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Cast of Characters
Agrippa:			A master silversmith in his late 50s.
Alex:	Son of Agrippa, Roman centurion, 32 years old, served most of his career in the East.
Diana:	Daughter of Agrippa, 18 years old, unmarried.
Polycarp:	Diana’s love interest, in his 20s, aspiring silversmith.
Demetrius:	Chairman of the Silversmiths of Ephesus Guild, in his 50s.
Actaeon:	Son of Demetrius, in love with Diana, in his 20s.
Guild members:	All men, mostly in their forties and fifties.

Scene
The living room of Agrippa, the silversmith.

Time
The time of Christ.


ACT I
Scene 1
SETTING:	A living room that is elegantly but not richly furnished. It’s at the director’s discretion whether to show it as modern or First Century. 

AT RISE: 	Agrippa and Demetrius walk in talking animatedly. 

Agrippa: How can you do this to us, Demetrius? I was counting on this order for, for everything? I was depending on it to pay back Felix everything that I owe.
Demetrius: I’m sorry, Agrippa. You know you’re one of my oldest friends. I wouldn’t do this to you if conditions weren’t so dire that I had to. But the fact of the matter is they are, and there’s nothing I can do about it.
Agrippa: Talk to them. Tell them you’ll give them a discount. Say ten percent should be enough.
Demetrius: I already tried that_
Agrippa: Make it twenty percent, then. Twenty percent and I’ll do the job.
Demetrius: Agrippa, stop it.
Agrippa: Thirty percent. By the gods, Demetrius, if they won’t pay that much, then there’s nowhere in the world that they’ll get a price like that. 
Demetrius: It’s not about the money, Agrippa.
Agrippa: Then what is it about? Tell me what could possibly have made him go back on a deal that he knows means so much to me and my family.
Demetrius: There are… other factors at play. Factors that affect much more than just you and your family. 
Agrippa: You’re being too vague, Demetrius. What’s going on?
Demetrius: Trust me when I tell you, Agrippa, that our entire industry, our very place in the society is at risk.
Agrippa: What is this about?
Demetrius: Change, my friend. The world is changing too fast, and the changes are taking us in the wrong direction. If we’re not careful we will be swallowed up by them and completely destroyed.
Agrippa: Damn you! Can’t you stop talking in riddles for just one second!
Demetrius: I can’t say any more here, Agrippa. The best I can do is commiserate with you and your family, and promise that this matter will be discussed at the next meeting.
Agrippa: And when will that be?
Demetrius: Soon, my friend, soon.
Agrippa: How soon is soon? What’s the problem? Is it that you don’t have a venue yet, Demetrius. Well, then, you can come here.
Demetrius: O, I would never presume to impose a meeting of our guild on you and your family on such short notice.
Agrippa: Cut the nonsense! With my family’s livelihood at stake, I’d even be willing to have you come here today if we could gather all our members together.
(A lovely young woman enters, bearing a tray with a jug and some cups. It is a Agrippa’s daughter, Diana. She sets them down, even as they’re talking, serves each one then quietly exits. Demetrius watches her leave.)
Demetrius: And then there’s the other matter that we had discussed.
Agrippa: Which one? O, yes, well, as I said before, a marriage between my Diana and your Actaeon would be very much to my liking. I just don’t think it would be to hers.
Demetrius: Yes, and as I pointed out to you, earlier, whether or not it is to her liking is almost completely irrelevant. She’s eighteen years old. Soon there won’t be any sane man interested in marrying her. So unless you want you and your son to have to take care of her for the rest of her life, you should accept my offer. Actaeon is quite taken with her, and won’t mind her age.
Agrippa: But she’s completely opposed to the idea, I tell you! She sometimes jokes that she would like to take Artemis’s vow and be a virgin, serving at the temple for the rest of her life. But I know the real reason is she just doesn’t want to marry, or have children. Who can blame her? Would you want to, if your life had started off the way hers did?
Demetrius: Fine. You’ve beaten me for now, my friend. But just know that the offer still stands. Actaeon won’t give in that easily. Who knows? He might even be willing to give up having children of his own, just to be able to marry your daughter.
Agrippa: Don’t be a fool. No sane man would do that just for a woman.
Demetrius: You’re right, Agrippa. No sane man would. (He stands up, and Agrippa starts walking him to the door.) I need to leave. There are a few more houses I have to visit before nightfall. Take care, friend.
Agrippa: Take care. But, are you sure there isn’t anything that we can do before the meeting? About this whole situation?
Demetrius: By all the gods! You just don’t stop, do you!? Fine, there is one thing you can do. There’s a philosopher, a teacher of sorts, that’s been at the marketplace lately. He’s the source of all our troubles. The only thing you can do before our meeting is keep your family, friends, and all your neighbours away from him. If you can succeed at that, you will have done the Silversmiths of Ephesus a great service.
Agrippa: Alright. I don’t go to the market square much myself, but I’ll be sure to warn Diana about him. What’s his name? How will I recognize him?
Demetrius: He’s not easy to miss. He’s a Jew, and he goes by the name of Paul. 
(Demetrius exits. Agrippa goes to sit back down again on the chair. Agrippa kneels down before the statue on the table and begins to pray.)
Agrippa: Artemis, daughter of Zeus, swift slayer of the mountain Deer. Look in benevolence on this suffering city. Cheer your suffering people.
(Diana comes into wipe the table. Agrippa sits back on the chair.)
Diana: How did the meeting go, father?
Agrippa: Things are very dire. Severus cancelled his order today.
Diana: No! How could he do that? We were depending on that order. Father, what are we going to do?
Agrippa: Finish the other orders. Pray to the gods. There isn’t much else we can do, child. Will you accompany me to the Artemision?
Diana: You know I don’t visit the temple of Artemis, father. 
Agrippa: We need her benediction, Diana.
Diana: And you will obtain it for us. As for me, I would rather worship some other goddess.
Agrippa: She is the patron of this city, Diana. Without her statue that fell from heaven, there would be no city of Ephesus. Diana? Diana! (No response, she just keeps wiping the table.) O, what did I do to deserve a daughter like this? Fine, Diana, I’ll go to the temple by myself. But, just stop wiping the table for five seconds and listen to me, Diana. There’s something I need to discusss with you. (Diana stops wiping the table, turns to face him.) I will be blunt with you, daughter. You’re not getting any younger, and _
Diana: No. (She goes back to wiping the table.)
Agrippa: What are you doing? I haven’t even finished.
Diana: I’m saving your breath. I will not marry Actaeon, father.
Agrippa: You were eavesdropping on our conversation!?
Diana: You can hardly call it eavesdropping, father. The walls are so thin that it’s a struggle not to hear what you men are discussing.
(As they continue to argue, a man steps silently into the house – Alex. He’s dirty and disheveled, and is carrying a heavy sack on his back.)
Agrippa: No, Diana, this must stop! You can’t just listen in to my conversations at will.
Diana: Aren’t I the mistress of this home?
Agrippa: No, Diana, you are my daughter and you will obey me! 
Diana: Papa, you don’t need to ... (she sees her brother) Alex! 
(She runs over to him, hugs him, kisses him, showers him with all the affection that she’s been storing up for the many years that he hasn’t been around.)
Diana: O Alex ... I can’t believe... I never thought that I’d see you again... you’re not dead... I told them all that you weren’t dead. We were so worried, Alex. So, so worried that you wouldn’t be granted leave, or that you had been killed, and ... let’s not talk about that now that you’re here. Let me get you some food. You must be exhausted from the journey. 
(Diana exits. Agrippa and his son stare at each other for a few moments.)
Alex: Father…
Agrippa: It’s good to have you back, son.
(Blackout)


