


DIRECTOR’'S MESSAGE plo

ONG KENG SEN

Dueector, Fulbeighs Scholar, Singapore Young Arist 1953 sed
the Artintic Diector of TheatreWorks, Singapore’s leading
English Linguage theatre company.

In 1994, he was svarded a grant by the Asian Culiural

Counell based in New York for Ms achievements in
[Singapore and Aslan theatre. In April 1995, he became
the firmt Slagaporean to be lnvited 1o direct # the
prestigious Joseph Papp Pubdic Theatre, New York
Fhakespeare Featiml. Since his graduation from the New
York Tisch School of Arts Graduate Programane, he has

directed eplec outdoor and site - specific productions
which were acchaimed by both the press and sudience s
ground - breaking with artistic and social significance.
This inchedes numerous productions in Fort Canning
Park and The Yong Konsh in & Chinatown shophouse and
Dessendonts of e Funnch Adwirsd. Thee Last has been invited 10
Canada this year.

In June 1996, Keng Sen directed Suof the Bot, o play
inspired by the controversy of the Michael Fay incident,
Bewns a sell-out hit which ales recetved much coverage
from the international press. Thereafier, he directed his
firm fall-Jemgth feature fllm, Ay Dicr.

His mont recent projects were The Bymg Orows and Mard
Sgaai. The former (s an inter-cultaral collaboration

between arthis from Singapore, Malipsia, Thailand,
Indonesia, Vietnam and Japan. The Mpng Coow Progect will
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My last few works have explored how to tell a story in a variety of different ways.
Destinies is perhaps the most radical in eschewing the dramatic form.

Thed ic form has b increasingly problematic for me in the last few years.
Itis inherently artificial to have ch rs speaking of their inner conflict to an audiencq
framed as speeches. 7

This has been my main tension in this plece = should Flower, the woman who stops eating,
tell the audience or should she just be and through her actions you discover her difference”

A woman who is fighting a system should perhaps find alternative methodologies of
communication.

Instead of the “male”™ ' of rational analysis and indoctri Flower finds
a personal journcy ofnltncc and meditation.
Her followers may try to i lise her as a religion, as a cult, as a system, but she

perseveres on her journey.
Hence I have given minimal text to Flower - three central speeches which are distilled to,
a minimal emotionalism.

The text is spoken by other performers in a rather self: i at a microph
They are not characters as such.

They are...

a state of being.

Drama and conflict has traditionally been used to reveal humanity but does it?

Or is it just an artifice which should be countered by further artifice?

The man with the syringe is demonstrated by a visual artist who is not an actor portraying
a character.

The story line is carried by a reader who is self - consciously reading the play aloud.

Destinies is like a story told as a constant hum with few highs and lows.
Sometimes you forget the presence of the hum.
Sometimes it troubles you.
Somchma it plays tricks on you and you start to feel.
your ion wanes and you start to look at the sky, at the buildings, wonder
lbou( the space, wander about the fountain, look at o(hcr audience members.
But it returns - the hum is still there.
Time and space change when there is no dramatic tampering and editing.
When the hum stops...

Ultimately the play was written as a stream of consciousness.
How do we perform a stream of consciousness?

I do not think we can tell you this stream of consciousness.
We can only plunge you in.

We are all products of the system that we are part of.

I am a director.

You are an audience.

We have expectations.

I would like to continue to free myself from this system.
I am searching for alternatives.

Would you care to join me?

Ong Keng Sen
23 April 1997




WRITER'S MESSAGE P*®

ROBIN LOON

* Robin Loon is 29 years old.
Since completing his post
graduate studies at the National
University of Singapore early
this year, Robin has been busy
with writing for two
TheatreWorks productions,
Destinies of Flowers In the Mirror and
the upcoming Workhorse Afloat for
the Festival of Asian Performing
Arts 1997.

His past works for TheatreWorks
include Absence Makes The Heart Grow
Fonder (1992), Wotching The Clouds Go
By (1994) and Broken Birds (1995).
He was also the Festival Director .
for TheatreWorks' Festival of
New Writing and the Director
for Ginnie’s Favourite Colour in 1996.

I have come to understand the
where the when the what the why
and the how and one night as I
starved myself into writing I
began to see the message of it
all which is stand by what I
believe and to be what I

really am

flower

taught

me

that

and [ am eternally grateful to
her for showing me the where
the when the what the why and
the how and I wondered had |
waited two years to write this
and to meet her and to discover
her destiny the

value

of

what

1

do

and I am glad that keng sen
started me off this trip and my
friends followed me my hungry
ghosts my karen's song my
mahatma’s plea my xiao peng
lai will we ever find it I think
for one moment we have
thank

you

for

playing

with me and getting all wet and
finding out what it is like being
someone who decides not to eat
in other words thank you for
being stupid with me and for
allowing me to be stupid

what a trip it is

Robin Loon
3 Aped 19y
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GUI INSTALLATION ARTIST'S MESSAGE

Matthow is 8 34-year old artint currently working between Western Australia and Simgapore. Born in Singapore, Matthew studied Law in the National Univensity of Singapore. gradusting in
958, Matthew then embarked on a career in viswal arts by uking up & Bachelor of Ars degree and a Pout Graduste Diploma course at the Curtin Univensity of Technology in Australia)
Matthew's works in sculp 1L perf and phetography Bave won him swards and critical acclaien in both Australia and Singapore. He has been a lecturer st the School of
Misual Ares at the Edith Coman University and is presently Adjunct Lecturer at the Curtin University of Technology's School of Art . He s alio the Project Director of the Artiats” Regionsl
Exchange (ARX), an organisation which initiates critical artistic exchange within the Asia-Pacific region. 1n 1995, his work was seen in TheateeWorks' last site -specific production, The Fong
Fomdy. wikich was staged in & 137 -year old shophouse in Chinatown, a1 well aa & touring exhid of Singapore and A lian artivs called Repgort. The exhibition was held at the Singapord
Art Muscum. He alio represented Singapore at the 23ed International Bienal of Sao Paslo, where his mived media imstallation - performance was exhibited in Bearil. His work is scheduled
1o be seen mext in Kassel, Germany this year,

The ption of fl as objects of 1 beauty and deli is culturally
ried and true. The reality of them is, h , an imper which must lead to death. This transient nature speaks of a cycle which not only repeaty
tself but that within this cycle is a temporary lived existence which has some start and end. In a sense and in terms of life’s larger picture, fates have
already been determined, though there is a choice as to how this life is to be lived.

The main focus of Destinies of Floxers I The Mirror is, for me, about these choices. In my
mind, when considering the installation at the in , I started out with locating positions within the text written by Robin and conceived by Keng
Sen. The obvious positions relate to social-political and gender dialectics giving birth, as it were, to the locations of centre/periphery and dominant/marginal
The choice to eat or not, or the way you want your life lived shifts these locations within Destinies of Flowers I The Mirror. To not eat is illogical but to nourish
he body is. Choice relates very much to the tensions between rationality and intuition, logic and ion. Itis within this tense conceptual site tha
baﬁ-ia unfolds where rationality and structure pig holes the less comprehensible aspects of life. After all, "nourishing the body” surely doesn’t refex
only to ingesting proteins and carbohyd What of the spirit of desire? Strangely, justice has much to do with this too. If a woman conventionally
thought of as natural and child bearing (mother Earth), is ional (hysterical) and intuitive (women drivers), then she is scen as irrational and
unstructured, the antithesis to a "logical functioning environment”. Who holds the scale of justice here? But the idea which Keng Sen has been playing
with is bigger than this, it is about the determination of a state in which what is not properly understood is branded as taboo and then abolished, wherq
he lack of justice ultimately is a reflection of the real hysteria,

This tense space, as provided by Suntee City, is its fountain. It is large, tall and wet
It is geometric, yet curvaceous. How do constructed structures relate to looser entities within the space. What then do these signify in a space already
thought out and constructed by another artist? The merging of the formal elements to this concept has been a difficult process. So the fountain is seg
for such a discourse to take place. Though a sequence of events have been rehearsed, it is the space with all its attendant bodies, imagery, texts, material
and surfaces which will speak loudest and in real-time. As with the flux between the arguments put across about what is rational and what is not, it is the
viewers” mental attitude which will finally determine this work.

