The Ancient Mariner

(a play based on the famous poem by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 1798,
by Christian Lanciai, September 2024)

The characters:
Four ladies

Three gentlemen
The Ancient Mariner



Mariner I am no good, and I know it. I am a wreck of the past and suffer from it
myself in extreme unpleasantness. I shouldn’t be alive, I should have died long ago
and relieved humanity of my awkward presence, presenting only gruesomeness and
unendurable discomfort, but I cannot kill myself, because that would be the supreme
crime against life. Whatever I am and am not, I am not a criminal.

They found me a picturesque character in the street and saw that I had
gone through something and had something to tell, so they invited me to their
gathering, a nice society muster, for the sake of pleasant entertaining and coming
together for company’ sake to avoid the risk of boredom, they invited me to add a
touch of originality and something different to their polished and refined society and
entertain them by telling my experience at sea and my story. They don’t know what
they have asked for.

They insisted so I could not refuse, even though I warned them of what
would probably shock them, but they just insisted the more earnestly, they apparently
found me interesting, so I have no choice but to oblige them. I am afraid they will have
to blame themselves.

At least I will get some food and maybe drink also, so I have nothing to
lose, it will not be a gamble, but they certainly do not know what they have asked for.
(enters the salon with many fashionable guests, all dressed up nicely for a very social
gathering.)

Lady 1 There he is, the man I told you about! We found him in the market and
were so touched by his picturesque appearance, a typical real sailor with a world of
ocean adventures behind him, and I immediately longed to hear his story. I was so
happy he took my invitation seriously. I am sure we will all find him a most interesting
character. Welcome, mister Mariner?

Mariner I would be obliged to be without a name. Mr. Mariner is as name as good
as anything. It will do for tonight.

Lady 2 We are most thrilled to have you here.

Gentleman 1 Isn’t he rather shabby?

Lady 1 Forget it, Sir. I am sure he is clean enough. Or else he wouldn’t have come
here. He is well aware of what kind of a house this is, I am sure.

Lady 3 We long to hear your story, old man. You must have been around all the
seven seas quite a lot.

Mariner On that point, madam, I am sure I will not disappoint you.

Lady 4 I don’t know if you look more like Methuselah or Ahasverus?

Mariner I could be both.

Lady 4 Are you that old?

Mariner I am ancient, you know.

Gentleman 2 1 believe we have got ourselves a real entertainer if not even something
of an outstanding actor capable of wondrous performances, judging from his ancient
resources of a remarkable seamanship.

Mariner I will try not to disappoint you.



Gentleman 3 You must understand that our expectations are constantly increasing. We
hope you don’t mind.

Mariner Of course not. I am used to the worst.

Gentleman 3 1 gathered as much.

Gentleman 2 What is then the worst?

Gentleman 3 Please, gentlemen, don’t stress him. We must think of our ladies and
remember that their delicacy will not stand just anything of male crudity.

Lady 2 I am sure we could take as much of our guest’s experiences theoretically
as he himself survived them physically.

Mariner Thank you, my lady. But you don’t know what you are in for.

Gentleman 2 Tell us about that worst experience of yours.

Gentleman 3 Why do you want to know everything directly?

Gentleman 2 If the worst is the worst we might as well have done with it directly.
Lady 2 I must agree.

Lady 1 I believe we would all agree. Women are never as squeamish as they seem.
Gentleman 1 Indeed, I have found the frankness of some women much more shocking
than any male crudity.

Lady 1 So proceed, please, gentle Mariner, as you see we are well prepared.
Mariner Not for this I am sure.
Gentleman 2 What happened?




