fuzz and all is but colorful repetition. The value of his values, the surety of his convictions, the first thing about the middle ground, this he knows not. His ship steers him, yet he acts with austere determination. And still there is the sea. The very question of why he stays afloat upon such an amalgam of submergibles so dazzles his post-conscious that he is as far from a simple answer as a thirsty paralytic from the drink beside his bed. My origin, Charles, is my oblivion.

Dar-
Captain, no.

Fitz-
Darwin, contradiction is your God.

Dar-
I have no God.

Fitz-
Each but achieves its given, literal doom.

Dar-
Yet there is more than doom in us, else how come all our days?

Fitz-
As this auto-conge' evinces, my days are a daze, blindsided by my heredity.

Dar-
You mistake heredity for inheritance. It is gracious to reject our ancestors’ broken gifts.

Fitz-
You’ve said as much, tho you’ve said much nothing.

Dar-
So jump again!

Fitz-
For all I care, I might.

Dar-
It would be choice, not compulsion.

Fitz-
Your psychology’s only prescription is will, yet intolerance to will is my disorder.

Dar-
My psychology's prescription is this - adapt to your advantage. If madness is to your advantage, be mad as a mouse caught snoozing in the stove. If it is not, destroy it. You are a symbiont of forces uncontrollable and strange? Use this polypharmacon to surge ahead, not self-implode. Adapt to your advantage. Everything’s a tool and every thought needs building. So you deceive or are deceived? Life is a hoop I must lie myself the boon of jumping thru. Be true and fade, or be false and live. Yes, there will be reprimand and rumor of your frailty, but most will understand if with a healthy mind you depict the hardships few could face. Why accept when you can adapt? Adapt. Heredity or freedom, this is a false debate, sponsored by our habit for opposition, born of a cleft conception. Each is potential proclivity. Nothing is that can’t be channeled thru some coming choice. Find the choice, and adapt to your advantage. Why choose to lose when life is the easiest game?  To play is to prosper. It’s being says what must be so, but we give being speech. Find your advantage, adapt, and survive.

Fitz-
Is it to my advantage to convey your thoughts to England, those very thoughts that cause my soul to stumble?

Dar-
I think it is.

Fitz-
And if I don’t?

Dar-
You injure yourself, and England, and the world.

Fitz-
England and the world do well enough injuring each other, and as for me, some day.

Dar-
Why speak so assuredly of what you can avoid?

Fitz-
Because I have not yet fallen into my forgettery.

Enter Sulivan with sailors.

Sul-
Gentlemen, leave my deck.

Fitz-
Your deck?

Sul-
That’s right, my deck.

Fitzroy grabs Sulivan’s hat.

Fitz-
This is my deck, my ship, and my hat. And for my resignation, it’s reversed. Your deck! I’ll tell you what, Lieutenant. See that deck? Lick it. Lick my deck, Lieutenant!

Sulivan licks the deck.

Fitz-
Hear this, men. There will be no change in command. My stunt is over, its goal obtained - to reveal Lieutenant Sulivan as a sly ambitious usurper. Now you shall see how I treat such filchers. The Beagle shall sail for the Galapagos with Fitzroy at its helm, Sulivan on his knees, and Charles Darwin ready with the nets.

Fitzroy exits.

Sul-
An eye for an eye, eh Darwin?

Dar-
The world has not eyes enough to pay the hurt I’ve suffered.

All exit.

Scene 21: The Galapagos. Enter Darwin.

September 1835, Galapagos Islands: I industriously collected all the animals, plants, insects & reptiles from this Island. – It will be very interesting to find from future comparison to what district or ‘centre of creation’ the organized beings of this archipelago must be attached.
Enter Earle, chased by an iguana.

Earle-
Darwin! Captain! Help! I am in imminent danger of digestion by a raging skinkosaurus!

Enter Darwin and grabs the lizard by the tail.

Earle-
Be careful, Charles, or you’ll be gecko guano!

Dar-
Iguanas are vegetarians, Earle, or so I hope to prove by the contents of their chitters, though not thru this one for she bears an eager basket of eggs.

Enter Fitzroy, Sulivan and Mr. Lawson.

Fitz-
Philos! This is Mr. Lawson, governor of these isles.

Law-
Welcome to the Galapagos Archipelago - the planet’s other planet.

Earle-
Now here's an attractive group of men. Chat, and I shall capture.

