BUILDING A WALL

MONT: DON FORTUNATO,
WE'VE KNOWN EACH OTHER IS IT THIRTY, FORTY YEARS? (Raises hand) -
NO, DON'T BOTHER
REMAIN IN SILENCE
FOR WE MUST SPEAK
ASTBUILD A WALL

DON FORTUNATO, MAN OF LOCAL REKNOWN
WHY HAVE YOU SOUGHT TO HOLD ME DOWN?
WHAT WERE YOUR REASONS

PLEASE TELL ME

ASTBUILD A WALL

I TAKE THIS STONE,

TRODDEN AND WET

IT’S YOUR EVERY TRESPASS

THOSE COMMITTED

THOSE NOT THOUGHT YET

EACH STONE AS EACH CUT

EACH INCISION YOUR WORDS HAVE MADE
EACH SUBTLE BLOW

LIVES IN EACH STONE

AS I BUILD THE FIRST ROW

DON FORTUNATO, YOU’VE SAID WE WERE FRIENDS

AND SO YOU HAVE MY ATTENTION 'TILL THE END
I IMPLORE YOU TO RETURN

NO? THEN I MUST LEAVE

ONCE I BUILD THE WALL

I PLACE THE STONE TO WHERE IT'S BEEN
IT’S YOUR EVERY THOUGHT

THAT HURT WITHOUT

THAT HURT WITHIN

EACH STONE AS EACH CUT

EACH INCISSION YOUR WORDS HAVE MADE
EACH SUBTLE BLOW

LIVES IN EACH STONE

AS I BUILD THE FOURTH ROW

(Montresor takes a momentary respite from his mad work to contemplate. He sits on a pile of the stones to the side.)

COULD YOU EVER IMAGINE

THE SAD, AND EMPTY FEELING

OF WANTING JUST TO TOUCH ANOTHER

YET DUE TO EVERY PERSON YOU HAVE HAPPILY DECEIVED WITH EVERY LIE YOU
HAVE CARELESSLY WEAVED

IT’S FORBIDDEN TO ME FOREVER

COULD YOU?!

COULD YOU?!

COULD YOU?!



(music under)
FORT:

MONT:

FORT:

MONT:

FORT:

MONT:

(Sad, almost unrecognizably.) Ha! ha! ha!--he! he! he!--a very good joke, indeed. An excellent
jest. We shall have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo--he! he! he !--over our wine- he ! he!
he!

The Amontillado!

He! he! he!--he! he! he!--yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting
us at the palazzo? Let us be gone.

Yes, let us be gone.
For the love of God, Montresor!!

Yes, for the love of God (He continues building the wall)

DON FORTUNATO, WHAT IS IT THAT YOU FEAR?

YOU HAVE YOUR AMONTILLADO, A VERY GOOD YEAR
WHAT DO YOU THINK OF YOUR LIFE?

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF YOUR HOME

THAT I BUILD WITH A WALL?

I TAKE THIS STONE

TRODDEN AND WET

IT’S YOUR EVERY TRESPASS THOSE COMMITTED
THOSE NOT THOUGHT YET

EACH STONE AS EACH CUT

EACH INCISION YOUR WORDS HAVE MADE
EACH SUBTLE BLOW

LIVES IN EACH STONE

ASTBUILD THE LAST ROW

(Montresor reaches down and heaves the last stone into place, suddenly a low laugh emits from the niche that raises
the hairs on Montresor’s head.)

REQUIESCAT IN PACE (and then runs offstage.)
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