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Fo’c’s’le was commissioned by Ensemble Dal Niente for the record release concert of cellist 
Chris Wild’s CD Abhanden.

This piece is a semi-staged chamber musical.  In addition to the two principal singing parts, 
the other characters are played by instrumentalists who sing and speak. 

The Principals

Navigator - tenor
Zu-La Zu-Le - soprano

The Crew

The Bos’un - piano
Colm - violin
Shandy - viola
Watts - cello
St. Elmo - musical saw

Synopsis

The action takes place aboard a vessel named Hesperia.  Sailing across the north Atlantic
in winter, the ship meets a vicious storm which kills its captain and destroys some of its
equipment and food reserves.  The ship’s navigator locks himself in the fo’c’s’le, trying to
determine the ships’s location so that he can set a course by the stars.  Hesperia, however,
is caught in the doldrums, and area of ocean with no winds, and he begins to accept that
his e!orts are therefore futile.

Tensions on the ship escalate as the crew grapple with increasing desperation at their
circumstances.  The ship’s bos’un directs their ire toward the Navigator, who meanwhile
begins to hear a mysterious voice from the stars.  That voice, which he believes belongs
to an extra-terrestrial being named Zu-La Zu-Le, accompanied by the plaintive keening
of St. Elmo entreats him to see Hesperia’s situation di!erently.

Speech is indicated in quotes above the sta!.  It need not be rhythmically precise, but
should line up with the delivery of other characters speaking the same thing.

Duration: 20 minutes



 

 

Introduction 
 

CREW: 
Tallow smear’t through deadeyes are the lanyards reeved. 

Our bowsing brought to bear upon it, now the shroud groans taut. 
With sails clewed up and furled, deprived of solar light, 

Hesperia sits adrift in Boreal night. 
 

Navigator's Song 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
I’ll measure again, there’s a fault somewhere, 

In the declination of the star or a collimation error 
These figures don’t make sense, 

I fear it’s the azimuth of Achenar or the fog in my horizon mirror 
 

For Bellatrix is shining 
Aldebaran stands afore 

But I do not have their pages anymore 
 

My good sextant’s gone, and my sighting chants, 
and the almanac is half-destroyed where Polaris’ numbers start 

But I’ll try it again with the book’s poor lees, 
Try to measure from the center of the moon to Antares 

 
Try to pick out so precisely every inch of inky black 
And I won’t forget this time to correct for parallax 

 
The celestial equator rising alee 

Crossing through the dark arms of the Pleiades 
Its darkness seems a vast and fertile shore 

For the sun’s been gone two fortnights or more 
 

And we’re stranded out on the northern seas 
for the Boreal winds that brought us here have left us on our knees 

So I look to Rigel and Achenar and this old beclouded astrolabe 
to tell us where and when we are 

 
Out here, what might this equinoctial circle ask of us? 

Out here, forgotten sons of Miaplacidus 
 

Though above the fire it smoulders 
Out asea the air it stills 

And I fear if one won’t kill us then the other will 
 

Interlude I 
 

CREW: 
It had been a fortnight out of port 

When I atop the masthead spied the coming gale 
Then as we set about our battening and the drogue deployed behind 

Despite the captain’s exhortations, 
No egress nor asylum could the pilot find 

 
We lay ahull, our helm lashed alee, scudding under bare poles in our oilies. 

And when the breaker slacked the line and set us on our beam ends, her decks awash, 
Hesperia breached to, 

and as if by the Valkyrs fated, 



 

 

into the surge the Old Man by the tempest was disrated 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
From the warrior up at 5 hours, 25 minutes, 7.86 seconds 

Over six degrees and 20 minutes, 58.9 seconds 
 

CREW: 
Its venom spent the storm subsided 

Listing gravely we hove to 
And, although by the bo’s’n’s hollers chided, 

Motionless, stood contemplating what we had just been through. 
 

From that point on not main nor mizzen 
by the breeze has been perturbed, 
while to the east no sun has risen 

and our anxiety’s increase continues uncurbed. 
 

A Voice from Beyond 
 

ZU-LA ZU-LE: 
Ah... 

 
Interlude II 

 
NAVIGATOR: 

To the follower at 4 hours, 35 minutes, 55.239 seconds 
16 degrees, 30 minutes, 33.4 seconds 

But I must chart from the heart of the scorpion 
Standing up there 

 
BO’S’N: 

First watch! 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
At 16 hours, 29 minutes, 24 seconds 

 
BO’S’N: 

First watch! 
 

CREW: 
Bo’s’n raise your voice no more, we’ve nothing left to do. 

Your hollering ain’t worth a damn to bring hope to this crew. 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
Down 26 degrees, 25 minutes, 55 seconds 

 
BO’S’N: 

Do you expect us to escape by waiting on salvation? 
Our dwindling hardtack stores permit no pause and no evasion. 

 
There is evil on board. 

We must stamp it out before it is too late. 
 

Message From Beyond 
 

ZU-LA ZU-LE: 
See through your telescope 

A man who makes notes 



 

 

Of the ever-changing night 
When the ship is still 
And the wind is gone 

He allows himself to look farther into the night 
Farther inside of the slowly changing light 

 
See through your astrolabe 

Infinite lightscape over distances unknown 
When his thoughts are still 

When the work is done 
He allows himself to look farther into his mind 

Farther inside of his spirit’s dormant light 
 

See through your violet eye 
Shed the disguise 

Hold the breadth of time in your mind 
When the ship is still 
And the work is done 

You must allow yourself to look farther 
 

Interlude III 
 

CREW: 
Bo’s’n, what are we to do? The hour is getting late. 

Tell us where the culprit lurks that we may spurn our watery fate. 
 

BO’S’N: 
Our navigator’s disappearance may not seem amiss to thee, 

But down beneath the deckhead there he hides his secret infamy. 
 

CREW: 
While our ship awaits its sentence 

Cancer grows within her breast 
The noxious presence must be cast out 

Ne’er our fortune to molest! 
 

Finale 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
Stranded sailors of the Southern Boat are we, 

At helpless drift out on the Boreal sea 
On this same sphere but far away 

Pyxis might be whispering through the warmth of Austral day 
Our captain lost in the dreary ocean’s eye 

And now I fear I too am falling, toward the boundless sky 
 

BO’S’N: 
You who hide beneath the boards by stars and charts confined, 

Come out from within your Laz’ret, leave your maps behind 
 

NAVIGATOR: 
The storm that cast us static has left me to this chore, 

Of charting from Antares as legions have before 
But knowing not the hour and feeling ne’er a gust 

 
BO’S’N: 

Come and let your ears discern the ship’s bell’s plaintive knoll 
 



 

 

NAVIGATOR: 
We may be called to make our home asea 

On the misty shores of Miaplacidus. 
 

BO’S’N: 
The sea air will bring absolution to your wretched soul. 

 
NAVIGATOR and ZU-LA ZU-LE: 

See through your telescope 
A man who makes notes of the ever-changing night 

When the ship is still 
When the work is done 

You must allow yourself to look farther into the night 
Farther inside 

 
ZU-LA ZU-LE: 
In the still quiet 

 
NAVIGATOR: 

Right ascension equals 3 hours, 47 minutes, 24 seconds 
 

ZU-LA ZU-LE: 
In the vast expanses of the mind 

 
NAVIGATOR: 

24 degrees plus 7 minutes north of the celestial equator 
 

NAVIGATOR and ZU-LA ZU-LE: 
You must allow yourself to look farther beyond the blue sky 

Farther through the black night 
Farther beyond the white light 

Farther inside of the slowly changing guide 
You must allow yourself to look... 
















































































































