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House of the Deafman

cast of characters:

Francisco Goya
Duchess of Alba
Leocadia Weiss

Dr. Arrieta

King Ferdinand VII
Soldier

Captain

Priest

Lackey

More Lackeys
Sackpecple, Masqueraders, etc.

robots:

Saturn

Judith

Godfella

S8lave 0

Slave 1

Beware The Dog (Cave Canum)

Duel With Cudgels
Assorted other robots

musicians:
(at least) 2 percussionists

Catalan instruments: bass fiddle, flaviola (1 handed recorder)
walst drum, cornet, corno, double reeds

other acoustic instruments (pan pipes, kora, drums, etc.)
synth-kybds

micro-tonal percussion and other homemade instruments
guitar, bass midi tech, sound tech

chorus

cello

violin



scenario:

The musico-drama takes place in Goya's house, the Quinta del
Sordo, or House of the Deaf Man. Goya 1s seventy-three years
old, tired and bitter from many defeats in love and politics
(he is a noted Liberale, the radical democratic movement of
the day). He has painted a series of profound and disturbing
masterpieces on the walls of his house, the now-famous BLACK
PAINTINGS, which are soon to revolutionize art and give birth
to the expressionism of the 20th century. However, Goya's
friends are being persecuted and killed by his patron, the
malicious and self-serving King Ferdinand VII, and there are
rumors that Goya himself is in danger of being arrested.

The drama takes place on the night of the triumph of the
counter-revolution against the

liberal constitutional government which Goya and his friends
had worked for. There are massacres on a nearby hill, and many
progressives, and those who resist the Kings' coup, are either
arrested or disappeared, shot on the spot, or tortured and
executed by the King’'s soldiers and the invading French
Garrisons, who are helping KingFerdinand VII restore his
repressive regime in the interests of European stability. The
remainder are leaving for exile or going underground to join
the guerrillas in a war of resistance against the repression.

A Soldier is stationed to “guard and protect” the aging and
sick master painter, but his real purpose is to place
Goyaunder house arrest.

The director of the production should make every effort to
study the real history of Goya's’ time and have absorbed and
internalized the above and should then make every effort to
forget it, for the play now exists simultaneously on quite
another level, a dream-scape where all the realistic rules are
suspended and the only logic is the burning charade of
hallucination. Time, place, situation and personality will
continually shift as they do in the imagination of a man
dehydrated in the desert after his camel crashed, whose main
comfort is playing back scenes in his head of his previous
life, which he gets confused with the life he’'d imagined for
himself as a child, and the lives he’'d read about as a
student..

Hints of this other reality should continually pop through the
fabric of 19th century realism until they eventually tear it
to shreds.

It’s very important that the character of Goya be played like
a burned out hipster, a Captain Beefheart or Tom Waits, and
the others should alsc be played as if they were modern-day
blues street musicians acting out a foolish costume drama.



No attempt at continuous realism is needed, although flashes
of same will deposit tremendous capital in the credibility
bank of the impoverished audience, hungry as they are for
genuine RE-production of RE-ality.

Periodically it should be stressed to the audience that this
is a play, an artifice which deliberately deceives in a kindly
manner not unlike the games grandfathers play with
hyperkinetic children to get them back to the dinner table.

(Songs and musical 'interludes' will be integrated into the
action throughout, more like a Harry Partch musico-dramatic
dance ritual work than the traditional Broadway song-action-
song structural framework. Future productions must include
genuine robotic performers when called for, not human actors
dressed as robots.)

ACT 1
Scene 1.

It is dark, 9pm on the first night of
the bloody restoration. In the dim
outlines of an old house, disembodied
children’s wvoices are heard singing
“Ring Around the Rosey”. The overall
lighting is dark and hallucinatory. The
only prop lit is an old wooden chair
and table in the center of the room.
Occasional cannonfire and gunshots are
heard in the distance. The house is a
huge mess..piles of stuff everywhere, in
the shadows. The “Ring Around the
Rosey” song ends. Then strange voices,
disembodied like the children, sing
“Breech Baby"”.

Breech Baby

Look at he!

He an old burned tree.
Look at hel

He an old burned tree.
A tweedle-dee-dee

A tweedle-dee-dee

an old burned tree

an old burned tree!



A tweedle-dee-dee

A tweedle-dee-dee

an old burned tree

an old burned tree!

A tweedle-dee-dee!

A tweedle-dee-dee I an old burned tree

An old burned tree

A tweedle-dee-dee

A tweedle-dee-dee

Breech Baby go on home

Go on home Breech Baby go on home

Breech Baby go on home

Go on home Breech Baby go on home

Breech Baby go on home

Go on home Breech Baby go on home

Breech Baby go on home.

