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Dear Alley Theatre, 

 I am a playwright and a director. I believe in the collbarative necessity of theatre. I’m 
interested in how the rehearsal room and all the voices involved contribute to a nurturing and 
uplifting process. The play is a farce with heightened language borrowed from the writings of 
Francois Rabelais, and I thought  it might fit with one of Alley Theatre's mission to reinvigorate 
classical theatre. Thank you for the opportunity to submit my play. 

Good luck during these challneging times 

Steven 
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Synopsis: 

Gargamelle and Grangousier, Lord and Lady of a medieval manor, await their son Gargantua's birth. He 
has been in his mother's womb now for eleven months. Finally, at the sound of church steeple bells, he is 
born into the world, a giant.  

Now they must raise and educate their son with a fantasy that Gargantua will conquer the world. 
However, Grangousier has been called to war in the Canary Islands by the Pope, leaving Gargantua's 
education to Gargamelle and Ponocrates, a pompous classical teacher.  

Gargantua proves to be a challenging child and student, and Ponocrates is soon fired for his incompetence 
and perverse nature.  

The job now falls on Page, the primary servant of the manor. Page's approach in teaching proves to be 
extraordinarily unconventional, but he and Gargantua develop a strong bond. Six years later, when 
Gargantua is turning seven, Grangousier returns from the war and tries to connect with his son. Things 
don't go well, as Gargantua has grown into a relentless narcissist. He has also stolen all the church bells in 
the area and refuses to return them. In the end, Gargantua momentarily feigns remorse but remains an 
abhorrent child. 

CHARACTERS: 

GARGAMELLE - A large hedonistic woman eleven months pregnant, the Lady of the Manor   
        and GRANGOUSIER’S wife. 

GRANGOUSIER - A large hedonistic man, the Lord of the Manor and GARGAMELLE’S  
            husband. 

PAGE - A servant. 

GARGANTUA - a giant child - inconsolable, self-centered narcissist 

PONOCRATES - Gargantua’s teacher - a pompous glutten. Played by the same actor as      
                  GRANGOUSIER 

SERGEANT - played by the same actor as the PAGE. 

JANOTUS - a congested Bell-Ringer -  played by the same actor as the PAGE 
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As of June 30, 2020 the play has had no development. 
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Bio: 

I’m a screenwriter, playwright, stage director, teacher and visual artist. My plays have performed 
in Boston, NYC, Chicago(Stage, and Ann Arbor. I’m a 2015 Massachusetts Cultural Council 
fellow in playwriting, and was a 2009 Massachusetts Cultural Council Grant recipient in 
playwriting. My, Pigcat was the recipient of the Holland New Voice Award at the 2010 Great 
Plains Theater Conference. My screenplay, Blood’s child has won four screenplay competitions 
and has been placed 2nd and third place and a finalist in several others. Currently, I am preparing 
to shoot a drama feature next summer I co-wrote with a colleague.  

I have directed stage productions for the American Repertory Theater, Wheelock Family Theatre, 
Company One, Boston Playwrights’ Theater, Liars and Believer’s, and off the grid theater. Lunar 
Labyrinth), and Brandeis University (Cabaret). I have collaborated on projects with Neil 
Gaiman, Stephen Merrit, James Carroll, Kate Snodgrass, and Amanda Palmer.  

As a visual artist, I have exhibited his work at the Decordova Museum, Ueno Metropolitan 
Museum of Art (Tokyo), Boston, New York, Texas, North Carolina, Virginia and Chicago. 
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THE BIRTH, EDUCATION, AND REBELLION OF GARGANTUA 

(Adapted from the writings of Francois Rabelais) 
An Expressionistic Farce 

CHARACTERS: 

GARGAMELLE - A large hedonistic woman eleven months pregnant, the Lady of the Manor   
        and GRANGOUSIER’S wife. 

GRANGOUSIER - A large hedonistic man, the Lord of the Manor and GARGAMELLE’S  
            husband. 

PAGE - A servant. 

GARGANTUA - a giant child - inconsolable, self-centered narcissist 

PONOCRATES - Gargantua’s teacher - a pompous glutten. Played by the same actor as      
                  GRANGOUSIER 

SERGEANT - played by the same actor as the PAGE. 

JANOTUS - a congested Bell-Ringer -  played by the same actor as the PAGE 

Time: a medieval century 

Location: The dinning area of a manor, a child’s play room/throne room, a kitchen in the Canary 
Islands, Gargamelle’s Chamber 
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       PART ONE 

              
       1. 

       (GARGAMELLE, sits at a table with    
       GRANGOUSIER eating stew. They both   
       slobber over the food with gusto. He burps,   
       she burps. The PAGE stands nearby.)  

       (A long fart sings out from the PAGE which   
       stops GARGAMELLE AND     
       GRANGOUSIER  for a moment.) 

       PAGE 
Excuse me. 

       (They look at each other, then to the PAGE   
       who remains straight-faced staring out.   
       GARGAMELLE returns to eating.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Page. 

       PAGE 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Why is there no drink to cease our thirst? If I drink not, I am grounded dry travelled and spent.  

       PAGE 
Right away, Sir. 

       (PAGE runs off.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (shouting after)  
I AM STARK DEAD WITHOUT DRINK. MY SOUL READY TO FLY INTO SOME MARSH 
AMONGST THE FROGS. GRENOUILLES! 
 (to GARGAMELLE) 
I sup I wet I humect. I moisten my gullet. I drink for fear of dying.  
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       GARGAMELLE 
Always drink and you shall never die. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Well said, my love. 

       (The PAGE returns with a jug of wine,   
       GRANGOUSIER grabs it.) 

Give me that.  
There is not a corner, nor coney-burrow in all my body where this wine doth not ferret out my 
thirst. Ho, this will bang it soundly.   
 (He holds up the jug.) 
This shall banish it utterly.  
 (He guzzles, letting the wine drip down his chin.) 
Let us wind our horns by the sound of flagons and bottles. Cry aloud that whoever hath lost his 
thirst come not here to seek it. 
 (He takes a short swig, then:)  
Why was there no drink at my table? 

       PAGE 
My brother laid out the table. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You have a brother? 

       PAGE 
Yes, Sir. 

       (GRANGOUSIER  offers the jug to    
       GARGAMELLE) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Here wife. 

       (She doesn’t take the jug.) 

I would like to meet this brother. So I may teach him about flagons to go, gammons to trot, 
goblets to fly, great bowls to ting ting ting.  Glasses to ring ring ring. Draw reach fill mix. Give it 
to me without water. AT MY TABLE. 

       (He bangs the table.) 
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       PAGE 
I will inform him, Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Inform? We do not inform. We Instruct. Instruire. We illuminate. Éclairer. 

       PAGE 
Sir, I feel your instruire has gone off the rail and taken a somber turn. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Indeed. What will you do? 

       PAGE 
I will tell my brother. 

       (GRANGOUSIER guzzles more then places   
       the jug on the table.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Move back now. 

       (PAGE moves back.) 

Further. 

       (PAGE moves further.) 

That’s enough. 

       GARGAMELLE 
We’d do well not to frighten another servant from the manor. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Patience festers in the pews. I will retrieve it Sunday. 
 (waxing philosophic) 
What was first, thirst or drinking? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I never drink but at my hours like the Pope’s mule. 
 (She grabs the jug, lifts the jug to the Pope.) 
Your Eminence. 

       (She guzzles some wine.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
I drink for the thirst to come. I drink eternally. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Page, tell the cook the stew seduces the tongue to make wet from dryness of appetite. 

       PAGE 
I will. 

       GARGAMELLE 
What is it? 

       PAGE 
Tripes of which there is an abundance today. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Tripes you say. 

       PAGE 
Godebillios.  

       GARGAMELLE 
Go on. 

       PAGE 
Yes my, Lady. Godebillios are the fat tripes of Coiros. Coiros are beeves fattened at the catch in 
ox-stalls or in the fresh Guimo meadows. Guimo meadows are those for their fruitfulness may be 
mowed twice a year. Of those fat beeves we killed three hundred sixty-seven thousand and 
fourteen to be salted at Shrovetide. Now entering the spring we might have plenty of powdered 
beef to season our mouths at the beginning of our meals, and to better taste our wine.  

       (She stares at him licking her fingers.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
See how we lick our fingers? At once, tell the cook. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I would like more. 

       (PAGE turns to leave to get more.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
More? 

       (PAGE stops.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
My Dear Gargamelle…Go slow, soon new feet appear fresh from your delicate but sturdy conch. 

       (She glares at him.) 

       GRANGOUSIER     
The baby. Our child. Who will be educated soundly, I might add. 

       GARGAMELLE 
 I wish your bum-gut fall out and make an escapade. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How I offend escapes me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
It is an obvious offense, and a blunt head that makes it. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You have the edge, my love. It is not obvious to me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (mocking) 
My Dear Gargamelle go slow soon new feet appear fresh from your delicate but sturdy conch. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I only ask that you be careful. I fear your fundament may escape itself from too much of the 
tripes before it is born. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Enlighten me and lift me up onto God’s feasting table. 

       (GRANGOUSIER laughs and clucks like a   
       chicken.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Are you happy, my love? I want you to be happy. 



12

       GARGAMELLE 
I will be happy when this demon finds some balls and leaves my womb.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Are you not worried about the pain of birth? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Look at me swelling. Two months overdue. There’s an over-grown bull frog in here not a peeper. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Although the pain maybe grievous to you, it would be but of short continuance and the 
succeeding joy will quickly remove that sorrow. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Easy for you to say. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
All right. All right. We still have no name for it? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Done. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Done? Since when? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Downloaded through a dream. Gargantua. 

       GRANGOUSIZER 
Gargantua? 

       GARGAMELLE 
From Heaven. By my left ear. A whisper and a shout.  

       PAGE 
A brilliant name, my Lady. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Hot air blows not just from your bum-gut, Page. 

       PAGE 
      (shrugging) 
I like the name. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Right…It is a giant of name, though. 
 (to Gargamelle) 
I have heard of a woman …conceived. Her belly swelled to such a vast magnitude, that one 
would think it would never hold to carry the burden. The midwife called it a rude lump…  

       PAGE 
Ruuuude. 

       (GRANGOUSIER looks at PAGE.) 

       PAGE 
Sorry, Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And fastened to the lump on both sides were two handles. It panted like a blowfish. 

       (PAGE imagines this and makes a blowfish   
       face.) 
  
Then a monster came forth from the womb with a crooked back, a long round neck, brandishing 
eyes, and a pointed tail. When it came intto the light, it made a fearful noise, ran here and there 
to find some secret place to hide itself.  At last the mother fell upon it with cushions and 
smothered it. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No mother could tolerate such a thing. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Is that true, my ravishing one? 

       GARGAMELLE 
That is what I shall call you, husband. Rude Lump. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Am I intolerable? 

       PAGE 
You are. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
I was only recounting a story, my greatest love. Some barroom gossip. Inspired by your visage. 
I meant to entertain.  

       GARGAMELLE 
You were reflecting upon me. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Not at all. 

       PAGE 
It is true, Madam. I have heard the same gossip. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Thank you, Page. 

       PAGE 
Sir. 

       GARGAMELLE 
All’s well then. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Then may I listen, my delicate mew. 
 (He puts his ear to her belly.) 
Shhhh. It’s saying something. Some drink. It’s saying, some drink. I WILL BE KING. BRING 
ME SOME DRINK. DONNEZ-MOI À BOIRE. MIEW MIEW MIEW. 
 (He takes the jug and pours some wine over GARGAMELLE’S belly.) 
Here you are little sparrow. Sparrows need a bob on the tail to make them drink. 
 (beat) 
It will be impossible to find a nurse sufficient for it. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I can draw out of my breasts one thousand four hundred two pipes, and nine pails of milk, each 
time I give it suck. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Not possible. 
   