Matthew Ngui
b3 Aged vy
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CHOREOGRAPHER'S MESSAGE

AIDA REDZA

Aida is the Artistic Director of Shakti Dances and is presently teaching at the National Arts Academy in Kuala Lumpur.
i Dances has been performing around Malaysia as a company with a social conscience dnt.nrhm to promote
human rights. The group has performed for the Human Rights Foticel 1995 and 1996 in Kuala Lumpur and Penang.

Words in aid of the Womens’ Aid Organisation and Breek The Sifence = Celebeoting Womens’ Voices for AWAM (All
'omen's Action Society).

.

Actively involved as the facilitator for the Five Arts Centre Young People’s Theatre prog a3 well as independ.
choreograper for Actor’s Studi, Dramalab, Five Arts Centre in their productions of Scorpion Orckid (1995), Remasit -

i new generation (1996), The Stonyteller (1996) and The Tempest (1997).

Many of her works have been p d at dance festival d the region. These include the 1994 Indonesian Darce
Fotivel, Widoo 1994 in ijing'. KIDE 1995 Dance Fotizal in Korea, Tori 1996 in the Kuala Lumpur Arts Festival 1996 and
the Malxysia Fest in 1995 and 1996. In late 1996, Aida participated in TheatreWorks" Flying Circus Project.

the polar of opposites

ptillness vs waves

matter v spirit

rational v irrational

create vs destroy

birth vs death

n point of embracing opposites

transforming

metamorphosis =
the secret of the golden flower reflecting on

mirrors, enlightenment '

water spiralling surging upwards

cutting through time and space

-«l‘coming its breath to inhale destiny

an intoxicating sustained beauty of life-motion
reaching a state of expanded consciousness
suspended in luxury of an existence

o allow the flow, the sensation of spirit

and mind to journey the body brings

us into BEING

n flower dancing on water,

Aida Redza
B3 Aped o)




The Cast

(e Alphabesival Ovdiar)
bios
Jeremiah Choy THE CAST
Lim Kay Si g
Ve “Water water everyswhere. But not a drop to drink. ™
SR Jeremiah Choy is an actor and lawyer. He was last seen in Th Works' Descendants of the Eunuch Admiral in 1996.
w Kee Hon
Deborah Pn,
Sharon Lim 1thas been very special to work with Keng Sen again ofter a gop of over four years. I'm learning new modes of ecting and new subliminal forms of ication in
theatre from him." .
Matthew Ngui{ . R ) e . :
Lim Kay Siu is an actor, director and new playwright. He recently wrote and directed Ballroom Dancing for TheatreWorks.
Aida Redza .

Suhaila Sulaiman( -
“"Quote?! What quote? All I wont to knosw is who three the chicken burger in here.”

Tang Fu Kuen
Lim Yu-Beng is an actor and director. He last appeared in TheatreWorks' production of Six of The Best.

Claire WonJ

“and i knew and i understood and i remembered why why why the reason”
Low Kee Hong is a Masters student majoring in Sociology. He was last seen in TheatreWorks' play, Ginnie's Favounite Colour

"It’s been an agonising and beautiful experience and the food tasting was fun.”
Deborah Png is an actress. She played Mrs Jeannie Lim, the Head of the Friendship Development Unit in TheatreWorks rerun
of Mixed Signals in February this year.

“bed borne colour cool grcle fall flower gos gate hyacinth ice lily ~ loo mark power proof shed table vapour wheel works in water water water water water water...”
Sharon Lim last appeared in TheatreWorks” production of Ginnie's Favourite Colour.

“Water - its fluidity escopes you. Mark my words.”
Suhaila Sulaiman is a Theatre Studies undergraduate at the National University of Singapore. This is her first production with

= TheatreWorks.
D s A body found next spring frozen in an ice cake; or a body fished next day from the muddy swirl...”
Tang Fu Kuen is presently serving his National Service. His last production for TheatreWorks was Descendants of the Eunuch Admiral
in 1996.

“Both the script and the fountain site are very powerful - the challenge has been to use, compliment and convey that power in our performance.”
Claire Wong was last seen in TheatreWorks' production of Wills and Secession.




Destinies of Flowers In The Mirror © 1997 Robin Loon
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SCENE ONE: I want to stop eating

FLOWER

n a line waiting I was waiting to be served trays cackling pushing against one another sliding from right to left
ight to left over cold steel perspex cases display food gleaming glistening I watched it screamed why am I here
tomachs growling groaning mouths juicing dribbling she asked me what do you want just point he wanted
oodles strings and laces greasy and flacid strewn across scratched melamine on cold steel pespex cases display
watched it screamed
watched it screamed
eeding biting chewing cutting grating staining bleeding churning coagulating
the smell of saliva congealing lubricating bowels moving murky mixture of grey of pink of purple of green of

ustard of mayonaise of lard of gee of oils of putird

putrid
putrid
putrid
putrid

: putrid

he asked me what do you want just point
I watched it screamed
I watched it screamed

y am [ here

Fliding

own
down

own

own

own
down

Ilunm:l
to what
pinning revolving dissolving de
omposing
just point
hat do
ou
ant
want to stop cating disgust stuffing gas flatulence fart shit faeces to stop ingesting to stop imbibing flow of
rocessed nutrients unnatural unreal unwanted understand prepared pre-cooked prefabricated present pretty
re-digested prevalent predatory processed paternal poison inflamatory to the body to find to seek to search
hy why why the reason she asked what do you want just point she asked what do you want just point vomit vomit
pulse repulse repugnant to enlighten to know why why why the reason I want to stop eating in a line waiting
y body tells me to know why why why to know the reason my destiny destiny gleaming screaming churning
pinning whirling laughing I know I know why why why the reason my destiny my destiny my destiny destiny
watched it screamed :
watched it screamed
want to stop eating

S fla- a0




SCENE TWO: media feeding

fin @ horgital - women lying in bed staging a pescefel pevtert. Sbe refises food.

FLOWER
[This is & peaceful way (0 show my protest 1 do not want to cause unnecessary alarm but I want to show ny personal conviction I don’t want a question mark hanging over
my head This is my personal decision This is not emotional blackmail If I wanted to do that I wouldn't use it with my life This is my life

A row of women in white wearing dark glasses appears and forms a line. They march.

MARCHING WOMAN 1
Chee whiz, this is a fast way 10 get a linde publicity

MARCHING WOMAN 2
is treading on the fringe of megl isc behaviour. Her self-imp and deb of g made her challenge authority.

MARCHING WOMAN 3
is she going on about? Why doesn’t she seek to address it through the proper channels?

FLOWER
have done nothing wrong
am justified
will not be bullied into submission

MARCHING WOMAN 1
have just finished ray puasal At beast my fanting had some religious backing.

ALL
ee whiz, this is a fast way to get a lrtle publicity

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE :
will to live can be decisive for a person who goes a long time without food. Mental strength is necessary to stave off depression which can reduce resistance 1o
liness. If a person is healthy mentally and physically, he can go on for 10 - 15 days feeling l'ahl(ﬂ-dl. if he consumes only water. The body's reserve of fat can'supply
he energy it needs. Of course, he would feel hunger but this should not affect his health. Unless he becomes depressed. in which case he may fall ill after three to
five days. A fit person’s health can deteriorate after 10 - 15 days of fasting. When the fat deposits is used up, the body will use proteins to produce energy, which will
weaken the muscles. Fasting also dulls down the supply of essential nutrients such as calcium, iron, the B

vitamins and vitamin C. don’tyou take glucose water?
ALL
Take glucose water?
. )
MARCHING WOMAN 1

Does it still count as » hunger strike?

MARCHING WOMAN 2
Let's ask the public?

MARCHING WOMAN 3
Opinion was divided among 12 persons interviewed over whether consuming water and glucose amounted to being on hunger strike.

FLOWER (weaker)
I never claimed that I was on hunger strike [ just want to stop cating

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE
he is slowly losing conseiousness - floating in and out of coherence.

MARCHING WOMAN 1 3
ix of them thought that she would have compromised her stand to go on a fast if she started adding glucose to her water.
N

MARCHING WOMAN 2
r of them. however, said that 5o long as she abstained from solid food, it could sill be considered a hunger srike.

