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BEING THE EIGHTH PLAY OF THE TEN PLAY CYCLE ENTITLED `THE WARP'

                                   BY NEIL ORAM (c) 1978,1979,1980 and 2004

                                  CHARACTERS

PHIL MASTERS....................................Poet/crofter aged 33

MEG MASTERS.....................................Phil's wife, aged 32

SARAH MASTERS...................................Their daughter, aged six

RACHEL GALLUP...................................Femme fatele, aged 24

LIZ GALLUP......................................Rachel's sister,aged 25

PAUL CRAWFORD...................................Rich, spoilt, overgrown Public Schoolboy, 24

ARCHIE..........................................Melina's malleable lover, aged 26

MELINA..........................................Archie's` mother projection ,aged 30

TOM DAVIDSON....................................A musical loner

ALAN............................................A scientologist aged 32

BETTY GALLUP....................................Mother of Liz and Rachel

MADGE...........................................A repressed artist, aged 32

DENNIS..........................................A cowardly fascist mental hospital nurse, aged 34

MRS MASTERS.....................................Phil's mother

RALPH BEAK......................................A Californian Primal therapist, aged 33

KALI CAROL......................................Beak's girlfriend, aged 33

SOPHIE..........................................Beak's frightened patient, aged 27

BOB GOD.........................................A prophet figure, aged 45

SUZANNE.........................................Bob's devoted consort, aged 29

CHERYL..........................................Their ward aged 6

CLIVE...........................................a manic poet aged 19

POSTMAN.........................................A scots drunkard

POLICEMEN, ART STUDENTS,HOSPITAL STAFF, RECEPTIONIST in SCIENTOLOGY ORG.,AND CYBERNARKS.

THE ACTION TAKES PLACE BETWEEN JAN 1971 and AUGUST 1975

ACT ONE.   SCENE ONE
MICK'S CAFF, OFF PORTABELLO ROAD, NOTTING HILL GATE. PHIL, DRESSED IN JEANS AND DUFFLE COAT, IS SAT AT A TABLE OPPOSITE LIZ GALLUP. SHE IS ALSO DRESSED IN DUFFLE COAT AND JEANS. THEY BOTH HAVE CUPS OF TEA ON THE TABLE. IT'S THE SAME WORKMAN'S CAFF IN WHICH RIMI FREAKED OUT, AND IS HALF FULL, WITH A MIXTURE OF NOTTING HILL GATE CHARACTERS. OUTSIDE THE CAFF IT IS VERY COLD.

PHIL:
How does Rachel do it? That's what I want to know? How can she snap off (SNAPS HIS FINGERS) just like that!?

LIZ:
(PEEVED) All this gabbing on about my little sister makes me feel WEIRD! You'd think she pissed wine, by the way blokes always go on about her! (PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD) Oh come on, don't think it's the first time I've had blokes complain to me about Rachel... and what's more - it was usually my boyfriends - who she'd ripped off! And like you, they end up complaining about her coldness. Men are such stupid hypocrites! Many a bloke has spent the evening talking to me about politics - and then...they'd pretend to go home, but behind my back, they'd sneak off to Rachel's room - for a fuck! You know...she'd given them the eye...whilst they were talking to me!

PHIL:
It's your own fault, Liz. You're as finely built as your sister - but you've suppressed your sexual potency.

LIZ:
(LEANS FORWARD AND STARES AT PHIL) Fuck off! Fuck... off!

PHIL:
(UNCONCERNED BY HER OUTBURST) Look Liz, it's obvious that you've invested all your vitality in Rachel. Can't you feel that? You've really got to discover your own sexual centre... or you'll die of resentment. It's a poison, which you are justifying with a victim's viewpoint. That's psychic imprisonment!

LIZ:
Hang on Mister, you were doing the moaning, not me! What do you think it feels like, always having it rubbed in just how SPECIAL my sister is?  Phil, there's NOTHING SPECIAL about the way she gains power over weak men...like you. (SHE OPENS A CRUMPLED PACKET OF TOBACCO AND ROLLS A FAG)
PHIL:
You're stuck in your head, Liz... and that's WHY you lose your lovers to Rachel. Maybe she wasn't born special, but her sexual normality is a rare phenomena today - as far as I'm concerned. She fucks with FEELING, real emotion, because her beautiful, warm, enveloping cunt is still linked up to her heart. That's what's unusual. If you could get into your OWN feelings - you wouldn't be jealous of her anymore.

LIZ:
I'm not jealous of Rachel you idiot! I just don't think it's FAIR, the way she steals my clothes, my boyfriends, my ideas, and then, when she gets into some boring romantic fix, she trots back to mother! She's pathetic, yet you believe she's a powerful woman! (SLUGS BACK SOME TEA) Don't you understand - she CAN'T think anything out for herself! She's ALWAYS copied me! It was me who turned her onto everything - yet she's never been grateful. NEVER! She's a psychic thief. All Rachel's ever cared about in her life...is her own power-trip.

PHIL:
(LOOKS ROUND THE CAFF) I don't know - maybe she is into power, but at least SEX is real power. It is, after all - life-giving.

LIZ:
Balls! You're just infatuated with appearances. Just because she's got enough oomph from someone else, to be able to reject you, you imagine she's an Amazonian Goddess. You've had your face buried in her muff too long to have ANY POLITICAL VISION. Her cunt's become a P.R. front for my mother's subliminal fascism. Look, if she didn't have my mother to fall back on, she'd be clinging to you RIGHT NOW! What you take as strength - is a false confidence, which comes from always being in the privileged position, which my mother has always given her!  The little darling of the family! I know it makes her seem magnetically attractive, but she's THICK, because she depends on my mother's support. She's never wanted to understand the structure of hierarchical power.

PHIL:
Liz, you amaze me. No doubt you also wore your paper hat when you spent Christmas with the elite on the estate!

LIZ:
(ANGRY) I only went to Cambridgeshire to see Rachel...who I was told...was having a nervous breakdown.

PHIL:
Well she went down to see you - because your mother told her that you were heavily into junk! And it's fucked up my whole scene with her.

LIZ:
Christ man, it's such bullshit! It was meant to fuck up your whole scene. That was my mother's ploy to get her youngest daughter, away from the drug-taking hippies, and down to the big house for Christmas!  My mother caught me snorting some coke - and thought I was a junkie! Right? That's a part of their power trip - to misrepresent others, who they feel to be a threat to their position in the Establishment... and I am - make no mistake.

PHIL:
So am I, in their eyes.

LIZ:
It's about time you became a REAL threat to the political situation in the world... I mean man, where were you in May '68? (SHE LEANS FORWARD AND STARES AT HIM)
PHIL:
Around the corner in the basement, where were you?

LIZ:
In Paris! On the streets - FIGHTING! There was a revolution. Didn't you hear about it?

PHIL:
OK. So you think I don't put my ideas into political action?

LIZ:
You're dead right - and that's because you want to possess objects - like Rachel, who is manipulated by that power which is destroying life on this planet. Destroying life, then filling the vacuum with a controlled fantasy. She offers a warmth which she actually doesn't possess - which makes it a political issue. Wake up man! All this compulsive groping around for Rachel's innards just SHOWS what a slave you are to appearances - which makes YOU a supporter of the destructive power structure.

PHIL:
(DRINKS HIS TEA THEN RUBS HIS HEAD) Pretty good! ... What about care? I care about Rachel. Isn't it political to care?

LIZ:
No, it's political to do something about it. You should have tried introducing some real, political thinking into Rachel's sexist soul - but you'd have lost a few fucks of course, so you never bothered.

PHIL:
I think you're being incredibly bitter and very belligerent.

LIZ:
That's right... I am, because as long as Rachel gets off on this charismatic Goddess trip - which you for one have been demanding of her - she'll continue to be an unthinking, fascist bitch, and will probably end up marrying a supporter of the National Front!

PHIL:
Why is it, since you know so much, YOU can't do something for your sister?

LIZ:
(STUBS OUT HER FAG) Forget it! What's happening to Meg? (PAUSE)
PHIL:
She's decided to get into Scientology.

LIZ:
Fucking hell, what's going on around you?  She looked like an intelligent, feeling woman. She doesn't need to get into that trip!

PHIL:
She feels she does. She wants to be able to help people get free of their hang-ups.

LIZ:
Balls! She wants to get away from you - that's all! It's obvious that you're going to waste your life on cheap glamour - so she wants OUT, before you crumble.

PHIL:
(LEANS BACK ON HIS CHAIR) You're over the top Liz. Meg reckoned she'd learnt more in one hour's auditing than she did from all her acid trips put together.

LIZ:
Which means she's less real than she looks.

PHIL:
How can we judge the realness of another? As far as she's concerned, the auditing took her down her track with gentle ease and PRECISION - without any danger of any mental fuck up!

LIZ:
She sounds like any other chick who won't take the responsibility for their own thinking.

PHIL:
She says that for the first time she's carrying her own cross, instead of trying to carry other people's.

LIZ:
The Scientology Organisation is part of the hierarchical power structure and you know it... AND, it places the spirit outside of the body. Don't you see what's always happened on this planet?

PHIL:
Depends on what you mean?

LIZ:
(FORCEFUL) If you'd read Vaneigem or Guy du Bord, you'd understand this `spectacle' which surrounds us! Elitist groups APPROPRIATE the land, the intelligence, and means of production, by appropriating people!

PHIL:
Through work and the media?

LIZ:
And the home! ... Through work they grab your body, through the media they grab your mind, and in the home all your feelings are watered down.

PHIL:
That's what I was saying about your sexual feelings.

LIZ:
OK. Let's just get off sex for a moment. The system creates the illusion that your real life is `out of reach'! Everyone imagines that they've got an in-tact `SPIRIT' floating about somewhere - because they can't face the truth that this crappy existence, is all they've got. The only chance people have of finding their life is right here - in direct political action!

PHIL:
I think that means refusing to put one's life into ANY POLITICAL SYSTEM.

LIZ:
You would! That's easy AND negative. The most positive ACTION at the moment, is to be disruptive!

PHIL:
How can that be right? The first move is to be still and feel what you really feel. Feeling is positive, and the resistance to feeling - which creates systems of muscular tension - is negative. Feeling is 'YES'. Resistance is 'NO'. I believe the real revolution begins by dismantling the power structure embedded in one's own psyche.

LIZ:
Listen, the brainwashing doesn't happen by chance!  Slaves have to be well trained to be useful! (WHISPERS) If the big house on my parent's estate, goes up in flames whilst they're all on holiday in the Bahamas - it won't be a fluke. It'll be arson!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.     SCENE TWO
PHIL, DRESSED IN WHITE SUIT AND WHITE SHOES IS GIVING A POETRY READING IN NEWCASTLE ART COLLEGE. THERE IS A TABLE ON WHICH IS A PILE OF TYPEWRITTEN POEMS AND A JUG AND GLASS OF WATER. HE IS SPOT-LIT.

PHIL:
Inside this common voice I hear

A tower of screams......collapsing

I pretended to understand

What I'd forgotten

I'd been addicted to pride

Nourished on dead voices

Me me please fill me

Me me fill fill

Fill fill

Fill fill

Me me please fill me

Me me fill me

Are you listening

                    to the echo

Dying?

           (PAUSE)

Are you?   (PAUSE)  Don't we all pretend...to be in touch...with what we deny? We try to express what we're at pains to suppress. Yes, we're hypocrites...celebrating our ability to conceal who we really are.

STUDENT: Speak for yourself!

SECOND STUDENT: Yeah, we paid to hear poetry not psychology.

                     (PAUSE WHILST HALL QUIETENS DOWN)

PHIL:
You wake up and re-can

Yesterday's canned flesh

A prick can open

And a cunt can

Can

Can be

Can be the price

On the can

It's hard

Staying soft

Uncanned

                              (COMMOTION!!!!!!!!!)
FEMALE STUDENT: Would you say that that was more in the realm of sexual politics rather than in a poetic space? 

PHIL: Look, in a world becoming rapidly robotised...staying soft and alive...is a political action.

STUDENT: Jesus Christ man! That's outworn Californian hippy politics...which don't work here!

STUDENT: They don't work anywhere.

                                  (SOME STUDENTS LEAVE SHOUTING)

FEMALE STUDENT: Are you gay?

PHIL: No, why?  What difference does it make to what I'm saying?

FEMALE STUDENT: WelI if you're a heterosexual male, I don't know how you, can un-can a cunt, if you stay soft?

                      (AUDIENCE LAUGHTER AND APPLAUSE)

MALE STUDENT: Very funny Fanny Hill...but when are we going to get some poetry?
PHIL: (LOOKS AROUND) I don't know...if it's going to happen...but I do know I'm not going on with this. Thankyou for helping me to realise that the concept of a `poetry reading' sets up a phoney situation. I felt utterly unreal when I was reading just now. Because actually right now--( PICKS UP A PILE OF TYPEWRITTEN POEMS OFF THE TABLE AND THROWS THEM BACK DOWN)--I don't know who I am...or what I'm doing? You see a man in front of you--whose life has been cracked open!
MALE STUDENT: O no! Not more explanations!
FEMALE STUDENT( CAROL):  Give the guy a chance Adrin.

PHIL: Look I have no idea where I'll be tomorrow. You are looking at a man in a crisis. A man trapped inside his own sham self. I loved two women...and...I've lost them both.

STUDENT: Well deserved!

STUDENT: Fucking hippy ego-tripper!

STUDENT: You were PAID to come here and read poems!
PHIL: POEMS! LIKE THESE? (RIPS THEM UP AND THROWS IN THE AIR) THERE!

MALE STUDENT: (SARCASTIC) Very Dada-istic!
CAROL: Shut up Louis. This is poetry IN ACTION. (SHE IS JEERED)

PHIL: Well...I'm glad no-one's SLEEPING...at least physically!  O.K., this is what is relevant for me. A few days ago, up in the Highlands of Scotland where I've been living in a flower-power community, I took a lysergic acid trip with my wife...and on the trip she seemed so tiny...I mean about four inches high...that I realised we were a very, very long way APART!

We'd both gone to live in our vision
Where Rowan trees stood by the stream

But we fell apart

Our hearts were heavy

There was something wrong
With our dream

STUDENT: You're not kidding. It fell apart, because what held you together, was a spell. And spell-binders, like you, end up bound to a repetition of what doesn't work. You sound like a C.I.A. agent, paid to distract folk from what's going on in Vietnam and Northern Ireland.

STUDENT: Yeah, it's all window-dressing, and doesn't get any of us anywhere!

STUDENT: Hear, hear! I wish you'd come quick...so we could all leave this hall of misery...and go to the pub for a drink!

PHIL:  That's about the score isn't it? You're all too numb to feel out the truth, that what's happening to me...is happening to all of you!  I fell in love...with an illusion...and it's re-directed my whole life. Do any of you want to know what that means?

CAROL:  I do.  (HER BOYFRIEND, LOUIS, TURNS AND STARES AT HER)

PHIL: Suddenly, because I was drowning in the secretions of an illusion, she passed beyond my reach...and then, I heard that she was getting married...to a very rich guy...in a weeks time! Insane with the sense of eternal loss...I phoned her from a public phone box. She wouldn't answer any questions I asked. Little clusters of perspiration bubbles gathered on the black phone. Then,this morning I got this card from her.(HE PULLS A POSTCARD FROM HIS POCKET) On one side is a picture of the Eiffel Tower. 

STUDENT: So what!?

CAROL: Shut up!

PHIL: (READING) `Last ditch call'

`Listening to your winter voice, 

I suddenly sensed a quick flicker of summer's sunlight

Trembling below the dark pulling swell

Where my obstinate soul

Insists on sleeping'

(A FEW PEOPLE CLAP)    (PAUSE)

So...do I go down and get her...or let her go?

STUDENT: You're fucking mad! How can you expect strangers to solve your love affairs?

PHIL: I'm not expecting an answer! I'm revealing a common condition:--indecision...mental rehearsals...confusion...

STUDENT: O.K. you're getting your rocks off, revealing your soul...but it doesn't get us  anywhere!

CAROL: That's not true! Phil has definitely put me in touch with my suppressed fear of being ALIVE.

( JEERS. MOST STUDENTS LEAVE SLAMMING DOORS)

(SHOUTS) If we don't admit to what we feel...we're committing suicide!

LOUIS,(HER BOYFRIEND):  (SHOCKED) Carol, thank God you said that!...because last night...when we were on top of that cliff together...I wanted to end it all...and push you over the edge! I'm sorry Carol! I had to get it out! That's what went through my mind!

CAROL: (UTTERLY ALARMED) What? Why? Why?
LOUIS: I just couldn't cope with the idea of you being pregnant. 

CAROL:  (SOBBING) I AM pregnant! It's not an idea! I thought you were pleased about it?

STUDENT: Dirty linen! Dirty linen!

LOUIS: I thought I was pleased...then this huge fear overtook me.

PHIL: Fear runs this planet man. Why did the yanks invade Vietnam? Because of fear. Why is the army in Northern Ireland? Because of fear. Nearly everyone is an agent...of fear...deep down it's there...eating us up...`cause we're afraid to feel responsible for our own minds...and so we become escapists, contributing our life to a society which is addicted to falsity. 
CAROL: Phil, I'm so glad you came tonight...and revealed what's going on inside all of us. I'm sorry you've had to put up with so much bad mannars. I say if anyone here truly wants to pursue any of these issues raised tonight...then come back to my flat for coffee.

