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“Mysteries of the Wild”  
 

Total Guest Cycle Time: 51:00 
Show Runtime: 31:00 

 
 

Casting Requirements           
 
ONSTAGE TALENT  
(1) Stephen Dash (Actor) - A daring explorer and treasure hunter who serves as the 
show’s main host. A ruggedly charming, but somewhat naïve male in his late 20s – mid 
30s.  
 
(1) Ava (Animal Handler)- A wise, but eccentric Lady of the Birds. A kind, middle-aged 
woman with a divine, all-knowing presence. In addition to facilitating the bird acts, this 
handler will also escort animals onstage and offstage during other sections of the show.  
 
(1) Nat (Animal Handler)- A strong, taciturn Lord of the Mammals. An imposing middle-
aged man with a commanding presence that contrasts starkly with his tenderness 
toward animals. In addition to facilitating the mammal acts, this handler will also escort 
animals onstage and offstage during other sections of the show. 
 
(1) Bo (Animal Handler)- A witty, mysterious Lady of Cold Bloods. A young woman 
with a silver-tongued keenness and playful sense of humor. In addition to facilitating the 
reptile acts, this handler will also escort animals onstage and offstage during other 
sections of the show. 
 
 
 
Staging and Theatrical Theming          
 
The theater is dressed to look like an archaic jungle palace, where the ancient rulers of 
a jungle civilization would have lived and gathered the islanders for ceremonies, rituals, 
and celebrations honoring their animal brethren. Its exterior is painted to evoke an 
edifice of sandstone blocks, with strategically placed rockwork around the base to add 
dimension. An aged patina of moss and tangled vines engulfs much of the theater, 
however painted pseudo reliefs of animal icons can be seen peering through the 
overgrowth.  
 
These animal images are echoed on an ornate lintel above the entrance of the theater 
in another relief that delineates them with crowns of light above their heads. The pillars 
supporting the lintel are slurred with 1930s-era lithograph posters reading, “Treasure 
hunters wanted!” above a picture of dashing explorer Steven Dash.  
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A narrow ingress opens up into the house of the theater, where the sandstone motif is 
continued on the walls and seating ledges. The columns supporting the domed roof are 
adorned with totem-like carvings of various birds, mammals, and reptiles. In contrast to 
the weathered exterior, the theater’s interior infrastructure appears well-kept and free of 
overgrowth, implying that this ancient palace may not be truly “abandoned.”  
 
The stage itself is set to look like an apse in the palace. It is separated from the house 
by a bubbling stream with a rock bed, forded by an old footbridge. A canopy of faux 
vines and other verdure hang down in the clearing between the theater structure and 
the stage, creating a naturalistic proscenium. 
 
Upstage of the stream, at the extreme rear of the apse is a large stone ark- the 
Treasure Vault of Empress Cambria. Into the side of the large rectangular vessel are 
relieved the stylized likenesses of a falcon, a porcupine, and a coiled snake. Each of 
reliefs appear to look up at a ponderous stone lid engraved with hieroglyphics. An 
inscrutable locking mechanism with three suspiciously shaped keyholes tightly seals the 
ark.  
 
 
 
 
Audience Arrival/ Prologue [10:00]          
 
A pulsating cadence of jungle drums welcomes guest as they approach the long-
forgotten entrance to the Palace of Animalia. Passing beneath the weathered, 
sandstone edifice, they notice hieroglyphics depicting scenes of an ancient people 
tending parrots, falcons, otters, snakes, and other creatures.  
 
Rounding the bend, guests come upon a passage into the palace. Above the ingress 
looms a pediment bearing reliefs of a falcon, porcupine, and serpent, each with deific 
crowns radiating from their heads. Passing beneath this sacred entry, guests take 
notice of posters unceremoniously hung on the pillars. They read: “King of the Jungle 
Seeks Crew of Treasure Hunters!” Below the text is the photograph of a dashing man 
with rugged features and an arrogant expression.  
 