       GARGAMELLE 
Say men who birth their own ignorance from a woman’s body.  
 (beat) 
The world is full of you. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Are you calling me cruel? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Yes. And I wish to God you’d cut it off than to throw up a stopgap to hope. For I have never 
eaten tripe so moist and flavorful.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Cut it off?  

       GARGAMELLE 
Off. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
My member? 

       GARGAMELLE 
It has made hard work of me.  
 (beat) 
No more your tumescent head shall I tender. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I see…Then I shall  no longer suspend my great desire to please you, to see you in a fit of joy. I 
will cut off the swelling beast—to the tender mercies of the cleaver. Page. 

       PAGE 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Bring me the cleaver. 

       (Starts to exit.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And a block to chop. 

       PAGE 
      (stopping) 
Sir. 

       (Turns to exit.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Bring it now. 

       PAGE 
      (stopping) 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And a catchbowl for the blood. 
And an iron hot to cauterize the bleed out. 
And a glass platter 
 (to GARGAMELLE) 
 to display my love for you, my dear. 

       (PAGE runs off.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
I was only kidding, good husband.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
I do not think you were. 

       GARGAMELLE 
My thought has flown out.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
I will obey your first request. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Forgive me. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I have perched upon it. 

       GARGAMELLE 
But it has done me well. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Words mean everything. 

       (The PAGE returns with a cleaver, a tree   
       stump for a chopping block, a catch    
       bowl, a cauterizing iron, and a glass  platter.  



17

       He places everything down and hands   
       the cleaver to GRANGOUSIER.  
       The PAGE returns to his place.  

       GRANGOUSIER stands over the chopping   
       block with cleaver in hand and moves the   
       catching bowl near him.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
No more bacon bits? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I will cure you of it. 

       (He begins to undo his cod piece.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Wait. 
       
       (He stops.)  

When I found you, you were hiding in water for fear of rain.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
That’s accurate. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I hid with you. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You saved me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Strike out of the cold iron, you often in the dumps, frig and wriggle it. I would wriggle with you.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
You were most generous. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I would flay the fox, say the Ape’s Paternoster till you fell to slumber. 

       PAGE 
A sound slumber it must have been. 
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       (PAGE makes a snoring sound.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
And turn the hogs to the hay.  
Beat the dogs before the lion,  
Claw where it did not itch. 
All for you. 
No more bacon bits? No more little dille? No more staff of love? Guillety, faucetin, dandilloy 
My peen? 
My jolly Kyle.  
My membretoon. 
No more Cypress Sceptre or bunguetee 
My stopple too.              
And bushrusher, gallant wimble, pretty borer, pretty pillicock, coney burrow ferret.   
Bableret. 
My quick set imp, little piercer,  
Couille. 
Stiff and stout, in and to        
pusher, dresser, pouting stick. 
Honey pipe, linky pinky, lusty andouille, crimson chitterling, pretty rogue. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Are you finished? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I can go on. 

       (The deep tones of a churh bell.  
       GRANGOUSIER listens for a moment.  

       note: The bell should ring throughout the   
       rest of the scene.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Let it be said that Grangosousier is not without timing. Page. 

       PAGE 
Perfect timing, my Lord. You chime with crusty resolve. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The hour is right. I will cut it off and we shall eat hot dogs. 
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       PAGE 
Huzzah! 

       (GARGAMELLE has a pain.)  

       GARGAMELLE 
Oh…Oh…My lower parts are feeling unwell. Gargantua is coming. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You will not distract me from my purpose. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (pain) 
Oh…Oh…Your purpose, you oppilated arse-pipe, is progenitor. 
Oh. Papa. Help. I am in travail. 
  
       (She climbs on to the table and lies down.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
This is most laborious. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Now. Grangousier. Attend the birth of the creature you put inside me. 

       (GRANGOUSIER moves to the table,   
       cleaver still in hand. Stands in front of   
       GARGAMELLE’S legs.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Oh Dear God. I fear groping below may confuse child with the fundament that has slipped out 
with the mollification of your straight entail.  

       GARGAMELLE 
What?! 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The bum-gut by that eating of too much tripe. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Shut-up you pig. Put down the blade. Gargantua is ready. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Where are the midwives? 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Are you witless? 
 (agony) 
Oh. It’s coming. 
       (He looks at the cleaver then at    
       GARGAMELLE. He puts the cleaver down.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
On with a sheep’s courage. 

       (She screams.) 

Ready.  

       (He holds out his arms as if to catch it. She   
       screams in labor.  

       Blackout.  
        
       A popping sound. 

       BABY GARGANTUA’S VOICE 
DONNEZ-MOI À BOIRE. 

       (The bell rings three more times.) 

       2.  One Year Later 

       (BABY GARGANTUA lies in a rocking crib,   
       too small for him. He wears diapers. His   
       belly shows. PAGE is playing with a rattle   
       made with little bells with BABY G. 

       GARGAMELLE is eating and drinking at the 
       table with GRANGOUSIER. 

       GRANGOUSIER moves to the crib with   
       reverence and  gratitude for having a son,   
       almost in prayer to BABY G. 
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       GARGANTUA shakes his rattle    
       intermittently throughout Grangousier’s   
       speech.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Your purse will be made of the cod of an elephant 
Your girdle will be made of three hundred ells and a half of silken serge 
Your sword of wood and a dagger of boiled leather 
And your codpiece, Ohhhhhh!  
Fashioned at the top like unto a triumphant arch, 
Most gallantly fastened with enameled clasps, 
Set in each, a great emerald, as big as an orange 
For it hath a reactive virtue; 
Outjecting, and outstanding 
Jagged and pinked, and withal bagging, and strutting out with the color and manner of your 
breeches. And fair embroidery of the small needlework purl, curiously interlaced knots, trimmed 
with rich diamonds, precious rubies, fine turquoises, Persian pearls. It will compare to a fair 
cornucopia, or horn of abundance. Still gallant, succulent, droopy, sappy pithy, lively always 
flourishing, always fructifying, full of juice, full of flower. Full of fruit, and all manner of 
delight. 

       (BABY G farts. Laughs.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Stop your doting, Grangousier. Our natural freak does not know a codpiece from a turkey’s 
snood. By the way, I have heard snood fries up as nicely as sliced ham. PROSCHUIT! 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (still to the giant baby.) 
Your proper education is our number one priority. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I think I would like to try some. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes it is. You will have the best teachers, my magical son. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (calling) 
Page…Page. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
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Soon he will know a doting father’s promise of midnight reveries, glass jars filled with stars, 
cleansing rivers and baptismal pomp.     

       (PAGE hurries on. He is weighed down with   
       tubes, bottles and bladders.) 

       PAGE 
Yes, my Lady. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Have the cook grill us up some snood. With a bit of spice. A pinch of pepper, coriander and 
thyme. 

       PAGE 
Snood? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I don’t stutter, Page. 

       PAGE 
I am afraid I— 

       GARGAMELLE 
The red fleshy bits…hanging off. Here. 
 (She gestures over her nose.) 
Snood. From a turkey. 

       (The PAGE looks closely at her. She grabs   
       his nostrils and squeezes them together.) 

       PAGE 
      (nasally) 
I believe we throw the heads away. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Unhappy news. 

       PAGE 
I will make haste the cook. 

       (She releases him. He tursn to leave.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Page. 

       PAGE 
Yes, your Lordship. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Before you hasten to my warm plum’s quixotic request, what is this apparel adornment? 

       PAGE 
Oh, this sir? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
No, your brother, who by the way, I still haven’t met. 

       PAGE  
Shall I retrieve him? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes. No. First answer the question. 

       (PAGE stares blankly at GRANGOUSIER.) 

Around your neck. 

       PAGE 
Sir, it is feeding equipment for the glorious lad.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
I see.  

       PAGE 
It still needs some fine tuning. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And works it how? 

       PAGE 
I am partly composed to answer you now, my Lord. While the other part, the larger part, is 
pressed to please my Lady. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Well turned. Go toward the larger part. Find my delicate love some snood. 
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       (PAGE runs off.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Did you know about the device. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I asked Page to invent something to feed this giant where I can fill vessels and bouteilles with 
milk.   
       GRANGOUSIER 
Is such a thing necessary? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Chapped for bleeding. The fucking kid bites. I need a break. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
This is easily solved by wet nurse. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Upon seeing Gargantua, the wet nurses quickly excuse themselves and run from the manor like 
frightened vermin and terrified cockroaches. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Cafards. Cafards. I hate them. 
 (He stomps on imaginary cockroaches, then stops slightly out of breath.) 
Excuse me. The idea of cafards tortures me. Please, my love, I have lost the track of our 
conversant. 

       GARGAMELLE 
The nurses. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes, scattering wet nurses.  

       GARGAMELLE 
Gargantua’s touching predilection does not help. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
A natural thing. Makes a father proud. Énorme! 

       GARGAMELLE 
Phewy. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Phewy? Phewy? The child needs your arms and your delicious scent. 

       (GARGANTUA throws the marrow on the   
       floor.) 

Right there. A protest for losing his mother’s teat. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Or fear of losing his father to an unsubscribed war. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
He knows nothing of war. But it is true, I must to the Canaries.  

       GARGAMELLE 
Why must? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
At behest the King. 

       GARGAMELLE 
The King can stick it up his bunghole.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
The King behest the Pope. 

       GARGAMELLE 
A canary conversion. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
That and the procurement of dragon’s blood. 

       GARGAMELLE 
For what use? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Alchemy.  

       GARGAMELLE 
I remain in the dark. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
As to what my, precious desire? 
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       GARGAMELLE 
As to why the King’s fatuous whim sees you fit to soldier. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Because in the heat of battle I am merciless. Fiercely upon the enemy I overthrow them like 
hogs, tumble over them like swine. I will beat out their brains, crush their arms, batter their legs, 
and bethwack their sides till their ribs crack. To others, I will unjoint their spondyles. Disfigure 
their chaps, gash their faces, make their cheeks hang flapping on their chin. I will spoil the frame 
of their kidneys, mare their backs, break their thigh-bones, bash in their noses, plunder their eyes, 
cleft their mandibles, tear their jaws, dung in their teeth, mortify their shanks, inflame their 
ankles, dislocate their knees,  and squatter their mangled bodies under the merciless baton of the 
cross. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You are a baker.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Vrai.  In the heat of battle, the enemy will be sliced up like white hot steal through banana bread. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I like bananas. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
If any offer to hide amongst the thickets. I will lay them squat as a flounder, and bruise the ridge 
of their backs. If any try to escape, I will make the head to fly in pieces by the lamboidal 
commissure. 
 (matter-o-fact) 
Which is a seam in the hinder part of the skull.  
 (passionate) 
If anyone scrambles up a tree, I will rent up their perinee, and impale them in the fundament. 
And to others, I would make their midriff swag. Then redoubling the blow give such a homepush 
on the navel as to make their puddings to gash out. And even others, pierce their bumgut through 
their bollocks, and let not bowel, tripe, nor entrail in their body feel the impetuosity, fierceness, 
and fury of my violence. It will be the most horrible spectacle that ever one saw. And that is why 
the King has made request of me behest the Pope. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Husband-father, you are delusional. You have never once picked up a sword. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The sustanence for victory is well kneeded in my dough. I will bake for the regiment. And by 
baking for the regiment, I mean feed them. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
I fear your prophet will be the end of you. 

       GRANGOUSIER      
Do I detect some minor sorrow behind my departure. I am moved. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No. I can’t get rid of you fast enough. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Such robust contradiction stirs me deeply. 
 (He moves to her with affectionate intent.) 
I glide. I float, like a horny ferret. Toward the country called, Gargamelle. 

