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CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that 
performance of TYKE DREAMS OF PLUMERIA STARS is subject to 
payment of a royalty.  It is fully protected under the copyright laws of The 
United States of America, and of all countries covered by the International 
Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the 
British Commonwealth) and of all countries covered by the Pan-American 
Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne 
Convention, and of all countries with which the United States has reciprocal 
copyright relations. All rights, including without limitation 
professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture, recitation, lecturing, 
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all 
other forms of mechanical, electronic and digital reproduction, transmission 
and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing 
networks, information storage and retrieval systems, photocopying, and the 
rights of translation into foreign languages are strictly reserved.  Particular 
emphasis is placed upon the matter of readings, permission of which must be 
obtained from the Author in writing. 
 
The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the 
United States, its territories, possessions and Canada for TYKE DREAMS 
OF PLUMERIA STARS are controlled exclusively by Next Stage Press. 
No professional or nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given 
without obtaining in advance written permission and paying the requisite 
fee.  
 

SPECIAL NOTE 
Anyone receiving permission to produce TYKE DREAMS OF 
PLUMERIA STARS is required to give credit to the Author as sole and 
exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all programs distributed in 
connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in which the 
title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or otherwise 
exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author 
must appear on a separate line, in which no other name appears, immediately 
beneath the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the largest, 
most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.  No person, firm, or 
entity may receive credit larger or more prominent than that accorded the 
Author. 
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DEDICATION: 
 
This play is dedicated to my father, Robert Kemuel DeMoville. 
One of my first memories of my father was him telling stories to 
me. Stories he made up, things like he and I accidentally inventing 
a time machine and then going back to “dinosaur days” and he 
would make shadow puppet dinosaurs with his hands on my 
bedroom wall. He was always someone who could tell a funny 
story to a room of people and have them laughing or amazed. All 
of my best stories and jokes are really his. Either I’ve taken them 
directly or myna-birded turns of phrase or punchlines. My father 
was a mechanic, and I wonder if that connection to machinery and 
storytelling structures was somehow connected. I can’t ask him 
now because he’s dead. He’s almost been dead now more years 
than I’ve known him alive. He wanted to be a farmer, or work with 
animals on a ranch. Maybe work as a large animal vet. For a 
semester he even went to school near Cal Poly San Louis Obispo 
to try and leave mechanics behind. But he didn’t. He never said it 
directly, but I knew it was because of my brother and I. We were 
born when he was in his early 20s and both my father and my 
mother Kathy, turned towards jobs that gave them faster income. 
Jobs that got them into the workforce faster. Not high paying jobs, 
but jobs that didn’t require the kind of investment in yourself that 
college does. When I look at this play, it is permeated with what I 
imagine my father’s frustration must have been. That’s the kind of 
frustration that so many feel. My father died about five years 
before this play was written, but he had been dying for ten years 
before that. In the final two years of his life, he was deeply 
depressed, and saying things like we would be better off without 
him. The kind of phrases that are rooted in frustration. He felt like 
he was a burden. He felt like we had moved on without him. He 
was frustrated with all of the unfulfilled promises that he had 
made, and then not delivered on. That he had been unable to 
deliver on. I know because he would say things like that when he 
was in his darker moments. I’m now about the same age he was 
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when he died, and I wish I could have known him at this stage of 
my life. The underlying message of this play belongs to my father: 
never let anyone teach you to be hopeless. Find love. Find 
laughter. Find connection. It’s all there: just don’t let the ribbons 
that bind you become chains.  
 
 
If you or anyone you know is experiencing domestic violence or 
has experienced sexual assault, help is available. Please seek 
help. You are not alone. National resources for domestic 
violence and sexual assault support include the National 
Domestic Violence Hotline 1-800-799-SAFE (call, text 
"START" to 88788), RAINN for sexual assault 1-800-656-
HOPE (4673) or chat online. Resources for suicide prevention 
include immediate crisis lines like the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline. 
Just call or text 988, or use the 988 Lifeline online chat to 
connect with a trained crisis counselor anytime, day or night. 
These resources provide direct, confidential support 24/7 for 
individuals in crisis or those worried about a loved one. 
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CHARACTERS: 
 
BROTHER: (M) A Young Man (18ish) bound by guilt. 
 
SISTER: (F) A Young Woman (23ish) bound by fear. 
 
BOUND MAN: (M) A Man (28ish) unable to move his body, he 
struggles for every breath. 
  
