The scene is set in a grimy tavern being rocked by a strange unearthly storm. The characters seem nervous about the storm and continue to glance out at it (optional for Shane.)

Characters:

Shane: Middle age to old age, male.

Murgar: Short. Male.

Allesia: Middle age. Female.

Thomas: Middle age. Male. Obnoxious hat.

Halathian: Teen to 30’s. Male

Norlan: Male.

(Shane is in the center of things. Allesia and Thomas look to have just entered. Murgar is pacing the far side of the tavern.)

Allesia 

Oh, look there Thomas. There’s the master story teller, Shane.

Thomas: 

(Quietly) Looks like somebody out of a story dressed up like that.

Allesia: 



Oh hush you. The same could be said about you, or me, or anybody else I 
guess if you want to be critical. Especially with that hat of yours.

Thomas:

 Good for keeping the sun out of my eyes.

Allesia:

 On a night like this?

Thomas: 

Good point. So, master story teller?

Allesia:

 The best in the land--no--the world from what’s said about him.

Thomas:

 

Well, I guess I’ll have to give him a chance. Not as though I was planning 
to do anything today, even before this blasted storm came in. Funny. I don’t even 
remember what I was planning on doing. 

Allesia:

 You probably never made plans in the first place. Now hush.

Thomas:



I guess. To be honest I feel kind of strange, like someone were dancing 
over my grave.

Allecia:



Hush now dear. Just relax.

Shane:



 Gather around close and listen. Listen...do you hear that? Its the wind and 
the rain raging against this world, trying to break into here to confront us.

Murgar:

 Baah! ‘Tis but a storm. Such things are common....to the sane at least.

Shane:



 I am not mad, dwarf. At least not to the truly wise. A simple one such as 
yourself knows little of the world at large, so I shall refrain judging you yet in 
your naiveté.

Murgar:



 I ain’t young, you know. Just be passin’ me 150th birthday and I can tell 
you that it is just a storm (beat) Just a bloody storm!

Allesia:



 Quiet. I haven’t talked my husband into letting us see the visiting master 
Bard just so that he can be interrupted by you Dwarf. Let the story teller speak.

Thomas:

 That’s right. Go ahead, sir... tell us a tale.

Murgar:



Humans. The whole lot of ye can go stick your heads up the wrong side of 
an orc’s bottom for all I care. I been warnin’ all of ye long enough. If your fools 
enough to listen to stories while there’s a storm like that going on, then so long to 
the lot of you.

Shane:



 Now, now, I thought you said it was just a....how did you phrase it so 
succinctly....a “a storm.” Something that was common for the sane. Sit, Dwarf 
and listen... all of you should listen for this will affect all of you.

(Enter Halathan Emeraldthistle, An elven male that looks young)

Murgar:



 Ah, as if things weren’t bad enough with the storm trying to tear this 
place apart and prince dimwit hear already, now we have to be havin’ nothing 
else but a bloody elf wandering in. I’ve had just about enough of this.

Halathian:

 Very well. Go out into the storm if that is your wish, Dwarf. 

Murgar:



I would to...but with out me to stand here and protect the lot of you I’m 
sure that everyone here will soon be drowned and dead.

Halathian:



 That is unlikely. This place is well secured. All of the windows are 
boarded up. Better here then anywhere else in this village, and better in this 
village then anywhere else within miles, for there is no other shelter. No, I doubt 
you will leave.

Murgar:



 Listen right here Elf. If you want to settle this we can right here and--

Halatian:



 Ah, so this is the famed story teller I have heard so much about. Known 
far and wide throughout the land and now come to this peaceful village to 
entertain us.

Shane:



 Indeed I would. Sit and listen to my tale, please, everyone.

Murgar:



 Ahye, I will, though I fashion my ears are going to be bleeding plenty for 
hearing the likes of tales told by one such as yerself.

Shane:


 
Long ago there was a great lord by the name of Shinlar. Shinlar possessed 
a magic that others feared and envied.

Allesia:


Ohhhhh....magic! I like magic. What sort was it, oh master story teller.

Shane:



 A sort the world had never known before. At first it all seemed innocent 
enough to Shinlar when he came into his power. So he embraced the magic, 
called it to him to do his bidding. It became second nature to him.

Halathian:

Never good to get to caught in the web that magic spins.

Murgar:

 For once I agree with you elf.

Thomas:

 

Oh, I don’t know about that. Some magic would do good, I think when I 
work my fields. Make the job get done faster.

Shane:



 That, my friend, is exactly what Shinlar thought as well. He thought to 
use the magic to do good, to help others....but soon others became envious. Soon 
the very gods raged against Shinlar.

Murgar:



 That’s a human for you. Give him a chance and he’ll try to remake the 
world in his own image. No wonder the Gods are always ragin’ against thee wee 
sort.

Shane:



 But I never said that Shinlar was human. Oh, no, for if he was but a 
human how could he  come to find a power so fantastic. Human he seemed in 
form but in reality he was a powerful God himself. The other Gods grew jelous of 
his power and sought to bring him down. In fear he fled to the world of mortals.

Halathian:



Truly an accursed thing then, for this is no world for Gods. The forests, 
rivers, and skies can not abide it.