       (PAGE runs in.) 

Snuffmuffler! Page! Your timing is unmistakably off. My lady and I were about to release the 
two-backed beast. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Oh, hell we were not. Page. Quickly. Speak. 

       PAGE 
MY LADY, I AM SORRY TO REPORT THAT THERE IS NO SNOOD IN THE MANOR.  

       GARGAMELLE 
No snood? 

       GARGANTUA 
Snoooooooooooo. 
 (He laughs) 
Snoooooooooooo. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Aren’t there turkeys wondering about the property? 

       PAGE 
I do not know. 

       GARGAMELLE 
There are always turkeys wondering. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
With the fleshy bits? 

       GARGAMELLE 
The fleshy bits. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
There aren’t always fleshy bits. 

       PAGE 
      (Trying to be funny) 
My father knew about fleshy bits. He was a Rabbi.  
       
       (They look at him blankly.) 

A mohel to be exact. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (suddenly laughing.) 
That is rich, Page. 

       PAGE 
Thank you, Sir. I will search the property. Beyond the property. 

       (PAGE runs off.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Funny fellow. Where were we, my challenging dove? 

       GARGAMELLE 
You were about to go to war. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Ah, yes. 

       (He dances to her with seductive intent.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
What are you doing? 

       (He offers his hand.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Let us dance. If you catch my meaning. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I do…The Boy. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
There are other chambers in the Manor. I shall meet you in yours. 

       (He kisses her hand, playfully saunters off.   
       She remains, trying to resist.) 

       GRANGOUSIER’S VOICE (Off stage) 
Come to me, my voluptuous flower. 

       (GARGANTUA farts. She looks at him, off,   
       then back to GARGANTUA. She stands.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Be a good boy. 

        (She quickly goes off to GRANGOUSIER. 

       GARGANTUA watches her leave. He is   
       about to cry when church bells ring out,   
       which mesmerizes him.) 
     
       GARGANTUA 
      (softly mimicking the bells) 
Bong…Bong…Bing…Bong…Dong…Dong… 

       (Blackout.) 

       3. A Child’s Playroom - Four Years Later 

       (GARGANTUA sits in the middle of the   
       room surrounded by dolls and stuffed   
       animals. 
           
       GARGAMELLE watches as GARGANTUA   
       is pulling the head off one of his dolls;  
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       A doll that looks like GRANGOUSIER and   
       dressed the same.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Such a good boy. Yes, you’re angry with your Papa for going off to war, aren’t you? He is not 
skilled in warfare. Nor has he the stomach for it. 

       (GARGANTUA succeeds in ripping the head 
       off the doll. He stares at the head, then the   
       body.) 

He knows better how to empty the flagons. That is his art. What will he do, beat them with 
baguettes? 

       (BABY G tries to re-attach the head.) 

He is made contemptible in their eyes. And mine. Anoint a villain, he will prick you. Prick a 
villain and he will anoint you. Ungentem pungit, pungetem rusticus ungit. 

       (BABY G cries.) 

What is the matter now? 

       (She sees him holding the head and body in   
       separate hands.) 

Give it here. 

       (BABY G holds up the head and body.   
       GARGAMELLE takes them, makes a slight   
       attempt to attach the head, throws the head   
       away and animates the headless    
       Grangousier doll as she sings. 

       At first, BABY G is in shock, but quickly   
       shock turns to awe, delight, and laughter.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (Singing) 
Piquer, piquer, piquer  
Pincer, pincer, pincer 
Battre battre battre 
Whip whip whip 
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       GARGAMELLE(Cont’d) 
Porta-potti piss rod 
saffron brained idiot  
Who is it?      
Who is it? 
It’s Grangousier, Grangousier 
 (as GRANGOUSIER) 
“Where’s my head? Where’s my head?” 
 (as herself) 
Up your ass. 
 (singing) 
A yolkless turdousier 
Grangousier  
putridousier. 
mongoosier  
malodorousier 
Rancidousier  
putrefiedousier 
Foulousier 
Grangousier, Grangousier, Grangousier 

       (They are both laughing.)    
    
That was fun. Your Papa is always good for a laugh, isn’t he? Isn’t he, my precious, freakishly 
large child? Mon precious enfant, incroyablement grand. 

       GARGANTUA 
Incroyablement grand. 

       (BABY G reaches for GARGAMELLE’S   
       breasts.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
No. You bite. 

       (GARGANTUA persists.) 

I said no. 

       (She grabs a pillow from the crib. She looks   
       at GARGANTUA.  



32

       Holding the pillow, it looks as if she might   
       smother him, but instead sits next to him,   
       placing the pillow in a good position to   
       breast feed him.)  

       GARGAMELLE(Cont’d) 
Do not bite. 
 (She gives him suck. Singing softly, tenderly) 
Who is it? 
Who is it?        
It’s Grangousier, Grangousier 
 (as GRANGOUSIER) 
“Where’s my head? Where’s my head?” 
 (as herself) 
Up your ass. 
 (singing) 
A yolkless turdousier 
Grangousier  
putridousier. 
mongoosier  
malodorousier 
Rancidousier  
putrefiedousier      
Foulousier 
Grangousier, Grangousier, Grangousier 
 (beat) 
Do you remember how you were born? No? I will tell you. Being that the outlet of maternity was 
blocked by an untimely astringent, you entered my vena cava and climbed through my 
diaphragm and neck and issued forth by my left ear. 

       GARGANTUA 
Miew, miew, miew. Donnez-moi à boire. Bing bong. Dong, dong. dong. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Yes, church bells propelled you forth, otherwise you might never have a left my womb. Such a 
smart boy. You love the bells, don’t you? 

       GARGAMELLE 
But I wonder…Why left and not right? 
    
       GARGANTUA 
Gong, gong, dong. 
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       (PAGE runs in.) 

       PAGE 
Ponocrates is— 

       GARGAMELLE 
—Why, Page?  

       PAGE 
Excuse me, My Lady? 

       GARGAMALLE 
Why did Gargantua issue forth by my left ear and not my right? 

       PAGE 
I know not. Why did Gargantua issue forth by your left ear and not your right? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I’m not riddling you. 

       GARGANTUA 
      (quietly, to himself) 
Bing…Bong… 

       GARGAMELLE 
I would like your opinion. 

       PAGE 
I have no opinion. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Of course you do. 

       PAGE 
An opinion is a bird with one wing. 

       GARGAMELLES 
Take a gander. 

       PAGE 
Very well. I will goose myself an opinion. Within the jewel of the 6th degree is a triple delta. On 
the right is the sun. On the left is the moon. The sun being of illumination, the moon of shadowy 
things. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
This child is freakish for sure. 

       GARGANTUA 
Bong…bong… 

       GARGAMELLE 
Shhhh…. 

       (She gives him her breast.) 

       PAGE 
But truly Madam, this is beyond our law and our faith—against reason of the holy scripture. 
There is nothing in the sacred Bible that is against it. If it had been the will of God, would you 
say that he cannot do it? It is not impossible with God, if he pleased that all women should bring 
forth their children at the ear. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Your words comfort, Page. 

       PAGE 
Was not Bacchus engendered out of the very thigh of Jupiter? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Preach. 

       PAGE 
Did not an ancient man come out at his mother’s heel, and another from the slipper of his nurse? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Keep going, my friend. 

       PAGE 
Was not Minerva born of the brain, even through the ear of Jove? Adonis, of the bark of a myrrh 
tree; and Castor and Pollux of the crow’s egg, with their sisters, Helen and Clytemnestra which 
was laid and hated by Leda? Gargantua is a special child. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Ow. Enough. His bite is also special. 
 (She pulls Baby G from her breast.) 
Take him. It is time for his schooling anyway. Where is the tutor, Ponocrates? Maybe he can 
teach him not to bite. 
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       PAGE 
I was about to tell you. The cook is feeding Ponocrates. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Since when? 

       PAGE 
He makes habit of coming early.  
 (beat) 
For lunch.  

       GARGAMELLE 
Free loader. 

       PAGE 
The child requires intestinal fortitude. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Says who? Ponocrates? 

       PAGE 
It is not my place to speak for the lad’s teacher. 

       GARGAMELLE 
He is his father’s son. Page, why do you say lad? 

       PAGE 
I have a bit of the blarney in me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I see. But Gargantua does not. He does not have a bit of the bologna in him. Not even a spec of a 
bit of the bologna. His father on the other hand is full up with it. 

       PAGE 
Blarney.  

       GARGAMALLE 
What? 

       PAGE 
Blarney bologna. 



36

       GARGAMELLE 
You’re confusing, Page. 

       PAGE 
I will not henceforward call the lad lad. The lad child. I mean child lad. Excuse me, I will tell the 
tutor Ponocrates to come in for the lessons. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No, I will do it. I want to check his gluttoness impulse. 

       (She leaves.) 
       
       PAGE 
Will you behave yourself today for Ponocrates? He is red colored with impatience. A pompous 
sard, I know. Think of  your Papa on the battlefield.  

       (BABY G farts and giggles.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Bong bong. 

       PAGE 
Bong bong. 

       PAGE/GARGANTUA 
Bong bong… 

       4. The Canary Islands 

       (A lantern illuminates GRANGOUSIER,   
       alone at night, surrounded by pies and   
       cakes. He is kneading dough, preparing   
       more pies and cakes for baking.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (singing) 
My sweet son, Gargantua. I hope you will never have to go to war, but if you should, or if you 
would, cakes and pies, pies and cakes, best to try to quell the enemy’s hate. Win their trust, but if 
not, run your sword through their guts. But play the game. Play the game.  
 (He imagines playing with Gargantua.) 
And there we played. There he played. My sweet son, Gargantua. My prince. At flush. At love. 
At the chess. At the beast. At Reynard the fox. At nivi nivi nack. At nivi nivi nack. Ho, ho.  
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       GRANGOUSIER(Cont’d) 
At prickle me tickle me. At tip and hurl. At hari hohi. At the flat bowels. At the ramrod ball. At 
cock and crank it. At thrust out the harlot. At twirly whirlytrill. At stick in the hole. 
 (He becomes a little emotional) 
 How I miss him. And my tender wife. The war is too long. 
 (calling) 
Sergeant Ulric.  
 (He blows his nose and pulls himself together.) 

       (The SERGEANT runs in.) 

       SERGEANT 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I have anticipated a solution. A gesture of absolution. 

       SERGEANT 
Sir, I have word. There is neither hope nor remedy. They are quite out of their wits, and forsaken 
of God. 

       GRANGOUSIER  
I have guessed the cause of their pretend outrages. In great anger they spoke some words of cake. 

       SERGEANT 
Cake? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I came upon our men gorging on baked goods. Stuffing mandibles, and muzzles. When asked in 
where they procured them, a boasting fellow declared with a soldier’s pride, “We took the cakes 
and broke their heads with a short cudgel. Why? I asked. “To the victor goes the spoils.” 

       SERGEANT 
Reasonable. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I have labored to establish good will. I am unwilling to wage war again for a few cakes. I do not 
want to spend another week in this country. It’s time to go home, Seregeant. Take these pies and 
cakes and offer them up to the trampled with good intent. 

       SERGEANT 
Sir, I will. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Excellent. 
 (Exiting) 
And plan for our long overdue return. 

       SERGEANT 
With great joy, Grangousier. 

       (The SERGEANT collects the pies in his   
       arms. Stares at them. Places them down.   
       Checks to make sure no one is watching.   
       Takes one pie and bites into it.  
       Expressions of joy. He takes another bite,   
       and another.       
   
       The SERGEANT as PAGE addresses the   
       audience as they change back into PAGE’S   
       attire. Maybe a stagehand comes out to help   
       them.) 