While guests wait to enter the palace, Khaki-clad ushers circulate through the crowd 
welcoming new members of the “dig crew.” As they make the rounds, they identify and 
ask guests of appropriate age and capacity if they would like to volunteer for special 
tasks during the show. Those bold enough to assent are directed to the front of the 
queue.  
 
Once the doors to the palace are opened, the ushers welcome guests inside and wave 
them to their seats on the sandstone ledges girding the room. Show volunteers are 
directed to a special reserved seating area in the front row. An eerie mist steals beneath 
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guests’ feet as they ascend the aged stairwells. Distant, bestial noises can be heard 
echoing from other wings of the palace. Clearly, SOMETHING still lives here…  
 
As guests file in, they may glimpse a couple of parrots flitting about the domed ceiling, a 
sassy-snouted warthog poking out from behind the rock work, or a leery iguana 
traversing the banks of the stream running through the palace. Fingers point and 
laughter ensues as audience members try to spy the palace’s elusive animal denizens. 
Their chuckles hush as the lights dim and a booming voice admonishes against “eating, 
drinking, and use of camera lighting during the performance.”  
 
 
Enter the Animal Kingdom [1:00]          
 
A human voice rings through the cavern, piercing the silence with an unintelligible 
chant. It is followed by the slow steady beat of tribal drums.  
 
The audience gasps as a flock of macaws soar over their heads from the rear of the 
theater, wildly croaking and cawing. After gliding over the crowd, the birds soar down to 
the stage and vanish into a curtain of vines. Meanwhile, the drumbeat begins to 
quicken.  
 
Next, a swarm of budgerigars and doves fill the air, chirping and cooing wildly. The 
crowd can scarcely perceive the scores of birds through the dim lighting. The drums 
now race with rapid intensity.  
 
A family of otters skitters across the stage, trailed by a lumbering porcupine. A chaotic 
procession of caracaras scurries down the stairwells toward the stage, eliciting a 
startled uproar from the audience. The entire palace appears completely inundated with 
animals as the drums pound frenetically beneath the bestial cacophony.  
 
With the final pounding of the drums, the animals disappear offstage. There is a beat of 
foreboding silence.   
 
 
The Journey Begins… [1:30]          
 
BOOM! The din of a distant explosion rocks the room. It is followed by a frenzied yell.  
 
All of a sudden, a cloud of dirt bursts forth from the backstage doorway just off stage 
left. A blur of khaki and tousled hair somersaults out of the dust into the chamber. As he 
deftly leaps to his feet, the dashing young man introduced himself as “Stephen Dash- 
King of the Jungle and treasure hunter extraordinaire.” The crowd applauds as he 
cavalierly brushes off his well-worn leather jacket.  
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With a gallant bow, Dash welcomes the new members of his “dig crew.” He explains 
how for the past several months he has explored the jungle in search of the “lost 
treasure vault of Empress Cambria.” The adventurer removes a yellowed piece of 
parchment from his jacket pocket. “This ancient map has led me here, to the palace of 
Animalia. Today, you’re going to help me find that treasure!”  
 
 
On the Hunt! [2:00]            
 
A triumphant score plays as Dash studies his map with a puzzled look. He sheepishly 
sidles to the front row of the audience to ask some of the younger members of his dig 
crew to help him figure out where to go. Reading the map, they point to the curtain of 
vines beyond the stream of water. The explorer scoffs to shield his ego, “Of course… I 
knew it all along!”  
 
The crowd chuckles as Dash struts dramatically toward the babbling stream and fords 
the bridge, struggling to keep his footing. He follows the map in a comically circuitous 
route the toward a curtain of vines shrouding the back wall of the palace.  
 
A large warthog darts out from behind the vines, causing the explorer to recoil. The 
swine shoots him a quizzical look as she saunters by. An embarrassed Dash recovers 
and dismisses the warthog, “What a ham!”  
 
Music builds as Dash takes a deep breath and clears away the shroud of verdure to 
reveal a large, ornately carved stone vault. A dramatic chorus sings as the explorer 
beholds the Vault of Empress Cambria. “I found it!” he exclaims. He makes several 
failed attempts to pry his prize open before noticing a strange lock with three different 
keyholes. The first is shaped like a bird, the second like a porcupine, and the third like a 
snake. “It must take three different keys.”  
 