LOUIS:  I want to thank you as well. I feel so much lighter since I've admitted what's been eating me up . Phil, I'd also like to talk to you some more back at Carol's flat.

FEMALE STUDENT: My boyfriend and I would like to come back as well.

PHIL: So it hasn't turned out so bad. The invisible's been made visible. You see, fear can only dominate from behind. When you turn round and face your fears, they dissolve! 

                          LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.     SCENE THREE

PAUL CRAWFORD (WHO RACHEL HAS AGREED TO MARRY) AND RACHEL ARE SITTING IN A BEER GARDEN LAUGHING AND CHATTING ABOUT THEIR FAVOURITE MOMENTS FROM THE GOON SHOW. PAUL HAS LONG, BLACK, CURLY HAIR, WEARS GRAY POLO NECK SWEATER, JEANS AND TWEED JACKET. RACHEL IS DRESSED IN A SUMMER DRESS. PHIL ARRIVES, WEARING WHITE SUIT AND STRAW HAT. HE WALKS UP TO RACHEL, PUTS OUT HIS HAND. RACHEL LOOKS AT HIM, HOLDS HIS HAND AND PAUL - ASTONISHED - WATCHES RACHEL WALK AWAY WITH PHIL AND GET INTO THE TAXI, WHICH A FRIEND (ANDY COGGLES) HAS GIVEN TO PHIL. PAUL FOLLOWS (AS IF IN A TRANCE), WITH RACHEL'S SHOULDER BAG WHICH SHE LEFT ON THE TABLE. HE MIMES MOVING BACKWARDS, TO GIVE THE IMPRESSION OF THE TAXI DRIVING AWAY. THEY STOP BY THE SEA AT HASTINGS. (SOUND EFFECTS OF THE SEA.) THEY GET OUT OF THE CAR AND LOOK AT ONE ANOTHER. LIGHTS BRIGHTEN AND STROBE. THEY EMBRACE. SOUND OF LOUD CLICK. RACHEL CRIES.

RACHEL:
God, where have I been? Where have I been?

PHIL:
It's alright, darling. It's been a nightmare. But now...we're together as God meant us to be. My darling Rachel. My love one. My real one and only love.

RACHEL:
I've been frozen, Phil, frozen. Oh what have I done to you?  My poor darling.

PHIL:
I'm alright. I never let you out of my heart. You have always been there. Crystal clear. Alive and radiant as you are right now.

RACHEL:
Listen to the sea, Phil. It's applauding. It's celebrating our union. Oh, Phil, I love you totally. Totally.

PHIL:
... and I love you with every fibre of my being.

 (THEY GET INTO THE TAXI AND DRIVE OFF)

 So...what's the story about you getting married to this chap Crawford?

RACHEL:
That's a myth Phil. Paul needs a kick up the bottom. He let me down badly, years before I met you. He said he was going to take me away to the Far East and, on the day before leaving, he took my best friend instead, who he'd been having a scene with...all the TIME behind my back. I thought this would pay him back, and teach him a lesson about life!

PHIL:
You mean you had no intention of marrying him?

RACHEL:
Of course not! I knew you'd get to hear about it...and that would make you come down and get me.

PHIL:
(LAUGHING) God, Rachel, you do play with fire.

RACHEL:
Love is fire, Phil. It burns up ALL THE NONSENSE! (THEY EMBRACE AND LAUGH)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.     SCENE FOUR
PHIL IN A PHONE BOX. RACHEL NEARBY SQUATTING BEHIND A BUSH. THE TAXI IS OUTSIDE THE BOX WITH THE ENGINE RUNNING. MEG, DRESSED IN VERY SQUARE CLOTHES, IS IN THE SCIENTOLOGY ORG IN EDINBURGH, TALKING TO PHIL. SWELTERING HOT DAY.

MEG:
Amazing! I feel absolutely amazingly CLEAR! TR Zero Phil, is just FANTASTIC!

PHIL:
What's that?

MEG:
Confronting your twin.

PHIL:
Twins?

MEG:
It's just a term for whoever you're twinned-up to do the course with! It's just so incredible! You gotta do it.

PHIL:
(RACHEL WAVES TO HIM) Well maybe I will.

MEG:
Maybe's no good Phil. I could never get back with you again unless you become a Scientologist. (PAUSE. RACHEL STARTS TO UNDRESS. A YOUNG POLICEMAN WATCHES FROM A DISTANCE) When are you going to do the course?

PHIL:
I have no idea what's going to happen!

MEG:
Where are you calling from? Your voice sounds faint!

PHIL:
Ah... just outside a little village called...Hawkhurst, in Kent.

MEG:
Kent! I thought you were coming to Edinburgh to do the course!? What the hell are you doing down there...in England? (ALAN, AN OFFICER IN SCIENTOLOGY, GESTURES TO KEEP HER VOICE DOWN)
PHIL:
I don't know what I'm doing exactly! I've just found Rachel and... 

MEG:
Oh I see! So you're back together!? Is she alright? (RACHEL PUTS ON A NEW DRESS)
PHIL:
I'd say she was a little bit... strange. She's putting on a new dress I gave her.

MEG:
I hope it's not one of mine!

PHIL:
No, it belonged to Andy Coggles' wife. He gave it to me. (PAUSE)
MEG:
Well... aren't you happy to have found her? Your real love?

PHIL:
Yeah... of course... of course.

MEG:
How did you do it?

PHIL:
What? (RACHEL GETS BACK INTO THE TAXI)
MEG:
Find her? You seem drugged up!?

PHIL:
Instinct. I drove down to Fulham... and saw her walk past Fulham Town Hall with...

MEG:
Where we were married?

PHIL:
Yeah, that's right... Anyway she walked into a pub garden with the guy she's supposed to be marrying in a few days' time.

MEG:
Christ. What you going to do about THAT? (THE COPPER WALKS OVER TO THE TAXI AFTER RADIOING UP HQ. HE’S WEARING SUMMER SHIRT, ETC)
PHIL:
Jesus, I must go. There's a copper looking over the taxi! (RACHEL SMILES AT THE COPPER)
MEG:
And you've got no Driving license!

PHIL:
That's alright. I'll pretend I'm Paul Crawford.

MEG:
Who's that?

PHIL:
The guy Rachel's due to marry. Bye! (PHIL WALKS OVER TO THE TAXI) 

COPPER:
(EYEING RACHEL UP AND DOWN) Could you turn your engine off sir?

PHIL:
(AIR OF NONCHALANCE) Whatever for?

COPPER:
Please switch it off! I don't like the sound of it!

PHIL:
You don't like the sound of it!?? But it's got a great two-point two Perkins engine. The best in British engineering! You're being very unpatriotic!

COPPER:
Look I haven't got time to waste!  Please switch off this engine NOW! (RACHEL PUTS ON BLUE EYESHADOW)
PHIL:
(GETTING INTO THE TAXI) I Can't constable. Not on the flat.

COPPER:
What?

PHIL:
No starter motor... simple as that!

COPPER:
So how do you start it in the mornings?

PHIL:
On a hill! We live in the highlands of Scotland, where you don't need starter motors!

COPPER:
(SLAPS THE ROOF) Well the traffic police will be arriving any minute to examine this vehicle. I don't like the look of it.

PHIL:
You've got no taste, that's obvious! (RACHEL BITES PHIL’S NECK TO STOP LAUGHING)
COPPER:
OK. That's enough... sir. Name and age?

PHIL:
Paul Crawford... (RACHEL INDICATES PAUL’S AGE BY SLAPPING PHIL’S PALM) Twenty five.

COPPER:
Date of birth, Mr Crawford?

PHIL:
(RACHEL TAPS OUT THE DATE) The seventh of July... nineteen... forty... five... no... six, sorry!

COPPER:
Are you sure... sir.

PHIL:
Of course I'm sure! (TWO ROAD TRAFFIC CONTROL POLICE SWAGGER UP TO THE CAR. PHIL SEES THEM AND JUMPS OUT THE TAXI AND IMMEDIATELY STARTS TALKING TO THEM VERY FAST, TO PREVENT THE YOUNG COPPER FROM SAYING ANYTHING TO THE ROAD POLICE! PHIL ALSO WANTS TO DISTRACT THE YOUNG COPPER FROM ASKING TO SEE PHIL'S DRIVING LICENCE.) God, I’m really scared of you blokes! (THEY SHAKE THEIR HEADS) I mean, what do you fellas do which makes everyone feel so SCARED of having their cars examined by you?

OFFICER:
Ain't you ever been examined before Sir?

PHIL:
No, that's why I'm SO SCARED! (THE TRAFFIC OFFICER WANTS TO LOOK HANDSOME FOR RACHEL’S BENEFIT. THE SERGEANT WANTS TO APPEAR AS THE PERFECT HELPFUL COP)
SERGEANT:
We're just ordinary blokes, mate. Just like anyone else...so relax. (THEY ALL LAUGH EXCEPT THE FIRST COPPER WHO FEELS SIDE-LINED)
PHIL:
Well that's a relief! Before you two arrived...we were made to feel very nervous.

SARGE:
(LOOKS AT THE YOUNG COPPER) Well I'm sorry you've felt intimidated...whilst waiting for us. We're really not that bad. I mean we're just public servants, and it's our job to make sure no dangerous vehicles are on the road. It's the first time I've heard that we were feared so much You make it sound like the public imagine we're like the gestapo!

PHIL:
Well, people must HIDE from you what they really feel... but I can't do it you see... because well, the truth is...we've just got hitched up together... which has made us BOTH feel pretty nervous... if you know what I mean... and suddenly, when I'm all happy and telling the news to an old friend on that phone... (HISSES) that rookie bears down on us because he doesn't like the sound of the Perkins engine... which I tried to explain to him I can't turn off.

SARGE:
What, it's got a flat battery?

PHIL:
No, it's got no starter motor.

SARGE:
Turn it off son. We'll give you a push to start it.

PHIL:
OK... but it's heavy. (SWITCHES ENGINE OFF) So...what exactly do you do when you examine a car to see if it's dangerous or not?

SARGE: We just go over it mate. Like a mini M.O.T. check on the road. That's all. Nothing more than that!

PHIL:
Well, the others must do something to have created such a frightening reputation. So what do you do? Where do you start?

SARGE:
Now take this for instance. (HE TAPS THE RIGHT WING) Because the wing is a little unstable... this could mean that your headlights are unable to keep a steady beam. If a person found himself in court, fined for such a fault, he could easily get a tenner just for that! Many a time I've seen blokes run up a bill for a hundred quid or more... on mere details!

PHIL:
(PLAYING DUMB SURPRISE) There you are, if I hadn't met you, I would never have known that!

SARGE:
It depends on the mood of the magistrate of the court. Mind you, almost every car on the road has got something illegal about it... I mean you'd probably find something faulty with the squad car, if you went over it with your mother. Jump in! (PHIL GETS IN) Put your hand brake on. OK. Sandy, give us a push. (THEY PUSH. THE TAXI WON’T MOVE) Good! Foot brake? (THEY PUSH AGAIN) Good! Horn?

PHIL:
Doesn't work with the engine turned off.

SARGE:
Tyres could do with a bit more tread... but you'll be alright son. OK, Ma'am jump in! ( RACHEL GETS IN) Now Sandy, and you... (ADDRESSING THE YOUNG COPPER STANDING BACK IN A FURY) Give a push.  Drive carefully and have a happy honeymoon both of you. Now then, put it in second gear son, keep your foot on the clutch...hand brake off, and when I say `NOW!' take your foot off the clutch and accelerate. O.K. Come on boys - push...NOW!( SOUND FX of ENGINE STARTING)

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO.     SCENE ONEtc  \l 2 "ACT TWO.     SCENE ONE"
THE ROOM CONTAINING THE BED IN THE STEADING. (WHERE JANA AND TOM HAD SLEPT) IN BED ASLEEP IS PAUL CRAWFORD, HIS HEAD RESTING ON RACHEL'S HANDBAG. JUST OUTSIDE THE DOOR, PHIL AND RACHEL EMBRACE. PHIL GESTURES TO RACHEL TO ENTER. SHE DOES, FOLLOWED BY PHIL.

RACHEL:
(SURPRISED) There's someone asleep!

PAUL:
(WAKES UP WITH A START AND SITS UP CLUTCHING THE BAG) RACHEL! (HE JUMPS OUT OF BED, WEARING A NIGHTSHIRT. VERY DISTRAUGHT. PHIL LEANS AGAINST THE DOOR FEELING VERY AMUSED BY PAUL’S APPEARANCE)
RACHEL:
Paul... for God's sake, what are you doing HERE?

PAUL:
(FLINGS HIMSELF AT RACHEL AND CLASPS HER) God... Rachel... where have you been? I've been looking for you all over Britain! (CRIES) I've been out of my mind!  Rachel! I've been searching... searching... everywhere! (RACHEL TRIES TO MOVE AWAY BUT HE HANGS ONTO HER ANKLES)
RACHEL:
Paul! Ease off!

PAUL:
RACHEL!!! I love you so much, I've consulted clairvoyants and astrologers, and I've spent days on the phone, trying to trace you.

RACHEL:
You shouldn't do all this PAUL.

PAUL:
RACHEL!!! I've missed you SO MUCH! Rachel! (SOBBING) You weren't at the church on Saturday.

RACHEL:
For God's sake Paul.

PAUL:
Rachel, we were getting MARRIED!( ROLLS ON THE FLOOR)

RACHEL:
Paul, will you stop it.

PAUL:
Rachel! Rachel! Dear one! Dear one! My life is NOTHING without you.

RACHEL:
It's not fair on me Paul. This sorta love doesn't give LIFE, but destroys it.

PAUL:
(ROLLS ON THE FLOOR) Rachel... I'm sorry... sorry... sorry...

RACHEL:
Don't do this Paul. (HE HOWLS LIKE A BABY. SHE KNEELS DOWN BESIDE HIM) Paul, for God's sake, calm down... calm down... CALM DOWN!

PHIL:
I'm going up to the house to see who's there. (WALKS OUT)
RACHEL:
You see that Paul? That's giving.

PAUL:
(HOWLS LOUDER. HANDS THE BAG TO RACHEL) Rachel! Rachel! The RING'S INSIDE! (HE GRABS HER AND TRIES TO PULL HER ONTO THE BED)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO
THE HOUSE. IN WHAT WAS RACHEL'S ROOM, TOM IS READING A BOOK. IN THE OTHER BEDROOM, PHIL IS PLAYING HIS FLUTE. SUDDENLY, RACHEL RUNS INTO THE HOUSE, CHASED BY PAUL WHO IS SHOUTING OUT HER NAME. SHE RUNS UP THE STAIRS INTO TOM'S ROOM (TOM THINKS THAT IT IS A ROW BETWEEN PHIL AND RACHEL AND DOESN'T WANT TO KNOW. HE THINKS SHE KNOWS THAT HE'S THERE AND IS RUNNING TO HIM FOR SUPPORT.) BY THE TIME SHE GETS TO HIS ROOM, PAUL ENTERS THE MAIN ROOM AND LOOKS FRANTIC.

PAUL: Rachel! RACHEL! RACHEL! RACHEL! RACHEL!
RACHEL:
(STANDING BY TOM'S DOOR. VERY SURPRISED) TOM! (HE LOOKS AT THE WALL)
TOM:
It's not my problem.

PAUL:
(DOWNSTAIRS) Rachel! Where are you? (SHE RUNS INTO PHIL’S ROOM)
PHIL:
What the hell's going on? (THEY EMBRACE. TOM GOES BACK TO HIS BOOK)
PAUL:
(CLUMPS UP THE STAIRS AND STANDS AT THE DOOR) Rachel, Rachel dear one, please...if it's at all possible... please could I talk to you... I'd very dearly like to say... (RACHEL IGNORES HIM. PHIL HAS HIS EYES CLOSED) If it's at all possible... perhaps, if it's not too much of a burden... Oh Rachel... Rachel...RACHEL! (RUNS OUT WAILING)
PHIL:
Rachel, perhaps you should say something?

RACHEL:
I don't believe in `should'! (PAUL COMES RUNNING UP THE STAIRS AGAIN, THINKING RACHEL WILL TALK TO HIM SINCE HE’S JUST HEARD HER SPEAK)
PAUL:
Rachel, my dear one... please... if I could speak with you... I feel I'm going MAD... Please love... love one... Oh... if I could... OH RACHEL... RACHEL... (FREAKS) RACHEL WHY DON'T YOU TALK TO ME? PLEASE SAY SOMETHING... RACHEL... IF you could just tell me what you want me to do... OH RACHEL... RACHEL... Look, I'm going to go MAD...

RACHEL:
Will you go away and find yourself a girlfriend. For God's sake!

PAUL:
I'm going to leave in the morning. (PAUSE) I'll go to the Glastonbury Festival... Rachel! ... Rachel! ... I'm going in the morning... RACHEL! (GOES OUT AND RUNS DOWN THE STAIRS)  RACHEL!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE THREE
PHIL IN PHONE BOX

PHIL:
Meg? Meg is that you?

MEG:
(COLD TONE) Yes, what do you want?

PHIL:
I just wanted to talk to you.

MEG:
What about?