       PAGE 
They got me pulling rank on myself. Double duty. Pays the same. Cheap bastards.  
I’ll tell you what.  
 (beat) 
What? I didn’t write this obvious treacle. I like pie, though. All pie. Every night it’s a different 
pie. Tonight was rhubarb. Avoid the leaves of rhubarb. They give one the stones. My favorite is 
shoofly. Mostly molasses. Melassich Riwwelboi or Melassichriwwelkuche. That’s Pennsylvania 
Dutch language…Hang in there. 
 (calling) 
Ready. 

       3 (Cont’d) Return to the Manor 

       (GARGANTUA has PAGE in a playful   
       headlock. He hits page on top of the head.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Bong. Bong. 

       PAGE 
Ow. 
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       GARGANTUA 
      (hitting PAGE’S head) 
Bong. 
       (PAGE finally pulls away.) 

       PAGE 
I am not la cloche. 

       GARGANTUA 
Clochette. I love bells. 

       PAGE 
The bells toll for lack of dreaming. 

       (PONOCRATES enters loaded down with   
       books. GARGAMELLE follows behind with  
       a small bladder filled with her milk.) 

       PONOCRATES 
I cannot teach the child not to bite the breast that feeds him without the actual breast in hand. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I am in here. 

       PONOCRATES 
This is an unusual request for a man of my standing. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I am also standing. Right here. Now try, or no more free lunches. 

       PONOCRATES 
As you wish. 

       (He drops the books with a dramatic flare.) 

       PONOCRATES 
Come close to the boy. 

       (She does.) 

Bare a breast, or both. As your will encourages. 

       (She does.) 
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       PONOCRATES(Cont’d) 
Gargantua, my boy. These are your mother’s opulent breasts. You know them well. They give 
forth nutrients for you to grow. Just as wood parts earth, earth absorbs water, water quenches fire, 
fire melts metal, metal chops wood. Milk feeds the world. Do not bite the breasts that feed you. 
Bad boy. Bad, bad, bad, boy. There now. He will no longer bite while sucking on your pendulous 
endowments.  

       GARGAMELLE 
How do you know? 

       PONOCRATES 
I do not. It was an unnerving request. Now let me tend to the boy’s education. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (calling) 
Page. 

       (PAGE runs on. She hands the bladder to   
       PAGE.) 
 
No more lunch for you, Ponocrates. 
       (She leaves in a huff.) 

       PONOCRATES 
She does not know the cook is my nephew. 

       (PAGE takes the bladder and hangs it up on   
       a hook near GARGANTUA.) 

Nature cannot endure a sudden change without great violence.  
 (To PAGE) 
I have spoken with a learned physician called Master Theodorus, how to bring Gargantua into 
better course. I have it here. A sure remedy to this child’s apathy. A purgative to cleanse the 
bowels and thinking. Hellebore, by which medicine has cleansed all the alteration and perverse 
habitude of the brain. He must ingest it. Quick, help me get this down his gullet. 

       PAGE 
Is this a good idea? 

       PONOCRATES 
I admit it is a desperate act. 
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       (They approach GARGANTUA who has   
       been playing with his codpiece.) 

       PONOCRATES(Cont’d)    
Hold his jaw like a vice and squeeze so that the mouth remains open.  I will pour the tincture 
down his throat, like a mother bird regurgitating for its baby chic. 

       PAGE 
Wouldn’t it be better to coax the boy with playful kindness? Make a game of it. Or hide the 
concoction in sweetness. Why not pour it in this bladder filled with Gargamelle’s milk? 

       PONOCRATES 
We follow physician Theodorus’s prescription.  Now squeeze his jaw. 

       PAGE 
This will not go well. 

       (PAGE holds GARGANTUA’S jaw open.   
          
       PONOCRATES attempts to pour the tincture 
       down G’S throat, but G kicks     
       PONOCRATES in the groin.) 

       PONOCRATES 
Ahhhh, Blaspheme. Buttocks. Little tyrant.  

       (GARGANTUA laughs.) 

       PAGE 
Not little. 

       PONOCRATES 
      (blaming PAGE.) 
YOU SARD. 

       PAGE 
Me? 

       PONOCRATES 
MUCKSPOUT 
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       PAGE 
The amount of fucks I give to thee be none. He is your problem, Ponocrates. I am neither 
physician nor teacher. I take my leave. 

       PONOCRATES 
Wait. Good Page. An accusation in painful misdirection. I meant no offense. I need your help. 

       PAGE 
Hmph. 

       PONOCRATES 
      (consilliatory) 
What is your name? 

       PAGE 
Page. 

       PONOCRATES 
You were born, Page? 

       PAGE 
It is what I go by. 

       PONOCRATES 
What did your parents name you? 

       PAGE 
Maiden Ammi. 

       PONOCRATES 
A name for a girl. 

       PAGE 
They wanted a girl. 

       PONOCRACTES 
They didn’t?  

       PAGE 
They did. 

       PONOCRATES 
Are you a girl? 
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       PAGE 
I am neutral. 

       PONOCRATES 
Eunuch? 

       PAGE 
To say more is to say less. 

       PONOCRATES 
You are either with or without genitalia. 

       PAGE 
I  am not from Italia. 

       PONOCRATES 
What? 

       PAGE 
What? 

       PONOCRATES 
Are you honest? 

       PAGE 
Are you a blowhard? 
              
       PONOCRATES 
Inconsequential sard. 

       GARGANTUA 
Sard, sard, sard, sard, sard, sard. 

       PAGE 
It seems your regurgitated bile has reunited with its original target.  

       PONOCRATES 
If I weren’t momentarily incapacitated, I would teach you well. 

       PAGE 
We’ve seen your teaching. We want a refund. UNE RESTITUTION! 

       (PAGE leaves.) 
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       PONOCRATES 
Wait. Page…Damn him. 

       (PONOCRATES gathers himself.  He looks   
       at GARGANTUA who immediately and   
       spastically kicks his legs.) 
    
       PONOCRATES 
Maléfique. 

       (He looks around, sees the bladder. He takes 
       the bladder and pours the tincture in it and   
       cautiously moves toward GARGANTUA. 
   
       He places the bladder in GARGANTUA’S   
       lap, who immediately tosses it on the floor,   
       and giggles.) 

       PONOCRATES 
No, no, no. 

       (PONOCRATES places the bladder in   
       GARGANTUA’S lap again. G tosses it on   
       the floor, and laughs.) 
  
Aren’t you hungry? Mother’s milk. Here. It is delicious. 

       (Look. He tastes a little.) 

Yummy milk. 

       (GARGANTUA watches with innocent   
       curiosity.) 

Miam miam. 

       (GARGANTUA claps and giggles.    

       PONOCRATES offers the bladder to G who   
       suddenly cries.  
           
       PONOCRATES pulls the bladder away.) 
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       PONOCRATES(Cont’d) 
Miam miam. 

       (GARGANTUA stops crying. PONOCRATES 
       brings the bladder to his mouth. G claps. 
           
       PONOCTATES drinks more milk as    
       GARGAMELLE enters unseen by    
       him.) 

Miam miam. 

       (PONOCTATES suddenly sees    
       GARGAMELLE. He fumbles to justify   
       drinking from the bladder.) 

       PONOCRATES 
Encouragment. You see, uhm, we must pull out all the stops to help young Gargantua develop an 
appreciation for his education.  His scholastic endeavors. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Here is not a vile bigot, hypocrite, externally devoted ape, base snite, puffed up, wry-necked 
beast, forerunner of baboons. 

       (PONOCRATES tries to say something.) 

Cursed snake dissembled varlet-seeming-sanct-slipshod-caffard-fat-chuff-cat-doltish-gull. 
Elsewhere, not here, make sail of your deceits. 

       PONOCRATES 
I am misunderstood. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You mean your filthy trumperies. Stuffed with pernicious lies. 

       PONOCRACTES 
You are carried away. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You are done with this household. Your salary is at the gibbet-foot: Go drink there. 
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       PONOCRATES 
Household indeed. A cathouse. A tomb of perverse predilection-your freakish child. Dumb as a 
bag of wattles. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I will run you in at the breast which at once cut your filth gut-colon and the other half of your 
liver, wherewith you will fall and in falling gush forth four pottles of pottage. 

       (He tries to say something.) 
  
And your soul will mingle with that pottage. 

       PONOCRATES 
Madam…I… 

       (A rumbling from PONOCRATES bowels,   
       and long sickly flatulant utters forth.   
          
       PONOCRATES turns green and runs off.   
       She picks up the bladder and throws it after   
       him.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Take your drink. Porksnout. 
 (She looks long at GARGANTUA.) 
Attend to Gargamelle’s anger. She knows how to cauterize a leaky worm. Now stand up. Out. 
Out of your crib. No more rack. It’s time to grow up.  
 (calling) 
Page…Page… 
 (To GARGANTUA) 
Come out of your crib. 

       (GARGANTUA comes out. PAGE runs in.) 

What do you know? 

       PAGE 
About what, my lady? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Schooling. 
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       PAGE 
I was schooled in all subjects. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Go on. 

       PAGE 
Pliny’s treatise on strange births, The Art of Dinning by Athenaeus and his writings on music, 
songs, dances, games, courtesans, and luxury. Dioscorides’s pharmacopeias. Galen’s anatomy 
and medicine, and— 

       GARGAMELLE 
Good enough. What about horses? 

       PAGE 
I can break all steeds. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You will break Gargantua, then. 

       PAGE 
Me? 

       GARGAMELLE 
He likes you. 

       PAGE 
I’m not a pedagogue. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Ripe for the task. There’s none better than a scholastic skeptic to teach Gargantua. Enough of 
Grangousier’s parasites. Their authority is old, flaccid, limp. I don’t want Gargantua to limp. I 
want him to stand up straight. Without apology.  Like a great king. 

       PAGE 
But— 

       GARGAMELLE 
Are you modern? 

       PAGE 
Madam? 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Residing in this century. 

       PAGE 
Present today. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Gargantua needs you. 

       PAGE 
What about my chores? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Get your lazy brother to help. 

       PAGE 
My brother? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Work it out. 

       (She exits. He stares at GARGANTUA who   
       stares out blankly.) 

       PAGE 
Work it out. How shall I work it out? By what means? Myself have found scholastic education 
without point. To the point, I prefer snood gorged with blood. Gargantua, what potential’s in your 
pluck?  

       GARGANTUA 
Pluck, pluck. 

       PAGE 
Yes pluck. I am not Ponocrates. Right! I am not that pompous piss pool. 

       GARGANTUA 
Pluck pluck pluck pluck 

       PAGE 
Pluck pluck pluck. It will be different all together. Come to it quickly. Maybe the lady is right.  
My distaste for school would make me a good teacher. Baby G stay where you are. I shall return. 
With sheeps courage, Ammi. 
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       (He runs off.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Porksnout. pluck, pluck. Pompous piss-pool. Leaky worm. Bong. Bong. No more rack. No more 
rack. 

       (He plays with his codpiece. PAGE enters   
       with a large box, places the box down, pulls   
       out a stick horse with little bells around the   
       neck.) 

       Places it between his legs and gallops   
       around the room. GARGANTUA watches.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Give me. Give me. 

       PAGE 
What? 

       (GARGANTUA holds out his arms.) 

This? 

       GARGANTUA 
Bells. Bells. 

       PAGE 
A piaffe.  

       (He does the horse manuever.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Gargantua turn. 

       PAGE 
A Dutch rousin. Levade. 

       (He does the horse maneuver.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Gargantua’s turn. GARGANTUA’S TURN.  
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       PAGE 
A Spanish jennet. Capriole. 

       (He does the horse maneuver. GARGANTUA 
       cries. PAGE hands the horse stick to him.   
       GARGANTUA stops crying, climbs on it.   
       Runs around.) 