ACT I
SCENE 2

SETTING:		Same as the previous scene.
AT RISE:	Agrippa is sitting by himself in the center of the room, staring meditatively into the distance. In his hands is a little statuette of Artemis, the goddess of the city. Alex comes into the room, and he immediately puts the statuette down.
Alex:  Oh, I didn’t think anyone else was still awake.
Agrippa: I’m actually just about to go to bed.
Alex: I hope I haven’t interrupted anything… What’s keeping you awake?
Agrippa: Oh, you know…these old bones of mine. (After a pause) Why don’t you sit down with me for a few minutes? (Alex starts moving towards the chair.) I’d like to hear about your time in the army? It’s a wonderful thing to be a centurion. Your uncle served as well, but he was never more than a legionary.
Alex: (With a smile.) Yes, father you’ve told me.
Agrippa: Well, you can’t really blame me for telling the same story two or three times.
Alex: (The smile is now a grin.) More like two or three hundred times.
Agrippa: (Smiles back) What can I say…I’m getting old. (After a pause) She loved her gifts.
Alex: I knew she would. That silk came all the way from the east, the Orient, passing through some of the most dangerous, uncivilized lands in the known world.
Agrippa: How much did you pay for it?
Alex: Nothing. (His father looks at him quizzically for a moment) We confiscated it… took it from pirates off the coast near Sidon.
Agrippa: The army comes with its advantages, eh? 
Alex: Yes, it does. But still, I was seventeen when I signed up. It never hit me then that I was signing away the next twenty five years of my life. It’s taken me the last fifteen years to realize the weight of the decision I made.
Agrippa: But it’s not all bad?
Alex: No, it isn’t. The pay is good, for citizen soldiers at least, and at the end of twenty five years they give you a nice parcel of land on the frontier to colonize. Still, I miss home. I miss you and Diana. She’s grown up so much since the last time I was here. She’ll probably be married with children before I’m able to get leave again.
Agrippa: Did you get my gift off the pirates as well?
Alex: No. That, I was given by a friend.
Agrippa: It seems to be some sort of religious text. At least that’s what I can tell from the little I’ve read… some fable. It seems to be speaking of a god, a god who is also a man. Perhaps the child of a god, but from what I’ve read so far… I don’t know.
Alex: I’m listening.
Agrippa: The god this scroll speaks of claims to be absolute… “The one and only” he is called. It’s an almost treasonous allegation and yet, it doesn’t seem to be an attempt at provocation; it seems more like the writer is stating a fact that is obvious to him and should be to everyone else, like the weather or the time of year, rather than contesting the legitimacy of all the other gods … I barely understand most of it, but the little I did understand was bordering on pure madness.
Alex: Just keep reading… who knows what you may find in there.
Agrippa: I will, even though it’s hard to keep an open mind with a scroll that makes such ludicrous claims. 
Alex: Well, you know what they say: “the foolishness of God is wiser than man’s wisdom.” 
Agrippa: I’ve never heard that one before; who said that. Must’ve been some ancient king.
Alex: (Laughing quietly to himself) No, no one of that sort. It was said by a tentmaker, a believer in the same God as the writer of the scroll. 
(There’s a long pause)
Agrippa: Hmmmm…you discovered some interesting gods during your time in the east. I just hope you remember that we of this house serve Artemis and no other; it’s the Ephesian way, and you are just as Ephesian as when you left those many years ago. 
Alex: Father, I’m amazed that you still show so much devotion to Artemis even after… well…
Agrippa: C’mon man, spit it out.  By the gods I can’t believe you can be so timid after fifteen years in the army. Fine, let me say it for you, then. You’re wondering why I’ve continued to serve the goddess of childbirth eighteen years after my wife died in childbirth, aren’t you? (Alex nods) Diana wonders the same thing. In fact, she flat out refuses to worship the goddess. Sometimes I wonder that as well. Especially at night, when everything is silent and I am left alone with my thoughts. And before I got rid of that big ol’ bed that we used to use, I used to lie down at night, feeling the emptiness that used to be her, and ask myself if Artemis is even real. But that’s just my grief talking. This city exists because of her, we serve Artemis above any other gods, I earn my living making statues of her for the pilgrims to buy. She must be real then, musn’t she? (He stands up and walks out, leaving Alex in the living room.)
(End of scene)

