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The Vipers of Milan

(The sceneis an open spacerepresenting a campsite. It
could be abare stage. It might be more daborate.
Although na necessary, thereis perhaps ared glow on
the horizon against which we seethe fli cker of the
shadows of moving figures. What looks like aman bu
could be only abunde of rags lies by asmall campfire.
Thereisthe sound d occasiona oddsoundng snores.
As he turns toward the audience, we seethat it isaman,
and he has a pieceof metal covering the spot where a
nose shoud be. Ancther figure enters. Thisoneisa
woman, dressed also inrags and carrying asadk. She
stands and watches the man slegp. After amoment she
moves wiftly to the sleeping figure and kegins kicking
at it vicioudly.)

BENNO
(Rolli ng to and fro to escape her kicks.)
Get orrff! Get orrffl Whothe'el. .? Why'reye. ..? Get orrff you Hdeeding bitch!"

KIRI
Stupid bestard! Slegoing likethat! Someonell do you ore of these days. Someorelll
sne& up onyer and doyou good

BENNO
Let mebe! Get away!
KIRI
| ‘opethey do! | was ‘oping they had! Save me alot of troulde not havin’ to look ou

for yer!
(The man curls himself into as compad aform as
possble to defend his more vulnerable parts.)

KIRI
(She stops kicking him and crouches by the fire. She
reated into the sadk and takes out a dead chicken and
laysit aside. Next she takes out a pieceof sweet bread.
She hddsit out toward him, waving it as afisherman
might angle for afish.)
‘ereye go, luv! Lookwhat mother's got for you.

(Helegos forward to snatch it. Shejerksit bad, and he
amost fall sinto the fire. Herollsover onthe dicken.
He grabs it up and strokesits limp bady.)

BENNO
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Well, here's apretty one! Where'd you come by thisun? Sted it from the farmhouse
yonder? They'll come and fetch you to the gall ows, Kiri, my love. Ought to know
better than that, dearie! Can’'t be taking from them that’s above ye.

KIRI
No ore's coming from that ‘ousethere. All dead. Threg no,four of 'em lying in the
yard.
BENNO

Four, yousay? That’sabit ‘o luck. Wekin pick upafew bob onthat lot.

KIRI
Maybe. We'll ‘aveto go badk latter and see | didn't go any closer than | 'ad to. One
of 'em might 'ave been movin'. | couldn't tell. Some of 'em go orff their 'eals at the
end. Youremember that one you gcked upto throw onthe wagon, the one that came
up after ya--the one that grabbed at ya? | though you was dore for that night!
Thought old Bennowas one for the pits. | did.

BENNO
Gimme some bread, Kiri. | ain't 'df starved.

KIRI
Thisismine. You dort give me the best of it when you've been hurting. Saveit for
your miserable, greedy self, youdo. Gobhbeit up onthe spat.

BENNO
That’snot true. | always give you the best bits. Come on. Y ou' ve got sommat more
inthere. 1 know you ave. Giveit over.

KIRI
Put the chicken onthe spit, and I'll think abou giving you somethin’. Go on. It ain't
diseased.
(Thereis apause & e watches him insped the
chicken for sores.)
We've got comp'ny coming!

BENNO
What norsense're you talking?

KIRI
Got us avisitor comin'. | left “‘im creepin’ along and came aeal to start the dhicken.
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He'sfar starved hmself. A traveler, heis. Likeus. Thisone’'saman 0'God, bu his
clothes are ever so fine--and his stchel--’€'s got a gred leaher satchel, Benno.
Engraved it was, wi' birds and such. ‘eavy, too. Got it lung over his back. Hewas
at the farm house. Stupid git was gonnapray over 'em. | pulled hm away. Told 'im
it were atrap sometimes. That's how they lured dnner in. Told 'im they ate the likes
o' us.
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BENNO
That'salie. That'scannibalism, that is. We ‘aven’t sunkto that yet, have we? A
Christian ‘uld never doathing like that. Would ‘e?

KIRI
Might. We dorit know them in these parts © well, dowe? I've'eard that's what they do
ont'other side of the mountains. They ea anyone what’s not close fam’ly. They lures
‘em inand eds‘em up.

BENNO
| don’t believeya. (Pause.) Soa ousin‘uld be dl right? Yer could ed acousin.

KIRI
Just be onyer guard. A body can't never be too careful. Leastways that's what | told the
priest!

BENNO
He were apriest for sure?

KIRI
Bloody cowl an' all. He be apriest al right.

