KING BEETLE TAMER 

(by Robert Sim)
	STORYTELLER (Standing on the stage. Music)
	Dear Friends, welcome to our play

I’m standing here and want to say

A word or two about a boy,

Young Orfeo was his name.

On the day of birth,

A cloud disturbed the youthful mirth,

His father died and left them there

He and his mother – a sorrowful pair.

But now I’d like to say:

We hope you will enjoy the play!

	ACT 1

IN MOTHER’S KITCHEN

(It is dusk and cold. An old woman who carries something on her back, comes to the door. She wears a handkerchief and looks like a witch. She knocks at the door of the bog oak. Inside of the oak sits Orfeo’s mother and she is sewing. She wears a dark neckerchief. We hear knocking).


	

	MOTHER

WOMAN

MOTHER (Mother is afraid, looks in the cradle but opens the door).

WOMAN (Looks around)

MOTHER

WOMAN

MOTHER
	Is there anybody out there?

It is very cold! May I come in please? I’m hungry and tired. 

Come in and rest your bones by the fire while you drink this soup and eat this bread. (Meanwhile she gives her bread and a soup).

Thank you, dear woman, but who is that sleeping baby in the cradle?

That is Orfeo, my son.

But he’s a broth of a boy.

Indeed why not?

	WOMAN

MOTHER

WOMAN

MOTHER


	He will die in his bed.

We do in these parts.

But not young and not crushed by a falling wall as 

this one is like to do. But if he has the luck not to, 

he will be king after the king. But now I have to leave. 

Thank you for your kindness. 

(The old woman goes out and shuts the door. 

Mother is  now alone with the baby).

Crushed by a falling wall? My son? Oh my god! 

Why me, why him?

(Mother leaves the stage).

	SECOND PART

(It is summer. Orfeo has grown up into a merry gossoon. Orfeo stands outside and calls something to his mother).

ORFEO

MOTHER

ORFEO

MOTHER (Mother goes to the door and watches her son who is watching some playing birds. Suddenly she is serious).


	Mother, come out and play with me.

I’m too busy to play with you.

Stop working, Mother, and come out.

It is a hot day and I want to have fun.

Come in, boy, I have to tell you something.

(Orfeo comes in).

(Mother wraps her arms around her son).

Dear son, now you have grown up into a merry youth and so you have to sleep outside, as far away from walls as you can get. (Orfeo goes out without a murmur. Mother is alone).

It is for your life I do this, my treasure, my pulse. 

A fine mother I would be if I let a tumbling wall stop 

you being a king.

	ACT TWO

(Orfeo goes out to search for a place to slep. He looks around).

ORFEO

LADYBIRD

HER HUSBAND

LADYBIRD (Pulls her husband away)
	It is a wonderful place. I think I will sleep here under 

this tree. (He watches the dancing animals around him).

But if I sleep here I will crush the beetles and the other 

creeping animals. So I will stamp three times to warn all 

the local insects to give them time to get safely away. 

(The animals get away, but as soon as Orfeo is settled back, looking up at the evening stars, all the animals return).

(Stands on her toes, the better to admire him). He is as sweet as a long streak of honey. (She creeps closer to him). And look, his nose is covered all over with ladybird freckles, as much as king has money.

What is more to the point he is good and kind, 

he should be our father and mother – to my mind.

Let us tell the others what we have seen.

A friend who lies sleeping in the meadows green.

(They leave the stage. Now Orfeo is alone. He is sleeping. Then in the morning, animals are dancing around him).

	THE ANIMALS TOGETHER

JACKDAW

ORFEO
	You will be our mother and father, too.

And when we need a guiding hand we will turn to you. (Suddenly a Jackdaw flies into the crowd)

 Orfe0’s mother is dead. She sleeps peacefully in her bed.

Now she is dead. And while she was here I did her will 

To save her worry. But the must surely know that to run away

From a danger is no the right way to meet it. What is to be will be, wherever I sleep.

(Goes in the house and sits down on the bed in the kitchen near the warm chimney wall).

