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Don Carlos In Hell

 


Chorus of angels - The Heavens
resounding with angelic choir

The chorale triumphant, the lute & the
lyre

The transcendent harp, the enrapt
seraphim

The friends of the Saviour & all
cherubim

Lend song to the praise of the Almighty's
Name

To him our allegiance & faith we
proclaim!

 


Auriel - The wooded recesses of earth
love Him best!

 


Raphael - Nay, starried night desert
oases be blessed!

 


Michael - The cities of men pay Our
Lord the most call!

 


Gabriel - Our Father above loves them
each, one & all

To Him go the mountains, the stream & the
field,

The altars of Nature at which men have
kneeled,

& all of the wonders by which men are
awed,

So thereby reminding them all of their
God!

The birds of the sea cry the name of the
Lord

By their wheelings t'ward Heaven they show
Him adored

The dandelion-flower, in praising the
One,

Shoots forth all its blossoms to follow the
Sun

The beasts of the jungle, consuming their
prey,

Give thanks to their God who has blessed them
this day

& Man in his cave at the dawning of
time

Knew nothing of image, nor music, nor
rhyme

But from his awareness grew
light-fascination

The gift of a God who so loved His
creation!

 


Auriel - Look sharp — to the west, in
the barrio-flats

One man lies alone in those hot habitats

& see how his body is withered &
dry!

His hour of judgement has surely drawn
nigh!

 


God - My children, I see you have
witnessed this man

Who's come here to die upon hot desert
sands

A feat he designed by the works of his
hands

In keeping with humankind's obstinacy

This man, like the rest, will be judged in
his turn

To succor in Heaven or suffer Hell's burn

They live as they want, & my judgement
stands firm —

Send one of your number & fetch him to
me!

 


(Gabriel goes forth to don Carlos &
wakens him:)

 


Gabriel - Hail there, don Carlos, I've
come here for you

To see that you get your demonstrable due

 


Carlos - Awake I am, now, though I'd
feared for the worst

I'd thought that for sure I'd have died here
of thirst

 


Gabriel - & so now, my friend, you
should come off with me

There's someone who wishes your presence to
see

 


Carlos - Forgive me if I seem
ungrateful to you

By taking my time to remander your due

You've saved me from death & I'm now in
your debt

But give me a moment to rest my bones yet

 


Gabriel - I don't owe you aught,
you're mistaken I fear —

 


Carlos - You should, leastwise, know
how I came to be here:

I started my journey upon planet Earth

Cursed from the moment my Mother gave
birth

A three-headed goat died a-borning that
day

The stablehands all shook their heads in
dismay

& just as I cried out my newborn's first
wail

The sky loosed a torrent of thunderous
hail

With stones big as fists, & a cartload of
toads

That pelted the city & slickened the
roads

So that when my Father, the poor hapless
wretch,

Out riding his donkey, his new son to
fetch,

He slipped & he fell & he busted his
head —

'Ere I drew my first cries, he was already
dead!

My Mother, for grief, near went out of her
mind

Bemoaning the man who had left her behind

She came to blame me for the loss of her
man

& that's how my ugly adventure began

No place on earth could assuage her grief
then

& so we moved on, & then on, &
again

Disconsolate gypsies, our desolate band

Was forced ever onwards to wander the
land

In search of a life which my Mother'd
forseen

But never was she to accomplish her dream

Her illness consumed her with
scarcity-fears

So robbing my Mum of her happiest years

She fell into drinking & chewing on
coal

& talked to her dog to absolve her lost
soul

She wandered the halls late at night in her
gloom

A crazy old woman who ranted of doom

I left her mad clutches 'ere I was nigh
grown

At the age of fifteen I set out on my own

I lived on the street at the mercies of
those

Who pitied my hunger, the holes in my
clothes

But charity shirks when the novelty's
gone

My welcome ran out & so then I moved
on

I found some new parents to foster my
care

Whose children had grown & deserted the
pair

A prostitute long since grown agèd &
grey

Who smoked all her troubles & worry
away

Her husband, a muscular, lumbering thug

Sold black-market weapons & white-powder
drugs

They struggled while elder as I did whilst
young

To rise from the dimness of garbage &
dung

Though they did no different than senators
do

Around the whole world, this maxim holds
true:

If one cuts the profits reserved for the
King,

Their life is held forfeit to Sovereign's
ring

The blackguard discovered the man at his
trade

& took them to prison & left me
dismayed

I'd sheltered with them 'til my seventeenth
fall,

From then on unaided, for once & for
all

One thing that I learned from those folks on
that day

A truth which, once learned, has not since
gone away

It furrows my brow & my stomach grows
queasy:

Not one thing in my life will ever come
easy!

 


Gabriel - So sorry, dear fellow, do
please with me come —

 


Carlos - Hold up there one moment, my
story's not done!