Fitz-
Mr. Lawson was just telling me some local lore about the giant tortoises that I believe you will find telling to your theories of species dissemination.

Law-
I was simply remarking that each island, of which there are 13, has its own tortoise type with a shell that’s unique in shape, pattern, and hue.

Fitz-
He’s many such shells in his yard as plant pots, and I can attest to their variety. Isn’t that odd, Philos? I mean, if these tortoises radiated from the continent, as you have claimed, is it really possible that 13 different species made the trip, or does it seem likely that some form of adaptation occurred whereby each tortoise changed slightly from a primitive pattern to adjust to the conditions of its new abode? Am I crazy again or what? Speak to me, Philos. How did this happen?

Earle-
Be careful, Darwin, for I shall name this painting after your response. It shall be “Charles Darwin revealing divine creation” or “Charles Darwin explaining transmutation.”

Sul-
Yes, be careful, Darwin.

Dar-
The Lord hath created endless variety.

Fitz-
That’s not exactly what I thought you’d say.

Dar-
Yet that is how I wish it for the record.

Fitz-
But your grandfather wrote...

Dar-
Do you really think I would adminicle that old pervert’s ploddy ramblings about the transmutation of species?

Fitz-
No. Well, yes. Yes, I did. It is mentioned in renegade science journals, and Lamarck...

Dar-
Lamarck is a French science fictionist who states that organic entities are products of nature, that the environment develops thru diversity, that all parts of the organism transform, that conditional alterations cause growth, and that species are in a constant state of flux. Really! His only saving notion is the assertion of a conscious aseity over change. I follow Lyell, not Lamarck, and Lyell’s English science fact proves divine design.

Fitz-
Have you been eating funny cacti, Philos?

Dar-
If you think I will support the theory that the incredible cento of species could be generated by one simple mechanism - transmutation - then you take me for a purblind observer. An infinite force beyond our comprehension, not a simple action within our view, is operative in this context. To suppose what you are saying, Captain, would require an immediate, eternal, omnilocent struggle for existence as the modus operandi of every form of life everywhere and for all time ecizing where it will, and that is not only a dismal prospect, it is entirely antithetical to the harmony we observe in nature. Am I right, Lieutenant Sulivan?

Sul-
Yes, sir. You are right.

Enter Syms, riding a tortoise.

Syms-
Ho ho ho! Merry Hissmas! It’s me, Young Saint Schtick, whitebeard’s tropical ashishtant. He’s got Dasher, I got Creepy. He comes once a year, I come once upon a blur. He likes em nice, I lick em naughty. So, you hellions, grab your gifts, which my elves stole from dear old Minion Nature. To you, Mr. Earle, because you’ve been a very bad, bitchy vixen, I give the skull of a castaway, poor Ol’ Patrick Watkins O’Blarney, who lived the Crusoe lifestyle here in this frying pan of soot, and even caught himself a Friday, who, by Saturday, had beat the Sunday out of poor O’l Patrick Watkins O’Blarney. This skull represents my advice on your art - put it back in your head before it spreads! Next, Captain Coocoo. For your nasty non-sequiturs, I give this pipe carved of albatross bone, found in some bobbing boatwrack. Now may you sit, and smoke, and contemplate suicide. If you need some scurf for your gadroon, I recommend the ashy agricere, which is as close to fine tobaccy as my first wife to the last judgment. And for you, Lieutenant Tinyman, who have been so good, I have nothing, for, as the good book sayeth, goodness be its own reward. Well, that’s all from Young Saint Schtick. Faster, Creepy, faster!

Dar-
Young Saint Schtick, what about me?

Syms-
Ah, yes, the Philosopher. You’re hard to remember since you’re not really here. For you, I have the iguana guts you ordered. Abundanza!

He throws the guts to Darwin and exits.

Law-
I believe that man was in my prison once.

Dar-
I doubt it, sir. That man is all words - walls cannot contain him.

Enter a good sailor.

GS-
Sir, I must implore you to the beach. The sailors, in some sort of torture-fest brought on by so much passive beauty, are tying the lizards’ tails to rope and spinning them til their eyes pop out. Others are biting off the heads of docile birds. Yet the cruelest are laying the gentle tortoises shell-side down on a bed of coals, burning off the carapace as the sorrowful animals scream, and then they lob the limp, blistered bodies, still living, into the sea, where the salt hits the wound and the creatures crool such a moan would make the devil weep.

Law-
What fun!

Fitz-
I will stop them.

