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ACT ONE.         SCENE ONE

THE STEADING AT FREYA WHERE TOM AND RACHEL ARE LIVING TOGETHER. IT IS LATE SEPTEMBER 1969. THEY HAVE BEEN TOGETHER FOR THREE MONTHS. RACHEL HAS BEEN ECSTATICALLY HAPPY TO BE WITH TOM,  BUT OF LATE, HE’S BECOME VERY WITHDRAWN. RACHEL, UP TO NOW, HAS MADE NO COMMENT ON HIS PRESENT DISPOSITION. THE SCENE OPENS WITH TOM STANDING IN THE CENTRE OF THE STAGE, SPEAKING TO HIMSELF. HE IS DRESSED IN GREY DENIM JACKET AND TROUSERS. RACHEL’S HAIR HAS NOW GROWN AFTER HAVING SHAVED HER HEAD SIX MONTHS PREVIOUSLY. SHE IS WEARING AN AFGHAN RED AND BLACK DRESS. 

TOM:
Is the universe... lonely? (PAUSE) Is the universe... lonely? Have I been abandoned... on the desert of the reptile tongue? (RACHEL APPEARS AT THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. TOM SPEAKS IN A DIFFERENT VOICE) I am nowhere, I am no-one. I am nothing... Nothing. Nothing... (PAUSE. SPEAKS IN HIS OWN VOICE) Thank you. (RACHEL WALKS IN GRACEFULLY WITH BREAD, CHEESE AND TOMATOES. CUTS THEM ON BOARD ON THE FLOOR. TOM WATCHES FROM SAME SPOT. THE STEADING HAS CARPETS AND CLOTHS COVERING THE WHITE WALLS. RACHEL SPEAKS WHILST CUTTING BREAD)
RACHEL:
(HESITANT) Phil... said he’d give you a hand... to make this place warm for the Winter... he knows where there’s a pot-bellied stove we could have... and he doesn’t mind stuffing the roof with bracken for us. (TOM TAKES OUT HIS VIOLIN AND STARTS POLISHING IT, KNEELING ON THE FLOOR) I saw Margaret in the village and she asked me if I’d break-in Two horses for trekking. She said she’d give me fifteen quid for three mornings a week. What d’ya think? (HANDS HIM A SANDWICH. HE TAKES IT WITH A POLITE NOD AND EATS IT VERY SLOWLY. RACHEL PUTS ON AN OVERCOAT) Are you cold? (HE JUST STARES AT HER. SHE CUTS ANOTHER SANDWICH THEN EATS, KNEELING ON THE FLOOR LIKE TOM) Phil...seems to be in a bit of a state today. Apparently...a friend of his has been put in the local mental hospital. Somebody that you know as well, called Marty Mission. (TOM STARES AT HER) Phil just found out...this morning...that the poor guy’s already been in there for more than four months. Phil’s going to try to rescue him from the hospital.

TOM:
Good. (LEAVES HALF-EATEN SANDWICH ON THE FLOOR AND PUTS HIS VIOLIN AWAY, THEN STANDS UP AND SLINGS IT OVER HIS SHOULDER. RACHEL DOESN’T WATCH AS HE PICKS UP HIS BAG AND SLINGS THAT OVER HIS SHOULDER. SUDDENLY, WE REALISE THAT THEY’RE BOTH TRYING TO HOLD BACK FROM CRYING AS TOM WALKS SLOWLY OUT OF THE ROOM. RACHEL REMAINS MOTIONLESS. LIGHTS FADE BUT NOT RIGHT OUT. OUTSIDE THE STEADING, PHIL IS WALKING TOWARDS TOM. RACHEL CAN HEAR WHAT THEY ARE SAYING. PHIL IS CARRYING A LENGTH OF WOOD FROM THE FOREST FOR FIREWOOD. HE LETS THE WOOD TOUCH THE FLOOR TO REST AGAINST HIM. TOM WOULD HAVE WALKED BY, BUT PHIL CONFRONTS HIM. RACHEL WRITES ON THE PALM OF HER HAND)
PHIL:
What are you doing Tom?

TOM:
I’m leaving.

PHIL:
Why?

TOM:
I’ve got to. Men and women live in different realities.

PHIL:
But surely,  with give and take,  they can harmonise?

TOM:
Maybe... but if you consider my feelings... you become responsible for my illusions.

PHIL:
I don't know if that's true. But,(VERY WARM)..what about Rachel?

TOM:
Rachel’s different from most women. She’ll understand.

PHIL:
But why isn't she leaving with you?  Didn't you ask her to come with you?

TOM:
(PAUSE) I did. She refused. Said she had to stay here with you and Meg. I must go now Phil!

PHIL:
(CRYING) Christ Tom, don’t you like it here?

TOM:
It’s paradise... but I’m not ready to live in paradise. I’ve got other things I must do. I’ve got to support myself.

PHIL:
Man, there’s plenty of food here. You know that.

TOM:
That’s not the point. I belong to the city. That’s where I can earn my own bread - busking.

PHIL:
Tom... it’s not a good time to leave.

TOM:
I’m not responsible for your timing.

PHIL:
Christ man, what’s happened to you? I thought we were creating a NEW TRIBE. A NEW LANGUAGE OF BEHAVIOUR. I thought by us coming here - we’d found the promised land! You’re a part of that vision Tom... which will be shattered if you leave. Don’t wreck...

TOM:
(ADAMANT) I’m sorry, Phil.

PHIL:
Have you heard about Marty?

TOM:
(TURNING TO LEAVE) Yeah.

PHIL:
He ought to be sprung, right away!

TOM:
Yeah.

PHIL:
Shall we try it now?

TOM:
I’m sorry... I can’t.

PHIL:
Why, Tom, why? You can’t just let Marty rot in the bin like that! He’s a friend of yours.

TOM:
Was. I’m not committed to the past, Phil. That’s your trip - because you’ve made it so - so you sort it out - and put everything in order. I’ve got other things to do. (WALKS OFF)
PHIL:
Tom! (TOM TAKES NO NOTICE AS HE WALKS OFF STAGE. PHIL WATCHES HIM VANISH. FADE OUT SLOWLY AS PHIL WALKS INTO THE STEADING WHERE RACHEL HASN’T MOVED. HE KNEELS IN FRONT OF HER – THEN THEY HUG AND CRY LOUDLY. PAUSE. PHIL NOTICES THE WRITING ON RACHEL’S HAND. HE READS IT OUT)
I am the summer sun,

swallowed up in winter’s fog.

Did I betray you,

opening as a flower,

allowing the world,

to taste your silence?

Is this better?

 body quaking;

breaking inside

a silent nightmare?

(PHIL NODS AS IF TO VALIDATE HER POSITION) People seem to shine, when they show they’re hurt. It’s a ridiculous thing to say, but you look...so beautiful...like a... (UNSEEN BY PHIL AND RACHEL, MEG IS AT THE DOOR)
RACHEL:
I’ll be alright. (HER BOTTOM LIP IS TREMBLING. SHE BITES IT TO HOLD BACK CRYING) Maybe I’ll go away for a bit.

PHIL:
Christ...why is life getting so difficult?

RACHEL:
We're all  emotionally mad...that's why. (PAUSE) Maybe I’ll go to Greece for the winter. Find a small island... and paint some landscapes. (SHE LOOKS DOWN) It’ll... give a chance for you and Meg to be alone...and discover each other again.

PHIL:(SIGHS AND HOLDS HER)
Rachel, I suppose it might work. It just might.I'll find it difficult...without you being here.

RACEL: I'll come back. I promise.

                                  LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.      SCENE TWO
IN DOCTOR SNARKLE’S OFFICE. SEDATE LOOKING, ARMCHAIRS WITH FLOWERY COVERS. PHOTOGRAPHS OF VINTAGE CARS AND SAILING SHIPS. PAINTINGS OF FLOWERS. DOCTOR SNARKLE IS 55, WHITE HAIR, GOATEE BEARD. WEARS VICTORIAN STYLE CLOTHES, GREY PIN STRIPE TROUSERS, BLACK JACKET, STIFF COLLAR, BOW TIE, WAISTCOAT. PHIL WEARING JEANS AND NATURAL DYE SWEATER, WHITE SHOES. FLOWERS ON DESK.

SNARKLE:
Philip Masters - you’re a friend of Lady Richards, my secretary tells me. Yes do - come in.

PHIL:
Thank you very much.

SNARKLE:
Yes, yes - do sit down - yes, sit down over there - Lady Richards, yes, she’s a very good friend of mine - you want to talk about her?

PHIL:
No, it’s not Lady Richards I want to see you about. It’s about a friend of mine - called Marty Mission, who’s a patient in your hospital at the moment.

SNARKLE:
Mission? No, I can’t recall the name.

PHIL:
He’s a friend of mine, a poet.

SNARKLE:
A poet? Really? My goodness me. A mental hospital’s not the place for artists, especially poets . Oh, I'm a great lover of Art you know. All my family are artists - I paint myself you know. Yes, yes, look. Flowers. I love flowers. I never get depressed because I’ve always got flowers to look at.

PHIL:
Yes, flowers are rather lovely, if you’re free to look at them. But my friend doesn’t have the opportunity... because he’s in a locked ward. He’s been wanting to talk to you for some time. But his doctor and the Charge Nurse won’t let him near you.

SNARKLE:
Oh dear, dear. A locked ward - that sounds dreadful! My goodness me. I wonder why he’s in there? I’ll just ring through to the records office, and get his file... and would you like some tea and cakes? I like a macaroon...in the afternoon don’t you? (CHUCKLES)

PHIL:
Yes, I don’t mind a cake and a cup of tea.

SNARKLE:
Good, good. Excuse me, I’ll just ring through. (SNARKLE PICKS UP INTERCOM IN THE SHAPE OF A VINTAGE CAR. WHEN HE PRESSES TO SPEAK IT LIGHTS UP RED). Miss Redcar, I would like the file on...

PHIL:
Marty Mission.

SNARKLE:
Yes, yes, Mr Marty Mission. Yes. And a nice pot of tea and a plate of macaroons. Thank you, Miss Redcar. (SWITCHES OFF INTERCOM) There, that settles that then. Now, tell me about yourself.

PHIL:
Well, basically at the moment I’m a crofter but, by inclination I'm a philosopher and poet.

SNARKLE:
My, my, this is my lucky day! A poet! And a philosopher to boot. I’ve always loved those souls like Plotinus and the Neoplatonic philosophers who raise philosophy to the level of poetry. Ahhh, Such peace! It creates such security you know, that peace. You know Plotinus of course?

PHIL:
Yes, very well. I think, though, the trouble with any type of philosophy...

SNARKLE:
My that was quick, Miss Redcar. Thank you very much. (SHE NODS AND GOES OUT. SNARKLE STARTS TO READ FILE) Oh yes, yes. I do remember this case now. Yes, very unfortunate. My, my. Things that happen to people. It’s quite extraordinary.

PHIL:
Well what’s the background to it? Because I tell you this, that being in a locked ward is driving Marty mad! He feels utterly persecuted.

SNARKLE:
Good gracious me of course! So would I. It must feel like prison to him. It is a very curious state of affairs. He was brought to the hospital by two policemen. He apparently behaved like a matador on Aviemore Station. Curious really. The police said he waved his raincoat at a young girl on the station. I mean there’s no mention of indecent exposure. No. Nothing of that nature at all. He decided to be a matador and was brought here by the police, who gave very definite instructions that we should keep him here, for at least six months, as an alternative to charging him with a criminal offence and, therefore, saving him from going to Court! (KNOCK ON THE DOOR. MISS REDCAR BRINGS IN TRAY OF TEA AND CAKES AND PUTS THEM ON A SMALL TABLE BETWEEN SNARKLE AND PHIL.SHE's EATING A MACAROON AND CRUMBS FALL FROM HER MOUTH ON TO PHIL.)
PHIL:
But that’s outrageous! (MISS REDCAR STARES AT PHIL)
SNARKLE:
Thank you, Miss Redcar. Yes, very nice. Yes, I agree with you, Philip. It is outrageous. Ah... thank you Miss Redcar. (SHE LEAVES)
PHIL:
So you’re saying that Marty waved his coat at a young girl and for that he gets his brains fried? What sort of justice is that? After all, what sentence would he have got for doing what he was supposed to have done? Waving your mack is hardly a very serious crime.

SNARKLE:
(POURING TEA) I agree. Dare I say, if the truth is known, it’s probably not a crime at all. He was probably just in the midst of composing a poem. You must know that poem by Federico Garcia Lorca about the death of the Matador? (POMPOUSLY) ‘a las Cinco de la tarde, a las cinco de la tarde’. Death at five o clock in the afterr noon! Ohhh, I can just imagine it. Often when I go to paint a flower, I get taken over...and think I am a flower - and that’s hardly a crime is it?  No, mind you, I don’t actually behave like a flower of course, but...I sort of get into the mood of it, into the way of their beingness...if you understand what I mean.

PHIL:
Sure, sure. I think they call it ‘empathy’ in the trade. I don’t know whether Marty was getting into the mood of writing a poem about Matadors or not - but he certainly got involved in a sudden death of his freedom, and he’s been pretty well butchered since then. Do you know he’s been given ECT, three times a week, for the last three months? This hospital is turning the man into a a piece of meat. He's got to get out!

SNARKLE:
Of course he must get out. What you've told me makes this place sound more like an abattoir than a hospital. Maybe `abattoir is going too far, but I'm sure it must feel like a concentration camp to Marty, and certainly no place for an artist to be. And I agree with you - ECT as you call it, is a far too dangerous toy to be used on people. The truth is, I have very little sympathy for all these modern methods of handling patients. All it is, is drugs, drugs, drugs! Spiced up with a sharp electrical kick now and then. But you know, it's a very sad fact, but there’s very little I can do. I may be the captain of this old ship, but it’s a sailing vessel, and very much moved along by the winds of the political forces of our time. The demand is for an instant change of appearance, and what a price we pay for that! You see, the politicians only want results, which means they don’t want to see anything which looks like freedom on the streets. They want dead order, order, order. It’s an awful thing to say about this country we live in, but I'm afraid it’s true. The police say to me, we want this man off the streets for at least six months and, when he reappears, we want no repetition of his anti-social behaviour! So you see, I’m in a real fix. This old ship has been blown off course and is now slowly sinking in the government Sargossa.

PHIL:
It all sounds like a Police State Sargossa, doesn’t it?  Marty hasn’t committed any crime, and yet, the Mind-Controllers decide that Marty must be fried. No wonder he feels so paranoiac.

SNARKLE:
Oh God, it’s enough to make one weep. I've always stood up for the view that one man's paranoia...is another man's truth.( STARES AT PHIL) Look...I think we should take that bull by the horns and talk to his doctor about this case?

PHIL:
OK, that’s a good idea. But first, what I wanted to suggest to you, is that we do something immediately about getting him out of the locked ward.

SNARKLE:
Of course, of course! Look,I'm not going to be able to get any sleep as long as this situation with your friend continues in this crude fashion. Look can't you see, as these awful truths sink in, the flowers are looking sad. Of course Marty will never be able to write poetry in a locked ward!. Artists need freedom. Freedom to expand their view. Look, I’ve got an idea. He could go and stay with Hamish, a friend of mine who’s got a lovely croft on the west coast. Now Hamish’s place would be ideal for Marty. Yes, the wild winds, would soon blow the cobwebs of fear, away from Marty’s mind. That’s quite good isn’t it, ‘cobwebs of fear’?

PHIL:
No, wait a minute. I know Hamish well. He’s an old friend of mine. But listen, Doctor Snarkle, there’s no need for Marty to go to Hamish’s place - I’ve got a place just like his, called Freya. Lots of land to wander around on, wild winds as well, and a beautiful birch forest. Horses, cows and goats, ducks and chickens and...children. And fine food cooked by the ladies. Marty would love it there. Plus what’s very important is, as far as I know, he’s never met Hamish, whereas Marty is a very old friend of Mine.

