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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER 

 
The audience sits on three sides of the thrust stage which projects out in the form of a 
ship’s prow. The fore portion of the ship is visible and the mainsail is the backdrop which 
acts as a projection screen at various times in the performance. Under the mainsail and 
behind are exits right and left.  
 
There is a space around the ship (between the ship and the audience) of several metres 
where the sea creatures and water snakes will later swim. The floor of this space is 
painted in a neutral colour for lighting purposes. (If budget allows, this space contains 
elongated tanks filled with water.) There is a corridor through the audience, stage left, 
which leads to a path beside the water.  
 
On a raised platform, stage right, at the same level as the mainsail, is the NARRATOR 
behind a pulpit. A set of stairs leads up to the NARRATOR’S position from the floor, 
stage right and down from the NARRATOR’S position onto the stage.  
 
Across from her, stage left, at the same altitude next to the mainsail, is another raised 
platform. Behind this is a moulded cave-like structure, the end of which is moulded into 
the stone upon which the WEDDING GUEST will sit. Inside this structure is the band. As 
per the NARRATOR’S platform, stairs lead up to this from the area around the ship and 
from it down onto the stage.  
 
In the opening section, the WEDDING PARTY, in high spirits, enter through and below 
the audience (towards stage left). To musical accompaniment they progress up the stairs 
and through the raised platform (stage left) and onto the back portion of the stage area 
under the mainsail. Above them, still shots are projected of an old church, its steeple, its 
weathered bells, the hill and the bay, above which sits the church.  
 
THE ANCIENT MARINER is visible, standing beside the rock on the platform. Some of 
the guests notice him as they pass, but pay him no mind. Finally, the MARINER stops the 
WEDDING GUEST. The music fades. The lights fade on the main stage but remain up on 
the MARINER and the WEDDING GUEST. The lights come up on the NARRATOR on the 
platform, (stage right). 
 

PART 1 
 

Narrator  It is an ancient Mariner 
   And he stoppeth one of three. 
Wedding Guest -‘By thy long gray beard and glittering eye, 
   Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 
 
   ‘The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 
   And I am next of kin; 
   The guests are met, the feast is set: 
   May’st hear the merry din.’ 
 
Narrator  He holds him with his skinny hand, 
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Ancient Mariner ‘There was a ship,’  
Narrator  quoth he. 
Wedding Guest ‘Hold off! unhand me, greybeard loon!’ 
Narrator  Eftsoons his hand dropped he. 
 
   He holds him with his glittering eye- 
   The Wedding Guest stood still, 
   And listens like a three years’ child: 
   The Mariner hath his will. 
 
   The Wedding Guest sat on a stone: 
   He cannot choose but hear; 
   And thus spake on that ancient man, 

  The bright-eyed Mariner. 
 
Song # 1 begins. 
 
Ancient Mariner ‘The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 
   Merrily did we drop 
   Below the kirk, below the hill, 
   Below the lighthouse top. 
 
   The Sun came up upon the left, 
   Out of the sea came he! 
   And he shone bright, and on the right 
   Went down into the sea. 
 
   Higher and higher every day, 
   Till over the mast at noon-’ 
 
Lights down on the ANCIENT MARINER and the WEDDING GUEST. 
 
Narrator  The Wedding Guest here beat his breast, 
   For he heard the loud bassoon. 
 
Lights up on the main stage. Enter the BRIDE on her FATHER’S arm, from back stage 
left and onto the main stage surrounded by ATTENDANT MUSICIANS. 
 

The bride hath paced into the hall, 
   Red as a rose is she; 
   Nodding their heads before her goes 
   The merry minstrelsy. 
 
Musical interlude. Lights down on the NARRATOR, (right) and the ANCIENT MARINER 
and the WEDDING GUEST (left). The backdrop projection is of a church interior. She 
meets the GROOM in front of the PRIEST for her wedding vows. We see a series of 
tableaux in front of the projection screen as the couple exchange rings, kiss and are 
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married. Two or three quick wedding photos (slightly anachronistically) with various 
members of the WEDDING PARTY who then disappear off stage behind the mainsail. 
 
The lights fade on the main stage. This darkness is a cloak under which the BRIDE, the 
GROOM, the PRIEST exit under the mainsail. Lights up on the NARRATOR. 
 
Narrator (cont.) The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 
   Yet he cannot choose but hear; 
   And thus spake on that ancient man, 
   The bright-eyed Mariner: 
 
Song # 2 begins. 
 