PHIL:
Look, I'm back at Freya and everything's weird up here. Tom's turned up and he won't speak to me..or anyone. I don't know what's happened to him. He just lies in bed all the time, and won't speak! Maybe he's very ill.

MEG:
Look Phil, I've got my own LIFE to live, so don't try to involve me in your problems! Come to Edinburgh and get audited if you've got problems! I'm not involved in your life anymore. You've got Rachel to look after you now! How is she?

PHIL:
She's not very well. She's lying in bed as well.

MEG:
Well, it must be your fault if people are ill around you. I want to stay healthy...so I might never see you again!

PHIL:
What do you mean by that? What about Sarah?

MEG:
Sarah is a thetan, and not a child, so stop trying to lay your sentimental trip on me! Grow up, and find out who you are?  Maybe I'll meet you, when you're clear! (CLICKS OFF)
ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR
TOM IS LYING IN BED. PHIL WALKS IN. TOM LOOKS AT THE WALL.

PHIL:
Tom, I know you don't want to talk to me, but I know you care about Meg...and I've just found out that she's in a terrible way!  She's been taken over by Scientology, and I feel I've got to rescue her. I need help Tom. WOULD YOU COME WITH ME?

TOM:
(VERY LONG PAUSE) ... OK

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO, SCENE FIVEtc  \l 2 "ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE"
MEG'S ROOM IN EDINBURGH. MEG IS SAT ON A CHAIR - VERY SPACED OUT. PHIL IS PACING UP AND DOWN. MEG IS WEARING PRIM CLOTHES. TOM IS STANDING BY DOOR

MEG:
Will you go away and leave ME ALONE! Get on with your own life!

PHIL:
Meg, what's happened to you? You're losing all your warmth.

MEG:
DON'T START LAYING YOUR VALUES ON ME. I'M SICK OF IT!

PHIL:
Look, I think you need a rest Meg, and what about Sarah?  You're her mother and she needs to see you...

MEG:
(SCREAMS AT THE TOP OF HER VOICE) Alan! Alan! Alan!

PHIL:
(GRABS MEG) Meg, for Christ's sake, calm down...

MEG:
Fuck off Phil. (STRUGGLES WITH HIM) Go back to your Goddess!! (ALAN BURSTS IN PAST TOM. ALAN PULLS MEG AWAY FROM PHIL. TOM WATCHES FROM THE DOORWAY. MEG CLINGS TO ALAN. ALAN TURNS AND LOOKS AT MEG DIRECTLY IN THE EYES)
ALAN:
Meg! Get your TRs... (PRONOUNCED TEA-ARES) in!

MEG:
What's he trying to do to me? He's trying to steal my new life, which I've found!

PHIL:
It's not true Meg. I'm concerned for you, and Sarah...

ALAN:
(TURNS TO STARE AT PHIL) What...

TOM:
Phil! Don't look at him! Don't listen to him!

ALAN:
(SARCASTIC. TO MEG) Are they an act?

MEG:(PAUSE, SPEAKS SOFTLY WITH FEELING) No...it's not an ACT. They both actually CARE. Very much. (PAUSE) OK Phil, I'll take a break from the Org for a bit, but I'll have to see `Ethics' first.

PHIL:
Fine.

ALAN:
Is this your own decision Meg?

MEG:
Alan, have you gone banky? Can't you see it is? (ALL FOUR WALK INTO THE CORRIDOR LEADING INTO THE ORG. MEG FIRST FOLLOWED BY ALAN, THEN PHIL AND TOM LAST. AS MEG GOES THROUGH THE DOOR, ALAN SPINS ROUND AND STARES AT PHIL AND TOM)
ALAN:(POINTING) You and you. Stop! You're both SPs and can't enter this building. Leave, now! (PHIL AND TOM FREEZE ON THE SPOT. ALAN TURNS ROUND AND GOES INTO THE ORG)
PHIL:
Now what?

TOM:
We'll just have to wait and see? (THEY GO OUTSIDE AND SIT IN THE TAXI)
PHIL:
Look Tom, we've been waiting for two hours now. For all we know, they might have killed Meg!? I'm going in to see what's happening. Can you wait here? If I don't return... I don't know what you could do?

TOM:
I'll work it out.

ACT TWO.     SCENE SIX
PHIL WALKS INTO THE ORG. A DESK WITH BOOKS BY RON AND A RECEPTIONIST SAT BEHIND THE DESK.

WOMAN:
(VERY DRY VOICE WITH HORN-RIMMED GLASSES) YES. What can I do for you?

PHIL:
I'd like to see Meg Masters please. I'm her husband and I've been waiting outside for her, for more than two hours.

WOMAN:
Please sit down over there Mr Masters. Would you like a cup of tea?

PHIL:
(HE WALKS OVER AND SITS DOWN IN A LITTLE ALCOVE) No, I won't bother.

WOMAN:
Oh, do have a cup of tea. I'll go and make one for you. (SPEAKS INTO PHONE) Is that ethics? Thank you. (PAUSE) Oh, I've got a Mr Masters here... he'd like to see his wife, Meg. Says he's been waiting for two hours... yes, OK. ... Thank you. (PUTS PHONE DOWN) She won't be long. She's boiling off. She hasn't FLATTENED her TR ZERO yet. She has to complete her cycles, before she takes a break. Ethics say she'll be ready by the time you've drunk your tea. An officer will come down to see you. Did you say you take sugar or not?

PHIL:
Ah... er... well... two.

WOMAN:
Two. Same as me. Lumps or loose?

PHIL:
(LOOKS VERY DISTRAUGHT INSIDE) You choose. (ALAN WALKS IN AS SHE WALKS OUT. HE STANDS TO ATTENTION IN FRONT OF PHIL)
ALAN:
(FLAT VOICE) She won't be long Phil. You look pale. Tea?

PHIL:
The receptionist is getting me some.

ALAN:
Good. A cup of tea can bring one back to life. Don't you think? Well, here's an opportunity to get some REAL DATA. (HE WALKS OVER TO THE COUNTER AND PRESSES A TAPE RECORDER AND A TAPE OF RON LECTURING BEGINS. PHIL LOOKS INWARDLY FREAKED OUT)
PHIL:
Ah... what's happening to Meg?

ALAN:
She's with the ethics officer. She won't be long. Now then, no more talking. LISTEN! (HE WALKS OUT. PHIL GETS UP AND PACES ABOUT. HE IS LOOKING AT THE TAPE RECORDER, DECIDING WHETHER TO TURN IT OFF OR NOT, WHEN THE RECEPTIONIST SUDDENLY ENTERS CARRYING THE TEA)
WOMAN:
Here we are. That should make you FEEL BETTER.

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED, TAKES THE TEA) Thank you.

WOMAN:
Lumps.

PHIL:
What?

WOMAN:
Lumps! Now sit down and relax, and listen to Ron. (HE SITS DOWN. THE RECEPTIONIST STARES AHEAD. PHIL KEEPS LOOKING AT HIS TEA AND THEN FURTIVELY UP TO THE RECEPTIONIST. WHEN HE’S SURE SHE’S NOT LOOKING, HE POURS THE TEA SLOWLY INTO A WASTEPAPER BASKET. HE THEN SITS STARING AHEAD... NOT SURE IF SHE NOTICED OR NOT. MEG WALKS IN SMILING, LED BY ALAN)
ALAN:
Well, here's your wife, Mr Masters. Look after her. We THINK she's a very valuable THETAN. OK Meg, keep your TRs in, and see you SOON.

MEG:
Thank you Alan. You're a very BIG THETAN. (TURNS TO PHIL) And so are you Phil. (PHIL LOOKS SHATTERED AS THEY WALK OUT. OUTSIDE THE ORG, PHIL LEANS ON A WALL EXHAUSTED)
PHIL:
Jesus Meg, I was so scared in there. I thought they'd already killed you, and were planning on capturing me, by drugging my tea whilst Ron's voice brainwashed me...

MEG:
Christ Phil, you're very PTS at the moment. You've got a huge SP on your track. That's why you're having all this turbulating trouble. It's the SP who's enturbulating you. It's a big re-stim! You need to get your case handled! Who's the SP?

PHIL:
I bet it's that fucking Baron! Rachel's mother.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO, SCENE SEVENtc  \l 2 "ACT TWO, SCENE SEVEN"
PHIL WALKS INTO THE ROOM WHERE TOM IS IN BED. TOM LOOKS TO THE WALL. RACHEL IS IN THE NEXT ROOM READING.

PHIL:
Listen Tom, you can't carry on like this. You've refused to talk to anyone for ages. And you haven't even LOOKED at the carpet which we're still working on. . Have you forgot that we're supposed to be opening this world to a higher dimension, through weaving. Are you denying your OWN VISION?

TOM:
I'd rather look at the wall.

PHIL:
Listen man, this is my LIFE you're playing with! We've got a responsibility...

TOM:
I've told you before. I don't believe in WE... or people. Get on with your own life! I'm not going to conform to what you want...or anyone's ideas about what I should do.

PHIL:
(GETTING VERY ANGRY) Listen Tom man! WHO said to me that WE had to weave a carpet? WHO said to ME "The hierarchy want US to start a new way?"  It was YOU who laid that on ME! You once said that EVIL was born from a knowledge of TRUTH, which the knowledgeable person then denied for selfish reasons. That’s what you're doing man! Indulging in the planet's sick atmosphere. We've got to change this negative field which surrounds the planet, and you know it!

TOM:
You're wrong! I don't want to know about it.

PHIL:
So the poisonous gas of selfishness has sapped you. We're supposed to be fighting the spread of this cancer. This inertia!

TOM:
You fight your own battles... and I'll fight MINE.

PHIL:
Well, you've got one on your hands right now baby! (PHIL JUMPS ON TOM AND CLUTCHES HIS THROAT) I'm going to do you, Tom, if you DENY OUR VISION. IT'S NOT MY VISION, OR YOUR VISION... IT'S WHAT WE'VE GOT TO DO, TO TRANSFORM - NEGATIVE EMOTION. HAVE I GOT TO KILL YOU? (THEY STRUGGLE BUT TOM MAKES LITTLE EFFORT, JUST ENOUGH TO STOP PHIL FROM STRANGLING HIM)
TOM:
(BREATHING HARD) What do you want me to say?

PHIL:
I'm not looking for WORDS you IDIOT! Stop KILLING YOUR JOY and PRETENDING YOU'RE STUPID!  (PHIL SHAKES TOM AND SHOUTS) TOM man! WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE UP! (THERE’S A LONG PAUSE, THEN THEY BOTH START SOBBING)
TOM:
I'm sorry man. I've lost it.

PHIL:
It's not true Tom. If you touched the LOOM... it would all come BACK!

TOM:
That's probably true, but I DON'T WANT TO WORK WITH YOU ANYMORE. I don't want to work with anyone ANYMORE! I want to be on my own.

PHIL:
But you're not on your own! You've been living with Jana, who's been EATING YOU UP! Why do you attract such sponge-like women?  That's what HAPPENS TO YOU MAN! Your vision is NEUTRALISED BY WOMEN. You don't teach them to be male, like you quoted to me, but instead THEY TEACH YOU TO BE SECRETIVE AND ELITIST, AND THEY HARNESS YOUR ENERGIES TO WORK AGAINST A FREE COMMON SPACE. THEY'RE ADDICTED TO CONSPIRATORIAL RELATIONSHIPS.

TOM:
And what about your obsession with Rachel? You've also sacrificed your vision. You've laid it at the feet of what you imagine to be a Goddess!  Where do you think Rachel will lead you? Do you REALLY believe that she's now FREE of her PUFFED-UP BACKGROUND which she popped-up from? And the reason we get bogged down like this, is because we're devotees... dedicated to sexual magnetism. Yes, we've both been slayed... by the illusion of beauty...and it's true what you said about my relation ship to Jana...she fueled my luciferic rebelliousness... and then got me to ridicule my commitment to work for the Divine Hierarchy. These femme fatale women are very powerful which is WHY I've decided - I'm not going to be EATEN any more!  I've broken the spell, and now I'm learning to master my passions.

PHIL:So that will put you in a good, free state of mind to work on the dome and the carpet.

TOM: Forget it Phil. I'm Janus-like and can't be relied on. When I work with people I always let them down...so I'm going back to London...get a little room on my own...do some busking to earn my keep...and work on myself. You can work with people. I can't. You still see a light in domestic life. I can't. You thrive in a community. I feel trapped by other people's insecurity.

PHIL: Your psychotic self-love makes other people feel insecure.

TOM: That's your problem.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT THREE.     SCENE ONEtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.     SCENE ONE"
PHIL AND MEG ARE SAT BY THE FIRE IN THE MAIN ROOM AT FREYA. MEG LOOKS VERY RELAXED, WEARING HIPPY CLOTHES AGAIN. PHIL IS DRESSED IN JEANS AND SWEATER.

MEG:
I've not seen Rachel since yesterday when you both went shopping in Inverness. Where is she?

PHIL:
She's gone to London to see her dentist. She's been feeling groggy recently, and thinks it might have something to do with her teeth.

MEG:
(LOOKS HARD AT PHIL) Rachel's pregnant isn't she?

PHIL:
Crumbs Meg, what makes you say that?

MEG:
Come off it Phil. I'm worried. She's pregnant with your baby, isn't she?

PHIL:
You're amazing Meg. Yep, you're right!

MEG:
So, what's she doing in London?

PHIL:
She's gone to see a doctor to make sure everything's alright.

MEG:
Well, aren't you thrilled?

PHIL:
Well...yes I am, but...I thought it might freak you out, and...Rachel was worried about that as well.

MEG:
(VERY CONCERNED) You haven't sent her off to have an abortion have you?

PHIL:
No, not really. She wanted to find out... make sure... and then we thought we would talk about it..together.

MEG:
I don't like the sound of any of this!

PHIL:
Well, we didn't want to throw you into a state where you'd race back to the Org.

MEG:
Look Phil, it's because of the Scientology Courses which I've already done, which enables me to confront this situation..calmly. I'm not going to escape. I believe in the Scientology processes, but I don't feel dependent on the Org any more. So don't worry. This is a time for CELEBRATION. Go and phone Rachel now and tell her that I'm pleased for her, and tell her to come back right away and start preparing her nest. (PHIL GOES TO LEAVE. KNOCK AT THE DOOR. PAUL CRAWFORD AND Una WALK IN, BOTH LOOKING VERY HAPPY. UNA IS WEARING BRIGHT SUMMER CLOTHES)
PAUL:
Phil - Meg! I'm with Una now and we'd like to stay here. We both feel part of you, and know it with our feelings. (PHIL AND MEG LOOK ASTONISHED AND LAUGH)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.     SCENE TWO
IN THE MAIN ROOM AT FREYA. MEG, UNA AND PHIL ARE SAT AROUND THE TABLE, PHIL WRITING A POEM. PAUL COMES INTO THE ROOM, FOLLOWED BY RACHEL WHO IS LOOKING FED UP. PAUL IS CARRYING A BIG BOX OF SHOPPING, WHICH HE PUTS ON THE TABLE WITH A HEAVY SIGH, THEN SLUMPS DOWN WITH A GROAN.

PHIL:
(HE GETS UP AND EMBRACES RACHEL) You look a bit upset.

PAUL:
They've just given her a lot of stick at Inverness Hospital about being pregnant, and not being married.

RACHEL:
They're a load of cunts. They really are. (SHE SITS DOWN AND CRIES)
PHIL:
What the hell have they been doing to you?

RACHEL:
This fucking gynaecologist called me a hippy slut. Said I probably had the pox, because hippies all fuck each other like animals.

UNA:
Jesus, you mustn't stand for that Rachel! Bastards!

RACHEL:
What can I do? This is what you get if you don't conform in this neck of the woods. All the doctors in that hospital are narrow minded fascists. I hate the fucking place. 

PAUL:
Look, I've got a good idea. If Rachel was married, none of this would be going on.

PHIL:
But I can't marry Rachel, since Meg and I are still married.

PAUL:
But I could marry Rachel and that would do the trick.

UNA:
Jesus, man, that's ridiculous! (PHIL LOOKS LIKE HE KNOWS IT’S ONE OF ‘THOSE MOMENTS’ WHEN FATE TAKES A STRANGE TURN)
RACHEL:
Why?

UNA:
Well, isn't it obvious? After all, you two were ENGAGED to be married!

MEG:
But it's all different now, Una, - Rachel is with Phil and having his baby.

UNA:
That'll make no difference to Paul. He's an incorrigible romantic, and will never let Rachel go. In his head Rachel will be Paul's wife!

PAUL:
No, you've got it wrong, Una.  It's true I do love Rachel, and I always will, but I can see she's with Phil, and I just want to help both of you.

PHIL:
Yeah, I've got it Rachel. When the authorities bear down on us...I pretend to be Paul Crawford.  Last time it was to outwit the police, this time the medical profession. What a laugh! I'll be helping deliver the baby in the hospital as Paul Crawford.

RACHEL:
What do you mean?

