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Some stories take a very long route before they find the form they were always meant to have.

This one began while I was studying in Prague and living in a tiny flat with five other girls. The apartment was crowded, the walls were thin, and there was rarely a quiet moment, but it was there that I first began seriously writing plays. Looking back, I think Prague was the perfect place for it. It is a city full of stories, hidden corners, strange characters, old legends, and the feeling that something magical might be waiting just around the next street.

The earliest version of this story began during a creative writing workshop in Cambridge. There, I wrote a short story called A Song Under a Rock. It was a small idea at the time, but the story and characters stayed with me. What if a song could lead people toward the thing they most desired? What would people do in pursuit of it? And what is it that people truly seek?

Over time, that short story grew into Man of Stories, a family-friendly play about friendship, imagination, ambition, and the strange journeys we take in search of meaning. Along the way, the characters changed, the world expanded, and the story gradually became something much larger than I originally imagined.

At its heart, this play asks a simple question: what is it that people spend their lives searching for? Some search for fortune. Some search for love. Some search for purpose, adventure, belonging, or inspiration. The answers are different for everyone, but the search itself is something we all share.

I hope you enjoy meeting Razim, Elfie, and the Man of Stories as much as I enjoyed writing them. Their journey began many years ago with a small story written in a workshop classroom and continued through student flats, cafés, notebooks, and late nights of rewriting. It has been a long journey for them—and for me.

Thank you for reading.

— Brittney Pilarcik

ACT ONE 

Scene: A quiet country road, lined with trees  and bushes. The sun is beginning to set, casting  long shadows on the ground. RAZIM is standing  near a crossroads, looking at a map or his phone  with a frustrated expression. ELFIE is wandering  around, occasionally looking at RAZIM with a mix  of concern and amusement. 

RAZIM 

(focused on his map, does not look up.) 


I'm busy Elfie, 


ELFIE 

(throws his hands up in exasperation,  


walking over to RAZIM. Begins pacing)

Those are the two worst words put together. You can rather say you are not important to me. You're always busy! You're going to  drive someone crazy one day—those are the only two  words you know! I’m busy and I never tell anyone how busy I am, you  should think about that! -  Just take a walk with me, a nice stroll!  Come on, we never do this anymore! I've been asking  for weeks for you to go on a walk with me, - let’s catch up  like old times! When we were younger! We're getting to be old men now! You and I—I swear to God, could  you look at me for five minutes! 


RAZIM 


(Finally looks up from the map, sighs, and shakes  his head.)

I have proper engagements, I'm meeting with people  who can actually help me to succeed in life


ELFIE 


I get it, I do - you want a name for yourself, but  come on! 


RAZIMDo you know where we are? 


ELFIEIt was a left or a right at the fork of the road, I  see I can't really remember now - 

RAZIM(Throws the map down in frustration, takes a deep  breath, and then composes himself.) 

I'm supposed to be dining tonight with important,  successful people! I say, important and highly  successful people - people who polish their shoes,  calculate risks, iron their shirts, comb their hair every hour, wear rings, always save, never splurge on excess, grow beards, ride horses, do arithmetic for  fun just to keep their minds sharp, wear lots of  plaid and geometrical shapes, reflect on soviet art in their free time, drink alcohol only in the  pleasure of friends or when in deep thought, people  who know people who are willing to help me! The man in the city! The city that will give me the power and gold I deserve! Give me worth! 


ELFIE 

(Nods slowly, then points in a random direction.) It must've been a left then, yes - yes I know - I  care about you - and I don't wear plaid! Or know  math, or really all that other stuff - especially the  drinking part! The other stuff, I mean who are these  people! I'm not so sure you should be making so much  of an effort, I mean do they even have time for you? 

RAZIM 


They are important people who can help me find  status. Yes! They are exactly the kind of people I  need in my life to live the life I want to live!




ELFIE 


Bet they don't know how to skin and deep fry a  chicken though, do they? 


RAZIMWe're so lost, aren't we? 

ELFIE 


I don't exactly see anyone out here playin' any pianos with a compass that says you are here! 

RAZIMI should never ever have gone for a walk with you,  look at where we are! There's nothing here! No signs,  no posts nothing to tell us even which way we've been  coming from 

ELFIEWe could probably start a new life out here,  honestly, I think this is not so bad! Maybe even start our own city! 


RAZIMLet's just keep walking this way! I believe it  might've been that way we were walking, oh no it's  getting dark - I think this way, come on Elfie! 


ELFIEOh my friend, don't worry we're going to be okay!  Honestly, we really are! Things will work out -  remember when we were kids! Everything always worked  out for us in the end 


RAZIMThat's not exactly how I remember things 


(A quiet country road, the sun now lower in the  sky, casting long shadows. RAZIM and ELFIE  

continue walking, the frustration and weariness  evident in their movements.) 


ELFIE 

(Walks ahead, gesturing expansively with his arms  as he talks.)

Soon we'll be making new homes for ourselves, can you  imagine being lost at sea - this kinda feels like it -  I love the sea! With all its might and power under  you, and the abyss of nothingness just sitting there and you have no idea what or where you are in the sea. The sea is so powerful, you know when I was a kid, and I know you know this but I used to chase jellyfish in the heat of August. During the afternoons, I would chase them when I was  alone. I wasn't very bright, I know this, but several  times I got stung and once I was caught in the drift  of a current! It brought me out like a hypnotizing  wind that I just laid back in and felt myself  drifting, but it was so nice I couldn't get out! But once I realized how far I was I had to start swimming  back, I almost drowned! Luckily your body pushes you to fight to live otherwise I thought, this isn't such a bad way to go! My mind said, let the sea take me!  But my body, and I was in better shape then - but the  body said fight! Had it not been for a friendly seaman out taking a last look right before heading home, he is the one who caught me! Took me back to shore and said, 'son you better not be out there chasing jellyfish anymore, no one's gonna save you next time!' I said, 'sir,' - and I really said this -  I said, 'sir, I will never forget this day' and I never forgot it! Imagine if he saw me here, in this forest now talking to you about that day! (chuckles) I never told him I went days after that doing the same thing, I think I got addicted to the adrenaline! Or maybe the sea, or maybe the peacefulness of a tremendous amount of uncertainty all around you, but you can see it. That's the difference in life I think, in life you have uncertainties and abysses full of dangerous creatures but you don't see them like you do in the sea 

RAZIM 


(Groans and rolls his eyes.) 

For godsakes, I forgot how much you like to talk -  it's been hours we are out here already 


ELFIE(shrugs) That's true and we have come a long way now 


RAZIM(looks around, worry creeping into his voice) We  may have to sleep out here, can you believe it! All the important people of the city will be wondering  where I am! Eating their fancy cheeses and with all those spoons, laughing about how great life is in
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