	ACT 3 

Winter.

(Orfeo is sitting by the fire. Music)

ORFEO

A LADYBIRD WITH A SQUEAKY VOICE 

ORFEO

STORYTELLER

ORFEO

FIRST MAN

ORFEO 

STORYTELLER
	The summer and autumn have left. The winter has arrived

And the days are cold. Now I’m alone and …

(Suddenly in the middle of the sentence someone knocks at the door).

Who’s there?

Orfeo! You are our mother, oer father, our friend.

Let us in your house s warm and old.

The days  are so dreadful, so dark and so cold.

(Jumps up). With a heart and a half.

(He holds the kitchendoor wide open for them. The animals come in and search for a place to stay. In their hands they hold things to eat. For example, ears of corn for the mice).

So they lived together in Orfeo’s house. The animals with husbands, only Orfeo without spouse. (Meanwhile the animals and Orfeo are living in the house, sitting by the fire, eating, sleeping)

But hush, listen to that noise!

(From the right side of the stage three men with tolls come. They go to the house and knock).

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

(The anmals are fearful and they try to hide away).

Is there anybody out there?

Orfeo, we are your neighbours. We have come to help you.

Winter is the best time to repair a shaky cabin,

While there is less to do in the fields. Tell us when you are ready and we will give you a hand. (Orfeo goes out).

Thank you for your kindness, but let us put it off till spring. I have winter guests; it would be a pity to disturb them.

(Who comes back on the stage). So the neighbours said a short goodbye, left and went back. Orfeo stood waiting, turned around and entered the shack.

	ACT 4

Spring. (Music).

STORYTELLER

ORFEO

STORYTELLER

ORFEO (Comes and looks at the birds).

FIRST MAN

ORFEO

SECOND MAN

ORFEO
	The winter wore on, and February came. It was St Bridget’s day!

The first smell of spring woke Orfeo, who danced out of doors and away.

(Music. The animals dance around. Orfeo comes out, looks at his house. He is happy).

Now I can put my house in order!

(Starlings, jackdaws, tomtits come back to build their nests under Orfeo’s roof).

But after a day and a night and a day, the birds – now married – come back with twigs and sticks to build their nests in every cranny and crack.

(Birds are coming and going with beaks full of sticks and straw … to build their nests. They are busy).

Now they are back. And I am not able to repair my house. But there is enough time. I will put it off till summer. (The neighbours are coming. One of the men is pointing to the chimney wall).

Orfeo, that chimney wall will fall about your ears if you do not mend it, and soon we will be far too busy to help you.

 Thank you, but let us put it off till summer. You can see I have spring guests; it would be a pity to disturb them.

So we see each other in summer. There is a lot of work to do and may be we won’t find any time to give you a hand. But we will try. Goodbye, dear neighbour.

Goodbye, dear neighbours. (Orfeo goes inside and the neighbours leave the stage. The birds are still busy).

	ACT 5

Summer.

ORFEO

A STARLING

ORFEO

QUEEN OF THE BEES

ORFEO
	Now the spring is over and the eggs in each nest have hatched. From dawn to dusk every day the parent birds flew to and fro, to and fro to fill the gaping mouths of the naked nestlings. Then the first feathers came; and still the parents flew to and fro, to and fro, teaching their fledglings to fly. And as soon as the baby birds can fly, I can put my house in order, definitely. (He is sighing. The birds want to fly away).

(All the birds are standing round Orfeo in a half-circle).

Now it is summer, the young birds can fly. 

We must prepare for the winter and take to the sky. 

If you should need us just sing us a song

We’ll be there by morning – a gay, happy throng.

I wish you a good journey. And if I need you I count on you. 

Goodbye. (The birds leave the stage).

(Looking at his house). Now I am able to put my house in order …

(Suddenly in the middle of the sentence a voice speaks to him).

Orfeo, when the man stole the honey from the hives this year,

The hard-working honey-bees fled in fear.

And now we are here to beg for a place,

Where we can find shelter – in your loving grace.

With a heart and a half.

