
This being
most proudly and simply

the

THIRD ACT

or
the Story of

“The Air Gentleman”

On a small hillock, in a secluded part of SHIRONA is a cabin made of wood
with a thatched roof, and off in one corner a chimney stack is cheerily and
merrily belching smoke sometimes white sometimes not. The front door to the
place is open, and leads to a small porch before a single step to the ground.

Into this scene comes a brightly colored balloon with a wicker basket, and
inside of which is a lone occupant, the twin or triplet of those men we had seen
before, not quite as muscled as the one which we had just seen, but still manly
in all aspects, especially if you would be of the womanly kind and granted such
visions as would be explained if you looked below. The craft is coming in a bit
too fast, and crashes to the ground with a large THUD, and the AIR
GENTLEMAN bounds out of the basket as the envelope of the balloon collapses 
over the basket. The AIR GENTLEMAN although positively mountainous in
stature is off a sufficient mind to have turned off the gas suppling lift before
leaving his enclosure.

Because of the commotion, out comes the Witch ALLIACEAE, who with her
Servant NIT are the occupants of the queer domicile. Dressed plainly yet her
eye popping bodice appears to be of the design as to allow her puppies the
ability to go on a walk and obtain air, and yet constrain them just enough so
that the young sorceress should not topple head first into the ground. She
walks up to the AIR GENTLEMAN and puts her hands defiantly on her hips,
and sticks out her womanly projectiles seemingly and impossibly ever more.

ALLIACEAE: What is the manner of this intrusion?

AIR GENTLEMAN: Pardon Miss, but I seem to have deflated most
embarrassingly. I’m afraid I have no control over it, and it does it most often.

ALLIACEAE looks at him below and sniggers.

ALLIACEAE: I don’t see how that could be possible. As it seems quite well-

AIR GENTLEMAN: If you don’t mind me interrupting, to where have I found 



AIR GENTLEMAN: myself put this time?

ALLIACEAE: You are within the somewhat broad and wide confines of what we
who live here call Shirona.

AIR GENTLEMAN: A Kingdom?

ALLIACEAE: It might be kind sir.

AIR GENTLEMAN: A Town?

ALLIACEAE: Quite possible.

AIR GENTLEMAN: A Village then.

ALLIACEAE: Most definitely!
Yet, if you stay here long enough, you will find out not entirely any of the three.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Curious.

ALLIACEAE: Oh my yes...most certainly very carious.

AIR GENTLEMAN: So you do not mind if I can stay a while?

ALLIACEAE: Stay if you must.

AIR GENTLEMAN: And you can put me up?

ALLIACEAE: Oh most definitely yes. Except unfortunately not quite at this very
moment. I am, or I was before your auditory intrusion, on the way towards
what would seem to be Our Village, to pick up some needed packets and
supplies.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Then I may walk with you?

ALLIACEAE: Equally for the moment yes. For I must caution you, because of
my avocation and personal nature, I have not before, nor do I think need
Company. This of course is open for discourse, if the circumstances should be
favorable.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Then that is what I should humbly hope for.

ALLIACEAE: This way.



The Witch turns back to the CABIN for a moment.

ALLIACEAE: Nit!

NIT (off stage): Yes Mistress.

ALLIACEAE: Do try not to turn yourself into a newt while I’m gone. It took me
weeks to find you the last time!

NIT (off stage): Yes Mistress.

ALLIACEAE: It is so hard to find proper and substantial help these days.
Now where were we?

AIR GENTLEMAN: Village?

ALLIACEAE: Ah yes.

The AIR GENTLEMAN and ALLIACEAE head in the rough direction of the
Village.

EXTERIOR-TOWN HALL

The LORD MAYOR and the CONSTABLE are yet once again standing before the
proud edifice.

LORD MAYOR: Well have you found anything out?

CONSTABLE: That in the privy water flows in the opposite way in the Southern
Hemisphere.

LORD MAYOR (sputtering ): I meant about our Gentlemen!1

CONSTABLE: Oh.
Well they do seem to vanish before I can come to any conclusion as to their
intent.