ACT I
SCENE 3
SETTING:		Same as previously.
AT RISE:	Alex is kneeling on the floor with his hands lifted up in prayer. Voices can be heard approaching the door from the outside. It’s Diana, talking to Polycarp.
Diana: We can’t talk for too long, otherwise Alex will wonder where I’ve gone off to. Father will never agree.
Polycarp: But I promise that I’m willing to work for him for as long as it takes. That’s how Julius paid his dowry, and I know your father admires him a lot. 
Diana: It doesn’t matter, Polycarp. I’ve already told my father that I have no intention of marrying, ever. 
Polycarp: But why, Diana? Why!?
Diana: Quiet! Alex will hear you!
Polycarp: You mean he’s in the house! I thought he’d be out enjoying some female company or something like that.
Diana: He’s not really into that … listen, I had to tell him, it was the only way to stop him from marrying me off to some young man from a well respected family. 
Polycarp: Does he… does he have anyone in particular in mind?
Diana: No, no, of course not. It’s just that I’m eighteen years old, and apparently in our world that means I should be a grandmother by now. So, I had to tell him that I have no intention of marrying so that he doesn’t arrange anything for me. But don’t you see, Polycarp? Once you’ve become a well respected craftsman, with your own shop next to the temple, I’ll just tell him that I’ve changed my mind.
Polycarp: But that could take years, Diana! I’m barely an apprentice now. It’s much better if I talk to your father and tell him I’d like to work for him to pay your dowry_
Diana: No! Trust me. Please, just trust me.
Polycarp: Alright, Diana. I trust you. I’ll see you on market day. I love you.
Diana: I love you.
(By now Alex has walked up to the door and started eavesdropping. When he hears them saying their goodbyes, he rushes back to his kneeling position and pretends to be praying.)
Diana: (Walking on stage) Hi, Alex. I didn’t think you’d be around this early in the evening.
Alex: I decided to come home early today, get some rest. I’d have gone to the temple… to get some female company, but that’s not really my thing.
Diana: (Appears uncomfortable at the turn the conversation has taken) Ummmm, ok, I think I’ll just go get some rest as well. (as she starts walking out)Oh, and in case you were wondering, I was with my friend Dorcas; you know her, her father is in the guild with papa.
Alex: Oh, you don’t have to tell me where you were. You’re eighteen years old, old enough to be a grandmother!
(On hearing those words Diana stops dead in her tracks. On her face is a look of absolute dread.)
Diana: Will… will you tell Papa? 
Alex: No I won’t.
Diana: (Slightly incredulous) You won’t?
Alex: No, I won’t. Though I do wonder why you’re so afraid of him finding out?
Diana: Papa and I have a …complicated relationship. 
(Diana starts cleaning the room.)
Alex: So I gather. Is it because you refuse to worship Artemis?
Diana: I can worship whatever gods I chose, can’t I? In the end, aren’t they all the same?
Alex: That’s not what Papa would say.
Diana: Yes, but I’m not talking to Papa, am I?
Alex: That’s not what I think, either.
Diana: Fine, never mind. Let’s just talk about something else.
Alex: Alright. Who’s the young man that father wants to marry you off to?
Diana: What are you talking about? You heard me tell Polycarp there’s no one, didn’t you?
Alex: I heard you lie to him that there was no one. 
Diana: I… I wasn’t lying… How could you tell I was lying?
Alex: I’m your big brother. You think I can’t tell when you’re lying?
Diana: Yes, I’m sure you could once, but you haven’t been around for years. I see Polycarp every day. 
Alex: Yes, that’s right, isn’t it? If I could tell, he can probably tell too.
Diana: (She stops cleaning) That’s right. O, but that means he knows, I have to go tell him the truth. But then I can’t leave the house, yet. Papa should be home any minute now. What am I going to do, Alex? (Alex bursts out laughing.) Why are you laughing? This is awful. He’ll think I’m so untrustworthy.
Alex: The years haven’t made it any harder to prank you.
Diana: What… what are you talking about?
Alex: I heard you and father talking about Actaeon on the day I arrived. That’s how I knew.
(Diana’s face shows her anger for a brief moment, then without another word she goes back to cleaning the room.)
Alex: It was a joke, Diana. C’mon, don’t be like that. You make jokes at my expense too, you know. 
(She refuses to respond to him, so he goes and kneels back down. After a few moments of trying in vain to pray, he gets up, picks up another cloth from her bucket and starts cleaning the room alongside her. After a moment or two of this, she stops her cleaning and starts watching him.)
Diana: You’re not very good at that, you know?
Alex: I know. But I need to apologize, and you won’t talk to me.
Diana: You never apologize. (She goes on cleaning) All of my childhood it was like this. You would play some trick on me, I would get angry, then you would tell me to stop being such a little girl. Apologizing isn’t your style.
Alex: Maybe it wasn’t then, but it is now. I’m sorry, Diana. I shouldn’t have played a trick on you. I won’t do it again.
Diana: You won’t get me that easy.
Alex: There’s no trick this time, Diana. And there won’t ever be again.
(He kneels down to pray. Diana goes back to her cleaning.)
(There’s a knock at the door, which Alex goes to answer. At the door is Actaeon.)
Alex: Actaeon! It’s so good to see you.
Actaeon: Yes, it’s been quite a while hasn’t it, Alex. I just came by to drop off some tools my father had borrowed from yours. And to pay my respects to your sister. Is she home? 
Alex: Yes, she is. But she’s quite busy right now. I don’t think she’ll be able to see you.
Actaeon: It’s alright, I’ll only be a second. (He enters, and sees Diana.) Hello, Diana.
Diana: (Without stopping her cleaning.) Hello.
Actaeon: I was just in the neighbourhood, so I decided to pass by. (No response.) You’re looking quite lovely today… Well, thank you for your hospitality. I’ll just have to pass by some other time, then. 
Alex: Yes, as I told you, she’s absolutely swamped with work today. She just doesn’t have the time to stop and chat.
Actaeon: There’s no problem. I’ll just visit some other time. 
Alex: Well, I’m not sure there’s any time you’ll find her free to talk.
Actaeon: Surely she can’t be spending every moment of her day cleaning the house?
Alex: What can I say? It’s hard being the woman of the house.