LOVER: (F) A Woman (23ish) bound by love. She is of Middle-
Eastern heritage. 
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS: (M/F) Dusty old clowns & carnies. 
They play every other part in the production, and can even play the 
members of “the bound family” if the production likes.  

 
STAGE MANAGER (SM):  (M/F) A kind of ringmaster with a 
new purpose. Always played by the same actor. 
 
DEATH: (M/F) Death, in the flesh. Always played by the same 
actor. 
 
SETTING: 
On the floor of the space there are three rings, each filled with 
beach sand. The sand is clean and smooth and natural, full of 
unspoken promise, it is ready to become anything. Surrounding the 
space is a combination of an old hoarder’s apartment and a 
rundown storage shed filled with circus paraphernalia. Everything 
is rusted, dusty, and only partially functional. There are scraps of 
fabric hanging or draped about the space as well, allowing for 
areas that can hold projected images or video. 
 
TIME/PLACE: 
Oahu Hawai'i, sometime around 2006-2008. 
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NOTE ON MUSIC: 
 
This play includes song lyrics, but I encourage each production to 
create its own original music and sound to bring them to life. The 
rhythm, tone, and style should emerge organically from your 
creative team and performers, making the music a unique 
expression of your production. However, if composing original 
music proves challenging, the songs (or portions of them) may be 
cut as needed without impacting the integrity of the play. 
Alternatively, the lyrics may be chanted or sung in unison by 
the CHORUS OF PERFORMERS to maintain their presence in the 
story while simplifying the musical demands. Each production 
should shape these elements in a way that best serves their vision, 
resources, and creative energy. 
 
 
NOTE ON CASTING: 
 
Unless specifically noted in the character descriptions, actors of all 
ethnicities, abilities, and gender expressions should be considered 
for any role. The default for casting should not assume whiteness, 
able-bodiedness, or heteronormativity. Our world, and Hawai’i in 
particular, showcases the rich diversity of the human experience, 
and the casting of this play should reflect that as well. While some 
characters are written to be perceived as male or female within the 
story, they do not need to be played by actors who match that 
gender identity. What matters most is the spirit of the character and 
the truth of the performance. Productions are encouraged to 
embrace inclusive, representative casting that honors the unique 
perspectives and talents of their performers.  
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NOTE ON PRODUCTION: 
 
This play was born out of two provocations: 
Shakespeare’s Othello and the real-life story of Tyke, a circus 
elephant killed in the streets of Honolulu in 1994 after attacking 
her trainer and goring her groomer. These sources are not adapted 
directly, but their emotional and thematic residues inform the 
world of the piece. From Othello come enduring questions: Can 
love and war coexist? What is the root of jealousy? Who do we 
allow to shape or distort our perceptions? From Tyke’s story 
comes a visceral inquiry into violence, captivity, and the haunting 
nature of trauma, both personal and collective. The structure of the 
play is intentionally fragmented. How is an elephant like Othello? 
Rather than following a linear plot, the work invites audiences into 
a space shaped by memory, rupture, and emotional accumulation. 
Characters echo each other across time and identity. Logic is 
governed less by narrative sequence and more by psychic truth. 
The result is a dreamlike, at times nightmarish, landscape where 
images recur, meanings shift, and emotional intensity builds rather 
than resolves. When approaching production, directors and 
dramaturgs are encouraged to prioritize atmosphere, tone, and 
emotional resonance over traditional storytelling arcs. Stillness and 
silence carry as much weight as dialogue. Transitions can be fluid, 
disorienting, or abrupt. Characters may contradict themselves. 
Time is elastic. There is humor here too; don’t shy away from 
those joyful moments of dislocation and absurdity. Designers 
might explore abstraction, layering, and repetition. Sound, 
projection, and visual motif can serve as connective tissue between 
fragments. There is space for interpretation: the play resists tidy 
answers or clear allegiances. What matters most is fostering a 
sense of proximity to grief, love, rage, and memory. 
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TYKE DREAMS OF 
PLUMERIA STARS 

 
 

SCENE 1 
Death Arrives Late 

 
As the audience enters, various performers around the space rise 
out of dusty heaps. They cough and sputter out bits of the pay, bits 
of old circus routines, bits of old songs. Lost memories striving for 
focus and function. The play is running late. Why haven’t we 
started yet? Finally the STAGE MANAGER – looking as lost and 
confused as some of the others – emerges. 
 
STAGE MANAGER (SM). Hello ladies and gentlemen, boys and 
girls and miscellaneous: welcome to this evening’s production of 
Tyke Dreams of Plumeria Stars. We’re running a couple of 
minutes late so I wanted to apologize for that. We’ve got a VIP 
coming tonight and they haven’t arrived so we wanted to give 
them a few more minutes. Yes. So. Well.  
 