Lawson, Fitzroy, Sulivan, and the good sailor exit.

Earle-
On we go, greed our guide, scorifying Eden. I will not return to a nation of thugs with such disdain for Minion Nature. Next place I find that’s hooligan-free, there is my home. Why live when only the strong survive?

Earle exits. 

Dar-
Yet what if only the weak survived? There’s a contradiction in terms, and here’s a contradiction in worms. Look, lady lizard! I hold your lord’s guts, like you once held his affections. Now, you must mother alone, though where’s the change in that? Men! Can’t live with em, can’t live with em. O Fanny, no Fanny. O absence of recipient for my O. But let that be. Come, lady lizard. Let’s see if your lord ate meat like you eat men.

Darwin examines the contents of the guts. Finches begin to settle near and on him. Iguanas watch him.

Dar-
Lady, your lord fancied plants, and he preferred the fetid kind. You lizards are like a professor I once had – horrid in his head, yet dainty in his deeds. I suppose beauty is most deadly, being most desired, and so most in need of defense. My, but the birds are tame. Why wouldn’t they fear people? What people? Just poor ol’ Patrick Watkins ‘o Blarney and poor ol’ Charles Darwin o’ Bromley, going the way of the weak. And what of poor Ol' Fanny Mostyn O'Biddulph? She and her sire shall survive, for their love is strong. Yet what are strong and weak to survival? To be healthy, to feed, to mate, this is strength, but mind the scene. Strong here is idle there, and clever now was fragile then. These tame creatures will, I imagine, be destroyed before too long. Unless they adapt. Unless, for instance, they develop fear and move to a new niche where sadist English sailors cannot reach them. Develop fear? Not likely, for such is an essential change, and essences are fixed. Perhaps some feel fear, for they do not all come settling on my shoulder. Yet why some and not others within one established set? Mr. Lawson claims that each island contains an indigenous tortoise with a particular shell. Yet if these tortoises are the same species, their shells should be the same. So they must not be the same, and perhaps one species is more fearful than another, has different behaviors from the others. But how did so many different species of tortoise arrive on this remote island and so neatly inhabit each its specific arena? Migration is not so common, and the thought that thirteen different species of giant tortoise could float here from the mainland, each conveniently claiming its private territory, this is absurd. Only one answer remains - Thus were they created. How? Thru the creator’s penchant for diversity. When? Long ago. Why? Because. My answers owe a debt of specificity to my questions, ever a sign of mental deficit. Like an academic roundtable, I degenerate into anecdotes. Let's say, for the sake of a spat, that many tortoise types migrated from the mainland, and, like settlers in a new nation, fought until each found its private homestead. There was a tortoise war, and each stuck out its claim. Of course, one must remember this process is generational. One or two immigrants arrive, they mate, and their offspring spread. Other immigrants arrive, they mate, and their offspring compete with others for resources. And rather than simply slaughter each other, each retreats to the island that most suits its abilities to utilize environmental assets, like different immigrant groups claiming various types of farming habitats or urban business sectors. However, I must take into account the punctullate isolation. Once the war is over, and it certainly seems to be, each sets about eating and mating. And that’s not so trivial. There is competition. The war rages on. Who will eat what? Who will mate with whom? For instance, the finch beaks on this island are much longer than the finch beaks at our base. A longer beak is more conducive to obtaining certain types of food. So how did one species gain a longer beak? Well, those with shorter beaks did not eat, so they died and did not mate. There is an important nexus here among eating, mating, and the survival of traits. Who eats determines who mates which determines whose traits survive. Ah, yet what of the tortoise shell? No pattern of shell affixes an advantage in eating or mating. But why conflate eating and mating? Eating is an individual action, while mating is a selection process between individuals. In the guts of this iguana is the evidence of its skill at obtaining nutrition, but in its entire organism is the evidence of its parents' skills at eating, mating, and rearing. Further, if one pattern of shell is preferred over another, much as humans show sexual preference, the tortoises with this pattern of shell will mate more often, and this pattern will become more prevalent over mountainous swaths of time. This is a selection process not unlike that seen in our domestic breeders. Only this process is not artificial, but natural - a natural selection. Yet how can all emerge from this? And whence the common ancestor? That, at least, must be created. Yet why assume that natural selection, my working title for this concept, operates only within one species? The tortoise must war with the iguana must war with the finch must war with sailors, all struggling to eat and mate. The war has always raged. Adversity creates diversity. And so all animals are linked, and the species have inter-formed. Is there evidence for such invisibility? The platypus is both duck and otter, the bird both bat and rat, man much like the monkey. In fact, forms and functions and instincts are shockingly common across species. Does this mean a common ancestor or a common creator? It may indicate both, or both may be one, yet the process whereby that common ancestor adapted does not require an external force, and where a force is not required, there is no force. Not? But then what? Natural selection. Each struggles to eat and mate, that struggle brings competition, that competition selection, and that selection creation. The war will never end that life may proceed, and one must eat and mate and struggle to survive. This is the mystery of mysteries. This is the origin of species. 

