[The stage is dark, with a black back-drop, apart from a white spotlight shining on THE STORYTELLER. She is dressed in a long, traditional night-gown, holding a lantern. She may be wearing a shawl around her shoulders. At the beginning her five HELPERS are in a line directly behind her. Throughout the rest they illustrate her story without props, relying on physical theatre. Their clothing is green, gold and gaudy. There is a constant low hum in the background at three different octaves. There is also some birdsong which starts at the beginning before the STORYTELLER speaks and slowly fades out.]
THE STORYTELLER: At this very moment,
In a far off land,
There is a tree, in a lake,
Standing tall and grand.
[HELPERS spread their arms out from behind THE STORYTELLER to illustrate the tree.]
Its roots clutch and cling
To the darkest of depths,
Where the serpents swarm,
As if from a hornet’s nest.
[Three HELPERS slowly drop down and begin to crawl out from behind THE STORYTELLER, hissing and acting like creatures.]
And as the waves lap gently
Upon the base of the tree,
They hide a chaotic
Scorching glee,
The sight of a traveller,
Drawing ever close,
Excite those who lust
For his soul the most.
[HELPERS on the floor continue, getting closer to the audience and reaching for them. The other HELPERS are still behind THE STORYTELLER acting as the tree branches.]
But in this tree,
Sweet treats delight,
Made of sugars and spice,
Grace the climber’s sight,
From bough to bough,
From leaf to leaf,
Reveal twist and turns
Beyond belief.
[The three HELPERS on the floor retract and act out the following]
The first branch of many,
Aloft leaves of ruby,
Satisfies the traveller’s
Yearning for money.
No need for modesty,
“Take it all”,
Stuff his pockets full
Of rocks rose and gold.
If it’s clothes he likes,
Soon they bloom all along,
Fine enough to make,
A duckling, a swan.
Or mirrors reflecting
The image he wants,
Eternally beautiful,
Eternally young.
[Image of one of the HELPERS brushing their hair in front of a mirror]
Then again his wishes
May be as simple,
[bookmark: _GoBack]As eating swathes of sweets
Without being sinful.
Climb higher, climb higher,
Traveller, climb higher,
Each promise is greener
Than the current desire.
Coming up top,
To sing like a bird,
Cloud lands betoken
To bliss yet unheard.
Keep every item,
Indulge every whim,
No limit to be
Imposed on him.
[The HELPERS start to slowly wander and spread out around the stage]
But a warning I give
To travellers all,
The farther you climb,
The farther you’ll fall.
[The HELPERS collapse]
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