There he goes, like Parmenides in chariot pulled by one hundred mares, led by the maiden 
daughters of the sun-god Helios. A light fleet horse going the high saults, bounding in the air 
leaping with style…  

       (GARGANTUA stops and listens.) 
        
And now, a mystical journey to the Halls of Night. In glorious action he overthrows ten enemies 
with a sharp, stiff, strong, and well-steeled lance where the sun is red-hot metal, the moon 
earthly, the stars fiery stones. He moves between mythos and logos, religion and science. 

       (GARGANTUA is now doing leaps, and   
       spins, as if he were the most skilled at riding 
       a horse.  

       PAGE takes out another stick horse and   
       joins in with GARGANTUA.) 

He is singular leaping nimbly steed to steed without putting foot to ground. 

       (They switch stick horses and continue.) 

He leaps on horseback with stirrups and rule the horse at his pleasure without a bridle. 

       (They both come to a stop.. Page reaches   
       into the box and pulls out a cow bell.) 
    
Wield thy battle-axe. 

       GARGANTUA 
Give it to me. I want the bell. Bells are for me. Only me. 

       PAGE 
Okay, kid. Take it easy. 
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       (PAGE tosses the bell to him who holds it up 
       like a battle axe.) 
  
       (PAGE holds up an imaginary axe.    
       GARGANTUA does the same.) 

       PAGE 
 Charge. 

       (PAGE charges GARGANTUA.  

       GARGANTUA knocks PAGE off his stick   
       horse. GARGANTUA stands over PAGE   
       with the pride and power of a conqueror.) 

Then tossed he the pike, 
  
       (PAGE reaches into the box and pulls out   
       two wooden practice swords, tosses one to   
       GARGANTUA, then takes a fighting stance.   
    
       GARGANTUA catches the sword, considers   
       it, throws it to the side, and takes a fighting   
       stance with the cow bell.) 

The cow bell played…the cow bell?  
 (He shrugs) 
Whatever works. He casts the dart, throws the bar, puts the stone, practices the boar-spear. He 
bends against his breast the greater cowbells of steel, takes aim, plants the cannon like the 
thundering Parthian bells. 

       (A moment of anticipation. PAGE whispers.) 

After all this, he tries to hunt the hart, the roebuck, the bear, the fallow deer, the wild boar, the 
hare, the pheasant, the partridge, and the bustard. Shhhh. There it is. He must kill it…He must 
kill the bustard. 

       GARGANTUA 
Kill the bastard. 

       PAGE 
Bustard. 
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       GARGANTUA 
 
Bastard. 

       PAGE 
All right. Kill the bastard. 
       (GARGANTUA runs at the bastard with his   
       imaginary sword.) 
       
Missed. Quick, over there. 

       (GARGANTUA runs to another place, thrust 
       his sword. PAGE takes an inflatable ball   
       from the box.) 
       
Another miss. Where is that bastard? 

       (GARGANTUA looks around determined.) 

There. 

       (GARGANTUA runs to another spot and   
       runs the bastard thru with his sword.) 

REJOICE. GARGANTUA HAS SLAIN THE BASTARD.  READY TO  CONQUER THE 
WORLD. 

       GARGANTUA 
READY TO CONQUER THE WORLD. 

       PAGE 
In Empedocles words: “What Is is; for it is to be, but nothing it is not.  

       GARGANTUA 
It is what it is. 

       PAGE 
Yes it is. 
 (beat) 
 A feast is in order. But first we must play at the balloon. 
 (PAGE takes a large deflated balloon from the box.) 
What is this? 
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       (They blow it up. GARGANTUA watches   
       with glee. When the balloon is fully inflated   
       there is a large shit-eating grin on the   
       surface of the balloon.) 
        
       PAGE(Cont’d) 
Gargantua meet Socrates. Socrates say hello to Gargantua.  
 (Socrates voice) 
“Hello.  Whole be thou.  Do your own thinking.” 

        (He hits the balloon to GARGANTUA who   
       watches it float to the floor, then points to   
       it.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Socrates. 

       PAGE 
Yeah. Make it bound in the air. 

       (GARGANTUA picks up the balloon, stares   
       at the grin. Mimics the grin. Looks at PAGE   
       grinning.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Socrates. 

       PAGE 
Yes. 

       (PAGE takes the balloon and hits it with his   
       fist, then kicks it with his foot.) 

Return volley. 

       (PAGE picks up the ballon about to hit in the 
       air.) 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       (GARGANTUA runs at PAGE and takes the   
       balloon.  
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       He holds it like a favorite stuffed animal. He 
       copies the shit-eating grin. On his own   
       face.) 

       PAGE  
Time to put Socrates away. 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       PAGE 
This reluctant tutor is tired. 

       GARGANTUA 
Not tired. 

       PAGE  
Speak for yourself. 

       (PAGE grabs the balloon. GARGANTUA   
       holds on.) 

Socrates was a horribly ugly man with wide-set bulging eyes that darted sideways, like a crab. 

       (They pull the balloon back and forth.) 

A crab with flaring nostrils, and lips like a grinning ass, and the look of a bull and the 
countenance of a fool. You would not have given a shallot’s skin or an avocado’s pit for him. His 
body deformed. His getstures ridicule(French pronunciation). 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       (The balloon bursts. Both stare at the   
       balloon skin.  

       GARGANTUA cries. PAGE cries with him,   
       mimicking his pain. 

       PAGE 
Poor Socrates. 
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       (GARGANTUA stops crying,  picks up the   
       balloon skin, and stretches the part with the   
       grin across his own face.)  

       GARGANTUA 
      (muffled voice) 
Socrates. 

       (PAGE takes a hand mirror out of the box   
       and shows Gargantua his own reflection. 
         
       GARGANTUA sees his face but with the   
       smile on the balloon skin stretched across   
       his mouth. 
        
       PAGE pulls the ballon skin down.    
       GARGANTUA sees his full face. He stares at 
       it.) 

       PAGE 
See who you are not. 

       GARGANTUA 
Socrates. 

       PAGE 
No. 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       (He grabs the hand mirror, throws it down,   
       stomps on it. Stretches the ballon skin over   
       his face. 

       PAGE sits perplexed as GARGANTUA walks 
       around the space with the balloon’s grin   
       stretched over his face.) 
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       GARGANTUA 
Balls conch bum-gut fundament lump rack donnez-moi à boire miew miew miew hot dogs arse-
pipe pig fucking kid phew bunghole snuffmuffler fleshy bits baguettes up your ass bologna sard 
bad bad boy buttocks little tyrant muckspout baboon-bile bag of wattles filth-gut porksnout 
Gargantua Socrates Gargantua Socrates Gargantua Gargantua Conquer King. 

       (He stomps his feet creating a thunderous   
       vibration, and grins a big shit-eating grin.) 

       PAGE 
What have I done? 

       (Church bells, which calm GARGANTUA   
       down.) 

       GARGANTUA 
      (mimicking the bell) 
Gong…Gong…Dong…Ding…Ding…Dong… 

        (Black out.) 

       PART TWO 

       1. Two Years Later 

       (The Play Room has been turned into a kind   
       of Throne room. 

       GARGANTUA is a seven years old giant.  
       He sits on the throne. The shit-eating grin   
       has been painted on his face. His codpiece is 
       jeweled. 

       GARGAMELLE sits to his right, smoking a   
       cigar and drinking wine from a golden   
       goblet.  

       GRANGOUSIER’S corpse is propped up in   
       a chair on his left.   
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       To the far left and right of the parents are   
       the stick horses with bells hangin off the   
       necks and planted like flags.  

       The ripped balloon skin is tied to one of the   
       stick horses. 

       GARGANTUA holds a piece of paper in his   
       lap. He stares out at the attendants(the   
       audience) for his seventh birthday. 

       There’s a long silence. PAGE, standing off   
       in eye shot of GARGANTUA, is getting   
       nervous. 

       PAGE gestures to GARGANTUA to stand   
       and read. GARGANTUA remains seated. 
       PAGE steps out facing the attendants. He   
       rings a plague bell.) 

       PAGE 
Bring out your dead. Bring out your dead. 
 (He looks at GRANGOUSIER smiles wirely at the audience.) Too soon?…Nah. 
For his seventh birthday, and the return of Grangousier from the Canaries who sadly passed away 
last night. He is here with us anyway.  Most plucked and proud Gargantua has a sonnet in honor 
of his father’s return. We know he would have been proud. 

       (He gestures toward the throne and steps to   
       the side. GARGANTUA remains seated.) 
        
A little encouragement. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Let’s go, porksnouts. Show my genius son respect. We’re grieving here. Grangousier is dead. 

       (PAGE encourages the audience to applaud. 
       After the applause.) 

Tepid at best. 
 (To GARGANTUA) 
Go on, giant baby bird. 
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       (GARGANTUA stands and reads from a   
       paper. He has a little bell. He shakes it   
       briefly; a tender sound.) 

       GARGANTUA 
A sonnet. By myself. Gargantua-Socrates. 

       (GARGANTUA checks in with PAGE who   
       nods encouragement. He rings the bell   
       again; a sweet gesture.) 

One little dove alighting on a bough, 
Let out a silent sound to all unseen.  
Whilst nymphs and toads played amongst the sows, 
A lot like me when Mama feeds me beans. 

       (GARGAMELLE smiles with delight.) 
        
A lonely heart that flutters by fragile days 
Which finds the perfume scent in nature’s voice 
Ignores the borish glance of haughty praise  
And in the moment of release—rejoice, 
           
One feathery creature is not a problem 
Though she might descend upon your counterpart 
Her contribution to the air a tender blossom   
You might sing out to her a love-dart 
        
For those displeased of mistress dove’s ascent 
Love's fiery charm, armed flatulent. 

       (PAGE applauds as GARGANTUA sits in his 
       throne.) 

       PAGE 
Extraordinary. One might think he was helped by someone. Not. I say not. 

       GARGANTUA 
Were they laughing at me, Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Apparently. 
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       PAGE 
And now in honor of this day, and to address the wreck before us, most noble and illustrious 
drinkers, here is Grangousier’s corpse. Having returned from the Canaries with this box and 
before passing on, explained its significance. 

       (GRANGOUSIER’S corpse stands.) 
 (surprised) 
And even so withered, comes to life. 

       GRANGOUSIER’S CORPSE 
This old box is those we see in the shops and apothecaries, painted on the outside with wanton 
boyish figures, as harpies, satyrs, bridled geese, horned hares, saddled ducks, flying goats, and 
other such-like counterfeited pictures to excite people into laugher. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Even as a corpse you blather on. Get to the point, dead husband. 

       GRANGOUSIER’S CORPSE 
Now opening the box you would have found within it a heavenly drug, a more than human 
understanding, an admirable virtue, matchless learning, invincible courage, a certain contentment 
of mind. Hope for Gargantua. 

       (He returns to corpse-state. The PAGE gives   
       the box to GARGANTUA.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
What is it, dear boy? 

       GARGANTUA 
Do they not love me? 

       GARGAMELLE 
They will learn to love and show loyalty or they will be locked away from our hearts in the 
blackest of pits. 
 (beat) 
I would like to speak. 

       PAGE 
Not on the itinerary.  
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       GARGAMELLE 
Hog piss. I am the daughter of a king. And the mother of a future king. 

       GARGANTUA 
That me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I will speak. Grangousier, when he was alive, even as he may bark with impenetrable meaning 
when he is dead, spoke of the dignity of codpieces. A proud father and a good husband…I have 
treated him poorly. 