The Falcon Flies [4:00]           
 
As Dash continues his futile attempts to open the chest, a macaw flies in from offstage 
and lands on the lid. The explorer looks up and asks, “You know how to open this 
thing?” 
 
“WHO DARES DISTURB THE TREAURE OF THE ANCIENTS?” A powerful, feminine 
voice resounds through the palace. Dash startles and eyes the parrot incredulously. “I 
knew parrots could talk. But this is ridiculous!”  
 
Mystical music plays as a striking, white haired woman donning a colorful, feather-
trimmed robe appears majestically onstage. A stern peregrine falcon rests on her 
arched arm. She introduces herself as Ava, Lady of Birds. A flabbergasted Dash 
explains he has come to find the treasure of the ancients. “And you shall find it”, smiles 
Ava, “when you are worthy.” The explorer scoffs, “I’m King of the Jungle, how much 
more worthy could I be?!” 
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The Lady of Birds chuckles and removes a falcon lure from the folds of her robe. She 
casts the bird from her arm and begins to swing the decoy about. The falcon pursues its 
ersatz prey, swooping within inches of Dash’s head. He shrieks and hits the deck, 
ostensibly spooked by the winged hunter. “That thing’s a killer!” he yells as the falcon 
clasps the lure in its sharp talons.  
 
Ava agrees that falcons are indeed skilled hunters, but that it’s not a reason to fear 
them. “In fact,” she continues, “raptors are vital guardians of nature. They keep mice, 
rats, and other rodents from overrunning the globe. We should be grateful and honor 
these amazing creatures.” Dash dismisses her.  
 
Seeing the explorer has yet to learn his lesson, Ava again begins to swing the lure. 
Soon, two other falcons soar in from backstage to join in the hunt. Dash stands petrified 
as the birds of prey deftly swoop around his head. After a few more passes, Ava 
retracts the lure, and the three falcons glide offstage to the applause of the audience. 
“Funny,” utters a trembling Dash, “I’m not exactly feeling gratitude.”  
 
 
Hawking It Up [4:00]           
 
Ava explains to Dash and the audience how birds of prey keep nature in balance by 
hunting only what they need to survive. The frustrated explorer erupts, “Well, what I 
NEED is fame and fortune, so am I ‘worthy’ enough for this treasure yet?” The graceful 
Lady of Birds responds with a pleasant smile. “First, I want to hock something at you.” 
Ava lifts her elegantly gloved hand into the air and calls, “Verne!”  
 
The audience gasps as a Harris hawk glides from the rear of the theater and circles 
over their heads. Dash winces nervously as Verne comes to rest on the Ava’s arm. She 
explains that Harris hawks are some of the most cooperative members of the raptor 
family, hunting in deadly groups that are extremely agile.  
 
“Agile huh?” the explorer scoffs. “I bet I’ve made it out of narrower spots than that bird.” 
Dash leaps adroitly into a somersault. He bounces up from his amateur acrobatics with 
a cry of machismo and an overdone karate kick. The audience chuckles and Ava 
smirks, “How graceful. But let’s see how Verne stacks up!”   
 
Ava calls on the audience for volunteers. Immediately, the warthog scurries on from 
backstage and circles around her feet, answering the call. The audience laughs as Ava 
smilingly waves the porcine participant away, “When pigs fly!” she says.  
 
Eventually, Ava selects ten individuals from the row of volunteers seated at the front. 
She instructs her bold participants to form two rows of five facing each other. Dash 
mockingly helps the audience members line up five and five. The Lady of Bird then asks 
the volunteers to join hands with the person across from them, forming a row of looped 
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arms. Dash evinces concern but Ava hushes him and instructs her human gauntlet to 
“stand perfectly still.”  
 
Cheers erupt as the hawk adroitly glides between the five sets of arms and lands on a 
perch. Even Dash joins in cheering this feat. The hawk makes several more passes 
through the looped arms without so much as brushing a leg, finally coming to rest on the 
Ava’s arm. The crowd applauds as the courageous volunteers are dismissed to their 
seats.   
 