SNARKLE:
You’re right of course, absolutely right. Well, what do you think? Would you be willing to have Marty come to stay with you? Say a weekend first of all? And then we could increase the length of his periods away from the hospital?

PHIL:
More than willing. That’s exactly what I wanted to suggest.

SNARKLE:
Good, good. I’ll ask for his doctor to come through. Yes, that would be a good idea - I think you should meet his doctor. (HISSES) She's a bit of a tyrant I'm afraid. (INTO INTERCOM) Miss Redcar, could you get Doctor McGlandy to come to see me please. Yes, thank you. (TO PHIL) What sort of poetry do you write then Philip?

PHIL:
Pretty subversive stuff really. My main concern lies in that sleepy area between poetry and philosophy. In the field of mental conditioning.

SNARKLE:
Mental conditioning? Goodness gracious me, there’s certainly a lot of controversy in that field, isn’t there?

PHIL:
I would call it open warfare. Ever since the beginning as far as I can see, there’s been a war going on, between those who try to walk in the spirit, and those who want to control everything.

SNARKLE:
Of course you’re right. Just look how the gypsies are treated. By the police. By everyone! No, I’ve got one definite rule - I refuse to certify a gypsy. Gypsies are never mad, that I’ve discovered. Because Gypsies can see into the future. Do you know, once upon a time, all the Highland people had what they call ‘second sight’, yes SECOND SIGHT. And you know what happened? I’m afraid the English War Machine put an end to that. Oh what a tragedy Culloden was for the Highland people. You know, I can weep when I think about it. The Highland folk had an intact culture - a way of life, with roots deeply implanted in the spirit - a mysterious people - a people whose souls were exquisitely musical. Who spoke in a rhythm of the sea swell. Who had wild winds in the timbre of their voice. Who loved to celebrate the joy of the simple... (KNOCK AT THE DOOR) Come in! (HE GETS UP AND WALKS TO THE DOOR AND SHAKES HANDS WITH LADY DOCTOR McGLANDY) Oh, Doctor McGlandy I’ve just been having a very interesting talk with this gentleman - Mr Philip Masters- who is a poet. (PHIL SHAKES THE HAND OF McGLANDY, HAVING GOT UP FROM HIS CHAIR) Yes, yes. Now then, if everybody sits down.  Thankyou Dr McGlandy. I've asked you to come to my office, because we all need to have a little chat. Just a short chat Dr McGlandy. About one of your patients. Philip is a friend of Marty Mission. And I had no idea that Mr Mission was a poet! Good heavens, Philip has told me that Mr Mission has been in a locked ward for the last three months. And he hates the treatment he’s been getting. So, I thought it would be a good idea to discuss the matter with you. On considering the details, I suggest Mr Mission is freed from the locked ward, so that he has more opportunity to express himself...and is allowed to stay for weekends with Mr Masters on his croft. Now what do you say to that Dr McGlandy?

McGLANDY:
(SPEAKS EXTREMELY FAST) Well, the point is as you know, Dr Snarkle, that in my opinion Mr Mission is a very dangerous person - I mean, he suffers from extreme paranoia.

PHIL:
I think you’d suffer from extreme paranoia, if you were kept in a locked ward, and given ECT regularly.

McGLANDY:
ECT is marvellous, Mr Masters. It’s so effective, so effective. You wouldn't know...but we get a lot of young people brought to us by the police, suffering from terrible hallucinations, under the influence of LSD - yes, they bring them into us - most of them are raving when they arrive here. But we soon get them fixed up. A few shots of ECT, and they’re back to normal.

PHIL:
Back to normal! I was just talking to Doctor Snarkle about ECT, and he was saying he had very little faith in these modern methods of tampering with a person’s brain. If you think ECT is so marvellous, why don’t you try it out? I bet you’ve never tried it!

McGLANDY::
I’m a Doctor, Mr Masters, not a patient. I can see ECT is marvellous by the results it produces. I don’t need ECT because I’m not suffering from paranoiac delusions like your friend, who subjects the staff on the ward to endless ravings!  For instance, Mr Mission believes the newspapers continuously write about him. Only yesterday, he thought an article stating that the Government supported the idea that police powers should be increased, was because they want to set up networks to control Mr Mission’s imagination! I ask you, Mr Masters, do you think I believe that newspaper articles are aimed at me?

PHIL:
I bet you, if you were incarcerated in a locked ward and given ECT three times a week, and drugged up with Logactil, and Nebutol, you would imagine that the authorities wanted to destroy your mind!

SNARKLE:
I think Mr Masters has a point there. After all, I can’t say that I would do very well, under ECT treatment. I’ve always thought it was a very harsh remedy...if it is a remedy.

McGLANDY:
Dr Snarkle, you’re not suggesting that we discontinue treating Mr Mission for his mental illness are you?

SNARKLE:
I think we should immediately discontinue ECT treatment, and now, I think it's time to ask Mr Mission what he thinks about the treatment he's getting?  Yes, I think that’s a marvellous idea. Let’s get Mr Mission in here, and we’ll ask him what he feels about your treatment Dr McGlandy? Yes, I’ll do that right now. (INTO INTERCOM) Yes, Miss Redcar. Please I want to speak to the Charge Nurse for Ward 17 - is that right, Dr McGlandy? (McGLANDY NODS) - yes, Ward 17, Miss Redcar. (PAUSE) Ward 17? Yes, I would like Mr Marty Mission to be brought up to my office,please. Now! Yes, yes, thank you.

McGLANDY:
(GETTING NERVOUS) So, what exactly do you propose, Dr Snarkle?

SNARKLE:
Well, as I've already said, Mr Masters is suggesting that Mr Mission comes to stay with him on his croft, for a weekend, to give Marty some sense of freedom.

McGLANDY:
Well what about Mr Mission's medication?

SNARKLE:
I think we should assess this after we have spoken to Mr Mission. (KNOCK ON THE DOOR. SNARKLE GETS UP AND GOES TO DOOR. OPENS IT. MARTY MISSION AND MISS REDCAR. MARTY IS DRESSED IN DARK GREY SHABBY TROUSERS, OLD SHOES, SCRUFFY SPORTS JACKET, DARK GREEN SHIRT, NO TIE. LOOKS WHITE AND WORRIED. HAS A BOOK WRAPPED IN NEWSPAPER, UNDER HIS ARM. SNARKLE PUTS HIS HAND OUT TO SHAKE THE HAND OF MARTY) Mr Marty Mission? I am glad to meet you. (MARTY SEES PHIL THERE AND LOOKS VERY CONFUSED) Thankyou Miss Redcar. (SHE GOES TO LEAVE) Marty, I am Doctor Snarkle, the head doctor here. Do come in. ( MISS REDCAR SHUTS DOOR) As you can see, I have your friend Mr Masters here, and your doctor, Mrs McGlandy.

PHIL:
Hello Marty. (PHIL GETS UP) There’s nothing to worry about. I’ve just been discussing with Doctor Snarkle and Doctor McGlandy the possibility of you coming to stay with me at Freya for weekends. (MARTY SHAKES HIS HEAD IN CONFUSION)
McGLANDY:
(IN A CONFIDENTIAL, PROFESSIONAL TONE) Oh Doctor Snarkle, I’m sorry if Mr Mission looks a bit confused. He's just come round from ECT treatment he was given this morning.

PHIL:
Really, how interesting! According to your book he should be looking normal.

SNARKLE:
Book, oh yes. Mr Mission, have you brought your poems with you?  Is that what's under your arm? (ACTUALLY IT’S A BOOK OF RILKE’S POETRY) Please...I’d love to read your poems, Mr Mission. Oh yes, I've been telling your friend here, that I’m not just a doctor, oh no, I'm a real art lover. And, of course, I’m very passionate about modern poetry. (SNARKLE WALKS TOWARDS MARTY) If this is a book of your poems, Mr Mission, please let me have a look. Just to get an idea. Believe me, if I borrow a book, I always give it back.

MARTY:
(SHAKY VOICE) Er... (SCRATCHES HEAD) Actually... these are not, er, my poems, the-ese are... poems by Rilke.

SNARKLE:
Oh dear, dear, dear. Gosh what a pity. I was getting awfully excited about the prospect of reading your poems. But you do have some poems back in the ward I hope?

MARTY:
I... (SCRATCHES HEAD) I...

SNARKLE:
Please sit down Mr Mission and relax. We’re your friends you know. Would you like some tea? A macaroon? (MARTY SITS DOWN AND NODS)
MARTY:
Yes. Thank you.

SNARKLE:
Now, I was talking to your friend, Phil, and as he said just now, we were thinking it was a good idea if you had more freedom. 

PHIL:
Yes, perhaps I should explain it to you Marty. You remember when I came to see you last week, and I said you ought to talk to Doctor Snarkle about your position, and you said the hospital staff wouldn’t let you see him - well, as you see, I’ve managed to get through the red tape - and now you've got the chance to tell Doctor Snarkle what you feel about the treatment you’ve been getting in this hospital.

MARTY:
(VERY HESITANT. RUBS HIS HEAD AND FOREHEAD) I think...it’s not doing me, any good. I feel, it’s killing me. I feel, as if I’m an abandoned wreck. Washed up, on the shores of humanity’s viciousness.

SNARKLE:
Mr Mission, it’s awful. We all seem to be adrift, in a world of brutal violence. I feel soul-sick and ashamed that I’m part of it. It’s an awful struggle for me to do my paintings in this job. What do you feel Mr Mission about me discontinuing your ECT treatment?

McGLANDY:
Doctor Snarkle, I think we’re moving much too fast. We can’t base our medical decisions on what a patients says about his treatment!  As you know, there are definite procedures to follow. This situation is not something we can play by ear.

PHIL:
Why not Doctor?  I say we’ve got to play it by ear..but not yours Dr McGlandy. I think the ear we have to play it by is Marty’s. After all, it is his life that you’re playing around with. So, Marty, what do you feel about the discontinuation of ECT treatment?

MARTY:
I’d... I’d - want that, very much.

PHIL:
Good. Doctor Snarkle, I think we’ve achieved something very positive with that decision. Now, the next thing. Marty, there is the question of the locked ward. What are your views on that?

McGLANDY:
(HYSTERICAL) Doctor Snarkle, the decisions of the administration of this hospital are surely not to be discussed with members of the public?

SNARKLE:
Mr Masters has just asked a very important question. And I for one am very anxious to hear the reply, straight from the poet’s mouth. So I’ll repeat Mr Masters’ question. What do you feel, about your incarceration in the locked ward, Mr Mission?

MARTY:
I really can’t stand it! It’s the bleakest situation I’ve ever been in. Utterly grey, and meaningless. I’ve been locked up for three months, with a dozen corpses. Humans that have been burnt up through mental treatment. I want to get out. Or I’ll go under completely!

SNARKLE:
There you are Doctor McGlandy. There’s the proof. Of the pudding. I think there’s no room for discussion on this point! Mr Mission will no longer be required to be held in the locked ward.

PHIL:
Another important decision, Doctor Snarkle, Now there’s another point, Marty - what do you think about the drug treatment you're getting?

McGLANDY:
I think this is going far too far, Doctor Snarkle. Far too far.

PHIL:
Marty, what do you feel about the drug treatment you're getting? (MARTY STRATCHING HIS HEAD)
MARTY:
It just makes me tired all the time. I think the dosage is far too much. I wouldn’t mind taking quarter of the amount. But the amount they’re forcing on me, is turning me into a vegetable. The writing of poetry is impossible in this condition.

SNARKLE:
Doctor McGlandy, did you hear that? Mr Mission is a poet, yet the treatment is interfering with his work. This crude sort of treatment has to got to stop! And I think Mr Mission’s idea, that the dosage should be cut down to a quarter, sounds reasonable...now we’re playing it by ear.

PHIL:
Wait a minute Doctor McGlandy, don’t get stewed up. I want to ask Marty whether he would like to spend weekends with me? What do you feel about that Marty?

MARTY:
(SCRATCHES HEAD) Er... erm...

McGLANDY:
(SUDDEN PERSONALITY CHANGE.HYSTERICALLY EXCITED) Marty, don't get the wrong idea. We’re not throwing you out, you know. You mustn’t get that idea. Our suggestion is simply to try an experiment. Wouldn’t you like to see if you like it outside or not? I mean, you could just try it and, of course, you can take your medication with you. Of course, you don’t have to stay out the whole weekend..or every weekend!. And of course, you can come back, any time you like. So don’t be afraid of leaving the safety of the hospital. Just experiment! (MARTY SHAKES HIS HEAD)
MARTY:
Yeah...I would like to.

SNARKLE:
Well Marty, that’s wonderful. I’m beginning to have a very heavy conscience about your work. Perhaps, on Phil's croft, at the weekends, you might be able to start writing poetry again?

PHIL:
Well I think that’s it then. (WANTS TO HURRY MEETING OVER BEFORE THE DOCTORS CHANGE THEIR MINDS) Shall we start with next weekend, Doctor Snarkle?

SNARKLE:
Yes, the sooner Mr Mission gets away from here the better. Even if it is only a weekend at the start. Don’t you agree, Doctor McGlandy?

McGLANDY:
(SCRATCHES HEAD) Er... erm...

SNARKLE:
Good, I’m glad you agree Doctor McGlandy.

PHIL:
It was good to meet you Doctor Snarkle. (HE GETS UP) Shall I accompany Mr Mission back to the ward?

SNARKLE:
Yes, do that Mr Masters, and later on today Mr Mission will be transferred to a more pleasant ward.

PHIL:
Cheerio, Doctor McGlandy. It was good of you to have finally listened to your patient. Now listen to his friend. Try a few shots of ECT. You never know, it might help you understand Dr Snarkle.

                                    FADE OUT

             ACT ONE.     SCENE THREE

WINTER AT FREYA. WIND HOWLING. INSIDE THE MAIN ROOM MEG, MELINA AND ARCHIE ARE SAT AROUND A BIG WOOD FIRE ON WHICH MEG IS COOKING PANCAKES ON TOP OF A GRIDLE. ARCHIE HAS LONG BLONDE HAIR, BIG SWEATER AND JEANS. MELINA IS VERY WILD LOOKING, DARK HAIR, LONG SKIRT COVERED IN MANY COLOURED PATCHES. SHEEPSKIN JACKET. SHE MAKES ROLL-UPS CONTINUOUSLY. THE DOOR IS PUSHED OPEN, PHIL ENTERS DRESSED IN OVERCOAT AND CARRYING A PILE OF PINE LOGS. HE ALSO LOOKS VERY WILD. WEARS WOOLLY HAT AND WELLINGTON BOOTS. MEG IS WEARING COLOURED SKIRT AND SWEATER. IT IS LATE EVENING.

MEG:
(LOOKING UP AS PHIL DUMPS THE WOOD BY THE FIRE) Are the ponies OK?

PHIL:
(STANDING UP AND TAKING OFF OVERCOAT) They're round the back of the steading, sheltering from the sleet. It's like knives.

MELINA:
(MOVES SO PHIL CAN SIT BY THE FIRE) Where's Marty? I thought you were fetching him from the hospital today.

PHIL:
The bastards made excuses when I went to pick him up. They said doctors Snarkle and McGlandy were away and there was no permission given for Marty's leave.

MELINA:
So he's still in?

PHIL:
Sure, but I finally tracked down Snarkle, who has promised me that he'll definitely be allowed out tomorrow, if I go and pick him up.

MEG:
Pancake?

PHIL:
Not half. (MEG SQUEEZES LEMON AND ROLLS IT UP FOR PHIL) I've been thinking... it's time we established what we're all really doing here.

ARCHIE:
(PICKS UP HIS GUITAR AND STARTS STRUMMING) There's nowhere else I want to be.

MELINA:
Same with me. I'm so relieved to have escaped from Sandymouth. It's a brain-washing station compared to this place. Here I feel really free.

MEG:
So do I. Now I've got the chance to teach Sarah and Simon reading and writing. The beginning of our own school.

MELINA:
Free of the state system.

PHIL:
OK, a few old alternative ideas have been dealt from the pack, and that wasn't difficult. But have you any reality on how much work is actually necessary in order that we produce all our own food?