BENNO
Wot's‘edoin’ wanderin’ abou? Priestsare dl ‘id ou in the great houses and the caves,
ain't they? Even the Pope'slocked his doars and dorit seeno ore.

KIRI
Thisone an't hidin nocave. Thisoneswanderin’ abou like an ordinary man. Only he
ain't, of course. He'sapriest.

BENNO
And he's got a satchel, you say?

KIRI
‘andtodled with littl e birdsonit. | tole ya.

BENNO
Traveling donelike afool? Yer sure he an't one o' the sheriff's men lookin' to find us
out? They're dwaysfussin’ abou the pit. Askin’ thisand askin’ that.

KIRI
Sheriff's men ain't looking to take no ndice of us. Andthey ain't dressng up like no
priests neither. He'sapilgrim, 'esay's. E'sa'istorian, ‘e says.

BENNO
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Oh, that's bloody likely! What the 'éll's an ‘istorian when it’ s to ‘ ome?

KIRI
‘ere, quet! | hear 'im coming. Gut that chicken while | fetch ‘im!
(She tosses him the remaining bite of bread as e exits.)

BENNO
(He hardly believes hisluck and peers at it suspiciously. He
only hesitates a moment though, then gobdes it down. He
murmurs to hmself as he prepares the chicken.)
Cosh ‘im good, | will. Cosh ‘im good. I likes coshin’ * em goodan takin’ *em to the pit.
(He hears movement and looks off )
There they arethen. ‘E’'smoving slow. Gold in that satchel, | dort dould. Silver plate.
Them priests got treasures they do. I’ d cosh the bastard right orf, bu Kiri likes a party,
shedoes. Shelikesabit of fun! ‘Adfun orcewedid. That wedid! (Pause.) | think we
did. In some other place. Some other time. (Pause.) Oh, and she were apretty thing
badk then. | think. Had awaist like awasp. (Pause.) | ‘ad me own ncse.
(As he gleefully mutters the @owve, he jabs a pointed stick
through the chicken and hangs it over thefire. Next he
takes a audgel and asharp knife out of hisbunde. He
tucksthe knifeinside his sirt. He hides the audgel within
read.)

KIRI
(Off-stage.)
‘erewe aethen! 'erewe ae"

BENNO
(Hunching his shouders and wringing his hands.)
‘dlo father! Comeon over 'ere next to thefire. Y ou must be freezin'!

(KIRI and a stooped figure caneinto sight. The priest is
bent under the weight of his burden, abig satchel. Heis
very young. He stands dill, and looks timidly at BENNO.
He smiles ashy smile. KIRI beans at him.)

KIRI
Comeon,father. Sit! Sit yourself down.
( KIRI escorts the man right up to the fire and firmly sits
him down besideit.)
Get some supper inside you. That will fix you up Can't go onmuch longer starving
yerself to death.

MONK
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That'svery kind d you, bu . .. may nat! I. ..l can.. .nd...

KIRI
(Digsin her sadk for anather piece of bread. Shefindsa
chunkand hddsit out to him.)
Don't be silly Father, of course you can.

MONK
No. ..I'm fasting. It'simportant that | fast. | mustn't! Please.

KIRI
(She waves the aust under the priest's nose. He sways and
closeshiseyes. Hislipsmovein prayer.)
Tasty, it'll be, Father. God'll understand. You can't carry out hisworksif yer dead of
starvation.

MONK
It'snot God! Not God! ... | didn't promise God. It wasthe Virgin! | promised the
Virgin! | saw her inthe dhapel, and | promised! | swore | would fast four days of the
seven.

BENNO
Virgin? What's all thisabou Virgins?

KIRI
‘E means the Mother 0’ God, you ddt! (To the MONK) Y ounever promised the Virgin
to de, did you? The Holy Mother wouldn't want you to starve yerself to deah. That'd be
suicide, wouldnt it?

MONK
Suicide? (Pause.)
KIRI
That'sright, and Suicide’'sasin, ain’'t it ?
MONK
Suicide’'sagreat sin.
BENNO

To tell yer the truth, to my way ‘o thinking it doesn’t seem such a bad ideathe way the
world goes now.
(KIRI kicks him)

MONK
Suicide? | wouldn't want--but | gave my oath! .I canna go back onmy word. Can I?
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KIRI
That soundslike pride spe&king, father. Pride' saterrible sintoo. Come on, Father. (She
teases him with the qust.) Takeit!
(He snatches the crust and fall s uponit ferocioudly).
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