LORD MAYOR: Then perhaps you should work a bit quicker then.

CONSTABLE: Lord Mayor...perhaps you do not understand the precise
complexity of constabulary endeavors!

 As if that was really that much a surprise 1



LORD MAYOR: No, but perhaps those elocution lessons are indeed finally
paying off. 

CONSTABLE: Thank you Lord Mayor!

LORD MAYOR: Still a bit more effort then.

CONSTABLE: I shall double my efforts!

LORD MAYOR: Splendid then. I will be up in my office, waiting ever so patiently
for your positive discourse.

CONSTABLE: Eh?

LORD MAYOR: A good report.

CONSTABLE: Ah yes. I should be off then.

The CONSTABLE beaming away broadly enough to be used as a lamp post
heads in one direction as the LORD MAYOR heads back up stairs to his rooms
and office.

EXTERIOR-THE CONIFER FOREST-SHIRONA

The AIR GENTLEMAN and ALLIACEAE have come upon in their travels a thick
and dense evergreen forest. The way somewhat less apparent, but still (least for
the sharp eyes of the Witch) able to be found. Soon the two of them come out
upon a small clearing in the middle of which is a lamp post, its light burning
even in the broad of day. The LAND GENTLEMAN looks at ALLIACEAE.

LAND GENTLEMAN: This is most odd. Is there a reason for this?

ALLIACEAE: Hmm, I used to remember  what this was for.
No matter, it does serve some purpose, for it reminds us that we are halfway to
the Village. Onward then.

ALLIACEAE and the LAND GENTLEMAN dive back into the forest.

EXTERIOR-YARD OF THE SHIPWRIGHT-SHIRONA

JANE somewhat distraught because of the leaving of the SEA GENTLEMAN,
and feeling an ache in an incredibly socially inappropriate spot, sets herself to
wander and soon finds herself in the YARD OF THE SHIPWRIGHT, which is



gained by looking for the ROOMING HOUSE and veering left at the appropriate
spot. 

JANE walks through the space and wonders at all the ships both finished and
unfinished that dot and litter the space, and at the old and tired vessels, some
of which list in uncomfortable ways, as if in doing their duty they had spent
themselves and just toppled where they stopped. And she soon gets to THE
SHIPWRIGHT, a man in work clothes with well worn hands from honest work,
a white shock of beard that would and should deserve awe, and a still ruddy
face that betrays a life in the sea. In his mouth is a pipe from which is blowing
smoke rings that are darting about the space and getting underfoot and
elsewhere, being quite childlike at the moment. He looks up from his small
work as she enters and smiles. A large almost leviathan of a ship, half
completed  fills the space behind him.

THE SHIPWRIGHT: Yes Jane.

JANE: Cirdan.

THE SHIPWRIGHT: Yes Child.

JANE: Why did he have to leave?

THE SHIPWRIGHT: Because he had somewhere to go. I know it must be hard
on you with all this new found freedom. Moist scandalous if you ask me, and
I’m not sure you really did. You left the comfort of Edward for the stirring of
your heart, and now you are not sure that what you did was right.

JANE nods, a tear splattering to the ground.

JANE: Sir what is that beast of a thing behind you.

He turns and turns back.

THE SHIPWRIGHT: Oh that...I suspect like all vessels, looking and waiting for
its proper owner.

JANE: Then it will sail!

THE SHIPWRIGHT: As all ships eventually do.
Take comfort Child.

JANE: In what Sir?



THE SHIPWRIGHT: All ships, even if it is not their home port, return back in
their due time. Now off with you. Man work to be done here, and your hands
are made for much nobler and grander pursuits then mine.

JANE nods and exits back to the VILLAGE. CIRDAN the SHIPWRIGHT gets
back to his work.