(Actaeon exits. Alex goes back to kneeling on the floor, next to the chair.)
Diana: Thank you.
Alex: For what? 
Diana: Never mind. (After a moment) You’ve changed, Alex.
Alex: In what way?
Diana: I’m not sure. All I know is that you’re… different.
Alex: The only thing in life that’s inevitable is change, Diana. 
Diana: Stop it! Stop evading the question. You know what I mean. The Alex I grew up with would never, ever have apologized to me. And it’s not just that. You didn’t go for the feast yesterday at that inn; in fact, you’ve been invited for at least two feasts since you got home, and you haven’t attended either of them. And let’s not forget the first one was in honour of  what’s-his-name, the father of your best friend! He was so hurt when you turned down his invitation, I remember he smashed his cup on the wall, then later papa asked me where the dent came from and I couldn’t explain.
Alex: (Smiling) Yes, Phillip did always have a temper; I remember one time…
Diana: Stop changing the subject! You know what I’m talking about; stop pretending you don’t.
Alex: Has it ever occurred to you that I’ve just outgrown those things, that maybe I have different interests nowadays.
Diana: Maybe … but you’d be the first soldier I’ve ever heard of to outgrow feasting even before leaving the army. I mean look at Epaphras; he’s your age, he served in the north but he hasn’t outgrown anything. Just last week, I heard that he…
Alex: I would prefer you didn’t compare me to Epaphras!
Diana: Alright, I’m sorry I didn’t think you’d mind; I thought you two were friends.
Alex: We were, but we grew apart… it happens.
Diana: Yes, I guess it does. I just never thought it would happen with you two; you were so close once… I mean he is an incredible womanizer but I don’t see how that would bother you unless (Standing up, in delighted shock) Unless you met a girl!
Alex: Diana, sit down.
Diana: (Paying him no attention) Now it all makes sense, why you stopped going to visit those temple prostitutes, why you stopped going to feasts. I bet she’s from a very conservative family. Is it someone I know?
Alex: Diana …
Diana: No, never mind. Don’t tell me! Keep your secret for as long you want; I mean you’ve worked so hard to protect it this far: waking up early in the morning and staying up late, penning letters to her. Father thinks you’re praying but, this makes so much more sense!
Alex: Diana I think you’re imagination is…
Diana: Oh, this is so wonderful. I’m in love and you’re in love and ...
Alex: Diana! (She finally stops her rant) I think your imagination has added a bit too much detail to this. I am in love, believe me I am, but it’s not with a person. (she looks at him quizzically) Well it is, sort of, but it’s not a woman as you’re imagining.
Diana: (After a long pause) Well is it… a man?
Alex: NO! No it’s not … well it sort of is (sighing) it’s a man who is also God, the son of God.
Diana: If your plan is to confuse me until I leave you alone, you’re doing an excellent job.
Alex: (Sighs again then stands up and walks to a corner of the room, with his back to her.) I am in love with a god, But it’s not a god you’re familiar with. It is an unknown god to you and father and all our people. The Supreme God, the One and Only Infinite God who made the entire universe, and who made me and you. A god who’s not made with human hands, a god whose ways are higher than ours as much as the heavens are high above the earth. A God who is perfect.  The One God; who does not share his throne with any. (Turning back to face her) Diana I served in the east, this you know. In a place called Jerusalem, in the Roman province of Judea.. I saw many terrible things, cruelty beyond anything you can imagine. The Jews are a stubborn people, and they have never truly submitted to Roman rule. I don’t think they ever will. I grew to hate them Diana, to hate them and their hot, stinking land and their temple; that tiny little pile of stones that can’t be compared to the great Pantheon, temple to all the gods in Rome, or even our shrine to Artemis.  They considered themselves to be their God’s ‘chosen people’ and looked down on the rest of us. I looked forward to the day when Rome would tear that city of theirs down and wipe them of the face of the earth. (Coming back to sit down, then pausing for a moment.) Then one day I met someone, and he gave me … life. 
Diana: Have you become a Jew?
Alex: In a sense I have. An adopted one at least.
Diana: The Jews are despised, father will be so angry… he might disown you.
Alex: (Taking a deep breath) If he disowns me, he disowns me; I will not deny my Lord.
Diana: (Sitting down next to him, and pausing for a while) This is big news. I don’t know what to say (Pauses, then trying to lighten the mood a little) Well, at least you haven’t become a Christian, because I don’t know what father would do then. (she laughs quietly) He’d probably have you beheaded or boiled in oil or something like that  Come on, that’s funny… unless you feel sorry for them.  Or maybe you’re one of them, eh? (Alex says nothing) Alex, what’s wrong? Did I offend you? I didn’t know you feel sympathy for Christians; I hope their teachings haven’t gotten to you. (He still says nothing.)Alex, brother, have you… have you become one of… Alex you can’t be serious. They are atheists, Alex. Atheists! They refuse to worship the same gods as everyone else. They refuse to swear allegiance to the Emperor. They’re a threat to the whole Empire. (She’s frantic now, screaming.) Do you know whose fault it is that business has been so bad? Whose fault it is that we’re in debt? Who Demetrius and the entire Silversmiths guild blame for everything that’s happened? The Christians! The Christians! And now you’ve become one of them! Father will kill you, Alex. He will kill you with his own hands.
Alex: So which god do you think deserves to be worshipped by us, Diana? Artemis? Zeus? Hera? Aphrodite?
Diana: That’s not the point! Even if they aren’t…even if they weren’t real, you can’t go against everyone_
Alex: But I don’t want to go against everyone. I want you all to join me.
Diana: What?
Alex: I want you and papa, and everyone we know to turn away from all these empty gods and believe in the One True God.
(Diana says nothing. She just turns and walks out, leaving Alex in the room alone. He goes to his usual place next to the chair, kneels down and begins earnest, anguished prayer.)
(End of Act I)