PHIL:
Well, when we go into hospital to have the baby, I'll have to be `Paul Crawford'...as you will be Mrs Crawford. (THEY ALL LAUGH)
MEG:
Well, this is a sign for me to go back to Edinburgh, and finish my course. I've had a break and I'm lonely here without Alan. I'm sure you all understand that I need a lover... or I'll dry up!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE THREE
RACHEL IN THE HOSPITAL-BED DRESSED IN WHITE NIGHT-DRESS. PHIL IS WEARING A WHITE GOWN AND MASK. HE'S SAT BESIDE RACHEL HOLDING HER HAND AND WITH THE OTHER HAND HE IS SOOTHING HER FOREHEAD WITH A PIECE OF WET SPONGE. THEY HAVE PRACTISED FOR MONTHS A NATURAL CHILDBIRTH METHOD.

RACHEL: (IN PAIN) O Christ it's fucking HURTING!

PHIL: Deep breathing, stage two....that's right...don't push...yet...good...that's right...now fast breathing...yes...yes...good...good...good

RACHEL: (BREATHES DEEPLY AS SHE SPEAKS) Wow...that was a really strong one.

PHIL: You're doing marvellous Rachel...marvellous.

RACHEL: Christ...here it comes again!!

PHIL: Fast and deep...yes that's it...good...good...yes.

                       (A NURSE ENTERS THE ROOM)

NURSE: (STRONG IRISH ACCENT) Hw are you both doing?

PHIL:  ( MAKES A GESTURE TO WAIT A MOMENT WHILST RACHEL BREATHES FAST THROUGH THE CONTRACTION) We're doing fine. I think the baby's almost ready to pop out.

NURSE: Do you feel ready to push Mrs Crawford?

RACHEL: Yes...I want to fucking push NOW!
NURSE: O.K. hang on Mrs Crawford...I'll get the doctor. (RUSHES OUT)

RACHEL: Christ...they wont fuck us up now will they?

PHIL: No..it'll be fine...fine...fine...

RACHEL: Here it comes!!
PHIL: Deep fast breathing...that's it...right...right...yes.

                     (TWO NURSES WALK IN WITH A YOUNG DOCTOR)

DOCTOR: Excuse me Mr and Mrs Crawford. I'd just like to see how we're doing? 

(HE THROWS THE SHEET BACK AND THE NURSES HOLD THE SHEET UP SO PHIL CAN'T SEE) O yes, fine, fine,I think we can push on the next contraction.

RACHEL: Thank Christ for that. (THE NURSES STAND ON EITHER SIDE OF THE BED. THEY LIFT RACHEL'S FEET UP ONTO THEIR HIPS)

DOCTOR O.K., Mrs Crawford...PUSH NOW...come on PUSH   PUSH   PUSH   come on  come on PUSH! that's better... PUSH!....yes PUSH!!....good!...GOOD!

RACHEL: JESUS! (THE BABY EMERGES. THE IRISH NURSE TAKES THE BABY. SOUND OF CRYING)

NURSE: It's a girl!

PHIL: At 2.42 A.M.

(A FEW HOURS LATER PHIL WALKS BACK IN AND LOOKS AT THE BABY SLEEPING IN A COT BESIDE RACHEL)

RACHEL:  Isn't she beautiful, darling?

PHIL: She's as beautiful as you are.

RACHEL:  O Lord...I've got a beautiful...perfect daughter. Thankyou darling, thankyou. You were wonderful.

PHIL: So were you.   ( PAUSE SITS DOWN BESIDE RACHEL) I phoned up your mother...and she was delighted. She said she would come up.

RACHEL: O fuck it Phil! I don't want her poisonous vibes anywhere near Dawn. I don't want her corrupted the way I was under her influence. Can't you tell her not to come? Phil, you've got to understand she a fucking vampire!  I mean it! I hate her. I want us TO BE SO CLOSE TOGETHER SHE'LL NEVER BE ABLE TO GET IN BETWEEN US AGAIN.
PHIL: I don't think she'll interfere any more.

RACHEL: Well...if she just even tries...she can just fuck off!
                           LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.    SCENE FOUR

FREYA, THE MAIN ROOM. NAPPIES DRYING ON THE LINE ABOVE THE FIRE. RACHEL'S MOTHER IS PACING UP AND DOWN. PHIL IS SAT IN AN ARMCHAIR.

PHIL:
Why don't you relax and sit down? Rachel's fine, Dawn's fine. I'm fine. And you're fine. What's the problem?

MOTHER:
(POMPOUS) Listen Philip, you do nothing USEFUL to care for RACHEL. What do you DO ALL DAY? Hang about, pretending to be an artist. There's no bath in this filthy hole, and no HOT WATER!

PHIL:
Listen, don't you come on this crap with me! There IS hot water, and there's no bath here because I'm not rolling in money like you. I'm an artist and a crofter...and what we eat here is what is grown here...and the milk and cheese come from our cows and our goats.

MOTHER:
You're just playing around Philip, and you know it.  Why don't you get a PROPER JOB! Do some REAL WORK! You've got a responsibility now Philip, and that is to make Rachel HAPPY.

PHIL:My responsibility is not to make Rachel HAPPY but to protect her from what could make her unhappy. And right now that's YOU!  When she's not near you, she IS HAPPY! Happiness is INTRINSIC TO BEING TRUE TO ONE'S SOUL. A FEELING WARMTH INSIDE.

MOTHER:
You make me furious Philip! I don't know how you can be so blind. You've hypnotised Rachel to believe that you're something special, but it's nothing but a cheap trick to force her to accept your filthy vagabond style of living!

PHIL:
I think I've had enough of this Betty.

MOTHER:
Don't you dare call me Betty.

PHIL:
Well Betty, please leave. I don't want to talk to you anymore.

MOTHER:
I think you're positively RUDE!

PHIL:
Think what you like... but please LEAVE THIS HOUSE NOW! (HE TURNS AWAY AND LOOKS INTO THE FIRE, AS SHE LEAVES)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
PHIL'S STUDIO. BED AND LOTS OF UNFINISHED LANDSCAPES IN WHAT WAS ONCE THE STEADING. LATE EVENING. ARCHIE, PAUL CRAWFORD, DENNIS AND PHIL ARE SAT AROUND THE FIRE. DENNIS IS TALL, ABOUT 30 - A MENTAL-HOSPITAL NURSE.  PAUL LOOKS TENSE, ARCHIE AMUSED, DENNIS WORRIED.

DENNIS:
(TO PHIL WHO STARES AT DENNIS AS HE SPEAKS) Since Madge and I have been staying in your cowshed, you've probably been wondering what I'm going to do with all the money I got from selling our house?

PHIL:
It had never crossed my mind Dennis.

DENNIS:
I could either hand it over to you for supporting the commune, even though we might not stay long, or open a cafe in Inverness and give the profits to the commune, or we could just split, buy another house in the area, and do it up and sell it.

PHIL:
I'm sure you'll do what's within your character.

ARCHIE:
Why are you talking of splitting man?

DENNIS:
I don't think this sort of life suits Madge.

ARCHIE:
I think she loves it here.

PHIL:
What are you worried about Dennis? The lack of rules?

DENNIS:
Look, you've probably asked me here this evening, because you're probably wondering why I haven't been helping Paul to do the fencing?

PAUL:
This is getting too much. I'm going off to fuck Una. (GETS UP. DENNIS LOOKS BEWILDERED) 

PHIL:
Just what we need Paul. The call of habit. Thanks.

PAUL:
All this talking things out - as far as I'm concerned - is a waste of time! (EXITS)
PHIL:
There you go. The enemy is habit.

DENNIS:
He probably thinks I don't match up to the way he does the fencing - and was afraid to say so!?

ARCHIE:
I should deal with what's in front of you man.

PHIL:
That's right, if you want to sit in the cowshed all day - and do nothing - that's fine. It might be a good opportunity to let the shit pass out of your system.

DENNIS:
What shit?

ARCHIE:
Worrying about what Madge is doing, when you can't find her... for a start. Why don't you admit that you wouldn't mind screwing Melina, Una or Rachel, but you're shit scared of what Madge might be getting into? I can't see why you're here, if that's your attitude.

DENNIS:
So you've probably been wanting me to go for some time!?

PHIL:
You're soaking your self in paranoia. No wonder you're so agitated.

DENNIS:
(GETTING UP) No, you pretend there's no rules here but, if anyone crosses you, Phil - they're out!! I can feel that. What sort of security has Daisy got, under these circumstances?

ARCHIE:
Daisy! Man, your kid's nine months old. You're living in a fantasy of the future - locked up in your skull!

DENNIS:
I can't see the point in Madge and I being here. You're probably...

PHIL:
Look Dennis, get out of probabilities and get into actuality. Actually, you're scared of freedom, and Madge welcomes it!

DENNIS:
Which means, you probably want me to leave... so you can take Madge over.

ARCHIE:
I think Madge should be allowed to do what she wants.

DENNIS:
Women get led astray by their strong sexual feelings. They're easy to hypnotise. Probably, this place is a centre for Pagan Sex Magic!

PHIL:
Dennis...why don't you look at me when you speak?

DENNIS:(PAUSE)
Because you're probably a repressed homosexual, and want to seduce me.

ARCHIE:
You're off your fucking rocker man.

DENNIS:
(GOES TO OPEN DOOR) I must get to sleep, we'll all probably be leaving tomorrow. (RUNS OUT)
ARCHIE:
So what do we do, to raise the level of awareness here?

PHIL:
I think it starts with self denial. Perhaps we should deny going to sleep tonight. We could do TR Zero until the first note of the morning chorus.

ARCHIE:
(ADJUSTS HIS CHAIR TO SIT OPPOSITE PHIL) OK man, let's vamp up the energy and go into the depths. (THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. FADE. PAUSE MORNING CHORUS. PHIL IS IN BED. BANGING AT THE DOOR. HE JUMPS UP AND OPENS IT)
MELINA:
(ANGRY) I don't know what your purpose is Phil, but your methods are much too harsh!

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) Whatever do you mean, Melina?

MELINA:
Look, I don't know what you've been doing to Archie, but he just came back to me sobbing his heart out. Why don't you leave us alone!? Why are you like a ringmaster? Try to be human for a change!

PHIL:
Look, Melina, if you think that this place is too harsh, I suggest that you find somewhere else where you can sleep in peace!

MELINA:
(TAKES A KICK AT PHIL’S BALLS) You're a real prick, Phil... A real prick! (GOES TO SLAM DOOR. PHIL STANDS SHAKING HIS HEAD)
                                       LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT THREE, SCENE SIXtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE, SCENE SIX"
TWO MONTHS LATER. AUGUST 1972. MAIN ROOM IN THE HOUSE. BIG FIRE BURNING. SAT BY THE FIRE, RACHEL WITH DAWN IN HER ARMS. DENNIS IS SAT IN AN ARMCHAIR WITH DAISY IN HIS ARMS. PHIL IS SAT ON A CUSHION PLAYING THE FLUTE. THEY'VE ALL GOT CUPS OF TEA.

DENNIS:
So what's going to happen to Sarah?

RACHEL:
We love having her for the meantime.

PHIL:
I think she'll probably decide to go and stay with Meg soon but, for now, she seems fine. She loves having a little sister. (PHIL STANDS UP AND POURS HIMSELF ANOTHER CUP OF TEA) What are you up to Dennis?

DENNIS:
Well, nothing really. Just making money, so we can get a better house.

RACHEL:
But that's not much of a life for Madge. She's an artistic, colourful person. She needs to expand. To live. To work with like minded souls.

DENNIS:
Look, I really don't know about all that. She's happy enough. (MADGE WALKS IN AND PHIL LOOKS AT HER AS SHE CROSSES TO THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM TO GO TO THE FIRE. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. SHE HOLDS HIS GAZE. AFTER SOME TIME, DENNIS SPEAKS, NERVOUSLY) I think we ought to get Daisy home to bed Madge. It's getting late.

 (PHIL AND MADGE CONTINUE TO STARE. SHE STAYS PERFECTLY STILL ON THE SPOT FOR A LONG TIME, AND THEN STARTS TO SWAY)

Madge, I think it's time to go now.

(NO REPLY.) 

Madge, I think it's time to go now.

(NO REPLY AND MADGE CONTINUES TO STARE)

I'm going to take Daisy home now, Madge, are you coming or not?

(NO REPLY. HE GETS UP) Madge, are you coming? (NO REPLY) Madge? (NO REPLY)

Well, I'm off. Rachel, God bless you.

RACHEL:
Yes, take care Dennis. Take care of Daisy. (DENNIS LEAVES, LOOKING VERY PERPLEXED. HE LOOKS THROUGH THE WINDOW BEFORE LEAVING FREYA. PHIL AND MADGE CONTINUE TO STARE UNTIL THEY HEAR DENNIS’ CAR DRIVE AWAY)
MADGE: Thank God...he's gone!. (SHE STARTS TO CRY A LITTLE) Phil, thank you so much. (PHIL GESTURES THAT IT’S NATURAL. HE PLAYS HIS FLUTE AGAIN AND MADGE SITS DOWN BESIDE RACHEL,BY THE FIRE) Do you really not mind? I mean... is there room for me to stay?

RACHEL:Sure. You're very welcome. You can stay upstairs with us, or in Sarah's room.

MADGE:Wow, what a relief. What a relief. (SHE GETS UP AND DANCES ABOUT TO PHIL'S FLUTE MUSIC.

OPTIONAL SCENES OF MADGE BEING INTEGRATED WITH DERVISH TURNING, WEAVING TOGETHER ON THE BIG LOOM. MADGE, UNA AND RACHEL ALL SPINNING TOGETHER)

ACT THREE.         SCENE SEVEN
FREYA MAIN ROOM. MADGE, UNA AND MELINA ARE SITTING IN THE ROOM. MADGE IS SPINNING. UNA AND MELINA ARE TEASING WOOL. PHIL COMES INTO THE ROOM LOOKING REALLY WORRIED. HE SITS DOWN AND STAYS SILENT.

MELINA:
(SOFTLY) What's happening Phil?

PHIL:
Dawn's got pneumonia.

MADGE:
Jesus, Daisy had that.

UNA:
What's Rachel doing? For God's sake, Phil, you haven't really been looking after Rachel or DAWN.

MELINA:
OK UNA, let's have some positive vibes. Where is Rachel?

PHIL:
She's staying in the hospital with Dawn. They're letting Rachel stay with her so she can continue to breast-feed her.

MELINA:
Look, the last thing to do is worry. I think we should all pray together now.

MADGE:
Yes, STRONG positive thought!

UNA:
Alright, I'll give it a try - for the baby's sake.

PHIL:
Do it for the sake of all living beings. You must know by now that heavy vibes create illness.

MELINA:
OK, enough talk, let's all sit in a circle and hold hands. (THEY ALL SIT ON CUSHIONS AND HOLD HANDS. SILENT FOR A MINUTE OR SO) Oh, Mother/Father God, pour light, strength and love into the spirit of little DAWN. Give Rachel the strength of your love, to give her peace of mind to protect Dawn. May these four souls, learn to serve you in truth, and use our strength Lord, to heal Dawn, and may she have the will to throw off the illness, so she can grow in health and strength.

ALL:
AMEN. (THEY SIT IN SILENCE)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT THREE.        SCENE EIGHTtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.        SCENE EIGHT"
DENNIS IS KICKING MADGE, WHO'S LYING ON THE FLOOR. SHE'S GOT HOLD OF ONE OF HIS LEGS. THEY'RE FIGHTING INSIDE THE HOUSE. RACHEL IS SCREAMING.

MADGE:
(HYSTERICAL) Fuck off you big bully! You stupid SLOB!

DENNIS:
(ALSO OVER THE TOP) You've fucked up my life Madge! and I'm going to finish you off, you cow! No woman fucks me around like this! Daisy cries for you non-stop, you BLACK MAGIC BITCH!

MADGE:
You fucking bastard, FUCK OFF! FUCK OFF!(PHIL RUNS UP AND GRABS DENNIS FROM BEHIND AND PULLS HIM AWAY. DENNIS SWINGS ROUND AND PULLS OUT A KNIFE)
RACHEL:
(HYSTERICAL) Careful Phil. He's insane!

DENNIS:
Right Masters, you've got it coming to you...

MADGE:
PHIL! Get away from him! He's possessed! MAD!

PHIL:
(VERY COOL) OK Dennis, you want a fight! I fight on a different level. (PHIL DOES A TAI CHI POSITION IN A VERY MENACING WAY AND STARES AT DENNIS. DENNIS IS FROZEN IN FEAR. PHIL KEEPS STARING AT HIM)

You've got no real strength Dennis. All your energy is disappearing. You can't move. Your legs feel like lead. (PAUSE.DENNIS LOOKS LIKE A STATUE) O.K. Take the knife off him, Madge. (SHE SIMPLY TAKES IT OUT OF HIS SLACK HAND.)  OK., Dennis, you can now start to move... (HE DOES) Keep moving, Dennis, and DON'T EVER COME BACK HERE AGAIN... or I'll destroy your brains with your own reflected-back violence. GO! (HE WALKS AWAY, HEAD DOWN. PHIL PULLS MADGE UP)

Are you alright? (RACHEL LOOKS TO SEE IF HE’S GONE. SOUND OF CAR LEAVING)
MADGE:
(CRIES) He kicked me about a bit. He's fucking nuts. He's round the bend and always has been. (SHE PUTS HER ARM AROUND PHIL)
PHIL:
OK, you're free of it NOW. He won't ever come back!

MADGE:
How did you do it?

PHIL:
I don't know. I just did it! I must rest.It drained me.