Scene 22: Crossing the Pacific.

Enter Syms, singing.

Syms-
How cuz the blah go boom?


What stir the boom to soup?


How heat the soup to fume?


Why jump the fume thru hopey hoop?


What set the blob athrob?


When my head wags its dreams


(Or do dreams wag my head?)


Then I think on these themes


(Or do they think me instead?)


How walk the was to is?


What sift the is to will?


How stuff the will with wish?


Why still the wish tween feast and fill?


Who give the why the lie?


My beat-me's outnumber my got-it's,


My gumption is gobbed in my glottis,


I make that our maker's forgot us!


Can that which started us stop us?

Dar-
At the base of the lofty & almost perpendicular sides of our little cove there was one deserted wigwam, and it alone reminded us that man sometimes wandered amongst these desolate regions; imagination could scarcely paint a scene where he seemed to have less claims or less authority; the inanimate works of nature here alone reign with overpowering force.

Enter Playwright.

Play-
Charles, lie down.

Dar-
Fanny?

Play-
No.

Dar-
Who are you?

Play-
I am the playwright.

Dar-
Why are you here?

Play-
This is the play without the play.

Dar-
Where am I?

Play-
In your cabin, on the Beagle.

Dar-
What's the course?

Play-
Traversing the Pacific, hot for home.

Dar-
O I feel awful!

Play-
You are very sick.

Dar-
When I will be native to this wobble?

Play-
Actually, your state is more than motion


And your symptoms far exceed simple nausea.

Dar-
What do I have?

Play-
Dizziness, spasms, fever,


Boils, indigestion, eczema, gird,


Impostumes, gout, headaches, inflammation,


Excessive bilifaction, vomiting,


Diarrhea and delusions, all of which


Levels you for only two or three months.

Dar-
That's comforting.

Play-
I am a dramatist;


I cannot offer comfort, only conflict.

Dar-
And how did I come by this pleasant hell?

Play-
During your life, many presumed error:


Thinking you had some stomach disorder


Caused by food or mood, for as they then thought


All is food or mood, they treated you with


Amyl nitrate, Indian ale, morphine,


Quinine, tartar emetic ointment, bismuth,


Arsenic, batteries, mercurous chloride,


Electric chains and countless spas and diets,


But your suffering grew greater with each cure.


Post mortem, you were called psychosomatic,


Your illness resulting from the repression


Of your revolutionary notions;


Others claimed biological agents,


Saying you contracted Chagas' Disease,


Or South American Sleeping Sickness,


From a benchuca bug in Chile,


Which, in an ironic insectivorous


Homage to your ideas evolved thru you.


Of course, years from now, whenever that is,


Some new possible certainty will emerge.

Dar-
Science is ever too early and too late.

Play-
Nicely said, if I do say so myself.

Enter Matthews.

Matth-
Darwin?

Dar-
Ah, a grampus!

Play-
No, it’s Minister Matthews.

Dar-
Minister Matthews! Are you back on board?

Matth-
On board with you? Never.

Dar-
Be careful; I am sick.

Matth-
You are sick and spreading. Why did you infect my faith with fact? Was my urge for transcendence, my craving for some prospect of renewal, so unassailable you dasht it on the reefs of evidence? What am I if I disbelieve belief? Where is the meaning in mutation? Love is sex, sex is struggle, struggle is, God forbid, survival, and survival is simply that - circles of violence breeding cycles of mishap. Yet I ask you - what's more botched this world? Preachers or researchers? Ethics or empirics? Angels or arsenals? Science is the enemy of love, and love alone promises survival. I want my fantasy, Darwin, I want my love.

Dar-
I speak the truth I see.

Matth-
See the truth in me.

Matthews exits.

Dar-
Am I responsible for this?

Play-
So some say.

Dar-
But fact and faith are not poison and pest,


For they are ontologically unique:


Faith is to dream, fact is to waken;


With either only we could never be.

