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SYNOPSIS 
 
In a grand family residence, a wealthy American man 
delivers a recurring political fable to an empty bed. 
 
__________________________ 
 
 
INT. NIGHT. UNITED STATES - SOMEWHERE ON THE EASTERN 
SEABOARD. THE MASTER BEDROOM OF A GRAND FAMILY HOUSEHOLD. 
 
In a vast, wood-panelled bedroom, we see a sophisticated 
American MAN, dressed in a sharp MOURNING SUIT. The MAN is 
sitting on the edge of a large DOUBLE BED.  
 
The MAN recounts an Aesop-like fable as a lament. He 
delivers the fable towards a pillow, as if telling the 
story to an invisible occupant of the bed. The MAN is in 
mourning for the bed’s missing occupant, and his delivery 
is reserved. However, whilst he tries to keep his emotions 
in check, his tenderness shows through. 
 
A WOMAN stands in the bedroom. She is also in MOURNING 
DRESS and wears an expensive HAT and a long black VEIL. She 
spends the whole sequence listening to the man delivering 
the fable. She is silent throughout; the MAN ignores her. 
 
An impression of preservation and recent death pervades the 
atmosphere. CAMERA emphasises the emptiness of the bed, 
which is neatly made-up with crisp sheets and a satin 
spread - which the MAN occasionally strokes affectionately, 
or erotically. Three or four VASES of LILLIES are in the 
room. 
 
NOTE: The film appears to be a disembodied ‘scene’ from a 
feature film. The work does not start or end; it plays in 
gallery spaces on an endless, seamless loop. The film, shot 
in black & white, appears to be set in an unidentified and 
ambiguous time period. 
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MAN: The Fox set out at once, darting 

through the forest as keen as a hound. 

Soon, he came across the Hunter. ‘I’m 

looking for the Stag, who is wounded 

and on the run,’ said the Fox. And the 

Hunter, keen to oblige everyone in the 

forest for a modest reward, said that 

he had just spotted the Stag, who was 

running toward a thicket of cool pines. 

 

 The Fox quickly found his prey. The 

Stag was resting in the shade of the 

trees, catching his breath. As the Fox 

approached, the Stag stood up 

nervously, and a great shiver ran down 

his spine. 

 

The Fox bowed graciously before his 

victim. ‘Why d’you bow to me?’ asked 

the Stag. ‘Why d’you come here to find 

me again?’ 

  

 ‘Don’t dismiss me so hastefully,’ 

replied the Fox. ‘I have some grave and 

important news. The Lion, our great 

king, is gravely ill. In fact, he is 

dying. After much thought, he has 

decided who shall rule over the forest, 

after he has gone.’ 
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 The Stag stepped back a little. ‘Oh, 

and who should that be?’ he asked. 

‘Well,’ said the Fox, ‘the Lion thinks 

you would be an excellent leader. So, 

he has duly elected you to take this 

grand and noble seat. What do you say 

to that?’ 

 

 At this, the Stag stamped his hooves 

and said, ‘Oh, you are nothing but 

shallow and contemptible! Why don’t you 

lure a different creature into that 

foul cave? And give the throne to some 

other beast?!’ 

 

 [beat] 

 

 ‘Because we have no choice,’ said the 

Fox. ‘The Leopard is a loner, the old 

Boar is a fool, and as for the Tiger, 

well, he’s... too full of himself. And 

you know all too well, that if you 

refuse the Lion’s invitation, he will 

crown the Wolf as king. So just think! 

What a ruthless and terrible ruler he 

would be.’ 

 

 The Stag shook his head wearily. ‘But 

you’ve told me this over and over 

again,’ he said. ‘Why should I believe 

you this time?’ 
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 The Fox took a step closer to the Stag. 

‘Because the Lion only wants what is 

good for the forest,’ said the Fox 

gently. ‘And what’s good for the 

forest, is good for you... don’t you 

see? And besides, the Lion believes 

that it is only you, the Stag, who has 

the humility to be king. It is you who 

will be... dignified in power, for you 

are so full of grace, reserve and 

honour.’ 

 

 The Stag could hardly catch his breath. 

‘Is this all true?’ he asked. ‘Will you 

swear on it?’ And the Fox duly swore by 

all the leaves on the trees, and by all 

the stars in the sky, that this was the 

truth. 

 

[a SHARP KNOCK at the door. MAN looks up, but not at the 

door].  

 

MAN:    Come in. 

 

[A BUTLER opens the heavy door and enters the bedroom. He 

carries a spray of FLOWERS with a note on them. BUTLER 

stands and waits at some distance from the bed. MAN ignores 

BUTLER and continues to address bed]: 

 

MAN: The Stag could speak no more. His eyes 

lit up with desire and his heart 
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swelled at the devious words of the 

Fox, who could see only too well that 

the Stag had been persuaded. 

