`THE METALLIC ONSLAUGHT' BY NEIL ORAM (c) 1978, 1979,1980 and 2004PRIVATE 

                     BEING PLAY NINE OF `THE WARP'

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

                                CHARACTERS

PHIL MASTERS.....................................A Crofter/ poet aged 37

RACHEL...........................................His `femme fatale' partner aged 26

DAWN.............................................Their three year old daughter

ALPHA............................................The leader of the cybermarks, aged 35

BETA.............................................An ex-computer expert, now cybermark, aged 35

THETA (BORIS)....................................An ex-nuclear physicist, now cybermark, aged 35

DELTA............................................Was Michael Roner, now cybermark, aged 35

OMEGA............................................Ex-academic philosopher, now cybermark, aged 34

BOK..............................................Ex-Scots farmer, now cybermark, aged 36

Mike McKinnon....................................A Glaswegian hard-nut poet/tramp, aged 38

BETTY GALLUP.....................................Rachel's up-tight, upper class mother

TOM DAVIDSON.....................................Phil's alter-ego

LIZ GALLUP.......................................Rachel's intellectual sister, aged 28

MULFORD GALLUP...................................Rachel and Liz's step-father. Ex-army Major,aged 60

TINA.............................................A young German art student, aged 22

CURATE...........................................Upper class, aged about 30

MEG..............................................Phil's ex-wife, now a Scientologist, aged 36

MARTY MISSION....................................A Dada poet tramp, aged 40

POLICE

THE ACTION TAKES PLACE BETWEEN SEPTEMBER 1975 and 30th APRIL 1976

 ACT ONE.      SCENE ONE

THE MAIN ROOM AT FREYA. RACHEL IS SPINNING BY THE FIRE. DAWN, THREE YEARS OLD, IS PLAYING WITH BRICKS ON THE FLOOR. IT IS POURING WITH RAIN OUTSIDE. PHIL ENTERS CARRYING SHEAVES OF OATS, UNLOADS THEM ON THE TABLE AND GIVES RACHEL A HUG AND DAWN A FRIENDLY RUB ON THE HEAD. IT HAS BEEN RAINING FOR WEEKS. PHIL IS WEARING A LONG BLACK OVERCOAT. RACHEL IN LONG SKIRT AND SWEATER, SEPTEMBER 1975.

RACHEL:
(AS PHIL PARTS FROM HER) Phil, you’re sopping.

PHIL:
(RUBBING DAWN’S HEAD) It’s not surprising. I’ve been trying to harvest the oats in the rain. They’ve been so beaten down by this bloody relentless rain I couldn’t cut them with the scythe... so I had to pull them up by hand. (PICKS UP A SHEAVE) This is going to take some drying out. Do you realise it’s been raining non-stop for over a month? The wheat will never ripen. It’s enough to make one weep. (THROWS THE OAT SHEAVE ON THE TABLE AND STARTS TO UNDRESS. RACHEL GETS A PAIR OF DUNGAREES FROM THE CUPBOARD. AS HE’S PUTTING THEM ON, THE DOOR OPENS AND IN WALK FOUR MEN AND A WOMAN, ALL ABOUT THIRTY-FIVE. THEY ARE ALL SUPER-STRAIGHT LOOKING. THE MEN DRESSED IN TWEED JACKETS AND GREY TROUSERS CARRY BLACK PLASTIC MACS OVER THEIR ARMS. THEY ALL SPORT NEAT BEARDS. OMEGA, THE LADY, IS ALSO DRESSED IN TWEEDS. DELTA IS KNOWN TO PHIL AND RACHEL AS MICHAEL RONER... A GLASWEGIAN CHAOS CREATOR. THEY SEEM TO HAVE A VERY WELL OILED ROUTINE. PHIL HAS ENCOUNTERED THIS GROUP BEFORE. THEY CALL THEMSELVES ‘CYBERMARKS’. PHIL AND TOM CALL THEM ‘CYBERNARKS’. THEY DISPLAY AN EXTRAORDINARY ARROGANCE FUELED BY THEIR CONVICTION THAT THEY ARE THE ONLY PEOPLE IN THE WORLD WHO STUDY CONSCIOUSNESS. THEIR APPARENT HUMOUR IS ACTUALLY AGGRESSIVE AND SINISTER. THEY BEHAVE AS IF THEY ARE PSYCHIC COPS. THE CYBERMARKS ALL BOW, ANNOUNCE THEIR NAMES ONE BY ONE, AND THEN STAND IN A SEMI-CIRCLE AROUND PHIL AND RACHEL)
PHIL:
Welcome to Freya. (CONTINUES TO CHANGE HIS CLOTHES. DAWN SITS ON RACHEL’S LAP)
BETA:
Free her?

DELTA:
Fray her.

ALPHA:
(THE LEADER OF THE PACK. A PERFECT ‘GENTLEMAN’) Yes, she's very frayed.

DELTA:
Well it's obvious Phil is afraid of her.

ALPHA:
Yes, I definitely smell fear. I sense that Phil is afraid of being left behind. When the door is shut... then there's nothing left but...

OMEGA:
(ALWAYS WANTING TO IMPRESS ALPHA) The left hand path?

THETA:
An obvious path for any host to take.

DELTA:
I did warn you that the host-guest syndrome rules this aspect of the illusion.

ALPHA:
(LOOKS TOWARDS RACHEL AND DAWN AND TAKES OUT A BRIAR PIPE AND LIGHTS UP) Well?

RACHEL:
I'm Rachel... this is DAWN... and this is Phil.

ALPHA:
Yes, we've come across Phil before. (TO PHIL) But never so well contained.

DELTA:
He looks upset. Domestic problems Phil?

PHIL:
Shut up Roner.

RACHEL:
(STANDS UP) Tea?

OMEGA:
That would be splendid Rachel. (RACHEL MOVES INTO KITCHEN)
THETA:
Every screw seems to have a left hand thread. (THEY ALL BURST OUT LAUGHING)
DAWN:
What are they all laughing at daddy? (MORE LAUGHTER)
ALPHA:
A good question Phil.

PHIL:
Well you answer it.

ALPHA:
Oh, I'm her father am I?

PHIL:
I don't know why they are laughing. Go and see mummy.

DAWN:
What for?

PHIL:
Come on. (TAKES DAWN TOWARDS KITCHEN. DAWN RUNS IN LEAVING PHIL FACING THE KITCHEN)
BETA:
I think Phil's being pulled by mother's apron strings.

ALPHA:
Of course one can get tied up in the kitchen. (LAUGHTER)
OMEGA:
And lose any direction one thought one had.
DELTA:
You mean there's something amiss?

ALPHA:
I'm afraid a miss is the problem. (RACHEL, FOLLOWED BY DAWN, WALKS IN WITH A TRAY)
RACHEL:
Could you move the oats Phil. (HE PICKS THEM UP AND SHE PUTS TRAY WITH CUPS, ETC, ON TABLE AND RETURNS TO KITCHEN)
THETA:
Poor Phil... he looks in one piece... but I'm afraid it's only a sad show.

ALPHA:
Yes, I'm afraid that Rachel's got him by the balls. (RACHEL APPEARS WITH TEA POT)
OMEGA:
(SARCASTIC) We must be careful... not to offend the Earth Mother. (THEY IMMEDIATELY START DOING T’AI CHI TYPE STRETCHING EXERCISES)
DELTA:
AND we mustn't forget that Phil is a poet. (ALL LAUGH AS RACHEL STIRS THE POT)
THETA:
Really I could have sworn we saw him working.

PHIL:
Very funny.

DELTA:
Be careful not to upset him. He's very sensitive. (ALL GUFFAW)
OMEGA:
Surely a poem is called for.

ALPHA:
(RAISING HIS EYEBROWS) Absolutely!

BETA:
Let the bard speak!

DELTA:
Don't call him a bard... it might go to his head.

PHIL: (STILL CARRYING THE OATS, MOVES TO THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM)

Well the oats grew! Great! (THEY ALL LAUGH)
Baking sun... May... June... July

The oats... burnished gold. (THEY ALL GIGGLE)
Then August deals out cloud

On top of cloud, and when

It's time for scythe

it pisses down... chaffinches! (LOUD LAUGHTER)
Oats sag... limp and loads

Of pecking chaffinches... pecking

In the suppressive... monotonous

RAIN! RAIN! RAIN! Bastard

BIRDS! SOAKED and weighed down

With armfuls of soggy pasta!

ALPHA:
(THEY ALL STOP MOVING AS RACHEL POURS TEA AND CLAP IN A MOCKING FASHION) Very apt... for one caught in a trap. I'm afraid the complaining tone is very tedious. We were expecting to be uplifted when we arrived at The Centre for Accelerating Cosmic Consciousness.

OMEGA:
Not brought down by complaints about the Scottish weather.

BETA:
O He's afraid Rachel will split if he can't feed her and the offspring.

OMEGA:
Fear's going to eat your guts out Phil.

PHIL:
Listen you lot, stop laying this stupid metalic trip on me. None of you know what it's like to plough, harrow, sow a crop and then witness it being ruined. It's heart-breaking... and because I've got a heart...unlike you lot...I'm not an agent for fear.

DELTA:
No, my friends. Here standing before us is a proud troubadour of love!

THETA:
What a relief. I love the troubadour's approach to courtly love.

DELTA:
Yes and this is the Great Laird's court...

OMEGA:
Where of course we're being judged...

ALPHA:
As usual. (THEY ALL DRINK THEIR TEA AT THE SAME TIME) Phil you've forgotten that judgement is a poor substitute for inspiration. I suppose we'll have to make do with this warm brew supplied by your wife.

RACHEL:
PLEASE! I'm not his wife!

ALPHA:
Oh, I thought you were a close knit married unit!

RACHEL:
We're not married.