Play-
And I agree. Fact merely prunes away


The dead ends of faith, reviving the tree


Of truth, yet to those who demand their faith


Be ascertained as fact, for example,


That creation is a holy execution


So to holy orders all must render all,


Evolution is the pest and the poison.

Dar-
It simply seems the most discomforting


Reflection is generally the truest.

Play-
The mind unfolds thru disease.

Dar-
What becomes


Of Matthews?

Play-
He emigrates to New Zealand,


Oversees a successful missionary,


Then dies naturally at a ripe old age.

Dar-
It pains me that I must pain such a man.

Enter Jemmy and Fuegians.

Dar-
What these lupine hooting forms that seem


Ensauced with bloody loot?

Play-
Jemmy Button


And his posse.

Dar-
Execrable reversion!

Play-
For many years, Jemmy and his family


Did the missionary token circuit,


But they never acclimated to the labor,


Etiquette training and bible study,


So they rejoined their tribe. Then, in 1860,


A group of ten weary English sailors


From the HMS Allen Gardiner


Went ashore at Tierra del Fuego


And held a prayer service in a small shack.


Under cloud of choral din, Jemmy Button


And his gang attackt, butchering all within,


Save one, with spears and stones. That survivor


Late claimed the killers scuttled aboard


The ghostly vessel woggling in the liman


And Jemmy Button slept in the Captain's bunk.

Dar-
Not any person exists with such a small stock of language as poor Jemmy, his own language forgotten, & his English ornamented with a few Spanish words, almost unintelligible. – Jemmy hears that his father was dead; He comforted himself with the natural reflection “me no help it.” Jemmy could never find out about his father, as it is their constant habit, never to mention the dead. – We believe they are buried high up in the woods. –Jemmy will not eat land-birds, because they live on dead men. –one out of many instances where his prejudices are recollected, although language forgotten.
Jemmy-
Jemmy sabe nothing. Jemmy shine zapata, Jemmy happy casa, Jemmy dios habla - our father, who art in...Jemmy no palabra como heaven. Jemmy Yammerschooner. Jemmy pillow, Jemmy whiskey. Jemmy mata Captain. Jemmy Captain. Jemmy sleep.

Enter Earle.

Earle-
Looky, Charles. I painted your portrait. I call it "Man Embarrassing Monkey."

Dar-
Earle, where are you?

Earle-
Je suis en Tahiti!

Dar-
You left the ship?

Earle-
Indeed. I've developed an allergy to my anger, so I'm sequestered in a lovely situation.

Dar-
Won't you return to England and tell them all you've seen?

Earle-
Tell England all you've seen and it tells you what it thinks, which is ever that you never ought have seen what made it think. Poo on Presbyteria! I'm conservative coconut!

Dar-
But the artists must support my theories!

Earle-
Artists don't support, Darwin; artists are supported. They are that subclass of needy neurotics addicted to beauty and abandon, and anyone seeking their assistance in some social movement is sorely deluded, for to appropriate the artist ends the art.

Dar-
But will you embrace my ideas?

Earle-
Embrace them? Dear boy, have I mentioned I'm a hobosexual? What do your ideas make of that problematic? You don't know. Am I merely confused, humping helplessly at the delusion of some sensual surrogate penetralia? Have I survived because I'm helpful round the house? I'm a queen, Darwin, not a maid. Certainly, you may identify some causal code, but isolation is negation whence you slide down the slippy side of the sticky slope you scaled. Get with it, Darwin. The power of the universe is its mystery, and if you've proven anything, it's that nothing ever gives away its power. Tata, Chaz. I so enjoyed our time together, minus the tedious parts. I'll send you news of my Tahitian titillations. Just think. All my life I've been called a "gentle man." Yet here alone at last I truly am.

Dar-
He is brilliant, but his anger hurts his art.

Play-
History will come to recognize him


As the first trained, independent artist


To visit each of the five continents


And set his visions down.

Dar-
He'll love the fame.

Play-
How love what you don't share? Two years after


The Beagle's return, Earle died alone


Of unknown causes, of unknown talent.

Enter Syms singing.

Syms-
In this game of pit and fall,


The rule-faker takes it all.  


God is gone, art's alone,


And only Darwin makes it home.


Those who come but come to go,


For all must perish as they thrive;


What must be will not be so,


Yet Darwin ever will survive.


For only Darwin made us see


I'm the you in lil' ol' me.