ACT II
SCENE 1
SETTING:		Same as the previous scene.
At rise:	Polycarp is sitting comfortably on one of the chairs. He’s talking to Diana, who’s in the kitchen off-stage.
Polycarp: So it’s not a cake.
Diana: (From off-stage) Stop trying to guess. You’ll never get it.
Polycarp: There only so many things you could have decided to make.
Diana: So says the man who can’t cook!
Polycarp: (Standing up) Let me come and look.
Diana: No! Polycarp stay right there or else you’ll discover that hell hath no fury like a woman when you mess up her special surprise.
Polycarp: No, no, it’s fine. I definitely don’t need to see that. I’m waiting patiently. It’s just that, if we take too long, Alex and your father might catch us here.
Diana: O, there’s no need to worry about that. Papa and Alex have gone to visit one of my uncles. Marcus, the one who lives near the docks. They shouldn’t be back until evening. (Enters, carrying a big pot.) Happy birthday Polycarp!!
Polycarp: Oh, that smells wonderful! What is it?
Diana: (As she sets the pot down) This is my grandmother’s famous fish stew.(Going back off-stage) Let me get some plates. (From off-stage) My father used to say if you eat it once you’d remember its taste in your dreams for ten years. (While she’s out he starts eating some of it off of his hand.) But since he also says she used to cook it at least once a week I doubt the story’s true. (Coming back on stage) Oh, you’ve tasted it; good. It’s apparently one of the main reasons papa married my mother. (He quickly serves some on his plate and begins wolfing it down without a word to her.) You’re welcome.
Polycarp: Sorry, I mean thank you, thank you it’s wonderful. Thank you for the stew and just for making my day so wonderful.
(Polycarp continues to eat; Diana stands up and begins to walk contemplatively around the room.)
Diana: There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you for a few weeks now. I just haven’t found the words. I’m still not sure that I have. 
Polycarp: (Stands and walks to where she is) You know I’m always listening.
Diana: Yes, I do. (After a long pause, she points at the mat on the floor) That was made by my mother. Have I ever told you that? (Polycarp shakes his head) Well it was. All of them in fact, all the mats in the house. And a lot of the clothes I wore as a child; she made clothes for her unborn baby, enough to last me until I was four years old. She was like the woman from a scroll that Alex gave me: “A wife of noble character, who can find? She is worth more than rubies. Her husband has full confidence in her and lacks nothing of value. She brings him good, not harm all the days of her life. She selects wool and flax and works with eager hands. She is like the merchant ships bringing food from afar.” That was my mother.
Polycarp: Beautiful words; I wonder who wrote them. 
Diana: They were written by a Jewish King a very long time ago (Polycarp reacts in disgust to the word Jewish, and she sees his reaction) Oh, he might have been Jewish, but he was also the wisest man who ever lived.
Polycarp: If he was so wise he would have found a way to stop being Jewish.
Diana: (Ignoring his words) My mother died giving birth to me, you know. The exact moment I took my first breath she took her last, or so the midwife told me. The midwife, not papa. I tracked her down when I was fourteen; I finally wanted to hear the story of my birth. Alex was away  and papa has never been able to bring himself to talk about it. I was turned the wrong way around in her womb. When the time came I just couldn’t be born. From dawn till dusk she pushed and pushed and pushed, until she was exhausted and I still wasn’t coming out. Then they sent for the physician, and he said that it was her or me. He could save one of us. And she chose me. (There’s silence for a long time. Polycarp comes and places a comforting hand on her shoulder.) I always wondered where she went. When she died, I mean. From before I asked the midwife; from the moment I was old enough to understand that my mother was dead I wondered. Where the dead went. I knew the stories everyone else knew, of course about going up to the river in the land of the dead; paying the Boatman a copper coin to cross over into the Underworld, otherwise one would be condemned to roam the earth forever and never find peace. 
Polycarp: It’s a metaphor, there’s no literal river, there can’t be. 
Diana: It doesn’t matter. (Talking as much to the audience now as to Polycarp.) Don’t you see? A copper coin can’t be the difference between eternal peace and eternal torment. All the gold in the world wouldn’t change the fact that I killed my mother.
Polycarp: It wasn’t your fault. You did nothing; you said it yourself, she chose to give you life! Before her time came, I’m sure she entrusted herself to Artemis. And she got what she wanted more than anything in the world. Her baby girl was born healthy and strong. I’m sure if she got the chance again she’d make the same decision. Artemis was faithful.
Diana: Artemis was faithful… what a joke. Artemis is just like me, almost literally. Artemis, Diana, the same name in two different languages. My Father’s blind faith I suppose. Or his cruel joke. He names me after the god of childbirth, even though his wife died giving birth to me. 
Polycarp: But isn’t that just the way of the world? Soldiers whose armies are defeated in battle still worship Mars, sailors whose ships capsize at sea keep worshipping Poseidon. 
Diana: And that’s the problem!
Polycarp: Yes, Diana, but what’s the solution? Bad things happen to people of all faiths, it doesn’t matter what god they worship. How would changing the god you worship make any difference?
Diana: The problem is that Artemis is just like me, Polycarp. All these gods are just like me. They get angry, they get sad, they want to have sex, they want to eat, they get angry with each other, they fight and when one of them defeats the other he boasts about it for a thousand years. They’re not gods, Polycarp, they’re human beings with superpowers. 
Polycarp: That’s just how the gods are. We can’t do anything about it.
Diana: But why would I want to worship a god who’s like me? There’s nothing about me worth worshipping. My own mother died giving birth to me, and it’s only gone downhill from there. I lie to my father every day, I disrespect him all the time, I get angry with those around me and earnestly wish sometimes that they would just drop dead where they stand. I, I didn’t even have the courage to tell you the truth. Why would I want to worship someone like this, Polycarp? What good could a god like that do me? I need a God who’s perfect in every way. That’s a God worth worshipping.
Polycarp: When did you lie to me, Diana?
Diana: That’s not the point!
Polycarp: It is for me. You promised that you never lie to me, but right now you mentioned that you did, once. What was the lie?
Diana: I’m sorry I brought that up... What’s more important is the message I have about a new God.
Polycarp: The gods are all the same, Diana. They’re born, they fight, some win, some lose, and the earth keeps spinning. What did you lie to me about, Diana?
Diana: Fine… I told you once that father wanted to marry me off. Do you remember that conversation?
Polycarp: Every word.
Diana: I told you that he didn’t have anyone in particular in mind. That was the lie. He did… he does.
Polycarp: Who?
Diana: Actaeon, Demetrius’s son.
(Polycarp is shocked to hear who it is.)
Polycarp: But, but he’s the son of the head of the guild. His family is one of the most important in the whole city. I’m a nobody compared to him. How could your dad have hesitated even a second before telling you to marry him?
Diana: But you’re not a nobody to me, Polycarp.
Polycarp: Just tell me one thing: why didn’t you want to me to approach your father?
Diana: I was afraid he would say ‘no’.
Polycarp: Or maybe it was because you were afraid he would say ‘yes’. Have a nice day, Diana. And remember that I love you.
(He walks out leaving her absolutely speechless. She sits heavily on the couch and starts silently weeping. Scene ends.) 
(End of scene 1)





