| KNEW A BOY
By Alan Haehnel

Copyright © 2005 by Alan Haehnel, All rights reserved.
ISBN 1-60003-042-4

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject
to a royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States
of America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright
relations, whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including,
but not limited to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention,
the Universal Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including
professional and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion
picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or
sound recording, all forms of mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-
ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and
the rights of translation into non-English languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers,
LLC. No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play
without securing license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC. Questions concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change without notice. Professional and
stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your producing
circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity
or profit and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play
must give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the
production of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a
separate line where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must
be at least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger
or more prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements,
flyers or other printed material must include the following notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is
strictly forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented,
including photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC.



| Knew a Boy - Page 2

| KNEW A BOY

by
Alan Haehnel

Cast: one female

Though not old in years, the story keeper feels very olddbecause of
her hard life, especially because of what has happened t

SHE struggles throughout the monologue to do

perform her obligation to her tribe, but her perso ourn
keeps pushing through.
You have come seeking a story, have yo of course, of

course... | am she to whom you come, am | story, story
keeper. Help us forget. Take us from thi e... where dirt is
hard beneath our feet, where smoke S, where skin is an
imperfect barrier between our heart orld, where... wrong
things happen.

(speaks angrily, as if punishing her listeners for being there)
Come! Come... what do you W%’? Yes, let me spin you a fine
web of words. | am the story-tellingpsp , all of you my flies. Come into
my web; let me sink my story e ) your necks until you feel nothing.
Yes! | will whisper peac ) ars and wind about you my strands
of silky words and you othing! Nothing but the bliss of
forgetfulness, the ice t numbs your hurt! Yes, | will... | see |
frighten you. You ha
escape fear. Gather clo en. (taking a deep breath, trying to be
civil, even cheerful) Whither shall 1 whisk you with my once upon a
time? To the top mountain, cool and clean, where the air tastes like
cold apple to yo e and you feel... you feel both small and large at
the same ? ish to go there? Where you are both a stranger
and a sj [ see? And all you see stretches for hundreds of

are an eagl€

(SHE grows distant) | once knew a boy. He came to me in my
tent, in the middle of the night, his skin so white it glowed. He was sick,
his body as dry and hot as a stone heated by the fire. He said to me,
“Where is the eagle? Where is the eagle?” | asked him what eagle he
meant and he said nothing for a long time, just stared straight ahead, as
if, in the dark, a whole day and a whole land danced before his eyes but |
could see none of it. | asked him again, “What eagle?” He said, at last,
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“You do not know anything.” He turned and walked out of my tent and
back to his own. (remembering her audience) He slept, you see? Slept
while he walked, slept while he talked to me. | must have been nothing
more than a moment of his dream.

“She’s crazy.” | see you whispering to each other; | know what
you're saying. “The old story keeper has lost her mind. We
her for relief from the fire that is our lives and all she does i
buzz like a dying fly in autumn. Won't she tell us a story?

(speaks angrily, as if ready to leave) To t
say... (pausing long, deciding that SHE cannot . Yes, | will
do my duty, earn my keep in this tribe. | will a blanket of
words to keep you warm, for that is my calling.

e? Do you think it
possible that, just as the sun came to@\hot last Spring and the rain kept
we planted could only
peek out their weak green shoots for no than a day before they
grew dull, and then brown, and blew away to dust... is it possible
that the stories can scorch and %a storyteller’'s breast - every,

every one?

| knew a boy. This
of happiness and grows
But that is not a tal
carried away in the

he... (suddenly puts on a mask
, almost manic, in her delivery)
| No! Let us caper and jig! Let us get
whirlwind! We will defy the winter and sing
away the wars! Yes! springtime sprout early and call home the
frogs to croak in the swamps, the birds to chitter and scold in the
treetops! Jump p up and join me! We can... we can sing and
dance until we onvinced the sun to push back the shadows! We
will coax the ve g/from the branches and make life burst through
the sno ?We will make life! We will make life!
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