BETA:
You don't mean to say... you're living in sin?

PHIL:
This is CRAP! What have you lot turned up here for?

ALPHA:
We're on a field study.

PHIL:
Studying what?

OMEGA:
Human consciousness... if we can find any humans to study.

ALPHA:
Did you know that it is extremely rare to come across any signs of genuine interest in exploring human consciousness Phil?

PHIL:
Maybe your group is totally blind.

RACHEL:
Can I ask how one explores human consciousness?

OMEGA:
Indeed you should.

ALPHA:
I sense danger. The beginning of a revolution in the court of the King Poet. Am I right Phil?

PHIL:
I can't be bothered with this mind fucking.

DELTA:
Just like you said Alpha. No-one seems to be interested in exploring human consciousness.

RACHEL:
I am... if I knew how to explore it?

ALPHA:
Human consciousness is the essence of human life Rachel... but you have to be very supple to move with the pulse of life.

THETA:
Obviously stiffs can't move with the beat.

ALPHA:
I must confess that I feel very stiff beating about this bush. Come on! Let's move! (THEY START TO MOVE TOWARDS THE DOOR)
RACHEL:
Oh please don't go so soon.

ALPHA:
Then (GRINS) we'll have to move here... NOW!

PHIL:
What?

OMEGA:
Yes move Phil! (THEY ALL BEGIN THEIR STRANGE T’AI CHI MOVEMENTS. MIKE McKINNON LOOKING WILD AND FILTHY WALKS IN, STARES AT PHIL, THEN, AS HE TURNS TO RACHEL, ALPHA SPEAKS)
ALPHA:
Come on Rachel. No time to get drawn into the toxic underworld. The real universe has begun... so shake it all about. (THEY ALL LAUGH)
RACHEL:
(JOINS IN THE WEIRD ‘BALLET’. SAYS TO DAWN) Come on darling. You can dance like mummy.

DAWN:
Who are all those men and lady?

DELTA:
We're your friends.

McKINNON:
(PULLING OUT FLICK KNIFE AND CLEANING HIS FILTHY NAILS) Speak for yourself Mister.

PHIL:
What are you doing here McKinnon? Have you given in like Roner and joined these NARKS?

ALPHA:
(TO PHIL) He won't dance... why should he?

NARKS:
(SING IN A JEERING WAY AT PHIL) He won't dance... how could he?

PHIL:
(IGNORES CYBERMARKS AND STARES AT McKINNON) Are you going to answer me McKinnon? (THE CYBERMARKS AND RACHEL CONTINUE TO SEND PHIL UP WITH ‘HE WON’T DANCE’ ETC)
McKINNON:
(HE SLOWLY GRINS IN A VERY MENACING WAY) Did you suggest I was a nark Mister?

PHIL:
No I asked if you were now a Cybernark like these weirdos?

DELTA:
MARKS! CyberMARKS Mike. Welcome to the dance. As you can see we're trying very hard to resurrect Phil... but it's tough going.

PHIL:
Shut up Roner! I'm talking to McKinnon... and this is my house!

DELTA:  Got it Mike? There's no free space HERE!

PHIL:  What demonic force has sent you lot up here to torture me? (ALL BUT McKINNON CONTINUE TO MOVE AND SING) You're all psychic parasites!
McKINNON:
(POINTS KNIFE AT PHIL) You be careful what you say Mister... Where I come from you'd have your throat slit for saying tings like dat! (BIG GRIN) I don't belong to no group Mister... and no-one sends me nowhere. No-one tells me nothing. You get it Mister?

PHIL:
Listen McKinnon...what the fuck d'you think you're upto?  I'm not going to be intimidated by you and your gangster habits. I don't want you in my house.

McKINNON:
I don't tink it's a question of what you want Mister. In my eyes... no-one owns nothing.

ALPHA:
(STILL DANCING) Because there's no-one here.

McKINNON:
(TO ALPHA) Shut yer gob Mister.

RACHEL:
Come on. Let's split from this violent atmosphere and dance in peace in what was the dome. (RACHEL CARRIES DAWN)
ALPHA:
Lead the way oh Earth Goddess. (THEY ALL MOVE OUT SINGING ‘THEY WON’T DANCE, HOW COULD THEY’)
PHIL:
I think maybe I'll see you later darling... after I've dealt with this thug.

McKINNON:
(POURS HIMSELF TEA) So... Mister? (GRINS AND LOOKS AROUND) Nice squat you got.

PHIL:
It's not a SQUAT! It's a Centre for...

McKINNON:
It's a squat Mister... not your place. NOT YOUR PLACE! (THROWS KNIFE INTO TABLE) A squat! ... and if I decide to stay here... I'll stay here.

PHIL:
Really? OK. So no-one owns anything right?

McKINNON:
Dat's right Mister.

PHIL:
(GRABS KNIFE FROM TABLE) Well in my world... this is my knife McKinnon. 

McKINNON:
(GRINS) Very funny Mister. Give me back the knife... or you'll be sorry. I tink you understand.

PHIL:
Try to get it off me (SHOUTS) and you'll find out how crazy I can get! (THRUSTS THE KNIFE TOWARDS McKINNON IN A VERY THREATENING WAY).
McKINNON:
(SIGNS OF WORRY) You're off the fuching wall Mister. Give me my knife!

PHIL:
( PARODIES) `My knife...my knife'...I didn't think you believed in ownership McKinnon.

McKINNON:
Give me that fucking knife Mister.

PHIL:
Try to get it off me you fucking bully. (PHIL LUNGES TOWARDS McKINNON AND McKINNON STARTS BACKING OFF. RACHEL WALKS IN LOOKING VERY RELAXED AND HAPPY, UNTIL SHE SEES WHAT PHIL IS DOING)
RACHEL:
Phil what the hell are you doing?

PHIL:
I'm teaching this tea-leaf a lesson. He was aiming on moving into our home! 

McKINNON:
I'm no tea-leaf Mister.

RACHEL:
Yes you fucking are. You're stealing our time. Who the hell do you think you are to bring this horrible criminal energy into our home?

McKINNON:
I'm a desperate wild animal Missy... in need of a smoke.

RACHEL:
Give him a roll up Phil... and give me that horrible knife.

PHIL:
Here! (PULLS A POUCH OUT OF HIS POCKET AND THROWS IT AT McKINNON) Keep it... and fuck off. I'm keeping this knife Rachel.

McKINNON:
(WHILST MAKING A ROLL UP, GRINS AT PHIL) There's no light in here Mister.

PHIL:
There's plenty of light here McKinnon... you're just too resentful to feel it.

McKINNON:
Matches Mister.

RACHEL:
(GRABS BOX OF MATCHES, THROWS THEM AT McKINNON) Now get out and don't come back!

McKINNON:
Don't speak to me like dat Missy. I don't like dat.

PHIL:
(THRUSTING KNIFE) Too bad McKinnon. Get out or I'll call the cops.

McKINNON:
THE COPS! So that's whose side you're on Mister.

PHIL:
Fuck off McKinnon... I'm warning you.

RACHEL:
Listen Phil, Dawn's in the dome dancing with the Cybermarks. I came back to get you. Go up and see if she's alright... and I'll deal with this intruder.

PHIL:
I'm not going to leave you alone with this maniac.

McKINNON:
(LAUGHING) He won't dance... why should he?

RACHEL:
I didn't see you dance smart ass. Now get out of our house!

PHIL:
NOW!     Rachel... you phone the cops.

McKINNON:
(RUNS OUT THE DOOR AS PHIL LUNGES TOWARDS HIM) You're both fucking mad. (SLAMS DOOR. PHIL THROWS THE KNIFE INTO THE DOOR)
RACHEL:
God... what a horrible creature. Come on, let's go to the dome... and have some fun. (DAWN RUNS IN)
DAWN:
Mummy! Daddy!

RACHEL:
Why have you come back?

DAWN:
I want you and daddy to dance with me.

RACHEL:
(PICKS DAWN UP AND STARTS DANCING) Phil I've got to say that the Cybermarks are an amazing group of upbeat people!

PHIL:
To me they're metallic. Metallic NARKS! And I don't consider them friends.

RACHEL:
I think they're very, very BRIGHT.

PHIL:
(FIRM BUT IN A GENTLE VOICE) Darling... get this very clear... the Cybernarks are absolutely against couple relationships... and don't get the idea that they're into wild orgies and all gang bang Omega. There's no sex allowed.

RACHEL:
You're joking. No sex at all?

PHIL:
No sex whatsoever.

DAWN:
What's that mean mummy?

RACHEL:
They don't rub their wee-wee's together.

DAWN:
Not like you and daddy?

RACHEL:
That's right darling. (PAUSE) I find it so hard to believe that there's no sex allowed when Michael Roner is part of the group.

PHIL:
I think Michael would give up anything... including sex... in exchange for power.

RACHEL:
Really? He used to be such a sex glutton... Mind you he did always strike me as being very shallow with it... without any vestige of conscience. Maybe they're teaching him something. Do you know any of the others?

PHIL:
Yep. And they're all head-trippers. Alpha's got a degree in psychology... and thinks he's enlightened. Beta set up the department for Artificial Intelligence at Edinburgh University. Omega has got a PhD in philosophy and Theta is Boris the boffin. He's the tall guy with rimless glasses. He used to be a nuclear physicist.

RACHEL:
Slim and very good looking.

PHIL:
Is he?

RACHEL:
Alpha is definitely the leading light. He's so magnetic.

PHIL:
Yes, he's definitely the leader of the pack... though they would all deny there's any leader. They're all convinced Alpha's enlightened. I think he's a heartless power freak.

RACHEL:
Why do you feel so threatened by them?

PHIL:
Because I don't trust what they're up to.

RACHEL:
I think you're getting paranoid. I think they're into unusual fun. I want to go back and be with them. Are you coming?

