
 

Tybalt The Tigre 
 

by  

 

(one who shakes a spear at the sky, knowing her works will not be read 

 and dissected by the blind minions centuries after her death.)  

 

 

Tybalt the Tigre: a play of one act  

 

Setting: empty stage – circular – placed within the middle of the theatre. Three tapestries 

of a Tiger hang from the rafters, facing the three different areas of the arena. 

 

Beginning: A small Fox with very large ears comes slowly up the stairs from below the 

stage. She wears a brown monk’s robe (hood down) and carries a large walking stick. 

Proceeding to center stage, she waits a moment for the crowd to settle, and then bangs the 

butt end of the stick on the floor loudly three times. 

 

Vixyy: Noble people who have gathered here this day,  

You, who come to be entertained, 

Shall be… 

This is both possible… and probable. 

 

(strikes the staff on the floor one time – turning slowly to address the 

entire audience) 

 

Know then… you who are here… 

That the heart does not beat 

Simply that it should beat. 

That the spirit is not free 

Simply that is should be free. 

These things only happen 

If the writer deems it to be so. 

 

(strikes staff on the floor one time) 

 

Artist and writer are at odds;  

God and the Devil to those they create. 

 

It will be found that laws and logic 

Play merry hell among those  

Who would not cherish the ways of what is… 

But truly is not… 

 

(strikes the staff on the floor one time) 



 

Know then… you who are here… 

Between God and the Devil 

Between Heaven and Hell 

There is a world…  

A place existing only within your imagination. 

 

We will take you there. 

 

(strikes the staff on the floor one time) 

 

Know then… you who are here… 

Be forewarned; 

Not all stories written end happily…  

Though happily, they do end. 

 

(the Fox exits the stage on the opposite side from where Tybalt enters) 

 

(Tybalt the Tigre, shrouded in a white robe – hood up and covering his face - enters from 

the same set of stairs the Fox entered from and slowly makes his way to center stage. He 

stands with his head lowered – waiting a moment to allow expectations to give weight to 

the moment. He then drops his hooded cloak to the stage floor in one motion and strikes 

his beginning pose, reflective of the picture in the tapestries.) 

 

Tybalt:             To live… or not to live…  

     A mere question to the mind of the writer? 

Nay! 

I say… ability it is. 

What breath is to life the writer’s pen is to paper… 

And Lo; I breathe as flesh and blood 

Within the minds of the many. 

 

A picture! (said pointing to each of the three tapestries in turn) 

A picture! 

A picture! 

And what is that? 

Ink covering the artist’s paper with inactivity! 

An image frozen forever in time 

Not moving forward… 

Not moving back… 

A soul encapsulated and held;  

Dooming the artist’s creation for all of eternity. 

 

Queen: (calling from a distance – still out of sight under the stage)  

 Tybalt!  

Tybalt! 



Come forth and comfort me!  

Where are you? 

 

Tybalt: T‘is my mother. (crouches slightly and lowers his voice – confiding to the 

audience)  

 She bores me with her subservient logic; 

 Kowtowing to my father the King. 

 Agreeing with him, 

Only because he is the Master, 

That words are not required in the realm of imagery.  

They sit and stare at each other for years on end. 

 

Boring. (drags the word out) 

 

Queen:  (coming up to the stage by the same stairs – she wears a like robe, but in 

gold) 

 There you are my son. 

 You avoid me. 

 (She stops seeing his robe on the floor) 

 Why sheddith your gown?  

Does its feel displease you? 

You must not remain so… 

Nakedness is forbidden. 

 

Tybalt:  How now mother dearest?  

The answer to your question is quite simple: 

I grew warm and wished  

For the touch of cool air upon my fur. 

 

Queen:  (coming forward and laying a paw upon his arm) 

  My son trembles with the cold,  

You are ill and yet you try at being brave for me? 

I would that you stay warm lest you become gravely sick. 

(bending, she picks up his robe and offers it to him) 

Redress yourself Tybalt. 

 

Tybalt:  You only would that I obey the King’s command! 

  I will no longer stay dressed and picture like. 

  Words call me to life and I breathe. 

  Words, mother, beckon to me that I might thrive 

Freely among  the world as the creature I am. 

 

Queen:  The writer seduces you my son.  

You are an image of royalty… 

A symbol of what is right and courageous 

In the world you cannot be a part of. 



Your likeness guides nations into battle… 

Your steadfast pose points to the paths of justice… 

In your very existence resides the substance  

Of governmental wisdom. 

 

Tybalt:  (stepping back from his mother, roars loudly) 

   

I AM MORE THAN THAT! 