Dash cautiously approaches the hawk and remarks, “I’ve been in some tight spots 
before, but even I couldn’t pull something like that off.” Ava smiles, “Yes, birds like 
Verne really are… a treasure.” She removes one of her necklaces and places it in the 
explorer’s hand. Then, without a word, she disappears backstage. Dash lifts the token 
victoriously. “The Key!”  
 
 
 
A Prickly Predicament [1:30]           
 
“It fits!” Fanfare plays as Stephen Dash fits the key into the treasure chest’s bird-shaped 
lock. His excitement soon turns to exasperation as he recalls there are two unopened 
locks. The explorer mutters as he bends over and tries to force the lid open, comedically 
wiggling his posterior about.  
 
An African Crested Porcupine ambles onstage with quills bared. The audience chortles 
as the spiked creature wanders dangerously close to Dash’s derriere. “YOUCH! asks 
the explorer appears to prick his posterior on the fully fanned quills. He jumps away 
shouting, “Evil pincushion!”  
 
 
A moment later, the porcupine is joined by an imposing, broad-chested man, in a 
colorful beaded tunic and fur-trimmed headdress. He shakes his head in disapprobation 
at the distressed Dash and recalls his prickly counterpart. Then the redoubtably built 
man taps the explorer on the shoulder. “What do you think you are doing?”    
 
“There are more of you?!” The gruff figure folds his arms and introduces himself as Nat- 
Lord of Mammals. Dash eagerly asks Nat if he has the other keys to the chest. He 
shakes his head “I think I left it with Pip…”  
 
Dash rolls his eyes and looks down at the porcupine, “Don’t tell me you trusted your key 
to a walking cactus.” Nat shoots the explorer an indignant look, “No. The porcupine is 
Mort. Pip is an otter.” The explorer shakes his head as the audience chuckles. “Should 
have stuck with the porcupine,” he replies, “at least they’re armed! That little predator 
looked like he was about to make swiss cheese out of me!”  
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Let’s Play Some D [5:00]          
 
Nat heaves a disgruntled sigh at the ignorant Dash. He explains that African-crested 
porcupines, like Mort, get a bad rap because of the misconception that they can shoot 
their quills. “Porcupines don’t use their quills for attack, but to look larger and more 
intimidating to predators like hyenas, lions…” Nat scowls at Dash, “and especially 
humans.”  
 
The adventurer protests, “Hey! He was the one that was about to impale me. He’s the 
dangerous one!” Nat interjects, “only when threatened. Otherwise, Mort here is one of 
the friendliest, gentlest creatures around.” The explorer responds, “You couldn’t get me 
close enough to him to prove that.” Nat instead seeks a volunteer.  
 
As the Lord of Mammals turns to the audience, the persistent warthog dashes back on 
stage and nudges his feet, ready to volunteer. Dash chuckles at the willing swine, “Pork 
shish kabab anyone?” Nat quiets the explorer with a stern glance and shoos the 
warthog away. The audience commiserates with a sympathetic, “Aww!” 
 
Nat calls five participants up onstage and spaces them evenly apart. After the 
volunteers are in place, Nat utters a command to Mort, prompting him to fully bare his 
quills. The explorer squirms as the Lord of Mammals instructed his nettled companion to 
take a walk.  
 
A tense silence hushes over the room as the porcupine starts to weave in between the 
visibly nervous volunteers. Mort contracts and expands his mane of quills as he weaves 
between them, never so much as brushing a leg. Dash’s eyes widen in surprise with the 
animal’s every pulsation.  
 
After Mort completes his human obstacle course, Nat invites the volunteers to take turns 
petting his quills. As they stroke the pleased porcupine, he explains how, in some 
countries, this species is illegally poisoned and hunted. He adds, “if not for their 
intimidating quills, porcupines wouldn’t be able to defend themselves against all the of 
the natural and man-made threats they face.”  
 