MADGE:
You're a magician.

PHIL:
Not really. More like a trickster. (MADGE LAUGHS. PHIL GOES INTO THE BEDROOM, SOON FOLLOWED BY RACHEL)
RACHEL:
(NERVOUS) Madge seems pretty shaken up by it all. I suggested to her that she slept with us. She said she'd like that. D'you mind?

PHIL:
(A BIT TAKEN ABACK) Why not? It should prove interesting!

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT THREE.  SCENE NINEtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.  SCENE NINE"
PHIL, RACHEL AND DAWN ARE ABOUT TO LEAVE FREYA TO GO TO THE EDINBURGH FESTIVAL. THEY ARE WALKING OUT OF THE MAIN ROOM. MADGE IS STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM.

PHIL:
We'll be back in a week.

MADGE:
How many poetry readings are you doing?

PHIL:
Three at The Edinburgh Festival, and one in Glasgow. Have a good time whilst we're away.See ya.

MADGE:
Yeah, have a good trip all of you. (ALL KISS EACH OTHER)
RACHEL:
See you soon honey. (MADGE WATCHES THEM WALKING AWAY, THEN SHE SHOUTS TO PHIL AND RUNS UP TO HIM)
MADGE:
Phil! I've been bullshitting.   In that moment that you walked away then...I've just faced the TRUTH that YOU are the only real happening in my life! I can't live without you!

PHIL:
(STARES AT MADGE)  That's Bullshit Madge! Bullshit! (HE TURNS ROUND AND CATCHES RACHEL UP. MADGE STARES IN DISBELIEF)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE ONE
THE MAIN ROOM AT FREYA WHICH HAS BEEN UTTERLY TRANSFORMED BY MADGE.THERE IS COLOUR EVERYWHERE. THERE ARE PAINTINGS WHICH MADGE HAS DONE ALL AROUND THE ROOM, AND COLOURED FABRICS, TINSEL, ETC,. PAUL CRAWFORD STANDING UP, IS MAKING LOVE TO MADGE OVER THE DINING TABLE. THEY ARE BOTH NAKED, AND SCREAMING WILDLY, AS PHIL AND RACHEL ENTER.MADGE AND PAUL DON'T STOP RIGHT AWAY. PHIL AND RACHEL FIND THE SCENE VERY FUNNY BUT UPLIFTING.

PHIL: ( WALKING AROUND THE ROOM LOOKING AT MADGE'S PAINTINGS) Wow! Wow! WOW!

RACHEL: What a wonderful atmosphere to come back to. (SHE GIVES PAUL'S BACK A FRIENDLY SLAP)

PAUL:
(PUFFED OUT) (SENDING HIMSELF UP)I'm sorry... you see, it's my bestial nature! It's uncontrollable.

MADGE:
(OUT OF BREATH) Fucking wonderful to see you both. Welcome back to the heart of creation. How d'you like my paintings?

PHIL: Is this all your work?

MADGE: Yes...you were so right Phil. What I said to you before you both left was BULLSHIT! I'm not dependent on you...or anyone. I've got my own strength, my own spirit and my own movement. By you rejecting my stupid ego trip...I've discovered my own freedom. Rachel...(THEY EMBRACE) You look wonderful. Where's Dawn and Sarah? (STARTS TO DRESS)
RACHEL:
Sarah's with Meg in Edinburgh. Dawn's asleep on the back seat of the car.  Madge...you look fantastic! (MADGE KISSES RACHEL)  What's happened to Una?

PAUL: I'm afraid she fell to pieces when I started lusting after Madge. (HE WALKS OVER TO MADGE AND AND GIVES HER AN EROTIC HUG) We invited her to join in our adventure...but I'm afraid she got quite violent, and said she wished she'd never met Tom Davidson...and split...after trying to castrate me!

RACHEL: Well from your recent performance Paul...Una doesn't seem to have done you any harm. Poor Una...she never seems to be in harmony with the Spirit of Freya and has such a hard time here. And she blames Tom! That's weird. Weird.

PHIL: What about Melina and Archie? How have they been?

MADGE:
Melina's been a bit grumpy, but Archie's been great...he's been helping Paul and me on Paul's amazing project which will blow your minds! After we've had some refreshments we'll take you to see what we've done! Don't ask what it is . It's a secret until you get the total visual impact! Paul and I have been having a great time together. It's so exciting to be really free. I've hardly slept since you've been gone. Do you fancy a drink?

PHIL Cold water will do me.It's so hot.

PAUL:: Same for me.

RACHEL:
Lemon tea for me Madge... but before we go to see what you've all been doing, I've got to dress up and do the bees. (MADGE POURS WATER INTO GLASSES AND PUTS ON KETTLE FOR TEA. PUTS WATER IN FRONT OF PAUL AND PHIL)) 

PAUL:
Bees! I'd like to do that Rachel. What's got to be done?

RACHEL:
The middle frames have got to be replaced, in that hive you helped me with last time. I should have done it before we went to Edinburgh. Paul, If you really want to do it, I don't mind. The hat, net, gloves and smoker are under the stairs.

PAUL:
I'm not going to bother with all that gear Rachel. They seemed pretty docile the last time. Anyway, what's a bee sting? (DRINKS A GLASS OF WATER)
RACHEL:
Brave you Paul! I wouldn't go near that hive even dressed like this -let alone starkers!

MADGE:
Paul, you must be CRAZY.

PAUL:
(WALKING OUT COMPLETELY NAKED) The middle three frames?

RACHEL:
Yeah. The new combs are all ready in the porch. (HE WALKS OUT) Jesus Madge, you've certainly pumped Paul up. Those bees terrify me, even when I'm wearing all the right protective gear!

PHIL:
Paul's certainly made a quantum-jump into life!

MADGE:
We'll all know about it, if a bee stings his prick. (THEY ALL LAUGH. PHIL STARTS SWEEPING THE FLOOR – RACHEL LAYS THE TABLE. MADGE MOVES THE CHAIRS ABOUT SO PHIL CAN SWEEP). Anyway you haven't said anything about your trip to the Festival? How...

SUDDENLY THE DOOR BURSTS OPEN AND PAUL RUSHES IN FRANTIC!!! AND KNOCKS MADGE OVER AND TRIPS OVER PHIL’S BROOM. HE’S SHAKING HIS HEAD, BELIEVING THE BEES ARE IN HIS HAIR AND UNDER HIS BALLS. RACES ROUND THE ROOM LIKE IN A WAR DANCE. EVERYONE IS STUNNED. PAUL RUSHES OUT, SLAMS THE DOOR. YOU HEAR THE OUTSIDE DOOR OPENING AND SLAMMING, THEN HE BURSTS IN AGAIN AND DOES THE SAME WAR DANCE. THIS IS REPEATED THREE OR FOUR TIMES. MADGE IS SCREAMING. RACHEL WHIPS HER BEE MASK ON. PHIL GETS A BUCKET OF WATER AND IT ALL ENDS UP WITH HIM PUSHING PAUL’S HEAD INTO THE BUCKET. MADGE TRIES TO SUCK THE STINGS OUT OF HIS CHESTS AND LEGS. PAUL'S MOANING AND YELLING)
RACHEL:
What state is the hive in?

PAUL:
I didn't touch it. They all came darting for my prick before I got to the hive.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 

ACT FOUR, SCENE TWO
ACT FOUR, SCENE TWO"

PHIL, RACHEL, DAWN ASLEEP IN A PUSH CHAIR, AND MADGE WALK INTO THE GEODESIC DOME WHICH PAUL, BANDAGED FROM BEE STINGS, IS FINISHING IT OFF. PHIL AND RACHEL ARE STAGGERED BY THE DOME.

RACHEL:
It's just wonderful. Paul - fantastic! (SHE EMBRACES HIM) You're a genius! (LAUGHS) And of course...officially you are my husband!

PAUL: (WHISPERS TO RACHEL) Rachel that's dangerous talk! I don't dare think of you as my wife...because it drives me mad!
PHIL: Paul...you've proved that there's more to you than having a big prick. What you've achieved here is truly amazing! I'm very  impressed and do you know this...right here... is the exact spot which Tom Davidson aimed to build the three dimensional representation of a six dimensional flying saucer. And, four years later, you've done it!

PAUL: That's why Una blamed Tom for me and Madge shacking up here together.

RACHEL:
That's MAD! It's just so beautiful Paul. How long did it take to build?

PAUL:
Three weeks, full time...but don't give me all the credit. Archie, Melina and Madge helped.

RACHEL:
(POINTING TO CLOTHES AND BAGS) So are you both staying here...is this your lovely dress Madge?

MADGE: No, it belongs to a young woman called Sophie...but she wont wear anything sexy. We were staying here, but we moved into the house a week ago, when Ralph Beak and Sophie, his paying patient, turned up. Ralph is a Primal Therapist from Santa Barbara, California...who was sent here by Sally, a friend of yours, who He said he healed of her psychotic condition. Ralph and Sophie have been away for a few days visiting Sandymouth. Sophie is very attached to Ralph and doesn't let him out of her sight. He says it's because she hasn't had a full `Primal' yet.

PHIL:(A BIT CONCERNED)I see. So what's this Ralph Beak character like?

PAUL:
I wouldn't put my life in his hands. He seems too cock sure of himself. He wants Freya to become a Centre for Alternative Therapies. He keeps offering Madge and me free screaming sessions...but I don't think we need therapy. That's for people whose lives aren't happening. Madge and I are thinking about going down to the South of France for a month picking grapes...

RACHEL:
Lucky both of you. Well, there's certainly been an explosion of ecstatic intelligence whilst we've been away!  The vibes in here make me feel I'm tripping. (STRETCHES OUT HER ARMS – AS ONE BREATHING HARD)  You've really pulled it off Paul. This dome is responding to a higher dimension like a tuning fork. The vibes are so strong. I feel rooted to the spot. I can understand Ralph Beak's enthusiasm. Perhaps we should all live in here together. That would cut out all the shit about who's sleeping with who?

MADGE:
Well, I'm all for total exposure. Like the Amazon Indians.

PHIL: I'm not into being that primitive and...I need privacy.

Rachel: I was only joking. Anyway I wouldn't feel safe sleeping in the same space with Paul. His massive sexual appetite can be a bit embarrassing.

PAUL:
I'm afraid what Rachel says is true. I do get sudden uncontrollable urges for sex. Like even the thought right now...come on Madge let's go up on the hill and see the sun go down.

MADGE: What a romantic idea Sailor. ( THEY WALK OUT) See you both back at the house.

PHIL:
`Let us not be bewitched,' said Wittgenstein. Do you remember the nature of etheric humour? 

RACHEL:
What, about being surprised at getting what you asked for?

PHIL: Yes...exactly. I mean a dome was visualised here, but not who would live inside it! (SOUND OF PEOPLE TALKING OUTSIDE) It's a bit late now, but neither Tom or I were specific about the inhabitants.

 (RALPH BEAK APPEARS WITH SOPHIE. HE WEARS WHITE SLACKS AND INDIAN SHIRT. ABOUT THIRTY FIVE, WITH A BEARD. SHE IS WEARING A VERY PRIM SUMMER SUIT. SHE FOLLOWS BEHIND HIM AND STANDS IN THE SHADOWS BEING VERY SHY AND FRIGHTENED)
RALPH:
Hey man - Phil and Rachel right? Madge and Paul said you were here. And that's your kid, Dawn. She looks really blissed out. Hey! Ralph! Ralph Beak! ( THEY SHAKE HANDS) Hey man, you dig this dome, yeah?  Paul's a fantastic cosmic genius. This is Sophie a client of mine. Just relax Sophie and sit over there. ( POINTS AROUND AT THE STRUCTURE)  I mean baby...ain't this just some far out Rum-Baba!  You know, I'm a psycho the rapist - and Freya, man, Freya feels just like home - real home - I mean paradise!

PHIL:
Phew! Well? (SHRUGS) I'm glad you appreciate Freya. Do you like it Sophie?

RALPH:
Sophie's into silence man...she's afraid to be alive...but in a minute you'll meet Kali...and she's dynamite! And before I forget, your friend Sally sends her love...and I've sorted her out man. She's right on now! Yes man, I'm planning on doing group therapy here man. The dome's such a cool place for screaming, man. (STARES AT RACHEL) Hey, sister...you're just beautiful. Have you got a good relationship with this man? (POINTS TO PHIL)

RACHEL:Look man, talking about relationships here creates havoc! That's one thing to remember here. Gossip is poison. How I see Phil, and how you see Phil is and must be, different! People live in different realities, so don't forget that!

RALPH:
Wow baby, there are different realities, you're not kidding. Listen sister, let me tell you what happened to me A few weeks ago when I set off hitchhiking from Stourbridge to come up here. No sooner I put my thumb up I was picked up by a very peculiar guy, who was driving a brand new 1950 Triumph Mayflower, with only 23 miles on the clock! WHAT CAN THAT MEAN? The driver was about thirty, clean shaven, spoke with a very clear soft voice, and wore a crisp, smart, American suit, man. When he spoke, his accent kept changing. As we sped up the M6, he said, `how do you like my new car?' It's in excellent condition, I replied. `Yes, I've kept it in a garage since I bought it in 1950,' he said. When I turned to look at him, he was grinning. Then he said `From the Californian sunshine to the healing Northern Star.' I couldn't think of anything to say man. For a long time we were silent, until suddenly - inside my mind - I saw a bright blue diamond, surrounded by purple flowers and stars. `Pretty eh?' he said. Feeling pretty shaken, I thought of the ace of diamonds. `You can do better than playing cards,' he said. `Look,' I said, `I know there's a network...but how can you do all this?' `It's natural and easy,' he replied. `We can all do it!' `O.K. man, we can all do it! That's news to me man. So...what do you do...as a living?' I said.  `I work in a department of the UN, which advises small businesses of the danger of being taken over by certain multinational companies. Yes, and on the same floor, there is another department which advises those multinational companies, the best way to expand, and swallow up the small fry.' `Listen man that's bizarre,' I said. `Perhaps,' he replied, `but you see that large mansion over there? Well, inside there's not a stick of furniture. The man who sits inside on an old box was not long ago, a very rich man, who our department had to ruin.' `But this is a dark power,' I screamed. `Time is dark,' he said. `Dark! How far did you want to go?' `Edinburgh,' I said. `Are you in a hurry?' he asked, in a very strange, deep voice... `Well, I'd like to get there before dark,' I said. `Through the dark to the light,' he replied. Next moment, we're driving down Princess Street, Edinburgh! I was so stunned I couldn't talk. `Will the mound suit you?' he asked. I just nodded, and got out of his car. Maybe three hundred miles in a half an hour. How about that?!

PHIL:
You're a lucky man, Ralph. That's four dimensional poetry - at least. I reckon that was your passport to Freya! Welcome to the Northern star.

RACHEL: Yes, welcome.

RALPH: (TO PHIL) You done any Primals man?

PHIL:
I've read a bit about the process, and I've talked to Art Janov on the phone.

RALPH:
Talking about Primals is ripping-off your own feelings, man. That's just a head-trip, man. I mean Rachel doesn't belong to you man!

PHIL:
I didn't think I said she did.

RALPH:
It was obvious by the way you glanced at her for approval!

 (KALI CAROL, LARGER THAN LIFE, WALKS INTO THE DOME WEARING INDIAN CLOTHES. RALPH KISSES CAROL’S HAND) Rachel and Phil, this is Kali,an amazing woman who I've just met at Sandymouth. This woman's really far out, man. A master... or mistress... of tantric sex, and Kundalini yoga...

CAROL:
(TO RACHEL, AMERICAN ACCENT) Are you two into hands-on primal therapy?

RACHEL:
No darling, we're into Christ.

CAROL:
CHRIST!?

PHIL:
That's right. We're not razzle-dazzle freaks. We just attract them. We're into real love - not the brochure

RALPH:  Kali, it sounds like Phil doesn't know how to give a woman what she really needs!

PHIL: (GETS DAWN AND STARTS PUSHING PUSH-CHAIR OUT OF DOME) (TO RACHEL) Come on, bitch, let's split quick, before Ralph whips your knickers down! (TO RALPH) Thanks for the trailer,man. Maybe I'll catch the show later.

RACHEL:(FOLLOWING PHIL)  I gotta do what the fucker says doctor, or he won't shaft me good and proper...and I'm an uncontrollable nymphomaniac, so what can I do? (THEY EXIT LAUGHING)

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.  SCENE THREEtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.  SCENE THREE"
A FEW DAYS LATER. THE ROOM NEXT TO THE LOOM ROOM (WHERE PAUL WAS FOUND SLEEPING WITH RACHEL'S HANDBAG). ARCHIE, DRESSED IN GARDENING CLOTHES, WALKS IN HOLDING A TELEGRAM. PHIL IS SWEEPING THE FLOOR WEARING JEANS AND NATURAL-DYED SWEATER . 

ARCHIE:
Hey Phil, I've been looking for you man. The postman delivered this a half an hour ago.

PHIL:
Come in Archie and sit down. (PHIL READS AS ARCHIE SITS DOWN)  Christ my dad's just died! I'll have to go down to Devon for the funeral. My mother will be freaked out. I wonder what happened to him? He was only sixty two. You usually die young if you live with a witch.