Dar-
I am the only one left?

Play-
Survival of the fittest.

Dar-
The fittest has no fit.

Play-
You will find it.

Dar-
With Fanny?

Play-
No, but with a wife, ten children,


And happiness, perhaps.

Dar-
Tell me her name. 


No, don't. Truest love descends on ignorance.

Play-
That is your supremacy in science.

Dar-
Went with Captain to Rat Island. Found animals, one curious. – two small hind legs or fins marks the passage by which Nature joins the Lizards to the Snakes.
Enter Fuegia and some sailors.

Fueg-
Hey, sailors. Wanna take me on board?

Sail 1-
I got a vessel you can ride, cave girl.

Fueg-
You got rum make the ship really rock, potato boy?

Sail 2 -
Rum-a-glug-glug


Three blokes for a chug.

Fueg-
What you take me for? Some cheap Fuego whore? One bottle, one blanket, one meal, three happy mates.

Sail 3 -
Your bargain's hard, but we're harder.

They go at her.

Fueg-
Sha! I can get it off or I can cut it off.

Sailors disarm her and drag her away.

Sails-
The bitches on the beaches


Ain't pretty, sweet, or cheap.


But like the gospel teaches,


They sow that we may reap.

They exit.

Dar-
This cannot be true.

Play-
The better part of truth


Is supposition, but as you yourself 


Will diarize in 1845: 


"Captain Sulivan, who, since his voyage of the Beagle, has been employed on the survey of the Falkland Islands, heard from a sailor in 1842 that when in the western part of the Strait of Magellan, he was astonished by a native woman coming on board who could talk English. Without a doubt this was Fuegia Basket. She lived (I fear the term probably bears a double interpretation) some days on board."

Dar-
What squalor have our finest efforts wrought.

Play-
She was merely adapting to her advantage.

Dar-
How fares that bigot Sulivan in the end?

Play-
Admiral of the Navy.

Dar-
No! Before or after Captain Fitzroy?

Play-
Were the fate you assume not so far from fact.

Dar-
Yes, tell me of my dear, sad Captain.

Play-
Marrying a rigid Christian woman


And adopting the faith with renewed zeal,


He served as governor of New Zealand,


But attempting to bring peace tween the English


And the native Maoris, he incited


The bloody revolts of Kororarika.


Returning to Britain in shame, he dabbled


In navigational technologies,


Winning some notice for his invention


Of the storm glass, which helped him pioneer


The impossible art of weather prediction,


But missing more than he hit, his commission


Was suspended. Passt over for promotion


Due to his tempestuous temper, and mockt


For his vain, in-vain weather vaning,


He retired and helped you to publish


Your first book, On the Origin of Species,


In 1859, yet the uproar


And implications surrounding your theory


Jarred his religious mind, and floundering


In a thought storm crashing hard against him,


On April 30, 1865,


Depressed, impoverisht, ridiculed, alone,


He hoists the razor from his shaving kit.

Enter Fitzroy.

Fitz-
Brindles, mottles and spots...blotches, splotches and specks...dapples, freckles, and dots...here's why God made necks.

Fitzroy cuts his throat and dies.

Play-
None may hush the jeer of heredity.

Dar-
O senseless end! O Captain! O my friend!


He was better than he knew how to be.

Play-
And in his death he found some reprisal,


For Finisterre, just off the coast of Spain,


And ocean zone that he himself established


For his forecasting weather telegraphs,


Now bears his name, and thrice daily sailors


Charting their route listen out for Fitzroy.

Dar-
If my theories lead to this, I deny them.

Play-
Your thought is not guilty of his action.

Dar-
The action of revealing my ideas


Enabled him the thought to kill himself;


What good from such surmisal, from this voyage?


Matthews in despair, Earle marginalized, 


Jemmy insane, tiny Fuegia hooking


On the beach, and my Captain dead of me.


Preferable one happy illusion


To a million mortifying concepts.

Play-
You have merely named the mechanism


Existent long before their fleeting strifes,


Whereby they may choose to fit and survive


Or fight and demise, in which sense your thoughts


Are indications of a peaceful path


They denied to wage a war upon themselves,


Adherent to conceptions now defunct.

Dar-
Yet why should I carry back to England


Ideas bereft of hope, bereft of love,


Ideas that merely rally us to struggle


Against the beautiful, the ethical,


For benefit of self, which is extinction?


It is a crime, I think, to speak my mind.