ARCHIE:
Yeah, I can imagine it's ALL GO!

PHIL:
You're not kidding it's all go, and that's because the `country' doesn't exist. It's an urban concept... and this very concept has destroyed LIFE in the countryside. Now all that's left is the bare ground, beneath the changeable sky. There's no skilled husbandmen around who can teach us how to build a cart, how to set the horse plough, how to de-husk the oats. You may have thought that moving into the `country' was like joining a team of ancient survivors! Forget it. Those imagined survivors...have all vanished!

MELINA:
It's the same in Ireland. No more harvest laughter - no lovers behind the wheat sheaves.

PHIL:
That's right. Everywhere, the once vibrant life, is being ERODED by grey global mechanistic mind-sets . There's no point in being here if we don't rediscover the meaning of real time.

ARCHIE:
Time! I thought we were trying to get away from time.

PHIL:
That's an urban illusion. People in the city NEVER EXPERIENCE time. It means living in harmony with the movement of necessity. Living at the exact limits of your physical energy. Getting everything done - before it gets dark.

MEG:
One minute we're lugging stones off the field, then suddenly it's the moment when the nanny needs to be taken to a billy. Then the cow's jumped in with the neighbour's herd and his sheep are getting into our cabbage patch again.

PHIL:
Then I gotta scythe the corn quick, before the deer eat the lot! Finally there's rain... at the wrong time... and stoned visitors giving puny advice.

MEG:
Yeah, we didn't come here merely to slave away and eat home-grown grub.

PHIL:
Nor do I intend to provide a haven for those who want to escape from their shallow thinking. My reason for being here - is REVOLUTIONARY. I want to live free of GOSSIP... GRUMBLING... POSSESSIVENESS... and RESENTFUL MANIPULATION.

MELINA:
Isn't that true for all of us? (MEG AND ARCHIE NOD) 

PHIL:
I don't know what is true for you! Total honesty is the only space we can all grow in. People crush each other, with hidden standards. There's no compensation for living a false life. A lie's a lie... and if you protect another’s falsity, you are guilty of spiritual murder.

MEG:
That’s HEAVY, Phil.

PHIL:
Sure, but if it’s not faced at the beginning, all we’ll produce is the stale stench of bitterness...and we won't be able to play... if we're too busy pretending to be real... if we're anxiously trying to achieve an IDEAL!

ARCHIE:
(IMTIMIDATED) So what's your line man?

PHIL:
Revolution! Nothing less. Every group and government that I've ever come across packages boredom with colourful lies.

MELINA:
For sure.

MEG:
A true revolutionary group begins with ITSELF. Unless we relate to each other with complete honesty, we'll just become a centre of deceitful... convenience.

PHIL:
That's exactly it! I want to question EVERYTHING OPENLY... and if those around me don't, it'll feel very HEAVY being here. That's for sure. I don't want my life to become a commodity! So I've got to make sure I don't settle for anything, merely to avoid being lonely!

MEG:
I don't get that bit?

ARCHIE:
Nor do I? (MELINA NODS) 

PHIL:
Look, don't you ALL FEEL the pressure... inwardly... from assumptions?

MEG:
Sure... but how does that relate to the fear of being lonely?

PHIL:
Look, when we merely react to the onslaught of assumptions - which is PUBLIC LANGUAGE - we end up without the joy of feeling ALIVE. Public language is usually nothing else but an articulation of appearances. Our attitudes give the illusion that it's a person speaking. Not true! It's a dry mechanical voice. When I woke up to this, I had to face a clockwork desert. It was then that I felt the pressure to compromise... So what am I doing... RIGHT NOW? Communicating my being... or am I being MANUFACTURED by NOISE?

MEG:
Wow! I think the answer to all this, is group telepathy.

ARCHIE:
Me too.

PHIL:
Leakage! That's what we should look at! Not the idea of telepathy. The ideal of freedom, is like a picture of radiant blooms on a packet of seeds. Getting off on the picture doesn't help the seeds to grow. We have to think more deeply... to discover the vents through which our feelings leak away. I want this to be a centre, where ECSTATIC INTELLIGENCE IS ENCOURAGED! We leak through FEAR. Give our life to astral parasites. We must face the fear of being alone. Unless we solve that... we'll never `come together'! (PAUSE) 

ARCHIE:
I still don't know if I've got you exactly... but I want to develop my feelings... and live from my feelings.. and not from STATUS.

MELINA:
Perhaps I'm too simple, but I want to have more children, and see if I can help them to find their own feet. Being here is the best opportunity life has ever given me to be myself... and to live honestly with a man.

PHIL:
What about you Meg?

MEG:
I want to live close to God. To feel DIRECTED, in all I do.

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND PACES UP AND DOWN) Well, I'm a man of confusion. I say one thing, and DO another. My existence is second-hand. I'm guided by a stream of suggestions... which I don't trust. I see that I was hooked into this circuit of decay, from BEFORE I was born. The attitudes of my family, school-teachers, voices on the radio etc, etc, traced indelible patterns of advice across my soul. So, I want to erase these enforced circuits from my bonce, because I see that the image of freedom is a mask, hiding pain and imprisonment.

ARCHIE:
Surely one needs a goal, in order to move in the right direction?

PHIL:
Being saved is not a goal, if you're drowning. You yell, LOUD, without trimmings. On the other hand, being saved may mean losing one's body. I don't know. Christ definitely blew the cover on `who runs this rotten show.' If you live from the truth, you'll always get clobbered by the snivelling little bureaucrats who worship the Lord of Lies. Here we've got a real chance to suss out the means of control - by experimenting on ourselves.

MELINA:
What have you found out so far?

PHIL:
That being afraid of fear is the trap... and `not running from fear' is revolutionary!

ARCHIE:
I'm beginning to feel that I'm a robot.

PHIL:
Exactly. We all are, because we act on thought-instructions... and why?

MEG:
Because we're afraid of not knowing what to do with our lives!!?

PHIL:
You've got it! None of us knows what it means to be ALIVE... because we've been told it means physically surviving at all costs... and we don't DARE question THAT... because it throws one into the unknown... and the fear arises, that if I don't know who I am, or what I should do... I might become a tramp, lunatic, criminal, alcoholic or drug addict. That's the scenario we've been brainwashed with and that's why everyone pretends they know what life is. They lie to survive.

MEG:
Christ, it means we commit inner suicide in an attempt to stay within the boundaries of familiarity.

MELINA:
Well that's why we're all here. We refuse to pay that price for comfort.

PHIL:
So fear is the fuel which keeps the machine called `daily living' going. And what does this human factory produce?

MEG:
Boredom!

PHIL:
OK. The fuel is fear and the product - boredom. Who wants to keep that factory solvent? Not me. I want to see if I can contain fear. That's the beginning.

ARCHIE:
How far do you take this?

PHIL:
All the way!

MELINA:
Well what about sexual attraction?  Energy suddenly builds up in `an awkward situation', and then there's immediate fear, if you're already with someone else.

MEG:
I agree.

ARCHIE:
So do I.

PHIL:
Look, the energy moves or it doesn't. If it's there, it's there. If you feel it, you can let it grow. It doesn't mean you have to make love does it?

MELINA:
I don't know... it confuses me.

MEG:
It confuses all of us. None of us know what to do with that hypnotising energy, if we don't fuck!? I don't anyway.(LAUGHS)

PHIL:
There are no rules to this experiment Meg, except being honest... which incidentally implies not falling into any old pattern. You can always say what you feel... and you can use this energy to think with... to uncover what's going on!

ARCHIE:
Well what's going on in my mind... is, I wonder what Meg looks like... uncovered. (EVERYONE STARES AT EACH OTHER, THEN MEG STANDS UP AND STARTS TO UNDRESS) 

MELINA:
Yeah, let's all take our clothes off.

PHIL:
OK. Let's begin - with the naked truth.

MEG:
Here's to the centre - for Cosmic Ecstatic Intelligence! (ALL START TO UNDRESS) 

FADE OUT

ACT ONE.     SCENE FOUR
THE STEADING. PHIL, MEG, MELINA AND ARCHIE ARE DOING THE `SLOW DERVISH TURN' IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM. A POT-BELLIED STOVE ON WHICH THERE'S A KETTLE BOILING. THERE'S SOFT MEVLEVHI MUSIC PLAYING ON A RECORD PLAYER. IN ONE CORNER THERE'S A MATTRESS COVERED IN A QUILT. NEXT TO IT, A LARGE BATTERED SUITCASE, WRAPPED UP WITH STRING AND WIRE AND PADLOCKS. IN THE OPPOSITE CORNER IS A DECK CHAIR, ON WHICH LES TRIPPER IS SITTING READING A BOOK. HE IS MIDDLE AGED, WEARS RIMLESS GLASSES AND IS DRESSED VERY CONVENTIONALLY.

MARTY:
(COMES STORMING IN CLUTCHING A PAIR OF BINOCULARS) Whose are these? (WALKS INTO THE CIRCLE OF ‘THE TURNERS’ AND HOLDS BINOCULARS ALOFT. LES TAKES NO NOTICE) Are these yours Phil?

PHIL:
(HE TAKES THEM OFF MARTY AS HE TURNS AND SLINGS THEM ROUND HIS NECK) There's another deck chair over there Marty. Sit down and relax!

MARTY:
(DRESSED IN VERY SHABBY ATTIRE, REMAINS STANDING IN THE CENTRE OF ‘THE TURNERS’ AND RUBS HIS HEAD) How do you expect me to relax with those binoculars round your neck?

PHIL:
Where do you want me to put them?

MARTY:
Everywhere I look (LOOKS TOWARDS LES TRIPPER) you show me signs of who you work for!

PHIL:
Look man, enough! You woke Meg and I up in the middle of the night, raving on about these binoculars. They're not MY BINOCULARS! OK? (PAUSE. PHIL STOPS TURNING AND PUTS HIS HAND ON MARTY’S SHOULDER) I'm sorry man. I know, you've had a hard time! (PHIL LEAVES ‘THE TURNERS’ AND OPENS OUT ANOTHER DECK CHAIR AT THE OTHER END TO LES TRIPPER, AND OFFERS IT TO MARTY) Come and sit down. (MARTY DOESN’T MOVE SO PHIL SITS) 

MARTY:
How do you expect me to relax, when I'm a wreck? Just a wreck! Nearly all my work's been stolen. I'm a crushed victim from the etheric war! And you're involved in that war, but you don't admit it. (HE WALKS AROUND ‘THE TURNERS’) 

PHIL:
Jesus Marty, I'm your friend, man. If it wasn't for me, they'd be still frying your brains today. (TAKES OUT A PENKNIFE AND STARTS CLEANING HIS NAILS) You never show ANY appreciation.

MARTY:
Why are you cleaning your nails with that knife?

PHIL:
Because I haven't got a nail file.

MARTY:
(SNIGGERS) And I suppose a knife isn't a symbol of death.

PHIL:
Why don't you talk about the fire burning? A fire could be a symbol of death. Ever since I've known you, you make these mad connections with random events, all done to prove that I'm working against you. And the thing that gets me, is that you refuse to investigate the connections you make! You simply project assumptions onto me, and invent a structure to justify the assumptions. You can use any ingredients to prove your point. Because you've already decided on the conclusion, before you elaborate the details. You've got to give this trip up man, because it's wearing you out.

MARTY:
OK! OK! OK! ENOUGH... ENOUGH! Is it possible to have a cup of tea?

PHIL:
Of course it's possible to have a cup of tea. The kettle's on the boil.

MARTY:
It's all my own fault really. I should never have told you anything. I'm certainly not going to publish any more poems. Everywhere I walk, they snigger at me. Snigger at me, because of the position I'm in! I was set up, and then shot down. Fuck the Labour Party! You're just a big astral grub! And you try to rub me out! You're all so jealous of anyone who is capable of experiencing a mental event. That's why they attack me, day and night!! Because they've got no mind, but burnt out blackness. And they just broadcast SHIT, SHIT, SHIT! Yes, it's all shit from `Them'.

PHIL:
Them! Them! Them! You're always raving on about them! Who are they? Why don't you give me some details? Some actual event, that we can scrutinise together? If we could investigate together what you say, and looked at every possibility which could account for it, and if, after every interpretation was seen to be not the case... then, we might say perhaps, there is something else, which is the cause of X event, but you never do this! Why?

MARTY:
Another pretty little speech from the lieutenant. (PHIL STABS THE KNIFE INTO A LOG) 

PHIL:
I'm always pleading with you. Pleading with you to be a human being.

MARTY:
There you go again. If I'm not a human being it's because of what they did to me. And why did they do it? Simply because I expressed my conviction, that the workers should take LSD! And so, the Labour Party has punished me ever since, with their psychotronic wavebands - because they were scared that all their little minions, might get disenchanted with their annual holiday at Blackpool!

PHIL:
So when you say `they'...you're referring to the Labour Party. Is that right?

MARTY:  (HE HUMS) Hummm dee dee, etc.

PHIL: (EXASPERATED) Look, is that what you're saying or not? I can't see how the Labour Party can be blamed for your unfortunate imprisonment in the mental hospital?

MARTY:
You're a clever little bugger aren't you?  Who do you think the Labour Party is?  Who do you think runs the Labour Party?  Harold Wilson?  Do you think decisions are made by the shop stewards?

PHIL:
Well, what are you suggesting? That the Labour Party is being run by a black band of spirits? Who exist in another dimension? (MARTY STARES AT ‘THE TURNERS’ AS THEY SLOWLY STOP, CROSS THEIR ARMS OVER THEIR CHESTS, PUT THE RIGHT TOE ON THE LEFT TOE, LEAN THEIR HEADS TO THE LEFT AND CLOSE THEIR EYES. LES TRIPPER LOOKS UP FOR A MOMENT, BUT GOES BACK TO READING WHEN MARTY SPEAKS) 

MARTY:
The Labour Party is simply one of the tentacles of a vast cosmic parasite. Because the scale is so enormous, you can't understand that the whole control mechanism on the Earth comes from one source. That source is a cosmic computer. It doesn't exist in this dimension, nor in the other dimension! It exists, as the interface between the two. It's the world of astral vampires.

PHIL:
You didn't hear that programme last week did you? About computers? Given by some feller from the Institute of Cybernetics in California...

MARTY:
I don't listen to the radio.

PHIL:
Well you talked about this computer which exists in the interface.

MARTY:
The interface IS A COMPUTER.

PHIL:
Well, they're up to some amazing things here on Earth. This bloke said the most incredible things about the abilities this new robot computer would have.

MARTY:
Can't you hear me? I don't WANT TO HEAR ABOUT THEIR PALTRY SUMS!

PHIL:
Well I think you ought to. Because you've got the illusion that you're the only one who understands what's going on. And the only one who's been punished for trying to wake people up. And because you're so embroiled in all that twaddle, you haven't had the time to notice what else is going on. Now the thing is, that this computer that's being built, is almost near completion and it's capable of speaking all the known languages and dialects of the planet.

MARTY:
Yeah I'm sure. They'll be typing out my poems next, in of course, a twisted version. That's all they are - snarling reflections.

PHIL:
Now listen Marty, listen! The fact that this robot will be able to converse in every dialect, although perhaps extraordinary, is not the MAIN feature which is so revolutionary. This guy said that they were working in conjunction with EXTRATERRESTRIAL INTELLIGENCE! And the story goes something like this - they are building a computer/robot which will have the ability to CREATE FROM ITSELF, ANOTHER COMPUTER, FAR IN ADVANCE OF THE FIRST ONE. A JUMP IN PERFORMANCE ABILITY, ON A SIMILAR SCALE AS A JUMP FROM AN AMOEBA'S FACILITIES, TO A HUMAN BEING'S! The interviewer wanted to know what sort of ethics this new computer would operate on?

MARTY:
The answer to that is NONE. It's a murderer.

PHIL:
Listen man. You never let me...

MARTY:
I don't need to listen to all that crap. OK, they're building a computer/robot which can build another super-duper computer/robot... all supervised by the cosmic mafia... so what? You take that to be good news?  Controlled by a cosmic fart?  I've been telling you this for years! You never say anything original. It's all mafia-vomit.