Shane:



 Nor could they. The other Gods made certain of it. They made it so that 
the very world attacked Shinlar. (Beat) But Shinlar percevered. He stalked 
through the torment trying to gather his magic about him like a shield. To use it to 
defend himself. Others did not understand. The clergy of the people rose up to try 
to stop the rampaging God and a great war began.

Thomas:

 Ah, a story of a fallen God then dear.

Allesia:

 Ahye.

Shane:



 No, not quite. Fallen from the grace of the other Gods perhaps but Shinlar 
was no fallen God. Stronger then the other Gods and their pawns he survived the 
trap they lay for him. It was a most devious trap, oh indeed .

Murgar:

 

I think I’ve  heard enough. Your story telling is retched, dolt. I would 
prefer 
to go out into the storm. 

(Goes to door and trys to open it. Does not open. In frustration roars and throws body against it. Goes flying back to land in a crumpled heap. Slowly, tenderly, rises.)

Shane:

Stay. I would be most pleased if you would do so.

Murgar:



 What manner of sorcery is this, yee fowl cur. If I only had me ax I would 
make yee pay for that human.

Shane:

 Stay!!! 

(Murgar goes rigid, staring blankly into space)

Shane:

 Whoever said I was human fool. 

Halathian:

 Release him!

Shane:



 I think not. I rather think I will leave him just like that. Besides, you 
don’t want to help him. You just want to sit here and listen to my tale....

Halathian:

 (Shaking) Y-You’re spell won’t stop me. I won’t....

(Thomas grabs the elf and holds him in place)

Thomas:

Quiet. Listen to the story teller. Oh, continue, oh divine one.

Shane:



 Yes, I think I will. The Gods were set against me and they tried to trap 
me. But, Ah, I was more clever then they. Far more clever. I moved to place their 
very own magic that they meant to trap me with in my own hands.

Allesia:

 Wise is the master.

Thomas:

 All praise the master.

Halathian:



 You are all mad. Listen to yourselves. This is no divine creature you see 
before you, but one wrought of hell fire. How long have you masqueraded as one 
of us, beast.

Shane:



 Long years. The gods were powerful and I wanted to make them think 
that I was long defeated so I hid, letting my power and that which I had stolen 
coalesce within me until nothing could possibly defeat me.

Thomas:

 Oh, the master is clever, and wise!

Shane:



 The Gods thought to trap me in a spell, an enchantment that would place 
me in a bubble in the very nature of reality itself. I would think and act as though 
I were alive and still in the real world, only I would actually be trapped in their 
pocket reality, cast aside to play apart stupidly there for all eternity, renacting the 
same moment over and over again and not even realizing it.

Allesia: 

Oh, the master did well to evade that.

Shane:



 Oh yes, I did. But the magic has been growing now in me and I cannot 
contain it any longer. The magic that the Gods threw at me must be released. And 
you will all do nicely as its victims. From this time forward you will be trapped 
here in this tavern for all eternity, never able to leave. You will go mad and think 
that this day has never happened so that you will enact it again and again forever. 
Such is the curse that the Gods thought to hurl at me. But I am no puppet. I am 
Shinlar and all the world shall bow at my feet.

(All bow except dwarf whom is starting to shake)

Shane:



 I shall have a throan made of more riches then the world has ever scene 
before. I will have treasure beyond all imagination. I shall make the other Gods 
cower as you fools now are. And I shall--

Murgar:

 Die you beast!!!!!

(Murgar, finally breaking free of the spell, launches himself at the God Shane and is abruptly hurled backwards as Shane raises a hand in a quick gesture as he casts a spell. Murgar falls against the door, cradling his head and groaning slightly in pain.)

Shane: 



What is this? My magic should have been more then enough to hold you. I 
don’t understand!  I am a God! A God, and a simple dwarf is no match for my 
power. 


(Murgar rises and steps aside from door which abruptly opens. Norlan enters.)

Norlan:

 That is because you are no longer a God. You haven’t been for a long time.

Shane:



 Norlan!!! What is this? Of course I am. I tricked you and the other Gods 
long ago. You thought to trap me in an enchantement. You lured me to a normal 
looking human tavern and once there you tried to release a magic that would 
create a subreality where I would be imprisoned. But I escaped your treachery.

Norlan:

 (Shaking head sadly) No. You never escaped.

Shane:

 But of course I did. I am all powerful. Nothing can defeat me.

(Raises hand in gesture as though to cast spell. Norlan smiles with pity.)

Norlan:



 Your magic is no match for me now. It was no match for us back then 
either. It is interesting, however, that it was powerful enough to conjure this place 
of your defeat all those years ago. To make replicas of real people now long dead. 
It is a wonder. A wonder I have scene many times. (Beat) You are dismissed.

(Thomas, Allesia, Halathian, and Murgar exit)

Norlan:

 It is a sad thing to see a dead God. Now go back to your slumber. 

(moves to exit)

Shane:


 No, this cannot™-

Charac be. I am all powerful. I am Shinlar the God. I am the wind, the rain. And I . . . I am you.

(Chorus. Others join in from off stage.)



I am Shane the story teller. I am Thomas the husband, Allesia the wife. I 
am Halathian the elf. I am Murgar the Dwarf. I am all of this and more. I am in 
your thoughts.

(Shane)

 

It can’t end like this....no it can’t ..... IT WON’T! No!!!!!

End 
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