Mariner (gets something dreamy in his eyes) We were sailing far south into uncharted
seas. The winds were unfavourable, we could not turn north, there were icebergs all
around us, threatening to squeeze us and crush us to death, but we were not alone.
Even nature herself found the situation intolerable, and a poor albatross hanged
around our ship and could not find her way out of the labyrinth of the obtrusive
icebergs that fenced us in. So the albatross found our ship something of an oasis and
landed and stayed with us, waiting with us for the waters to clear. But they didn’t. The
prison of their massive walls kept closing in on us and narrowing our shrinking stretch
of water. The albatross as something of a stowaway was seen as a bad omen and the
demon of our desperate situation, our supplies were running short, we had to ration
our water and remaining bread, and the albatross was felt like the curse of our ship.
To deal with the intolerable situation I shot it, I thought that might lift the curse, but it
did not. Instead the situation grew worse. Then the ice kept us in a screw-vice, we got
scurvy and the men began to die, there was no relief, the situation just continued to
worsen, and superstition got hold of the crew. They began to believe that I was
responsible for the curse, since I was the one who had shot the albatross, and to
accentuate my culpability they hung the dead albatross around my neck, refusing to
let me relieve myself of it. It was a vicious circle with no way out. The ice kept us
prisoners, and more and more of us just died of despair and hunger, thirst and
languishment, while I had to go on carrying the dead albatross as the one to blame for
all their atrocious sufferings.

Lady 4 This is indeed getting rather disconcerting.

Gentleman 1 Who brought him here in the first place? This is hardly a suitable
entertainment for ladies.

Lady 1 Do you mean that we should show him out in the street without having heard
the conclusion?

Gentleman 3 Is there any conclusion? It just seems to get constantly worse all the time.
Lady 1 He has survived, hasn’t he? So he must have seen the end of it and come out
of it alive.

Mariner If only I had died with all the others. That would have relieved me of the
worst pain of all.

Gentleman 2 What was that?

Mariner We had no choice. We had nothing to eat. We were starving to death in
scurvy and loss of appetite and could drink only melted ice, and dead bodies were
accumulating. A few of us decided to cut them up, and thus they provided themselves
with some meat and others who were interested.

Gentleman 2 So you turned into cannibals?

Mariner Only by necessity. We had no choice. But those who did eat human flesh
died anyway, so that was actually no solution. The curse remained fixed like a shackle
around my neck, and they forbade me to remove it. It was my fault, and I had to bear
it.

Lady 4 Could you not eat the albatross?



Mariner The albatross is a sacred bird. Many seamen believe albatrosses to be
sailors lost at sea, their spirits take seats in albatrosses, so no one dares to kill an
albatross. That was my outrageous crime. [ had killed an albatross, and for that reason
the curse of the ship and of the entire crew became my own.

Lady 2 How were you finally rescued then?




Mariner I wasn’t. They all died. I was finally alone on board with the dead
albatross, and never could I have imagined such loneliness. I was more than forlorn, I
was lost and going mad of thirst and hunger, as no one could object any more I finally
relieved myself of the dread albatross and cast it down the keelson, and almost
immediately the ice gave way. I was floating free, but the horror of the loneliness with
all those dead bodies on board! I had none for company but the ghosts of the dead that
constantly haunted me, accusing me and never allowing me to sleep...

Gentleman 1  This is enough. Why don’t we just throw him out? His intolerable
performance shame us all by his absurdity of a tall tale that no one could put any
credence to or even endure for its horrors.

Lady 2 I would like to hear the end of the story.

Lady 1 The mariner is our guest. I invited him here, as a guest he is sacred, and
he stays, without anyone having the right to interfere with his tale.

Gentleman 1 But it is just a tall story!

Lady 1 Is it? I am not so sure. His appearance bears witness of an undeniable
truth. You don’t make such things up.

Lady 3 At sea anything may happen.

Mariner True, and it did.

Lady 2 So go on then.

Gentleman 2 He warned us of his story. We made him tell it. Now we will have to bear
it to the end.