ACT II
Scene 2
SETTING: 		Same as the previous scenes.
AT RISE:	Agrippa walks in agitated, starts pacing around the living room.
Agrippa: (Shouting in the direction of the other room-off-stage) Alex! Alex! Come here I need to speak to you.
Alex: Just a minute, father. I’m in the middle of something.
Agrippa: I need to speak to you now, Alex!
Alex: Alright I’m coming. (A dragging of something heavy sound can be heard from off-stage, then Alex comes on-stage looking very dusty and carrying a knife, which he places on the table and some rope.) Yes father.
Agrippa: (Visibly angry) I just had a very interesting conversation with Damocles; tells me you were talking with his son earlier today.
Alex: Yes well, that’s not a crime, last I heard.
Agrippa: Yes, but what you were talking about is. He tells me you brought up… heresies, that you were spreading philosophies that challenged the sovereignty of Artemis the great and powerful and all the other gods upon whose favour this city depends.
Alex: (Understanding dawning on his face, suddenly his manner changes and he becomes very grave.) Yes, father, now I understand. There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you, and, well … I’ve never been able to bring it up but … it’s about something that happened to me in Judea. Someone I met.
Agrippa: Have you become a Jew? Is that what this is about? Because if you have, I have nothing to say to you other than to urge you to put a swift end to your madness, otherwise it might lead to this entire family being cursed to destruction.
Alex: By whom? Father, in your fear of these gods that we serve have you never considered the possibility that they aren’t real?
Agrippa: (Suddenly, violently slaps Alex) Do not speak such heresies again in my house, do you understand! Otherwise you shall … no longer be my son. (He turns away, in sorrow)
Alex: Yes father, but that command I cannot obey. I love you more than I love my place in this family, and I fear you less than I fear the One who can destroy both body and soul in hell.
Agrippa: Yes, that Jewish God, (he spits on the ground) what loyalty do you owe him? He considers you a gentile, a dog, worth less than the dirt on the ground.
Alex: Once that was true but no longer. That is the good news that I bring! That the Almighty God is reconciling Jew and Gentile, making one new man where once there was division. (Agrippa turns back) Father, I am not a Jew, not only a Jew at least. I am a Christian. 
(They freeze for a second. Agrippa’s face is the image of absolute shock. Then, he grabs the knife that Alex came in with from off the table and attacks him with it. He fails to get to Alex, and the two wrestle for a few seconds. While they are still wrestling Diana comes in, carrying a basket.)
Diana: (As she comes in) Papa, I wasn’t able to get the pears you wanted, but I … (suddenly sees what’s happening. She drops the basket in shock and screams) STOP IT! Papa what are you doing? Papa stop! Papa stop!
(Alex finally succeeds in wrestling the knife away from his father. Agrippa tries for a moment to get it back.)
Agrippa:  Tell me why you would do this, son. Why!? You’re spitting in my face, and in the face of everyone you know and love in this city. Christians are our enemies. They are the reason we’re almost bankrupt. They want to tear down the entire Empire, and take away all the glory from our gods.