 

 ‘Well, His Majesty is waiting for you,’ 

announced the Fox. ‘And we must hurry, 

for we may be too late.’ And so they 

ran together at great speed, through 

the wild forest, toward the Lion’s 

cave- [BUTLER coughs for attention. MAN 

turns to BUTLER]. 

  

BUTLER: Sir? [and gestures with FLOWERS, as if 

to say: ‘where?’] 

 

[MAN shakes his head. BUTLER nods to MAN, exits, and closes 

door behind him. MAN continues]: 

  

MAN: Exhausted from his journey, the Stag 

stood at the entrance to the king’s 

lair. In a dark corner lay the Lion, 

feigning his illness. With a weak 

voice, the Lion welcomed the Stag 

inside, followed by the Fox, who was 

watching everything. 

 

 ‘I believe you are dying and I shall be 

pronounced king,’ said the Stag, 

nervously. ‘Yes,’ replied the Lion, 

‘for you wear a crown of antlers. You 

are a born king.’ 
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 Suddenly, the Lion leapt at the Stag 

and dug his ferocious claws into the 

poor creature’s chest. A great howl 

echoed through the forest as the Lion 

ripped out the Stag’s silvery heart, 

and dropped it to the ground. The Fox 

eagerly licked his lips, snatched up 

the heart, and raced off to have his 

reward. 

 

[beat] 

 

The Lion stood silently in his cave. He 

could not even look at the helpless 

Stag, who lay bleeding and whimpering 

on the ground. ‘What have I done?’ said 

the Lion to himself, holding his great 

head in his hands. ‘What have I done?’ 

 

In no time at all, the Lion made up his 

mind to make amends. With great 

determination, he ran through the 

forest, quickly finding the Hunter’s 

clearing. The Hunter [MAN strokes 

sheets] was always willing to cut a 

deal, and so the Lion promised him a 

modest piece of land in exchange for 

the fresh heart of a newly hunted buck. 
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With the deal in place, the Lion 

swiftly carried the delicate heart back 

to his cave, making sure his huge teeth 

did not harm it. 

 

On returning, the Lion quickly set to 

work, for now the Stag was shaking 

terribly and his eyes were rolled up 

inside his head. The Lion snapped his 

jaws at the buzzing flies, and 

carefully placed the new heart inside 

the Stag’s chest, neatly stitching him 

up with some old sinew. 

 

After a few hours, the Stag awoke from 

a deep sleep. ‘What’s happened to me? 

[beat] I’m so thirsty. And I’m so 

tender,’ he whispered, holding onto his 

chest with a hoof. 

 

‘You have the heart of a brawny young 

deer,’ said the Lion. ‘Now, go and 

drink at the spring. And then run. You 

will be well again soon.’ And with 

that, the Stag hauled himself up, 

faltered a little, and trotted away. 

 

Before long, the Fox returned to the 

Lion’s cave. He was wearing a big smile 

and his chops were spattered with blood 

from his feast. 
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[beat] 

 

He saw straight away that the cave was 

empty. ‘Your Majesty!’ exclaimed the 

Fox, ‘what... hunger you have! You’ve 

eaten the whole creature: his bones, 

his guts and his brains too, if the 

stupid animal had any in the first 

place.’ 

 

‘Be quiet!’ snapped the Lion. ‘The Stag 

is drinking at the spring. Soon, he 

will be far away.’ 

 

‘You mean... that idiot creature is 

alive?’ cried the Fox, clasping his 

paws together in vexation. The Lion 

sighed, and explained that he had not 

liked the Stag’s whimpering, so he had 

put a new heart in the creature’s 

chest. 

 

‘This is a grave situation,’ said the 

Fox. ‘The Stag, well, he knows all 

about our methods... all about the... 

skilful and cunning ways in which we 

run the forest. He is sure to tell all 

the other beasts exactly what we are up 

to. Your honour, you are in great 
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danger of losing your crown, and all 

that comes with it!’ 

 

As the Lion listened to the Fox, an 

anguished look fell upon his face. ‘Is 

this true?’ asked the Lion. ‘Is this 

“Stag” so brazen that he could... 

expose us in such a way?’ 

 

And the Fox replied that there was no 

doubt. ‘And there is only one course of 

action,’ he added. ‘I must go deep into 

the forest, find the conniving Stag, 

and bring him here to your cave, for 

punishment!’ 

 

The Lion clambered onto his throne. ‘Go 

then,’ he announced to the Fox. ‘Go and 

find the Stag. Use that sweet speech of 

yours and persuade him to come here. 

His heart, the greatest meal of the 

kingdom, shall be your reward for such 

loyal service to me.’ 

 

The Fox set out at once, darting 

through the forest as keen as a 

hound... 

 

[We have returned seamlessly to the beginning of the 

script: the film plays on an endless loop]. 