PHIL:
Who says it's a mafia operation? How do you...

MARTY:
Controllers control. Right? And the cosmic mafia controls controllers! You're playing dumb. Typical mafia tactic.

PHIL:
Give me a chance...

MARTY:
I'm sick of your boring metallic voice. ALL OF YOU! You all steal my life energy, with every chance you get.

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND MAKES THE TEA) You're getting a bit much Marty. (PAUSE) Have you managed to write anything recently?

MARTY:
(PAUSE. CYNICAL) Yes, I'm very grateful to you... for letting me stay here... as you well know... they've reduced me...to cinder!

PHIL:
Forget the past... for a bit and get out of your old mind! Then we could all get together, in the spirit?

MARTY:
The spirit has been destroyed. Man is a walking bag of shadows. (MEG, MELINA AND ARCHIE OPEN THEIR EYES THEN PROSTRATE ON THE FLOOR AND KISS THE FLOOR IN MUSLIM FASHION) 

PHIL:
Bag of shadows! Bag of shadows? I've heard that before...

MARTY:
Yeah, you're an astral tower-freak, aren't you? (THE THREE STAND UP AND BOW TO EACH OTHER) 

PHIL:
Christ, you're doing my head in. I've heard THAT before as well. Where was it? What's an astral tower?

MARTY:
Christ, you sell guile by the gallon. Post office tower... Eiffel tower... it's all astral... thought-machines controlling the mind... psychotronic bombardment coming through YOU NOW! This is what you brought me here for isn’t it? To finish me off! (MOCKING VOICE) Oh sir, please, please, please finish me off, quick! Make a clean job of it BOSS. Clean and quick! No more talk, boss. Do it with the knife, BOSS, stick it in! Quick stick it IN.

PHIL:
(STARTS SINGING AND THEY ALL START TURNING) `The savage soldier sticks his head in sand and then complains' etc, etc.

MARTY:
(SCREAMS) You're all DEMONIC! DEMONIC! (GOES TO RUN OFF, BUT STOPS AS LES SPEAKS, LOOKING UP FROM HIS BOOK) 

LES:
I think Paul Shelley has got it all wrong about contacting flyer saucers. He doesn't seem to realise that there is no way that the saucer can give men any help, until he conquers the power of the Monster. (THE THREE CONTINUE TURNING. PHIL SITS NEAR LES. MARTY PACES ON HIS BED) 

PHIL:
I'm not sure Paul believes in flying saucers, in the way that you think he does. He is trying to point out a particular relationship which exists between phenomena and language. Or in other words, what you see is determined by your intention, what you discover is determined by how you look.

LES:
Alright. Why is it that, despite the fact that we have the best cameras in the world, continuously scouring the whole length and breadth of the Loch, that we never come up with a clear photo of the monster? I'll tell you why. It's because it's a mystical animal. We've got to break the spell the thing has over us. Look, in every ancient society, three symbols were always present and dominant. Starting from the top, we have the circle - the symbol for divine or extra-terrestrial wisdom. In the middle, the cross - a symbol of man and the spine, the Kundalini and meeting point with another dimension. And below, at the bottom always a wavy line, the serpent-symbol of the unconscious.

PHIL:
Have you ever seen this monster?

LES:
(LOOKS FRIGHTENED) Yes, twice!
PHIL:
What was it like?

LES:
Terrifying! Horrible! It's not its appearance, though it's pretty dramatic. It's the fact that it appeared to me to be the embodiment of all that mankind has rejected from his consciousness - the compendium of negative life.

PHIL:
OK, so it's made of fear.

LES:
Right, and I plan to catch it.

PHIL:
How?

LES:
By dragging the loch with a steel mesh net. Once it's caught, the circle of divine knowledge - the UFO - can then descend onto the middle of the cross.

PHIL:
Look, I think that's not the way to do it. I believe that there are a lot of people who, when they die, are frightened of proceeding up through the astral levels to meet God. Instead, they hover around here. Their only point of orientation is this memory of here but, because they have lost their body, they have no way of maintaining their existence. They need food, and they've discovered that the energy of fear released by humans, can be digested by them. So, they create fear in us by projecting fearful pictures into our minds, and we emit fear, which they consume. Now what we have to do is stop giving off fear. We have to emit love, which to them is death. (A SOUND OF A VERY LOUD, BLOOD-CURDLING SCREAM. EVERYONE STOPS FROZEN. THEY ALL LOOK FREAKED – MARTY ESPECIALLY) Jesus, what was that?

LES:
Christ, that was an astral scream! Be careful here. (HE STARTS MOVING TO THE DOOR) Have you got any spiritual protection?

MARTY:
I wish I'd stayed in the hospital. I was safer there. (GOES TO HIS CASE) 

MELINA:
The children!!
FADE OUT

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE
PHIL IS SAT OUTSIDE CROFT. HE IS PLAYING FLUTE. UNSEEN BY PHIL, TOM WALKS ON STAGE, HIS VIOLIN BAG SLUNG ACROSS HIS SHOULDERS. PHIL IS SITTING IN FRONT OF A FIRE. A KETTLE IS SINGING AWAY. TOM SITS DOWN OPPOSITE AND STARTS PLAYING. THEY PLAY GYPSY MUSIC TOGETHER. WHEN THEY FINISH PHIL POURS THE TEA AND TOM MAKES A JOINT.

PHIL:
Did you record your songs for Altair?

TOM:
(PAUSE) Nope, I'm not cutting any more records. The record business stinks. (PAUSE) 

PHIL:
Meg's on the West coast with Melina and a guy called Archie. Marty freaked when he was here, and split with a monster-fanatic called Les Tripper. Melina's living here with Archie in a hut they built by the marsh. It was a hard winter, but all the animals survived. Rachel's living in a cave, on a small island in Greece.

TOM:
(LIGHTS JOINT AND HANDS TO PHIL) Have you noticed how some people yearn to expand, whilst others yearn to contract... and the ones who feel happier when contracted, hide this fact when they meet someone they're interested in - for the first time.

PHIL:
(HANDS JOINT TO TOM) O.K. How about this one?  I've realised that whilst I try to raise the temperature of my emotional life, Meg is happier when she's cooled down. She feels my warmth as a threat. She's Cancer of course and, being a water type, she needs to freeze... in order to have a definite shape. She tries to put out my fire, because she's always scared I'll boil her away... and I get scared she'll freeze me to death.

TOM:
(HANDS JOINT TO PHIL) It's the law when men and women share the same space... one tries to extend the area of possibilities... the other wants to anchor, and fasten down the hatches. One wants the adventure of going out to sea, the other wants a party in the harbour. It can make me feel very sad.( PAUSE) People prefer image to truth.

PHIL:
The later Greeks set that fatal direction in motion,Tom.  After the initial enlightenment period inspired by Parmenides...the philosophers - possibly INCLUDING Socrates - lost faith that truth was communicable, undiluted, without the need of image. It didn't take long before images of so-called `beauty and love' were said to be expressions of truth. Once that notion infected the mind, we soon find the Greeks busily drooling over energetic images of youth. This infatuation with muscle, reigned in the banquet halls of the Greek soul. This scenario, which sanctifies possessiveness, has minted out the currency in our time, of throbbing cock and radiant cunt - images guaranteed to produce a permanent theatre of war!

TOM:
Observing is a flow... judging - contracts. Our language is riddled with obsolete programmes. Our words, wreathed in the habitual slogans of illusion.

PHIL:
P'raps we become obsessed too easily, become overwhelmed with the pleasurable self-indulgence of being fanatically - one sided! The three traditional ways laid down for so-called spiritual development in the Orient are a good example. The Fakir, narrowed down to extreme asceticism, the blandness of the monk's emotional non-life, and the harshness of the Yogi, all illustrate to me, the fascination humans have for contraction, and gaining power and position through denying life. Life was denied, so the mind could lord it over the show. Now Gurdjieff was a very interesting REVOLUTIONARY because he introduced a new, fourth way, which is...

TOM:(VERY, STRANGE DETACHED VOICE LIKE IN ACT ONE, SCENE ONE)
They want us to begin a new way, NOW!

PHIL:
What d'ya mean?

TOM:
They want us to try something new.

PHIL:
Who are they?

TOM:
I don't know... but they're looking at you... through my eyes!

PHIL:
Blimey Tom, do you know what you're saying?

TOM:
One step into vertical time... and all our horizons never existed... this becomes the day... all your futures dream of. It seems there's a hierarchy. We... need... them... and... they... need us. If... we do... something really simple and basic, like light a fire... or bake bread... we evidently... can give them form. They in return... will give us energy... and... INSPIRATION. They can guide us... towards that light... which sets free... the external reality of imagination. (PHIL AND TOM STARE AT EACH OTHER. THEY DO THIS FOR SOME TIME. THEIR FACES START TO CHANGE IN THE SAME MANNER AS DID RACHEL AND PHIL’S WHEN THEY FIRST MET, FLICKER BOOK EFFECT. SUDDENLY PHIL AND TOM SEE EACH OTHER – AS IF NEITHER OF THEM ARE HUMAN. AS IF THEY ARE BOTH SPACEMEN. THEY BOTH LOOK ASTONISHED AND THEN BURST OUT LAUGHING. LONG PAUSE. TOM GETS UP AND WALKS AROUND THE FIRE. PHIL PLAYS HIS FLUTE. TOM SITS DOWN. AFTER A LONG PAUSE, SAYS...) We've got to make a carpet. (THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER WITH VERY SERIOUS EXPRESSION. PHIL NODS) People will be attracted and drawn to the project. We'll have to be on our guard, and be able to communicate secretly.

PHIL:
How?

TOM:
Sign language. Look, if someone arrives, who should know about the carpet, you rub your heart like this... (THEY BOTH DO IT AND NOD) If you think someone has been sent to interfere, you put your hand over your mouth - meaning don't mention it, right? (PHIL NODS) If someone is a carrier of weird shit, a sensationalist, but not one of `them', you put your hand over your eyes - meaning he can't see, steer clear of the subject, but he doesn't have to be thrown out, like a spy.

PHIL:
You think we'll be attacked?

TOM:
It can't be avoided.

PHIL:
I haven't got a clue about weaving or looms.

TOM:
Nor have I. We'll re-invent the whole process. Go up on the mountain and catch a stray sheep. (PHIL GETS UP AND COLLECTS A FEW PIECES OF WOOD, COMES BACK AND MAKES A RECTANGLE BY TYING THE CORNERS. HE THEN TIES A COUPLE OF STRINGS.) (DIAGRAMS TO BE INSERTED)  

PHIL:
Look, I can't see how one makes the alternate strings go back and forth.

TOM:
We'll work it out. (THEY WALK OFF TOWARDS THE STEADING. FADE OUT. SOUNDS OF A LOT OF HAMMERING OFFSTAGE) We'll use six inch nails. (HAMMERING) No, that's no good. (HAMMERING) I've got it. We'll use string.

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO
PHIL AND TOM, THEIR SHIRTS STUFFED WITH WOOL, WALKING TOWARDS THE HOUSE. INSIDE THE HOUSE, A CAULDRON ON THE BIG FIRE. IN FRONT, THE LOOM - BASICALLY TWO RECTANGLES MADE OF WOOD. (DIAGRAMS TO BE INSERTED)

PHIL:
Look Tom, at all that lichen on the trees! We can get dyes from that I'm sure. I'll come back with a bag and collect some. (THEY WALK INTO THE HOUSE AND UNLOAD ALL THE WOOL FROM THEIR SHIRTS. TOM STARTS PUTTING IT INTO THE CAULDRON. PHIL GETS A BAG AND RUNS OUT AND MIMES GETTING LICHEN OFF TREES AS TOM POKES THE WOOL ABOUT. PHIL RUSHES INTO THE HOUSE AND EMPTIES THE LICHEN INTO THE CAULDRON. TOM PLAYS MUSIC. FADE OUT – TIME PASSING. TOM GETS A STICK AND POKES IT INTO THE CAULDRON ON THE FIRE. HE PULLS OUT A PIECE OF WOOL DYED ORANGE BROWN. HE DIPS IT INTO THE COLD WATER, PULLS IT OUT, TWISTS IT IN HIS HANDS AND TIES A KNOT ON THE WARP STRINGS. THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER... AND BURST OUT LAUGHING) 

TOM:
That's the first knot - dyed and tied.

PHIL:
How many to a row?

TOM:
Hundred and twenty.

PHIL:
Design? (TOM TAKES A PIECE OF PAPER OUT OF HIS DENIM JACKET POCKET AND SHOWS IT TO PHIL. DIAGRAM TO BE INSERTED)

PHIL:
Wow, that's amazing. You've got the circle, cross, surrounded by the serpent, which is what Les Tripper was going on about. And what are these little white oval shapes?

TOM:
UFOs. The eyes through which they look at us. (STARES AT PHIL)

PHIL:
I think I'll bake some bread.

FADE OUT

ACT TWO, SCENE THREE
TWO DAYS LATER. ON THE GRASS OUTSIDE THE HOUSE IN THE AFTERNOON SUN. PHIL IS FINISHING OFF THE SMALL PILED CARPET ON THE LOOM. TOM IS STARING UP INTO THE SKY.

TOM:
What would you say that was? (LOOKS UP. SHOT OF SILVER DISC IN BRIGHT BLUE SKY) Phil, it's real. It's really happened. Christ, it's a real flying saucer. (PHIL DASHES INTO HOUSE, REAPPEARS WITH OPERA GLASSES. THEY PASS THE GLASSES TO EACH OTHER AND STARE UP AT THE STATIONARY UFO) 

PHIL:
(TOM HAS GLASSES) What do you reckon they want?

TOM:
Probably want to swop us something for the carpet. They've probably got some fancy beads to offer us. (SOUNDS OF VOLKSWAGEN VAN ARRIVING. MEG, SARAH, SIMON, ARCHIE AND MELINA GET OUT. SARAH AND SIMON RUN TOWARDS TOM AND PHIL) 

SARAH & SIMON:
There's a flying saucer! A flying saucer!

PHIL:
Yeah, isn't it terrific! (TOM LOOKS UP) 

SARAH:
What's it doing there daddy?

PHIL:
Tom thinks they want to buy our carpet off us. (THE OTHERS COME UP AND ALL STARE AT THE DISC TOGETHER. MEG HOLDS PHIL’S HAND, THEN STARES IN WONDER AT THE CARPET AND THEN BACK UP AT THE DISC IN THE SKY. SHE THEN HOLDS TOM’S HAND WITH HER OTHER HAND. EVERYONE STARES AT THE CARPET WITH ADMIRATION. PHIL HANDS MEG THE BINOCULARS) Have a look.

SARAH:
Can I?

PHIL:
After mummy darling. Melina, Archie, this is Tom. (THEY NOD TO EACH OTHER) 

MEG:
It looks like a pyramid, slightly on its side... seen from underneath...it seems almost transparent...like it's made of glass.  Here you are darling, then let Simon have a look. (GIVES TO SARAH) 

ARCHIE:
Is this really for real?

PHIL:
Listen man. It's been there for over an hour. It appeared just as we were finishing this carpet...which look:--has U.F.O.s looking at us. Look!

SARAH:
(LOOKING THROUGH THE GLASSES) It's like a square rainbow daddy.

MELINA:
It's a beautiful carpet. How did you two get into this trip?...from NOWHERE!

PHIL: (LOOKS AT TOM) How did we get into this trip Tom?

TOM: (COVERS HIS EYES) I don't know. (POINTS UP) Maybe they do.