Diana: The Empire is already broken. Our gods don’t have any glory left to lose.
Agrippa: Get out of here! This is between your brother and I.
Diana: Why did you name me Diana?
Agrippa: What are you talking about?
Diana: You named me after the goddess of this city. Why? What did you admire in her pride, her vengefulness, her vanity, her anger? Her only virtue is she’s supposed to help women in childbirth, and she couldn’t even do that!
Agrippa: You are too young to understand what you’re talking about.
Diana: I have spent eighteen years thinking about this, father. Artemis is not real, and if she is, then she’s not worth worshipping.
Agrippa: So you too have become a Christian? What did I do to deserve this? Both my children against me, why has this happened?
Alex: We’re not against you father. We love you, that’s why we’re telling you all this.
(There’s a knock at the door. Agrippa mechanically goes and opens it, and in comes Polycarp, who kneels down at his feet.)
Agrippa: And what’s this, now? Stop your foolishness and get up, boy.
Polycarp: Sir, I… I have come to ask for the hand of your daughter in marriage.
Agrippa: You have come to what!? And who in Hades are you?
Polycarp: I recently joined the guild, sir. I am Polycarp, son of Cornelius, who was a member of the guild and had a shop on the far side of town, near the docks.
Agrippa: Cornelius, that good-for-nothing scoundrel. You come to ask for my daughter’s hand, eh? You would do better to pay all the money he owes me, first. And by the gods, I told you to get up!
Polycarp: S-Sir, I am willing to work under you for as long as it’ll take to pay back my father’s debt to you, and whatever dowry you may ask for in exchange for your daughter’s hand.
Agrippa: Boy, there aren’t enough years left in your life to pay back all the money your father owes me. And that’s just me.  And how would you even take care of her, after you marry her? Do you have a shop of your own? Or are you planning to spend the rest of your life living off my goodwill and the goodwill of the other members of the guild, just like your father did.
Polycarp: Sir, your daughter and I love each other very much, and_
Agrippa: Love? She is my daughter. And you are the good-for-nothing son of a man who owes me me enough money to solve all my problems. Now get out of my house before I kill you! 
(Polycarp exits. Agrippa looks to his children, who are too shocked to say anything. Then he turns to leave.)
Alex: Father, will you at least finish reading the scroll I gave you?
(No response. Agrippa exits. End scene.)
(End of scene 2)