I tried without luck for my place in the
world

This wretched manure into which I'd been
hurled

I ventured at singing until I'd grown
hoarse

I tried then at painting — rejected, of
course —

The newcomer artist, no matter endowed,

They turn him away if he's not of their
crowd

Clear to me came it then that for my
cause

Reality must have an exiting-clause

It needs I must fashion exceptional skill

To influence Destiny more to my will

How weakling are mortals when faced with the
lot

Of Nature & Chaos & Time's tangled
knot?

Much moreso when quashed by his neighboring
man

Who've bludgeoned as bullies since money
began

Who've formed into fiefdoms to tie off the
lands

Their gold manufactured the cuffs on my
hands

 


Gabriel - Your worries are over, my
friend, believe me...

 


Carlos - This cannot be true, it's my
fate, can't you see?

I knew I could never succeed by my means

The labyrinth money made heavily leans

Upon the consumption of he who complies

& sells his life piecemeal for comforting
lies

The children of slavery money begets

Will come to accept their restrictions &
debts

As matter of course, thus accepting their
caste

They look up from toiling, & "wham!",
their life's passed!

I swore to myself I'd break free of the
chains

Fashioned by tyrants to further their
gains

By using the last resource I yet
possessed:

The brain in my head & the heart in my
chest

But try as I might to Society's norm

I found it impossibly hard to conform

I found that my heart in my dreams had no
place

For nothing's so callous as this human
race

Whose members will lull you with wide
soothing smile

& wedging their knives in your back all
the while

So I turned my mind over to meeting my
needs

The call of necessity peerlessness heeds

Should I be unable to follow my dreams

By honest resources to hon'rable means

Then I should go forth with a trick up my
sleeve

To help me attain that which I would
achieve

I made my oblations to those in their
graves

& learned of the ways by which men call
the shades

The numbers by which the dimensions are
trod

& drugs that could make me see almighty
God!

I made myself fortunes through nebulous
power

In fact, I should leave now, for late grows
the hour —

 


Gabriel - Methinks there's a fact you
have yet to cognate

See through this illusion before it's too
late!

There's One who would see you & now we
must go

You have an appointment with Him, don't you
know?

Behind you, you leave the remainder of
past

Inequities — now on this place look your
last

 


Carlos - You've brought me in mind of
ways I had survived

The women I've swived & the treasures
connived

Please don't think dissent & desertion
unkind

I shall not go with you, I'm changing my
mind!

 


Gabriel - This thing is unheard-of;
you've nowhere to go

My Master's decreed it & thus it is
so

Come now with me then, for your judgement
awaits

Before the Great God at His heavenly
gates!

 


Carlos - You've said it, "now" — might
you be challenging me?

Who've lived by rebellion & fought my way
free

From others like you who would try to
impose

The mandate of death from which Lazarus
rose?

So listen, I challenge these things you have
said

This just cannot be! I refuse! I'm not
dead!

 


Gabriel - See there, look behind you,
& cast your eyes down

& notice the body returning to ground

Does not that remind you that you, as of
late,

Crawled into this desert accepting your
fate?

Did you not come to this place but to
die?

 


Carlos - Allow me to tell you my
reasonings why:

The works of the Maker cannot perfect be

For if He is perfect, He's no judge of
me!

As I am the product of what He has
wrought

& I've had to cope with it, like it or
not

He made the conditions to which I was
born

& where was He when I was lost &
forlorn?

He stayed in His heaven whilst I was
alive

& I did what I had to do to survive

Not once did He say "I will do this for
you,

"& make all your hopings & dreamings
come true"

He left me alone in this hell-hole to die

So why should He care what I did to get
by?

I must admit, though, that I came to this
clime

Where Jesus, Mohammed & men throughout
time

Forsaking modernity's pavement &
walls

Followed the summons of wild Nature's
call

In search of the something that cannot be
found

Where all the distractions of Sodom
abound

You must be an angel, this I should
surmise

I see your wings, now the dust clears from my
eyes

Get on with it, angel, & take me to
Him

Who waits with His judgement of what I have
been!

 


(Gabriel takes him before the throne of
God:)

 


God - You've come to Me now at the end
of your day

On Earth, My creation, where all things
array

Their off'rings to Me put up high on
display

To catch My attention in slight

Those whom I bless will have all things go
well

& those whom I curse will go
straightforth to Hell

So this be the price of your dear mortal
shell

& this, as your God, is My right

To stand as your better in judgement of
you

Before Me you've come now to offer your
due

I'll make My decision of how you'll go to

The rest at the end of your term

On how you reply to this question I pose

Which none but don Carlos the right answer
knows

Make your reply & our court here will
close —

So tell Me, My subject, of what did you
learn?

Your answer!

 


Carlos - I must be now painfully
brief

Where once I thought death should have
brought me relief

I find it no better than when I was there
—

The world full of trouble & toil & of
care

The shadows of tyrants eclipsing the
State

& all the injustices born out of hate
—

I see now that Heaven's no lesser or
greater

& I must defend myself from my
Creator!

This then I say to you, my Lord & my
King:

The world you've created is good for one
thing —

To teach one to suffer & curse their own
birth

Your threats do not scare me, for Hell is on
Earth!

How is it
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