       GRANGOUSIER’S CORPSE 
You are an honest one. Finally. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I am.  
 (to the audience) 
You think to jest, mock with lascivious discourse and recreative lies. So ready to judge the 
outside without any further inquiry, entertained with scoffing and derision. Truly it is 
unbeseeming of you. Henceforth, it is my intention to drain, eject, dump, and unloose you. 

       GARGANTUA 
Why don’t they love me? Is it because of my poem? 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (to audience) 
“Why don’t they love me?” Look at his fragile ego. He may be a giant with five chins, but he has 
a hummingbird’s constitution. 

       GARGANTUA 
Stop talking about me. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Sweetheart. 

       GARGANTUA 
I do not like it. 

       GARGAMELLE 
See what has happened. 

       GARGANTUA 
They will pay for their disloyalty. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Yes they will. Dearly pay. One Day when you are King of the world… 

       PAGE 
Lady Gargamelle, may I suggest a different tact?  

       GARGAMELLE 
No you may not.  
        
       PAGE 
It’s not advisable to insult the invited guests. 

       GARGAMELLE 
This is your fault. 

       PAGE 
My fault. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Who sent out the notices to these vicious leeches? 

       PAGE 
I did, but we made the list with your confidence. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Freeloaders. 

       PAGE 
You checked the list before it was sent out. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Look at them. Salivating on the feast in the next room. And what a feast it is. FORGET IT. YOU 
GET NOTHING. You insult my home, my son, me, my dead husband. 

       GRANGOUSIER’S CORPSE 
I don’t feel insulted. 

       GARGAMELLE 
What do you know? Maggots have entered your brain. 

       PAGE 
Lady Gargamelle. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
What? 

       PAGE 
They haven’t said a word. 

       GARGANTUA 
They laughed at my poem. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (to audience) 
Maybe you need to be reminded who owns all the land. To whom you pay rent and taxes. 

       PAGE 
Lady Gargamelle— 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (snapping her fingers) 
LA BOUCHE. 

       GARGANTUA 
LA BOUCHE. LA BOUCHE. LA BOUCHE. LA BOUCHE. LA BOUUUUUUUUUUUUCHE! 

       GARGAMELLE 
Regurgitants. Get out.  All of you out. See that they are gone before I return. 

       (She storms out.) 

       PAGE 
Don’t mind her. She is caught in the turnstile of grief. Spinning in a vortex of loss. Ugly ugly  
sorrow. Please forgive us. Thank you all for coming. It is better that you go. 

       (PAGE stands next to GARGANTUA,   
       placing his hand on GARGANTUA’S   
       shoulder.) 

Come, giant one. 
 (to audience) 
Go on then. 
  
       (GARGANTUA sticks out his tongue at the   
       audience as he exits with PAGE. 
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       The actor playing GRANGOUSIER drops   
       character and address the audience while   
       stagehands change the setting or do    
       whatever is needed.) 

       GRANGOUSIER(ACTOR) 
Of course you’re not leaving. We’re not done. Look, I can’t really help you. I’m afraid you’re at 
sea as much as I.  At least we’re not alone. Personally, I believe all art comes from rebellion. 
What kind of rebellion this thing is I couldn’t tell you. They pay me to convince you I know 
what I’m saying. Ah, I have to get back to it. See you at the back end. 

       (Blackout) 

       2. Later 

       ( GARGAMELLE and GARGANTUA sit at a 
       table with a cornucopia of food for G’s   
       birthday celebration.  

       GRANGOUSIER’S corpse is also present.  

       GARGANTUA is tapping things with a fork.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Would you like some birthday cake? 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No? 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Must you do that? 

       GARGANTUA 
I’m making music. Like Claude Le Jeune. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Maybe you could try sounding like Claude Le Jeune. 

       GARGANTUA 
I can. 
 (singing off key.) 
Revecy venir du Printans 
L'amoureuz' et belle saizon 
Le courant des eaus recherchant 
Le canal d'été s’éclaircît— 
    
       GARGAMELLE 
Why did you stop? 

       GARGANTUA 
You don’t like it. 

       GARGAMELLE 
But I do.  

       GARGANTUA 
You made a sour face. I will call you Sour Face, because you made a SOUR FACE. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Gargamelle is melancholic, hence her sour face. 

       GARGANTUA 
What is Melancholic? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I am sad about your Papa. When Mama is sad her stomach rebels. When her stomach rebels her 
face expresses sourness. 

       GARGANTUA 
I don’t believe you. It was about my singing. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Dear child. 

       GARGANTUA 
      (at GRANGOUSIER) 
He smells. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
We will have to bury him soon. Very soon. 

       GARGANTUA 
When Gargantua is sad, he does this. 

       (He continues tapping things.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (calling) 
Page. 
  
       (GARAGANTUA moves to GRANGOUSIER. 
       Taps his head.) 

Leave your Papa’s corpse head alone. 

       GARGANTUA 
Dead head. 

       (PAGE enters.) 

Bring the boy his cake. 

       GARGANTUA 
I don’t want cake. 

       (Stops tapping and inspects him.) 

Grangousier is breathing. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Don’t be foolish. What a stench has risen up. 

       PAGE 
Effluvia, My Lady. Gaseous currency. 

       GARGAMELLE 
That seems about right. Current and present. Bring the boy his birthday cake. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (to himself) 
It is a currant cake. 
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       GARGANTUA 
I do not want cake. 
 (quick take toward GRANGOUSIER) 
Huh? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What do you mean, you don’t want cake? Who do you think baked it? 

       GARGANTUA 
Ah! Papa! 

       GRANGOUSIER 
That’s right my giant boy. 

       (GARGANTUA runs to GRANGOUSIER.   
       GARGANTUA picks up GRANGOUSIER in   
       a bear hug.) 

 (laughing) 
If you squeeze any harder, my fundament will fall out. It is good to be home. Put me down now. 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       (GARGANTUA squeezes until both turn red   
       in the face releasing loud farts from both   
       father and son. They fall on the floor with   
       laughter.) 

       GRANGOUSIER      
      (to GARGAMELLE) 
My perfect love. You see. Grangousier is not dead. He is an actor of pretense. A birthday surprise 
for Gargantua. 

       PAGE 
To die and be reborn like our lord and savior. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How I have missed my Page. 
 (to Gargantua) 
And you, my birthday boy, with disconcerting effect the constant face grinning. Did you miss 
me? 
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       GARGANTUA 
You are my Papa. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am. And I am sorry that duty took me away. I loved your poem. Do you have another? 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The boy says no a lot. It’s a good sign. 

       GARGAMELLE 
For what? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
For conquering the world. 

       GARGANTUA 
FOR CONQUERING THE WORLD. 

       PAGE 
He does, Sir? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Does what? 

       PAGE 
Have another poem. 

       GARGANTUA 
No I don’t. 

       PAGE 
An energetic rhyme entitled, Under the Codpiece Lives a Worm. 

       GARGANTUA 
      (overlapping, cover his ears.) 
Lalalalalalalalala. 

       (GRANGOUSIER moves tenderly to    
       GARGANTUA and takes the boys hands   
       from his ears, looks into his eyes.) 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
It’s a beautiful title. Under the Codpiece Lives a Worm. A grounded title. Earthly and rooted in 
expectation; nature’s most natural and profound desire.  
  
       GARGANTUA 
It’s not a poem. It’s a song. 

       GRANGOUSIER     
Even better. Will you sing it for me? 

       (GRANGOUSIER enjoying this repartee.) 
       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
No? Why not? 

       GARGANTUA 
I don’t like you. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You don’t like me? 

       GARGANTUA 
No. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Why, boundless child? 

       GARGANTUA 
I don’t like you dead. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
But I am not dead. And you may like me now. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I did.  Like you dead. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Oh my fecund love, soon you will know how much I have yearned for your touch. 
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       (GARGANTUA moves to a box opens it and   
       takes out make up and tries to draw on   
       GRANGOUSIER’S face.) 

       GRANGOUSIER(Cont’d) 
What is this? 

       GARGANTUA 
Socrates. He is obsessed with Socrates. 

       PAGE 
I can attest to the same. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Ash him. I have given up. 

       PAGE 
I cannot explain it. It happened the way gooslings impant on their parents. 

       GARGANTUA 
We are Socrates. Socrates GARGANTUA. Socrates GRANGOUSIER. 

       (GARGANTUA draws the grin on    
       GRANGOUSIER’s face.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
All right. Will you sing for me now? 

       GARGANTUA 
Okay. 

       GARGANTUA 
      (singing off key) 
La la la la la la la la la la la la la, etc. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What about the words. 

       GARGANTUA 
No words today. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
All right. Has the boy been taught to drink? 

       PAGE 
He is too young. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Nonsense. I sucked down my first bladder when I was four. 

       GARGAMELLE 
He has sucked down bladders. Countless bladders. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I gave strict instructions to Ponocrates to teach my son about drink. Where is the professor? 

       (silence.) 

 What is happening? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I sent him away.  The indecent oaf. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Since when has this house laid claim to decency. I am against restrictions of appetite and love. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I found the Greek drinking my milk instead of feeding it to the boy. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You led the professor to your breast. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I did not. He sniffed out the boys storage. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
It is not without some compassion I feel for such desire. 
 (Beat.) 
Who has been teaching Gargantua, then? 

       (The PAGE grins.) 

You? 
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       PAGE 
Commanded by My Lady. And not without trepidation. 

       GARGAMELLE 
He has taught him well. Gargantua, show your lugubrious father something else. 

       GARGANTUA 
Must I? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You must. 

       GARGANTUA 
Okie doke. 
 (quick) 
Aristotle saith that, supposing two things contrary in their kind as good and evil, virtue and vice, 
heat and cold, white and black, pleasure and pain, joy and grief, wax on wax off— and so of 
others,— if you couple them in such manner that the contrary of one kind may agree in reason 
with the contrary of the other, it must follow by consequence that the other contrary must answer 
to the remanent opposite to that wherewith it conferred. As for example, virtue and vice are 
contrary in one kind, so are good and evil. If one of the contraries of the first kind be consonant 
to one of those of the second, as virtue and goodness, for it is clear that virtue is good, so shall 
the other two contraries, which are evil and vice, have the same connection for vice and evil. 

       (GARGANTUA plays with his codpiece.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Impressive. What good is it? 

       PAGE 
No good, Sir. It lacks any utilitarian application, but it is good for the young mind to memorize. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
In other words, the kid doesn’t know what he said. 

       PAGE 
Not a clue. He’s seven and would have preferred eating, sleeping, drinking. Playing. Or sleeping, 
eating, drinking. Playing. Or drinking, eating, sleeping. Playing. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I would have preferred the same. 
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       PAGE 
Truth. 

       (beat) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I know about you. 

       PAGE 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And your brother. 

       PAGE 
My brother? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I’ve done a little investigating while dead. You don’t actually have a brother. 

       PAGE 
But I do, Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You do. 

       PAGE 
Yes, Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Then bring him here. 

       PAGE 
I cannot. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
And why is that? 

       PAGE 
He is in the fields tending the cows. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
For what purpose? 
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       PAGE 
Herding them. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Since when do they need to be herd? 

       PAGE 
I don’t know, Sir. I have heard that the cows have been uncooperative. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I have heard this, too. 

       PAGE 
We have all heard it. That is why my brother is herding them.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
This is all nonsense to distract.  

       GARGAMELLE 
From what? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
To play pin the tail on the donkey. 

       (GARGAMELLE rolls her eyes.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
You have not changed.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
I can also posit in ridicule (French pronuciation). 

       GARGAMELLE 
That was never in question. 
 (beat) 
Seven years is a long time. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Can you not return to your voluptuous self? The self from which I have fallen. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You are talking about your own self.  
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       GRANGOUSIER 
I will reflect on that while deeply concerned that you are not happy. 

       PAGE 
We don’t have a donkey.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
What? 