 


ACT II
Scene 3
SETTING: 	The living room has been rearranged; the table has been removed and many more chairs have been added, arranged into a sort of classroom order with a large open space at the front. 
AT RISE:	Diana is cleaning: dusting the chairs, sweeping the floor, etc. She goes into the kitchen to get something and while she’s gone Polycarp comes in, looking grave and sad. He sits down on one of the chairs.
Diana: (Comes back into the living room carrying something and sees Polycarp. There’s an awkward silence between them for a moment or two.). Hi, Polycarp… I’m sorry for...
Polycarp: No, don’t… There’s no point. There’s nothing left between us. Nothing to save with your apology.
Diana: I’m sorry. I tried to tell you that father wouldn’t agree, but you didn’t want to listen. 
Polycarp: What you did was lie to me about something very important. How could I forgive that?
Diana: I’m sorry...
Polycarp: I told you not to bother! Your father humiliated me. He insulted my father, he insulted me. That can’t be undone. So just go back to what you were doing, and leave me be.
(After a moment of hesitation, Diana heads off to the kitchen and Polycarp is left in the living room. As soon as she leaves, he goes up to the little bookshelf near the wall and begins looking through the scrolls. He finds the one he’s looking for and reads it for a few moments with a troubled look on his face before going back to sit and placing it under his chair. She comes back with a cup, which she hands to him.)
Diana: Here, you could at least have something to drink as you wait.
 (There’s a loud knock at the door. Diana goes up to answer it, and is greeted by a group of men whom she clearly knows. They range from her father’s age to about Polycarp’s and are all chatting loudly, with each other and with her and Polycarp, such that they can’t continue their conversation. She begins bringing them snacks from the kitchen as by and by they sit themselves down. This continues for as long as the director sees fit, then Alex and Agrippa come in with a third man: Demetrius. Agrippa is chatting with him. Alex and his father sit on some chairs near the front and Demetrius goes and stands at the front, at the open space. As he makes his speech, the faces of Agrippa, Alex and Diana show a mix of general discomfort, attentiveness and fear)
Demetrius: Order! Order! Order! Thank you very much for making it here today, to this Special General Meeting of the Silversmiths of Ephesus Guild. We’re gathered here today to discuss a very pressing matter. A change has come to this city, gentlemen. (Polycarp raises his hand.) It is a change that threatens our profession, our religion, and our very way of life. Certain Atheists have invaded our city, and begun to take it over. If we do not take it over, we might lose everything. The objective of this meeting, then, is to discuss what actions we can undertake as a guild in response to this threat… Put your hand down, ummm (Trying to remember his name).
Polycarp: Polycarp, sir. Son of Cornelius.
Guild Member: Tell your father I’m coming for him if he doesn’t pay me back!
Polycarp: Sir, I have an urgent matter to bring before the Guild.
Demetrius: I will forgive this breach of the proper decorum, since you are quite new to the Guild. There will be a time for contributions from our members later on, but for now, sit down.
Polycarp: (Standing) Excuse me, Mr. Chairman, but there’s some very urgent information that the rest of...
Demetrius: Sit down Polycarp and wait for your turn to speak.
Polycarp: ...the guild must hear. I have found, much to my disgust, that certain members of this guild...
Demetrius: I said sit down.
Polycarp: ...are Christians.
Demetrius: Sit… what did you say?
Polycarp: (Everyone has turned to look at him now) Mr. Chairman, I’ve discovered that there are Christians among us.
(There’s pandemonium for a few seconds as everyone begins to talk at once, all except the hosts who remain silent; they cannot believe what they’ve just heard.)
Demetrius: Order! Order! Silence! Damocles shut up! These are very serious allegations that you’re leveling young man. Since you are our newest member I’ll spell out the rules for you; you either prove them or you’ll be expelled from the guild.
Polycarp: (Suddenly less sure of himself) Yes… well, there’s a ….ahem… a scroll that I found … let me just read from it: “I am the way, the truth and the life. No one comes to the father except through me.”
(Everyone starts talking at once once again.)
Demetrius: Order! (This time everyone keeps quiet immediately) Polycarp, get out. You cannot accuse someone of such a serious crime based on a scroll that you allegedly found, so unless you have any other evidence to present get out. I expel you from this meeting; the guild will vote at the end as to whether you remain a member or not.
Polycarp: (In a panic now) But… but … don’t you want to know who’s house I found it in?
Demetrius: It doesn’t matter; it might be yours for all we know, now get out unless you have some other evidence.
(Polycarp stands where is for a moment, unable to believe that things have turned out so badly for him. Then Alex stands up.)
Alex: What he says is true; the scroll is mine. I am a Christian.
(There’s absolute pandemonium this time, and Demetrius struggles for a few moments to bring things under control.)
Demetrius: Order! Order! Order I say! (In exasperation) Gentlemen please! Let’s have some order. (Things begin to quiet down) Now, Alexander I understand you want to help him, but this is not the way to do it.
Alex: (Shaking his head) No, Mr. Chairman, that’s not why I’m saying all this. I think I’ve just been silent too long. It’s like I lived in a city with all the people I loved, and we were all dying of some incurable disease. Then one day I discovered the cure, but I kept it to myself, and allowed all my family and friends to continue to live in pain and suffering. Well, today I am speaking up. I am a Christian, but we are not Atheists as you have said. We worship God, the one true God.
Demetrius: Now, all this talk of incurable disease and true gods is fine and all, but let’s not forget that the Atheists are the enemies of Artemis the great and powerful, and so they are our enemies as well (speaking in a lower voice, to Alex alone) You need to snap out of this. If you say any more I won’t be able to save you. 
Polycarp: But he’s not even the main instigator. It’s his father who’s behind all this. Just ask him. Just ask him if he’s a Christian.
Demetrius: This charade has gone on for long enough. Will someone get him out of here so that we can continue with our meeting.
Polycarp: Ask him! Ask him if he’s a Christian!
Demetrius: Fine, and then you are out of here! (To Agrippa) Are you a Christian?
Agrippa: I… I don’t know. I thought this was all nonsense, but…she was right, I can’t spend the rest of my life worshipping Gods I don’t really believe in, just because it’s good business. I want to be a Christian. I am a Christian. I am a Christian!
(Polycarp starts chanting, ‘Great is Artemis of the Ephesians!’ More and more men join in, until almost the whole assembly is chanting it.)
Demetrius: Don’t do this, Agrippa. Please don’t.
(The assembly grabs Alex and Agrippa and frog marches them off-stage. Demetrius follows, trying to bring some order. Polycarp and Diana are left on stage alone for a few moments.)
Diana: I just want you to know that I’m sorry, Polycarp. And I forgive you. (To the departing crowd) I am also a Christian! I am also a  Christian! 
(Polycarp tries to silence her, but some of the men heard, and they come back and grab her as well. Polycarp tries to stop them.)
Polycarp: No! She’s confused. Diana serves Artemis!
Diana: No, I am a Christian! Jesus is Lord!
(The men grab her roughly and force her to where her father and brother are standing. Polycarp tries to stop them.)
One man :Let her go, boy Or have you also suddenly decided to become a Christian?
(This is the moment of decision for Polycarp, and all on stage suddenly go silent waiting to hear his answer.)
Polycarp: (With a sob) No… I am an Ephesian … I serve Artemis.
(There’s a cheer from the men and they drag the three off-stage singing some sort of praise to their god. Polycarp is left alone on-stage. He begins to weep and the lights fade.)


The end 

The Ephesians'. It is the story of a Roman soldier who returns home to Ephesus, bringing the gospel and the love of God to people who have never known it.
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