MARCHING WOMAN 3
The ining two were undecided

MARCHING WOMAN 1
Mahatma Ghandi used to drink lemon juice, So Il suppose there is some parallel. But I still do not approve of hunger strikes in this day and age.

MARCHING WOMAN 2
This is not the age of Mahatma Ghandi. Ghandi became » mahatma because the cause he 100d for were selfless, national and affected the common good of his fellow

men. Thus his hunger strike had meaning. v

MARCHING WOMAN 3
fah Ghandi? More lke Karen Carpenter

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE
rhwnaml«louuhpo-tbllhyofm Nervosa. The patient seems determined not 1o ingest food - claiming that it is vile and defiling.

ALL
Chee whiz, this is a fast way to get a listle publicity

MARCHING WOMAN 1
1 urge the media to stop publishing any accounts of this silly woman's hunger strike. Let her just fade into oblivion. If this is the course that she has chosen, let it be so.

MARCHING WOMAN 2
is crany! :

FLOWER (manding)
believe in my cause | urge anyone and everyone if you are willing to keep vigil with me for however long you are welcomed t6 do 50,
Aoman op marching. ﬂgmMM.nbhm They slonly form en ormy ercand ber.

WOMEN ¢ .
is is a peaceful way to show my protest | do not want to cause unnecessary alarm but I want to show my personal conviction I don’t want a question mark hanging over
not emotional hlackmail 1€ 1 wanted to do that Lwouldn’s use it with sy lfe Thisdemylife ]




SCENE THREE: Karen’s song

I saw a face a thin and chiseled face gleaming in the midst of thick black long luscious hair her name was Karen her
mame was Karen and she smiled and I smiled and I knew her she took me in and suddenly I was on a bed that was her
tongue strewn in purple roses sickly and soft and rotting that was her tongue and I laid there as its thick and syrupy
fluids embalmed me and rolled me into a cocoon it send me down a corridor that was her throat a weak and a cracked
and scrony a distorted passage way that was hard like the petals of a shriveled flower I fell and I fell and I drop
drop

drop

drop

drop
drop

and I scream and my voice blended with hers and I heard her scream the body beautiful the body beautiful and
beauty of starvation the beauty of thin the beauty of a thin woman a beautiful woman 1 felt my throat tearing out of
my neck and I felt her throat collapsing underneath and covering and folding me and eating me up her name was
Karen my name my name to be desired to be loved to be a woman to be thin woman nothing to catch me all
encompassing hollowness and emptiness she had nothing in her she had nothing in her I grab and I reached but there
was nothing nothing and I fell and I fell with nothing nothing to hold on to and I sank and I sank with the cold rank
winds of her hollow chest cutting into me I fell and I fell and I fell and I

STOPPED

The singing was gone

Just me and space and I was inside her

I saw. the walls of her stomach peeling like the walls of abandoned buildings like the pages of a forgotten book a sight
of neglect and a site of abandonment like a room in my house that [ had left behind like a book that I had read a long
time ago but could not remember the who and the where and the why but all too intimate and yet all so strange pictures
on her wall mother with child thin women thin she and I she and I she didn’t eat she hadn’t eaten I didn’t eat and |
hadn't eaten but there was a palpable comfort in the hollow of her stomach the whiff of something that use to fill the
space I touched the wall and it turned into dust shattering into petals of yellow chrysanthemums disseminated on the
floor of her indented cavity turning into a ghostly brown I heard her sing once more the beautiful and haunting
melody that nourished my imagination and could not give her the vitality of her beauty to be adored like women in
magazines to be the object of desire an object to be used and admired I wept madly and I cursed and I cursed I felt
her gasping her last breath the thorns that were of her lungs snapping under the force of one single breath split open
and spewed flakes of golden snow so perfect and so precise so absolute and so pristine and they fell on me like the
gentle showers of an spring morning like the dew of blossom bursting with life and unpronounceable energy and the
flakes were shaped like flowers and they settled into the palm of my hand and my hand radiated with the glow of the
morning sun and the dust that was her walls lighted up in a bouncing orange all at once a tungsten bow of light and
fire and | knew and I understood and I remembered the why and the where and the when and the what of the emptiness
of the purpose of her starvation and the reason behind my starvation to regenerate the soul that was trapped in the
tissues and the cartilage and the cells and the flesh and I'sang and I sang and I sang Karen's song as she would had sun
it and I danced and I danced into the corridors that was her intestines with the joy of a recovering a long lost treasure
the dance of a hundred thousand flowers I know Karen's song I dance Karen's song I breathe Karen's song I sing
Karen's song

I AM KAREN'S SONG




~ SCENE FOUR: lethal ingestions I

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE

Women were believed to be prone to hysteria (the word comes from the Greek meaning
‘Uterus”). Recommended medical treatments to cure this condition included
hysterectomies, caesarean sections and circumcisions.

The women dance around the space

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE

Female circumcision ranges from the removal of all or part of the clitoris or total
circumcision, usually with infibulation. Infibulation is the fusing of the outer labial
lips following the partial or total removal of the inner labial lips. This is accomplished
by joining the raw excised edges with thorns or with sutures until the fusing is complete.
Only two small openings are left, one for voiding and one for menses and sex.

| WOMEN
What are you afraid of?

. THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE
&"emalc circumcisions is still practised among certain tribes in Egypt, Kenya and Sudan.
Westernised or liberated or not, it is a tradition so deeply entrenched that it cannot
be easily dismissed. In most cases, it is the mothers and grandmothers who insist upon
the circumcision since the practice is meant to protect the virginity and to prevent
dultery. Socially, an uncircumcised female is regarded in the same light as an unwed
other, guaranteeing unmmarriagability.

WOMEN
at are you afraid of?

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE
e excision of the clitoris was practised extensively in America and western Europe
n the 19th century. It was the preferred treatment of women who indulged in
asturbation and for hysterical women. The man who made excision the treatment
of choice was an English gynaecologist named Isaac Baker Brown. He pronounced it
cure for women's mental disorders, caused by such female afflictions as masturbation,
epilepsy, melancholia, kleptomania, lesbianism and the orgasm, the latter two being
eculiarly female ailments. Medical reports show that surgical circumcisions were
erformed in many American mental hospitals up to 1935.

WOMEN

know you are afraid of something.




SCENE FIVE: Xiao Peng Lai

Last night I had a vision I saw mywlfon an island a tranquil and peaceful island I was all alone and I was walking walking
among the foliage and the flowers the air was sweet and the sky clear and blue I felt an uncanny sense of belonging as
though as I had been here before and that I must stay here there was a familiarity with the carth at my feet and I ventured
forth with a lightness and a liberty of a child who waited for spring to arrive after the confining winter I came to a field
of red grass flaming scarlet swaying lustfully in the wind and waving at me and telling me to touch them but when I reached
out it moved further away further away and they began to mock me I gave chase but they seem to run even faster and |
was always one step behind never close enough to feel the edges of the grass and I jumped and for a split second I touched
it but it cut me I bled and from my veins flowed green blood green and watery blood and spewed out like a volcanic
eruption and my blood sank into the earth and became a river a river of green waters rushing towards infinity [ fell no
fear but a proud exhilaration a glory in the creation of my body and the sight of the green riwrbr the red grass th

smiled they laughed and they basked under an orange sun I knew that instance that this was the place I belo: lnd 1
was free for a moment I felt powerful and infinitely potent as I looked further I saw a hill of crystal rocks and I seem to
recall on that crystal rock tablets of writing of inscription and of }Nll significance and I knew that I had to go there and
to meet my destiny my heart was screaming and my limbs g {:‘ ion of a in labour my vagina
about to burst forth with the wetriess of a child with each step | (ook l m:kd a little the crevasses of my lower body
tearing into the ground ripping the earth and pulling me tlour to d:e crystal rocks and the shimmering tablets at long
last [ know the meaning the why why why and the of my exi and the purpose of it all and two
steps three steps and two | had arrived the Imf:n;e of my bem‘ and as I stretched my neck to look up [ saw rows and
columns columns and rows of scribbling which had no meaning had no form and had no substance but they were there