       PAGE  
We don’t have a donkey. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Ah. You be the donkey. 

       PAGE 
I be the donkey? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Even better. Let us have your brother be the donkey. Retrieve your brother the donkey. 

       (GARGANTUA laughs and applauds.) 

       PAGE 
Sir. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Now, Page. 

       PAGE 
Right away, Sir. 

       (PAGE exits.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am gone seven years, complete chaos. 

       GARGAMELLE 
You should not have left. Spend time with your son. Try to catch up on seven years of neglect. 
We will sort it out later. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
My desire. You have missed me.   
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       (She exits.) 

       GRANGOUSIER(Cont’d) 
She is not pleased. Wait. I have a gift for my giant boy. Let me see the box. 
 (He finds the box he brought back from the Canaries, opens it, and  pulls out a small   
 package.) 
This is the blood of dragons perished in mortal combat, obtained from the Canary Islands. It will 
secure your health and help you grow…stick out your tongue. 

       (GARGANTUA does, and GRANGOUSIER   
       puts a drop on his tongue, and puts one on   
       his own tongue.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Bitter. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
That is how to tell if it is good for you. Now, have they kept you clean and sweet? 

       GARGANTUA 
There is not a cleaner boy than I in all the country. I have the cleanest and greatest butthole, 
Papa. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How is that? 

       GARGANTUA 
After many failed attempts, I found a way to wipe my bum, the most lordly, the most excellent, 
the most convenient that ever was seen. 

       GRAGOUSIER 
Please tell. I think. 

       GARGANTUA 
I will tell you by-and-by. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am all ears. My heart in my throat.   

       GARGANTUA 
Once I did wipe me with a gentle woman’s velvet mask, and found the softness of the silk very 
voluptuous and pleasant to my fundament.  
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       GRANGOUSIER 
As I would have. 

       GARGANTUA 
Another time, with a lady’s neckerchief. After that, I wiped once with some of her ear pieces 
made of crimson satin, but there was such a number of golden spangles in them, turdy round 
things, (a pox on them) that they fetched away all the skin of my tail with a vengeance. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I wish St. Anthony’s fire burn the bum-gut of the goldsmith that made them. 

       GARGANTUA 
And of her that wore them! 

       GRANGOUSIER 
It must have hurt. 

       GARGANTUA 
Yes. I cured it by wiping myself with a page’s cap, garnished with a feather. Afterwards, when 
dunging behind a bush, I found a march-cat, and with it I wiped my breech. But the cat’s claws 
were so sharp that they scratched and exulcerated my perineum. 

       GRANGOUSIER  
Poor boy.  

       GARGANTUA 
I recovered the next morning by wiping myself with my mother’s gloves, of a most excellent 
perfume and scent of the Arabian kind. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am proud of this most singular mind. 

       GARGANTUA 
Thank you, Papa. But all that gave me the bloody flux. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
A dangerous descent. Like the Fisher King who could not stand and could only fish. 

       GARGANTUA 
No. Not like the Fisher King. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Why not? 
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       GARGANTUA 
I wasn’t fishing. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I see. 

       GARGANTUA 
I healed by wiping me with my braguette. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Why not try a fish.  A piece of cod for instance. 

       GARGANTUA 
Papa, what is this obsession with Fish? I’m not at the end yet. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Go on. 

       GARGANTUA 
I wiped my tail in the sheets in the cover in the curtains with a cushion with arras hangings with 
a green carpet, a table-cloth, a napkin, a handkerchief and a chemise; in all I found more pleasure 
than do the mangy dogs when you rub them. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
But which ass-wipe did you find the best? 

       GARGANTUA 
Be patient, Grangousier. By and by, I am not done with this mystery. I wiped myself with hay 
with straw, with thatch-rushes, with flax, with wool with paper, but: 
 (waxing poetic) 
 who his foul tail with paper wipes, 
 shall at the bollocks leave some chips. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (grabbing his own crotch) 
Bollocks! My little rogue has been at the pot and dost rhyme today. 

       GARANTUA 
Did you not take in my poem? I rhymed gallantly till I became hoarse with rheum. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
By my dripping eyes and runny nose, you did indeed. 
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       GARGANTUA 
In shitting yes’day I did know 
the tax I to my ass did owe. 
The smell was such came from that slunk,  
that I was with it all be-stunk:  
Oh had but then some brave Signor  
brought her to me I waited for—  
In shitting. 

       (GRANGOUSIER applauds.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Oh my pretty little haggish boy, you have more excellent wit than age. How did you come by this 
talent. Never mind. My pride is in the mystery. Now I say go on in this torcheculative or wipe-
bummatory discourse. 

       GARGANTUA 
But to conclude of all the ass-wipes bum-fodders tail-napkins bunghole cleanses and wipe-
breeches, there is none in the world comparable to the neck of a goose that is well downed if you 
hold the head betwixt your legs. You feel in your nockhole a most wonderful pleasure, both in 
regard of the softness of the down and of the temperate of heat of the goose, which is easily 
communicated to the bum-gut and the rest of the inwards in so far as to come even to the regions 
of the heart and brains. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Most comforting and by God such elevated language from a seven-year-old. I think it is best  to 
go to Paris for further education. 

       GARGANTUA 
Paris? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes. 

       GARGANTUA 
Why Papa? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
In Paris they are called Parisians from the greek word parrisia signifying boldness and liberty in 
speech. It is there that your true expression would be further nutured and celebrated. 

       GARGANTUA 
My true expression? 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes my boy. 

       (PAGE enters.) 

Where is your brother? 

       PAGE 
I couldn’t find him. It is rumored that he ran off with a milkmaid. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Rumored. Since when? 

       PAGE 
Since I went to bring him to you. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I have a feeling I will never meet this brother. 

       PAGE 
Which saddens me deeply. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Right. Now why are you here? 

       PAGE 
A man has come to talk to you about the bells. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What bells? 

       PAGE 
I don’t know.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Do we have bells? 

       PAGE 
Not in the Manor. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
As I thought. What is his name? 
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       PAGE 
Janotus. He is our local campanologist. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
 A bell-ringer. 

       PAGE 
No, Sir. He does not ring the bells. He studies them. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How does one study bells without ringing them? 

       PAGE 
You willl have to ask him. Shall I bring him here? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes. 

       PAGE 
Right away, then. 

       (PAGE exits.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Bells, bells. Hells bells. Sanctus, celesta. For the life of me. 

       GARGANTUA 
There have been no bells of late, Papa. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What do you mean? 

       GARGANTUA 
Usually the bell tolls each hour and Sundays for a great while.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
And? 

       GARGANTUA 
I haven’t heard their mesmerizing chimes. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
It is the end of times when bells cease their dulcet tones announcing the hours in the day and the 
call to the lord’s prayer. 

       GARGANTUA 
That is my feeling, too. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
But why might this be? 

       GARGANTUA 
Because I procured them for myself. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You procured them? 

       GARGANTUA 
By my heart, I did. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What kind of bells are we talking?  

       GARGANTUA 
Giant bells. From towns around. From steepled churches. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
All of them? 

       GARGANTUA 
Yes. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Where are they now? 

       GARGANTUA 
Here in the Manor. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I would call this a feat of wit, genius and physical accomplishment, except the result is also one 
of disconcerting effect. You must return the bells. 

       GARGANTUA 
I don’t want to. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
Tell me why, my Tromboned Thomas. 

       GARGANTUA 
They sooth me.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Does Gargamelle know about these stolen bells? 

       GARGANTUA 
She does not. And how can something be stolen when they belong to me? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
They do not belong to you. 

       GARGANTUA 
They do. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
When the screw turns. You are a belligerent Poke, aren’t you? 

       GARGANTUA 
I have been a daffodil without a father, fritillaries in the wind. The bells are my compass, my 
comfort, my hoop skirt, my ericaceous and tulips, yellow bells and bindweed— 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Then pick flowers, for God’s sake. 

       GARGANTUA 
They are shaped like Mama. I love Mama’s shape. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (gazing off) 
Bell-shaped she is.  
 (coming out of it.) 
Enough. This is most surprising. You will return the bells. 

       GARGANTUA 
I will not. 

       (JANOTUS enters.) 
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       JANOTUS 
Hem, hem. Good day Sirs. Your Page has sent me in. My name is Janotus. I couldn’t help 
overhearing. It is but reason that you should restore us our bells, for we have great need of them. 
We have often refused good money for them from those of London and Cahors, yea and those of 
Bordeaux in Brie. This being beside the point, we cannot mark the hours of the day. There is 
chaos on Sundays. If you restore them at my request, I shall gain by it six baskets of sausage and 
a fine pair of breeches, which will do my legs a great deal of good, or else they will not keep 
their promise to me. Ha ha…Hem… 

       (He has a little coughing fit.) 

       GRANGSOUSIER 
Are you all right? 

       JANOTUS 
Never better. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I see. 

       JANOTUS 
Ignore this fit of coughing. My left lung was compromised by the Kings Touch when I was a 
boy. They say it gives me character. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
That it does. And you are the bell ringer? 

       JANOTUS 
Bell keeper. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
How come I do not know you? 

       JANOTUS 
By myself, I came to this area only two years ago. I believe Lord Grangousier was in the 
Canaries. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes. But how did you become the keeper of our bells? 

       JANOTUS 
It is a sad story that I came to it. I was passing through visiting my cousin, who was the bell 
keeper before me.  
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       JANOTUS(Cont’d) 
One night during a terrble storm, he climbed the tower to ring the warning bell and was struck by 
a lightening bolt. Sadly he died, and I felt obliged to continue his service for your community. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am sorry to hear this. 

       JANOTUS 
Yes, I am sorry too. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What about your own obligations elsewhere? 

       JANOTUS 
I was between jobs. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
So it was a convenience that your cousin was scorched, blistered, carbonized charred toast. 

       JANOTUS 
Cruelly put, but yes. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
All right. 
 (to GARGANTUA) 
Well. Where are they? 

       GARGANTUA 
Hidden away. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Will you not restore them to this good man? To the countryside. 

       GARGANTUA 
I will not. 
 (beat) 
 I am unmovable to the point. 

       JANOTUS 
I see that we are at an impasse.  
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       JANOTUS(Cont’d) 
By my soul, I have seen the time that I could play the devil in arguing, but now I am much failed, 
and henceforward want nothing but a cup of good wine, a good bed, my back to the fire, my 
belly to the table, and a good deep dish. I beseech you, in nominee patris filii et sancti Amen, to 
restore unto us our bells and God keep you from evil. Hem. 
 (coughing) 
Therefore be assured, until you have restored them to us, we will never leave crying after you, 
like a blind man that hath lost his staff, baying like an ass without a crupper, and making a noise 
like a cow with out cymbals.  
 (beat) 
Thank you for your ventilation. 

       (JANOTUS has a coughing fit as he leaves.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (looking after JANOTUS) 
Poor man needs a good airing. 
 (furious) 
Where are the bells? 

       (GARGANTUA yawns, feigning boredom.) 

Why this rebellion? 

       GARGANTUA 
Why not? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Why not? 

       GARGANTUA 
Why not. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
WHY NOT?! 

       GARGANTUA 
I am a giant man. A bellicose dude, filled with bellicosity. I am Socrates. 

       GRANGOSIER 
You are Socrates. 
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       GARGANTUA 
I am Socrates, The Bell King. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
We shall see about this apostasy. 
  
       (GRANGOUSIER storms out.) 

       GRANGOUSIER (Off Stage) 
      (calling) 
Gargamelle. 

       (A rock flies through the window. Gargantua 
       picks up the rock, goes to the window, looks   
       out, throws the rock down.) 