Play-
Silence is the crime. Your ideas alone


Assure us survival, for they declare


Adaptation, not tradition, as the route


Society and self must take together


In working with the earth. You rippt our minds


From sterile, world-polluting heaven


And set them down in fertile, cleansing nature


By eradicating the most expensive,


Homicidal, careless middle-man


Ever to wield a wall, God Allmighty.


It is in us that our survival lies,


And you alone have shown the changing urge


That's in us is outside us, interlinked


In one ethical struggle for survival.

Dar-
And so you wrote of me?

Play-
I wrote of you


Because I love you, Charles. Due to you


I need no more fear death, for now I know


I was never born, only realized


From endless eidetical composites,


And when reality is thru with me,


I will recede into the formula


I am because I did not conceive it,


A creator created by creating.


You gave me life, so I gave you story.

Dar-
They're much the same, aren't they?

Play-
Thanks to you.

Dar-
I do not want to be responsible


For bringing evolution back to England.


I want a quiet life.

Play-
Then hush the thought


And let another do it.

Dar-
Another?

Play-
At this very moment, a young English lad


Named Alfred Russel Wallace clambers round


A field, collecting bugs and worms, wondering


Where it all came from and where it's going.


Years from now, he will perceive the notion.

Dar-
He too will hit on natural selection?

Play-
The idea has evolved to readiness


And he who exposes it, defines it.

Dar-
Then let him do it, and savor the scandal.


I am joining the Church.

Play-
We shall see.

Dar-
Are you leaving?

Play-
For the play to go on


The playwright must get off. 

Dar-
Wait! There's one more.


York Minster, Orundellico. What of him?

Play-
As you know, he was abandoned on the beach


At Woollya Mission in Ponsonby Sound,


Where he robbed Jemmy, kidnappt Fuegia,


And then canoed toward his tribe in the west.


After that, nothing.

Dar-
What's your guess, O omniscient one?

Play-
He lived and died, and therein lies his glory.

The playwright exits.

Dar-
Early for Tijueka to see the waterfalls. As a Sultan in a Seraglio I am becoming hardened to beauty – It is wearisome to be in fresh rapture at every turn of the road. And you must be that or nothing.

Enter all aboard the Beagle and sing.

All-
O when you see


Your lovely England


Upon the yon


Begin to rise,


O then you cheer


For lovely England


And the swells


Are in your eyes.


O England!


O England!


When you hold me


I am free


And when I'm far


From you, my England,


You are where


I long to be.


O take me home


To lovely England,


N'more to roam


The distant main,


But ever stay


In lovely England


Until the sea


Me craves again.

Scene 23: England, at the docks where the Beagle has landed.

Dar-
Thank you, Captain.

Fitz-
Whatever for?

Dar-
Thousands of specimens, five years of nausea, and one great idea.

Fitz-
The trip was a wash.

Dar-
It shall wash the world of lies.

Fitz-
Not so shall the Admiral esteem it. My mission was not accomplished and my repute is sunk off South America. I shall soon be promoted to belly-up.

Dar-
Perhaps you should become a philosopher.

Fitz-
My mind is not made for tranquil matters. I can only think in a storm, and even then but of the next.

Dar-
I'll bring value to the voyage with telling it.

Fitz-
To tell of me's to ruin me, Flycatcher.

Dar-
I shall write only of your valor and discretion, calling you ever "my dear Captain."

Fitz-
You're a fine man, Charles. Pity we must part.

Dar-
We shall sail again, if only round the pub.

Fitz-
No, Charles, it never works that way. On board, you bond. On ground, you break. Our ships shall now diverge, yours to science, mine to suicide.

Dar-
Please, Captain, do not say so.

Fitz-
You have taught me, Philos, to speak the truth.

Enter Syms, in custody, and Officer.

Syms-
England? I thought this was Thailand. Confusing "thais" and "engs" is no cause for "tying" me up!

Fitz-
Officer, what's the problem?

Off-
This man was caught shoplifting, smoking opium, and soliciting sex, simultimeously!

Syms-
I plead innocent on the grounds of humanity, for being on ground caused me to act human.

Dar-
Won't you pardon him, Officer? We've been at sea for five years.

Off-
Sorry, sir. New zero tolerance laws are in defect.

Fitz-
What if I impresst him as a sailor?

Syms-
Impress me as a sailor? Try impressing me as a sprinter and beat me to the grave!

Off-
That pretends on how he sees it - as punishment or pleasure.