I saw them with my eyes before the red grass and the green river of my blood they stood before me and me to touch
them they pleaded with me to touch them and touch them I did
t
okl
plastered
lower
end
of
the
: right
column

and I burned it burned and scaled me and melted my flesh and penetrated my bones
the pain was excruciating unbearable and I cried out in anguish but [ would not let
gol could not and | h:;s on palms plastered on the pillar of my being and suddenly

. repelled
and

pillar
flung

w0
whence
I
came v
and I landed on my head and | heard the crack of my skull and the snapping of
my neck I laid motionless and 1 felt a fiery sensation on my right palm I lifted it
slowly to my face and I saw it a flower cinched into my palm a five petaled
blossom a sign of my vision and the evidence of my reality I was there it was no
illusion and I will retricve it and I will find it no tears will stop me it shall be mine
ours




SCENE SIX: ery of the hungry women

June 7 700 women have
starved themselves willingly
and have rejected any
medical treatment they
believe that they can live
without food

I have the power to heal and
the power to relief the pain
‘come to me and I will cure
you of your disease

July 14 - 25 women
congregated at the civic
centre and
proceeded to heal the
many women who have
come
to them for help
the blind began to see and
the mute could
speak

Lead me and I will
follow

Reports have been spreading
about statues of the Indian
deity Ganesha

The statues of the deity in
every corner of the world

is said to be dispensing milk

from stone

There have been increasing
reports of female miracle
workers

August 2000 women at
present count have gone
on hunger binges refusing
food and water they show
no signs of fatigue and are
thronging the streets
chanting running amok

I was cured of my epilepsy
and I believe in her

she has the power to heal
and all those who follow
her will be given the power
Lead us and we will follow

September 1000 women

have infiltrated hospitals

promising female patients

full recovery if they abstain
from food

Her tears soothed my scaly
skin and her sweat removed
me of my scabs [ am a new
woman and I am reborned.

I will refuse food and eat
only what my body gives me
the

milk of my life and the
discharges of my body

Lead us and we will
follow

October :
10,000 women have formed
a coalition
of non eaters these women
have lived on nothing
but their own spit and their
menses

The time has come
for us to take
action

we march in solidarity

we move in unity

we approach with humility
we seek out destiny

This cannot go on
these women are pretending
to be
different
they have broken off from

. our society
mothers are abandoning
their children
wives have left their
husbands and
women previously in
positions of power
have exploited their status
Present count November
500,000

Lead us and we
will follow
Now is the time

No food no food no food
feeding is bad feeding is bad
we will seek alternative

we will find a different way

December
8 million
women
marching
in
the
square
m
protest
but
for what?

Oppositions?

Alternatives?

Olhcrn;ss?
Threat?
Solidarity?
Freedom?
Immortality?
Hunger!
The women are

hungry.




SCENE SEVEN: mahatma’s plea

# rcmcmbcr walkmg into a garden stepping on a bed of pearly white lilies my feet 50 lxght that
arely touched them but instead glided over the crisp delicate petals the winds carried me an
he air enticed me and [ heeded their beckon I was to meet someone and that some one was the
saw him sitting quietly under the shade of a huge chrysanthemum a parasol of shining yello
o bright that his white robes were tinged with the glory of the blossom a small man bald hea
n saffron with glasses perched on his nose I know him he was mahatma The law of non-violence

e —————

eturning good for evil, loving one’s enemy I can no more preach Non-violence to a coward than I can tempt a blind ma
o enjoy healthy scenes. Non-violence is the summit of bravery 1 felt my feet moist with pollen and grew graduall
cllow like him he spoke but he never opened his eyes his mouth slowly moving Some time ago I wa:
aken to a magnificent mansion called the marble palace in Calcutta. The owners offer food in front of the palace, all the
e ars choose to go there. The incongruity of this ragged humanity feeding whilst the majestic palace is mocking at their
ketched condition does not seem to strike the donors at all. IfI'had the power I would stop every donation where free meals
re given. It has degraded the nation and it has encouraged laziness, idleness, hypocrisy and even crime. The rule should
kwe no labour no meal I wanted to reach out and touch him but he could not be reached he was distant
nd so far away but I could almost touch him with my hand a firmness and a solidity not unlike
r he trunk of an ancient oak I want him to impart his wisdom to me I cling to India like a child to its
other’s breast, because I feel she gives me the spiritual nourishment I need. She has the environment that responds to m)
ighest aspiration. When that faith is gone I shall feel like an orphan without hope of ever finding a guardian a gust of
ind blew across the field of white lilies swaying from side to side as if nodding in agreement to
is words a steadfast loyalty to the mahatma I felt a tingling in my spine a rumble in my stomach

nd I hungered for more Civil disobedience is not a state of lawlessness and license but presupposes a law-abiding
pirit combined with self -restraint. Civil resistance is a most powerful expression of a soul’s anguish and an eloquent prote
the words continue to jingle like wind chimes droning a message into my mind I felt tired an
lethargic I felt listless yet energised I laid down whilst the words continue to sing into my hea
I remember to have read a verse which when translated reads: “If there is a paradise on earth, it is here, it is here”. In suc
paradise, there will be neither paupers nor beggars, nor high nor low. There will be the same respect for women as vouchsafe
to men, and the chastity and purity of men and women will be jealously guarded. Where very woman, except one’s wife, wil
be treated by men of all religions as mothers, sister or daughter, according to their age. Where there will be no untouchability
and where there will be equal respect for all faiths. They will be all proudly and joyously and voluntarily bread labourers. 1
felt intoxicated I felt a natural high a feeling of lightness a fecling of comfort the comfort of 3
child knowing she is safe in the arms of her mother a comfort of a baby sucking milk from a breas
my head was spinning I felt right My fast is obedience to the peremptory call of conscience and duty: It comes ou
of felt agony I have been driven into the conclusion that fasting unto to death is an integral part of holding on to the truth -
it is the greatest and most effective weapon in its armory the lullaby the lullaby the words the message the wind

chimes the smell of the lilies the dampness of the pollen the immouable force of holding on to the trut
suffering without retaliation the ideally non-violent state will be an ordered anarchy our concern is the act itself, not the resul
of the action I felt his hand touched me and I awoke I saw the pale underside of a chrysanthemu

I felt warm and restored I reached out into the pond of still water for some water I saw myself

saw him sitting quietly under the shade of a huge chrysanthemum a parasol of shining yellow s

bright that his white robes were tinged with the glory of the blossom a small man bald head i
- — ISANA—

saffron with glasses perched on his nose I know him I had become mahatma



SCENE EIGHT: the men who give birth

Man with a stick
She offered me hope

Man with a mirror
She offered me an alternative

_WOMANI
Panic broke out when two men alledgedly gave birth to two healthy babies of
unknown gender. It seems that the two men were treated by Flower, the renegade
leader of a new tribe of women starvers who have continuously performed
miracles and healing on all who seck it. More of this in the later report.

© Man with a stick
1 had been impotent from an accident and could not ejaculate nor produce
sperm. [ believed that I was doomed to a life of singlehood and a life where |
shall have no heir. She changed all that. She gave me new life, she gave me
children, she gave me afterlife

Man with a mirror
T was sterile but she came 1o me in my hour of need, answering my prayers and
gave me children.

WOMAN2
The authories have declared the recent ph of child-bearing men
2 national erisis. More and more women have starved themselves in order to
attain the power of child giving - a recent development where women give men
the power to bear children. Thus far, there have been 50 such cases of reported
pregnancies and births. The children of these births are said to be non-gender
specific. Doctors have said that these children have yet to develop g lia and
will likely to do 50 at a later stage. The health ministry and the national mini
of defence are said to be investigating the matter,

Man with a stick
She came to me and she touched me in my groin - caressing it slowly. 1 felt the
warm sensation, a joyful stirring in my abdomen and I felt it grow. @was filled
with the power and the greatness of birth and there was another human being’
growing inside me. I nurtured it, I cultured it. The baby was mine

Man with a mirror
As felt my h, the sharp excruciating pain ripped through me and I knew
my moment had arrived. 1was to experience the moment that had eluded men
through history. The child was coming and it tore through my stomach burst
forth from my lower abdomen, My blood was gushing and ozzing but as soon!
as the child was borned, my body healed by itself. Itisa miracle. -

WOMAN3
Miracle or hoax of the century? You be the judge of that. Authorities are said
to be continually baffled by the recent ph Some have cried

foul to their being stripped of their traditional roles and have urged the
authoritics to address the matter. Men are said to be in a panic and have refused
10 leave their homes in fear of being impregnated. A special commission has
been set up to specifically look into the matter.