Lights up on the ANCIENT MARINER. He faces the audience. The WEDDING GUEST 
can be seen only as a shadowy figure behind him.  
 
In the course of the song’s introduction the members of the WEDDING PARTY return 
hurriedly onto stage as SAILORS battling a huge sea at night. They are thrown about the 
deck as the wind howls about them and surges from behind. In mime they secure ropes 
and ply their trade, some climbing the rigging. The projection is of huge menacing seas. 
The sound of thunder and flashes of lightning punctuate the air. The SAILORS act as a 
chorus and sing the ‘aahs’ throughout the song. 
 
Ancient Mariner ‘And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he 
   Was tyrannous and strong: 
   He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 
   And chased us south along. 
 
& Sailors  With sloping masts and dipping prow, 
   As who pursued with yell and blow 
   Still treads the shadow of his foe, 
   And forward bends his head, 
Ancient Mariner The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
   And southward aye we fled. 
 
In this section, the projections on the mainsail are of Antarctic scenes. Great shafts of 
green ice litter the bitter cold sea. Low-level lighting simulates sun low upon the horizon. 
The SAILORS huddle together, or slap themselves for warmth. They look up and around 
them in awe as they pass through the imaginary ice fields. Fog and mist roll across the 
ship. There is a green tinge to the ambience.  
 
& Sailors  And now there came both mist and snow, 
   And it grew wondrous cold: 
Ancient Mariner And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 
   As green as emerald. 
 
& Sailors  And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
   Did send a dismal sheen: 
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Ancient Mariner Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken- 
   The ice was all between. 
 
& Sailors  The ice was here, the ice was there, 
   The ice was all around: 

  It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 
   Like noises in a swound!’ 
 
For the first time we single out the YOUNG MARINER. He points animatedly above the 
heads of the central portion of the audience as behind him, on the screen, we see the 
majestic vision of a ROYAL ALBATROSS winging its way through the mist. All of the 
SAILORS are excited by the divine creature. 
 
In the following section the SAILORS, lead by the YOUNG MARINER, feed and admire 
the imaginary bird. They obviously enjoy its presence as a welcome living thing, a 
distraction from the cold forbidding Antarctic environment. 
 
Young Mariner At length did cross an Albatross: 
   Thorough the fog it came; 
   As if it had been a Christian soul, 
   We hailed it in God’s name. 
 
Lights up on the NARRATOR.  
 
All   It ate the food it ne’er had eat, 
   And round and round it flew. 
   The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 

 The helmsman steered us through! 
 
   And a good south wind sprung up behind; 
   The Albatross did follow, 
   And every day, for food or play, 
   Came to the mariner’s hollo! 
 

 In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 
  It perched for vespers nine; 

 Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Ancient Mariner Glimmered the white Moon-shine.’ 
 
The YOUNG MARINER stands in the foreground in the spotlight at the very bow of the 
ship as behind him, in the semi darkness, the SAILORS make a fuss of the imaginary bird. 
Something in his expression suggests an unsettled soul. 
 
Lights down on the main stage. Lights down on the NARRATOR. Full lights up on the 
ANCIENT MARINER to reveal the WEDDING GUEST. 
 
Wedding Guest ‘God save thee, ancient Mariner! 
   From the fiends, that plague thee thus!- 
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   Why look’st thou so?’ –  
Ancient Mariner  With my crossbow 
   I shot the ALBATROSS. 
 
Lights down on the shocked WEDDING GUEST and the ANCIENT MARINER trapped in 
memory. The theatre is in near darkness but the chorus ‘aahs’ become wails of  sad 
lament in the gloom. 
 
     PART 11 
 
Song # 3 begins. 
 
The lighting rises slowly across the stage from stage right to emulate the sun rising 
through a fog. The wind is gentle at the SAILORS’ backs. They are busy with the bustle of 
their chores. In the following section, it is evident by their collective demeanour that they 
are shunning the YOUNG MARINER. The SAILORS sing the melody at the song’s intro 
as they work.  
 
In the course of the next stanza the lights sweep across the stage from stage right to stage 
left to emulate the course of a day. Momentarily to black, then, by stanza two, they are 
back to the position they were in at the beginning of the section, low and to the right of 
stage. The effect is one of white wash and austerity. 
 
Young Mariner The Sun now rose upon the right: 
& Sailors  Out of the sea came he, 
Young Mariner Still hid in mist, and on the left 
& Sailors  Went down into the sea. 
 