The SM takes out a piece of paper that has been folded into the 
tiniest possible square that a piece of paper can be folded in to. SM 
takes a moment to unfold the paper, then reads notes from it, going 
“off book” from time to time. 
 
Maybe take this time to turn off all cell phones or pagers Normally 
at this point in the production I would be asking you to turn off 
your cell-phones and cell-pads and cell-watches and all of the other 
devices that prevent you from truly and fully being here. Being 
here. Being present in this space. In this here and now and not five-
thousand miles away bitterly swiping through the vacation pictures 
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of a friend you haven’t spoken with in ten years. But I’m not going 
to do that right now. I will. But not now. Right now, take out your 
cell-phones and cell-pads and cell-watches and search these three 
words: Tyke. Rampage. Honolulu. Take a moment to look at the 
pictures. Watch the videos. Look at them over your neighbors 
shoulder. This is context. This is mood. Trigger warnings. Like, all 
the trigger warnings.  
 
Some of the videos of Tyke’s rampage play on the projection areas. 
 
There. Now turn them off. Not on silent. Off. Be here. Be with us 
for these few minutes. Don’t let your world pull you out of ours. 
Let’s see… There is no videotaping or photography of any kind 
allowed during the production. I’m not sure why you would want 
to film this, but there it is. You can’t do it. What else… No 
smoking. The only reason you should smoke in this theatre is if 
you’re on fire. If you are on fire, don’t panic. The exits are here 
and here, and someone will be on hand to escort you outside. So… 
That’s pretty much it. 
 
USHERS, BOOTH-FOLK, RUN-CREW, etc. motion for SM to keep 
stalling. 
 
Yeah. Okay. Yeah. Umm… So. Okay. Here’s a joke. Right. 
Nothing like a god elephant joke to pac-a-der-room. Okay. What 
do you call the red stuff between an elephant’s toes? (Silence) A 
slow runner. (Silence maybe. Groans maybe.) Okay. Yes. Poor 
taste after watching the clips. I agree. Didn’t quite think that 
through. There. There is a lot of pressure up here. Being up here. 
Being a performer. I’m not a natural performer. I usually just stay 
behind the curtain and call the shots. Make sure actors know 
what’s going on. Actors are easily confused. Sorry. Anyway I… 
I’ve got another. Why did the elephant drink so much? (Silence) 
To forget. (Again, hopefully, silence).This is not natural. For me. 
I’m not someone who does this. I don’t know why I am the one 
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they asked… I can’t! I can’t! It takes a certain type of person. A 
certain disposition. You. (To the audience in their entirety) You. 
All of you. Put a lot of pressure on people. Perform! Perform! We 
bought a ticket! Perform! I could be seeing a movie! Perform! I 
would probably have preferred seeing a movie! Perform! Perform! 
Perform you fucking little shit of a man! PERFORM! 
 
 The SM takes out a gun. 
 
Cliché. Cliché. Cliché. But I’m not a performer. I know the rule 
though: if you have a gun in the first act you better use it in the 
third. That’s a theatre rule. But you know it’s a prop. Right? You 
know these are lines. Right? Someone else wrote what I’m 
speaking. Right? Right? But maybe… I read something once. 
Something. I don’t remember where I read it. I don’t remember the 
details. In the early 2000s. When the terrorists took over the theatre 
in Russia. For a few minutes, the audience assumed it was part of 
the show. Assumed that the masked militants with the bombs 
strapped to their bodies and the assault rifles were just actors. It 
was that kind of show. Nord-Ost. Full of guns and soldiers and 
make-believe and then they were in the aisles. Oh how fun! Oh 
how cute! Actors in the aisles! Then four days later 130 people 
were dead. How cute! How quaint! I’m not a performer. But I’m 
onstage. I’m in front of you. So… PERFORM!  
 
SM hold the gun to his head and is about to pull the trigger when: 
DEATH enters. 
 
DEATH. Sorry. Sorry everyone. I know I’m a bit late. Sorry. I 
appreciate everyone’s patience.  
STAGE MANAGER (SM). (Putting the gun away) Okay. Well 
then. Enjoy the show. 
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SCENE 2 
Tyke on the Run. 

 
Elephant Song. Someone from the CHORUS OF PERFORMERS 
dressed as TYKE runs around the space, through the audience etc. 
Other CHORUS people serve as HUNTERS, stalking TYKE, and 
eventually gun TYKE down. During this bit, CHORUS members 
sing “The Elephant Song” – like an old campfire ditty. 
 