(He opens the door wide open for his new friends and the bees fly in to search for a place to stay. Orfeo goes out. He looks at his house).

Now I can’t set my house in order. Forr these guests will be with me the whole year through.

	ACT 6

Winter.

STORYTELLER

ORFEO (Sitting by the fire).

STORYTELLER

THE ANIMALS TOGETHER

ORFEO

ANIMALS

ORFEO (Looking at the ruin).

JACKDAW

ORFEO

JACKDAW (sqwaking)

ORFEO
	After a few months the winter came back.

And when the winter storms set in

Orfeo’s friends huddled in his shack.

Now the animals have returned. The fieldmice

are living in their holes, the crickets are singing

on the hearth and the bees are sleeping in a big

slumbering ball. (He is tired and yawning).It is late and I will go to bed. The insects and the other

animals are still sleeping. (He goes to bed and sleeps).

The storm grew bigger, till at last

The chimney began to shake,

And all those sleeping in the house

Soon found themselves awake.

Orfeo alone – slept on in dreams

While the chimney neared its end.

But the animals, they tickled the fac

Of their slumbering friend.

Oh, Orfeo, at last you’re awake.

But quick now – the chimney will break!

(Orfeo jumps out of bed). 

(The chimney falls down. A crash and a roar. Confusion).

(Coughs). Are you still living? Are you all right?

We are still living and we are all right.

But where the roof was the stars shine bright.

Now I need not put my house in order!

(Suddenly the jackdaw flies in).

(Shouts) My ring¨My ruby! My ring!

My beautiful precious ring!

(Orfeo lifts the stable lantern from its hook and holds it close, 

casting stone after stone from the crushed bed to the floor, 

till he comes to the jackdaw’s nest, squashed as flat as a pancake. 

In it something glows as red as an ember. The animals are watching).

What is this? (pointing at the ring). 

This is my ring, my valuable thing.

(Takes the ring). 

But look, there is a name written on the ring. Roselle!

It is mine, it is mine!

Since when have Jackdaws been wearing rings? 

And since when has your name been Roselle?

	JACKDAW

ORFEO

JACKDAW

ORFEO
	Roselle is a princess, a princess so fair.

One day she was washing and coming her hair.

The ring – it was placed on the ledge by her side,

The ring I did take to my nest, to hide.

The ring belongs to the princess, not to you!

You must give it back into her own hands!

O Orfeo, help me!

I can¨t take it back.

They’ll roast me alive

Until I turn black.

Well, I will bring it back for you.

Tomorrow I will leave.

	ACT 7

ORFEO

PERSON

ORFEO

PERSON

ROSELLE

KING

STORYTELLER (Standing on the stage).
	(Background: Houses, gates, place … pictured. A thrpme: A king is sitting on it. Next to him his daughter Roselle sits. The king’s men and a crowd of people are standing and watching. Between the crowd and the king two or three princes are standing. Orfeo enters the gates of the king’s town and doesn’t meet one soul. He walks through the toen, looking. Then he comes to ther palace with the king. Orfeo asks one of the people what has happened).

Who are they? (pointing at the crowd).

Why, today’s batch of princes have returned the princess’s ring.

Can she have lost so many?

Only one, but the finder is to marry her and be King after the King, so everywhere rings are being found to left and right.

(Orfeo goes to the Princess, smuggles himself between the princes who show their rings but the princess shakes her head. Then it is Orfeo’s turn. He shows his ring and …).

The right ring has been found!

(The Princess lifts her head and looks at Orfeo and she gives him a smile). Father, this is my ring and this is the man I shall marry. (Pointing at Orfeo).


(He explodes). What, marry a peasant? Have you taken leave of your senses? Away with you, miss, to the Rose Tower till you find them again! As for you, my fine fellow, you can thank the stars I am letting you with merely kicking you out of my palace!

(Rough hands seize Orfeo and drag him out of the royal presence. Hearty kicks speed him out of the palace gates. Orfeo leaves the stage).

Now Roselle the Princess so young and so fair,

Was caught and sent to the towr so bare.