                       LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR
INSIDE THE MAIN ROOM. MEG, PHIL AND TOM ARE SAT AROUND THE FIRE. THEY ARE LISTENING TO MESSAIEN'S `IN EXPECTATION OF THE RESURRECTION'. MEG IS POURING TEA. PHIL APPEARS VERY DETACHED, SILENT. MEG AND TOM ARE STARING AT EACH OTHER. PHIL IS LOOKING INTO THE FIRE, HOLDING HIS TEA. PHIL GETS UP AND PUTS HIS HANDS, ONE ON EACH SHOULDER OF MEG AND TOM. HE THEN WALKS OUT OF THE ROOM. THE DOOR IS HEARD CLOSING. MOONLIGHT THROUGH THE WINDOW. THE UFO IS STILL ABOVE THE HOUSE. MEG AND TOM ARE STILL STARING AT EACH OTHER. THEY BOTH APPEAR TO EACH OTHER IN A VERY BRIGHT LIGHT, BOTH RADIANT AND UNWORLDLY. MEG PUTS HER ARMS AROUND TOM. THEY ROCK TOGETHER, THE MUSIC STOPS.

MEG:
You know I'll always love you. I feel so grateful, Tom. So alive with peace I could cry.

TOM:
You're very loyal, Meg. I respect that. (HE CARESSES HER VERY SENSUALLY. EVENTUALLY MEG GENTLY STOPS HIM) 

MEG:
You're a magician with your fingers, Tom, but I can't, CAN'T fuck with you. It just screws me up.

TOM:
What does?  Phil wouldn't mind. That's why he's gone out.

MEG:
I know!  It's me, not you or Phil. You're both beautiful and generous with your sense of freedom...but I can't cope with loving two men at once. We've tried it before Tom, and you know how it drove me bananas. When you're here, the magic moves up onto another octave, and if we start fucking - I'll blow it, I know. (PAUSE) Please let's see if we can keep the energy going - without getting into lust! Christ Tom, Where does all this energy come from?
TOM:
It's quite a question, with a UFO still hovering above the house!?

MEG:
What d'ya think they're going to do?

TOM:
I don't know... but I'm ready to go with them!

SPACEY THROBBING MUSIC - FADE OUT

ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE
EARLY MORNING, BIRDSONG. SUN STREAMING ONTO MEG AND PHIL ASLEEP. TOM WALKS IN QUIETLY. LOOKS AT THEM BOTH ASLEEP WITH TENDERNESS. TOM SHAKES PHIL'S SHOULDER. PHIL OPENS HIS EYES AND LOOKS AT TOM AS IF HE'S EXPECTING SOMETHING TO BE WRONG. PHIL PROPS HIS HEAD UP WITH HIS ELBOW.

TOM:
(EXCITEDLY) I've got the next bit of the vision. (HE SHOWS HIM THE DRAWING OF A DOME WITH ARCHES INSIDE IT) We've got to build a dome which will be a three dimensional representation of a saucer which operates in six dimensions. (PHIL LOOKS AMAZED AND TIRED) That's the first part of it. The other part is, we've got to make a huge carpet to put in the centre of the dome. That means making a very big loom. The carpet will have a star map in the centre. Through making the carpet we will be gradually tuned into the real saucer's vibration. By going into the dome, it will be as if we are entering the mirror reflection of the space ship. Through absorbing the vibrations coming into the dome from the real six dimensional saucer, we will be transformed so as to be able to move outside this time-space continuum. I'm going off now to start cutting wood for the loom.

PHIL:
Meg,wake up! Something really amazing has started happening. (MEG WAKES UP AND SEES TOM STANDING THERE. TOM JUST LOOKS AT HER BRIEFLY AND WALKS OUT BRISKLY) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SIX
THE PATH TOWARDS THE BARN FROM THE FOREST. EARLY MORNING. A FEW HOURS LATER. TOM IS CARRYING A FOURTEEN FOOT PINE TREE ON HIS SHOULDER. HE GETS TO THE BARN. OUTSIDE THE BARN HE STARTS STRIPPING THE BRANCHES OFF IT. PHIL APPEARS AND THEY MOVE THE POLE INTO THE BARN. TOM AND PHIL ARE BUILDING A HUGE VERTICAL LOOM, THE WIDTH OF THE BARN. TOM PICKS UP A BALL OF TWINE AND THEY START STRINGING UP THE WARP. ALL DONE IN SILENCE. MEG APPEARS NOW AND THEN WITH TEA. OCCASIONAL SHOTS OF ARCHIE AND MELINA DIGGING IN THE GARDEN OUTSIDE THEIR WOODEN HOUSE.

HUGH:
Helloo there lads. What are you up to? (PHIL AND TOM BOTH LOOK UP ALARMED. PHIL COVERS HIS EYES PRETENDING IT’S BECAUSE OF THE SUNLIGHT. TOM NODS) 

PHIL:
We're making some improvements to the steading, Hugh.

HUGH:
Aye, it'll be for drying out the onions, will it?

PHIL:
Aye, that's right. This is Tom, Hugh.

HUGH:
Well, it's a grand day. Here's a letter for you Phil.

PHIL:
Thanks. Midsummer's Day tomorrow Hugh.

HUGH:
Aye.

PHIL:
We'll be having a party outside. A bit of a Caley. Come down and join the fun.

HUGH:
Aye... I might take you up on that Phil. Shall I bring a few bottles of my home-made brew?

PHIL:
Aye, that would be welcome Hugh. That elderberry brandy you made last year was terrific!

HUGH:
Aye, you liked that? Do you like the brandy Tom?

TOM:
Sounds good.

HUGH:
Aye, there's some goodness in it right enough. Well, I'll leave you lads to it. See you tomorrow I hope, bye for now.

BOTH:
Bye. (THEY BOTH RAISE THEIR EYEBROWS WHEN HE LEAVES) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.    SCENE ONE
A MAYPOLE WITH A GOLDEN BALL ON THE TOP. IT IS HALFWAY BETWEEN THE HOUSE AND THE BARN. THE POLE IS MADE FROM A STRIPPED PINE TREE. IT HAS FLOWERS WOVEN ALL THE WAY UP IT. EVERYONE IS DRESSED IN GAY COLOURED CLOTHES. IT IS MIDSUMMER'S DAY. THE LADIES AND CHILDREN HAVE DAISY CHAIN CORONETS IN THEIR HAIR. TOM IS PLAYING THE VIOLIN, AND EVERYONE IS DANCING ROUND THE MAYPOLE. SUDDENLY JANA APPEARS, A TALL, SLIM LADY, WEARING A LONG WHITE DRESS WITH LONG FLOWING BLACK HAIR. SHE IS ALSO WEARING A DAISY CHAIN CORONET. SHE WALKS SWAYING UP TO THE MAYPOLE AND NODS, SMILING AT EVERYONE, AND THEN JOINS IN THE DANCE. THE DANCE FINISHES. EVERYONE SITS DOWN IN A BIG CIRCLE, EXCEPT MELINA AND MEG WHO GO INTO THE HOUSE. PEOPLE ARE CHATTING ROUND THE MAYPOLE AS MELINA REAPPEARS, CARRYING A HUGE ICED CAKE, WHILST MEG CARRIES A VERY LARGE GLASS BOWL OF TRIFLE. EVERYONE IS SITTING AROUND EATING AND TALKING.

MEG:
(TO THE NEWCOMER) What's your name?

JANA:
(SMILES) Jana.

MEG:
That's an unusual name. Isn't it Greek?

JANA:
Yes, it's the name of a deity. My mother's adaption of Janus.

MEG:
Far-out. How did you get here?

JANA:
I don't bother with how - I'm here. (PHIL LOOKS OVER) 

MEG:
No-one told you about us?

JANA:
No-one! I move through dream-time.

MEG:
Wow! So you're representing a deity at our celebration?

JANA:
Depends on what you think `representing' means. (PAUSE. JANA LOOKS TOWARDS TOM VERY INTENSELY. AFTER A WHILE SHE GETS UP AND WALKS OVER TO HIM AND SITS BESIDE HIM, TAKES OFF HER DAISY CHAIN AND PUTS IT AROUND THE NECK OF HIS VIOLIN VERY CAREFULLY. PHIL SITS DOWN BESIDES MEG) 

MEG:
I think this woman's trouble.

PHIL:
Really? Why?

MEG:
Look... she wants Tom.

PHIL:
Fuck it... and Rachel's on her way back. (HE GETS UP, WALKS OVER TO TOM AND PRETENDS TO COUGH TO COVER HIS MOUTH. TOM LOOKS AT HIM AS IF HE DOESN’T UNDERSTAND AND TURNS TO LOOK AT JANA. PHIL COUGHS AGAIN AND WALKS BACK TO MEG) It's a drag I never told Tom that Rachel's on her way. I thought it'd be a marvellous surprise. He's not taking any notice of the signs I'm giving him.

MEG:
Don't worry. Tom and the loom will be protected when Rachel arrives.

PHIL:
I'm not sure of that! This chick looks really heavy!

MEG:
With so much energy around, it's to be expected.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
IN THE BARN. EARLY MORNING. NEXT TO THE BIG LOOM. SUN IS STREAMING IN ONTO JANA AND TOM WHO ARE ASLEEP. OUTSIDE THE BARN, PHIL IS WALKING BY WITH A SAUCEPAN OF GOAT MILK. PHIL LOOKS IN. TOM AND JANA ASLEEP. THERE IS THE SOUND OF A CAR APPROACHING. PHIL MOVES AWAY FROM THE BARN, AND SEES RACHEL AND ANOTHER GIRL. RACHEL SMILES AT PHIL AND MOVES TOWARDS HIM. SHE IS WEARING LIGHT BLUE JEANS, A PALE BLUE SHIRT, UNDER A CARDIGAN DYED IN NATURAL FAWNS. HER HAIR IS QUITE LONG NOW. SHE'S EXUBERANT. LAUGHING, PHIL HUGS HER AND SWINGS HER IN A CIRCLE. SHE'S VERY SUNBURNT. PHIL STARES AT HER.

PHIL:
Let me look at you. God, you look fantastic!

RACHEL:
(LAUGHS) I feel fantastic. It's great to be home. Meet Margaret. She kindly brought me here from the railway station. This is Phil.

LADY:
(WHO IS VERY STRAIGHT) Hello Phil. I'm afraid I can't stop. It was nice to see you again, Rachel. Give me a ring and come over some time. (SOUND OF THE LANDROVER AS IT DRIVES OFF. RACHEL SEEMS VERY NERVOUS SUDDENLY. SHE CROUCHES DOWN AND GOES THROUGH HER HAVERSACK AND BRINGS OUT A PACKET OF GREEK CIGARETTES) 

RACHEL:
Do you want one?

PHIL:
Ta. You haven't given up smoking then?

RACHEL:
I haven't given up anything. (HER HAND IS SHAKING AS SHE LIGHTS PHIL’S CIGARETTE, THEN HER OWN) Is Tom...around? (PHIL LOOKS AT HER. HE PUTS HIS ARMS ROUND HER) 

PHIL:
(SOFTLY) Yes, he is here but I didn't tell him you were coming. It was to be a surprise.

RACHEL:
Was?  Where is he?

PHIL:
In the steading. Asleep.

RACHEL:
Who's he with?

PHIL:
A strange woman called Jana who arrived out of the blue yesterday. (SHE STARTS SOBBING) 

SARAH:
Rachel! Rachel! (SHE RUNS TOWARDS RACHEL, WHO DRIES HER TEARS ON THE BACK OF HER SLEEVE AND RUNS TOWARDS SARAH, PICKS THE CHILD UP AND SWINGS HER IN THE AIR IN A CIRCLE. THEN CARRIES HER TOWARDS THE HOUSE. SHE PUTS HER DOWN WHEN SHE SEES MEG. THEY EMBRACE. RACHEL STARTS SOBBING AGAIN. PHIL GOES LOOKING FOR WILD FLOWERS TO MAKE DYES) 

RACHEL:
When I left Greece, by ship, the whole morning sky was... his face. (THEY CRY TOGETHER)                                     LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.     SCENE THREE
(DIAGRAM TO BE INSERTED) INSIDE THE STEADING, TOM IS WORKING WHILST JANA IS STILL SLEEPING ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE SILVER/GOLD-- SPACE BLANKET-- DIVIDING CURTAIN. HE IS STRINGING UP THE WARP STRINGS. PHIL WALKS BY, CARRYING LARGE BAGS AND SOME YELLOW FLOWERS. ARCHIE IS WATCHING TOM, CROSS LEGGED ON THE FLOOR.

PHIL:
Hi Tom. (TOM LOOKS UP AND NODS) It's such a beautiful day. I think I'll do some weeding. The gardens are really getting neglected. I'll see you later. (TOM NODS AND CONTINUES WORKING ON THE LOOM. AS PHIL WALKS OFF, JANA GETS UP. SHE DRESSES WEARING AN AFGHAN DRESS, LOTS OF RINGS, NECKLACES, EARRINGS AND BRACELETS. AS SHE LIFTS THE CURTAIN AND ENTERS THE LOOM ROOM, ARCHIE LEAVES. TOM NODS. JANA SITS WHERE ARCHIE SAT. RACHEL APPEARS AT THE LOOM ROOM DOOR. TOM LOOKS AT RACHEL, DIRECTLY AND INTENSELY. JANA ALSO STARES AT HER. TOM GOES BACK TO STRINGING UP THE LOOM. RACHEL EXAMINES THE LOOM AND THE PROCESS WHICH TOM HAS DEVISED TO WARP UP THE LOOM. JANA BREAKS THE SILENCE) 

JANA:
I'm Jana.

RACHEL:
Rachel. (RACHEL APPEARS SLIGHTLY FRIGHTENED. SHE TOUCHES TOM’S SHOULDER WITH HER HAND. HE LOOKS AT HER, RETURNS TO WORK. RACHEL LEAVES, FOLLOWED BY JANA) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR
IN THE MAIN ROOM. PHIL IS STIRRING THE CAULDRON ON THE BIG FIRE. RACHEL WALKS IN AND SITS DOWN NEAR HIM.

RACHEL:
What you got in there?

PHIL:
Bracken heads.

RACHEL:
What colour's that s'posed to give?

PHIL:
Hope it's going to be a good green.

RACHEL:
I saw Tom cut a huge circular patch out of the bracken round the back of the Fairie Hill yesterday... then he dragged a large handcart loaded up with stones into the centre, and set them out in a circle... as if he were laying foundations. What's he up to?

PHIL:
Why didn't you ask him?

RACHEL:
Jana was with him. She seems far worse than weird. She seems actually mad.

PHIL:
How?

RACHEL:
Have you never talked to her?

PHIL:
Not really. Just a word here and there.

RACHEL:
I went to look at the big loom the other day, and she was there, and followed me when I left. She's up to something. She tried to suss out what I felt about Tom, what I thought about Meg and what I was doing with you? Then she said you didn't `do any work to help Tom' and that Tom thinks you're a `dilettante'!

PHIL:
(LOOKING HARD AT RACHEL) Tom just doesn't think like that! She's trying to interfere with `the work'. She's obviously a power-tripper. Tom will see through her little game - don't worry!

RACHEL:
How can you be sure? He seems very wooden. (SHE STARTS LAYING THE TABLE) 

PHIL:
Is that how he's been with you? (SHE AVERTS HER EYES AND NODS) It's my fault for writing to you, and telling you Tom was back.

RACHEL:
It's certainly not your fault. You know very well that there are forces at work which aim to destroy human dignity. Our only chance of surviving is by staying warm. Jana seems ice-cold. (THEY EMBRACE) 

PHIL:
Look I feel it's urgent I see Tom. Could you handle the dyeing?

RACHEL:
Sure.

PHIL:
OK, after twenty minutes put this wool in that's wrapped up in that towel. It's already been mordanted. Let the wool and the dye simmer together... and keep checking to see if the dye's taking? Yeah?

RACHEL:
Fine. (MEG WALKS IN WITH A BOX OF SHOPPING) 

PHIL:
(TAKES THE BOX AND PUTS IT ON THE TABLE) Alright?

MEG:
The Volkswagen’s broken down. We had to leave it ten miles outside of Inverness and hitch back. I'm glad we didn't take the children. Donny said he'd look at the van tomorrow. (TO RACHEL) Hi babe. (THEY HUG) 

PHIL:
I can feel the pressure mounting.

MEG:
Why?...What's been happening?

PHIL:
It seems Tom's been taken over by Jana.