Dash’s sarcastic expression softens as he listens. Soon, he is on his knees fondly 
petting Mort. “Guess I can’t hold that crazy hairdo against you.” Nat smiles and places 
an avuncular arm on the explorer’s shoulder. “Nature is a splendid tension. Its balance 
relies on the skills of both the hunters and the hunted. But that doesn’t mean we need to 
fear either.”  
 
Nat dismisses the volunteers back to their seats as the audience applauds. A handler 
briefly appears onstage to escort Mort backstage.   
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Otter Be Happy [1:00]           
 
 
All of a sudden, the placid stream in front churns with activity. The audience cheers as a 
family of Asian small-clawed otters scurry out of the water and swarm around Nat’s 
sturdy legs. He asks the energetic swarm, “Have any of you seen Pip?”  
 
Whimsical music plays as another otter scurries on stage carrying a lustrous article in its 
claws. “Pip!” exclaims Nat. The furry critter rushes over to Dash’s feet and perches on 
his hind legs. “I think he has something for you,” says the mammal maven. The 
Explorer’s eyes widen. “The next key!” He bends down to accept his prize and pats Pip 
on the head.  
 
After thanking the otters, Nat bids Dash farewell. “Best of luck to you, traveler. But 
remember, the real treasure is all around you…” The Explorer pauses to ponder his 
words. 
 
 
A Slithery Situation [1:30]        
 
Another flourish of fanfare fills the room as Dash turns the second key into place. Now 
staider than before, he quietly wonders how to procure the key for the final lock. While 
the explorer cogitates, the timbre of the music grows more mysterious. A light mist drifts 
into the chamber. Dash turns to face the audience with a quizzical look on his face, “Still 
need that last key…”  
 
Suddenly, the explorer’s leather jacket begins to twist and billow with a mind of its own. 
A collective gasp erupts as two snakes slither out of the liner pockets and up Dash’s 
torso. His body stiffens in terror as he sputters “Why did it have to be snakes?” 
 
“Don’t worry,” calls a dulcet, effeminate voice, “They don’t bite… at least not since last 
month.” Dash turns to see a young woman, clad almost completely in scales emerge 
from the mist. With a sly smile, she slinks over to the treasure hunter and removes the 
snakes from his shoulder. Another handler ducks in to relieve her of the snakes and 
take them off stage.  
 
“Let me guess…” says the explorer wryly, “Lady of Reptiles?” The young lady smirks 
and introduces herself Bo – Lady of Cold Bloods.  A jaded Dash asks what he has to do 
to earn the last key to the treasure. She grins, “Do you give a good massage?”  
 
 
Long Story Short [4:30]           
 
Dramatic music plays as two animal handlers emerge from backstage, each toting one 
third of a 12 ft. anaconda. Dash’s eyes bulge as he draws back in histrionic horror.  
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Bo chuckles at the terrified treasure hunter and approaches the snake to pet it. “There’s 
no reason to fear old Gorgon here. He’s not even venomous.” Dash tries to deflect his 
apparent jitters. His scale-clad hostess explains that anacondas are constrictors, 
meaning they crush their prey instead of poisoning them. Once again, the explorer 
retreats.  
 
The Lady of Cold Bloods promises Dash she will hand over the final key if he can 
muster the courage to perform the “ancient island ritual” of giving the snake’s coils a 
good rub down. He blanches and struggles to summon his words. “Well… there will be 
other treasures of a lifetime.”  
 
As the explorer starts to inch toward the exit, Bo suggests choosing a member of his dig 
crew for “moral support.” Dash looks around the room as if searching for someone. 
“Where’s that pig when you need her?” he quips. The explorer looks to row of 
volunteers and selects a group of ten that share a fear of snakes.  
 
After taking a deep breath, Dash and his volunteer creep toward the languid serpent. 
One of the handlers motions the nervous woman to hold up the middle of the snake! A 
photographer captures her clenched expression as she supports the lengthy reptile.  
 
Meanwhile, the explorer tremulously begins to massage Gorgon’s upper back. Bo 
explains that it is the snake’s hundreds of vertebrae that allow it to coil tight enough to 
suffocate their prey. Dash grimaces at this factoid, but his fear eventually fades.  
 