       GARGAMELLE’S CHAMBER 

       (GARGAMELLE is furiously writing.   
       GRANGOUSIER enters agitated, he stops   
       and stares at her.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What are you doing? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I have taken up writing. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Since when? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Since you left for the yeast wars. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You are clever with your puns, my love. You say yeast and my heart rises in anticipation of a hot 
oven.  
  
       (She ignores him, returning to her writing.) 

It is true I baked and saved lives. I have returned to your arms, so you may stop now. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Thank you. I do not wish to stop, and I do not need your arms. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
But you must. I am your husband. 

       GARGAMELLE 
And I am a Princess. I married down. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
So untender toward my tenders. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Your loquacious charm has lost its tact. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
If the vacancy from your heart is related to my tenancy in the Canaries, will you forgive my 
truancy. I had no choice. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Maybe. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I live most attentively on that maybe…Do not defer my hope. It will make me sick. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Sure. Whatever. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What is this scribble? 

       GARGAMELLE 
A novel. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The story? Is it about Grangousier? About Grangousier and Gargamelle - eternal lovers. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
No. That cannot be. Tell me then. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
You may read it when it is done. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
A hint, a crumb to its theme. Its message. 

       GARGAMELLE 
No. Go away now. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
All right. But I must talk to you about our most frustrating son. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Can it not wait? You interrupt the flow. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am afraid not…Please. 

       GARGAMELLE 
All right. If we must. 

       GRANGOSOUSIER 
Thank you, my blushing mushroom. Now I ask, and take no offense, respectfully, what kind of 
household have you been running? 

       GARGAMELLE 
A pleasant one until someone woke from the dead. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You did not enjoy my tender foolery. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Hardly. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
I am sorry then. 

       GARGAMELLE 
What about Gargantua? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
He has taken to roguery, Enfant Terrible. It seems a very sudden turn. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
What do you mean? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
The bells. 

       GARGAMELLE 
What bells? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
He has stolen the bells from the church steeples. 

       GARGAMELLE 
I have noticed a certain silence during the hours’ intervals. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
He made a most prideful confession. Boastful and opulent. 

       GARGAMELLE 
He inhereted that quality from you. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
What will we do? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Ask him to give them back. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
He refuses and has hid them somewhere. 

       GARGAMELLE 
How many bells? And they must be large bells. Heavy bells. Where could he have hidden them 
that could not easily be found? 

       GRANGOUSIER 
That is true. We must find them quickly. I fear a rebellion from the peasantry. They need their 
bells. 
       GARGAMELLE 
Go then.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes. Will you come with? I am rung out. 



90

       GARGAMELLE 
Where is Gargantua, now?  

       GRANGOUSIER 
I left him gloating. Tintinabulating. Please Gargamelle, let us bring a united front together as 
progenitors. 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (resigned) 
Lead the way. 

       (They exit. Offstage shouting from outside:   
       “Give us back the bells. “Bell-thief,  Bell-  
       freak, Freak of nature., etc. 

        
       THE PLAY ROOM 

       (GARGANTUA stares out the window   
       listening to the shouting.) 

       GARGANTUA 
My bells. My bells. Ignorant drunkards. How do you like this face? 
 (He makes an ugly face.) 
You scum. You scavengers. Cock-a-doodle doo. Cock-a-doodle doo. I AM SOCRATES. THE 
BELL KING. 
 (He leaves the window and looks for  something to throw.) 
Scum. Scavengers. 
 (Grabs the birthday cake, returns to the window. Shouting) 
Up here. Up here. I have them. I have the bells. And I have cake. 
 (He throws the cake out the window.) 
 Haha. Gargantua is the Bell King. 
 (playing at subjects of a King.) 
Oh, Our Lord Gargantua. King Socrates. You are our yoke, our headstone, our sound bow. Our 
clapper.  
 (as himself) 
Get on your knees and bow down to your new king. Bow down to the Bell King. 

       (Shouts from below, “Bell-Thief. Down   
       with the brat. Give us our bells, etc.” 

       He blows a raspberry out the window as  
       PAGE runs in.) 
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       PAGE 
Gargantua. Socrates. 

       GARGANTUA 
      (to PAGE) 
They are all fools.  
 (out the window) 
Fools. You will never get your bells back until you bow down to the Bell King. 

       PAGE 
Gargantua. 

       GARGANTUA 
They must bow down. 

       (GRANGOUSIER and GARGAMELLE   
       enter.) 

       PAGE 
Come away from the window. 

       GARGANTUA 
Bell King, Bell King, Bell King. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
See, his mind has fallen out. 

       PAGE 
      (going to one knee.) 
Your Highness the Bell King. We would not want you to get hurt.  

       GRANGOUSIER 
Yes, my son. Listen to our good Page, we do not want you to get hurt. 

       GARGANTUA 
And who is it that speaks to me now? You should be down there with the riff-raff. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (furious) 
I. AM. YOUR. FATHER. 
 (to GARGEMELLE) 
Say something. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
It is your own fault….My beautiful boy, supper is ready. 

       (GARGANTUA hesitates.) 

       GARGANTUA 
      (hesitating) 
What is for supper? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Page. 

       PAGE 
Yes. Supper. Baked turkey with bruised bones seasoned with salt and pepper and a good store of 
butter. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Mmmmmm, what else? 
 (to Gargamelle) 
I see your strategy. It is a good strategy. 

       (More shouts from down below.) 

       PAGE 
Then a hotspot of leek half cooked with marjoram and mint chopped together, nutmeg and a 
handful of Genoese peppers, some butter, a bit of wine, adding egg yolk with wine and verjuice. 

       GARGANTUA 
There is a time to eat and time to fight. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Something else, Page? 

       PAGE 
I don’t know. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Venison jerky. 

       GARGANTUA 
I like jerky. 
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       GRANGOUSIER 
A mother’s touch. Page, bring the Bell King some jerky. 

       PAGE 
Right away. 

       GARGANTUA 
I want Peacock. 

       GRANGOSUIER 
Peacock?  You don’t want jerky? 

       GARGANTUA 
I want peacock. 

       PAGE 
His Heinie wants peacock. 

       (More shouts from the window. A rock flies  
       through the window and almost hits    
       GARGANTUA.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (panicking) 
Do we have peacock? 

       PAGE 
Four Sir. Pets wandering freely on the property. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Tell the cook to prepare a peacock.. 

       GARGANTUA 
The peacock must be prepared properly.  First you must kill the peacock. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
Of course. Kill the peacock. 

       PAGE 
Kill the peacock. 
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       (Shouts from below continue through   
       Gargantua’s speech, maybe another rock or   
       two that Gargantua would pick up and   
       throw back down.) 

       GARGANTUA 
By draining its blood from under its throat as with a pig; but first take out its tongue. Then slice 
it under its body. From the top of its breast to its tail, slicing only the skin and removing it gently 
so that it is not damaged. After you have skinned it, pull the skin back right up to the head, then 
cut away the head, which will remain attached to the skin. Do the same with the legs, and 
likewise the tail, taking out the leg bones so that the iron will make the peacock stand up. Then 
take the skinned carcass and set it to roast stuck with cardoons. Baste it with grease often enough 
that it will to burn, and stick it with whole cloves, and fill it with the Piglet stuffing but without 
garlic. Cook it gently so its neck does not burn. If the neck should get too much heat, cover it 
with a damp cloth. When it is cooked, take it down and redress it in its skin, whose inside you 
have coated with spices, salt and cinnamon. Then, when you have put its skin back in, get an 
apparatus of iron driven into a large cutting boars and shoe this iron through its feet and legs so it 
cannot be seen. In this way the peacock will be standing so that it will seem to be alive. And to 
make it breath fire through its mouth, get a little camphor with a little fine cotton-wool around it 
and put this into the peacock’s bed and soak it with a little aquavita. When it is ready to serve, set 
the fire to the cotton-wool, this way it will breathe fire for a long time. To make it more 
magnificent you can cover the peacock with gold leaf and then cover it with its skin. 
  
       (More shouts and slurs from the window.) 

They are all fools. 
 (GARGANTUA  returns to the window.) 
Fools. 

       (He blows another raspberry.) 

       GRANGOUSIER 
      (running to the window) 
We will get you the bells.  
 (to below.) 
Go home please. It’s just an innocent prank. He is only seven. He will give them back. 

       GARGANTUA 
I will not. 

       GRANGOUSIER 
You will. 
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       GARGANTUA 
Up your bunghole, Papa. 

       (He pushes GRANGOUSIER out the    
       window.  
       GRANGOUSIER screams until a thud from   
       the ground and surprised “cries”from the   
       crowd. 

       GARGAMELLE stands by in shock.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Riff raff. 
        
       (PAGE runs to the window, looks out.) 

       PAGE 
The world is upside down. 

       (GARGANTUA pushes PAGE out the   
       window. THUD.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Now it is. 

       GARGAMELLE 
What have you done? 

       GARGANTUA 
What, Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Come away from the window. 

       GARGANTUA 
What did I do, Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Now. 

       (He moves into the room.) 

Sit down over there. 
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       GARGANTUA 
Did I do something wrong? 

       GARGAMELLE 
Yes. 

       (She looks out the window. ) 
       GARGANTUA 
Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
I am very angry with you.  

       GARGANTUA 
But Mama… 

       GARGAMELLE 
People are not your play things. 

       GARGANTUA 
They want to take away my bells. Bong bong.  I love the bells. They remind me of Mama. They 
remind of when I came into the light. Donnez-moi  a boire. Miew miew. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Stay in your room. 

       (She exits.)  

       GARGANTUA 
Miew miew. 

       (More shouts and slurs from below. He runs   
       to the window.) 

       GARGANTUA 
      (shouting) 
BONG BONG…BONG BONG…BONG BONG. 

       (Blackout.) 
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       ONE WEEK LATER 

       (The Play Room. GARGAMELLE sits on the  
       throne.  PAGE is in a wheelchair, his head   
       and both arms bandaged and in slings.  
  
       GRANGOUSIER is bandaged from head to   
       toe, only his eyes and mouth are visible.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
Come in now. Our guest are waiting. 

       (GARGANTUA walks in. He is contrite. She   
       turns to the audience.) 
        
Gargantua has something he wants to say. 
 (To Gargantua) 
Go on. 

       GARGANTUA 
From greatest friends we desire to appease 
That thereby our remorse shall never die 
Bad behavior in time’s memory decrease 
Your tender hearts bear witness to my cry 
Give light to hope and reconciliation 
The return of God’s confessional tones 
For Sunday Mass to find its place again 
Whilst hour by hour by hour by day by week 
Life’s daily comfort be 
I apologize to all of thee. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Very nice. 

       GARGANTUA 
I wrote it myself. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Good boy. 

       PAGE 
It’s awkward in rhyme and meter at best. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Did you want to say something, Page? 

       PAGE 
Yes, the boy has matured. 

       GARGAMELLE 
Thank you, Page.  
 (to GARGANTUA) 
Say thank you. 

       GARGANTUA 
Thank you. 

       (GRANGOUSIER makes some noise to get   
       attention.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
My husband. Would you like to add to this transcendent moment. 

       (GRANGOUSIER tries to say something,   
       seems to object, but can only grunt, spit and   
       drool on himself.  

       GARGAMELLE moves to him, turns his   
       wheelchair around so that his back it to the   
       audience.) 

       GARGAMELLE 
      (turning to the audience) 
I think Grangousier’s sentiment is forgiveness. Don’t you think so, Page? 

       (PAGE gives her a thumbs up.) 

       GARGANTUA 
Mama? 

       GARGAMELLE 
What is it, dear boy. 

       GARGANTUA 
I have one more thing I want to say. 
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       GARGAMELLE 
Go on then. 

       (GARGANTUA blows raspberries at    
       the audience.) 

       Black out.  

       End