Mariner I was all alone with all the ghosts, and they haunted me and taunted me,
cursing me and driving me mad in my hallucinations of thirst and hunger, and I called
to them:

“Why don’t you leave me alone? I killed the albatross for you, to relieve
us from the curse of our situation, but you chained med to the albatross, I had to bear
the burden of our curse alone, while you all died and left me alone, letting me down
by forcing me to live on alone in a nightmare of a reality that no one was guilty of,
while you all blamed me for it, and now I alone am alive while you all are dead and
gone but still go on harassing me as ghosts and unblessed spirits, drifting in utter
darkness towards nowhere in a dark hole of the night on my way into the
unfathomable abyss of madness while you all are comfortable dead...”

Gentleman 1 It is enough. Throw him out. He is just a madman and a beggar who
never should have been let in here.

Gentleman 3 This was supposed to have been a delightful evening of light
entertainment and not a nightmare performance of horrors.

Lady 3 Give him at least something to drink. The poor fellow has thirsted enough.
Lady 1 Quite right, Hemione. What the man needs is a drink.

Gentleman 1 You will never get rid of him like this.

Lady 1 We only have ourselves to blame. We let him in and asked him to tell his
story, he has only followed our command, and so we have to follow him to his end.



Gentleman 2 Just take it easy and don’t get delirious, my friend. You are among friends
here. We will take care of you. You need not fear from any ghosts, corpses or unblessed
spirits here among us. We are quite immune to such fancies.

Mariner They are no fancies! They are real!

Gentleman 2 Of course they are, but they are not here. They are of the past. You must
not get mixed up with them anymore.

Mariner That’s easier said than done. They still keep haunting me.

Lady 1 There, take this. It will do you good. (offers him a glass. He drinks it.) Feeling
better now?

Mariner (looking at her adoringly) Remarkably!

Lady 2 We are still waiting for the end of the tale.

Mariner There is no end to it. Ghosts and spirits live on forever. They will never
leave you alone until you become one of them.

Gentleman 2 He is hallucinating.

Lady 1 No wonder with such a troubled past.

Lady 2 It is a wonder he survived.

Lady 3 Perhaps he didn’t. Perhaps he is just a ghost. Perhaps he is a ghost of that
very ship.

Lady 1 Now, don’t get hysterical, Hermione. You can see for yourself that he is
alive. He drinks and is of flesh and blood, isn’t he?

Gentleman 1 He is a bum and beggar and nothing else and has just come to spoil our
merry coming together. We want no parasites here. You brought him in, madam.
Please throw him out back into the gutter, where he came from and where he belongs,
or I will do it.

Lady 2 Have pity on the old man! He has done no harm only survived some
terrible experience, which has brought him wisdom of a kind that is lacking in all of
us. He must tell us more. Or we will never be able to forgive ourselves for our
heartlessness.

Gentleman 1 Look at him! His beard is long and dirty and disgusting, he smells of
living in the gutter, anyone can see that he is no good, and you brought in a thing like
that, like a cat with some massacred rat.

Lady 1 If you go on like this, Sir, you will be the one who is thrown out. I will not
tolerate any violation of my hospitality.

Gentleman 2 Please, ladies and gentlemen, let’s have patience both with our man and
with ourselves. We are not inhuman, and our guest is after all a man and a human
being who deserves our compassion for his hardships. I would also like to know the
end of his story.

Lady 2 We all do, I am sure.

Gentleman 1 T apologize. I did not mean to make matters worse than they already are,
as no one can deny that this fellow has spoiled our party.

Gentleman 2 Sit down and hold your mouth for God’s sake!

Gentleman 1 There is no reason to get angry with me for observing the truth.



Lady 1 Sit down and hold your mouth, both of you! Pray continue, dear Mr.
Mariner.

Mariner It was never my intention to cause any disturbance. If you want to, I will
of course leave at once without bothering you any further.

Lady 2 We won't allow it! We have to hear the rest!

Mariner Very well, madam, but as I told you before, it will be at your own peril.
Lady 1 We are all bent on taking that risk.

Mariner (turning politely to the first gentleman) If you excuse me, Sir, I seem to have no
choice.