ARCHIE: Wow, that's a heavy thing to say man. Sit down,it must be a shock?

PHIL: (LEANS ON THE BROOM) It is. The last time I saw my dad, bless his soul, was when he was standing behind my hysterical screaming mother at their front door...and they'd just thrown me and Meg and Sarah out of the house...and my mother was screaming, "The next time we want to see you is when you're in your coffin!" Since then...I've hoped she would die before him...so I could resume the warm relationship I always had with my dad. The poor man was eaten up by that woman.( PAUSE. PHIL CRIES)  The telegram is from my auntie Nin, who like my dad, is wonderful. Archie, I don't know how long I'll be away? Rachel and Dawn are staying with Meg in Edinburgh for a week...and I guess you know that Paul and Madge split this morning for France?

ARCHIE:   Yeah Melina gave them a lift into Inverness, early this morning.

PHIL: So it's going to be down to you and Melina to run the show whilst I'm away. Are you O.K. about that?

ARCHIE:
Absolutely.

PHIL: Archie...seriously...If Melina wasn't here...would you still want to be here?

ARCHIE: Phil, she's such a massive presence...I can't tell what I'd feel like if Melina wasn't here. I, I could feel liberated...or slayed...I don't know man. What I do know is I love this place. The other thing is I'm learning a lot from you. You're like my teacher. I mean you're the only person I know who's shown me that thinking is a religious activity. 

PHIL:
Are you trying to butter me up Archie because you feel sorry for me because my dad's died?

ARCHIE:
Come off it. I just wanted you to know where I'm at.  Phil... (HE HUGS PHIL) I feel that Freya performs a very important function in the body of this nation. That's why I want to help.

PHIL:
Maybe it represents the atrophied pineal gland in the body of mankind.

ARCHIE:
So...to be truly human one has to nourish the Earth and look after the animals.

PHIL:

I'm glad you said the animals and not our animals.

ARCHIE:  Why, what's the big point?

PHIL: Have you not noticed how territorial Melina is?

ARCHIE:  I don't know what you're getting at. What do you mean by territorial?

PHIL:
Possessiveness?  Archie man, sometimes you seem SO ASLEEP!  Look, before Melina came to live here, everything at Freya was always called THE house, THE steading, the van, the tractor, the cowshed, the animals,THE tools and the gardens... but with Melina it became my hut, my gardens, my children, my animals, etc, etc, EVEN my man! And that's YOU Archie...YOU OWNED! Take note! So with that mindset she's got, she's been feeling more and more threatened recently, as I've been trying to open Freya up.  Archie, you look like you don't understand what I'm saying. Listen...don't you remember that time when Madge, Rachel, you and I all took an acid trip together, and Melina stayed away from the house all day... and we could feel her violent vibes coming across the field towards us, from her cabin. God knows what she was up to? And remember when she did finally show? The way she marched into the room like a dyke prison officer. Remember at the time, the four of us were holding hands in a circle, listening to the end of the St Matthew Passion. It was Easter Sunday. We were all so moved by the music we were all crying. And what did she do? She dragged you away, screaming that she thought all this emotional stuff.. was sick! And to this day...you've never said a word.

ARCHIE:
What could I say? I'm sorry for being so wet? 

PHIL:
Look I'm not your father...but it sounds like Melina is your mother.
ARCHIE: (PAUSE)I know man...but what can I do about it?

PHIL: I don't know.( SIGHS) Maybe you should do some therapy with Ralph Beak.

ARCHIE: What do you think of their set up?

PHIL:  To tell you the truth, I've hardly seen them. I've heard some screaming coming from the dome, but that's about it. Since I've been back from Edinburgh, as you know, I've been working like crazy, getting the oats and wheat sown.  I'll check the screamers out when I get back from Devon. I'll pick up Rachel and Dawn on the way back from the funeral...and we can go to see Sarah's work at the Steiner School Open Day. Sarah's loving it there.

ARCHIE:How's Meg getting on with her Scientology course?

PHIL: I can't tell...to me she seems off the wall.

ARCHIE:
Look Phil,  don't worry about anything. I'm really happy to look after Freya...and I'll talk to Ralph about my lack of manliness.

PHIL:
Call it cowardice.

                    (PAUSE)

ARCHIE:
Have you thought about organic farming?

PHIL:  Yes I have...but it entails an awful lot of extra work...and I can't do all the work on my own.

ARCHIE: Well I could help you.

PHIL: Yes you could...but you're always over in the cabin gardens with Melina.  There's lots of things we  could all do together...including Ralph, Kali, Sophie and you and Melina. Like weaving together, spinning and doing Dervish turning together. None of this happens because Melina is a seperating force. She works on resentment...not appreciation.

ARCHIE: O.K. I've got it! When you're away, I'll stay in the house...ON MY OWN! And go up to the dome and maybe get some therapy from Mr Beak!
PHIL:
Really?  OK, I look forward to meeting a new Archie when I get back. So...now listen carefully. Make sure that the chickens don't get into the oatfields, make sure all the animals are fed morning and evening.  And very important, make sure the duck house and cowshed are kept VERY clean!  But the most important thing to remember, is to milk the cows and goats morning and evening...and make sure you get the last drops of milk from the cows or they can develop brucolosis and die. AND milk them early in the morning.

ARCHIE
Do the ponies need feeding?

PHIL:
No, only the cows, goats, ducks and chickens. There's plenty of grazing for the ponies.

ARCHIE:
Phil, I feel very grateful for this opportunity you've given me to grow up.

PHIL:
Well show your thanks by keeping to your word...and really caring for the Earth... remembering at all times,  that it's your real body - and it is shit-scared of waking up!

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.  SCENE FOURtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.  SCENE FOUR"
PHIL'S PARENTS' HOME. THE LIVING ROOM. PHIL'S MOTHER IS STANDING IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM. SHE IS TRIPPING OUT OF HER MIND, THOUGH SHE DOESN'T REALISE IT. PHIL IS WEARING HIS WHITE SUIT AND WHITE SHOES.
MOTHER:
(SOBBING) What am I going to do Phil? What am I going to do? He never even had time to say goodbye. He just dropped on the spot. Not even in my arms. I can't believe in God anymore Phil. Not anymore. God must be cruel, to do a thing like that to me. A cruel God, Phil. Oh Phil, what am I going to do? What am I going to do?

PHIL:
There isn't anything to do! You are you! And you're out of your mind. That's good. I've waited to see you like this, for years!

MOTHER:
What, to see your own mother in such suffering. I've lost everything, Phil, everything!

PHIL:
You've just got your own being now. It's beautiful, but you're resisting it. You want to be back inside the little familiar pattern you once had with Dad. But now he's gone from your sight. But, listen mum, this is vitally important, now. You are alive now. Don't squander this chance to be free of pain and fear. You're out of your body now. If you want to do something for me, do that. Stay out, as you are!

MOTHER:
I don't understand what you're saying. I'm scared Phil, scared. The room doesn't seem like my room. I can't recognise anything in it. What's happening to me?

PHIL:
You're in the same state as dad, but you're still here - because the thread attaching you to the body has not snapped. Your mind is in the state of death and you're riding on the top of the waves.

MOTHER:
Phil, help me! Help me! Help me!
PHIL:
I'm trying to, desperately! Desperately! You see mother, I know your state. I've been in it a few times. Actually it's love, but you're treating it as fear.

MOTHER:
(COLLAPSES INTO A CHAIR) Phil. Can't you say something nice to me. Perhaps daddy will come back home, if I make a nice cup of tea for him? (CRIES)
PHIL:
You're chewing up your soul with sentimental rubbish. Have some guts, woman. Face it. Dad is dead.

MOTHER:
Don't say it!

PHIL:
He's in his coffin. You wanted it to be me, but...

MOTHER:
How can you say things like that to your mother, Phil?

PHIL:
How could you have said such things to your son, mother? I'm afraid you can't get me to be unintelligent, to save you from facing yourself. You're on your own - as you always have been - now face it. Face it. I don't want to get drawn into revenge, for all that you did to me, but...

MOTHER:
Revenge? (CRIES BITTERLY) For all I did to you? I loved you, Phil, loved you as myself.

PHIL:
Do you love yourself? Ask yourself that and you'll see...

                             LIGHTS FADE

                                   ACT FOUR.    SCENE FIVE
PHIL IS WALKING ACROSS THE ROAD FROM HIS MOTHER'S HOUSE TOWARDS DENNIS VICKERY WHO IS STANDING OUTSIDE HIS GARDEN GATE. DENNIS IS ABOUT 80 YEARS OLD. WEARING GARDENING OVERALLS. HE HAS VERY ALIVE FEATURES.

PHIL: Dennis! Do you remember me?

DENNIS: (LOOKS PHIL UP AND DOWN. STRONG DEVONSHIRE ACCENT) No...who is it?

PHIL: It's Phil...Phil Masters.

DENNIS: Go on with ya.

PHIL: It is Dennis...it's me, Phil.

DENNIS: (THEY SHAKE HANDS OVER THE GARDEN GATE) A long time Phil...a long time.

PHIL: About seventeen years Dennis. Half the length of my life so far. You know why I'm here?

DENNIS: Well...you'll be here for your dad's funeral. I'm sorry it's bad news that's brought you home.

PHIL: I wouldn't say it was bad news Dennis. Disappointing, in as much as since I was a small boy I'd hoped my mum would go first...so my dad and I could romp around the world and have some fun together.

DENNIS: (CHUCKLES) He deserved some fun. I don't suppose you'll be taking your mother on one of those adventures!?

PHIL:  I don't think I'll be having much to do with her after the funeral Dennis. Quite honestly I think she's a witch...the way she laid powerful curses on me when I was very small. Cursed was the day you were born. You're ugly as sin. No woman will come near you when you grow up. The flags will go up when you leave home. Did you know she was like this Dennis.

DENNIS Of course. What you don't know is your dad, bless his soul, asked me to keep an eye on you when he went overseas in the war.

PHIL: I see. So that's why I used to play in your front room sometimes?

DENNIS: That's it, my sonny Jim.

PHIL: D'you know I used to wonder how I'd remained sane...going through the war with my mother having been so terrible towards me...but now and then I've remembered these strange peaceful times...when I was five or six...sitting in front of a golden Buddha...somewhere.  Dennis, do you have a golden Buddha in your front room? 

DENNIS: It's still in the same spot my son.

PHIL: So it was you. You gave me the space to be at one with the Buddha. You know...you saved my life Dennis.

DENNIS: I've tried my best to be a sincere communist. Now to be a dedicated communist living in Tory dominated Torquay has been a testing experience. But I'm not really a political communist. You see, I was a communist before I'd heard of the word. Every starlit night I still go up on the roof and lie down...and let myself go. And I travel and travel...and where I go you can go. That's the point. This Earth doesn't belong to political parties...or religions.  It's un-ownable. Yet, how few people explore the great mystery...which is here for all of us to share. Though this body is falling apart, my mind gets younger by the second. 

(BILL FIX, THE SAME AGE AS DENNIS COMES WALKING TOWARDS THEM) 

Bill, who do you think we have here?

BILL: (LOOKS PHIL UP AND DOWN) Beats me.

PHIL: It's Phil Bill. Phil Masters.

BILL:  Well I'm blowed. How are you?

PHIL: I'm O.K. You've heard about my dad?

BILL: I have...and I shall...like a lot of people...miss your dad...A LOT!

DENNIS: Now Bill, be honest. Do you think Phil has any idea of who his father was?

BILL: Well, put it this way Phil. I'm eighty three and I've seen the world. I was in the Merchant Navy...if you cann guess what that means... and I've done a lot of mixing. Known a lot of people...and I've never met anyone...except your dad...who no-one has got a bad word to say about them.Is that right Dennis?

DENNIS: What can I say? Phil, your dad was a real LIGHT in this community. Everyone who ever came into contact with your dad has a good word to say about him. The people who worked for him adored him. He was always ready to help where help was needed.

PHIL:  Compared to my mother he was a living saint. There's not a day goes by that I don't remember some wisdom he passed on to me. Like `only play a game, because you love playing that game'. `Don't ever play just to win. If you really love the game, you'll enjoy losing as much as winning'. `Death is sweet compared to feeling resentful'...and the truth told with bad intent, is worse than all the lies you can invent!'

BILL: Phil, you were very, very lucky to have a father like your father. A real man.

PHIL: Destroyed by my mother.

DENNIS: No Phil. Your mother is the price you've had to pay for the moral strength your father gave you.

                               LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR             SCENE SIX
PHIL, RACHEL AND DAWN CROSSING THE BRIDGE IN FREYA. SPADES AND FORKS ARE LEFT OUT IN THE RAIN, CHICKENS ARE DIGGING UP THE OATS. ARCHIE IS TALKING TO BEAK OUTSIDE THE DOME.

MELINA IS INSIDE THE DOME WITH KALI DANCING.

RACHEL:
Christ, Phil, the chickens are in the oats.

PHIL:
(RUNS ROUND THE FIELD, CHASING THE CHICKENS OUT) Fuck off! Fuck off! Fuck off! (AFTER GETTING THEM ALL OUT, PHIL MARCHES OVER TO THE DOME. BEAK GOES INSIDE AS PHIL APPROACHES. RACHEL STANDS BACK) Archie! What's happened to you?

ARCHIE:
(OFF HAND) Look Phil, I'm not your little boy. You're not my daddy any more.

PHIL:
What's happened to you, man?

ARCHIE:
Man yourself, man! I've got my own conscience. Keep your projections to yourself!

PHIL:
So you've done it again Archie. You're becoming an expert at the twentieth century art of changing sides.

ARCHIE:
You're a paranoid ego-tripper - nothing else! (HE GOES INTO THE DOME AS RACHEL WALKS UP PUSHING DAWN IN THE PUSH CHAIR)
PHIL:
(TO RACHEL) It's the same old grudge-trip - all over again.

RACHEL:
I've got no grudge against you darling. You've been very real as far as I'm concerned. (SHE LOOKS AROUND) It's a real shame. I can't believe it.

PHIL:
I'm sorting this out NOW! (THEY GO INTO THE DOME. THERE’S A POT-BELLIED STOVE IN THE MIDDLE. LOTS OF OLD CAR-TYRES USED AS SEATS. CLOTHES HANGING ON A LINE . THE  WHOLE PLACE HAS AN ATMOSPHERE OF BEING VERY SCRUFFY.) 

OK. EVERYONE! It's this simple. I'm a guardian of this place. It's a spiritual power centre, for developing the whole human being. It's not a hang-out centre for city cop-outs. It's an opportunity to WORK together, an opportunity to care for the land and the animals and the spirits, but you've ALL been purposely careless! The oats have been dug up by the hens, the cowshed has not been cleaned out, the duck house floor is covered in shit! It's so sad. And Archie who I left in charge, tries to palm off his responsibility for this uncaring behaviour...with jargon, gleaned from you - Ralph! You're behind this chaos, so come out with what you're up to? `Cause I can hear your voice talking through Archie.

RALPH: Hey man! You some sort of ringmaster? We all gotta jump, when you crack your whiplash tongue?

PHIL:
No man, I'm just lucky. I've got a sense of discrimination. I can tell the difference between truth and falsity. Between beauty and ugliness!

RALPH:
Hey just listen to that! Something's really eating you up man! I guess Phil's jealous cos I've got two WOMEN!  That got you guessing man?  What's the matter man, you afraid that your chick might want to do some group therapy...with ME... to get free of your CONTROL?  Group Therapy might threaten your little set up, eh? Come on man, own up!

PHIL: I think you're all infantile. (SOPHIE LOOKS TOWARDS PHIL IN AGREEMENT)

RALPH: God, you're such a school teacher. I'd rather you were a bully, at least that's not so boring. You don't like it, because Archie is not in your power any longer! That really eats you up, doesn't it?

PHIL:
No, what eats me up, is that any of this is going on at all. Look at this place! Do you know how sacred this spot is to me and Rachel?  And you lot treat it like a doss house!

RALPH:
Listen man, this is my house you're talking about! ( SOPHIE STARTS PACKING HER HAVERSACK)

CAROL:
... and what's more, it's hard enough as it is, living here with sloping walls and no windows to look out of. I can't hang paintings on curved walls. The place is cold, and the nearest water is half a mile away and, on top of that, YOU  dare to come on the superior Guru trip...in our space! Well, let me tell you something Mister! You may think Christ is on your side...but you don't know anything about the powers of darkness. You don't know KALI do you? Well, she can crush your little Jesus myth, with one laugh. (CACKLES) (SOPHIE EXITS)
                                 (MELINA ALSO CACKLES)

PHIL:(POINTING TO KALI)
Listen, I don't think you should be here. This is a beautiful building. I did you a favour - a very special favour - letting you stay here, and you desecrate it. It's not sacred for you, obviously, so I think you for a start, should leave!

RALPH:
Hey! You're threatening my woman! She doesn't leave unless I say so. This is MY place, and you'll have to kill me first, if you want us to leave!

PHIL:
(SARCASTIC) Oh really? (SUDDENLY MOVES INCREDIBLY FAST AND GETS RALPH IN A STRANGLE HOLD) Kill you, eh? (THROWS HIM BACKWARDS) You're pathetic! (RALPH STARTS TO CRY) Pathetic! You're a little kid...just like Archie.

