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PROLOGUES: 

In a time 

In an age 

In a vast and gushing sudden unknown river 

(It was Avenue C.) 

There was the Voueezi the Zumbar and the Emeche 

Three cockeyed catamarans! 

On one shared but lonely voyage  

Through a continent  

Of mist. 

 

 Clash 

 Cries! 

Birdsong! 

 

They came upon a—monument… 

An empire! 

A ruin… 

They came upon a war! 

 

 Sounds of metal and man  

 It’s warcraft! 

 The yellings of brawn and batterings 

 



Behold  

(They did!) 

A god struck down to the wet Earth 

An apivorous god 

 (An oversized chipmunk it is said 

 Gargantuan! 

 Chipmunk!) 

He was an archer 

 (Peeeeeew!) 

Without compassion 

Unloving 

Now made mortal from his fall 

  

He, among his metal army 

Drifting on a gigantic canoe made of ice and thorn 

Bested the three boats with his  

One arch 

One singular arrow slice! 

 

 Slice!  

Impact! 

And bubble drowns. 

 

He bested them all. 

Every last one. 

  

Or so it was said. 

 

 The Melodic Owl Hoot of Omniscience. 

 

For in the treetops 



High amidst the mist and buds of the weeping willow’s canopy 

Began our brethren. 

In the high region of verdant green  

Of hovering lush floating treetops 

The Willow Waggers 

 (We!) 

Yes, our brethren were preparing  

Harnessing the practice of Barasat Rakai 

(Barasat Rakai 

 Barasat Rakai 

Barasat Rakai 

 Barasat Rakai) 

The Touching of Bees’ Wind. 

 

 Wind and breath and hush and long deep hum song of reverence. 

 

One amongst them 

One who could speak with the Willoughby, the Asper, the Four-Colored Cookoo, the 

Heath and Tree Bumble 

One who could speak the Cicada Sister’s Honey Drone 

She, whose power and practice of Barasat Rakai eclipsed her brethren,  

 

Why, she 

 

 Gust!  

And silence.  

 

She was our champion. 

 

DON’T TOUCH ME TOMATO   

 



All of us dance. Grand Old-Timey calypso dance.  Everyone dancing and hosting, 

guiding and teaching the audience. Much love and joy to give. How hilarious!  

Love and joy like a wedding. Drunk on it.   

 

We’ve got the old patient wisdom in our young bodies. We’re all clicking worry 

beads, shimmying with walking sticks, wearing high-waisted pants, holding hand 

fans etc, all linins and sunny day clothes.  We can play chess all day all day.  

 

Each of us dance with audience members teaching them our particular moves and 

perhaps singing a bit along with parts of the tomato. Perhaps we all share a 

particular flick of the wrist, a look of the face to the sky with closed eyes, at 

different times, this motion harkens to the Barasat Rakai. 

 

 

TO BREAK BREAD 

 

The song is ending so we invite our dancing partners to “Come come, would you 

like nayro mele? A honey water? Let’s have some nuts? A few nuts…” 

(Ideally these are pistachios. The feel of cracking shell, an ancient satisfying act 

with a resonant sound. Also because pistachios are wind pollinated, they may 

remain after the bees disappear.) 

 

We each take some audience members to a seating place. 

 

( 

A diaspora of our tribe. 

 

We must hold the hearts of our ancestors. 

 

Shake hands. 

) 



 

At the tables we meet 

Tall glass bottles filled with cool water and honey. 

There’s condensation on the cold bottles in the sunlight. 

Small glasses and mason jars.  

We pour for our new friends. 

 

One of us finger-picking, humming and strumming with a guitar or mandolin or 

banjo in the background. 

S/he knows all the words to all our village songs 

 

Talk. 

 

Talk about things today.  Alphabet City things, family things. 

 

All these plants all these trees, they grow because of the bees. 

 

Where you from? Your mother’s name? Ah, I knew a woman once a name like 

that…  

 

To our health. 

And you drink it like a shot. 

And refill their glass. 