Only roses surrounded her and walls so grey,

She hadn’t a chance of getting away.

The king – he wanted a rose for to see,

Her change of heart would set her free.

	ACT 8

Council of War.

STORYTELLER

JACKDAW

ORFEO 

ACT 9


	(Orfeo tramps back to his tumble-down cabin. There he and the animal sit round the fire and talk).

(Standing on the stage next to Orfeo’s hut).

Hera: There is a clapping of paws and beating of wings,

As Orfeo’s plan, which he whistles and sings,

Finds its resonance, clear and strong,

Amongst the animal joyful throng.

O Orfeo, we love you above all other,

This we will do and much, much more.

O Orfeo, our father and our mother,

This we will do, you can be sure.

Jackdaw, come on, bring this message to roselle sitting in theRose tower.

(Jackdaw leaves the stage).

(The Princess and her cousin are sitting in the jail. The walls are coloured like stones. There is a little window, a table, a chair and a bed. Roselle is standing at the table, rosina is standing at the window.)

	ROSINA

ROSELLE

JACKDAW

ROSINA

ROSELLE

ROSINA

PORTER 1

ROSELLE

ROSINA


	Roselle, my cousin, I have been sittinghere for two years, you for three weeks. Why don’t you send a rose to your father?

I don’t know what to do, rosina. But I have to stay and wait. My father isn’t really bad. I  think he will take pity on us. (Suddenly the Jackdaw flies into the room).

Don’t be scared. I have been sent to give you a message.

(Gives the message).

(Reads the message).

Princes, Orfeo is coming with thousands and thousands of friends to rescue you. (The two girls are standing together and the jackdaw leaves the room, the stage. The girls are reading).

Rosina, ring the bell.

Yes, Princess.

(The bell rings and two guards come).

What is the matter?

I’m ready to send the King my father his basket of roses. Bring them up. (One of the guards stays in the rom. The other guard brings the basket).

Send the porters up in half an hour to take the basket to the palace.

(As soon as the porters have gone …)

Come on Princess, let us change our clothes!

Yes, Rosina, take my clothes, my crown and my ruby.

(She puts on the ring etc. Then Roselle and Rosina tip out the roses and Roselle sits in the basket. Rosina heaps the roses over her. When they are ready the porters knock, come in and take up the basket of roses, carrying it down. Groans. Rosina, with the clothes of the Princess, stands with her face to the window. The guards lock the door again. Now Rosina is alone).

	ACT 10

Way to the Kings’s palace.

PORTER 1

PORTER 2

PORTER 1

ACT 11

The King’s town.

PORTERS TOGETHER

KING

THE MAN WHO IS STANDING
	(the two porters walk slowly towards the King’s town. They walk in silence for a while. Then one of them says:)

It did not take the Princess long to give in. A pity! I liked the look of that beetle-tamer. 

So did I. he had the makings of our kind of king.

(They make a little stop).

Roses weigh more than you would think.

There’s a lot of iron in roses.

(But suddenly from both sides the beetles and the other animals come. The porters are frightened).

Run for your life!

(The porters leave the stage and Orfeo sets Roselle free. Music. Dancing animals).

(Sudenly the two porters enter in fear. Lots of people are watching).

O King, we saw him, we saw him.

(Laughing). What has made you so excited?

King Beetle-Tamer with his friends. He set your daughter free.

What? (Silence). Well, well! There is more in the beetle-tamer than in our popinjay princess!

Porters, come on. Bring this message to king Beetle-Tamer. (Writing).

(The porters leave the stage. Only one man is standing on the stage. The other people and the King leave the stage, too. When the man starts to speak every one enters one by one:  the King, the people, the porters, Orfeo and Roselle – in clothes to marry – Rosina their bridesmaid, the animals. The King puts his crown on Orfeo’s head).

Look, the prophecy was right. Orfeo became king after King.  He was a king after ever man’s heart; and throughout the land and during all his life his people called him in love – King Beetle-Tamer …

(During these sentences the actors all leave the stage).