PHIL:
I want to think about what's happening here... and McKinnon might come back.

RACHEL:
Get out of your head Phil... and join the dance. After all... if we're with the Cybermarks we'll be OK... there's safety in numbers. (SHE GOES TO THE DOOR AND SEES THE KNIFE) That was a bloody good throw!

                     LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT ONE, SCENE TWOtc  \l 1 "ACT ONE, SCENE TWO"
INSIDE THE WRECKED GEODESIC DOME AT FREYA. PHIL, RACHEL AND DAWN ARE IN THE CENTRE, ENCIRCLED BY THE CYBERNARKS. IT IS LATE AFTERNOON - ONE WEEK LATER. THE WEATHER IS FINE. THE CYBERNARKS ARE ALL WEARING ARMY CAMOUFLAGE DUNGAREES. PHIL IS WEARING JEANS AND SWEATER, RACHEL LONG SKIRT AND NAVY BLUE SWEATER.

ALPHA:
(STERN) If you think you might have the serious intention of WAKING UP... (PAUSE. STARES AT PHIL, THEN RACHEL AND DAWN) and are willing to help us make Freya workable... then, you must understand that nothing is possible, as long as you both operate as a coupled-up unit. Understand that DAWN is a potential Cybermark... and not a child!

OMEGA:
A communication from...

NARKS:
Pure emptiness! (IMMEDIATELY THEY ALL BEGIN THEIR MOVEMENTS. PHIL, RACHEL AND DAWN ALSO JOIN IN. SUDDENLY ALPHA STOPS ... AND EVERYONE STOPS AND REMAINS STILL... UNTIL ALPHA MOVES AND THEN EVERYONE MOVES BACK TO THE MAIN ROOM OF THE HOUSE)
RACHEL:
Well... do you think the dome can be repaired?

ALPHA:
Out of the question.

OMEGA:
Quite.

THETA:
Exactly! There are too many already stuck in the question.

BETA:
Out is clear.

ALPHA:
Perhaps this is moving too fast for Rachel? (RAISES EYEBROWS AND LOOKS AROUND)
RACHEL:
I love speed. The faster the better.

OMEGA:
It sounds like the signal to change gear.

ALPHA:
What a good idea! (PAUSE) You are, I hope, referring to an exploration into... dare I say it... consciousness? (ALL CYBERNARKS LAUGH UPROAROUSLY. OMEGA RETIRES TO THE KITCHEN. RACHEL TAKES DAWN UPSTAIRS. THE REST OF THE CYBERNARKS DO THEIR MOVEMENTS UNTIL OMEGA REAPPEARS WITH A PLATE ON WHICH ARE PLACED SEVEN LITTLE TABLETS IN A NEAT CIRCLE. RACHEL APPEARS AND IS OFFERED A TABLET. SHE TAKES ONE, PHIL REFUSES. ALL THE OTHERS TAKE THE LSD)
OMEGA:
Well I hope we can soon get cracking.

DELTA:
Careful, Phil's a bit tense and might crack up. (THEY ALL BURST OUT LAUGHING)
ALPHA:
Yes Phil. Why don't you join in with our enquiry?

PHIL:
Whose enquiry?

BETA:
You see, he's very deep really?

DELTA:
In a hole.

OMEGA:
For three?

ALPHA:
We can't trust numbers.

OMEGA:
Nor a man of letters.

THETA:
Just count the man out! (ALL LAUGH)
OMEGA:
I think this room is awfully cluttered.

ALPHA:
I was thinking that.

DELTA:
A clear out is called for. (ALL LAUGH. THEY START EXAMINING THE FURNITURE AND THINGS IN THE ROOM AS IF THEY WERE ALIENS)
OMEGA:
I think this chair can go. (SHE PICKS IT UP AND CARRIES IT OUT)
DELTA:
This carpet is disgusting. (PICKS IT UP AND CARRIES IT OUT)
THETA:
I don't think we need these books. (PICKS UP PILES OF BOOKS AND CARRIES OUT)
RACHEL:
(STARTS TO JOIN IN) These clothes are all rubbish. (PULLS OUT A PILE OF CLOTHES FROM CUPBOARD) And look at this junk. It's all got to go. (PHIL STANDS UP BY THE FIRE PLACE AND JUST STARES AT THE PERFORMANCE)
ALPHA:
Come on, poet, it's time for the universe to begin. The big clear out is on! (THE OTHERS COME BACK IN)
OMEGA:
Have you got any floor polish, Rachel?

RACHEL:
Yes, it's in that cupboard. (OMEGA GOES TO CUPBOARD AND TAKES OUT POLISH. RACHEL GETS A SHEET FROM ANOTHER CUPBOARD. OMEGA STARTS RUBBING POLISH ALL OVER THE FLOOR. THEY ALL STAND ON THE SHEET AND START SLIDING AROUND THE ROOM LAUGHING. THETA LIES DOWN ON THE SHEET AND THEY ALL DRAG HIM AROUND LAUGHING)
ALPHA:
You see, Phil. No, perhaps I should say you don't SEE that the first step is to treat yourself as a myth. A myth which must be chopped into small pieces. Small pieces, which have to be pulverised - then fried up by truth and eaten as hamburger! By then, you'll be ready

NARKS:
To dance!

OMEGA:
Yes, till then... (SINGS) He won't dance, why should he?
NARKS & RACHEL:
(JOINING IN) He won't dance, why should he? (THEY ALL DO THEIR BIZARRE T’AI CHI TYPE DANCE EXERCISES, INCLUDING RACHEL. PHIL JUST STARES AND THEN WALKS OUT, LEAVING THEM ROARING WITH LAUGHTER. FADE. TIME PASSES. THREE HOURS LATER. PHIL WALKS IN. EVERYONE IS STANDING IN THE ROOM COMPLETELY STILL. PHIL STANDS BEHIND RACHEL, THEN ALL THE OTHERS START MOVING IN A CIRCLE ROUND THEM. RACHEL JOINS THE CIRCLE. AS THEY MOVE THEY CHANT AH-UM-AH-UM-AH-UM-AH-UM-AH-UM)
ALPHA:
The Universe has begun. (EVERYONE JOINS IN AS A CHORUS)
ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
The universe is one.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
The first is one.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
The whole knows nothing.

ALL:
Yes. (PHIL TRIES TO CATCH RACHEL’S ATTENTION WITHOUT SUCCESS AND KEEPS TRYING)
ALPHA:
Nothing is freedom.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
I am no-one.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
I am nobody.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
I am NO body.

ALL:
Yes.

ALPHA:
I am no thing.

ALL:
Yes. (PHIL MOVES BESIDE RACHEL AND STARTS WHISPERING IN HER EAR)
ALPHA:
There are no secrets.

ALL:
Yes. (PHIL HOLDS RACHEL’S HAND AND EVENTUALLY PERSUADES HER TO GO OUT OF THE ROOM. ALL THE OTHERS LAUGH)
ALPHA:
Off to the left of stage, where there's still something left to torture. (ALL LAUGH)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT ONE.    SCENE THREEtc  \l 1 "ACT ONE.    SCENE THREE"
ONE HOUR LATER. PHIL AND RACHEL IN THEIR BEDROOM. PHIL IS LYING ON THE MATTRESS ON THE FLOOR. RACHEL IS STANDING STILL WITH HAND HELD IN FRONT, LOOKING OUT OF SKYLIGHT WINDOW.

PHIL:
(GENTLY) Rachel, what's happening? You've been standing still for more than an hour! I want to know if you're with me or not? (PAUSE) You're making me feel SCARED! I feel as if you're going far away from me. I think the Cybernarks are taking you over. RACHEL! Please speak to me! (SHE TURNS AROUND AND LOOKS AT HIM WITH TENDERNESS)
RACHEL:
Phil, because you didn't take the acid trip...you've slipped into the old `couple trap' again! (SUDDEN ANGER) I'm not your WHORE, Phil, to FUCK when you feel like it! I'm NOT a body - I'm space.( STARING INTO HIS EYES) PURE SPACE. (TRANCE-LIKE) SPACE! (LONG PAUSE) SPACE!
PHIL:
RACHEL! RACHEL! (HE GETS UP AND SHAKES HER) RACHEL! Come BACK! COME BACK!

RACHEL:( STILL TRANCE-LIKE)
I told you when I met you I was Judas. And from the dark I've been reborn. Yes, I've just been with your enemy...Tom Davidson. O but he's so very VERY BEAUTIFUL! Only God knows how much I love him. We just rode a wonderful white horse together. Yes Phil, I travelled through your dead eyes, then through the walls and then OUT...OUT onto the FAIRIE HILL, where Tom, bathed in a soft, pearly light, was waiting for me. And when I gave myself to him...he gave me the eternal scent of EROTIC JOY.

PHIL:
Rachel, I love you, love you. Think of Dawn. Come back! Come back!

RACHEL:
(SUDDEN CHANGE OF VOICE) Phil, those Cybernarks are BAD. Cold, COLD, COLD, and hard as steel. SHADOWS FROM ORION. Phil, I think we should leave Freya... right away. Take a rest. Go down South. It's become a nightmare living here. (BREAKS DOWN. CRIES) Phil, my poor love. What have I been doing to you?  Of course I'm with you. Bastards like Tom Davidson and the Cybernarks are ALWAYS trying to break us up, sweetheart. It's that CROWLEY BASTARD across the loch who fuels these swine. That's the origin of this AC - COLD, electric hatred.

PHIL:
Jesus Rachel...thank God you're back! Well...maybe you're right. Perhaps we do NEED a break.  I guess we could write to Madge and ask her to look after Freya for the winter. She said she wanted to come back from France before Winter started.

RACHEL:
And we can stay in Liz's cottage on my mother's estate.