Young Mariner And the good south wind still blew behind, 
   But no sweet bird did follow, 
& Sailors  Nor any day for food or play, 

  Came to the mariners’ hollo! 
 
Young Mariner And I had done a hellish thing, 
& Sailors  And it would work ‘em woe: 
Young Mariner For all averred, I had killed the bird 
& Sailors  That made the breeze to blow. 

  Ah, wretch!  
Young Mariner said they,  
& Sailors  the bird to slay 
   That made the breeze to blow! 
 
In the musical section here, the lighting undergoes a transition from its previous dull-
white to orange and yellow. As this occurs the wind increases in intensity. This, in turn, 
increases the urgency of movement from the sailors on deck.  
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As the wind gathers, the SAILORS’ anger is mollified. Bit by bit they forgive the 
YOUNG MARINER. They cannot stay angry with him under such a good wind. They slap 
him on the back cheerily. He smiles. 
 
Note: The lights here should contrast with the previous section but room must be left to 
further intensify the lights for Song # 4. 
 
Young Mariner Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head, 
& Sailors  The glorious Sun uprist: 
Young Mariner Then all averred, I had killed the bird 
& Sailors  That brought the fog and mist, 
Sailors   ‘Twas right,  
Young Mariner said they, 
& Sailors  such birds to slay, 
   That bring the fog and mist. 
 
Young Mariner The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
& Sailors  The furrow followed free; 
Young Mariner We were the first that ever burst 
& Sailors  Into that silent sea. 
 
Here the full glare of piercing copper light begins to blaze full upon the deck from 
directly above the ship. The hazy gaseous ball of the sun is projected upon the mainsail.  
 
In the following section, the ship is becalmed. The SAILORS and the YOUNG MARINER 
sit or lie listlessly about the deck, too weak to even speak to one another.   
 
Young Mariner Down dropped the breeze, the sails dropped down, 
   ‘Twas sad as sad could be; 
   And we did speak only to break 
   The silence of the sea! 
 
Song # 4 begins.  
 
Lights up on the ANCIENT MARINER as he makes his way down the stairs and onto the 
main stage. During this song, like an invisible commentator, he walks among the supine 
bodies of the SAILORS who are dying of thirst. He sings with his younger self. 
 
Ancient Mariner All in a hot and copper sky, 
   The bloody Sun, at noon, 
   Right up above the mast did stand, 
   No bigger than the Moon 
 
   Day after day, day after day, 
   We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 
   As idle as a painted ship 
   Upon a painted ocean. 
 



 

  © 2002 Mark Clark. All rights reserved. 
 
 

8 
Into the space between the ship and the audience come a host of aquatic creatures: 
stick-like, ugly and disfigured, they dance a tortured dance beneath the passionate glow 
of the mid-day sun. The SAILORS watch them in slumped dejection.  
 
During the second of the two following stanzas, the lights fade to simulate a moonlit 
night. Simultaneously, the image of the sun on the mainsail fades and is replaced by the 
moon, ashen faced, full and foreboding. 
 
Both   Water, water, everywhere, 
& Sailors  And all the boards did shrink; 
   Water, water, everywhere, 
   Nor any drop to drink. 
 
Ancient Mariner The very deep did rot: O Christ! 
   That ever this should be! 
Both   Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
& Sailors  Upon the slimy sea. 
 
The space around the ship is filled with luminescence on the bodies of the SEA 
CREATURES. Lighted thus, from below the SAILORS’ faces appear eerie as they look 
over the edge of the ship to watch the SEA CREATURES’ movements. 
 
Ancient Mariner About, about, in reel and rout, 
   The death-fires danced at night; 
   The water, like a witch’s oils, 
   Burnt green, and blue and white. 
 
Both   And some in dreams assured were 
& Sailors  Of the Spirit that plagued us so; 

  Nine fathom deep he had followed us, 
   From the land of mist and snow. 
 
Ancient Mariner And every tongue, through utter drought, 
   Was withered at the root; 
Both   We could not speak, no more than if 
& Sailors  We had been choked with soot. 
 
One or two of the SAILORS approach the YOUNG MARINER who stands at the ship’s 
bow watched by the ANCIENT MARINER. They mime placing the albatross around his 
neck. He slumps forward with weight and grief, onto his knees. 
   