SONG: THE ELEPHANT SONG 
(Based on John Godfrey Saxe’s poem.) 
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS. 

It was three men of Indostan 
To learning much inclined, 
Who went to see the Elephant 
(Though all of them were blind), 
That each by observation 
Might satisfy his mind. 
 
That each by observation 
Might satisfy his mind. 
 
The First approach'd the Elephant, 
And happening to fall 
Against his broad and sturdy side, 
At once began to bawl: 
"God bless me! but the Elephant 
Is very like a wall!" 
 
God bless him but the Elephant 
Is very like a wall! 
 
The Second, feeling of the tusk, 
Cried, -"Ho! what have we here 
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So very round and smooth and sharp? 
To me 'tis mighty clear 
This wonder of an Elephant 
Is very like a spear!" 
 
This wonderful old elephant  
Is very like a spear! 
 
The Third approached the animal, 
And happening to take 
The squirming trunk within his hands, 
Thus boldly up and spake: 
"I see," quoth he, "the Elephant 
Is very like a snake!" 
 
He thought that mighty elephant 
Was just some type of snake. 
 
And so these men of Indostan 
Disputed loud and long, 
Each in his own opinion 
Exceeding stiff and strong, 
Though each was partly in the right, 
And all were in the wrong! 
 
All were in the wrong! 

 
The song is over. TYKE lies dying. The HUNTERS take pictures 
and pose with the corpse of the beast. 
 
SISTER. I remember Tyke. I was there. 
BROTHER. Both of us. With our father. 
SISTER. I don’t remember much. Images. Feeling. 
BROTHER. I remember fear. And a surge of people. I remember 
Dad holding me. 
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SISTER. He bought me cracker jacks because it was the circus. 
There was a ring. A cheap toy ring at the bottom. I still have that 
ring.  
BROTHER. I remember… I want to say I remember the elephant. 
But I don’t. 
TYKE. (dying)No one ever remembers the elephant. 
 
HUNTERS react quickly and fire more shots into TYKE, who 
reacts over-dramatically. 
 
SISTER. You done? 
TYKE. Yep. (more gun fire from the HUNTERS) Seriously. Stop. 
I’m dead. 
SISTER. I didn’t see. We didn’t see what happened after. 
BROTHER. I remember Dad lifted us up. 
SISTER. Lifted you up. 
BROTHER. I remember him shouting. 
SISTER. I just held on to his leg. Like it was a stone in a rushing 
river. Like if I let go I would drown. 
BROTHER. He was shouting. 
SISTER. He always shouted. 
BROTHER. No he didn’t. 
SISTER. Well… 
BROTHER. He was yelling, “Go! Go you fuckin’ thing! You 
fuckin’ beautiful thing! Run ‘em down! Run the fuck home!” 
SISTER. He was crying. I remember him crying. 
BROTHER. Yeah. Yeah. And smiling. 
 
 

SCENE 3 
Dreams of a Bound Man. 

 
The BROTHER is bathing the BOUND MAN with a bowl of water 
and sponge. 
 



TYKE DREAMS OF PLUMERIA STARS 
 

 15  

BOUND MAN. Last night I had a dream. I would have called it a 
nightmare. Before. But now it’s just a dream. 
BROTHER. What did you dream about? 
BOUND MAN. Fields of shit. Endless rolling hills of shit. Piles 
and piles of shit. All different shapes and colors. 
BROTHER. Sounds nasty. 
BOUND MAN. You were there. Swimming in it. Doing laps. Like 
some shit swimming Olympian. Playing in it. Tossing it around. 
Having shit ball fights. 
BROTHER. (laughs) You should try dreaming about pretty girls 
sometimes.  
BOUND MAN. What would I do with a pretty girl? 
BROTHER. I don’t know. 
BOUND MAN. I would rather take a shit like a man again. Not 
just see it sliding through a tube. (silence) That bag of shit is all I 
have left in the world. All that’s mine. 
BROTHER. You got more than that. 
BOUND MAN. I got you. 
BROTHER. Yeah. 
BOUND MAN. Change the bag before you go. It’s full. 
 
 

SCENE 4 
A Parable of Loss 

 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS sing the “Willow Song” – it is soft, 
like something your Grandmother would sing you to sleep with, 
and sad in a way that children can’t comprehend until much later 
in their lives. 

 
SONG - “The Willow Song” 
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS. 