EXTERIOR-ALLY’S ALLEY-SHIRONA

Every Village has places that exist but you seem to find them only when you
need to. One of the places we just visited THE SHIPYARD, the other is ALLY’S
ALLEY, named after the female proprietor of the eatery called THE LADY OF
LUCK, which seems only to be open when you need for it to be, and one can
never remember it ever being closed, except of course when no one needed it at
the moment.

The other shop was “ANDROMEDA ASCENDANT”, a combination, apothecary,
chemist, herb, and supply store, run by ELECTRA, one of the Daughters of the
PREACHER. 

ALLIACEAE and the AIR GENTLEMAN approach the door and the Witch pulls it
open.

INTERIOR-ANDROMEDA ASCENDANT-SHIRONA

ALLIACEAE and the AIR GENTLEMAN enter a store of great wonder, to the
casual eye one of extreme disorganization, but the owner being aware of the
location of every item, every board, every accouterment, every penny nail. What
adds to the mystery is that beyond the somewhat ponderous main counter the
store stretches seemingly beyond without end, its border vanishing beyond the
reach of the lamps. At the counter is the previously introduced ELECTRA, who
lifts up her head and smiles at the Witch’s entry.

ELECTRA: Good day Sister. What shall we find you to-day. A new wand
perhaps, a speedy broom, or something to lure that man beast of yours into
giving himself to you utterly.

She fans herself.

ALLIACEAE: The usual list will be fine. Why must I run out of everything at the
same time?

ELECTRA: Perhaps because you buy everything at the same time.



ELECTRA goes over to a scroll wall and pulls out one and lets it fall to the
ground for some length and pulls out a pair of half glasses and scans its
contents. 

ELECTRA: This will take some time to prepare.

ALLIACEAE: Nit will pick it up when it is ready. I for one am going to go
shopping a bit.

SHE walks up to the AIR GENTLEMAN and wraps herself around him and
waits long enough to feel that which is a measure of a man, and looks at him.

ALLIACEAE: Perhaps my good and hopefully not to gentle friend would find it
best to wait across the way.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Is it open now.

ALLIACEAE: It will be if you need it to be.

She separates from him and starts to walk to around the counter.

ELECTRA giggles uncontrollably. 

ALLIACEAE: Good bye for now, I will meet you when I am done.

The AIR GENTLEMAN nods and ALLIACEAE walks into the darkness her
footfalls heard for a distance and then they grow silent. The AIR GENTLEMAN
bows to ELECTRA who sets back to giggling and he heads out of the shop to
across the street.

INTERIOR-THE LADY OF LUCK

The AIR GENTLEMAN enters the space, and finds it a small inn, and off to the
right is a COMMON ROOM, with a series of tables set as booths, off in the
corner is a fireplace which roars into life as he enters. He sits down in a booth
and lifts his head up.

AIR GENTLEMAN: I should like some food please.

There is silence then the sound of some rather large footfalls and the man does
not look up, then looks straight ahead and sees a youngish looking girl who
can be no larger then three feet and a half tall, even though in every other way
she would be considered a “looker”. She looks at the man and smiles.



ALLY: Hello Aeros. I was wondering when you would be stopping by.

AIR GENTLEMAN: You know my name kind....

He looks down at her and is having a difficulty with her height, although a
certain part of his masculinity cannot help be swayed by her comely
appearance. 

AIR GENTLEMAN:...Miss.

ALLY: I’m older than I look.

AIR GENTLEMAN: I should like a menu.

ALLY: Don’t need it.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Then how perchance does one know what to order?

ALLY: You name something...I’m sure the Kitchen will be able to provide it.

AIR GENTLEMAN; I should like an order of General Tso’s Chicken with extra
rice, some bread pudding and green tea.

ALLY: Coming right up.

INTERIOR-ANDROMEDA ASCENDANT

ELECTRA is still behind the counter, the door opens and NIT comes hobbling
in, and almost in synchronicity comes ALLIACEAE carrying a rather large
basket of items she found in the dark of the far store. NIT looks somewhat
discomforted.

ALLIACEAE: What is it now Nit, I can see that you walk on two legs thankfully.

NIT: Mistress.