Ancient Mariner Ah!  well-a-day! what evil looks 
   Had I from old and young! 
Both & Sailors Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
Ancient Mariner About my neck was hung. 
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The ANCIENT MARINER steps back as the light dims to leave the kneeling YOUNG 
MARINER downstage, in the spotlight. We are still aware of the ANCIENT MARINER 
behind him. The projection of the full moon also fades. The SEA CREATURES exit. 
 
      
 

PART III 
 
During the next stanza, the YOUNG MARINER stirs from utter dejection to sudden hope 
as he sees the approaching shape on the horizon. Also, during this stanza, the spotlight 
on the YOUNG MARINER fades. As it does, orange lights, low and to the left of stage 
come up to simulate sunset. The NARRATOR is still illuminated by a spotlight. The 
YOUNG MARINER and the ANCIENT MARINER stand together on the deck.  
 
Narrator  There passed a weary time.  Each throat 
   Was parched, and glazed each eye. 
   A weary time!  a weary time! 
   How glazed each weary eye, 
Ancient Mariner When looking westward, I beheld 
   A something in the sky. 
 
Song # 5 begins.  
 
Lights down on the NARRATOR. During the next section a series of animated still shots 
are projected onto the mainsail of the blazing orange sun resting upon the watery 
horizon. A small dark shape can be seen traversing the sun’s disk. With each still frame it 
becomes larger, tacking back and forth across the ochre orb. 
 
Young Mariner At first it seemed a little speck, 
   And then it seemed a mist; 
   It moved and moved, and took at last 
   A certain shape, I wist. 
 
   A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 
   And still it neared and neared: 
   As if it dodged a water-sprite, 
   It plunged and tacked and veered. 
 
Ancient Mariner With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
   We could nor laugh nor wail; 
   Through utter drought all dumb we stood! 
   I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 
   And cried,  
Young Mariner “A sail! a sail!” 
 
The SAILORS begin to spy a ray of hope and their spirits rise in spite of their withered 
bodies. 
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Ancient Mariner With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
   Agape they heard me call: 
Sailors   Gramercy! 
Ancient Mariner  they for joy did grin, 
   And all at once their breath drew in, 
& Sailors  As they were drinking all. 
 
The SAILORS dance a weary dance of joy. 
 
Young Mariner See!  see! 
Ancient Mariner (I cried)  
Young Mariner she tacks no more! 
   Hither to work us weal; 
   Without a breeze, without a tide, 
   She steadies with upright keel! 
 
Onto the mainsail is projected the image of the dying orange sun resting on the sea. In 
the foreground the silhouette of the ship’s skeleton can be seen creating the dungeon 
grate effect mentioned in the poem.  
 
The SAILORS’ hope soon turns back to despair as they realise the supernatural nature of 
the apparition. 
 
 
Ancient Mariner The western wave was all aflame. 
   The day was well nigh done! 
Young Mariner Almost upon the western wave 
   Rested the broad bright Sun; 
Both   When that strange shape drove suddenly 
   Betwixt us and the Sun. 
 
Ancient Mariner And straight the Sun was flecked with bars, 
Young Mariner (Heaven’s Mother send us grace!) 
Ancient Mariner As if through a dungeon grate he peered, 
Young Mariner With broad and burning face. 
 
Young Mariner Alas! 
Ancient Mariner (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
Young Mariner How fast she nears and nears! 
   Are those her sails that glance in the Sun, 
   Like restless gossameres? 
 
The frame of the ghost ship is pushed into position beside the mariners’ ship. On the deck 
is DEATH, dressed in black with white make up and black around the mouth and eyes 
and LIFE IN DEATH, dressed in white with white make up, bright red lips and long 
blonde hair. They are playing a game with dice on a board littered with small bones and 
miniature human skulls. Both characters move in slow motion. Their close- up images are 
projected upon the mainsail. 
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Ancient Mariner Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
   Did peer, as through a grate? 
Young Mariner And is that Woman all her crew? 
   Is that a DEATH? and are there two? 
Both   Is DEATH that woman’s mate? 
 
& Sailors  Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
   Her locks were yellow as gold: 
Ancient Mariner Her skin was as white as leprosy, 
Young Mariner The Nightmare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she, 
& Sailors  Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 
 
Song # 6 begins.  
 
The ANCIENT MARINER moves away from the YOUNG MARINER and towards the 
steps leading up to the WEDDING GUEST.  
 
On the ghost ship, DEATH & LIFE IN DEATH break from slow motion into normal 
motion. She is throwing the dice. The ANCIENT MARINER sings the next two stanzas 
from the stairs beside the ghost ship. 
 