The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree,  
Sing all a green willow; 
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Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow 
 
The fresh streams ran by her, and mumur’d her moans 
Sing all a green willow; 
Her salt tears fell from her, & soften’d the stones;  
Sing willow, willow, willow 
Sing willow, willow, willow 

 
The ACTORS mentioned below should all come from the CHORUS 
OF PERFROMERS. There should be at least three distinct 
ACTORS but more are possible. While the ACTORS speak, the rest 
of the CHORUS hums the “Willow Song” quietly and returns to 
singing when noted. 

 
ACTOR. Once upon a time there was a prodigal son. 
ACTOR. No. No. Once upon a time there was a good Samaritan. 
ACTOR. No. Not that. There was once a man who was swallowed 
by a whale. 
ACTOR. That’s stupid. No. There was once a woman who was in 
love with a man. 
ACTOR. Yes. Yes. We can work with that. 
ACTOR. A woman loved a man because that’s how the story 
goes. She loved him. Love that is filled with meaningful gazes and 
deep sighs and whispers and soft laughter at secret jokes. And the 
man loved the woman. Because that’s how the story goes. But they 
were young. And there was a war. And the man was leaving. He 
was called to fight. Called to leave the one he loved.  
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS. (Singing, solo or as a group) 

The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree,  
Sing all a green willow; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,   
Sing willow, willow, willow 
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As before, the ACTOR, YOUNG MAN, and YOUNG WOMAN 
mentioned below should all come from the CHORUS OF 
PERFROMERS. This could be the same three (or more) 
performers from earlier, or new performers. While the ACTORS 
speak, the rest of the CHORUS hums the “Willow Song” quietly 
and returns to singing when noted. 

 
YOUNG WOMAN. Don’t go. 
ACTOR. She whispered. 
YOUNG WOMAN. Don’t leave. 
ACTOR. She cried. But her tears and her whispers and her kisses 
and her heart were not enough. 
YOUNG MAN. I must. 
ACTOR. He whispered. 
YOUNG MAN. I’ll come back. 
ACTOR. He sighed. And he left. 
YOUNG WOMAN. I will wait. I will wait. I will wait for you 
forever. 
ACTOR. She repeated to no one. To his pillow. To his picture. To 
the things he left behind. 
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS. (Singing, solo or as a group) 

The fresh streams ran by her, and mumur’d her moans 
Sing all a green willow; 
Her salt tears fell from her, & soften’d the stones;  
Sing willow, willow, willow 

As before, the ACTOR, MAN, and WOMAN mentioned below 
should all come from the CHORUS OF PERFROMERS. This could 
be the same three (or more) performers from earlier, or new 
performers. While the ACTORS speak, the rest of the CHORUS 
hums the “Willow Song” quietly and returns to singing when 
noted. 
 
ACTOR. Time passes. Letters come weekly, then monthly, then 
yearly. Then. Then. Then. But she waits. Still she waits. 
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WOMAN. I will wait. I will wait. I will wait for you forever. 
ACTOR. She tells the wind. She tells the neighbors. She tells each 
room of the empty, silent house. One day, while cleaning a closet 
or sweeping a floor or moving a couch, she sees a picture. A 
picture of him. Strange. Strange. 
WOMAN. Strange. 
ACTOR. She thinks. He looks different. Different than her 
memory. Was this the man? Was this? Was this? The man she had 
loved so long ago? Was this the jaw she used to touch? Were these 
the lips she used to kiss? Were these the eyes she swore to never 
forget? But still. Still. 
MAN. Every time you look at this picture, I’ll be thinking of you. 
WOMAN. Still. 
ACTOR. She will wait. She’s waited so long now. What’s another 
year? Another two? Another ten? So she waits. Like a mountain 
waits for the sea. Like a tree waits for a storm. Like a riverbank 
waits for a flood. She waits. 
 
CHORUS OF PERFORMERS. (Singing, solo or as a group) 

The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree, 
Sing all a green willow; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,  
Sing willow, willow, willow 
 
The fresh streams ran by her, and mumur’d her moans 
Sing all a green willow; 
Her salt tears fell from her, & soften’d the stones;  
Sing willow, willow, willow 
Sing willow, willow, willow 

 
As before, the ACTOR, OLD MAN, and OLD WOMAN mentioned 
below should all come from the CHORUS OF PERFROMERS. 
This could be the same three (or more) performers from earlier, or 
new performers. While the ACTORS speak, the rest of the 
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CHORUS hums the “Willow Song” quietly and returns to singing 
when noted. 
 