 

BRETHREN (each to new acquaintances, while looking into the garden) 

You can see the ruins here. 

And still 

We eat the fish. 

 

That’s my godson 

I bathed him and now he’s 17.   



He likes Abercrombie & Fitch 

He wants ice cream on a stick 

He spills his cereal and waits for a maid. 

I tell him: The Chipmunks will eat it and they will grow together strong! 

Big enough to wear your sweatshirt! 

 

You cannot blame him forgetting the fears of his great grandparents. 

But I would have liked for him to want— 

It would have been— 

 

He should plant flowers. 

 

 A nod and a tilt of the glass 

We drink again the honey water. 

 

But he plays the songs. 

 

It becomes apparent that the guitarist is playing an old anthem, a song from our 

youths, our grandparents sang before the war. 

 

(To the tune that starts at 1:28 of Leopard Tree Dream) 

 

WHEN I WALK ALONE 

FEEL YOU HOVER NEAR 

BARASAT RAKAI 

WE FLY 

 

HEAR MY SPIRIT SING 

HUMMING WITH THE WIND 

BARASAT RAKAI 

WE FLY 



’COME ONE  

’COME ONE  

’COME ONE  

WE FLY 

 

HEAVY RAINS BELOW 

THROUGH THE DROPS WE FLOW 

DEEPER THAN THE SKY 

WE FLY 

 

(HMM MM MM MM MM 

HMM MM MM MM MM 

HMM MM MM MM MM 

HMM MM 

HMM MM 

HMM MM 

WE FLY) 

 

We all started singing along, the parts we remember. Singing the strong 

harmonies. Tapping the empty jars and glasses on the table to the rhythm. 

Keeping time with stomps and walking sticks. The rhythmic clacking resounds as 

the song is repeated.  

 

At some point during the song, a woman (she looks remarkably like our 

Champion) begins to dance an old dance, with the languid (MEMORABLE) 

particular motions of the Barasat Rakai.  “She is very good, no?”  She is. She is 

very good.   

 

And they finish singing, but the tapping and some humming continues til she is 

done. And when she is done, it is silent. 

 



We remember the days before. 

 

Have you seen it? 

Has anyone yet shown you the—? 

Do you want to see it, the statue? 

It’s Vulgar, they say, the young ones 

But it is important to remember. 

Come. 

 

THE PLASTIC APIVOROUS GARGANTUAN CHIPMUNK 

 

We guide them toward the statue. It is prominently displayed. A memorial. We 

keep them close to us, so that when we reach it, we form a throng around the 

statue, a swarm, if you will.  And suddenly overcome with ancient hate, everyone 

sporadically blows on it. Like each one is putting out a single candle quick and 

loud over and over. Encouraging the new acquaintances to join.  

 

GODSON GUITARIST 

Stop, it’s disgusting 

It’s like you revere this plastic rat 

You treat it like the queen of a hive 

It’s disgusting! 

 

ONE OF THE BRETHREN 

It’s the way you do it! 

 

GODSON GUITARIST 

It’s the way you do it! 

I don’t want to be like that. 

That’s like investing in evil thoughts 

It’s bad memories 



We shouldn’t celebrate like that. 

It’s disgusting. 

 

ONE OF THE BRETHREN 

It’s your history. 

 

GODSON GUITARIST 

There are better ways to love each other. 

 

ONE OF THE BRETHREN 

Why do you care for the songs then? 

 

GODSON GUITARIST 

Because when I was little you sang them to me. 

 

 As it was so for each generation. 

 

ONE OF THE BRETHREN 

Nostalgia is a tricky thing. 

We want to honor the past but we want to move forward. 

 

What would you have us do instead, hm? 

 

LEOPARD TREE DREAM plays from a strong speaker on the stage. 

 

 Our Champion is already on the stage. 

 She invites us to join her. 

 The Godson Guitarist leads everyone to her. 

 And she leads us as we dance the Barasat Rakai for (or with) the audience. 

  

Fireworks. 