Gentleman 1 (vexed) Oh, just get on with it, and let us get it over with!

Mariner I did not bother to get rid of the bodies, they were frozen stiff, and I was
too weak to have the strength to heave them over board, since they had grown to their
double in weight, when dying and swelling and then freezing stiff, so I just let them
be, and even as dead they were a kind of company, as I still associated with their spirits
and talked to them and shared the horror of my situation with them...

Gentleman 1 Can our ladies really stand this?

Gentleman 2 Oh, don’t start again now! Let he poor old man speak!

Gentleman 1 But he drags us down into a pit of darkness, horror and despair!
Gentleman 2 It was not his fault.

Lady 2 I shudder. Did you really eat of the dead bodies? At least you had enough
food on board then. But did you have enough to drink?

Mariner There was a store of rum. Thanks to that I could endure the unendurable.
I kept constantly somewhat drunk, and that was the only way for me to cope with it
all.

Lady 2 You certainly did not lack good spirits and entertainment.

Lady 3 I must say that this is amazing. Shouldn’t we serve him with another
drink, just to keep his spirits up?

Gentleman 1 My ladies, you are turning the whole thing into a grotesque show of
morbidity. This is going over the top.

Mariner I am sorry. As I said. I am ready to leave at any moment.

Gentleman 1 Then do so, for Pete’s sake, before we all stifle in your nightmare horrors!
(rises, grabs the Mariner, pushes him out of the company, opens the door and throws him out.)
There! You can tell your story to the crows and ravens and scavengers!

Lady 1 That was cruel.

Lady 2 You have robbed us of our pleasure, Sir, and spoiled the evening.
Gentleman 1 (upset and angry) Have I? I just relieved you of a terrorist, a cannibal, a
stowaway, a parasite, a dirty old man, a scavenger and guttersnipe! I will not have
stinking tramps in my vicinity!

Lady 1 You are heartless and have ruined our evening.

Gentleman 1 Ladies, come to your senses, please! The fellow was nothing but a stinking
nuisance and monster of a rat!

Lady 3 He was just getting warm, but you threw him back out into the cold.



Lady 1 I must order you to immediately go out and get him back. No one insults
any guest of mine in my house.

Gentleman 1 Do you really insist? You don’t see what is good for you. You will come
to regret it. His story just got constantly worse and more gruesome. Who knows what
he would summon next.

Lady 2 That’s precisely what we would like to know.

Gentleman 1 This evening has really bolted over the top. (rises to go out.)

Lady 4 I just hope we haven’t insulted him.

Lady 2 Insulted whom? The angry gentleman?

Lady 4 No, our dear Mariner.

Lady 1 Judging from his appearance, I believe he has got used to worse treatment
than ours.

Lady 2 Poor man!

Gentleman 1 (returns) 1 am sorry. I can’t find him. He is gone.

Lady 4 You scared him away!

Gentleman 1 1just couldn’t bear with him. I am sorry.

Lady 3 Maybe he will come back. We did after all treat him well with some drink.
Lady 1 If he has any pride he will never come back again. Do make another try,
Archibald. He must be out there somewhere.

Gentleman 1 1f you insist. I actually begin to feel a little remorse myself. (goes out again.)
Lady 2 I do hope he finds him.

Lady 3 Me too. I would not miss the end of his story for all the world.

Lady 4 He must ultimately have been saved though, and so the story must at least
have a happy end.

Lady 2 And we would not miss that, would we?

Lady 3 Wouldn't it be nice with a good cup of tea now?

Lady 2 Yes, with scones. What a wonderful idea!

Lady 1 I have been waiting for that signal the whole evening. Everything is ready.

It’s just to move on to the splendour of the cozy part.
Gentleman 2 1 wouldn’t mind having something to drink with it.

Lady 1 What for instance?

Gentleman 2 Whisky. Or Punch.

Lady 1 I am afraid we only have punch.

