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Twilight of the Empire: The Last Sycamore

Scene 1 The General's Report
(The stage lights up to reveal the General standing before Abdulhamid Il with a grave expression.)

General: My Sultan, | bring grave news. Our armies have suffered a crushing defeat on the
battlefield, and our allies are too weak to offer any meaningful assistance. The enemy grows bolder

with each passing day.

Abdulhamid II: (Sighs heavily) It was inevitable. The West and Europe see the Ottoman Empire as a
symbol of unison, which would threaten their power. They have been waiting for the right moment to

strike.
General: What do we do now, my Sultan?

Abdulhamid II: (With a heavy heart) There is nothing we can do. We must accept the reality of our
situation and prepare for the worst. Our legacy will endure, even if our empire cannot. We must do
what is best for our people. (The scene ends with the General bowing and exiting, leaving

Abdulhamid Il alone in the hall with his thoughts.)

Act I: The Weight of Legacy
Scene 1: The Hall of Sultans

(The stage is dimly lit. Sultan Abdulhamid Il stands before the portrait of Osman |, his expression one

of deep contemplation and solemnity.)
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Abdulhamid II: (Sighs deeply, his voice a blend of reverence and despair) Oh venerable Osman, son
of Ertugrul, in these hallowed halls, where the echoes of our forefathers resonate, | stand seeking

your sage counsel. Our empire, once a beacon of the world, now trembles on the brink of an abyss.

(The air shimmers slightly as the spirit of Osman | materializes, his presence commanding yet

benevolent, imbued with the light of centuries.)

Osman |: Abdulhamid Han, my son, behold the journey of destiny, marked by the valor of kings and
the trials of their realms. With my birth, the sycamore sprouted, under whose shade our state
flourished. You now bear its legacy, as one of its final sentinels. The leaves may have withered, yet

the essence of renewal slumbers within the earth.

Abdulhamid II: (Whispers with a heavy heart) Insha'Allah. But the frost of winter encroaches upon us,

and | fear the warmth of spring may forever elude our grasp.

Osman I: Let not the fear of the morrow dim the light of today. Each season carries the promise of
rebirth. Your legacy, intertwined with the fabric of this empire, will endure, transcending the sands of

time. (Fades away)

(Abdulhamid Il stands in contemplative silence, the weight of Osman I's words heavy in the air.)

Act ll: The Empire's Echo

Scene 1: Outside the Palace Walls
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(The setting shifts to the world beyond the palace, where the General and a Citizen stand amidst a
sparse and stark landscape, symbolizing the empire's fraying edges and the toll of ongoing

conflicts.)

General: (His voice is heavy with sorrow) We have waged wars, shielded our lands, yet the specter of
defeat casts a long shadow over us. The might of our empire, once unassailable, now wanes before

our very eyes.

Citizen: (With a tone of resilience mixed with despair) The luster of our empire, that once illuminated

the world, now dims. We, the bearers of its legacy, feel the pulsating heart of our land growing faint.

(Transition back to the Hall of Sultans. Abdulhamid Il and his Advisor are in the midst of a fervent

discussion.)

Advisor: My Sultan, as the tides of the world ebb and flow, so too must we navigate the tumultuous
waters of this era. In the face of adversity lies the crucible for wisdom and foresight. We are called to

adapt, to endure.

Abdulhamid Il: How does one steer an empire through storms when the gales of change seek to
uproot the very essence of our being? The dreams of our forefathers, the legacy of our ancestors,

weigh heavily upon my soul.

Act lll: The Fall

Scene 1: Abdulhamid's Estate

(A more personal setting, Abdulhamid Il is seen with his son, Prince Mehmed. This scene unveils the

Sultan's vulnerability and the looming dread of loss.)
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Prince Mehmed: Father, why do your eyes glisten with the tears of sorrow? Why does the shadow of

grief enshroud your noble countenance?

Abdulhamid II: (With a voice trembling with emotion, yet attempting to maintain composure, he
wipes away a tear) No, my son, it is not | who weeps. It is our beloved land, our cherished people, the

very essence of the Ottoman Empire that cries out in anguish.

Prince Mehmed: Is there no salve to mend the wounds of our nation, no light to dispel this

encroaching darkness?

Abdulhamid II: The world has sought to bend the indomitable spirit of our great empire to its will. A
silent lamentation reverberates through the heart of our realm. (Softly, with a prayerful whisper) Help

us, Ya Allah, in this our hour of need.