ALLIACEAE: I think we have firmly established my identity.

NIT: Things have started to add themselves to the pot on their own.

ALLIACEAE grows somewhat wide eyed and turns on the smallish man.

ALLIACEAE: Things are being added...ON THEIR OWN! This simply cannot be.



NIT: Yet Mistress, that is apparently what is amiss. And if I dredged them out
or prevent them from going in, they just wait until my back is turned and go in
anyways.

ALLIACEAE: This does present a most curious turn of things. If I am not in
control of that which is splayed before us, then who might I ask is?

The three of them turn to the window to the outside and look across the way
towards the LADY OF LUCK.

ALLIACEAE: And I am such a proper git! I left him alone!

ELECTRA: Normally, I don’t get involved in this sort of thing but shouldn’t you
be then going over there.

ALLIACEAE: Yes, I think that would be wise.

NIT makes a move to go with her and ALLIACEAE looks at him and stops him..

ALLIACEAE: No Nit, you must help Mistress Electra with the things. She is late
with her “business”, and has stayed in the shop long since her parting ways.
And there has been enough paid in price for one evening.
I will be off then.

ALLIACEAE exits from the shop leaving NIT and ELECTRA to tidy up the affairs
so that ELECTRA can be on her way.

INTERIOR-LADY OF LUCK

ALLIACEAE comes barreling in, with the wind of our Creator upon her, and she
gets to the COMMON ROOM and finds her AIR GENTLEMAN head first in his
food, the still warm tea relatively untouched and un disturbed off to his left.
Standing over him, such as she can is ALLY.

ALLY: Poor dear probably passed out from exhaustion.

ALLIACEAE wrinkles her nose and picks up the tea cup and takes a whiff of it
and gags.

ALLIACEAE: Or you put something in his tea!

ALLY: He had traveled here from such a long way.



ALLIACEAE: Still even a Imp such as you should have realized that he was
more dangerous asleep then awake. I assume you have a room upstairs.

ALLY: Yes.

ALLIACEAE: Then take him there and I will tend him until he awakens. Unless
you wish a crack at him. No, considering what you have already done that
would be most entirely foolish.

ALLY stomps her feet in tantrum but walks over and even in her small size
picks up the man and slings him over her shoulder and she and ALLIACEAE
start towards the stair.

ALLY: You sure I can’t have him, it has been quite a while since I have had fun
that way with a Man.

ALLIACEAE: Perhaps some other time, for now I think it best for you to
remember that you still walk on two legs.

The two of them with the AIR GENTLEMAN slung like a sack of flour head to
the upstairs rooms.

INTERIOR-UPSTAIRS ROOM-THE LADY OF LUCK

The day dawns and the AIR GENTLEMAN opens his eyes and finds ALLIACEAE
sprawled over him. He coughs and she opens her eyes. 

AIR GENTLEMAN: I don’t remember having you atop me when I went asleep.
Actually I don’t remember falling asleep in this room at all.

ALLIACEAE: Ally, I’m afraid ever the playful one, slipped something into your
tea.

AIR GENTLEMAN: And the reason behind this affront of personal nature?

ALLIACEAE: Apparently she thought you needed rest. Probably closer to the
truth is she wished to be in this rather harmonious position rather than I.
Do you know her?

AIR GENTLEMAN: We have met yes.

ALLIACEAE: And?



ALLIACEAE shifts a bit to gain better traction on her perch.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Perhaps it would be best if we left it at that shall we.
You intend to stay this way all day.

ALLIACEAE: Well we could with all modesty go a trifle bit further.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Well we could, or could not.

ALLIACEAE: Actually I do have a question? Have you been bending the spell I
have been weaving.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Perhaps.

ALLIACEAE tosses her hair and snorts.

ALLIACEAE: Well, if we were a bit more familiar.

AIR GENTLEMAN: If we were.

ALLIACEAE: I should be honor bound to remind you that messing in someone
else’s prestidigitation can be rather dangerous.