ACTOR. But then. But then. Beyond hope. Beyond imagination. 
The man returned. But time had worn down stones to sand and 
hearts and vows to fond memories. 
OLD MAN. I’ve come back. 
OLD WOMAN. Yes. 
OLD MAN. Come home. 
OLD WOMAN.   … yes. 
OLD MAN. My love. 
OLD WOMAN. My… my… yes. 
ACTOR. Was this the man? The face was not the same. Old. 
Scarred. Lean and hard. This was not the man. Not the man she 
waited for. Longed for. Loved. 
OLD MAN. Kiss me. 
OLD WOMAN. I’ve waited. 
OLD MAN. I know. Kiss me. 
OLD WOMAN. I’ve waited. 
OLD MAN. Now. 
OLD WOMAN. Wait. Wait. 
ACTOR. This wasn’t what she had waited for. Longed for. But 
what. What. What could be? For so long she had waited. What else 
did she know. Love was forgotten. Promises lost to memory then 
to nothing at all. All she knew was waiting. There was nothing 
else. But the waiting. The photograph. The life boxed up in a dusty 
closet. So maybe. Maybe. Maybe. He forced her. He yelled! He 
hit. Maybe. Maybe he screamed in the night. Maybe he drank. 
Maybe he never returned at all. Maybe. So Maybe. Maybe. Maybe. 
She poisoned his soup. Shot him. Gave him the noose and then 
looked away. Maybe. Maybe she stabbed him through the heart. 
Maybe she just walked away. Maybe. But then he was gone. No 
matter the maybe. And to the walls. To the neighbors. To the wind 
gasping by. She whispered: 
OLD WOMAN. I’m waiting. 
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SCENE 5  
Video Chat from the Front Lines. 

 
The SISTER and her LOVER are chatting across the miles that 
separate them. 
 
SISTER. When I get home I want you to stay with me. The whole 
time.  
LOVER. What about your family? 
SISTER. It doesn’t matter. My brother will love you. He’ll see 
you and fall in love. 
LOVER. It’s not your brother I want falling in love with me.  
SISTER. God, I can’t wait to see you. 
LOVER. I can’t wait to kiss you. 
SISTER. Yeah, I thought about you the other day. 
LOVER. Naughty thoughts? 
SISTER. No. Well, sometimes. But that’s not what I mean. Have 
you ever heard them pray here? 
LOVER. Yeah, my grandmother used to… 
SISTER. Because it’s beautiful. Just the sound of it. It’s so 
different than the way we pray. It’s just music. Just singing. I don’t 
even know what they’re saying. Maybe you can tell me when I see 
you. 
LOVER. I’m not sure I could. 
SISTER. Because I’m not from here? 
LOVER. No. Because I don’t speak the language. 
SISTER. Oh. 
LOVER. I was born in St. Louis. I thought you knew. 
SISTER. I did. I do. I remember you telling me. But still. I thought 
maybe you would know. 
LOVER. Well, I’ll look it up online. I’ll whisper it in your ear like 
it’s a story from Arabian nights. 
SISTER. You don’t need to do that. 
LOVER. I want to. It’s my heritage, I should know. 



TYKE DREAMS OF PLUMERIA STARS 
 

 21  

SISTER. There are so many times when I think I see you. Just 
walking around the street. Out of the corner of my eye. 
LOVER. We all look like Princess Jasmine from Aladdin to you. 
SISTER. No. That’s not what I meant. 
LOVER. I know. I was teasing. 
SISTER. Yeah, I know. (Silence) Our convoy was attacked the 
other day. 
LOVER. Oh my God! Are you okay? 
SISTER. Yeah. I’m just… I mean we had to shoot. We were under 
fire. But I kept picturing… I kept seeing them praying. And it… 
I…  
LOVER. You’ll be home soon. Tell me then. Wait until I’m there 
to hold you. 
SISTER. Okay. Okay. Yeah. That sounds nice. That sounds really 
nice. 
LOVER. You’ll be home soon. 
SISTER. Oh God. Oh Fuck. 
LOVER. You’ll be home. 
 
 

SCENE 6 
A Funeral –or– Death Interrupts. 

 
Snippets or humming of a funeral song. BROTHER and SISTER 
stand silently, eyes downcast. Snow falls on them gently. A coffin is 
laid at their feet. 
 