Man with a stick
I believe in flower. She had shown me that there can be an alternative. She
has shown me change. She is change. She is the new world

Man with mirror
I believe in Flower. She had proven to me that men and women can be the
same and can share the power of nature together. No more artificial divide,
we are one and the same, we ¢an be one.

Man with a syringe
This is unacceptable!




SCENE NINE: land of women

Chors of woenen posing 36l B in ¢ photo frome. They coch ek torms 80 mammete.

I the entire history of China, there had only been one female emperor. Her name was Empress Wu. She was for a resgn of verror and politieal purges wnprecedented
in the Chinese hisory. Yet she was admired by her subjects for her great imelligence. After sharing the bed with Emperor Taitsung and subsequently his son, Kaotsung. she
ater forced her son Chunguung to abdicate in ber favour. She was the only woman to ever rule China.

The 12 decrees of Empress Wu - Emperor of the new Chou Dynasty

Those who perform distinguished service in the homes will be publicly honoured

Those who remain chaste all their lives will be publicly recognived

Homes for the aged and infirmed vomen to be established,

Orphanages to the care of girls to be set up

Allowances for the support of widows will be set up

To girls who are tventy but not yet married becaune they lack dowries, the empress will give themn dowries

Women's clinies to be set up throughout the country

Empress will provide funeral 1o women who have left mothing behind.

lhm“uﬁ-ﬂynnn-hrhr.&vﬂlhpdlldy bered in official rial rites held in the spring and the autumn of cach year

-,«hlm-lmdo--ﬂlhhl‘fcwmhmuﬂx«"ulmld‘(rhu«mhmﬂumhonfml-hrr-lt There is 0o reason why women should
ry to their family as well as men

Tltlc. rank will be avarded according to merit.

This is the wish and the word of the Empres Wa

So even in China. there was once hope that women could be more than what they were expected to be. Empress Wu ruled over a court. a country, » lind. A woman of the land
= a land of women

Entor mnon with itk ond rman with mirror.

Man with the mirror J
We walked ashore 10 this beautiful land. Neat n\nolh\nu. peacefal and serene. Thnllhd-lndlolpmkunmdphﬂ-\mu Tt was delickous = good enough to eat.
The Land of Women.

Man with the stick
We walked and walked and camse to 2 house, We saw the back of a woman rocking a baby. A sight of such tranquillicy, The woman terned her head and looked a1 us. The shock
= she was & man in women's dothes - hair rolled up in a bun with ghittering Malrping in her head. Bat her jumy, his jawy were hansh and square and her face was stubbled - she
Bad a mustache

Man with the mirror
She barked at ws, "Why are you two in men’s cothes? How dare you wear them? Why aren’t you real women? Whydoywnmhpm-dtohm? Are you not comtented
onbclng;mm? Shame on you, the both of you. Run along now and get dressed. Shame on you!™

Man with the stick
And they came, theso men - 00 they were in men’s cdothes but their skin and their features were - women. Women in men’s chothes. They took me away. Tkyuldl-u
beautiful. They said that the emperor wanted me - the emperor? No!

Man with the mirror
They calied me ‘Concubine’ and stripped me of my dothes. All around me | sce men dressed in women's clothes, Bair conferred and neatly combed into a bun with jeweley
and flowing gowns. They were not feminine but they were women. Women? Men? Nol

Man with the stick
They bathed me. They slowdy undressed me. | resivted but | soon gave way to their gemtle coercion. As st in the wooden barrel, surrounded by these women, men? women?
T wis 5o embarrassed. 1 hid my provates from them but they gemtly hifted my hands. nﬂlhohlbmldwhyanlmbﬂyndw They poured water
over my head and with each touch, reassured me that [ was the loveliest woman. Woman? No!

Man with o stick
" Then a flock of women camve (o me and began (o dress me up in women’s chothes | resisced lokhuud-h"dndlhd-othm«wu(onﬁy They put rouge and
" powder on my face, oiled my hair and painted my lips. They tucked my waist in and gave me lhlngﬁun = Dwas beawtiful. Beawtiful? N,

Man with the mirror
Then one of them aid to me, “Royal C: bine, you are now d o have your ears plerced”. Ir«h\cduh-um-n)y The women then grabbed hold of me and
p‘n-«i-ﬂoﬂu‘mndamdu.dabuwlmbo&lq«r‘obﬂ They then applied some cimtment and hung huge loop-like earrings on me

Man winh the sick
Then one of them said to me. “Royal Concubine, you are d 1o have your feet bound” and before I could protest, my legs were yanked from under me and 1 aid

on my back. Thw-anmnhdnyw«lo‘or«lh«nIm'dundloundnwac«(n-hlumh, qunvvdnupudklfl‘cnllpﬂda&mhdnhnbouhlo
my feet. Twas unconackous.

Man with the mirror 3
In the night, [untied my feet and saw sy feet crushed and contorted into » box-Iike appendage, The pain was excruciating and I could not stop the bleeding. The freh blood
mixed with the new cosgulated and my feet looked ke the fredbly extracted heart of a gost - dﬁpplngndukl’y-ﬂh h}muhn moment, she arrived, The emperor.

llln-ﬁhlbelkk N
She was thim and b ful, and and dashing figure beambag with the severity of a monarch. She was forceful and full of power. A general, a king s
true knight. Hyllng?lmn\muh«f«q-hnlwhlhndmmlcdwm T saw the palem « it had & Rower.

Man with the mirror
1 was fearful that he may harm me again. He ordered that | lay mext 1o him, he ordered that my clothing be removed. Within minutes, I was in my barest undergarments. the
Kimg has stripped 10 My undergarments and we laid mext 10 each other. 1 feared the worn,

Man with the stick
_But she spole to me, with the firmnes of 2 man and the adoration of a lover. He touched me and held my hand. | thought he was going to... but she didn’t. We just laid next
0 each other for the whole night. She kissed me and I kissed him. His Nps oy lips, my lps her Nps. As | nunded next to her, Mgw:vud\cwmhandlhvm-nn«of
an affectionate vecurity. | will never be hurt and she will never hurt me

Man with the mircor
Wis it a dream? Wis | really there? Was he there? “ulhﬂhn?lmlhnnd-h-lwhl--ymdﬂd\c‘.lwﬂ(opbul 1 had a taste of heaven - a taste of 2 world
where perfection was at hand, a place where was koved and I could love. My heaven, my king. Iwas her comcubine.,

Back to the horss of women

One evening towards the end of winter, there was heavy snowfall. The empress Wy wan drinking and admiring the scene from her window, The winser sweet in the garden were
in bloom and their perfume filled the air. She said, "What imapiration it s to them to Bloom in this weather. l!-mkb«nmlbqlmlmhpznznnuondem
merry, llmld.o(mpduuIlo«hvﬂmumof-,(o-duuoﬁhcnwklnfullloo-m. Prepare the carviages, [ am going to the n of many
10 Jook at them.” Her maids 10ld her that it s the time for the winter sweet 1o bloom but all other Nowers will only 4o w0 in spring. The empress said, = Nlﬁo-wnm ﬂ:!
1f e winter sweet can brave the cold to please me, why can’t the others? [ alone am the fermale emperor. 1am unique! Do you think that these wretched
10 disobey me if [were to order them all to bloom at once? Let all flowens be in bloom tomorrow. Let it be known Imw—l-gwdupdn«prdcmind.e-omhgdl
flowers are ordered to make preparations at once and to be in bloom before dawn tomorrow, g
e e by e lan i h grected

yes were by ol ndid , and s wiiie us '
llmuﬂ&ul&mmm‘!‘v‘m“olzmm‘m ‘mnnnlnbloonm
The Emspress Wu was pleased. S&\n«lhabeun«hdlhe-l‘nfnnhwnlhullqhlhqdw«-enﬂonkmrcilu Skmdndw‘bm'v'co-‘
She had the flower in her hand.