Syms-
No, Officer, I beg you! Flog me with a fluffer, cage me in a girls' school, hang me by my mucus membranes til I'm outta flimsy jokes, but don't make me go to sea again!

Off-
He's all yours, sir.

The officer exits.

Syms-
Grog bless you, Captain Decoy!

Fitz-
What, are you happy?

Syms-
That was all an act. It's true, in the compare of sailing and jailing, there's shrimpy difference. At sail, you're at sea with men. In jail, all you see is men. In this, the food will kill you. In that, you're killed for food. Here, you work or you're whippt. There, you're whippt so you work. But there's one trifle factor makes the boat beat the moat - prison sucks.

Dar-
Ah, Syms, I shall miss you.

Syms-
Think not of it, Philos. We shall bother each other again. I plan on rehabibulating, porkin me a plump hen to squat some yacky chicks and startin up a fine Australian Inn where salty dogs like myself can suffer my fine intolerable company. Some drunk day you'll come snare me in your net, a grampus symsio, being a rare breed of yappy rodent adapted to the hulls and holes of grimy, greedy Angland, which, as noted by the notorious naturist, C. Darkwind, could shoplift, smoke opium, and solicit sex, symsultaneously!

Dar-
You shall confound all my findings, Syms, for nothing could ever evolve into you.

Syms-
True! It simply appears one morning, floating in the kitty's milk, overworked and wasted, singin...


Help me up! Help me up!


Help me up and I'll share my cup!


O baby, help me up! O help me up!


Fitz-
Back to the Beagle, Mr. Overwasted, and fetch my bags.

Syms-
Speaking of bags on the fetch, might I, like one of those Galpopagian tortugas, slough that shell, solicitation, and hurl myself, naked and screaming, into the sea of sex?

Fitz-
Be back in an hour.

Syms-
No problema, senor! After five years lapping the soggy ball, I need but five seconds to...yet, let me mute my horny horn with decency, and not soil a dirty deed with minty phrases. Here's my exit line: "I won't be overdue, sir; for I'll be over Sue, sir!"

Syms exits.

Fitz-
I'll make him lug my gear, then set him free to his destruction.

Dar-
There's my coach.

Fitz-
Damn, I hate goodbyes.

Dar-
Departure's too abundant to be despised.

Fitz-
So, hop to it, sailor.

Dar-
Ay ay, Captain.

Fitz-
Charles?

Dar-
Robert?

Fitz-
What are you doing tomorrow?

Dar-
Tomorrow, I'm waking in a bed that doesn't swing, taking a hot shower, donning some clean clothes, eating a massive breakfast of indescribable diversity, then I'm sitting down at my desk, and cured of nausea, I'm writing my great theory.

Fitz-
What's it called?

Dar-
The theory of evolution.

Fitz-
What's its thrust?

Dar-
Nature says to all creatures alike - mate, vary, let the strong survive, and the weak perish forever.

Fitz-
It's a tough theory, but I like it.

Dar-
Thank you, sir.

Fitz-
And I look forward to God's response.

Dar-
This, I believe, shall leave him speechless.

Darwin and Fitzroy exit.

Scene 24: The London Zoo and the Office of the British Hydrographer blended into one. Enter Charles and Emma. Professor George Peacock, Admiral Francis Beaufort, John Henslow, and Lieutenant Sulivan are in cages.

Sul-
October 1835, Galapagos - "The Zoology of Archipelagos will be well worth examining; for such facts would undermine the stability of species.” - Charles Darwin.

Beau-
Well, I'll be a god-damned gorilla!

Emma-
I find zoos so relaxing, don't you, Charles?

Hen-
His specimens are scientific treasures!

Peac-
But his inklings are religious blasphemies!

Emma-
Of course, with your ear for the animals,


Perhaps you sense a struggle I do not.

Beau-
This Darwin is the foe of decency! 

Hens-
We must adapt to his ideas, not cling to our delusions.

Sul-
He would have me mothered of a snake!

Peac-
You don't know me, Darwin!

Emma-
What do you make of these rebel thinkers


That source the human in the animal?

Beau-
Evil notions!

Hen-
Weevil tarsus!

Peac-
Beaglosis!

Sul-
Slither hiss!

Dar-
I make the stress we spend on origin


Would be better spent on destination.

THE END.

Add:

Big, bigger, bigger, bigamist!

Starting tomorrow I’m going to stop starting tomorrow