SISTER. (Silence) What time do you start school? (Silence) Are 
you going to school tomorrow? (Silence) You shouldn’t have to go 
to school. (Silence) So don’t. Don’t go. Take some time. (Silence)  
Do you want a ride back to the house? After. We can pick up your 
stuff. 
BROTHER. I’m not going with you. 
SISTER. Let’s not do this now. 
BROTHER. I’m not. 
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SISTER. You need to be with family. You’re still too young. 
BROTHER. I thought we weren’t doing this now. 
SISTER. We’re not. I’m just. I love you. (Silence) We’ll be okay. 
We’re family. We’re still family. 
BROTHER. You’ve got a family. 
SISTER. So do you. 
BROTHER. You’ve got a kid. You’ve got a boyfriend. That’s 
your family. 
SISTER. Things will be okay. You’ll see. (A cell-phone rings in 
the audience) You’ll… Thing…Things will be okay.  
(It rings again) You’ll see. I’ll be there. So will.. (It rings again) 
 
DEATH finally answers the phone. 
 
DEATH. Sorry. I’m so sorry. 
SISTER. Seriously. You’re… You’re gonna answer it. 
DEATH. (in phone) I’m in the middle of watching a play, is it 
important? 
SISTER. So. So this is happening? You’re actually doing this? 
BROTHER. What an asshole. 
DEATH. No. No, you can have some when I get home. I said no. I 
… I don’t know when. (To actors) How much longer is this? Like 
45 min? An hour? (SISTER flips off DEATH.) That isn’t helpful.  
(Back to phone) Let’s say an hour, alright? 
SISTER. Fine. Fuck it. I’m done with this scene. Here’s what you 
miss. Our dad killed himself and I promise to take care of my 
brother forever. End of scene. 
DEATH. I have to go. No. No. I have to go. Don’t call unless 
you’ve lost a limb. (DEATH hangs up) Happy now? 
SISTER. Don’t talk to me. 
BROTHER. I swear to God, Death ruins everything. 
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SCENE 7  
Tyke Resists 

 
One ACTOR from the CHORUS OF PERFROMERS takes out a 
small megaphone, or an old microphone, and begins to recite the 
following poetic amalgamation. At first the rhythm is slow, 
plodding, but then it begins to quicken. The ultimate goal is for the 
rhythm is resemble the sound of an elephant going from a walk to 
a charge. In the background, other folks from the CHORUS OF 
PERFROMERS pound out the rhythm, while still more CHORUS 
OF PERFROMERS assemble bits of random junk until they have 
made the silhouette of an elephant, like a giant moving shadow 
puppet. At the end of the piece all has devolved into chaos, 
mirroring the Tyke rampage. 

 
SONG/CHANT - “An Elephant’s Heart”  
(from the work of William Blake & Chidiock Tichborne) 
 
ACTOR. 

My mother bore me  
on the southern wild, 
And I am gray as twilight,  
but O! my soul is sunrise; 
 
My mother taught me  
underneath a tree, 
And sitting down before  
the heat of day, 
She took kissed me, 
And pointing to the east,  
to say: 
 
Look on  
the rising sun: 
It gives the light, and gives the heat away: 
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And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive 
Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday. 
 
And we are put on earth a little space, 
That we may learn to bear the beams of love; 
And these slack bodies  
and this sunbourn face 
Is but a cloud, 
like a shady grove. 
 
For when our souls have learn'd the heat to bear, 
The cloud will vanish; we shall hear  
"Come out from the grove, my love & care, 
I'll shade you from the heat, till you can bear 
To lean in joy“ 
Joy joy joy joy joy joy to learn in joy 
 
My prime of youth is but a frost of cares, 
My feast of joy is but a dish of pain, 
My crop of corn is but a field of tares, 
And all my good is but vain hope of gain; 
The day is past, and yet I saw no sun, 
And now I live, and now my life is done ... 
Like the sun 
Like a son 
Who has bourn what he can bare. 
 
Bring me  
my bow  
Bring me  
my spear 
Bring me  
my chariot  
of fire. 
Fire 
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Fire 
Fire 

 
 