Gentleman 2 Fair enough. But you did have some rum for our Mariner.

Lady 1 If that is what you prefer, there is no problem.

Gentleman 2 Thank you.

Lady 2 I wonder what happened to our two adversaries. Have they got lost, do
you think?

Lady 1 I am sure they will turn up.

Lady 3 We still need that end of the story.

Lady 4 I'll never be able to get rid of the image of our poor old mariner alone on

a sinking ship with dead bodies lying spread all over the ship and he strung with a
dead albatross around his neck.



Lady 2 In a gloomy night of compact darkness with only storm and terror and
icebergs all around.

Lady 3 Do you really think it was a true story?

Lady 2 He did survive, didn’t he?

Lady 3 What of it?

Lady 2 So it must have been true, since only he survived to tell the story.
Lady 3 I am not so sure.

Lady 2 What makes you doubtful.

Lady 3 The albatross. You don’t hang a dead albatross around a sailor’s neck.

Lady 2 But he had shot it. They did it to mark him for the curse of the killed
albatross. You never kill an albatross at sea, if you are a sailor. But he did it. And that
brought the curse on the whole ship.

Lady 3 And so they all died.

Lady 2 Yes.

Lady 3 That’s exactly what doesn’t make sense. Only he killed the bird, but all the
others suffered for it, while he survived. There is something here that doesn’t fit.
Lady 2 We'll hear when he comes back.

Lady 3 If he does.

Lady 2 At least our angry gentleman has to come back.

Lady 3 Unless he has got a touch of the dead albatross.

Gentleman 2 1It’s all superstition. Everyone is superstitious at sea. It's so common with
sailors that there are no exceptions.

(Gentleman 1 returns with the mariner, their arms around each other.)

Lady 1 Welcome back. What happened?

Gentleman 1 1found him at a pub, so we took the opportunity to have a drink together.
Mariner Do you still have something of that miraculous rum?

Lady 1 Of course. There is tea and scones also.

Mariner Thank you, I'll settle for just the rum.

Gentleman 3 You weren’t very long at the pub then.

Gentleman 1 We were thrown out.

Gentleman 3 How come?

Mariner I am used to it. I always get thrown out. You remember perhaps that I was
also thrown out of here.

Gentleman 3 Yes, by the very gentleman whose company you found at the pub.
Gentleman 1 They wanted to throw out him alone. I had a sudden rush of solidarity
and decided to follow him.

Lady 1 Well done.

Gentleman 3 But why would they throw him out? Didn’t he belong there?

Gentleman 1 He started bragging about his albatross. The same story. Someone took
offence. There was a quarrel. Several took a stand for the mariner. They argued. Then
a fight broke out. I then took the mariner by the arm and walked out with him. I believe
they are still fighting there.
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Mariner It’s all my fault. I should never have come here in the first place. I don’t
mix with people. I always get into trouble. They can’t stand me. I am too controversial.
Gentleman 1 Don’t take it so hard. You are just original. That’s your only sin.

Mariner Is that a sin then?

Gentleman 1 Not as long as you don’t bring the dead albatross with you inside.
Mariner I could do that also. I kept it and stuffed it to preserve it as a reminder of
all my dead friends.

Gentleman 2 Could you bring it here?

Mariner Of course.

Gentleman 2 That would be sensational.

Gentleman 1 Are you not afraid of scaring the ladies?

Gentleman 2 1 think our ladies could stomach almost anything by now, and a dead
albatross would hardly shock them to death. It might disgust them though, especially
if it smells.

Mariner It used to have a lot of worms, and they did smell indeed, but they are
gone now. The conservation killed them all.

Lady 1 If you brought your dead albatross here it would certainly bring a change
to our formal meetings.

Gentleman 2 Go ahead. I think you have everyone’s blessing.

Mariner You have asked for it. (leaves)

Lady 1 Do you think he will find his way back here alone?

Gentleman 1 We will take that risk.

