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lily (bloom in my darkness) 

List of Characters 

Lily, a 25-year-old British immigrant to Washington State in 1915 

Disembodied Voice (the voice of intuition, inner wisdom, the cosmic divine) 

This piece starts with a single voice, that of Lily, who has just arrived in the Cascade mountains.  
Gradually more voices are added, through layered recordings, until in the fourth movement 
there is a crescendo of joyful cacophony through multiple layered and reverberating voices. 

 

It is chilly autumn dusk. Lily emerges into a clearing from the path she had been dropped at by 
the kindly neighbours who picked her up at the train station. She carries only a small overnight 
bag. The clearing is filled with Lily of the Valley, red berries bright punctuation in the settling 
gloom. A few maple trees on the edge of the clearing drop their crimson leaves. Giant Douglas 
Firs surround everything, blocking remaining light. A small cabin is visible at the end of the 
clearing. 

Lily: 

So this is where I’ve come to, 

answering an invitation 

my spirit grasped at. 

Twilight is darker in this valley 

the shadows seem so heavy 

The silence is too full.  

I feel the presence 

of some creature. 

 

Creator Mother aka Ursa Major: 

Ah ng 

Ng ha 

Ah ng 

(These sounds continue intermittently throughout the rest of this passage) 
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Lily: 

People told me there are bears here, 

and wolves and mountain lions.  

No English lambs here … but me … 

I had to run from all that murder 

A place with no people has 

no need for a lamb on a cross. 

(looking up)  

 

Ursa Major is too close. 

I can smell her. I can smell her children  

pawing closer. 

 

She approaches the cabin, and steps under an overhang that forms a simple porch amidst 
various ominous nature sounds: a branch breaking, thrashing in underbrush, a swoosh of birds’ 
wings and Ursa Major’s “ah ng’s”. 

I have been dying for so long 

human hands around  my throat. 

People have so many ways to kill. 

(holding her abdomen) 

Still my body bleeds 

to the pull of this foreign moon, 

another future discarded 

in a smear of blood. 
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The Mother of creation, 

older than us all, 

I hear her panting 

her claws are at my breast! 

 

She enters the cabin. It is dark except for a single beam of cool moonlight. She closes the door, 
and the silence increases. 

  

Lily: 

Falling leaves 

take so much time 

gaining ground 

 

small red drops 

piercing the skin 

of time and space 

 

and every falling 

leaves behind 

just a fading scar 

 

A disembodied voice: 

every falling leaves behind 

a fading scar 

so – throw yourself 

down like a challenge  

like you know 
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where you’re going 

 

plow 

the earth 

with your landing 

so that it settles 

around you 

again  

 

and in that darkness 

grow  

your red  

petals 

 

Sudden pitch darkness as the moon is obscured. A cacophony of frightening, frenetic nature 
sounds. Ursa Major’s “Ng ah’s” grow wilder. Lily falls to the floor. 

 

Lily in a dream/trance: 

Imagines of her past flicker across her closed eyelids.  

Pluto was rising at my birth, 

The king of death met me when I crowned. 

He gave me just eight years of loving, 

Then he took my father 

and my mother sent me away. 

I know how civilized men treat orphans. 

I lived among corpses, 

in the church of my baptism. 
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Lamb of god, when you came to Britain 

You brought the sword 

and never took it away. 

Zeppelins and Uboats and -- chlorine gas  

settled over my brother 

in France. 

Six thousand dead in ten minutes. 

How can I mourn so many? 

 

Disembodied Voice: 

Falling leaves 

take so little time 

gaining ground 

 

small red drops 

piercing the skin 

and every falling 

leaves . . . 

 

a casket . . . 

 

the body is a casket 

play it like a drum 

it holds the heart within it 

playing like a drum 

Lily of this valley, this valley is a casket, 
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it holds My heart within it 

beating like a drum 

 

Your brother used his like a dancefloor 

when the mantle came 

your father banged his like a drum 

your mother played hers like a fat viola 

every single day 

 

Lily: 

The earth is just a casket 

Its skin arcs tight above me 

I’ll bang it like a drum 

Ng ah  ng ah (it should be very clear that Lily is singing this, this time. In a bear-like fashion.) 

 

Disembodied Voice: 

Look down Lily,  

look down on the white heads of your children, 

the mountains that you sprouted 

in the molten womb below 

 

Lily: 

I can see them  

Kulshan and Tahoma, 

and their countless island children 

breeching in the Salish  
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(in the background a speaking voice says the words of “falling leaves” while Lily sings) 

I AM the red hot lava and 

I AM the spongy earth 

and I AM the dome above. 

I snare that bloody ball  

from the eastern edges of my Being, 

guide it westward, 

and slip it into the darkling sea. 

It blooms  

in my darkness. 

It’s over. And it’s just beginning. 

 

 

A moment of complete darkness, and then morning light brightens the cabin. Lily begins to wake 
up, and in a moment gets up from the floor where she has spent the night. She opens the cabin 
door and looks out as the dawn begins. 

Lily: 

(quizzically and almost under her breath, as if trying to remember something) 

da dada da da casket 

bang it like a drum 

da dada da da casket . . . 

 

Lights come up full as day arrives. In the distance the sound of fiddlers playing for a country 
dance. 

Lily:  

So this is where I’ve come to, 

a valley stripped of high and low 

no brothers killing brothers 
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for a throne. 

A government of the people 

for the people 

needs the courage of a lion 

and the strength of many bears. 

Does this valley nurture lion-hearted people? 

Can my heart stretch wide enough? 

 

 

 

The End 

 

 

 

 


