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Fat es:

Si syphus:

A not e:

/

Cast of Characters

Wnen of G eek Mythol ogy, any
type of female can be cast in
t hese rol es. Mst inportant
is a sense of kinship.

To be played by anyone- by

t he person who best feels the
text and the thinking behind
it. Sisyphus should take his
time with his speaking. It

is his first tinme putting

all these thoughts together,
his first tinme vocalizing
the truths of his life. He
has the cadence of one who
does not have a plan for what
he is saying, but feels it

so deeply that it cones out
rather smoothly despite this.

Scene

i ndi cates that the next character begi ns speaking,

joins in with previous speaker.



FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

FATE

ACT |
Scene 1

Three wonen, knitting.

1

You say it’s your destiny / as you
2

as you |look up to the sky / as if
3

as if you could discern anongst the clouds the shape of
your future.

1

You are young and bright and hol | ow

2

hol | ow

3

hol I ow. You yearn to be full. You think you can find

whol eness by | ooking. You strain your eyes at the
far-away rivers that lead to far-off seas / that |ead
to salty depths that lead to granite.

2
that lead to salty depths / that lead to granite.

1

that lead to granite. You seek an answer to the
question of existence. You think you hear one echoing
around your enpty core but when you listen hard you
begin to realize you are listening to the ocean through
a shell and it sounds the sane but it’'s not the same
and sound can vibrate the void inside but not fill it.
Maybe the universe is deaf or maybe it was never neant
to hear.

2

But "nmeant" inplies intent
3

and thus the gods were born.
1

And as for us?

2
W weave words better than we weave yarn

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

FATE

3
so if you find any knots in your life' s string, we'll
understand if you choose to | anent not untie. After

all, and alas, aren’t you the sane as |?
FATE 2
We!
FATE 1
Why ?
FATE 3
Why what ?
FATE 2
Wy we?
ALL
VWhy? Why? Why? Wy. ..
They continue this slow "why?" chant softly
t hroughout the next section. It is steady,
conti nuous, alnost sung. It becones background
noi se, noticeable in absence, not soundi ng.
Si syphus enters SL heading SR (DS of Fates),
strai ning agai nst an i magi nary boulder, as if he
were trying to push it uphill. He struggles
greatly but slowy makes ground. He has evidently
been pushing for a long while, he is sweaty and
worn, but he never once ceases to push, never once
rests. When he reaches a little right of center,
he has reached the top. Wth a final push, the
boul der crests the sunmit, and Sisyphus |owers his
hands, eyes | ocked on the boul der. He has upon his
face a | ook of utter despair, which changes to a
| ook of hope as the boulder sits still. The nonent
his hope solidifies, the boulder rolls back down
the hill SL; we follow its novenent with
Si syphus’ s gaze. Sisyphus watches to boul der til
it rolls off left, then turns to the audi ence and
addr esses us:
SI SYPHUS

Sonehow | al ways think that won’t happen. Sonehow,
there’s always a part of nme that believes. This tine' |l
be different. | can get what | want. Contentnent is
achi evable, is graspable |ike a boul der.

It’s not of course, it won't ever be. | know.
"1l go back down in a mnute.

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

SI SYPHUS (cont’ d)
Can | tell you a secret? You gotta pronmise not to tel
Hades. That guy really doesn’t |ike ne.

The ascent’s the easy part.

Hades woul dn't get it. He's the god of death; of
inaction. For him the constant toil he's condemed ne
to nust seemlike the ultimate puni shnent.

But it’s something to do. At least |I'mnot standing
around like the rest of his "subjects." H's poor
average idiots, condemmed to boredomfor eternity.
Physi cal exertion isn’'t boring. And having a goal is
al nost |ike being alive.

Oh, the ascent’s the easy part. As | struggl e,

constant, upwards, | experience victory; victory over
the boul der, over its wll, or its |aziness; victory
over the protest in nmy nuscles; victory over the

protests in my mnd. Wth each step, | achieve; | am

constantly achieving. How is that a puni shment?

Nor is the descent the difficult part, really, although
it is nore difficult. 1’ve never |iked going downhill
You either gotta expend all this energy digging in your
feet to walk at a normal pace, or you let yourself go
entirely and burst downward. There's no bal ance
downhill. Al or not nuch.

But physically it can’'t even conpare to hol ding up that
boul der. My God, is the decent a physical vacation. A
breeze. Like being carried on Zephyr’'s breath. | always
feel light on the decent.

There are two things difficult about descending. First
is the knowi ng. The knowi ng of what is to cone. Ugh,
that’s an awful phrase. | feel |like the witches from
Macbeth or a Christmas Carol or sonething. "What is to
cone,"” ugh. Let ne rephrase. The decent is difficult
because on it, you cone face to face with eternity. On
the way up you see the boul der and the ground in front
of you. When you turn around, you see all. You see
where you’ ve cone from and where you’' re going...and
they' re exactly the sane. You begin to feel inevitable;
you are confronted by that naggi ng suspicion that has
been with you since | ong before you were consci ous of
it, that lurking possibility that you suppress so as to
keep on living, that possible truth that renders you

i npossi ble. Fate. You see that freedomis an illusion,
for everything is laid out for you, all is preset and
predetermned...and ultimately insignificant. Tine

el apses. | amhere. Tine el apses. | amhere. Tine

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

SI SYPHUS (cont’ d)

el apses. | am Al ways here. There is no purpose.

Not hing is achieved after all. | create the illusion of
meani ng for nyself because we humans need such an
illusion to continue to exist. But it is an illusion,

no nore. Not really.

Then conmes the rebuilding. The second difficulty. It is
no easy feat to knit an illusion back together once
it’s been torn. But as each unconfortable footfal
brings ne closer to ny boulder, ny fate, | determne to
ook at it instead as ny task. | nust. | nust have
meani ng. To exist. And | nust exist.

Why ?

Si syphus says "why" with Fates, who fall silent
after.
Wiy do | need to exist?

A |l ong pause. Fates slowy cone forward and w ap
the scarf they’ ve been knitting around Sisyphus’s
neck. It is unfinished; needle and ball of yarn
trail fromit. They slowy exit SR
Still, I need to, so | enbrace ny illusion, and I
commend nyself on the strength it takes to do what |
do. My perseverance. Mne, |I. | claimselfhood. Self
determ nation, self setting. My boulder, ny task. I, I.
| begin again to continue. | continually begin.

Thus | exi st.

Looks SL, sighs heavily. Begins as if to go
downwar d, but before he actually takes a step,
pauses. Turns back out to audi ence.
The difficult part. Well, you saw it | suppose.
Cresting the sunmit. Mnentary conpl etion. Hope. Hope,

our one defender against all the unconfined ills of
this world. The fabric of illusion and the essence of
survival. Illogical, irrational, utterly devastating at
times...and eternal. Infinite as the truth it defies.
For sonehow despite ny continuous exposure to fate, |
still have hope that one day this nountain path I’mon
will rise ne above it. Sonehow, | always find nyself
sayi ng. .

... mybe this tine...

Si syphus wal ks of f SL. The yarn remai ns on the
floor, unraveling as he wal ks. When he is off
stage, the Fates enter SR pick up the yarn, and
follow himoff SL. End of play.