Lady 1 But if he goes to that pub again.

Gentleman 1 That will be at his own risk. I will not help him out of that again.

Lady 1 Let’s hope he will make it, with or without the albatross.

Gentleman 1 1 am sure he will. After all, he did make it through the whole Polar sea.
Lady 1 But there were no drunks there and no one to fight.

Gentleman 1 Except all the ghosts, and they can put up a harder fight than any mortal.
Lady 1 You speak as if you had experience.

Gentleman 1 Who does not carry along a full wardrobe of skeletons through all his life?
Lady 1 I just hope the other ladies won’t be too shocked.

Gentleman 1 It will only do them good if they are.

Lady 3 The ancient mariner seems to be taking over the entire evening for us,
especially if he would even bring that dead albatross. That would at least prove his
story to be true.

Gentleman 2 Do you really need physical evidence?

Lady 3 No, but it would be nice if he actually would produce it.

Gentleman 3 That would really make this evening our most sensational gathering ever.
Gentleman 2 1just hope no one will faint. That would be pretty awkward.

Gentleman 1 If anyone faints we will carry her out.

Lady 1 I think everyone’s expectations are increasing.

Gentleman 1 Don’t you think we would need some more refreshments?
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Lady 1 Certainly. There is plenty of tea left. Please help yourselves. Be your own
mothers.

Gentleman 1 1 was thinking of more serious stuff.

Lady 1 You just name it. There is brandy and rum, port and punch and just about
anything. An open house must never keep its guests thirsty.

Gentleman 2 Thank you. That’s just what we need. (helps himself.)

Gentleman 3 Do you really believe that old tattered man’s tall tale to be true?
Gentleman 1 We are obliged to give him a chance.

Gentleman 3 He might never turn up again, though.

Gentleman 1 He wasn’t too drunk. He was just a bit refreshed.

Gentleman 3 And so were you.

Gentleman 1 He was an old customer at that pub.

Gentleman 3 And maybe you were as well.

Lady 1 He seemed quite harmless but very picturesque.

Gentleman 2 A very unusual man for our company.

Lady 1 That’s why I took him in.

Mariner (enters with the albatross) Do you believe me now?

Lady 4 Oh, the horror! (faints)

Lady 1 That’s what I was afraid of. We have never had dead birds in the house
before, unless it was tiny sparrows brought in by the cat.

Mariner Don’t be appalled. It is just a dead thing. It can do no harm.

Lady 3 But the symbol of it is absolutely terrifying.

Lady 1 What do you mean?

Lady 3 With the dead bird must inevitable also follow all the spirits of the dead
consumed men.

Lady 4 (has woken up, swoons again)

Lady 2 That’s all we wanted, wasn’t it? Evidence of the facts of the tall story.
Gentleman 2 We are convinced. You don’t have to demonstrate the fact of the dead
albatross any more. You are welcome to leave, to spare the ladies.

Mariner As you wish, Sir. (leaves again.)

Lady 2 We shouldn’t exile the poor man out into the cold dreary night again.
Gentleman 2 He is used to it. The weather and the darkness do not bother him.

Lady 2 But the loneliness! The desertion! His anguish reactivated!

Gentleman 3 That was perhaps his only proper environment.

Lady 3 We can’t risk having all those dead spirits here again!

Gentleman 2 We never saw them.

Lady 3 But we felt them!

Gentleman 2 Did we?

Lady 3 The mere reminder of all those consumed men, eaten up almost alive,
roasted or maybe even eaten raw, the mere taste of human flesh, the grotesque
situation in all its extreme outrage!

Lady 4 (has woken up, swoons again)

Gentleman 2 He is gone now, mylady.
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Lady 3 But not the ghosts!

Lady 1 Take it easy, sisters. Leave the dead ghosts alone, and they will leave you
alone.

Lady 3 I wouldn’t be too sure.

Lady 2 I am just waiting for that ancient mariner to turn up again.