MEG:
She seems very bitter I must say. Maybe he'll sweeten her up.

RACHEL:
I think it's working the other way round.

PHIL:
I'm going down to see him and talk things over.

MEG:
(GOES TO BOX AND HANDS PHIL A LUMP OF HALVA) Here, that'll sweeten them both up. Piece of halva Rachel?

RACHEL:
Ta. (MEG PUTS A PIECE IN HER MOUTH) 

PHIL:
See you both later.( HE WALKS OFF WITH LUMP OF HALVA)

                       LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.             SCENE FIVE
TOM IN THE LOOM ROOM STRINGING UP BY HIMSELF. PHIL WALKS INTO THE ROOM ADJOINING THE LOOM ROOM, WHERE TOM AND JANA HAVE BEEN SLEEPING. IT IS EMPTY. THERE IS AN INDIAN QUILT COVERING THE BED. IT IS AFTERNOON.  THERE IS A DIVIDING CURTAIN AS ALREADY DESCRIBED FOR SCENE THREE.PHIL HAS A SMALL PIECE OF HALVA IN HIS HAND. HE TAKES A BITE AND PUTS HIS OPEN HAND WITH A PIECE OF HALVA ON IT, UNDER THE CURTAIN, SO THAT FROM TOM'S POSITION, HE SEES A HAND APPEAR WITH A PIECE OF HALVA ON IT.

TOM PAUSES FOR A WHILE, THEN TAKES THE HALVA, HAS A BITE, AND PUTS IT BACK ON PHIL'S FLAT HAND.

PHIL TAKES THE PIECE OF HALVA BACK, TAKES ANOTHER SMALL BITE AND HANDS THE HALVA BACK UNDER THE CURTAIN.

NOW THE PIECE IS VERY SMALL. TOM LOOKS UP AGAIN, TAKES THE HALVA AND EATS ALL OF IT. PHIL WITHDRAWS HIS HAND AND, IN A DEEP VOICE, INTONES LIKE A PRIEST:

PHIL:
H - A - L - V - A. (PHIL WALKS OUT. LONG PAUSE. TOM  IS CROSSING THE BRIDGE WITH HIS VIOLIN AND BAG OVER HIS SHOULDER)

PHIL:
(RUSHES UP TO HIM) What's happening Tom?

TOM:
I'm leaving.

PHIL:
Why?

TOM:
You know why.

PHIL:
No I don't.

TOM:
Stop lying. Course you do.

PHIL:
Look, Tom, I don't!

TOM:
It's OVER, you know that.

PHIL:
Don't say that. I don't know that it's over.

TOM:
` OVER', that's the message.

PHIL:
What do you mean, ` OVER' is the message?

TOM:
Come off it! That's what you said.

PHIL:
I said?

TOM:
You know that's what you said. Look, I'm a grown man, Phil. I can't waste any more of my life. I've failed the initiation and now I've got to start all over again.

PHIL:
But I never said ` OVER'. I said HAL-VA.

TOM:
Well I heard ` OVER'. And that's it!

PHIL:
It's ridiculous Tom, I said HALVA. Tom, please...how can you...

TOM:
You may not know this, but when I left London last year, and travelled around Somerset with my horse and cart, I told Una I was going in search of `Halva'.  Halva is the Sufi symbolic word for truth, and I've failed, in not being ready to receive the blessing.

PHIL:
How?

TOM:
You know! 

PHIL: I don't KNOW Tom. How did you fail?

TOM:  By eating the whole piece of halva at the end.

PHIL:
COME ON. You're not serious.

TOM:
I am, and my life is becoming more and more serious, every moment. (PHIL PUTS HIS ARM ROUND TOM) 

PHIL:
Just turn around, Tom, and come back with me to Paradise. We've got a lot of work to do, back there. (TOM LOOKS AT PHIL, SLOWLY TURNS AROUND. PHIL PICKS UP TOM’S BAG AND PUTS IT OVER HIS OWN SHOULDER, THEN THEY WALK BACK OVER THE BRIDGE TOGETHER, TOWARD THE HOUSE) 

ACT THREE, SCENE SIX
INSIDE THE MAIN ROOM. TOM AND JANA ARE HUDDLED AROUND THE FIRE ON WHICH A CAULDRON IS BOILING. MELINA, ARCHIE, MEG, PHIL, SARAH, SIMON AND RACHEL ARE SAT AROUND THE TABLE FINISHING THEIR EVENING MEAL. ARCHIE STARTS TO PLAY HIS GUITAR AS MELINA STARTS TO CLEAR THE TABLE. PHIL PLAYS THE BONGOS. THE CHILDREN PLAY ON THE FLOOR. STRAINED ATMOSPHERE. WHILST THE MUSIC IS PLAYING, JANA STARTS TO SPEAK TO TOM. WE CUT INTO HER SAYING...

JANA:
He thinks he is the centre of the whole movement. People like him are the cause of our flower-power revolution going wrong. (PHIL SUDDENLY STOPS PLAYING. EVERYONE ELSE CONTINUES) 

PHIL:
(TO JANA, ANGRY) Look Jana, I've realised that there's only one way I can relate to you... From now onwards I'm going to treat you as an enemy. (SHE LOOKS AT HIM IN A BLAH-ZEY WAY) I KNOW exactly what you're doing. I hope I've made it clear where we stand. (JANA KEEPS LOOKING AT HIM. SHE DOESN’T ANSWER. ARCHIE HAS STOPPED PLAYING HIS GUITAR. TOM GETS UP AND WALKS OUT. JANA FOLLOWS. EVERYONE LOOKS AROUND IN ASTONISHMENT AT EACH OTHER...VERY SURPRISED THAT TOM SHOULD FOLLOW HER LIKE A MEEK SLAVE. MEG BURSTS OUT LAUGHING AND STARTS BEATING A TAMBOURINE VERY LOUDLY. THE KIDS SHOUT AND JUMP ABOUT) 

MEG:
(SHOUTS) Wow, another good man down the plug hole! You see what happens if you don't stay awake! Come on! We gotta keep moving, moving! Yeah, we gotta move with the flow! (PHIL GOES OUT THE DOOR AS IT OPENS AND LES TRIPPER WALKS IN LOOKING VERY JOLLY) 

LES:
(JOVIAL) Hello kids. How's everything at the centre?

MEG:
Amazing things have been happening. Just incredible!

LES:
Yeah? I've just come from Sandymouth where the U.F.O info is coming in thick and fast. (LES IS WALKING ABOUT THE ROOM RUBBING HIS HANDS TOGETHER. HE LAUGHS AND EVERYONE ELSE SMILES AND SNIGGERS. ARCHIE CONTINUES PLAYING) 

PHIL:
What's happening at Sandymouth then?

MEG:
Come on, give Les a chance to get in. Are you hungry Les?

LES:
No, I had a Sandymouth feast before I left. Just a cup of tea would be nice.

MEG:
Kettle's on the boil. (THERE’S A KNOCK ON THE DOOR) 

PHIL:
(THEATRICALLY) Come in, we're all waiting! (IN WALK BILL AND ALAN – TWO AMERICANS. THEY’VE GOT VERY LONG HAIR AND ARE DRESSED IN TYPICAL HIPPY CLOTHES. ALAN HAS A ROLL WRAPPED UP UNDER HIS ARM) 

ALAN:
Howdee folks. Got a real surprise for you all. (PLACES THE ROLL ON THE TABLE) 

PHIL:
What's this, the monster's liver?  Oh sorry, you know Meg. Archie, Melina... Rachel... (THEY ALL GREET EACH OTHER) 

MEG:
So what's in the parcel?

ALAN:
Well, just take a look at this. (HE UNROLLS THE PARCEL VERY CAREFULLY, REVEALING A LARGE CONCH SHELL WHICH WAS WRAPPED UP IN A VERY FINELY WOVEN CLOTH WITH ARABESQUES OF FINE GOLD THREAD WOVEN INTO THE DESIGN) 

PHIL:
Jesus! Take a look at this Rachel. What weaving! What a design. (RACHEL GETS UP AND LOOKS. EVERYONE GATHERS ROUND THE TABLE TO EXAMINE THE CLOTH AND SHELL) 

ALAN:
What d'ya think it means? (RACHEL PICKS UP THE SHELL AND MOVES IT OFF THE CLOTH SO AS TO HAVE A CLEAR VIEW OF THE CLOTH WHICH IS ABOUT THREE FEET SQUARE) 

PHIL:
How d'ya mean... what does it mean?

ALAN:
Well guess where we got it from?

RACHEL:
It's very beautiful.

PHIL:
OK, where did you get it?

ALAN:
We got it from inside a small marble building in the graveyard in front of Crowley's old house at Boleskine. (EVERYONE SHOWS GESTURES OF ALARM AND A SENSE OF EXASPERATION AT THE AMERICAN’S NAIVITY. LES BURSTS OUT LAUGHING – TO COVER UP HIS NERVOUSNESS) 

PHIL:
Well we don't want any connection with Boleskine or Aleister Crowley...so please take it back! Where abouts in the graveyard was it?

ALAN:
Near the Loch. Like inside a very small temple.

PHIL:
Jesus man, what are you Americans upto? You're fucking crazy. (LES BURSTS OUT LAUGHING AGAIN. EVERYONE LOOKS ALARMED) D'you know what you're doing? You're sleep-walking.
ALAN:
Wait a minute, man. O come on Phil. I think it's very interesting that it was just there...neatly wrapped up...just waiting for us!

MEG:
It's in perfect condition. No mildew or damp. That's weird!

PHIL:
Maybe it's not so weird. I think it's been used recently.

ALAN:
What for?

PHIL:
For raising the monster. There's obviously people in this area who are into Serpent Worship...and that's where they keep their gear.

ALAN:
I don't see how you can raise the monster with this stuff?

PHIL:
Well, in the South Sea Islands, the locals can raise dolphins out of the sea... in order to catch them - by blowing on the conch shell! You work that out! (ALAN PICKS UP THE CONCH SHELL AND PUTS IT TO HIS LIPS. PHIL SHOUTS...) Don't blow that in here! (ALAN BLOWS IT VERY LOUDLY) LISTEN MAN. Take your black magic gear out of here! (AS PHIL OPENS THE DOOR, ALAN BLOWS THE CONCH SHELL AGAIN) Shit man! You're fucking mad! (PHIL GRABS THE CONCH AND WRAPS IT UP IN THE CLOTH) Take it out of here! NOW!!!

ALAN:
OK, man, OK. Don't get so uptight! Where shall I take it?

RACHEL:
(HYSTERICAL) Just get it all out! Out! (LES IS ROLLING WITH LAUGHTER) 

BILL:
GOD you lot are fucking weird!

MEG:
Look, leave NOW please. You're fucking our space up. (ALAN AND BILL LOOK ASTONISHED AT THEIR REACTIONS) 

LES:
It's too much. What an astral pantomime.

PHIL:
Look, Les, cool it! Alan, Bill, I'd rather you took yourselves and your gear away. (SHOUTS) NOW!

ALAN:
(THEY START WALKING OUT) OK, MAN, OK. You're all fucking sick. Sick!

RACHEL:
(SHOUTS) Piss off! (THEY GO OUT AND SLAM DOOR. ARCHIE PICKS UP HIS GUITAR AND, SMILING, STARTS TO PLAY) 

MEG:
Christ what was all that about?

PHIL:
We're being attacked from all sides!

RACHEL:
It was obvious it would happen. Inevitable!

MEG:
Did they know what they were doing?

LES:
Course they didn't, they were plants!

PHIL:
That's right. And if you knew that, I don't see why you thought it was so funny.

LES:
I was laughing because of the blatancy of it all.

PHIL:
Yeah, I know what you mean, but you don’t know what’s been happening here recently... so you don’t know what’s at stake.

LES:
 Well at Sandymouth..they'd like to burn you at the stake... especially Paul Rowntree.

PHIL:
Yeah I know. He'd like to drive a stake through my heart.

LES:
That's because you raised the stakes by finding Freya...and called his bluff.

RACHEL:
Since we're raising steaks... are you sure you're not hungry?

LES:
No, tea's enough. I think the Conch shell theory for raising Nessie is probably on the nail, since Nessie is undoubtably a form of astral energy.

PHIL:
Yeah, and some power-freaks in this area are tapping into it. I don't want any link whatsoever with the monster.

LES:
I think I should do you a tarot reading,Phil, and we'll see what you've got in store.

PHIL:
I'm not all that sure about the tarot either. I've avoided emblematic magic like the plague.

MELINA:
Oh come on. The tarot's harmless. It's just a mirror. 

LES:
That's right, an etheric mirror.

PHIL:
OK, lead me on McDuff. (LES TAKES A TAROT PACK OUT OF POCKET WRAPPED IN A FELT CLOTH. SHUFFLES THE CARDS) 

LES:
Remember, your attitude to the cards will affect the clarity of the reading.

PHIL:
OK man, that's obvious. (EVERYONE CROWDS ROUND THE TABLE AND STARES AT THE CARDS) 

LES:
OK, cut the pack three times. (PHIL DOES SO AND LES LAYS OUT THE CARDS) 

PHIL:
Well?

LES:
Jesus, I'm afraid you've got the hanged man and the three of swords.

PHIL:
OK. What does it mean?

LES:
Well, it's not too good!

MELINA:
You can say that again. It looks like a heavy case of betrayal is on the cards for you.

PHIL:
Betrayal? (LOOKS AROUND) 

LES:
I'm afraid Melina's right! It looks like you're going to be betrayed three times by your closest allies! (PHIL WALKS TO THE DOOR) 

PHIL:
Oh Jesus, what a life. (EXITS)

                                LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE    SCENE SEVEN
PHIL WALKS FROM THE HOUSE DOWN TO THE STEADING. LATE EVENING. CLEAR SKY. A FEW STARS OUT. TOM IS HURRYING TOWARDS PHIL. THEY STOP.

TOM:
I've got one question for you. Can I trust you?

PHIL:
(LOOKING ASTONISHED) How can you ask me that?

TOM:
Is that your answer, or is it the first move in a philosophical debate?

PHIL:
I don't know how you can ask me...

TOM:
I am asking you. Look - can I trust you?

PHIL:
Isn't the loom...

TOM:
This is the last time I ask you - can I trust you?

PHIL:
I really don't know, I...

TOM:
Look, I'll tell you what doubt is, now that I'm in it. It's when everything which is most real and precious to me...is suddenly seen as an illusion.

PHIL:
Jesus Tom, you've really allowed yourself to be got at.

TOM:
You're partly to blame.

PHIL:
Blame? How can you blame me?

TOM:
Jana said just now, she'd never come across such Fantasy Merchants as you and me.

PHIL:
Who cares what Jana said?

TOM:
It's been said - that's the point.

PHIL:
Is it? The context in why it's been said is the real point. Tom, why are you getting involved in all this Jana crap when we've got real work on the loom to do?  Tom? What's happening to you?

TOM:
Look, that loom, to me, was the most precious work I've ever been involved in, and it's been ruined.

PHIL:
Tom you're playing with insanity. THE LOOM IS NOT RUINED. WHY is it ruined?

TOM:
You KNOW why it's ruined.

PHIL:
Tom, whatever your reasons are for saying this, you know that we can overcome all that. We knew we would be attacked. I've tried to signal to you many times about Jana not being trustworthy, but you've taken no notice.

TOM:
Perhaps if I touched the loom, I would be pulled back into the other world again, but I can't touch it.

PHIL:
(EXASPERATED) Of course YOU CAN TOUCH IT! This attitude of yours is driving me mad. Tom. Mad! (PHIL LOOKS UP. A WHITE LIGHT IS MOVING ACROSS THE SKY. PHIL IS EXCITED) Look Tom! (POINTS) That star. THERE!...Look! It's moving. (TOM LOOKS UP) 

TOM:
You're an extraordinary person, Phil. You may not know it, but you're quite unworldly. (PAUSE) Can't you see?... I've not got the strength to go on.