MELINA:  I thought you two were going to put Phil in his place. Phil...unfortunately...is right...you're both pathetic! MEN! Forget it!

RALPH:(ON HIS KNEES)
Listen man, can I hold you? Just hold you! I want to... I want to feel you, cos you're so real! (HE HOLDS PHIL, WHO ALLOWS HIM TO,-- AS IT WERE-- ‘PUTS UP WITH IT’)
CAROL:
Oh, this is beautiful! This is real life! Real action - Oh, I've seen anger, violence and now tenderness and- tears!

PHIL:
(WALKS AWAY FROM RALPH CONTEMPTUOUSLY) Carol, I think this behaviour is totally diseased - sick! This melodrama is what you need to feel alive, isn't it? Well, I find it suffocating. Clammy! I don't want any of it, do you hear? (SHOUTS) I WANT ALL OF YOU OUT! Carol, OUT! You...Beak, OUT!  Archie, OUT!  Melina, OUT! All of you...RIGHT OFF this land. Have you got it?

RALPH:
Do you really mean this, man? I mean, are you that pissed off with all of us?

PHIL:
Yes, completely! You're all like faded wrapping paper. First you Melina with your witchy possessiveness, and then you Beak, have fucked Archie up and completely ruined the vibes of this once healing area. I want all of you out by lunchtime tomorrow. That's it. There's no more discussion! And I bet you never noticed Beak...your patient has already split.(PHIL AND RACHEL LEAVE)
MELINA:
It's all your fault Ralph.

CAROL:
You're right Melina. ( TO BEAK) You're pathetic, letting a big-mouthed wanker like that, push you around. He's right, you are pathetic! So pathetic... I'm going to leave, now! I don't know what I've been doing, supporting your stupid doctor-ego-trip! (STARTS PACKING HER THINGS UP)
MELINA: (SHOUTS AT ARCHIE WHILST WALKING OUT) And you're as weak as Ralph...always hanging onto my apron strings...and you encouraged me to get into this therapy crap!  Wanting me to feel what it's like in the womb! You LITTLE CUNT! You can fuck off out of my life NOW and find yourself a different mother to fuck!

ARCHIE: Melina...calm down! You're going too far.

MELINA:  As far as I can...away from all of you! (EXITS FOLLOWED BY ARCHIE SOUND FX OF THEM ROWING)

CAROL: You've asked for it Dickhead!

RALPH:
Listen baby, don't threaten me with your Kali nonsense. You've got no real power. You just project your own fear of darkness onto others.

CAROL:
Stuff your psychology, up your ass!! Why don't you ask Phil to fuck you, you're just a nancy boy. A little nancy... (RALPH STARTS HITTING HER. THEY HAVE A WILD SCREAMING FIGHT.)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.            SCENE SEVEN
EVENING. THE NEXT DAY. IN THE MAIN ROOM OF THE HOUSE. PHIL IS SAT BY THE FIRE, WITH RACHEL

RACHEL:
How could Archie be such a traitor? (SHE CRIES) I really thought we had the nucleus for real growth, with the four of us, and now they've gone! I never thought Melina would go back to Sandymouth. Beak bringing that stupid Carol here was a black move. Stupid BITCH! Kali! My foot!

PHIL:
Well, at least the bitch has gone with Archie and Melina. And Ralph asked me if he could stay until to-morrow morning. I said OK. if he'd clean everything up...and he's actually worked really hard today. He's cleaned out the dome of all that rubbish, and returned it to its original colourful empty space. I think he's seen a few things.

RACHEL:
(GETS UP AND KISSES PHIL ON THE HEAD) About time too. He's caused so much psychic damage here. And now we're here on our own! I'm off to bed. This whole thing has exhausted me! (PHIL NODS. AFTER A FEW MINUTES, A KNOCK ON THE DOOR)
PHIL:
Yeah. Come in.

RALPH:
(LOOKING VERY SHEEPISH) Can I see you for a few minutes?

PHIL:
Sit down. (THEY SIT IN SILENCE FOR SOME TIME, LOOKING AT EACH OTHER)
RALPH:
Gosh man, you're a crazy saint. A real crazy saint. You give out so much love. It's hard to take it, man. Real hard. You know, you're the first person who's ever looked at me! Looked right into the depths of me. The first time, man. (STARTS CRYING)
PHIL:
I find that too incredible to believe. How can you - a doctor and a trained psycho-therapist - state that no-one has ever really looked at you? If it's true...it's too terrifying for words.

RALPH:
It is true, Phil, really true. Jesus, man, I make such a cock-up of all my projects. You know, when I arrived here, I planned on experimenting with an alternative system of medicine - but the truth is, that the place was much too strong for me. The vibrations of the dome, pulverised my ego. I wanted to pretend it wasn't a sacred dome. I'm really sorry... look man, I know you can see right into me...and I know I can leave this place now, with a good feeling, and I know I can always come back again. I feel you've held a mirror to my crazy, twisted ways, and I feel deeply grateful.

PHIL:
OK Ralph, don't overdo it. I'm glad you feel better. I'll see you in the morning, before you leave. OK? (RALPH GETS UP AND HOLDS PHIL’S SHOULDER)
RALPH:
I want to thank you for saving me from that Kali trip man. She had me under total control man. She used black magic sex on me. She's pure evil man. But your Christ Spirit freaked her out man. Freaked her right out! ( POINTS TO A CRUCIFIX ON A CHAIN AROUND HIS NECK) Sophie gave me this. I only put it on after she'd gone. She knew what you were talking about man. You liberated her as well as me. You're A real brother, Phil. Brother!

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.             SCENE EIGHTtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.             SCENE EIGHT"
PHIL IS GARDENING OUTSIDE THE HOUSE. A COUPLE ARE WALKING UP THE SLOPE TOWARDS THE HOUSE. BOB IS VERY ELEGANT - LONG BLOND HAIR, TALL, SLIM, BEARD, DRESSED IN A COLOURFUL KAFTAN, AND HAND KNITTED WOOL SHOES. SUZANNE HAS LONG BROWN HAIR, AND AFGHANI TYPE DRESS. SHE IS CARRYING A SMALL HAVERSACK. THEY HAVE A CHILD WALKING BETWEEN THEM. 

SUZANNE:
(SOFT, WARM, AUSTRALIAN VOICE) Hello, I'm Suzanne. This is Bob, and this little one is Cheryl. (BOB STANDS PERFECTLY STILL AND EXAMINES PHIL)
PHIL:
I'm Phil. (PUTS HIS HAND OUT TO BOB, WHO DOESN’T MOVE BUT JUST LOOKS AT PHIL’S HAND AS IF WITH CURIOSITY)
BOB:(DUTCH ACCENT.VERY STRONG-MINDED, WARM AND SEVERE AT THE SAME TIME) A hand which seeks to ingratiate!

PHIL:
A hand of friendship.

BOB:
There is the Spirit, and there is that which is against the Spirit. Bearing this in mind, and remembering that you are a worm, which lives off shit, I have this to say to you. (BOB OPENS HIS ARMS AND POINT ALL ROUND) All this I gave you, and yet, you complain. You complain! You, a worm, who will not bow to the Spirit. Danny told you, time after time. Get out of the language wrench.

PHIL:
(VERY SHOCKED) Why can't...

BOB:
Don't seek my love. I have two horns. One of love and one of anger. Yes, I know you. Remember Danny's words. And start working.

PHIL:
Working? I've been working all day in that field across the marsh.

BOB:
Start teaching your woman how to serve you. No more.

PHIL:
Come into the house, and meet Rachel and Dawn. (PHIL WALKS IN LOOKING UTTERLY CONFUSED. BOB AND SUZANNE WALK IN AND PHIL INTRODUCES RACHEL, ETC. BOB AND SUZANNE AND CHERYL ALL SIT DOWN ON CUSHIONS VERY QUIETLY AND DON’T TALK. RACHEL IS SPINNING. PHIL, UNCOMFORTABLE, SAYS...) Would you like tea or coffee or something to eat?

SUZANNE:
(SHAKES HER HEAD) We don't touch hot drinks. I'll give Cheryl some nuts. (SHE TAKES SOME NUTS OUT OF THE HAVERSACK AND HOLDS HER HAND OUT TO CHERYL, WHO EATS SLOWLY. NO-ONE SAYS ANYTHING. RACHEL CONTINUES TO SPIN, PHIL SITS WITH EYES CLOSED. BOB SITS WITH EYES CLOSED. SUZANNE AND RACHEL GLANCE AT EACH OTHER, AND GIVE BIG SMILES)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.      SCENE NINEtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.      SCENE NINE"
BOB AND SUZANNE ARE SITTING IN WHAT WAS ONCE ARCHIE AND MELINA'S HUT, NOW CALLED `THE COOKHOUSE'. BOB HAS HIS HAND HELD OUT AND SUZANNE IS PUTTING SOME DRY OAT FLAKES FROM A BAG ON TO HIS PALM. HE TAKES A FEW OATS, WITH HIS OTHER HAND, AND STARTS CHEWING. KNOCK AT THE DOOR.

BOB:
Go away. I'm busy! (ANOTHER KNOCK) Go away, and teach that woman of yours how to serve you! (ANOTHER KNOCK) OK. Come in. (PHIL COMES IN HESITANTLY, NODS TO SUZANNE AND SQUATS ON THE FLOOR IN FRONT OF BOB) There is the Spirit and there is that, which is against the Spirit. Bearing this in mind, and remembering that you are a worm who will not bow to the Spirit, but twists the meaning of the Light, I'll say this to you. Teach your woman how to serve you. Only eat what she, and she alone, gives you. To eat food from another woman, is adultery. Chew your food. Keep chewing, until you connect your thoughts up. If you chew well, you can screw well. Unless you screw well, she will never serve you. That's all! (PHIL SITS FOR SOME TIME STARING AT BOB AND THEN GETS UP)
PHIL:
Thank you. (LEAVES)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.            SCENE tc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.            SCENE "TEN
PHIL AND RACHEL SAT ON THE GRASS OUTSIDE THE HOUSE. IT IS VERY HOT

PHIL:
That man is quite incredible. He seems like a saint.

RACHEL:
Suzanne spoke to me today. She came and asked for a drop of goat's milk. She poured a minute amount into a glass. Said that would last Bob a week. She said a touch on his tongue was like elixir to him. He's just finished a thirty day fast in Italy, and is preparing for a sixty day fast, in the mountains near Lake Titicaca.

PHIL:
Sixty days!

RACHEL:
She says normally he only eats a small amount of oats each day. She says that he's known as Bob God. He's over fifty!

PHIL:
Wow, he only looks about thirty.

RACHEL:
When he was twenty-five, he threw himself off a pier, to drown himself because he was almost an alcoholic. He couldn't swim. This was in Amsterdam. He's Dutch. He sank but, instead of drowning, his head exploded into light, and a voice said, `Get out of the water, and fuck the first person you see.' The first person he saw was this guy who he screwed there and then. From that point on, he's just let that voice guide him completely, never touching money! ... only Having that one garment, which was woven for him by a Sufi. He walked across the Middle East, India and the Far East. Then he walked from West Australia eastwards, and came across Suzanne and Cheryl, who had a place like Freya in the Australian bush. She was married, and there was about ten people living together. Before Bob came, Cheryl was apparently quite uncontrollable! Frantic. No sooner Bob arrived, Cheryl became immediately peaceful and, to this day, she behaves like his `disciple'. She sits all day beside Bob - quite incredible. She says that Bob teaches her deep spiritual truths `through screwing'. He doesn't come, but apparently they make love most of the day. He, in fact, hasn't been in his body since the day the `light took over'. They never eat cooked food and what he means by `teach your woman how to serve you' is, teach your woman to become spiritual. If a man is filled with the love of God, his presence can transform her dark, biological consciousness. She says he has to be very careful of contacting women, because they're liable to flip out if he touches them. The power of the light breaks them open, and they can even become very violent!

PHIL:
Wow, isn't it amazing to have such saints staying here.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.              SCENE ELEVENtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.              SCENE ELEVEN"
PHIL IS SCYTHING IN THE FIELD, WHEN BOB AND SUZANNE WALK PAST THE HOUSE TOWARDS HIM. SUZANNE STOPS BY THE STILE IN THE FENCE BETWEEN THEM. PHIL NOTICES THEM, AND STOPS SCYTHING. BOB LIFTS SUZANNE LIKE A FEATHER OVER THE FENCE, THEN LIFTS CHERYL OVER AND JUMPS OVER WITH ONE LEAP. THEY SLOWLY WALK TOWARDS PHIL. PHIL GREETS THEM AND THEY NOD.

PHIL:
I've noticed, you never use the stile or the gate. Why is this?

BOB:
Remember, there is the Spirit, and there is that which is against the Spirit. Bearing this in mind, and taking into account the fact that a worm will not listen to the Spirit, I'll say this: Would you leave murdered men, and women and children, lying out in the field, if they were here?

PHIL:
No, of course not.

BOB:
What would you do with them?

PHIL:
Well, I suppose I'd bury them.

BOB:
Yes, you would bury them, to protect living human beings from seeing the savagery of existence. So, look around you. Living trees, alive in all their vibrant, innocent glory. Now, look at these huts and fences. If I touch that fence, I touch human insensitivity. If you cut up trees, cover them in Earth or paint. The wounds are screaming! And their screams torture the living trees.

PHIL:
I've never cut up a living tree. I got all the wood from the wood yard. Off-cuts they didn't want.

BOB:
It makes no difference.

SUZANNE:
Bob and I were going to leave today, but we discovered the dome in the woods. Bob wanted to know if we could move in there?

PHIL:
Of course. Stay wherever feels right to you.

SUZANNE:
Would you give us a hand to carry a mattress there?

PHIL:
Of course. When?

SUZANNE:
Now, if possible.

BOB:
I need a quiet place to practice crying. (PHIL AND SUZANNE CARRY THE MATTRESS TO THE DOME, FOLLOWED BY BOB. IT STARTS TO POUR WITH RAIN. BOB NODS AND GOES INSIDE. PHIL STANDS IN THE RAIN, THEN WALKS BACK TO THE HOUSE. LIGHTS FADE... THEN BRIGHTEN. NIGHT. CANDLE LIGHT. CHERYL ASLEEP IN A LITTLE BED. BOB IS IN BED. SUZANNE SAT ON A STOOL, DOING CROCHET. KNOCK ON THE DOOR) Go away. I've got enough work to do, keeping these stars in their right places. (KNOCK ON THE DOOR) Go away and do your work. (KNOCK ON THE DOOR) You've got a woman to teach! (KNOCK ON THE DOOR. SUZANNE GETS UP AND OPENS IT)
PHIL:
Thank you. (HE COMES IN AND SITS ON THE FLOOR) I think you should stop treating me with such contempt.

BOB:
Listen carefully. There is the Spirit, and there is that which hates the Spirit. I told you, and Danny told you what to do.But you don't do what you are told because you are a worm.

PHIL:
Who is this Danny?

BOB:
Danny is my friend. You've heard of him as DANIEL in The Bible. You pretend not to know Danny, don't you? Danny told you, you would meet God's horn of anger. And you've forgotten, because you're a worm who will not bow down to The SPIRIT.

PHIL:
Listen, you're no better than me. I'm sick of this worm business. It doesn't feel like light to me.

SUZANNE:
It's very hard to hear the truth, Phil. It costs you your whole life.

PHIL:
But why should I be treated as...

BOB:
... because you're all intestine. No light. Just wriggle. If you want to LIVE... go back and teach that woman how to serve you. I've told you. Chew your food, until you connect.Keep chewing.
PHIL:
Look, stop lording it over me.

BOB:
Get out and listen.

PHIL:
Look, I don't want you here any longer! It seems Luciferic to me - not love. Do you hear that? LUCIFERIC! And I want you to leave. (GOES OUT AND SLAMS THE DOOR)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.                SCENE TWELVEtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.                SCENE TWELVE"
PHIL IS PAINTING A WATER COLOUR ON THE FLOOR. RACHEL WALKS IN. SHE LOOKS VERY UPSET.

PHIL:
(LOOKS UP AND STARES AT HER) What's the matter?

RACHEL:
I just went to the dome to see BOB and Suzanne, and they're not there. ALL THEIR STUFF IS GONE.

PHIL:
I'm not surprised. I told Bob to leave last night.

RACHEL:
Oh Phil, why? Why? They're the most beautiful people I've ever met!

PHIL:
I know, but you weren't getting the stick I was getting from Bob. To you, he was loving, to me, hard and undermining.

RACHEL:
But he was teaching you something about yourself. Oh God, Phil... (KNOCK ON THE DOOR) It's the postman.... (SHE GOES OUT AND SOUND FX OFF STAGE OF HIM RAVING DRUNK)                           (COMES BACK, GIVES PHIL A LETTER. HE OPENS IT AND READS)
PHIL:
Oh Jesus, Jesus. It's from Madge. Listen to this. `The reason I haven't written before is because I've been seriously incapacitated. First I was very emotionally broken up when Paul left me for a Spanish Flamenco dancer...only to be plunged into another hell. A few weeks after Paul left me, I was hit in the back by a car, whilst hitching near Avignon. I was rushed to hospital with a broken pelvis, and smashed collar bone. The pain's not too bad now! I'm getting on fine in hospital - learning French from the nurses, who are very warm,kindand intelligent. I'm able to read now, so could you send some of your poems and philosophy. I'd like to translate your work into French. From the start you and Rachel gave me, I've discovered that the spirit is eternal, and lives off God's love. I thank you Phil and Rachel for that very deep love you gave me. And give my deepest love to your beautiful daughter, Dawn'.’ (HE THROWS THE LETTER DOWN) It seems that anyone who is uplifted by love is attacked. It's continuous. Unending.