PHIL:
O no! Rachel, that sounds like a recipe for guaranteed disaster! You KNOW what YOUR MOTHER'S LIKE! She's another one who casts a cold spell over us.

RACHEL:
OH COME ON!  She's given up on trying to split us up. I'm sure it'll be OK. I mean we wouldn't be staying next door to her. We'd be more than a mile from the big house. She's not going to interfere with us.  She wouldn't DARE! And Liz has moved down to London... so we can be alone in Liz's cottage - just US - TOGETHER - WITHOUT INTRUSIONS!!!

PHIL:
You're hallucinating an attractive alternative to those soul-destroying robots downstairs... but I can't see it working out Rachel.

RACHEL:
Stop being negative Phil. We can create enough energy between us to keep Dawn and ourselves brilliantly happy.

PHIL:
But we can do that here. This is our home.

RACHEL:
We can't... at the moment... because Freya's become a target for dark forces.

PHIL:
But we shouldn't abandon our home because of that pressure.

RACHEL:
Freya's not my HOME anymore Phil. It's become a psychic telephone exchange.

PHIL:
Rachel, have you forgot? I'm supposed to be the spiritual guardian of Freya. And Freya's meant to be a centre where people can give birth to themselves.

RACHEL:
Look, we've given birth to a beautiful little girl who NEEDS a rest from the sort of madness that's going down here. And it'll be much warmer this Winter in Cambridgeshire than on the banks of Loch Ness.

PHIL:
OK, as always,the Earth Goddess wins. Let's give it a try.But before we leave, I'm throwing the cybernarks out.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT ONE.     SCENE FOURtc  \l 1 "ACT ONE.     SCENE FOUR"
COTTAGE IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE. RACHEL LOOKS VERY DEPRESSED. PHIL IS PACKING STUFF INTO BOXES.

PHIL:
Just SHAKE - SHAKE - SHAKE yourself OUT of this destructive DEPRESSION. Come on, let's get everything together before your mother brings Dawn back.

RACHEL:
I've gone right under again Phil. Right UNDER. Why do I feel so UNREAL when I'm anywhere NEAR my mother?

PHIL:
Because she makes you feel guilty for being with me.

RACHEL:
I should have listened to you. It was my mistake us coming here.

PHIL:
Well, come on! Hurry up the process... so we can SPLIT!

RACHEL:
But Phil...I'm not sure about the idea of squatting a house in London. The prospect makes me nervous.

PHIL:
(PUTS HIS ARM AROUND HER) Come on sweetheart - let's just get you AWAY from this COLD, undermining influence... and the warm sun of love will shine on us AGAIN.

RACHEL:
I don't think I could face telling my mother we're LEAVING... just like that!

PHIL:
I'LL TELL HER! DON'T WORRY.

RACHEL:
She's expecting me to be at the big house for Christmas!

PHIL:
(PACKING) Fuck her Christmas PLANS! Your state of being is more important than all that! Come on, let's get on with it.

RACHEL:
(STARTS TO PACK) It's not so easy to squat nowadays.

PHIL:
Just let me handle all those issues. I'll find somewhere - you'll see. Your mother hasn't YET undermined MY FAITH! (DAWN RUNS INTO THE ROOM AND RACHEL CUDDLES HER. BETTY GALLUP FOLLOWS AND STOPS IN HER TRACKS WHEN SHE SEES EVERYTHING BEING PACKED UP)
MOTHER:
And WHAT is going on HERE? (DAWN RUNS INTO THE OTHER ROOM)
PHIL:
We're LEAVING!

MOTHER:
(TO RACHEL) Rachel!?

RACHEL:
(NERVOUS) Phil doesn't want us to live HERE anymore... and really... it's not doing me any good.

MOTHER:
(FURIOUS) I think you're both a couple of ungrateful BUMS!

PHIL:
Come on Rachel, ignore this psychic plague.
MOTHER:(IGNORES INSULT) And WHERE do you think you're taking Rachel and little Dawn?

PHIL:
Look, I don't want to talk to you. We're leaving NOW!

MOTHER:
YOU can leave... but leave Rachel and Dawn here! They're VERY HAPPY here... and would be MUCH HAPPIER without YOU! You're RUINING Rachel's life, can't you SEE THAT? And where will you be taking her NOW... to some filthy, squalid SQUAT!!!?

PHIL:
Look, we're GOING! Can't you see that YOU completely SQUASH Rachel? You're such a FASCIST BULLY!

MOTHER:
Poor little Dawn, having such an OAF for a father.

PHIL:
Look that's enough! We're LEAVING!

MOTHER:
Rachel was perfectly alright before you came along and RUINED her mind!

PHIL:
Really! Well Rachel, I think it's TIME you told your mother... that you weren't a NICE LITTLE GIRL when I met you! Tell her about your attempted suicide! Your head in the gas oven. Tell her about your time with Don, paranoid and out of your skull on DMT and coke. Why don't you give her the full WHACK?

MOTHER:
(INDIGNANT) Rachel... is this TRUE? (RACHEL LOOKS FROZEN. PAUSE) Well, speak up girl. Have you EVER tried to KILL YOURSELF? (RACHEL NODS GUILTILY)
PHIL:
Look, I think that's enough for NOW! You undermine Rachel, just by your presence and I'll tell you WHY! It's because of YOUR destruction of your own femininity. You're a walking example of suppressed sexuality! Your stupid message is - `Men are USELESS... and can EASILY BE REPLACED BY WOMEN.' Look at you! In your corduroys and jacket. You HATE MEN don't you?

MOTHER:
I LOVE MEN! But not men who DON'T SHAVE REGULARLY!

PHIL:
Look, will you fuck off! I'm sick of you interfering in OUR LIFE! Please leave us ALONE! Rachel just goes UNDER when she's anywhere NEAR YOU. You're ruining the love we have between us. You've tried to kill it from the start.

MOTHER:
You've NEVER LOVED Rachel... and you KNOW IT! You've just hung around, hoping to get her inheritance off her!

PHIL:
You're DISGUSTING! Now get out of our WAY! Come on Rachel, let's LEAVE NOW. Get Dawn, I think she's gone upstairs. (MOTHER JUST STANDS THERE) Will you please leave NOW!?

MOTHER:
How dare you tell me to get out of MY OWN HOUSE! You're a BLACK MAGICIAN! ... AND I KNOW IT! I have friends in the Home Office, who know who you are! You're a high ranking officer in Scientology as well aren't you, and in league with those Tibetans and that Paul Rowntree from Sandymouth. You think we don't know anything and we're ALL STUPID don't you? Well, I could get you LOCKED UP FOR EVER! Do you UNDERSTAND? FOREVER? (SHE MARCHES OUT OF THE HOUSE)            LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.          SCENE FIVE
FLAT IN HAMPSTEAD, NORTH LONDON, WHICH PHIL HAS JUST SQUATTED. IT IS BARE... BUT CLEAN. A FEW CUSHIONS AND A MATTRESS COVERED IN A GAY QUILT. RACHEL IS SAT ON THE BED, WITH HER HEAD IN HER HANDS. DAWN IS PLAYING IN A CORNER. PHIL IS SAT ON THE BED BESIDE RACHEL

PHIL:
Darling you've GOT TO DESTROY YOUR DEPENDENCE ON YOUR MOTHER. It's KILLING you. You're only in this depressed state because, at the back of your mind, you think you could ALWAYS GO BACK to your mother. You've got to face the CRUNCH POINT... and stand on your own...

RACHEL:
I feel BARREN.

PHIL:
(STARES, PONDERING) Barren! Baron! Of course! It's the Baron who's crossing our lines.

RACHEL:
What are you talking about Phil?

PHIL:
Rachel, do you still not realise that your mother is THE BARON who I've been fighting for centuries. She's the sod who split us up, five centuries ago when you were called Mary!

RACHEL:Phil, that's your mad fantasy. 
My mother is just a frightened old woman who's got no power at all! What you're doing... is attempting to glamorise the kitchen sink... in which I've SUNK!

PHIL:
Come off it Rachel. She's DEMONIC... and completely EATS YOU UP! Look what's happened to us. Again, she's successfully frozen our flow together.

RACHEL:
(SHOUTS HYSTERICALLY) STOP IT! STOP IT! I don't know who would get it, if you didn't have my mother to BLAME! (KNOCK ON THE DOOR AND IN WALK THE CYBERNARKS... LED BY MICHAEL RONER (DELTA). THEY STAND MOTIONLESS, ALL DRESSED IN BLACK PVC CAPES. MICHAEL CARRIES TWO EXTRA CAPES OVER HIS ARM)
DELTA:
Family quarrels again! Back into the little domestic twosome trap?

PHIL:
Fuck off Michael. Leave us ALONE!

DELTA:
Why don't you get out of this MESS you're both in? You're living on top of each other. There's no SPACE for enquiry!

PHIL:
Look Michael I didn't ask you lot to move in downstairs. Why don't you leave us alone?

ALPHA:
We LIKE YOU BOTH and Dawn. We want you to be free of this isolating murderous couple trip you're trapped in. Come away with us and explore the state of FRESHNESS.

(RACHEL NODS IN AGREEMENT. THEY OFFER CAPE TO RACHEL. SHE ACCEPTS AND PUTS IT ON. PHIL REJECTS)
PHIL:
Could you please LEAVE NOW. (LONG PAUSE. THEN THEY TURN ROUND AND WALK OUT. RACHEL HESITATINGLY GOES TO FOLLOW)
DELTA:
Try to CREATE some INTERESTING vibes for a change! (LEAVES)
RACHEL:
I think Michael's right. We ARE cramping each other. I feel as if this relationship is a STALE WEIGHT pulling ME DOWN! (GETTING CLOSE TO EXIT)
PHIL:
Rachel, for God's SAKE! We mustn't let these Martians get in between us. NEVER! (PHIL GETS IN BETWEEN RACHEL AND DOOR)
RACHEL:
It's you who's inhuman Phil, metallic, COLD and parasitic. Let me GO! I want to go DOWN STAIRS and find out what this FRESHNESS is they're really into?