SCENE 8 
The Truth Can Be Messy 

 
A kind of memory… or maybe a fantasy… 

 
BOUND MAN. I remember when I met her. When I was whole. 
When I was a man. 
SISTER. You were never a man. 
BOUND MAN. We were still in high school. In Spanish together. 
SISTER. It was math. I never took Spanish. 
BOUND MAN. I said something romantic. Something in Spanish. 
SISTER. Donde esta banyo? That’s what you said to me. 
BOUND MAN. We dated. She got pregnant. I dropped out. Got a 
job. Things were good. Things were so good. 
SISTER. No they weren’t. 
BOUND MAN. Things were good. 
SISTER. No. They weren’t.   
BOUND MAN. I remember when my son was born. My son.  
SISTER. You were so drunk security had to escort you out of the 
hospital. 
BOUND MAN. Holding him in my arms. Laughing with him. 
Watching him sleep. 
SISTER. You never changed a diaper. Never fed him. Never got 
off the couch. You yelled. You dropped him in front of the TV. 
BOUND MAN. They were the best three years of my life. With 
him. With her. Together. A family. 
SISTER. It was shit. I was the one raising everybody. You. My 
brother. Our kid. You were always drunk. I couldn’t stand you 
anymore. And at times… at times I hated all of you. All three of 
you. 
BOUND MAN & SISTER. What did I do to deserve this? 
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SCENE 9 
Dinner 

 
BROTHER, SISTER, LOVER, and BOUND MAN have all gather 
together for a meal. The SISTER is on leave, and the LOVER is 
meeting her family for the first time. They sit around a diner table. 

 
BROTHER. So this is. … It’s really great. Having you home. 
SISTER. Yeah. 
BOUND MAN. So great. 
BROTHER. Yeah. This is nice. Does anyone want more chicken. 
LOVER. No. I’m stuffed. 
BROTHER. It’s KFC. 
LOVER. Well. It seemed like homemade. 
BOUND MAN. You want to hear a joke? 
LOVER. Sure. 
BOUND MAN. Why did the elephant drink so much? 
LOVER. I don’t know. Why? 
BOUND MAN. To forget. 
SISTER. Hilarious. 
 
In unison, everyone – including the BOUND MAN – pounds the 
table hard. BOOM! All freeze but SISTER. 
 
SISTER. Pull over. Let me drive. You’ve been drinking. I know 
you’ve been drinking. Don’t touch the wheel. 
 
They repeat the action: BOOM! Unfreeze. 
 
BOUND MAN. Well. They can’t all be funny. 
SISTER. Yeah. God forbid a joke is funny. 
BOUND MAN. So you tell one. 
SISTER. I don’t remember anything funny. 
BROTHER. (Silence) So. How are things over there? 
SISTER. Shit. 
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BROTHER. You see anything? Any action? 
SISTER. I don’t want to talk about it. 
BROTHER. Save any lives? 
 
Again: BOOM! All freeze but BROTHER 
 
BROTHER. Don’t touch her! You fucking asshole! Pull over! 
Pull over! You fucking 
 
BOOM! Unfreeze. 
 
SISTER. I don’t want to talk about it. 
BROTHER. Yeah. Okay, sorry. 
BOUND MAN. Some other time. 
SISTER. No. 
LOVER. So your sister tells me that you just graduated High 
School last year. What have you been up to? 
BROTHER. Nothing. 
BOUND MAN. Wiping my ass. 
LOVER. Oh. 
BROTHER. Not just that. 
BOUND MAN. There’s also the internet porn. 
SISTER. I’m not here to watch my brother get hassled by Darth 
Vader. Lay off. 
BOUND MAN. Don’t tell me what to do. 
 
BOOM! All freeze but BOUND MAN, who performs as if he is not 
bound. 
 
BOUND MAN. I’m fine. Quit trying to pick everything I do apart. 
One drink. One fuckin’ drink. Shut up and look out your window. 
 
BOOM! All unfreeze. 
 
LOVER. I’m not trying to be rude, but I don’t know who you are. 
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BOUND MAN. I was thinking the same thing about you. 
BROTHER. He’s. He’s family. 
SISTER. No, he’s not. 
BOUND MAN. I’m the father of her child. 
LOVER. Oh. Oh. I … I didn’t know. 
SISTER. Asshole. 
LOVER. Where… Where is? 
BOUND MAN. He’s dead. He died. 
LOVER. Oh. Oh God. You should have told me. I… 
SISTER. Don’t. Don’t. Don’t. 
 
BOOM! They’re all in the car now, the LOVER crying softly like a 
baby. They speak over one another until the crash. 
 
SISTER. Pull over. Let me drive. 
BOUND MAN. I’m fine. Quit trying to pick everything I do apart. 
SISTER. You’ve been drinking. 
BOUND MAN. One fuckin’ drink. 
SISTER. I know you’ve been drinking. 
BOUND MAN. Shut up and look out your window. 
BROTHER. Don’t touch her! You fucking asshole! Pull over! 
SISTER. Don’t touch the wheel! 
BROTHER. Pull over! You fucking 
 
BOOM! Stillness for a moment. Then the SISTER lets out a 
guttural moan that becomes a scream – as if something is being 
torn out of her body – and then silence. 
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