Goya lurches forth from the shadows. He

wears a sack-like costume, a heavy

cloth draping him from neck to floor,

white but very dirty, with an old

megaphone strapped to his chest, out of

which come murmurs in a strange tongue

with a woman’s voice. He lumbers to

center stage facing the audience. In a

stentorian trance:

GOYA
Partmain partman of fragmental semmefry and solemness
telemetry. Sitstain the takeback talk-back sure shell
stinkfear nowonsmere importaneous else fropenscene.. filmjuice
flows fropenscene. Light like a listnew dirgadream, the
patchy partword and moresome halfaman..knock! New, and woke up
back at work, and the whole thing starts all over again, just
like it never happened, and always, anyways.. kerblam blam

blam of the so fry fecus terminous, stretched my arm to touch
it, then burned black..



Huge knocking on the door, shouts of
“Open up!”, Goya does not hear, a
shadowy figure (Leocadia) lets them in.
It is a small squad of scldiers. She is
dressed in black with a black wveil-like
shawl as in the Black Painting portrait
of her, beautiful, about 35. The
Captain, upon entering, unfolds a
scroll. He's drunk.

LEOCADIA
(Angry and frightened) What is this?
CAPTAIN
The head of household, Senorita?
LEOCADIA
(More sharply.) Everycne in Spain knows this house!
CAPTATN

(Sees Goya, begins haltingly reading his scroll.) ‘By the
ordure of His Royal Majesty, Ferdinand the Desired, King of
Spain, Castille and Leon, you, Don Francisco Goya y
Lucientes, because of your intestinal..inestible..inestimable
contributions to the Royal Family and the Mcnarchy, and our
wish and expitation..expectation that this contradiction.
contribution will continue uninterpreted.. uninterrupted, and
because of your genes and worldwide fame as an artist

At this point he looks at the Black
Paintings and winks to his Lieutenant.

is, along with the mumbles.. members of his household, to be
placed under house detraction infinitely for your own
projection and for the statistician of the Crown, owing to
the chacs and uncertain.. of conditicns now pertailing, which
will be brought under control forthwind and with asbestos
resolution, and owing also to Don Francisco’'s well known and
unfornicate prediction for getting himself entang.. entagled
in affairs quiet beyond his knowledge and understating and
while.which are not the providence of the artist.’

Senor Goya. Captain Enrigque Guzman. I‘'m yours, sir, and it
appears you’'re mine as well.

His soldiers snicker at Goya‘s attire,
which appears to be a self-inflicted
straight-jacket. The voices are still
periodically coming out of the
megaphone on his chest.



LEOCADIA
Not well.
CAPTATIN
Evidently.
LEOCADIA
I thought .. the doctor is coming ... he should be here soon.
CAPTAIN

I'm a doctor too, y’'know. My specialty is a only the small
difference in polarity as to exactly what we do to the human
body, which suits me fine, only I don’'t get paid as damn much
money. Then again it’s a lot easier to send someone to hell
than it is to bring him back. The number in your household,
Senorita?

LEOCADIA
Us and a dog, out digging-

CAPTATN

Displeasure.) Again the number in your household, Senorita?
(He looks at papers.

LEOCADIA

(Fear.) Captain, just we two.
CAPTATN

Your son Guillermo, Senorita? Where is he?
LEOCADIA

(Great fear, but hidden.) In France, Chartres, for a month,
studying..

CAPTATN
(Looks at her, not without sympathy, and decides.) Sargeant!
Stay behind! Protect Senor Goya and his.. daughter? I hear
guns tonight.

LEOCADIA

We need no protection.



CAPTAIN

You’re fear stinks but not like child-fear. If he were here,
I'd smell it in a second. It’'d burn my throat. Ain’'t no smell
like a mother when her child is.. hunted.. contained...

caught.. (He smells Leccadia, then tco Soldier.) Behave
yourself, she’s a beauty. (He strokes her face, she recoils.)
The King! will be here soon. He’s personal business with the
..artist here. Adios! We have more - operations - to perform!

They exit as suddenly as they came in,

leaving only Soldier behind. He stands

there, as young and empty stonefaced as
a Swiss Guard. They’'re all still, Goya

in his shroud, as the light goes-

DARK
Scene 2.

It is 10pm that same night. The
lighting becomes realistic and the
interior of Goya’'s house is revealed.
Soldier is looking at the paintings.
Goya is still standing mute and
unmoving in his straight-jacket, facing
a blank white wall with no painting on
it yet.

SOLDIER
Hey Artist? How can I get paid to do this?
LEOCADIA

(Ignores Soldier, tries to engage Goya who doesn’t notice
her.) Francho please sit.

SOLDIER
(Holds up Goya’'s paint brush, pretends to swipe it on
painting.) I’'d like to gettin’paid for sloppin’ paint round’.

Beats soldierin’, I bet. Cept in times like these.

LEOCADIA
(Takes brush.) Pardon Corporal.

There is a knock on the door, which
Goya doesn’t hear. Soldier opens the
door for Dr. Arrieta.

SOLDIER

Your business?