PHIL:
What are you trying to do? Destroy me?

RACHEL:
(PUSHES HIM ASIDE) NO! Save you from the illusion that I'm your sexual property... your private psychic-fire to keep your cold soul WARM.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.   SCENE ONE
TOM DAVIDSON'S ROOM IN THE HOUSE HE SQUATTED, NUMBER THREE, LANCASTER GROVE, SWISS COTTAGE, NORTH LONDON. THE ROOM IS ALMOST BARE, EXCEPT FOR A FEW CARPETS AND PAINTINGS ON THE WALLS. TOM AND PHIL ARE KNEELING ON THE FLOOR BY THE FIREPLACE. TOM SORTS THROUGH THE ASHES FOR DOG-ENDS AND MAKES A ROLL-UP. PHIL LOOKS VERY ASHEN. IT IS COLD. BOTH WEAR DARK BLUE OVERCOATS. IT IS JANUARY 1976.

PHIL:
(VERY SHAKY) Look Tom, I don't know what's happening to me? I can't FEEL my body. I'm like the ARCTIC INSIDE yet I'm shaking all the time... All over... I didn't ASK those BASTARDS to move in downstairs. They drove Rachel MAD and, at one point, they actually offered her a black plastic mac! ... And she went off with them and took Dawn!

TOM:
(LAUGHS AND OFFERS PHIL A DRAW ON THE FAG) I wouldn't bother with BLAME. The Cybernarks MOVED IN, and Rachel moved OUT! Now you're free!

PHIL:
But I don't feel FREE! I feel as if I'm falling apart.

TOM:
Wonderful!! This is your square centimetre of CHANCE... which you've got RIGHT NOW! Everything you love... has been taken from you... so you have NOTHING... therefore you've got NOTHING to hold you BACK... from jumping into another dimension. The time's right to bite through.

PHIL:
You mean FORGET Rachel and Dawn? (PAUSE)
TOM:
Forgiveness is the key. Not forgetting. Forgiveness CREATES SPACE... and keeps you WARM.

PHIL:
So I allow the forces of repression to trample across my soul? REALLY?

TOM:
It's the only way to stay SANE. If you fight the agents of INERTIA... you'll get sucked into the whirlpool of paranoia, which is drowning everyday life. Don't you realise EVERYONE is going MAD... but they don't REAL-ise it! The cops ARE ALREADY HALLUCINATING... AND THE BUS CONDUCTORS ARE DEFINITELY SPEAKING GIBBERISH... IN FACT IT WON'T BE LONG... BEFORE EVERYONE IS TRIPPING... AND THEY'LL ALL BE INTERPRETING ACCORDING TO THEIR OWN BELIEF SYSTEM... BABEL!

PHIL:
Shit man, will we be able to COPE with all that?

TOM:
There's no CHOICE LEFT!

PHIL:
(WORRIED) What d'ya mean?

TOM:
There's people around, who we'll probably NEVER meet... who are FAR ahead of us, in their knowledge of space and time. People who one only hears about through chance. Did you ever talk to Boris?

PHIL:
The new Cybernark?

TOM:
WAS a Cybernark. They've kicked him out for SEXING IT UP WITH RACHEL. (LAUGHS) Anyway, did you hear about his Sardinian Adventure? 

PHIL:
(SLOW AND WORRIED) No, I've no idea what he's been up to. (PAUSE) SO... Rachel's got a... boyfriend?

TOM:
Listen, forget about all that, and listen to this story! Boris was on holiday in Sardinia a few months ago and came across a ruined castle. Attracted by its romantic atmosphere, he wandered in to get a taste of its history. He wasn't surprised to find no-one about... but... in a corner... behind a pile of fallen masonry, he clocked a crate of empty coke bottles... which he thought very ODD!

Well, evidently he wandered up some massive stone stairs, which seemed surprisingly well cleaned, and on the next floor - a hall and white painted, clean, double doors! Tried the handle - opened - went in... and, to his amazement... he was standing in a modern laboratory... with no-one in it. He called out if anyone was there? No answer. Looked around and noticed these huge bottles of clear liquid. Nearby... packets of hypodermic syringes! So, what's going on? ... Acid? ... OK, try a drop on the tongue. On the floor... a coffin-type affair. Wires from the coffin lead to an instrument panel. Dials, registering sensitive electrical flows. So, what's going on? ... He reckons time travel. The vibrations, caused by acid, injected into the spinal area, is duplicated by the machine. Then the machine alters its vibrational rate and the person travels through TIME... and no doubt is instructed to communicate back to `THEM'... information from the newly entered `TIME-FIELD'. By this point, he realised it really was acid in the bottles, and he knew he was tripping out of his crud! Got scared and, in a panic, raced back to his hotel. Once in the room he calmed down and began to think that THE WHOLE THING was mere exaggeration of something very ordinary... except he freaked when he found a small electrical instrument in his pocket. After a while, he decided to call the local police and explain that he'd wandered into the place and had absent-mindedly picked up an instrument... and wanted to hand it back... He phoned up. Five minutes later, three guys arrive... enter his room, and they are HEAVY! They want to know EVERYTHING about him, and who he's working for?

Now,he realises he really IS TRIPPING. Gets scared and tells them that he's a friend of the Beatles, and is looking for a location to do some filming for them. They grill him for more than an hour... and then leave. He came back to England... and, a few weeks ago... he was fined in his absence a few pounds for breaking and entering into THE MAX PLANCK INSTITUTE OF ASTRO PHYSICS!

PHIL:
Jesus WHAT are these people upto?  And...like WHO are `they'?  It sounds like there are extra-terrestrials already living on the Earth. Shit Tom, I don't think we stand a chance. What did Alpha make of that account?

TOM:
You know what the Cybernarks are like to comrades who have gone astray! Boris has got his own mind... so Alpha found him very threatening... so they used the usual excuse to get rid of Boris. The Cybernarks may talk about time travel... but I DOUBT if they really can do it... or even think it's POSSIBLE! Which reminds me... There's a letter been waiting for you here... from India. (TOM GETS UP AND HANDS THE LETTER TO PHIL. IT WAS ON TOP OF THE MANTLEPIECE. HE THEN DOES SOME T’AI CHI WHILST PHIL READS THE LETTER)
PHIL:
Fucking hell! The plot thickens! It's unbelievable!

TOM:
What now?

PHIL:
You remember I told you about this nutter Ralph Beak who told me he was my brother, then threatened to kill me! NOW he's sent me a letter from Poona, from the Rajneesh Ashram, offering to send me an air ticket to come to the Ashram! Apparently I'm his brother again and I've got to go out there and be BUSTED OPEN BY THE MASTER.

TOM:
Well, here's your CHANCE to fly.

PHIL:
You're KIDDING! I can't just abandon Rachel and Dawn like that! I've got to get Rachel away from her mother. I'm sure she's TRAPPED up there. You don't UNDERSTAND what her mother's like! Maybe Liz has got back from seeing Rachel in the big house in Cambridgeshire?

TOM:
Since you haven't arrived at that place where there's no choice left... do yourself a favour... and at least stay FREE of that FAMILY STRUGGLE. You'll never experience freedom as long as you're waiting for the next card from that pack or... pact. (PHIL STANDS UP AND WATCHES TOMS T’AI CHI MOVEMENTS) Don't forget that you were the one who told me that domestic life stopped you from being creative!
PHIL:
I know...but that was Kierkegaard's deep discovery...not mine. He kicked the habit. But I've got hooked again. Yep, I'm a junkie... hooked on Rachel and Dawn's warmth. Tom, what do I have to do to create my own warmth? I just don't know how to do it?

TOM:
Well, THAT'S YOUR truth!  Just sit still in your room... until something REAL moves you... or you'll become a straw dog flung about by chaos.

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO.   SCENE TWOtc  \l 1 "ACT TWO.   SCENE TWO"
THE MAIN ROOM OF THE BIG HOUSE IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE. LIZ AND RACHEL ARE SAT ON THE SOFA BY THE FIRE. THERE IS A PHONE ON A SMALL TABLE. LARGE ARMCHAIRS. OLD FAMILY PORTRAITS. RACHEL IS DRESSED IN QUIET COUNTRY CLOTHES. LIZ, DRESSED IN JEANS AND NAVY BLUE SWEATER, IS WEARING HORN-RIMMED GLASSES. RACHEL HAS HER HAIR TIED UP. LIZ'S HAIR IS LONG AND LOOSE. DAWN WANDERS IN AND OUT OF THE ROOM.

RACHEL:
(RATHER HARD VOICE) It just got TOO HEAVY for me to take. Too heavy!

LIZ:
(SMOKING A ROLL UP, SARCASTIC VOICE) What, the political angle?

RACHEL:
(PAUSE) The entire trip! (CHANGE OF TONE) I did get depressed... it's true... but Phil's paranoia about MY MOTHER BEING THE REINCARNATION OF `THE BARON'... made things WORSE! He refused to face the fact... that we'd fallen OUT OF LOVE! If we'd been really making it... we'd NEVER have risked staying here! And in London I began to feel that mother was RIGHT! I still can't see that there is ANY future hanging about stoned on Haverstock Hill! 

LIZ:(PAUSE)
You seem to be uninterested in the fact that Phil is really going through it.

RACHEL:
So he should! It's about TIME he woke up, and got some bread together, and gave up this romantic poetry trip!

LIZ:
(UNCOMFORTABLE) He puts it all down to our background... and the influence of the Cybernarks on your life!

RACHEL:
The Cybermarks!! He's CRAZY! I s'pose you've been gabbing on to him about me and Boris?