AIR GENTLEMAN: That is assuming of course, and we all know that you
should never assume, that it was not at my behest that you began your mixing.

ALLIACEAE: There is that. So you are saying that you have been?

AIR GENTLEMAN: I am saying that I could have.

ALLIACEAE being careful not to hit the gentleman, pounds the bed with her
fists.

ALLIACEAE: You are so infuriating sometimes!

AIR GENTLEMAN: I have been told I excel at it actually. But in defense and
deference I notice that you are not getting off of me.

ALLIACEAE: Well no. But I am a...firm...believer in letting things take their
course, and we do have all day.

AIR GENTLEMAN: You do make a very hard case I am afraid.



ALLIACEAE: I was hoping you would see things my way.

We leave the scene as the window dressing blows in the calm air of morning.

EXTERIOR-CABIN-WITCHES WOOD-SHIRONA

The AIR GENTLEMAN has set to work on repairing his basket. From the cabin
comes ALLIACEAE who wraps her arms around him and looks up at the sky,
then back down at the somewhat wounded balloon.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Greetings. Have I wrested you away from your work?

ALLIACEAE: As I have stated previously, I’m not sure it is still My work.

AIR GENTLEMAN: There is that.

ALLIACEAE: You are still not going to give my any more are you?

AIR GENTLEMAN; Of me...I should earnestly hope so. Of what you seek  in
terms of clarity, no, I think best not.

ALLIACEAE: Then you would not divulge the ending then.

AIR GENTLEMAN: No.

The man stands up having finished his work, the basket and envelope ready as
much as it can be.

AIR GENTLEMAN: It just wouldn’t be fair now would it. However.

ALLIACEAE’s eyes brighten.

ALLIACEAE: However?

AIR GENTLEMAN: I could use some petrol though.

ALLIACEAE shuts her mouth with a snap, and storms back into the house,
and the AIR GENTLEMAN sets to righting his noble craft.

EXTERIOR-CAVE-SHIRONA

MEROPE, tears streaming down her cheeks is finishing her walking to a cave
entrance.



MEROPE: Kind Sir?

LAND GENTLEMAN (off stage): Just a little bit further.

MEROPE: Then I will see you!

LAND GENTLEMAN (off stage): Then you will be with me. You’ve been looking
at me for quite some time. One might even say for all your life.

MEROPE: How so?

LAND GENTLEMAN (off stage): Come in and see.

MEROPE steadies herself and heads in the cave.

INTERIOR-CAVE-SHIRONA

MEROPE enters a cave which has at one part a small brook which travels
through the space. She walks over the flat rock then comes to a section
fashioned as almost a crown, with a strangely formed inside which looks
suspiciously like an indentation based upon her dorsal protrusions.

LAND GENTLEMAN (off stage): It’s the best I could do on short notice, and I did
have to...COUGH...do a certain amount of peeking.

MEROPE  turns bright red even in the semi-darkness of the cave.

LAND GENTLEMAN (off stage): But it should give you a certain amount of
comfort.

MEROPE lays down in the depression on her back and it fits almost perfectly to
her contour and she blushes madly all the more.

MEROPE: So what do I do now?

LAND GENTLEMAN(off stage): Close your eyes and listen.

EXTERIOR-CABIN-SHIRONA

The AIR GENTLEMAN is in the basket of the balloon, its envelope fully inflated,
the small burner spurting off its flame to keep it so. ALLIACEAE is standing
upward and holding unto a bright pink ribbon which is attached to the basket.



ALLIACEAE: Will I ever see you again, will you come back.

AIR GENTLEMAN: Ask the Wind, next time you get a chance.

ALLIACEAE lets go a little bit of the ribbon and it slips through her slender
fingers and the craft rises up in the air.

ALLIACEAE: I love you truly!

AIR GENTLEMAN: I know. As do I love you. For now farewell.

ALLIACEAE stays on the small hillock until the balloon is nothing but a speck
in the far clear sky.

End of Act Three

THE THIRD INTERMISSION

begins.


