The Great Dialogue –Sample--
Chisnell

Scene:  A steam room at the YMCA.  Visibility is low, since the room is filled with thick and sweaty layers of humid testosterone punctuated by the occasional belch.  Various figures, some bearded, sit as silhouettes within the fog; all are slumped or slouched as if exhausted or apathetic.

First Figure:  
Women!

Second Figure: (passes gas)  Yeah.
First Figure:
I mean, just look at my wife.  Sure, she was beautiful when I got her, and dad 

liked her all right, but what a hassle she’s been for me!  First, everyone says she doesn’t really love me and then—just today?—she has these little lines around her eyes, ‘says she isn’t sleeping well since the war started. Doesn’t that figure? Here I go and provide her a palace in a great city, even some new gods to worship, and she is all stressed out!
Second Figure: (belches).  Yeah.  Women.  (Silence.)   Can I offer you some advice?

First Figure:
Go ahead, man.

Second Figure:  Don’t let them get under your skin.  Sure, you know, some of them will enthrall
you with spells and stuff, but outside of them, you just can’t waste very much time on them.  Look at it this way: weaker men than us lose their way.  They stop thinking and let women manipulate them.  The best way to handle them is to take what you need and move on.  That’s what heroes do.  All the great ones, anyway: Hercules, John Smith, Bill Clinton.  Even the Prince Charmings all get women in the end as prizes for their heroism.  Hey, what was your name again?  

First Figure:
Paris of Troy.

Second Figure:  Yeah, I’ve heard of you.  I’m Jason, of Iolcus, now of Corinth.  Anyway, I tell you, 

I’ve seen some bad stuff from women: all the women of Lemnos killed their husbands because the guys just told their wives that they smelled bad!  “What’s wrong with a little honesty?” is what I say.  But [boasting now] me and my men didn’t think they smelled that bad, if you know what I mean! (Laughs.)

Paris:

  Yeah, maybe I should have gone adventuring instead of minding my own 

business with the sheep.  [Chuckles from the men around him.]  No, I don’t mean it that way!  Grow up!  And I bet none of you had to try to withstand the wiles of a single goddess let alone three, like me!  There’s nothing worse than powerful women.  Sometimes, when I look out across the battlefields and see those thousand Athenian ships in the bay, smell the blood of kings and boys on the steps of Troy, I tell you, I wonder if marrying that woman was even worth it.

Jason:

You just have to stay a step or two ahead of them, my boy.

K:

Excuse me, um, gentlemen, but if you don’t mind me dipping my own oar in, I 

might suggest that it’s exactly powerful women that you want. They have answers; they have the ability to get you what you need.  “Behind every great man…” and all that, yes? And, well, er, if you play your cards right, then maybe you can kiss their necks and hands and . . . [he seems too embarrassed to continue].
Cuchelein:
[sets aside a sword he’s apparently been rubbing in the mist] And that, my

 friends, is the sound of a man who has been duped by women!

K:

Hey!  That’s not true!  

Cuchelein:
(Chuckles.)  A true hero needs no women. He’s strong enough—man enough—to 

solve his own problems, fight his own battles.  And watch out—the worst women, Paris, start them. But you’ve already discovered that, haven’t you?  Ah, Jason is right. The world is full of weak men: Hercules, Smith, Clinton, even those Lemnos husbands: what did their affairs with women get them, anyway?  I’ll tell you!  Scandal, brats to usurp their thrones, fights between tribes, almost an impeachment!  I’ll tell you what: If I ever had some woman try to distract me from what I’m about, I’d teach her a lesson or two! (He slides the sword loudly across the YMCA tiles, undoubtedly leaving a scratch.)

Abraham:
But that’s just it, my friends.  Take it from one who’s learned.  Fidelity is the way 

to go. You are all talking about affairs, not marriage.  Marriages work out, if we’re patient.  It’s when I doubted God’s promise and went to Hagar that I had trouble.  Who knew that I’d end up founding Islam with that illegitimate son?  And let me tell you, Sara gave me hell on earth despite her blessing.  Even when you marry them, don’t trust them at their word.

All:

A bunch of tarts, yeah.  Temptresses! They mess with your plans! A man can’t 

say anything! It’s like they know what you’re up to! Don’t trust ‘em.  Some of them are witches! What about them Sirens?  Yeah, and did you ever hear of Amazons?

[A slow amused laugh slides up between their words and they eventually quiet down.]

Joe Campbell:
None of you really see it, do you?  You keep talking about one archetype of 

women, of one aspect of their literary history.  It’s far more complex!  