. Mother Theresa came to me I saw her and she led me down down down this arcade I saw women shricking and running and running wildly in a room in

SCENE TEN: lethal ingestions 2

FLOWER
an arcade and they were foaming with anxiety and fear in their eyes

Man with the syringe

Gentl of the ion, no doubt you have heard of the many small colonies that have sprung up as a result of the hungry women movement.
The leader, Flower, is now wanted all over the world. This is a true case of chauvinism that will undermine the harmony of our state. We cannot allow
hem to insist on their differences. I propose the setting up of concentration camps to contain these women - to round them up to prevent the spread.

FLOWER
he looked frightened and she hit her head her head opened like a flower blooming she blossomed on the wall nnd her blood spewed covered the wall
e screamed [ want flowers on my walls [ want flowers on my walls I want flowers on my walls and she hit and she hit and she hil and she hit and she bled
nd she bled and flowers all the walls the flowers on the wall dark velvety flowers dnppmg from corners seeping into the cracks of the infested walls she
reamed I want flowers on my walls and her sisters screamed and they hurled against hurled against hurled against and their skulls splinter cackle splatter)®
urst a flower bl d her one after her and they broke and like (ld:f:m'u they sweep on the walls thick with fluid and blood thick blood

Man with thie syringe
‘e have separated the male population from theu dememed females. We have also separated the starving from the endorsed 50 as to not
penalise the law-abiding Those end with the highest fertility rate and the highest of aptitude have been q ined with the men

o ensure the proper and correct procedure of procreation for the future.

FLOWER
She was there on the side of the room with chains rusty chains and she rubbed them on her body she rubbed them on her privates and she bled and her
blood mixed with the rust a brown decaying concoction and stuffed the rancid metal inside her privates and forced it out and stuffed it in and foreed it

put the chain was heavy with blood heavy with rust heavy with semen glimmering shimmering she fed she licked ravenous chewed at the steel each time
cutting into her gums more blood more blood everywhere

Man with the syringe
As for the measures taken within conccmnuon camps, the new procedures performed are direct and simple. Since the women apply their sense of touch
o perform miracles, we have thus conducted mass amputation of the hands from the elbow down on all the women in about 5 of these compounds.
FLOWER

Make them stop mother make them stop | had to stop them I grabbed her struggle she would not let'go of her chains free yourself let me free you she
would not let go gleam in her eyes she hit me she hit me wet u«l splitting my skin cracking my skull

Man with the syringe
Neutralisation policy #25-8 designed for those who have continuously I quote, “spread the word of flower™ L«Iul ml»unce is injected into the larynx
o prevent voice production coupled with a surgical removal of the tongue - we have found that these two p ddition to the pl

of the dental structures in the mouth have proved to be most effective. No noise, no news.

FLOWER
Mother Mlp me hdp us help me hcr palm I saw her hand a flower like mine she is like me flower in palm shriek the hurling women' attack palms bloodied
palms all b d with flowers ing flower raining bl ining bl in the wet and gluey gummy gooey mixture of blood and mucus

Man vilh the syringe.
Mass lob will be conducted. We will either surgically remove parts of the brain or subject the brain to gamma rays to distort its growth and also

0 induce retardation. If they had the base of their emotions and thoughts under our control, they will no longer be able to act and think. I submit
before you gentlemen, that mass lobotomy is the best policy. No brains, no thoughts - simple and effective.

FLOWER

he raining of the flowers my flowers and I knew why mother I had to suffer to suffer like you did to suffer to liberate to know to free them and I laughed

and | understood the eries of the wild women the smile on your face the bloodicd palms and the red flowers all for me to know to see to feel to harness
he force of the wild women and I now know the purpose of all your suffering my suffering our suffering and I

I understand now

: mother
the suffering is necessary




SCENE ELEVEN: hu

RED GRASS GREEN RIVER T SAW AGAIN THE|
PILLARS THE TABLETS THE SHINING
TABLETS WRITING INSCRIPTION CRYSTAL
MY NAME I SAW MY NAME FLOWER I SAW
OUR NAMES MILLIONS OF NAMES RED.
GRASS I ATE THE GRASS TASTED LIKE
SEMEN AND BLOOD I SUDDENLY FELT
HUNGRY FOR THE FIRST TIME I NEEDED
STRENGTH TO FIND IT IATE THE RED
GRASS I MUNCHED AND SWALLOWED I |
FARTED CONTINUOUSLY EXPELLING AND
DISCHARGING BAD THINGS FROM MY
BODY THINGS I DID NOT NEED FELT
LIGHTER AND MORE AGILE THE MORE I
ATE THE MORE I FARTED UNNEGCESSARY
THINGS I STUFFED MYSELF WITH RED
GRASS MORE AND MORE AND MORE MY
BODY GREW STRONGER I FELT BIGGER |
THIRSTY DRINK WATER GREEN RIVER |
REFLECTION METAMORPHOSIS
CHANGE BIG HEAD RED HAIR PEARLY |
WHITE EYES STOMACH AS HUGE ASA |
MOUNTAIN THROAT AS NARROW AS A
NEEDLE STARTLED ME? OF COURSE
NO LONGER HUMAN GHOST HUNGRY |
GHOST FREE FROM THE PRISON OF |
HUMAN FORM MOVING ON EXALTATION
"EUPHORIA REBIRTH NO FEAR EMBRACE
BRAVE NOW TOGETHER



SCENE TWELVE: lethal ingestions 3

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE IS SITTING ON A CHAIR - PLACID AND PEACEFUL

THE MAN WITH THE SYRINGE

The answer was so simple. We were going around it the wrong way. As a man of medicine, I tried to find
acure. When I couldn’t find the cure, I tried to contain it - stop the spread of the malady - to control it.

There appeared no solution. When we captured these hungry ghosts and dissected them, it became so
obvious. were not human - far from it - they were less than humans, they were not even women. They
had fallen in the food chain and they are worse than beasts - \ of a misbeg, enterprise.
Yet they were causing 0 much damage - to our world, to our lives and the universe as we know it will be
irreparably altered if [ dldn t do what 1 did. Women denying their duties as mothers and wives, men giving
birth to ¢hild ing into savages. I had to protect the order, defend it from the spreading
of this cancer and cancerous they were. A cancer that was destroying the order that had taken millions of
years to establish - can you imagine a world of complete madness and utter chaos? It must be the duty of

anthropological hygienc to be attentive to a more severe elimination of lly inferior h bei

is the case today. We should hlcully place all factors responsible for selection in a fal and free life.
In prehistoric times of b itf. ion for end heroism, social usefulness etc. was made solely
by hostile outside factors. This role must be dbyah ganisation; oihemu. y will,
for lack of selective factors, be annihilated by the deg ive ph that d icati
and compassion. That is why I adv d the ulti luti Ntnolo‘y - the science of killing was to
be the final settl Ay ic and logical scheme of mortal neg: A ritual, a ceremony that must
be careful o keep the full precision of a medical but with the aim of killing. We had to terminate

them before they infect mry single one of us. l\olhin{:hon of perfect annihilation would do. We cannot
allow dissension to break the fragile laws of nature - the very fabric of our existence. Because ultimately,
terror is the most effective political weapon. Any one will think twice before undertaking anything against
the order as soon as she finds out what awaits her. I needed people who will act harshly and are not going
lo have mnd thoughts lbe moment they have to kill someone. Every action has a point to it, so does crime.
isa 's i Can’t you see? Ishould be commended. I was determined to attain
hcallng and health for mryone. I wanted to put myself at the service of the community. In order to do
this, I had 1o move therapy from the individual to the national body - the supreme treatment is that
extermination is the perfection of healing.
On day I broke a syringe, I was terrified. It was a much worse crime to break a syringe than to kill a man.
A syringe was worth more than a human life. He who holds the syringe also holds the responsibility of
producing and maintaining a clean and healthy existence, he who holds the syringe holds the power to
defend that existence. Our pride, my pride, is to have been able to do all that and remain doctors in spirit
in spite of everything. Ican say that I have always done my duty and have never done anything contrary to
what was expected of me.




e A AN SCENE THIRTEEN: the tablets that said nothing

e gathered on the island at the crack of dxwn. There were millions of us - women, hungry
osts all of us.