Lady 1 Don’t evoke him. He might take your calling seriously. (tries to bring lady
4 back to life.)

Gentleman 2 1am afraid we have turned him out for good.

Gentleman 3 He should go haunting the pub instead.

Gentleman 2 1 think I will join him. (leaves)

Lady 1 No we are even scaring off the men, at least the best of them.

Gentleman 4 Shall I go and get them back?

Lady 1 Don’t bother. They are happier where they are.

Lady 2 With all their dead spirits.

Lady 3 We don’t even know if they really went back to the pub.

Lady 2 Where else would they go?

Gentleman 3 To hell!

Lady 1 Sir Sylvester!

Gentleman 3 Sorry. I beg your pardon. But this gathering has long since derailed. I
must ask your permission to leave. (leaves)

Lady 1 Two men gone. Who is next?

Gentleman 4 1 am afraid we have all fallen out of the right mood. Shall I go and get
them all back?

Lady 1 How kind of you to make that effort. I am sure we would all like to have
them back.

Lady 3 They are better left alone wherever they are.

Lady 1 What does our friend think about that? (turns to Lady 4 who is now awake)
Lady 4 About what?

Lady 1 Recalling the ancient mariner with all his ghosts.

Lady 4 (swoons again)

Gentleman 4 1don’t think she found it a very good idea.

Lady 1 You are welcome to try anyway. You have the blessing of the rest of us.
Gentleman 4 1’1l see what I can do. (leaves)

Gentleman 1 T'll show you the way. (They leave.)

Lady 3 At last we got rid of all those men. Now we can really start enjoying
ourselves.

Lady 2 Shouldn’t we join them at the pub?

Lady 1 I don’t think our swooning sister would like it.

Lady 2 Ah, forget about her. We can manage without her. We can have no fun

without men.

Lady 3 Can’t we?

Lady 2 What is life without men? Aren’t we all married or widows? Would we
ever have made that experience without men?
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Lady 1 You are right. Let’s go.
Lady 3 And our sensitive sister?
Lady 1 Leave her. She can wake up by herself.
Lady 2 (rises) What are we waiting for? Let’s go! Back to the wrecked sailor and his
ghosts.
Lady 3 And his dead albatross.
Lady 2 Indeed. That’s where all the ghosts are.

(They all leave with great expectations for the rest of the evening.

Lady 4 is left behind, sleeping.)

Lady 3 (finding the mariner) There he is, with that tremendous goose around his neck.

Lady 1 It's not a goose, it’s an albatross.

Lady 3 It's a dead bird nonetheless.

Lady 2 Still totally forlorn and left over in the gutter like a used up waste washed
up by the sea.

Gentleman 1 Sir, do you mind if I use your story and make a poem out of it?

Mariner I am afraid you will not find it very constructive.

Gentleman 1 It's a remarkable story nevertheless, and if you don’t mind we will help
you back to the pub and get you properly dressed and taken care of. I am sure your
story will find a lot of local interest.

Mariner Do whatever you wish. I am all washed up anyway. I am afraid I will not
be of much use to you.

Gentleman 1 Just come along now. You can’t lie here and freeze to death in the gutter
among rats and other parasites.

Mariner I am just tired of being constantly pushed around by heartless people
without any understanding of human hardships at sea.

Lady 1 We will not push you around. We will just take care of you and your story,
to make it a gem of instruction for everyone wanting to learn anything about fate.
Mariner I am afraid that learning will not do them any good. The school of destiny
is just an unfathomable abyss without an end to its intolerable despair and
hopelessness.

Gentleman 1 That’s what we all need to learn something about, who otherwise just
would drown and perish in our own snugness.

Mariner Well, I'll just take you for your word then and hope it will not get any
worse, which it can’t.

Gentleman 1 That’s why it only can get better. Come along now, and be our guest.
(They help the mariner get to his feet and out of the gutter and walk him out to better premises.).

The End.
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