LEOCADIA

(Ignores soldier) Dr. Arrieta thank god. Please.
DR. ARRIETA

Yours? (He tries to push past Soldier)
SOLDIER

Your bag. (He presents his pistol, then looks inside the
Doctor’'s bag.)

LEOCADIA

Our protecticon. Maybe it‘s good. Have you heard?
DR. ARRIETA

I am being searched in Goya’s home?

LEOCADIA
Forgive. Come in.

SOLDIER

Ain’'t! Look at that! You do that, painter? (Points at Saturn
painting.) Guys eatin’ a man!

All pause.
LEOCADIA
Hush! He'’s not well.

SOLDIER
Like a popsicle!

DR. ARRIETA
(Examines Goya’'s ear and speaks
to himself, but loud enough to
hear.)
The tremons..
LEOCADIA
He hasn’'t slept.

SOLDIER
This guy a big deal?



DR. ARRIETA
Delerium..

SOLDIER
(Looks carefully at the painting.) De-leer-ee-um.

LEOCADIA
Hush!

SOLDIER
He’'s famous, right?

DR. ARRIETA
The raptures..

SOLDIER

My sister got angry once and did like this on our wall.
(Points at the painting.)

DR. ARRIETA
Please step away so I may see my patient.
SOLDIER
Got a good whippin’.
DR. ARRIETA

You’'re a fool. He’'s a sick man. Can’t you see that, Eduardo
Munoz?

LEOCCADIA
You know?

SOLDIER
I thought you.

DR. ARRIETA
8till have that mole on your left ball, little shit?

SOLDIER
Mole...



10.

DR. ARRIETA

I'm your father’'s doctor, Eduardo. I pulled you out of your
mother, do I need to go on? And now you can be interred, this
dark night by the doctor who birthed you.

He goes to Soldier and knocks his cap
off. Soldier strikes the old man,
knocking him down, and then he pulls
his pistol, drops it, then loocks down
and picks it up and walks off to the
other side of the room and sulks. The
doctor picks himself up with the help
of Leocadia.

SOLDIER

You’'re my father’s friend, or a dead man.

LEOCADIA

My son.. (she looks nervously at Soldier) in the militia.. What

news?

I don't know anything.

I'm sorry. Over there.

(Picks his way through

how are you?

ILet’s take a look.

DR. ARRIETA
Where is he?

LEOCADIA

DR. ARRIETA

piles of stuff.) Of course. 0ld Man

No answer.

He and Leocadia have been unwrapping
Goyva from his sack and megaphone, which
has been intermittently spewing forth
garbled utterences. They put him into
the chair. She brings a blanket to him.
They now assume the position of the
famous painting, with the Doctor behind
Goyva, offering him a drink. (This
dialog, and all applicable dialog,
should overlap realisically.)



11.

DR. ARRIETA

Here you go Francho..that’s good. (To Leocadia) HHFever.. The
paintings are hot as his head! Don’'t worry, ‘Cadia, when he
gets well he’ll be able to paint again.

SOLDIER
Paint?
LEOCADIA

Just as well now. Better madness than seeing Madrid on this
night. Any news of Riego?

SOLDIER

Painter, this night’s been a long day coming. Too long. Hey
tonight it loocks like your paintings out there! Hah!

In a sudden transformation Dr. Arrieta
whispers coarsely at Soldier, but with
an entirely and explosively new
persona, dark and empty as if in a
trance.

DR. ARRIETA

New sounds in the night..steam shrapnel, whispers of
underground orgies, iron seeds growing from the blades of a
juggernaut reaper. The more we’'re clubbed, the happier are
we, his grateful children. There are people.. friends of mine,
and your fathers.. being shot on the Pio, on that hill right
ocutside, right now! Families are disappearing! We're on our
knees..

He returns to his former persona.
SOLDIER
(Grins) Hey! Takes longer to go up t’ the hill that way.
DR. ARRIETA
I'm sorry, ‘Cadia. He's fought the battle. It's time for this
one to get his sleep. Eduarde, tell your father.. you’‘re not a
soldier, but a nanny now, putting an old child to bed.

(Whispers, while getting
medicine out.)



12.

DR. ARRIETA

If he survives, you should think very seriously about getting
him to safety. The medicine is bitter, do you have marmelade?

GOYA
(Roars) The masquerade is tonight!
DR. ARRIETA
My friend, I am here.
LEOCADIA
The doctor’s here, Cisco. Take the medicine.
GOYA
Must decide what to wear!
DR. ARRIETA
Drink it down now.
LEOCADIA
Doctor says be good now, Little Francho. Take the medicine.
He drools, some on the doctor.
DR. ARRIETA

(To Leccadia) You‘ve got to clean up this mess a bit. No-one
could live like this.

GOYA
What costume, Cadia?
LEOCADIA

He won't let me, I clean the kitchen, that is all. I've
tried, believe me.

GOYA
I'l11 be the Hunky Dorey, Cadia! The Hunky Dorey! And you be

the Lady in Black!
Remember that?






































































