The Man with the Mirror
d Flower led us.

FLOWER
saw again the pillars the tablets writings, inscriptions crystal. | saw my name my name,
r. I saw our names, millions of names.

The Man with the Stick
e looked up and saw scribbling, inscriptions, writing on the tablets tbn was of a {orei‘n ‘
script. Like nothing we had scen before in our lives. 1t was almost like it was written in a
heavenly language and only the chosen could read. Ibegan to panic - could thisbe the |
mgu’:c of the chosen? Why could I not comprehend? Am I not the chosen? I turned
around only to realise that the lot of us could not decipher the writings.

The Man with the Mirror

Flower looked at us in disbelief. Many of us fell to our knees in despair - had all our

elTom been in vain? Why could we not undcnund the message - are we not worthy of
ge = are our desti g but trivia? 1 saw Flower next to the

kablets, arms out reached and embracing us, She s3id that we are all entitled to the me

We need more time, more evolving to read the message. Our time will come. Soon, s

said.

The Man with the Stick
For me, my moment had come and left. I could not believe her anymore.

The Man with the Mirror

Slowly the women and ts dispersed. Isaw them depart and I looked at the tablets.
They remained silent. How could I have invested my entire life on wmlhingw lifeless
and lmpotenl’ It occurred 1o me that all we have pursued is one person’s dream. One
person’s starvation, Another person’s starvation.

Both Men .
No one could recognise her, but we could. We told the man with the syringe. We told him.




SCENE FOURTEEN: genocide

Flower with chorus of women. Man with the syringe behind them clevated; the man with the stick and the man with the mirror flanking him, one on coch side.

FLOWER
They came one morning, without warning and entered our house. They took us in hoards and shipped us off. One truck at a time.
We were too weak. They captured me first and strapped me to the head of this huge truck. I saw the entire sky red as we approached,
it was the glow of fire. Blood was pouring onto the sky. I saw everything. Iknew. When I went to the shower hall I saw the clothing
of women who were not lying there anymore. The men took the clothing outside and set them ablaze - sending smog into the sky
and touching the clouds with a murky hue of red. They made me stand at the square while and of headed

into the main hall. The main hall was where we would all meet for the last time.

_ Finally, it was my turn. Istepped into the hall - the hall was filled with the sweet smell of Jasmine and lavender. A sweet and pungent
smell. A familiar smell. We were all asked to take off our clothes and discard them on our way in. We were shaven, one by one we
had to take a ~dn'.mrcl'. I saw, for the first time, the women around me. My friends and my people, and they looked at me forlorn.
What could I say to them?” Could I comfort them? Would it be of any use at all? But they held on to me, they held my body close
and warmed me. For a moment, I was truly happy. g
We marched into the main hall. The sweet smell was even stronger. Overpowering. So strong that it stung our eyes and we could
hardly see. The doors were shut. Darkness. I heard the whimpering of a few women but I heard the hushing of even more. | heard
o'ne of them say, ‘Flower, we believe you.” Another, "Flower, we know we were there.” I felt my heart shatter. In the darkness, the
sound of my heart bml‘h'n‘ filled the hall, filled all of us, filled the world, filled the Universe. [had no more words left but “Thank
you'. I could say no more.

We heard the engines pumping. We knew what it meant. Quickly, the women and ghosts piled around me. Surrounding me,
barricading me and sheltering me from the inevitable. No one was to sit, we would all stand. Our faces touched, our arms entwined
our bodies met. The gas came from the sprinklers swooping down at us like mist. Some of us laughed and cried as we choked to

breathe. I could fecl my women disintegrating. The gas ate through us, tearing my lungs from my body until I could breathe no
more. The ﬂ;euagc was here - 1 had finally realise what the message was. The words engraved on the tablets were clear to me. My
o

o women knew too. At that we knew what the gewas.. Ik cxystal clear.
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THANK YOU!

Our Pioneer Sp Glaxo-Well and The Westin Stamford and Westin Plaza Hotel

Our Official Card Sponsor, UOB Card Centre

Our Official Equip Sp . Th Multimedia Asia

Our Official Publicity Sponsor, Kris-Lite Pte Ltd

Our Venue Sponsor, Suntec City Development Pte Ltd

The National Arts Council Theatre Grant Scheme

Arts Fund Committee

Singapore Television Twelve

Radio Corporation of Singapore

R] Paper. Mentor Printers and Superskill Graphics for assisting with the flyers, posters and programmes
Kriston Food & Beverage, Official Caterer for the opening night reception

2100 Communications and Jimmy Cheang for the partial sponsorship of the slide projection equipment
The Management, Philip Poh, Esther Teo, Poh Kim Huat and June Lee and staff of Suntec City Development Pee Ltd

Ann Kdlly, Song Wykidd and Jonathan Seow of Song & Kelly
Nanyang Academy of Fine Arts for providing the workshop and welding space of the sculptures

AT s

Artsign for the sp hip of the pr
John Low for his assistance

Adriana Lim of Sonata Stage Craft and Michelle Lee of BJS Services

The press and media for their support

All u.vge assistants and front of house assistant{ for helping out at the rehearsals and performances

And everybody who helped make this production possible.
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WORKHORSE AFLOAT

Comong e Govan Thamera ™o e

WORKMORSE AYLOAY
A porinams o o $s Fomied of Avma Povisrn ing Ama 1)
Consetmad wad dirssd by Ong Kang Son

Winnan by Bakin Lave

Gt Ohvrmagrapher. Wendus (Bagagh

Coming Soon from TheatreWorks.. .
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A production in the Festival of Asian Performing Arts 1997t

Adbngh mact o va hane sara ¥ bnan. warhers i large [ P % 0
fow 0 e v et 1w e b T kg o e e b Conceived and directed by Ong Keng Sen
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P e b Reseediad b Lo TR T el o e e e et Guest Film-maker: Wu Wenguang (Beijing)
.

Guest Choreographer: Wenhui (Beijing)
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Takon o0 556, 06, 18 and 46 ar svndiuble fram o SETTIC wudem mov.
25 and 26 June 1997
The Victoria Theatre

The lives of yesterday’s Chinese rickshaw coolies and today’s construction workers from India is
the central theme of Workhorse Afloat

Under the artistic director Ong Keng Sen, Workhorse Afloat explores how circumstances in Singapo
have come full circle, by juxtaposing the lonely world of Chinese rickshaw coolies dating bac
from 1880 t0 1940, with the Indian workers presently here

Although most of us have seen these Indian workers in large groups at Little India on weekends
few of us ever wonder about the world they live in. Workhorse Afloat will change that as you are take
on a journey of discovery through a mosaic of real life accounts

A piece of collaborative theatre, the performance will integrate various techniques and slylesJ
including documentary, drama, music, dance, theatre and film by award winning film-maken
from China, Wu Wenguang and the three-time winner of the Special Jury Award at the Silver
Screen Awards, K Rajagopal. Innovative darice and movement sequences will be created by Wen
Hui, a guest choreographer who has worked in London at The Place and the Institute of
Contemporary Arts

Workhorse Afloat is a poignant and thought-provoking play that will stay with you long after the

curtain comes down.

Tickets at $16, 26, 36 and 46 are available from all SISTIC outlets now.




THEATREWORKS THE COMPANY
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TheoteeWorks i on independent Singuporean thostre coespany whick deselog and marturcs peofossonal thestre sl

It s dodicoted 19 reaching ¢ brood scction of the community end 1o toking Singopocesn thestre sleoad.

The Company recignis s noponsity e PREGAS T

Ukimatel, ThastreWorks i inpired ond dodicotd to sharing the Magicof Thastr.

Theotreorks (S) Limited, 6 registered chardy, was incorpocsted im Febewary 1985 e the first Englesh Languae adult poofensional theatre company in Singopore.