PHIL:
We've got to go on, Tom. What about the dome? You can't betray your own VISION!
TOM:
Phil, I just can't go on. I was round at the site of the dome this morning. And I ended up crying. It's too much WORK! I told God that he just doesn't realise how hard it is for a human being to live in his reality. That dome would take us years!  I just don't have that much time.

PHIL:
I can't believe this is you talking to me. It horrifies me.

TOM:
(TURNS AWAY THEN SPEAKS) That's how it is Phil. I'm really sorry...for you.

PHIL: No it's not how it is. It's how the seductive vapours from Jana's cunt...have warped your mind!
ACT FOUR.    SCENE ONE
PHIL IS STANDING BY THE BRIDGE. RACHEL COMES WALKING BY AND STANDS BESIDE HIM.

RACHEL:
(CONCERNED) What's the matter Phil? (PHIL STARTS CRYING) 

PHIL:
Tom's gone.

RACHEL:
Gone? How do you know?

PHIL:
Jana's taken him off. Her car's gone. They are both gone.

RACHEL:
She's a fucking witch. A fucking witch if ever I saw one.

PHIL:
(SOBBING) Oh God, axed time after time!

RACHEL:
(PUTTING ARMS AROUND HIM) We'll keep the dome and the loom going Phil. We've got to. It's up to us now. (MELINA WALKS UP. RACHEL NODS AND WALKS TOWARDS THE HOUSE) 

MELINA:
What are we going to do without the van?

PHIL:
(CONFIDENT) The same as we did, before we had one.

MELINA:
It's alright for you... but I've got to get paraffin for my place and...

PHIL:
Look Melina - that van was given to us. Now it's finished. That's how it is. You're here to learn to live in the now. (A LONDON TAXI COMES OVER THE BRIDGE AND STOPS. THE ENGINE IS STILL RUNNING. THE DRIVER GETS OUT) 

ANDY:
Hey, was that your Volkswagen that broke down on the way to town?

MELINA:
Yeah, it is. Why, has it 
been towed away or something?

ANDY:
No, it's just I was driving behind you when it went, but I couldn't stop at the time. I thought you might like to use this old taxi of mine. I don't need it any more. I'm going to live on an island off the West Coast where there's no roads!

MELINA:
Well I would say you were lucky if you were'nt a real Angel.

ANDY:
Well, my name's Andy. Yeah, Andy Coggles.

PHIL:
Wow, a gift from AC!

ANDY:
Well, you won't need electricity for this one. It's a diesel. If one of you can drive me home, you can take the taxi.

MELINA:
I'll do it. Phil, I'm Sorry. I'd got lost in my head and forgotten the magic.

PHIL:
The now is magic!

                                  LIGHTS FADE

 ACT FOUR.              SCENE TWO
EARLY MORNING IN THE LOOM ROOM. SUN, COMING OVER THE FAIRIE HILL, SHINES ON THE HOUSE. RACHEL AND PHIL STRINGING UP TOGETHER. THEY ARE ON EITHER SIDE OF THE UPRIGHT LOOM... RACHEL IS HANDING HEDDLE STRINGS FROM HER SIDE THROUGH THE WARP STRINGS TO PHIL, WHO TIES THEM ROUND THE HEDDLE BAR. SHE DOES THIS IN A VERY SENSUOUS WAY. SHE IS WEARING JEANS AND SWEATER. BIRDS SINGING. HE STOPS AND TAKES OUT OF HIS POCKET A LITTLE BIT OF ROLLED UP PAPER. HE OPENS IT OUT, REVEALING TWO LITTLE TABS OF LSD. HE TAKES ONE, THEN PUTS THE OTHER TAB OF ACID ON HIS FINGER, AND HOLDS IT IN FRONT OF RACHEL'S LIPS. SHE SUCKS IT OFF HIS FINGER. SIMULTANEOUSLY, OUTSIDE MELINA'S HUT, MELINA AND ARCHIE ARE GARDENING.

LIGHTS OFF ON RACHEL AND PHIL, BUT REMAIN ON MELINA AND ARCHIE.

LIGHTS ON THE HOUSE, WHERE MEG IS TEACHING SARAH AND SIMON READING AT THE TABLE. THERE'S A CAULDRON ON THE FIRE, AND A LARGE PILE OF UNWASHED WOOL ON THE FLOOR. ARCHIE WALKS INTO THE MAIN ROOM. MEG AND ARCHIE LOOK AT EACH OTHER AS POTENTIAL LOVERS. HE SITS DOWN NEAR THE FIRE AND STARTS TEASING THE WOOL (TAKING DIRT, ETC, OUT OF THE WOOL)

MEG:
OK kids, that's enough for this morning. (SHE WANTS TO BE ALONE WITH ARCHIE) 

KIDS:
Hooray!

SARAH:
Can we play at the hut?

MEG:
Yes... but don't go near the burn. The ice is very thin.

SARAH:
(THEY RUN OUT) OK mummy!

MEG:
Wrap up both of you! (SHE SITS BESIDE ARCHIE AND THEY TEASE WOOL TOGETHER. LIGHTS OFF. LIGHTS ON PHIL AND RACHEL VERY BRIGHT. THEY ARE STARING AT EACH OTHER, THROUGH THE WARP STRINGS) 

RACHEL:
It's miraculous. (VOICES SLIGHTLY DISTORTED) 

PHIL:
Strong.

RACHEL:
(STARTS TO MOVE OUT OF THE LOOM ROOM) I'm going to change.

PHIL:
What? (AS SHE WALKS PAST MELINA, SHE WAVES. MELINA WAVES BACK AND WATCHES RACHEL WALK SLOWLY INTO THE HOUSE. PHIL OUTSIDE THE LOOM ROOM ALSO WATCHES RACHEL WALKING, THEN HE WALKS NEXT DOOR AND STANDS IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM. LIGHTS UP IN THE MAIN ROOM IN THE HOUSE, WHERE MEG AND ARCHIE ARE HOLDING HANDS AND LOOKING AT EACH OTHER INTENSELY... RACHEL ENTERS HER ROOM NEXT DOOR VERY QUIETLY, UNDRESSES AND PUTS ON HER RED AND BLACK AFGHANI DRESS. AS SHE’S DRESSING, MEG AND ARCHIE KISS. THEY SLOWLY PART AS RACHEL ENTERS THE MAIN ROOM, NODS TO THEM BOTH AND GOES TO THE FIREPLACE AND STIRS THE CAULDRON. THE CHILDREN ARE PLAYING AROUND MELINA, WHO IS STILL GARDENING. PHIL SLOWLY TURNS (DERVISH) IN THE STEADING) 

MEG:
(TO RACHEL) Rachel you look beautiful. (ARCHIE NODS) 

RACHEL:
I feel so good. Really good for the first time in ages. I actually feel real again.

MEG:
(STANDS UP. SHE AND RACHEL EMBRACE) Wow, you're trembling like crazy! Are you tripping?

RACHEL:
(NODS) I'm out of my head. Really so far out. God, you both look so beautiful.

MEG:
(GOES TO THE CUPBOARD AND TAKES OUT A CROWN MADE BY PHIL, WITH COLOURED STONES ON THE ‘SPIRES’. SHE PLACES IT ON RACHEL’S HEAD) I crown you - Queen of the Heart.

RACHEL:
Wonderful. (RACHEL DOES A LITTLE CURTSY) 

MEG:
Is Phil tripping as well? (RACHEL NODS AND SQUEEZES BOTH OF THEIR HANDS AT THE SAME TIME, THEN SLOWLY LEAVES. MEG AND ARCHIE BEGIN TEASING WOOL AGAIN. AS RACHEL APPROACHES THE STEADING, WE CAN HEAR PHIL REPEATING OVER AND OVER AGAIN...) 

PHIL:
(WHILST TURNING) ALL OVER HALVA, ALL OVER HALVA,ALL OVER HALVA,etc.etc. (AS RACHEL ENTERS HE STOPS) My God! (HE MOVES TOWARDS HER WITH AWE AND KISSES THE BACK OF HER HAND. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. STROBE EFFECTS WITH THE BRIGHTEST LIGHT – SYNCHRONISED WITH DIMMING LIGHTS TO OFF ON MEG AND ARCHIE) Rachel... you've become... love itself. A Goddess. (GOES TO TOUCH THE CROWN) Is it... really there? I'm going... into... or out of... (SHAKES HIS HEAD) 

RACHEL:
(SOFT, WARM VOICE) I feel you...moving...inside me Phil. Take me now. Take me.

PHIL:
(DIFFICULT TO SPEAK) My love, if we joined... now... we'd never come back to Earth.

RACHEL:
Take me... into the fifth dimension... where we belong.

PHIL:
(TREMBLING VISIBLY) Rachel I'm going into... into... you're too precious to touch... I... can't... (STROBE OFF. KNOCK ON THE DOOR. LIGHT DIMS) 

HUGH:
Aye... it's a jolly good morning Phil... (SEES RACHEL’S CROWN) morning ma'am... er... there's a telegram here for you... er Miss Rachel Gallup. (RACHEL NODS AND TAKES THE ENVELOPE) 

PHIL:
Thanks... Hugh.

HUGH:
Aye... you'll be having a party for the full moon will you? (PHIL NODS) Aye... if the sky stays clear... it'll be a bright night tonight. Aye I'll be getting along then. (PHIL NODS. POSTMAN SETS OFF SINGING. AS RACHEL SLOWLY OPENS THE TELEGRAM, PHIL STARTS SPINNING AND MEG AND ARCHIE ARE SLOWLY LIT UP – STILL TEASING WOOL TOGETHER. RACHEL LETS THE TELEGRAM FLUTTER TO THE FLOOR) 

PHIL:
Is it the chopper which chops off our love? Is it the chopper which chops from above? Etc, etc. (RACHEL, LOOKING CRESTFALLEN, SLOWLY LEAVES AS MELINA APPROACHES THE HOUSE. AS RACHEL CROSSES THE BRIDGE, LIGHTS GO OFF ON PHIL. MEG AND ARCHIE ARE KISSING, BUT AS MELINA ENTERS THE HOUSE, MEG AND ARCHIE IMMEDIATELY CHANGE THEIR ATTITUDE. MEG MANAGES TO GET TO THE CAULDRON BEFORE MELINA OPENS THE DOOR. MELINA LOOKS WHITE WITH PARANOIA AND ANGER) 

MELINA:
(ANGRY AND LOUD) Cut out the bullshit both of you. Since you both want to fuck, why don't you do it and stop pretending you're into weaving a carpet! (SHE EXITS, SLAMMING DOOR, AND STORMS BACK TO THE HUT. ARCHIE GESTURES ‘THERE’S NO POINT SAYING ANYTHING’ AND FOLLOWS MELINA. MELINA SENDS SARAH BACK TO MEG) 

SARAH:
(MEG IS CUDDLING HER) Why's Melina angry?

MEG:
It's difficult to explain darling, she doesn't like me being alone with Archie very much.

SARAH:
Why? (PHIL WALKS IN LOOKING WORRIED – CLUTCHING RACHEL’S TELEGRAM) Daddy. (HE GIVES HER A KISS AND CUDDLES MEG) 

MEG:
Are you alright?

PHIL:
I'm a bit worried - have you seen Rachel?

MEG:
Not since this morning. I thought she was with you. (MEG PUTS SARAH DOWN) What's been happening?

PHIL:
(THROWS TELEGRAM ON THE FIRE) She's just got a telegram from her mother asking her to phone immediately... and I haven't seen her since then.

SARAH: 
Melina's angry at mummy, daddy!

PHIL:
Why?

MEG:
It's nothing! Melina's time of the month! Come on darling, it's time for bed. No argument. Come on. (PICKS HER UP) 

SARAH:
It's not late.

MEG:
Come on, let's clean your teeth. (SHE TAKES HER INTO THE KITCHEN) 

PHIL:
(WARMS HIMSELF IN FRONT OF THE FIRE) I've been in the woods by myself. Everything is so alive. Alive! I could feel it in my bones! (RACHEL APPEARS) Thank God you're alright. (RACHEL STANDS BY THE DOOR. SARAH RUNS IN) 

SARAH:
(RACHEL PICKS HER UP) Rachel!

MEG:
Ah, there you are honey. Are you hungry?

RACHEL:
No, I'm fine.

SARAH:
Can you take me to bed and tell me a story?

RACHEL:
I'd love to.

SARAH:
(PLEASED) NIGHT, NIGHT mummy, night, night daddy.

MEG & PHIL:
Night, night darling. (MEG TIDIES UP. PHIL WATCHES. RACHEL CARRIES SARAH TO BED) 

SARAH:
Where have you been? Your face is cold.

RACHEL:
I've been looking at the loch, and watching all the little waves dancing. And the silent birds gliding very low over the sparkling water.

SARAH:
Do you like being on your own there?

RACHEL:
I love it.

SARAH:
Were you really...just by yourself?

RACHEL:
I was in the woods.

SARAH:
Weren't you lonely?

RACHEL:
No, I love being by myself.

SARAH:
Do you love daddy?

RACHEL:
Yes.

SARAH:
Do you love mummy?

RACHEL:
Yes.

SARAH:
Does daddy love you?

RACHEL:
I don't know!

MEG:(GENTLE UNDERSTANDING VOICE) What's going on Phil? You've fallen in love with Rachel again haven't you?

PHIL:
I'm too scared to fall in love with Rachel again. I'm just tripping Meg.That's all.

MEG:
Please, Phil. Come off it.

PHIL:
Listen, you don't realise what a coward I am INSIDE. I could have fallen in love with Rachel again, it's true... but I backed off... because she seemed too beautiful for me to cope with. I knew that if I looked at her for another second... I would have been trapped forever. I would have believed that she actually was who I saw - I mean...I would always be expecting her to behave like a Goddess. That's a trap... and you encouraged it.

MEG:
What d'you mean?

PHIL:
What were you doing giving Rachel that crown which I gave you?

MEG:
Look Phil, you're not being honest. I gave her the crown because she's your queen, and wants a baby with you?

PHIL:
WHAT!!?

MEG:
Look Phil, are you too blind to see? She NEEDS a baby. She's told me that!

PHIL:
Come on!?

MEG:
It's true... She wants a baby with you!

PHIL:
You know I'm tripping and you're trying to freak me out.

MEG:
I'm trying to make you see the truth - you fool. For God's sake have some guts, and go through with it this time! Phil, I'm not playing this game any more! You understand?  Now you've got something else going on. So live it! (SHE WALKS OUT. PHIL TURNS ON THE RADIO. IT’S MODERN JAZZ. PHIL STARES INTO THE FIRE. RACHEL WALKS IN WITHOUT THE CROWN. SHE SITS BY THE FIRE) 

PHIL:
I'm sorry.

RACHEL:
It doesn't matter. (PAUSE) Mother wants me to go down for a week, as my sister Liz... apparently is in a bad way on junk. Mother's frantic and thinks I could help. (PHIL LOOKS STUNNED. A LONG PAUSE. PHIL STARING INTO THE FIRE. RACHEL PICKS UP A LITTLE STOOL AND PLACES IT BESIDE PHIL. SHE SITS DOWN AND PUTS HER FOOT ON HIS FOOT. SPEAKS, SOFT AND WARM) I won't go - if you don't want me to? (PAUSE. THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER) 

RADIO DJ:
That last piece was by Tom Davidson entitled `Love makes no demands!'

PHIL:
(REACHES OVER AND TURNS THE RADIO OFF) Exactly! So who's running it babe? Who's running it? Are you telling me that that was a coincidence?  Please God, WHO ORGANISES THESE INTERSECTIONS?

RACHEL:
(TRANCELIKE) I wonder if Jana's still with him? He does give out a very strange energy.

PHIL:
I suppose you'll see him in London? (LONG PAUSE) 

RACHEL:
I'd like to see how he is? Just to say hello. But I'll come back on Christmas Eve. And help put the decorations up. But I won't go, if you don't think I should.