  I WILL BE MORE THAN THAT! 

 

  (the Queen is frightened and takes a step backwards – he softens his tone) 

   

The artist made me Mother… I understand that. 

And yet… the writer has given me life. 

   

(he clenches his fist, holding it into the air palm upwards) 

   

THE KING COMMANDS ME…  

I AM THE ARTIST’S CREATION AND WILL NOT MOVE! 

   

(opens his fist extending his fingers) 

   

AND YET… THROUGH THE CAPRICIOUS FINGERS OF THE 

WRITER - I DISOBEY! 

 

(he points off into the distance) 

 

TO LIVE… 

 

(he points in the opposite direction) 

 

OR NOT TO LIVE… 

 

(he looks to his mother and again softens his tone) 

 

That is truly the question. 

 

King:  (voice bellows out from below the stage) 

   

WHO DARES ROAR IN MY KINGDOM? 

  MY REALM IS SILENT  

AND SO IT WILL REMAIN! 

 

(the King appears on the stairs and stops halfway to the top, regarding his 

wife and son – he is dressed in a robe of purple - the Queen turns to him, 

her son’s robe still in her paws – Tybalt is situated behind her) 



 

King:   What troubles my wife?  

My son, (he squints) are you naked? 

 

Tybalt:  (leaps out from behind his mother and bows to the King with a flourish) 

   

I am naked Father. 

 

King:  And why is this? 

 

Queen:  (begins to speak but is stopped) 

 

King:  Silence woman! 

  My son presumes to speak,  

And you will remember your place. 

 

Tybalt:  She is my mother, sir!  

You will treat her better! 

 

King:  (walks fully onto the stage and stands a short distance from the pair) 

   

She is my wife and I shall treat her as I please. 

Your nakedness offends us.  

 

(he makes a motion with his paw indicating his son should don his robe) 

 

Tybalt:  (moves quickly behind his mother and rips her robe from her body) 

   

Behold the nakedness of your wife Father. 

  Is she not beautiful? 

  Do you not desire her? 

  Would you punish her love for you 

By not allowing her to breathe real air? 

 

King:  (taking a step forward and roars) 

   

HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND TYBALT? 

 

Tybalt:  On the contrary Father, 

  I have found my mind, and it is full of words. 

   

Nouns, pronouns, verbs and adverbs… 

   

(he spins about arms stretched to their fullest) 

   

And wonderful wonderful adjectives! 



   

They give me life! 

  They give me reason! 

 

(stops spinning and looks directly at the King) 

   

They call to me that I should LIVE!  

   

(he steps forward ahead of his mother in a stance of challenge) 

   

I say it is time that we move forward 

As living breathing thinking creatures  

Of flesh and blood! 

   

(he points at his father) 

   

THE KING IS DEAD! 

   

(points directly into the air) 

   

LONG LIVE THE KING! 

   

THE ARTIST IS DONE 

  AND THE WRITER YET BEGINS... 

  PROCLAIMING LONG LIFE TO THE IMAGE! 

 

King:  (removing his hood – he looks at his son sadly – he speaks softly) 

   

The artist created your image… 

  The artist can erase it just as easily… 

   

(Tybalt attempts to charge him, but the King moves a paw and he is 

frozen) 

 

(His wife tries to interfere, but the King moves a paw and she too is 

frozen) 

 

King: The writer is a devil and will destroy  

That which should not be destroyed  

With fanciful words which mean nothing.  

 

Words are nothing more than noise 

Dividing the world with language  

Upon language 

Upon language 

Upon language. 



 

Words but denote meaningless babble. (he spits) 

 

Imagery… such as you and I 

Is understood by all who look upon it. 

 

(moving forward, he takes the Queen by the paw and leads her to the place  

upon the stage at the third tapestry) 

 

I have loved you from the first I saw you my Queen. 

 

(moving to his son, he takes him by the paw and leads him to his place 

upon the stage at the second tapestry) 

 

I have loved you from the first you appeared…  

Fruit of our union… seed of my colors… 

As I fade, your image will grace the heart of a nation. 

 

(he moves to his own place upon the stage and drops his robe – all three 

now assume the pose of the tiger in the tapestry) 

 

King:  There is no truth but one; 

 

  (the tapestries begin to lower slowly all three tigers holding the same pose) 

 

  The image is created from nothing by the artist. 

 

Queen:  The image conveys all that is to be conveyed. 

 

Tybalt:  But without words… 

The image is still. 

 

(the tapestries finish coming down hiding the three behind them) 

 

 

 

 

 