Over the years, MWﬂhh‘b«-n«:‘-h«I Sotdnltw(«-ful
fusion of W and E

MMMM«MMMMMW
lheoonp-nynrqwuhnforkh‘dubuuhwnwnyh&npm The company has toured the region and the
world. In 1992, the company toured Japan and Malaysia for Three Children and presented Madome Moo's Memaries at the
Edinburgh Festival. In the same year, Boouty Wield toured Japan and in 1994, Los fiu was performed at the Festival of Perth.
Thl-kﬂmh‘byw«nmmhlwu\m&qpmn:dM-Mdkwwnﬁe%hwbnd
F«tlvllo(?aperl-enulThun This year, Docendonts will contine its international journey to Canada,

With a varied programme, TheatreWorks” repertoire spans from
popuhrmemmnlplmn\mhlagw MM Lo fos, Wills and Secession and Sicofthe Best 1o visual experiences
wuch as Descondants of the Eumch Admirol and The Yang Fomdy (p dina Chi hophouse). TheatreWorks has alio

headed the pt of outd i ‘lhnm-‘khthlrprodudouofﬂuhwo-mlﬂ Longifg and
MMM ductions are testimonies to the comp s 10 develop theatre audiences qualitatively,
uvdluqmnumhdy Aﬁer-ndn‘dkwmo"mdnw TheatreWorks is forging a cutting edge with their new
works. With emphasis on inter-di yand i 1 styles and techniques, the works often blur the line between
(heatre, installation art, video art, plmo‘nphy. w-nd ) dance and arch

ylomnhummpny TheatreWorks realises its resporsibiley
in nurturing and providing opp: ies for theatre practitk g prog such as the Writers” Laboratory
mwwmnmSWMwunmwemme-nmnﬁh‘ Other programmes
include The Di " Lab y which young di and the Springboard programme, a theatre skills
training p dy ‘b,dnune, it from the United Kingdom. kponoflkhmwm
bas launched a Theatre-In-Education pm‘nmforxhooh. public I and y services on aspects of
theatre productions and student A

Ins the Last quarter of 1996, TheatreWorks embarked on The Flying
Gﬂmho]ul. This major project, conceptualised and headed by TheatreWorks” Artistic Director Ong Keng Sen, cxamines
meu-dmonlnmmdmhtolnmpom-Mm:ounnponrywofthzmtmuq The first phate of this

project was d to Southeast Asian traditional arts. It brought together fifty artists from Singapore,
Nnhy«a Indonesia, Thailand, Vietnam and Japan.
2 Durecrors Artisess Director
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Bankers, doctors, lawyers. It seoms that everyone

prefors to act these days. And no one givos thom more
of a chanco than TheatroWorks, And of course, The
Wostin. This year seos TheatroWorks” most ambitious
projocts take centrostagoe. Here at The Westin, weo're

THE WESTINSTAMIORD
EWESTN PLAZA
Sreycee

&
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happry to lond our support 1o productions ke "Workhorso
Afloat®, *Lao Jiu® and a watershed collaboration
botweon Singopore and Japan with "Lear”. In fact, as a
Patron of the Arts for the 6th yoar running, you could say
weo positively encoursge such schizophrenic behaviour.
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Because Glaxo Welicome is wholeheartedly
devoted to their Research and Development
programmes, they will never end their search for
better medicines, A quest that
“Hopos for the
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BANKI2I

'The convenience ot
banking one to one.

To set up an account, call us anytime.

1800 22 22 121 DIRECT
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the light that out

Bright Side
of Lighting

The rule must be observed:

1111111111

Lighting design must be
backed by the wherewithal
to make it reality.

When designers dream,
KRIS-LITE follows.

Thatis The Bright Side
1! of Lighting.

- VARIATION
A choice of clossical. futuristic
and contemporary lighting for
NAOO! Of OUIdOOr Use: Imported

&= or local manufactured

Cu ATION
u Lighting configurations

10 designer specifications.
manufocture for volume orders
Design services availoble,

I

o
\ ATTENTI
ce-on-call = by phone. fox

or Internet. Fost, attentive

/

CO CE

Showroom, warehouse, assembly
aond business facilities ot your
disposcl

70 Bendemeer Road #03-03
Hiop Huat House,

Singapore 338840

TEL: 280 8000

Fox: 293 8212

e-mall: krislite@singnet.com.sg
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NEWS HOUR !

MONDAY TO FRiDAY 8. 7PM

Now you can get the most out of your drive homae from work
Every weekday evening from 6-7 pm, there's a new fast-
paced programme that brings you all the day’s news in
one solid hour NEWS HOUR delivers straight to you the
latest home and world news, business updates, sports
news, interviews and traffic reports So now you can catch up
on the latest with NEWS HOUR on your way home. Brought

NEFM

news and information station 905

to you by One FM S0.5, your




I'riday Nights
Are For The Arts

And you've got
the best seat in the house.

Every Friday evening from 7pm, Expressions brings you to
concert halls, museums and theatres
in Singapore and around the world.
From your favourite seat right at home.
Bringing you the best arts programmes.
Expressions. Only on Premiere 12.

Expressions
Fridays, 7pm
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Sprawled over 888,000 sq. feet combining four thematic zones ~ Galleria, Tropics, Founiain
Terrace and the Enferiainment Centre, Suntec City Mall offers over 200 delightful mix of
shops, dining and enfertainment outlets to offer sheer pleasure to any visitor!

Suntec City Mall is directly odiocent to the Singapore International Convention & Exhibition

Centre and well-connected fo over 6,000 hotel rooms around the Marina Centre vicinity.

Just a short walk from the City Hall MRT Interchange, Suntec City Mall will offer you

Singapore’s Greatest Shopping Experience! *
Complimentary shutile service available fo Suntec City Mall, Bras Basah Rd (Raffles Hotel EC

bus stop) and Vicloria St. fopposite Bugis Junction). Service Hours:- Mon fo Sat: 7.30am § U K
-9.30am, 11.00am - 9.30pm. Sun & PH : 11.00am - 9.30pm. CiTy HALL

3 TEMASEK BOWEVARD SNGAPORE QOS983TEL 304 237, 337 900 OPEN DALY ROM 10AM- 10PM g ooobm:'mdmdp'mwmu




We design e5 Print

Annual Reports ® Brochures ® Calendars * Catalogues © Flyers © Magazines
® Newdletters ® Posters ® Boxes ® Paper Bags © ele.

Mentor Printers Pte Ltd

155 kallang Way, #-01-07/17 Singapore 349244
Tel : 292 3622, 296 1462 Fax : 294 7307

RJ Paper

is
proud to be
the paper sponsor

for the
publicity materials used

in
Destinies of Flowers In The Mirror

this programme was printed on Frostiflacks 80gsm recycled paper




$=) - AN INTERNATIONAL SERVICE BUREAU

.oo . e o—,\r
Supersklll Graph:cs PTELTD Zag, HOt0d1/y fr0pen0

Block T9A Indus 00«“57&90 650 L{IM
Modem (65) 27 )l Fax (65) 274 5565 (65) 274 16 278 7888 ) °Raowqd
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The Banners Speclallstv

OFFICE / FACTORY : 362 Upper Paya Lebar Road #01-03
Da Jin Factory Building Singapore 534963
Tel : 286 1514 (4 lines) Fax : 287 6072

SHOWROOM / RETAIL : Blk 231 Bain Street #01-41
Bras Basah Complex Singapore 180231
Tel : 339 5025 Fax : 339 1949
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—HUNGRI R GROW TH? ——

There are two sorts of participants at business
planning meetings: Those who are hungry for
growth. And those who are hungry.

Of course they could also be both at the same
time.Which only makes our contribution to your
business function even more vital.

At Kriston we believe that a good business meeting
is held together by a good agenda; but when it

<&

~

does break, it should break for good food.

That's why we've cooked up more than 500
tantalising dishes for the ‘fussiest’ of all eaters. Our
menu themes range from local and very ethnic to
international fare. And if you want something
different, we'll even customise the menu to suit the
occasion.

With Kriston, we'll make business a pleasure.

C/ K 1)

KRISTON®

FOOD & BEVERAGE

Kriston Food & Beverage Pre Led. Blk 1006 Aljunied Ave 5 #01-08 Singapore 389887.Tel: 744 6878. Fax: 744 6820
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