PHIL:
It's obvious Rachel. (THEY HUG EACH OTHER) Everything's already been decided! We're LIVING OUT AN OLD MOVIE.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.       SCENE THREE
ON THE BRIDGE. PHIL AND RACHEL - BOTH IN OVERCOATS. WIND HOWLING THROUGH THE TREES. SHE HAS HER TAPE RECORDER OVER HER SHOULDER AND ANOTHER BAG OVER THE OTHER SHOULDER.

PHIL:
Will you be alright?

RACHEL:
Have faith. The ching said `return in seven days'. Trust our love. Don't worry.

PHIL:
I'll work out something here - before you get back - I promise.

RACHEL:
Do what feels right - that's all! (THEY KISS, THEN RACHEL WALKS OVER THE BRIDGE. PHIL WAVES

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE FOUR
INSIDE THE CROFT HOUSE. ONE WEEK LATER. MELINA AND MEG ARE PUTTING UP DECORATIONS. CHRISTMAS EVE. LATE AFTERNOON. CLEAR BLUE SKY. MOUNTAIN COVERED WITH SNOW. ALL THE TREES ARE SNOW-COVERED. HAWK IN THE AIR. PONY AND CART BEING LED BY ARCHIE FROM FOREST, LOADED WITH WOOD. ARCHIE COMES IN CARRYING WOOD.

SARAH:
Where's daddy, mummy?

MEG:
He's gone to phone up Rachel. To find out why she's not here. (PHIL WALKS IN LOOKING EXTREMELY UPSET) 

SARAH:
When's Rachel coming, daddy?

PHIL:
(TAKING OFF OVERCOAT) She's not coming darling. She's still at home with her mother.

SARAH:
Isn't she coming for Father Christmas?

PHIL:
I don't think so darling.

MEG:
Did you speak to her?

PHIL:
I've just had five minutes of raving from her mother. She wouldn't let me speak to Rachel. She just raved on about how Rachel turned up looking ill, dressed in rags, and unable to speak coherently because I'd got her so drugged up, and confused. (HE GOES TO FIRE AND SITS) 

MEG:
I knew this would happen if she went back home. You should have stopped her going. Christ what can we do?

PHIL:
Well, we've got to do something fast! Because her mother will try to get her certified insane and locked up!.

MELINA:
That hag is worse than my mother! And how do we know if Rachel is actually there?

PHIL:
She picked up the phone before her mother took over.

MELINA:
Well there's not much they can do to her right now. I mean they're unlikely to put her inside over Christmas. Look, let's have Christmas day here-- all together- and then you and Meg can drive down on Boxing Day in the taxi to rescue Rachel. Archie and me can look after the place OK.

ARCHIE:
Sure, you've got to get Rachel back, man. Soon!

PHIL:(HEAD IN HANDS STARING INTO THE FIRE) God, it really isn't my imagination. There really is a battle going on for our souls. Thank God that there is such a thing as friendship. Bless you all!

SARAH:
Are we going in the taxi to see Rachel daddy?

MEG:
Yes, we'll go in a few days darling, after Father Christmas has been.
ACT FOUR, SCENE FIVE
IN THE MAIN ROOM OF THE GALLUP FAMILY, RACHEL, BETTY, MULFORD AND FRIENDS HAVE ALL GOT PAPER HATS ON, AND ARE LAUGHING ROUND THE DINNER TABLE. LIZ - BY CONTRAST - SEEMS TO BE SULKING, LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW. THERE'S A RING AT THE DOOR. AFTER A FEW SECONDS, THE BUTLER ENTERS.

BUTLER:
Excuse me, Rachel, Mrs Masters is here to see you.

MOTHER & RACHEL:
What!!? (BETTY NODS AND EVERYONE TAKES OFF THEIR HATS... AND BECOME RATHER GRAVE. MOTHER RUSHES OUT THE DOOR TO WHERE MEG IS WAITING) 

MOTHER :
Meg! Why can't you and your husband leave Rachel ALONE? She's been very, very, very upset and I'm not at all sure she wants to see any of you lot! (EVERYONE IN THE HOUSE BEHAVES AS IF THE SHOUTING HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH THEM EXCEPT LIZ, WHO LOOKS ON THE VERGE OF WALKING OUT INTO THE HALL) 

MEG:
I've only come to say `hello' to Rachel... and to give her her Christmas presents.

MOTHER:(CALLS)Rachel!? Do you mind seeing this... woman?

RACHEL:
No. (SULLEN) 

MOTHER:
No what?

RACHEL:
No I don't mind.

MOTHER:
(TO MEG) Very well! Just a few minutes... but you'll certainly NOT see Rachel alone. We know very well WHY you've come down here!  You'll certainly not be given the chance to hypnotise her - and get her away! (LIZ WALKS ACROSS THE ROOM TO THE HALF OPEN DOOR) 

MEG:
(FOLLOWING BETTY TO THE MAIN ROOM I think you're being rather ridiculous. Rachel is my friend.

MOTHER:
That's not what Rachel has told us! (THE DOOR IS OPENED WITH A JERK BY LIZ IN A WHITE FURY) 

LIZ:
Will you stop treating human beings as if they were shit! Hello Meg! I'm Liz.

MEG:
Hello. (TAKEN ABACK) 

MOTHER:
(FURIOUS) What time is your train to London, Elizabeth?

LIZ:
You know very well it goes at three fifteen. I'm sorry Meg.

MOTHER:
Well, it's time you got your things together. (BRUSHES HER ASIDE AND ENTERS THE ROOM. MULFORD HAS NOW MOVED TO STAND IN FRONT OF THE LARGE FIRE. HE IS DRESSED IN TWEEDS. RACHEL IS DRESSED IN A FAWN SKIRT, PALE GREEN CORDUROY CARDIGAN, COURT SHOES AND BROWN TIGHTS, HAIR TIED BACK VERY SEVERELY. LOOKS PALE, DEMURE AND DE-SEXED. SHE LOOKS TO THE FLOOR. MEG WEARS A LONG BLUE SKIRT, AND LARGE NATURAL DYED SWEATER) You’ve done NOTHING ALL DAY Elizabeth, but lounge about and smoke cigarettes.

LIZ:
(STORMING BACK INTO THE ROOM, FOLLOWED BY MEG CLUTCHING THE PRESENTS) Will you stop bullying me! You're a bloody FASCIST TYRANT!
MULFORD:
You could have made yourself USEFUL in the kitchen Elizabeth!

LIZ:
This is the last Christmas I'm ever going to spend HERE! I hate this fucking place! (MEG WALKS OVER TO RACHEL AND PLACES THE PRESENTS ON THE TABLE BESIDE HER) 

MOTHER:(TO LIZ)
Get out of here! GET OUT!

LIZ:
I am getting out of here. Right out! (SHE GOES OUT AND SLAMS THE DOOR. LONG PAUSE. RACHEL STARES INTO THE FIRE) 

RACHEL:
(MEEKLY) How did you get here?

MEG:
We drove down in the taxi non-stop.

RACHEL:
What, to see me?

MULFORD:
Don't look at her eyes Rachel. She's come down to try to capture you again. (MOTHER MOVES INTO CENTRE OF ROOM) 

MEG:
(IGNORES MULFORD) Yes, we came down to see you. We were both very worried about you.

RACHEL:
I'm alright. (PAUSE) Look Meg, don't you understand - I'm in love with Tom. I've finished with Freya, Meg. It was a school for me, and I've finished school.

MEG:
But Rachel we're a family!

MOTHER:
Don't talk nonsense. No wonder Rachel's head has become addled. This is Rachel's family, and you have no part in it!

MEG:
Rachel we are a family. And we have work to do together.

MOTHER:
(ICY VOICE) Did you hear what Rachel just said? She's finished with you lot whatever you call yourselves!? Look at you! You're nothing but a lacky for that oaf - Masters.

MEG:
There's no need to be rude! You've no idea who I am. (TURNING TO RACHEL) Are you really not coming back to live with us?

MULFORD:
I think that's enough. We've let you see her. You've given Rachel her presents. You can report back that she's alright, and now it's time for you to leave.

MEG:
Rachel, I can't believe this is you.  Rachel, Don't let them sit on you like this.

RACHEL:
Meg, I'm here because I want to be. Give my love to Sarah, and try to be happy with Phil.

MEG:
(STARES AT RACHEL WHO DOESN’T LOOK AT MEG BUT STARES INTO THE FIRE) OK Rachel. If this is what you really want. I can only say God bless you. (SHE GOES OVER TO KISS HER BUT RACHEL’S MOTHER STANDS IN THE WAY) 

MOTHER:
Well then Meg, I think that's enough.

RACHEL:
(TO MEG) Bye Meg. I'll write.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.     SCENE SIX
A ROOM IN BARONS COURT, WESTLONDON, WHERE TOM IS STAYING. NUMEROUS MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS AROUND, SOME IN VARIOUS STATES OF REPAIR. QUALITIES OF A CRAFTSMAN'S WORKSHOP. TOM IS POLISHING A VIOLIN. HE LOOKS REMARKABLY FRESH AND YOUNG, WEARING A WHITE SHIRT AND BLACK CORDOUROY SUIT. PHIL, LOOKING VERY GREY, IS ON THE TELEPHONE SPEAKING TO RACHEL. SHE HAS PHONED UP TO SPEAK TO TOM, AND RESENTS PHIL QUESTIONING HER. THERE IS A KITCHEN UNIT.

RACHEL:
Nothing needs explaining Phil. Everything is obvious.

PHIL:
(EMOTIONAL) IS IT? Is it obvious to you - how much I love you? The pain is so... intense... deep... the world has become unreal.

RACHEL:
Stop grumbling Phil.

PHIL:
Rachel! How could you not have come back? At that point? I felt we were so in love.

RACHEL:
We were.

PHIL:
But what happened? What happened?

RACHEL:
You didn't want it, when it was there!

PHIL:
What do you mean?

RACHEL:
Look Phil, I can't go into it. I really don't want to.

PHIL:
It was my LIFE I gave you Rachel. My life! (TOM LOOKS UP, FEELING PHIL IS THROWING ALL HIS MARBLES AWAY) 

RACHEL:
I know Phil - that's why I want to give it back to you...now!

PHIL:
I really want to see you Rachel.

RACHEL:
It's too late Phil.

PHIL:
Of course it's not! Come to London please. 

RACHEL:
Maybe.

PHIL:
Please!

RACHEL:
Stop pleading Phil. I can't stand it!

PHIL:
Well just come to London so we can speak... in easier circumstances. (PAUSE) I'm going off my head. (TOM FILLS THE KETTLE AND GOES BACK TO HIS WORK) 

RACHEL:
I think you're really overdoing it Phil.

PHIL:
Look I never held back on you Rachel! All I'm asking...

RACHEL:
I can't promise. (PAUSE) How do you find Tom?

PHIL:
I was only here for five minutes before you phoned... but he seems amazingly well. Looks good.

RACHEL:
He is good.... (PAUSE) Real and I'm really glad that you're there with him. He'll cheer you up. (PAUSE)I must go.

PHIL:
(DESPERATE) Rachel don't go. When can we meet?

RACHEL:
Give Tom my love. I'll ring up if I decide to come down. Look after yourself. Bye. (RINGS OFF. PHIL LOOKS DAZED AND HURT. HE SITS DOWN BY THE PARAFFIN STOVE AND WARMS HIS HANDS. TOM CARRIES ON WORKING ON THE VIOLIN) 

PHIL:
Do you know what that feels like?

TOM:
I've had a taste of it.

PHIL:
`A taste'?  Well I'm choking on it... and you've had a mere taste. Why don't you ever get HIT Tom?

TOM:
Why do you think you do ALL the suffering in the world? What d'ya think it felt like, when you told me to get out of the loom room that morning, when Jana was asleep on the other side of the curtain, and Archie was waiting for me to leave - so he could fuck Jana in the loom room!? (PHIL LOOKS SPEECHLESS WITH DISBELIEF AT THIS INTERPRETATION) 

PHIL:
Tom.... (PACES UP AND DOWN) 

TOM:
Just listen for a change. That loom to me was the most precious thing I'd ever touched, yet you were saying by your gesture about weeding - that sex came before the carpet. Then, you followed it up by telling me it was ALL OVER in a priestly voice - then, you pointed to the star, Altair,...and told me it was a UFO, and it was moving.

PHIL:
Look Tom, I couldn't pick out Altair if I tried to! I did see a moving... light.

TOM:
The message was clear - Go! Jana knew I had failed my initiation. She drove me non-stop from Freya down to Sillbury Hill...and never said a word. I was filled with such fear - so much so, I felt I'd been taken over - almost completely! I begged the hierarchy to let me at least be allowed to live in my little finger. Jana mocked my prayers on the summit. It's taken a lot of determination... to... slowly... feel human again. You see - it's not difficult for anyone to eliminate, by negation, the world of matter. But, when the other dimension is felt - it's not what we were expecting. We feel scared - because it's not communicable. (TOM WALKS OVER TO THE KITCHEN UNIT AND WASHES OUT A COUPLE OF CUPS) 

PHIL:
It's a staggering interpretation... which makes me feel guilty for loving Rachel... and putting her in that impossible position back at Freya with me and Meg... but you see... I don't know... if you realised how much she loved me... and I feel through being indecisive, I've broken her heart. I should have left Meg when I first met her.

TOM:
(LOOKS UP) She'll get over it. She's a young girl. Try to see the funny side to it.

PHIL:
(SHOCKED) Jesus, are you so spaced back from life - that you see our entire saga - as a CARTOON!

TOM:
(BURSTS OUT LAUGHING. KETTLE BOILS. TOM TURNS IT OFF) What do you want Phil? (PHIL LOOKS LOST AND BLANK) Tea or coffee?

PHIL:
I don't mind! Look I love Rachel - and right now she's in danger. Her family have captured her... and will probably drive her mad, get her locked up like Marty - and you think it's alright!!! I think we should kidnap her.

TOM:
(WALKS OVER AND GIVES PHIL A CUP OF COFFEE, THEN HE GOES BACK TO WORK ON HIS VIOLIN) `We?'

PHIL:
Alright... you don't believe in `we'. I should do something about the situation.

TOM:
Maybe you should learn that the past is past... and face it, that all this guessing of what's going on, leads you into endless torment. Stop trying to resurrect what's dead.

PHIL:
DEAD!?

TOM:
Yeah, you're afraid to let your ego die - that's why you treat the past as something SACRED.

PHIL:
(PAUSE. SIGHS) I suppose you're right. I turn away from the life I pretend to worship - and then I'm haunted by the image of disappearing warmth. I'm a hypocrite, still hiding in the memory of the warm womb. It's pretty pathetic - really. I say I want to jump into eternity - but when I get near it - it feels so COLD - I always run!

TOM:
None of us really trusts LIFE - that's why we can't see above our hypocrisy.

PHIL:
I always thought you did trust life... until the Halva incident. Until you let Jana fuck up your mind, and take you off like that.

TOM: Phil,
(LOOKS UP) We're both suckers for radiance. We're not true INITIATES OF THE INNER SPACE - but addicts for admiration... and when that light of admiration gets turned off - there you are - crumpled up in the darkness of rejection.

PHIL:
Yeah, I've been torpedoed to the bottom...because I trusted Rachel. It's different for you man - because you split before she had the chance to turn on the coldness, so you don't know what it's like to be let down by her...like that.

TOM:
Don't I?

PHIL:
No man! How could you? You're too proud to be hurt... but I tell you this - I was so shattered when she broke her promise, and didn't come back for Christmas - that I spent all day Christmas Day - howling my heart out!

TOM:
(PAUSE) So did I.

PHIL:
What for?

TOM:
Same reason.

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) What? Rachel?

TOM:
Yep. I was in the same position - crying all day Christmas Day.

PHIL:
But why?

TOM:
Because like you, I'd sacrificed my vision to an illusion of warmth. The last time I saw Rachel, was a few days before Christmas. And like you, I was swept off course by her sexual magnetism. And like you, I let her get sucked back to her mad family... and like you, I felt crushed -- waiting for her...to keep her promise...and return here...to me -- on Christmas Day!

PHIL:
Jesus, what shallow illusions we cherish!

TOM:
Not if you let them die!
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