Ancient Mariner The naked hulk alongside came, 
   And the twain were casting dice; 
Life in Death  ‘The game is done!  I’ve won! I’ve won!’ 
Ancient Mariner Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 
 
LIFE IN DEATH stands and cackles in triumph as she wins the game. She points a finger 
maliciously at the YOUNG MARINER. Then she waves her hand in his direction and he 
begins to dance like a puppet on a string, guided by her pleasure. 
 
During the next section the ghost ship is withdrawn as the lights fade. DEATH & LIFE 
IN DEATH freeze in tableau. As they withdraw, so their image fades upon the mainsail. It 
dissolves into an image of the crescent moon with one bright star beside it. 
 

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:   
   At one stride comes the dark; 
   With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea, 
   Off shot the spectre-bark. 
 
As the ghost ship disappears, an eerie loud whisper is heard. The ANCIENT MARINER 
moves back up to the WEDDING GUEST. The deck is illuminated from low-level lights to 
give a ghoulish appearance to the SAILORS.  
 
Young Mariner We listened and looked sideways up! 
& Sailors  Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 
   My life-blood seemed to sip! 
   The stars were dim, and thick the night, 
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   The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white; 
   From the sails the dew did drip – 
   Till clomb above the eastern bar 
   The horned Moon, with one bright star 
   Within the nether tip. 
 
The SAILORS SING the ‘aahs’. The YOUNG MARINER watches as they drop dead one 
by one. Some come to him and clutch him in their death throes. The falling bodies are 
choreographed to the beat of the music. As each man dies, the whiz of a crossbow firing 
is heard. 
 
Young Mariner One after one, by the star-dogged Moon, 
   Too quick for groan or sigh, 
   Each turned his face with ghastly pang, 
   And cursed me with his eye. 
 
   Four times fifty living men 
   (And I heard nor sigh nor groan), 
   With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 
   They dropped down one by one. 
 

  The souls did from their bodies fly – 
   They fled to bliss or woe! 
   And every soul, it passed me by, 
   Like the whiz of my cross-bow! 
 
On the last beat of the song, the lights suddenly drop to black. The projection of the moon 
on the mainsail begins to fade very slowly to eerie synthesiser accompaniment. 
 
     PART IV 
 
Song # 7 begins. 
 
Spotlight on the WEDDING GUEST, THE ANCIENT MARINER and the NARRATOR. 
 
Wedding Guest ‘I fear thee, ancient Mariner! 
   I fear thy skinny hand! 
   And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 
   As is the ribbed sea-sand. 
 
   I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 
   And thy skinny hand, so brown.’ – 
Ancient Mariner Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest! 
   This body dropped not down. 
 
Lights up on the YOUNG MARINER. It is the full glare of the mid day sun. The SEA 
CREATURES are once again visible around the ship. 
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Ancient Mariner Alone, alone, all, all alone, 
   Alone on a wide, wide sea! 
   And never a saint took pity on 
   My soul in agony. 
 
All three  The many men, so beautiful! 
Ancient Mariner And they all dead did lie: 
All three  And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Ancient Mariner Lived on; and so did I. 
 
All three  I looked upon the rotting sea, 
Ancient Mariner And drew my eyes away; 
All three  I looked upon the rotting deck, 
Ancient Mariner And there the dead men lay. 
 

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray; 
All three  But or ever a prayer had gushed, 
Ancient Mariner A wicked whisper came, and made 
   My heart as dry as dust. 
 
The SEA CREATURES dance elegantly around the ship. 
 
   I closed my lids, and kept them close, 
   And the balls like pulses beat, 
All three  For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky, 
   Lay like a load on my weary eye, 
Ancient Mariner And the dead were at my feet. 
 
All three  The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 
Ancient Mariner Nor rot nor reek did they: 
All three  The look with which they looked on me 
Ancient Mariner Had never passed away. 
 
All three  An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 
Ancient Mariner A spirit from on high; 
All three  But oh!  more horrible than that 
Ancient Mariner Is the curse in a dead man’s eye! 
   Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse, 

 And yet I could not die. 
 
Song # 8 begins.  
 
The star-dogged crescent moon is projected again onto the mainsail. The overall effect is 
of a silvery twilight. The SEA CREATURES are once again luminescent in the gloom. 
Additional to the creatures previously present is a shoal of luminescent water snakes in 
tight choreography which enter at the introduction of the song. 
 
Young Mariner The moving Moon went up the sky, 