LIZ:
I've not said a thing! ... He said the Cybernarks KEPT INTERFERING!

RACHEL:
It's RUBBISH! They pointed out that we were living on top of each other... and they were RIGHT! There was no SPACE... because Phil doesn't UNDERSTAND HOW TO CREATE SPACE... for OTHERS. He seems to have spent his LIFE trying to silence his CRITICS... which becomes unbelievably OPPRESSIVE! I find the Cybermarks actually VERY interesting!

LIZ:
He's afraid that mother will stop him seeing you... and Dawn!

RACHEL:
(ANGRY) Typical! That's just how HE SEES IT! Look Liz, when he's got himself TOGETHER... he can see Dawn! I don't WANT to SEE PHIL! Why can't he understand that?

LIZ:
(PEEVED) He's been onto me... ever since you two split up. He's almost INSANE with grief. Can't YOU understand that?

RACHEL:
For Christ's sake Liz, stop laying it on me!

LIZ:
I wouldn't if you stopped PRETENDING  that everything's ALRIGHT!

RACHEL:
What's the matter... can't you get Phil into bed?

LIZ:
Rachel! (PAUSE) Phil's in no don Juan condition.

RACHEL:
Really? I've heard that you're ALWAYS in his room!

LIZ:
It's not SEXUAL!

RACHEL:
(LAUGHS) I s'pose you're giving him THERAPY.  The rapist and his TALKING BITCH! Pathetic! I'm BORED with you all!  Phil NEVER goes through ANYTHING ALONE! Why are women like you so STUPID?  What's he sent you down here for?

LIZ:
He didn't SEND me! He wants to get through to you... so he can see Dawn. Stop PRETENDING to be so HARD AND COLD! Do you realise what the coldness of this house is doing to you?

RACHEL:
Will you stop QUESTIONING me! I was alright before YOU came down here... carrying PHIL'S heavy vibes! WHEN he's got a decent place to take Dawn... he can SEE HER. Not before. I'm not having Dawn infected with those squatting vibes! Is that CLEAR?

LIZ:
Rachel,you're a fucking fascist BITCH!  You were bloody GLAD to squat at Freya for SEVEN YEARS! ... And when you were in London! You're so morally WEAK Rachel, you let mother buy you off and let her talk through you. 

RACHEL:
(STANDS UP) Look Liz... why don't you SPLIT BACK to London!? Eh? This is MY VIEW NOT MY MOTHER'S! Squatting may be your scene... but it's not MINE! I can't stand the squalor on Haverstock Hill! Don't you REALISE THAT? That's WHY I was depressed at Freya AND in London.

LIZ:
So you feel elevated hanging out on Mulford's estate! This is your answer?  It's the most UPTIGHT HOUSE I’ve ever been in! But you don't mind, because you get off on the ridiculous infantile state Mulford's in... over you!

RACHEL:
What are you going on about NOW?

LIZ:
Stop BULLSHITTING. He had the nerve to suggest that I take MOTHER to the Bahamas for a rest... he must be round the bend!

RACHEL:
So would you be, if you hadn't had a FUCK for TWELVE YEARS!

LIZ:
Exactly! You want to watch out. He's scheming to get mother out the way... so he can get his podgy hands on you...

RACHEL:
FUCK OFF! Listen, Dawn's just outside in the sun room. (PAUSE) Do you REALLY think that's Mulford's plan?

LIZ:
OF COURSE! ... and mother must sense it. It's ludicrous. You should get out of this house QUICK! 

RACHEL: (PAUSE)
I do feel sorry for poor Mulford.

LIZ:
For Christ's SAKE! What's happening to your common sense?

RACHEL:
How's Tom?

LIZ:
(TAKEN BY SURPRISE) I don't really know... Seems alright. I think he's concerned about Phil.

RACHEL:
Oh fucking hell! Has Phil been BORING Tom with his troubles?

LIZ:
Tom keeps more or less to himself.

RACHEL:
Really? Isn't Jana hanging round him?

LIZ:
She's split back to Australia.

RACHEL:
Chance for you to worm your way into his scene.

LIZ:
He wants to be on his own.

RACHEL:
Oh really? (PAUSE) What's he doing... busking?

LIZ:
No! He's TEACHING T'ai Chi... and fencing.

RACHEL:
That's good. The first bit of POSITIVE news you've brought. I'd much rather hear about Tom than Phil's misery. (PAUSE) Please send Tom my love.

LIZ:
Boris often comes round to see Tom. I'm surprised he hasn't told you anything about Tom, who he positively worships!

RACHEL:
Boris and I AREN'T INTO GOSSIP!

LIZ:
Oh Christ, I suppose he thinks you're the Queen of Hearts! (SOUNDS OF MOTHER AND MULFORD ENTERING NEXT DOOR AND CHATTING TO DAWN, GIVING HER SWEETS, ETC) That'll be WHY he's been kicked out by the Cybernarks!

RACHEL:
That's mother and Mulford! Cool it!

DAWN:
(RUNNING IN) Grandma and Granddad bought me lots of things. LOOK!

RACHEL:
That's good darling. (PHONE RINGS. MOTHER BRISTLES IN AND ANSWERS THE PHONE, FOLLOWED BY MULFORD WHO STANDS BY THE FIREPLACE. RACHEL PICKS DAWN UP AND SITS HER ON HER LAP)
MOTHER:
Waterbeach 4571.

PHIL:
(IN PHONE BOX) Hello... it's Phil. Can I speak to Rachel please?

MOTHER:
How DARE YOU phone this house Philip! You certainly CAN'T speak to Rachel! She's here... and very well... now that she's away from YOU and your FILTHY way of existence!

PHIL:
How's Dawn?

MOTHER:
Dawn's FINE!

DAWN:
(TRIES TO GET DOWN OFF RACHEL’S LAP) Is that daddy, mummy?

RACHEL:
(HOLDS HER BACK) Shush! (LIZ LOOKS SHOCKED)
DAWN:
I want to speak to daddy!

MOTHER:
(GLARING AT DAWN)  Rachel doesn't EVER want to speak to you AGAIN! And if you come up here... and try to see her... we'll have you ARRESTED! Why don't you do something useful with your life Philip?  Why don't you try rescuing your wife and daughter from the clutches of Scientology? Good bye! (SLAMS THE PHONE DOWN)
LIZ:
For God's sake mother. How can you talk to Dawn's father like THAT... in front of the child?

MOTHER:
Shut up, you little communist SLUT! We don't want you in this house!

DAWN:
(CRIES) I want to see daddy, mummy. I want to see daddy!

MOTHER:
If you want to see your father Dawn... get on a train and go down and see him!

LIZ:
(RUNNING OUT) I've seen enough! This house generates POISON! POISON!

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO.     SCENE THREEtc  \l 1 "ACT TWO.     SCENE THREE"
SIMULTANEOUSLY - TWO STAGE SETS-- (1), THE MAIN ROOM AS IN THE PREVIOUS SCENE AND (2), PHIL IS IN THE STREET IN BELSIZE VILLAGE AND IN THE HOUSE AND GARDENS OF 106 HAVERSTOCK HILL. AS PHIL WANDERS AMONGST THE AUDIENCE IN A DAZE, RACHEL IS SEEN WALKING INTO THE MAIN ROOM. SHE LIES DOWN ON THE SOFA. PHIL WANDERS INTO A SHOP, WALKS AROUND... BUT IS TOO UPSET TO BUY ANYTHING... AND WALKS OUT. MULFORD WALKS INTO THE ROOM, LOWERS THE LIGHTS AND PUTS CARL ORF'S `CARMINA BURANA' ON THE RECORD PLAYER... VERY SOFTLY... THEN POURS OUT TWO WHISKEYS AND, AS HE HANDS A GLASS TO RACHEL, PHIL NOTICES TWO PLAIN CLOTHES DETECTIVES STANDING IN THE SHADOWS. PHIL HURRIES INTO 106.

RACHEL:
(SOFTLY) Where's mother?  (PHIL LOCKS THE FRONT DOOR THEN PEERS THROUGH THE LETTER BOX. THE TWO FUZZ RUN TOWARDS THE DOOR)
MULFORD:
(SITTING ON THE FLOOR BY RACHEL’S LEGS) She's asleep. (THE FUZZ TRY TO OPEN THE DOOR. THEY START BANGING. PHIL RUNS ROUND THE HOUSE SHOUTING)
PHIL:
It's the FUZZ!

FUZZ:
Open up, or we'll smash the door down!

MULFORD:
(HOLDS RACHEL’S FOOT VERY TENDERLY) I thought I was finished and ready for the grave...but you've brought me back to LIFE. (THE FUZZ SMASH THE DOOR OPEN)
RACHEL:
That's very sweet of you to say that. (PHIL RUNS OUT THE BACK AND HIDES IN THE GARDEN FOLLOWED BY THE FUZZ)
FUZZ:
Call HQ4 Harry. He could have a gun! (HARRY STANDS STILL, PULLS OUT HIS WALKIE TALKIE. THE OTHER COP RUNS OUT THE BACK AFTER PHIL. MULFORD STROKES RACHEL’S CALF – VERY GENTLY)
HARRY:
HQ4... Baker, hope, love. Suspected IRA bomber in garden behind 106 Haverstock Hill, NW3. Might be armed! Or carrying BOMB! Over. (LISTEN TO AN INAUDIBLE REPLY. PHIL, IN A PANIC, HIDES UNDER A BUSH BETWEEN TWO WALLS. THE COP LOOKS FOR HIM WITH HIS TORCH. THE FREAKS FROM THE HOUSE STAY IN THEIR ROOMS)
MULFORD:
(RESTS HIS HEAD IN RACHEL’S LAP. RACHEL STROKES HIS HEAD) I feel twenty years younger... (LOOKS TENDERLY AT RACHEL) `But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, all losses are restored and sorrows end.' (UNIFORMED FUZZ ARRIVE IN THE GARDEN. THEY CREATE A RACKET. THEY SET UP A SEARCHLIGHT WITH WHICH THEY SCAN THE GARDEN)
FUZZ:
You take that corner Bill. Make sure there's enough men round the sides of the house... so he doesn't slip into the road! (ONE COP JUMPS UP ONTO THE WALL... THEN STRADDLES ACROSS PHIL... WHO IS HIDING UNDER A BUSH, DIRECTLY UNDER THE COP’S LEGS. THE COP HAS ONE FOOT ON EITHER WALL) Start panning from that corner Bryn!