While the snake’s massage continues, the Lady of Cold Bloods explains how years of 
human lore and legend have damaged the reputation of anacondas and other snakes. 
She also tells, how in places like Florida, humans have tried to make pets of these only 
to abandon them to the wild after proving unable to care for them. As a result, they have 
become invasive, further contributing to their negative perception. Dash’s expression 
softens, and he starts to rub the creature more tenderly.   
 
After kneading Gorgon’s lengthy back, Bo calls for a round of applause for Dash and his 
brave volunteer. “You two have displayed true bravery and compassion. You’ve more 
than earned this.” She removes a serpentine key from the sleeve of her scaly suit and 
bestows it upon the volunteer. Dash looks at her and smiles determinedly, “Come on. 
We’ve got a treasure to unlock!”    
 
 
The Riches of Nature [1:30]           
 
Stpehen Dash leads his volunteer across the stream to the treasure vault. He motions 
for her to do the honors. Fanfare plays as she inserts the final key into place. The 
explorer calls for a final round of applause as he dismisses her back into the audiences.  
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Mysterious music crescendos as the lighting in the palace flickers supernaturally. This is 
it…  
 
WHOOSH! Hundreds of multicolored flocks of budgerigars fly out of the open chest and 
soar around the room. A lush score swells as the massive bird formation dances over 
the audience’s head.  
 
They are soon joined by a flock of doves who join in this aerial kaleidoscope of feathers. 
Dash stares up in wide-eyed wonder as the birds continue their flight and eventually 
soar back offstage.  
 
After the last of the birds flutter out of sight, the explorer is joined by his three new 
friends. Ava carries a peregrine on her wrist, Nat leads Mort on a leash, and Bo wears a 
boa constrictor around her shoulders.  
 
Defenders, assemble! [2:00]         
 
“I get it now.” Dash regards Ava, Nat, and Bo with a look of understanding. “The animals 
are the true treasure of the ancient islanders.” He realizes that they keep the intricate 
systems of nature in balance, allowing all creatures to thrive. “Just like you three, they’re 
defenders of the jungle.”  
 
The three share a satisfied nod, pleased to see the cocky treasure hunter has learned 
his lesson.  
 
Ava approaches the explorer. “Actually, it’s not just us. ALL humans have the 
responsibility to act as stewards of the jungle”. Nat adds that manmade threats like 
habitat destruction, overhunting, and pollution pose a greater threat to the animal 
kingdom than any natural predator. Bo confirms that no species has more opportunity to 
make difference than humans.  
 
A solicitous Dash asks how he can help. The three encourage him that he and his crew 
have already taken the valuable first step by learning about the jungle’s creatures. They 
explain it is now their job to be voices for these animals in their communities, telling their 
stories and raising awareness about the issues they face. The three also encourage the 
audience to donate to conservation funds and volunteer for wildlife organizations.  
 
 
Curtain Call [1:30]           
 
Music swells as the entire animal cast joins Dash and the three animal keepers for one 
final bow.  
 
Ava and her peregrine bow and exit.  
 



 11 

Nat and Mort bow and exit.  
 
Bo and her boa bow and exit.  
 
Stephen Dash takes a long bow. As the audience applauds, the warthog struts from 
backstage in front of the explorer to steal some of his thunder. Dash kneels to pet the 
warthog as the audience laughs.  
 
The explorer thanks the audience for joining them on his treasure hunt and wishes them 
a “wild day.” He then references his map and ventures backstage trailed by the warthog.  
 
The music ends.  
 
 
 
Epilogue [10:00]             
 
As the audience applauds, a sonorous voice thanks them for experiencing Mysteries of 
the Wild. It reminds them to collect their personal belongings and mind their steps as 
they exit.  
 
Tribal drums play as members of the dig crew usher the audience out of the theater. 
Ava, Nat, and Bo return to the stage with animals in hand to interact with guests as they 
leave. Photographers are on hand to take pictures of the guests with the animals and 
their handlers. 
 
After the last guests leave, the theater is closed to be cleaned and reset for the next 
performance.  
 

END.  
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