Act IV: The Dying Light and Final Stand

Scene 1: The Hall of Sultans

(Abdulhamid Il returns to the hall, now bathed in the twilight's somber glow. He stands resolute

before Osman I's portrait, a silent dialogue of souls between them.)

Abdulhamid II: (Soliloquy) As the last leaf clings with desperate fervor to the branch, so does our
empire cling to the remnants of its past glory. Yet, within the heart of the sycamore, within the soul of
our land, lies the undying seed of hope and renewal. The cycle of life promises that from the depths

of winter's despair springs the certainty of spring's rebirth.

(European envoys enter, their demeanor cold, authoritative, embodying the imperious demands of

their governments.)
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Envoy: Sultan Abdulhamid Il, the sands of time have shifted. The world demands change, and with it,
your abdication. The powers that encircle us await your compliance, to relinquish the sovereignty of

this ancient empire.

Abdulhamid II: (Rising, his voice imbued with the dignity and resolve of his forebears) You stand in
the hall of sultans, emissaries of foreign lands, demanding the heart of an empire that has endured
centuries. Know this: | am but a guardian of its legacy, a custodian of its history. My hand shall not
be the one to extinguish its flame. We have faced adversity before, and yet, the spirit of the Ottoman

endures.

Envoy: Your refusal brings peril, not just to your reign but to your people, your lands.

Abdulhamid II: (His gaze unwavering, the resolve in his voice stronger) Peril, you say? It is not peril
but pride that guides my refusal. To acquiesce would be to betray those who came before us, those
who dreamt of an empire as vast and enduring as the stars themselves. Our legacy will not end with
subjugation or surrender. It will live on in the hearts of our people, in the stories of our valor, and in

the chapters of history yet unwritten.

(The envoys exit, leaving Abdulhamid Il alone in the hall. He turns once more to the portrait of Osman

l, seeking solace in the silent communion with his ancestor.)

Abdulhamid II: (Softly, more to himself than anyone else) The sycamore may lose its leaves, the
empire its lands, but the roots of our legacy will nourish new growth in time. Our story is not one of

endings, but of eternal beginnings.

(He looks out, beyond the walls of the palace, beyond the confines of the stage, as if envisioning the

future of his people, a future filled with the promise of rebirth and renewal.)

FADE IN:
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EXT. PALACE GROUNDS - DAY

Abdulhamid Il walks out of the palace hall, flanked by his trusted General and Prince Mehmet. As he
makes his way towards the exit, his eyes fall upon a group of military personnel stationed outside.
He realizes with a heavy heart that there are those who oppose the idea of an Islamic union and have

sent troops to abdicate him.

GENERAL: (with a tone of sadness and respect) Your Majesty, | am here to escort you to your

personal estate.

Abdulhamid Il nods solemnly, acknowledging the General's presence.

PRINCE MEHMET: (whispering) Father, are you okay?

ABDULHAMID II: (whispering back) | am tired, my son. The stress and strain of the past few days

have taken a toll on me.
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As they make their way towards the exit, they are met with corrupt politicians who speak ill of the

Sultan, their words a venomous reminder of the betrayal he has suffered.

CABINET MEMBER: (mockingly) Look at the great Sultan, reduced to a mere puppet.

Abdulhamid II's body shudders with anger, but he maintains his composure.

ABDULHAMID II: (with dignity) | may be leaving the throne, but my legacy will endure. The essence of

the Ottoman Empire will live on in the hearts of my people.

The soldiers along wit the general escort Abdulhamid Il to his personal estate, where he lies down,

defeated and betrayed.

ABDULHAMID II: (to himself) Even in my defeat, | see a glimmer of hope, a chance for renewal and

rebirth.

As he closes his eyes, he sees himself sitting under a tree with blossoms next to Osman .
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ABDULHAMID lI: (to himself) My legacy will live on, a shining example of resilience and fortitude in

the face of overwhelming odds.

As he takes his final breath, Abdulhamid IlI's spirit forever intertwines with the fate of his beloved

empire.

FADE OUT.(The stage dims to black, leaving the audience with the echoing words of Abdulhamid Il, a
testament to the enduring spirit of a people and their empire, facing the twilight of an era with dignity

and hope.)

[End of Play]