FUZZ:
(SHOUTS) Come OUT... whoever you are. You CAN'T ESCAPE! Put your hands up... and show yourself! 

RACHEL:
(RACHEL AND MULFORD TOUCH GLASSES AND DRINK) I can't... really... 

FUZZ:
(ROUND THE FRONT OF THE HOUSE, OFF STAGE) WE’VE GOT HIM. (ALL THE FUZZ RUN OFF STAGE)
RACHEL:
I don't want you to feel... rejected. (PHIL SLOWLY CREEPS BACK TO THE HOUSE)
FUZZ:
(OFF STAGE) THAT'S NOT HIM! ! SEARCH EVERY ROOM! (PHIL DASHES INTO THE NEAREST ROOM, OCCUPIED BY TINA, A GERMAN LADY WHO IS IN BED. TRIES TO GET IN BED WITH HER)
PHIL:
If the fuzz come in... pretend we're making love!

TINA:
(VERY ALARMED, GERMAN ACCENT) You can't get into MY BED! GET OUT! OUT!

PHIL:
The fuzz are looking for me. For GOD'S SAKE!!!!! (HE STRUGGLES TO GET INTO THE BED. SHE FIGHTS HIM OFF)
TINA:
Don't come on this BOLLOCKS WITH ME! Eh?

PHIL:
It's true! PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE!

RACHEL:
I think it's best if I left. (KNOCK ON TINA’S DOOR. PHIL FREAKS AND FORCES HIMSELF UNDER TINA’S DOWNIE. MULFORD PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS IN DESPAIR) MULFORD... you're falling into a TRAP. (STROKES HIS HEAD AND SHOULDERS)
MULFORD:
Can I just... look?

TINA:
(SCREAMS) If you don't get out of my bed I'll call THE POLICE!

PHIL:
(UNDER DOWNIE) For God's SAKE! They think I'm an IRA bomber!

RACHEL:
(PULL HER DRESS UP AND OPENS HER LEGS. SIPS HER DRINK. MULFORD KNEELS ON CARPET AND GAZES AT RACHEL’S KNICKERLESS CROTCH) Did mother ever do this for you?

TINA:
Are you sure? (KNOCK ON DOOR)
MULFORD:
A long time ago.

PHIL:
(WHISPERS) THAT'S THEM!

RACHEL:
Was she sexy like this? (TOUCHES HER CLIT)
FUZZ:
It's the police.

MULFORD:She TRIED to be sexy.

TINA:
Come in. (SITS UP IN BED)
MULFORD:
(STROKES RACHEL’S CALVES) I love the smell of cunt.

FUZZ:
Have you seen a tall bloke wearing a dark blue overcoat, carrying a brown paper parcel?

RACHEL:
(OFFERS HER HAND FOR MULFORD TO SMELL) The smell turns me on as well.

TINA:
No mister. I see NO-ONE. I'm in bed asleep. Can't you see?

MULFORD:
I’ve got to lick your clit. (MOVES HIS HEAD UP TO RACHEL’S CUNT)
FUZZ:
(ON WALKIE TALKIE) What, you've got him? OK, where? OK?

RACHEL:
If you must...lick... slowly.

FUZZ:
If we had more time we'd show you our truncheons.

TINA:
Fuck off you filthy fuzz! (POLICE GIVE HER SEXY SIGNS AND LEAVE, SLAMMING DOOR)
RACHEL:
God you're good at it.

TINA:
Mmmmm, that's nice.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR
A CURATE'S HOUSE IN BELSIZE PARK. THE YOUNG CURATE (THIRTY) AND PHIL ARE SAT ON RED PLASTIC CHAIRS IN THE KITCHEN. NAPPIES EVERYWHERE. THE CURATE WEARS HORN-RIMMED GLASSES AND SPEAKS WITH AN UPPER CLASS ACCENT. THE CURATE SEEMS VERY NERVOUS. PHIL, BY COMPARISON, LOOKS WRECKED!!!!! THE CURATE IS WEARING A TWEED JACKET OVER HIS DOG-COLLAR AND BLACK SHIRT. PHIL WEARS JEANS AND SWEATER.

PHIL:
THEY LET THE FELLA OFF...

CURATE:
Could you quieten down a bit. You'll waken the baby.

PHIL:
Sorry. Yeah, they let the guy of... cause he wasn't wearing an OVERCOAT! ... But the point is... I WASN'T WEARING AN OVERCOAT.

CURATE:
I can't REALLY understand your POINT! Are you suggesting that our police force is stupid? If you are... it's not a very original IDEA. Nevertheless it's probably true... but I don't think it gets us very far... because I don't think we'd enjoy MORE FREEDOM if we had NO ARMY OR POLICE FORCE! Of course I understand the theory of anarchy... but I'm afraid it's NOT TAILORED TO THIS CHAOTIC WORLD!

PHIL:
What d'ya mean by that?

CURATE:
(PUTS HIS HAND UP TO FEEL A NAPPY TO SEE IF IT’S DRY) Without law and ORDER... all we would get IN THIS WORLD... is LOOTING AND THUGGERY! I'm well aware of the fact that Our Lord was advocating anarchy... but I am not SURE... in THIS WORLD. This world is run by Caesar... so I'm afraid you've got to give him his dues! Have you got a job?

PHIL:
(RUBS HIS HEAD) I don't know what to do? I feel that there's no point in DOING ANYTHING.... unless GOD feels its NECESSARY.

CURATE:
How would you know?

PHIL:
I'm LISTENING IN!

CURATE:
What makes you think that God can SPEAK?

PHIL:
(PAUSE. SIGHS) I thought one FELT the CALL!?

CURATE:
We can all get CONFUSED! And lose our bearings. Everyone has to go through their own personal DOUBT, their `dark night of the soul'. What makes you believe that you're an exception to THE RULE? After all, every other Wednesday, when I'm running the Church Bazaar and jumble sale... I feel I'm going through my own personal HELL! Is this what all those years of study has brought me to? Hell is BOREDOM - I'm convinced of THAT! But it passes off... and I'm sure, if you found yourself something useful to do....

PHIL:
I could FIT IN couldn't I? I want to know what is especially CHRISTIAN about WORK.

CURATE:
Well, Our Lord was a carpenter... wasn't he?

PHIL:
Yeah, and Adolph Hitler was a house painter!

CURATE:
And the devil's a good TALKER!

PHIL:
What does THAT mean? (PHIL STANDS UP AND IS SMOTHERED IN NAPPIES. FREEING HIMSELF FROM THE NAPPIES, HE KNOCKS SOME ONTO THE CURATE’S HEAD. THE CURATE, UNCONCERNED, STARTS TAKING THEM DOWN AND FOLDS THEM UP)
CURATE:
I think all the answers are found in (WHISPERS) SILENCE. The world is noise - God is SILENT! I, for instance, can't BEAR giving the Church Service... but I do... but I wouldn't be able go through it... if I hadn't first IMMERSED MYSELF IN THE HOLY SILENCE... for at least half an hour. In the lingo of the `hippies' that's what TURNS ME ON!

PHIL:
Fair enough, but what makes YOU think that the SILENCE which YOU enter... is any DIFFERENT than the SILENCE OF ZEN... for instance?

CURATE:
I've NO IDEA. I cant see WHY it matters! How can one man JUDGE another? (PAUSE)
PHIL:
We're RATS IN A HOLE. Do you understand that?

CURATE:
It's a difficult time for ALL of us. If you weren't under STRESS I'm sure you wouldn't be HERE yapping to me! (BABY CRIES AND THE CURATE TAKES IT FROM ITS COT AND CUDDLES IT)
PHIL:
(STARTS CRYING) Look... what chance has this child got of surviving in this world... with the CONSTANT THREAT OF NUCLEAR WAR HANGING OVER OUR HEADS? Do you ask yourself that? DO YOU?

CURATE:
Of course I'm aware of the situation. This world is CONTROLLED BY EVIL... by the devil... and all we can do... is PRAY that THE LORD will deliver us from the INEVITABLE DESTRUCTION.

PHIL:
That's not ALL we can do, SURELY? The people on this planet... could all together... rise up... and RID THIS PLANET OF ALL WEAPONRY! That would give us all a BREATHING SPACE. The war's not between Russia and America... but between PEOPLE and WEAPONS! Either the WEAPONS are going to get rid of all the people... OR THE PEOPLE GET RID OF ALL THE WEAPONS! Everyone on the planet should realise that THIS IS THE SITUATION!

CURATE:
Well there you are! THERE'S A JOB FOR YOU TO DO! ... although I doubt if you'll SUCCEED!

PHIL:
WHY be NEGATIVE about your own positive suggestion?

CURATE:
It's not NEGATIVE... it's PRACTICAL. You're SCARED BECAUSE you sense what is coming... and you'd like to AVOID THE APOCALYPSE which is coming and MUST COME!

PHIL:
But WHY must we be DESTROYED?

CURATE:
It's only our BODIES which will be BURNT UP, BUT WE WON'T BE DESTROYED... if we have FAITH IN THE LORD. Be not ALARMED! The LORD  is NOT SEEKING REVENGE, BUT MUST ACT to save us from this HELL which mankind... caught in the web of evil... has CREATED!