RACHEL:
Perhaps you're doing something which brings it on you.

PHIL:
You can say that again. I'm leaving. That's what I'm doing.

RACHEL:
Don't be so rash. Something will give way, and we'll break through again. I mean Madge has turned her misfortunes into spiritual strength. That's what we have to do.

(THEY EMBRACE THEN RACHEL GOES INTO THE KITCHEN. KNOCK ON THE DOOR. PHIL GOES OUT AND RETURNS WITH CLIVE. TALL, DARK LONG HAIR. WEARING A BLACK FISHERMAN’S CAP AND LONG BLACK OVERCOAT AND A SMALL HAVERSACK. HE’S ABOUT NINETEEN. VERY KEEN)
PHIL:
Sit down. Take your overcoat off.

CLIVE:
No, overcoats are for thinking. Hats for the ladies. Fag?

PHIL:
Ta. Who gave you our address?

CLIVE:
Alan, my brother, who was in the nuthouse with Marty Mission.

PHIL:
Oh I see. Have you met Marty?

CLIVE:
Yeah, he's a great poet. He said you're a poet.

PHIL:
God knows, I feel more like mincemeat at the moment.

CLIVE:
Ah, I can see you need a booster! (TAKES OUT A BOTTLE OF DR. COLLIS BROWNS. (IT IS A MEDICINE CONTAINING OPIUM) UNDOES THE TOP AND HANDS IT TO PHIL)
PHIL:
Is it worth drinking? (TAKES A SWIG)
CLIVE:
If you have enough. Drink up. That's better. (PHIL HANDS IT TO CLIVE, WHO DRINKS THE REST OF THE BOTTLE) It's getting harder to get hold of now. (TAKES OUT ANOTHER BOTTLE AND OPENS IT, GIVES IT TO PHIL)
PHIL:
I'm not sure I like the taste all that much. (PHIL DRINKS)
CLIVE:
It's not for the taste. It's what Bramwell Bronte drank. Laudanum. Good for the soul. Why are you under so much pressure? Poetry not going well? (HE FINISHES BOTTLE AND TAKES OUT ANOTHER)
PHIL:
No, the poetry is alright. It's people. There's something dark in most people which they wont admit..which destroys life.. (RACHEL WALKS IN. CLIVE JUMPS TO HIS FEET AND TAKES HIS HAT OFF) Rachel, this is Clive.

RACHEL:
(SITS DOWN ON ROCKING CHAIR) Gosh, what on Earth are you drinking?

CLIVE:
(HANDS THE BOTTLE TO RACHEL WHO TAKES A LONG SWIG AND READS) Good stuff. Good for the soul.

RACHEL:
Bramwell Bronte and all that eh?

CLIVE:
(VERY KEEN) Yes, that's the story. It's good for getting inspiration for writing poetry.

RACHEL:
You write?

CLIVE:
Oh yes. Do you want to hear?

RACHEL:
Love to.

CLIVE:
Ah, it's not easy to read to such a beautiful lady. (PULLS OUT A THIN BOOK) I've just had this back from the printer. `Love songs to Coleridge' or `The Planned Hiatus'.

Not accounting

for any movement...

Signals apparently

time to attack...

political moves

both ways...

(PAUSE) ... a little difficult perhaps.

PHIL:
No, I'm very impressed. More.

CLIVE:




      A deep breath of time,

Where she focused exactly
beyond assumption. Winds

               again, indicated a spherical enclosure,

 transparent and fabulous

beneath the clashes, and the sacking;

much enjoyed on the other side
of paranoia, when the confusion becomes readable.

A back-tracking, with the audio added.

PHIL:
That's quite brilliant!

CLIVE:
Really? You really think that?

PHIL:
Yes. I really do. Really fresh. The kingdoms of experience.

CLIVE:
In the precious winds they rot. (KNOCK AT THE DOOR. PHIL GOES OUT. CLIVE CORNERS RACHEL) You didn't say you liked my poem!

RACHEL:
It was very, very good.

CLIVE:
Really?

RACHEL:
Yes. You are a brilliant young poet.

CLIVE:
Well then,(LEANS FORWARD) Was Hitler a good lover?

RACHEL:
Come off it Clive! (SHE MOVES AWAY. HE STANDS STILL LIKE A STATUE AND STARTS TO CRY) What's wrong? (HE OPENS HIS GREAT COAT TO REVEAL HE’S GOT PAJAMAS ON)
CLIVE:
I'm on the run. (SOBBING)
RACHEL:
Where from?

CLIVE:
The nut house in Inverness. They tried to kill me!

RACHEL:
OH SHIT! (CLIVE DROPS HIS PAJAMA BOTTOMS AND SHITS ON THE FLOOR) Fucking hell, CLIVE! What's going on with YOU?

CLIVE:
My brother Alan's gone away!

RACHEL:
Gone away! Jesus, what's Phil going to say to this? (POINTS TO THE SHIT)
CLIVE:
Jesus has taken my brother Alan away. (CRIES. THE DOOR BURSTS OPEN. CLIVE JUMPS BACK IN FEAR. THE POSTMAN, NOW VERY DRUNK, STUMBLES IN AND STANDS IN CLIVE’S SHIT WITHOUT NOTICING IT) Why did Jesus want Alan? (PHIL WALKS IN AND IS STARTLED BY WHAT HE SEES)
PHIL:
Christ ALMIGHTY! (SHAKES HIS HEAD)
POSTIE:
(STUMBLING ABOUT) Aye - somewhere there's a letter for ya... which I forgot to give ya yesterday... or day before...one day I seed it...then another day I weed it...

PHIL:
(HOLDS JOCK) Just stand still for a moment - there's some mess on the floor. (RACHEL THROWS PHIL SOME NEWSPAPER) Lift up yer feet man. That's right. (PHIL CLEANS UP)
POSTIE:
(TO CLIVE) Are you alright laddie?

CLIVE:
(CRIES) I'm flying high to my brother Alan.

POSTIE:
(FUMBLING THROUGH HIS POCKETS) Och, it'll be the mess on me shoes, which is giving the stench. Dogs I guess.

PHIL:
Aye.

CLIVE:
Nay - it's mine, by request!

PHIL:
By request!?

POSTIE:
WELL... I must be getting away!

PHIL:
The letter? (RACHEL STARTS CLEANING THE FLOOR)
POSTIE:
Och aye... (SEARCHES THROUGH HIS POCKETS, WHILST STUMBLING ABOUT SUPPORTED BY PHIL) Och aye... here it is... a bittie crumpled. (FLATTENS IT OUT AND HANDS IT TO PHIL, WHO GLANCES AT IT AND THROWS IT ON THE TABLE – MORE INTENT ON GETTING THE POSTMAN AND CLIVE OUT OF THE HOUSE)
CLIVE:
I don't know what to do? (HE HASN’T MOVED ALL THIS TIME. HIS PYJAMA BOTTOMS ARE STIL ROUND HIS ANKLES)
POSTIE:
I should have a rest laddie. You no look good yerself. (PHIL GETS HIM TO THE DOOR) Have you seen a doctor?

RACHEL:
Bye Jock, we'll see Clive's alright.

POSTIE:
See you ma’am... and Phil... and the poor wee stinker! (HE LAUGHS AND LEAVES)
PHIL:
(RACHEL STILL CLEANING THE FLOOR) This is too much man!

CLIVE:
(BREAKS DOWN) My brother's calling me!

PHIL:
What, to shit on the floor? It's disgusting.

CLIVE:
My brother Alan's been killed in a car crash!

PHIL:
OH NO! NO! I'm sorry man!

RACHEL:
And Clive's only just heard about it, and has run away from the nut house.

CLIVE:
(MANIC) Jesus has taken my brother Alan away.

PHIL:
Look man... (PHIL EMBRACES CLIVE) The first place the hospital authorities will come to look for you, is HERE! Come on man, I'll take you up to the hut in the woods, where no-one will find you... Then tomorrow... I'll give you some bread, and addresses in London where you can stay, and put you on the train. Let's move fast. The postman's seen you - so it will soon get through to the fuzz. Just pull up your pants and let's go! It's tragic, I know. TRAGIC!

RACHEL:
I'll make you some food, Clive, and bring it up to you.

CLIVE:
That's very sexy of you. But I want my own Virgin Mary to fuck!. (SOBS)
PHIL:
Come on man. Let's go!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.       SCENE THIRTEEN
CLIVE IS IN BED, SMOKING A FAG. PHIL IS SAT ON THE END OF THE BED IN THE HUT.

CLIVE:
... You're not wild enough Phil. You should indulge in a massive amount of opium. You're too tied down. (STARTS TO CRY) Christ has taken my brother from this cesspool of a world. Far away into the everlasting light. That's where we belong. Far away!

PHIL:
Try and rest man.

CLIVE:
I will, but listen to me first. You must get more stoned Phil. I am Coleridge, and I've got to shake you out of this horrible domestic logic, which is crushing your spirit. (PHIL GETS UP) Suffocating you. Alan died because my mother is a witch. 

PHIL:So is mine. She drained the life out of my father.

CLIVE: Is he dead?

PHIL: Yes...died a few weeks ago.(PAUSE)

CLIVE: So poetry is a noble defence against maternal witchcraft? Is Rachel's mother a witch?

PHIL: Yes, she's a terrible witch, who is the incarnation of a Bavarian Baron who had me put to death five hundred years ago, so he could fuck my wife. And he still...now he's Rachel's mother...tries to interfere with Rachel's life with me! She's threatened to have me put away for ever!
CLIVE: My mother had me locked up in the nut house when I was fifteen. Now Alan's gone I'm left with nothing but the memory of his song.(STARTS TO CRY)

PHIL: Will you be alright, until Rachel brings you some scoff? She shouldn't be long.

CLIVE:
Yes, of course. Of course. I'll travel in my dreams, as Jonathan Livingstone Seagull, to see Alan. (CRIES) Go on, I'll see you soon. But you must both wake up. You both need a real shock!

PHIL:
OK. Have a rest. God bless. (GOES OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.                SCENE FOURTEENtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.                SCENE FOURTEEN"
PHIL WALKS INTO THE HOUSE. RACHEL IS STANDING BY THE TABLE CRYING.

PHIL:
(THEY EMBRACE) It's terrible. (PAUSE) Have you got some food for him? I don't think he should be left on his own for long.

RACHEL:
Yeah, it's all ready in the oven. I'll take it up now whilst you eat. (SHE GOES INTO THE KITCHEN. PHIL OPENS THE CRUMPLED LETTER ON THE TABLE AND STARTS READING. RACHEL COMES IN, PUTS PHIL’S MEAL ON THE TABLE AND THEN RETURNS WITH CLIVE’S, WRAPPED IN A TEA TOWEL)
PHIL:
Christ! Look at this. From Archie!(PHIL HOLDS UP A LETTER THAT’S GOT A BLACK BORDER)
RACHEL:
I thought it felt ominous.

PHIL:
`Phil, we have visited lots of your `friends' down south, and we all decided that it's time that your life be put to a stop!  Carol and I have thought about this deeply and realised that you hypnotised us, and made us think that we were black when, in fact, it was YOUR darkness, which you projected on to us. We have decided to finish what you have begun. We believe you are evil, and no longer deserve to be the guardian of Freya, or be allowed to walk free on this beautiful planet. Ralph Beak.' How about that? Rachel, I'm really coming to the end. And he's put a BLACK CROSS upside down under his name. That cunt has poured such venom on us. And look, another letter inside, from Melina. `Phil, we agree with Ralph and Carol, and firmly believe that you are into an evil power trip. You have destroyed Meg, Sarah, Madge, Una, Paul, Rachel and Dawn.  You can see the deadness in their eyes. I hope you die very soon. Sorry to have met you. Melina and Archie'. Look at that!  Melina's also put a cross upside down on her note!

RACHEL:
(PUTS CLIVE’S MEAL ON THE TABLE VERY UPSET) Melina and Archie. Archie's a little shit! As for Ralph Beak and Carol. They're not human! It's such a drag. All that work and LOVE we've put into creating a CENTRE... and it's become a freak's hang out.

PHIL:  I can't get over Archie and Melina. They were supposed to be our friends,and have turned out to be saboteurs. It was a mistake, making our vision public...attempting to share our life with others.

RACHEL:
It seems people won't work TOGETHER, unless they own what they produce. People don't believe in sharing, at bottom they're TERRITORIAL.We SHARE everything we have...and keep it open for those who might need a space...but what we get is free loaders!

PHIL:
(JUMPS UP ANGRY) You're right. Everything's GOING! The dome, the cookhouse AND the top hut, when Clive leaves tomorrow.

RACHEL:
(HOLDS HIM) Oh darling. My poor darling. I'm not going!

PHIL:
(MOVING AWAY) But the dome is - NOW! I'm not going to be the caretaker of a hippy nightmare any longer! (GOES TO THE DOOR) Don't forget Clive. (RUSHES OUT. RACHEL SCREWS UP THE LETTER AND THROWS IT ON THE FIRE. PICKS UP THE MEAL AND WALKS OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.            SCENE FIFTEENtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.            SCENE FIFTEEN"
PHIL, IN A FURIOUS TEMPER, IS SMASHING UP THE DOME WITH A SLEDGE HAMMER. EVERY NOW AND THEN, HE STOPS AND WRITES SOMETHING ON A PIECE OF WOOD. RACHEL WALKS IN, CARRYING CLIVE'S MEAL. PHIL STOPS.

RACHEL:
All of this...is so sad!

PHIL:
(SURPRISED) Why haven't you taken Clive's food to him?

RACHEL:
I've been up and back! I wondered if you would go up and see if he wants to eat because, when I knocked on the door, he wouldn't answer, but I could see he was alright - in a strange sort of way.

PHIL:
How d'ya mean?

RACHEL:
He was standing in the middle of the room, like a statue. I thought it best to leave him alone for a bit.

PHIL:
I'll take his food up, and maybe stay with him for the night.

RACHEL:
(HANDS HIM THE FOOD) That's a good idea.

PHIL:
(GESTURES WITH HIS FOOT TO THE PIECE OF WOOD WITH WRITING ON IT) Could you type that out. It should cause a few ripples. (RACHEL PICKS UP THE PIECE OF WOOD THEN SHE AND PHIL READ OUT THE EXORCISM TOGETHER. THEY BLAST IT OUT WITH GREAT GUSTO)
BOTH:




      That trust is the language

of brotherhood

So the spoken word betrayed
is the way of demons

To a generating station

you came

and generated Chaos

Used the lens of freedom

to magnify Inertia

You made the way for madness

To poison the heart

Performed the ritual acts

to bring darkness upon us

spoke ill of our child

of our care

and our vision

and for this, we rip you... SADLY

apart

and curse you, for you are the snake, Judas!

May you reap your reward

soon
and each time Freya

enters your mind

I hope it will pain your grey heart!

RACHEL:(RACHEL AND PHIL STARE AT ONE ANOTHER THEN KISS. PHIL WALKS TOWARDS EXIT) That should clear the air. Give Clive my love.(PHIL HURRIES OUT. RACHEL PULLS THE DOME APART)
LIGHTS FADE - BUT NOT RIGHT OUT

ACT FOUR.                  SCENE SIXTEEN
PHIL TAPS ON THE DOOR OF THE HUT, CARRYING THE DINNER PLATE. HE GOES IN. THERE'S A LIGHT ON. CLIVE SEEMS TO BE STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, DOING HIS STATUE TRIP.

PHIL:
Here's the food, Clive. Rice and fresh veg and cheese pie... Clive! ... Listen man, I know you can stand still, and all that... but show a bit of respect for the fact that Rachel cooked. ... Jesus!! CLIVE! You cunt! (PHIL PUTS HIS FACE CLOSE TO CLIVE'S. PUTS THE DINNER DOWN, LIGHTS A MATCH AND LOOKS. CLIVE IS HANGING FROM THE CROSS BEAM) Clive man, you've really done it! You idiot! Idiot! What am I supposed to do now? (HE GOES THROUGH TO THE BED AND LOOKS AROUND TO SEE IF CLIVE HAS LEFT A NOTE OR ANYTHING( NOTHING) Oh you are a cunt. What a spot you've put me in. I can see it all! Sunday papers. Black magic sacrifice at hippy commune. Christ, Clive. This was your life man! So this is the shock you were planning, and I'm left to do the clearing up! What do I do now? Cut you down, bury you and not tell anyone? Then there's an enquiry and( I end up accused of murder!

OH fuck it! I can't sympathise with your trip, Clive. It's a real bummer! (ALL LIGHTS UP IN THE HOUSE - TWO COPPERS NOSING ABOUT. CROSSING OVER THE BRIDGE, FIVE PEOPLE DRESSED IN 

BLACK, MOVING ALMOST IN A T'AI CHI FASHION. PHIL RUNNING TO THE HOUSE, SHOUTS() RACHEL! 

RACHEL! RACHEL!

CURTAIN