PHIL:
A long time ago, an old man said to me, that the powers of evil would atomise this planet if they REALISED that they were in danger of losing their GRIP!

CURATE:
Exactly... and that is WHY no-one - not even the Angels nor THE SON - knows the hour or day when the Lord will suddenly APPEAR!

PHIL:
You mean it's like Dunkirk ?  We're in a war situation, being shot at from all sides... waiting to be PICKED UP OFF THE BEACHES... and PRAYING that the Lord's going to whip us off at SOME POINT... SOME POINT... SOME POINT... and we HAVE TO UNDERSTAND... that NONE OF US could be TRUSTED with the DATE... NONE OF US... cos, for thirty pieces of silver, we'd ALWAYS SELL OUT TO THE DEVIL!!!? (BABY CRIES LOUDER)
CURATE:
That's about the size of it! JUST BE READY! Watch AND PRAY! In a lightning FLASH... THE LORD AND HIS ANGELS will SUDDENLY APPEAR... to save those who NOURISH LIFE... from those who destroy LIFE.

PHIL:
I understand that being TRUTHFUL NOURISHES LIFE... and LYING DESTROYS IT... but what if the Bible isn't TRUE?

CURATE:
If one doesn't know what is true, one can always LOVE. Love nourishes life. What does that mean? It means... GIVING food to the hungry, drink to the thirsty. Making a stranger feel welcome at your door, GIVING clothes to those in NEED of WARMTH, and VISITING those who are sick and in PRISON! The Lord has no time for those whose sights are set above the common people. The more you HELP OTHERS... the WARMER you'll feel INSIDE and the less you'll be afraid of DYING. (PAUSE) Could you just hold the baby... whilst I go to the loo? (PHIL TAKES THE BABY AND CUDDLES IT)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT THREE.     SCENE ONEtc  \l 1 "ACT THREE.     SCENE ONE"
PHIL'S BARE ROOM IN LANCASTER GROVE. IT'S NEXT TO TOM DAVIDSON'S. PHIL IS UNDERGOING A SCIENTOLGOY AUDITING SESSION WITH MEG, WHO IS NOW A TRAINED AUDITOR.SHE IS DRESSED IN SEA-ORG. GEAR WHICH IS LIKE NAVY CLOTHES.

MEG:
Do you know who I am?

PHIL:
You are an auditor.

MEG:
Do you have any disagreement with me conducting this session?

PHIL:
No.

MEG:
Do you have a present time problem?

PHIL:
Yes. I find it difficult to wake up in the morning. I mean I don't want to get out of bed because I feel so soulless, cold and lost without Rachel and Dawn.

MEG:
Do you know what the term ARC means?

PHIL:
Affinity. Reality. Communication.

MEG:
Do you have an ARC break?

PHIL:
Yes I do have an ARC break.

MEG:
What is your consideration on this ARC break?

PHIL:
I feel utterly lost... so very cold inside.

MEG:
Do you agree that I run this session using R3R process, tracing the ARC breaks down the track?

PHIL:
Is this an OT process?

MEG:
Yes, this process can handle OT phenomena. Do you know what OT means?

PHIL:
Operating Thetan.

MEG:
What does Thetan mean?

PHIL:
Thetan is the awareness of awareness unit. It is not anything to do with the MEST universe.

MEG:
What does MEST mean?

PHIL:
Matter. Energy. Space. Time.

MEG:
Good. Are you ready to begin the session?

PHIL:
Yes.

MEG:
What is the name of the person involved in your present time ARC break?

PHIL:
Rachel.

MEG:
Good. What is the cause of this ARC break?

PHIL:
Rachel's mother froze Rachel's mind and turned her against me.

MEG:
Good. What do you understand by the term `Third Party'?

PHIL:
It means an SP who gets the bank of an unsuspecting member of a 2D or second dynamic set up to undermine the couple's relationship.

MEG:
Good. What is the second dynamic?

PHIL:
The urge to survive through sex.

MEG:
Good. Is Rachel's mother an SP?

PHIL:
Yes, she is an SP.

MEG:
Good. What do you understand by the term SP?

PHIL:
(PHIL STARTS TO CRY) Suppressive Person. She's a witch! A fucking witch! She's taken my child from me. (HE SOBS UNCONTROLLABLY)
MEG:
(PUTS HER HAND ON PHIL’S ARM) Feel this? (PAUSE) 

PHIL:
(PHIL NODS) Yes.

MEG:
Good. (TOUCHES PHIL’S SHOULDER)  Feel that?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Yes.

MEG:
Good. (TOUCHES PHIL’S HEAD) Feel this?

PHIL:
(PHIL NODS)  Yes.

MEG:
Good. (TOUCHES PHIL’S HAND) Feel that?

PHIL:
(BRIGHTER. LESS OF A PAUSE) Yes.

MEG:
Good. What can you have in this room?

PHIL:
The E-Meter.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something else you can have in this room?

PHIL:
You, the auditor.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something else you can have in this room.

PHIL:
The light reflected on the table.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something else you can have in this room?

PHIL:
Me, the pre-clear.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something that you can't have in this room?

PHIL:
My INNER COLDNESS.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The window.

MEG:
Good. (SESSION QUICKENING UP) Tell me something you can't have in this room?

PHIL:
My INNER COLDNESS.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
Your voice.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can't have in this room.

PHIL:
MY INNER COLDNESS.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something that you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The curtains.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can't have in this room?

PHIL:
My INNER COLDNESS

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The sunlight coming through the windows.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something that you can't have in this room?

PHIL:
My INNER COLDNESS.

MEG:
Good. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The carpet.

MEG:
Good. Can you mock up a worse present time problem?

PHIL:
Yes.

MEG:
Good. Mock up a present time problem that's worse than the one you've stated.

PHIL:
I can mock up Rachel being dead.

MEG:
Good! Mock up a worse present time problem.

PHIL:
I can imagine Dawn being dead.

MEG:
Good. Mock up a worse present time problem.

PHIL:
All my friends, everyone I love - dead.

MEG:
Good. Mock up a worse present time problem.

PHIL:
The world, everyone, dead.

MEG:
Good. Mock up a worse present time problem.

PHIL:
The whole universe dead.

MEG:
Good. Mock up a worse present time problem.

PHIL:
The discovery that God doesn't exist.

MEG:
How does this compare with your ARC break with Rachel?

PHIL:
Life could be far, far WORSE. Right, my ARC break is more easy to confront now.

MEG:
So,you are prepared to confront this ARC break now?

PHIL:
Yes.

MEG:
Good. Look at that white wall.

PHIL:
(POSITIVELY) Yes.

MEG:
Look at that floor.

PHIL:
Yes.

MEG:
Good! I shall run R3R now. Do you agree that I run R3R now?

PHIL:
Yes.

MEG:
Good. Is there a previous incident when you were third partied? (LONG PAUSE) What was that? (NOTING CHANGE IN E-METER)
PHIL:
My father's handlebars. My father is behaving coldly to me because of something my mother has told him. My mother third partied me. She was jealous of my father's love for me.

MEG:
Good. What was your consideration about this ARC break?

PHIL:
I felt icy inside. I didn't want it.

MEG:
Good. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
I'm in the tool shed. I'm holding my father's handlebars of his bicycle. My head feels strange. As if it's a lump of wood that's been hit by a sledgehammer. I'm holding the grips of the handlebars. They're black and thick. Spongy. They've got little grooves in them. The handlebar is dead straight and short. I'm lonely. I want to become invisible. To disappear. I don't want this awful feeling of utter emptiness inside me. I'm like the Arctic Ice Cap inside. (PHIL CLAMS UP)
MEG:
Good. Describe other details in this incident.

PHIL:
I've got short trousers on. Grey trousers. A pullover. Green. With a darn in it. I'm crying. I've got slippers on. I want my father to come in and tell me it's alright. I want him to choose me and not my mother. I want him to hate my mother like I do. I want him to be on my side. I want him to get rid of my mother.

MEG:
Good. Tell me some more details of this incident.

PHIL:
The wall of the toolshed is very rough cement. There's lot of bottles with linseed oil and turps and paintbrushes. Hammers. Nails. Lawnmower. Deckchairs. Small window. I see the door handle turn. My father stands there. His moustache seems very dark. He smiles at me. `Come on Sonny Jim,' he says, `it's time for bed.' I walk towards him. He puts his arm around me. `Try not to upset your mother,' he says. I nod. 

MEG:
Good. Is there anything not revealed in this incident?

PHIL:
My brother is the cause of it. He told my mother I hit him when I didn't. I thought my father would have believed me. I don't know if he believed me or not.

MEG:
Good. Is there anything else not revealed on this incident?

PHIL:
No, I don't think so.

MEG:
Good. Is there anything else not revealed on this incident?

PHIL:
Yes! I did trip my brother up so he fell down, but I didn't hit him.

MEG:
Good. What consideration did you have about tripping up your brother?

PHIL:
I felt ashamed of myself. I suppose it was a sly way of hurting him. Of course it was!

MEG:
Good. Is there anything else not revealed on this incident?

PHIL:
I don't think so.

MEG:
Good. Is there anything else not revealed on this incident?

PHIL:
No, I don't think so. It just shows that I'm NO saint. Fancy hurting my poor little brother in such a cold, sly way.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you hurt someone in a sly way?

PHIL:
My God!

MEG:
Describe what you see.

PHIL:
A well furnished room... in an old English country house... a library...

MEG:
Place?

PHIL:
Near Winchester.

MEG:
Time?

PHIL:
Summer... 1655.

MEG:
Go back one minute before the incident.

PHIL:
(TALKS IN A TRANCE) I'm riding my red roan mare. It's a late Summer evening. I'm a general in Cromwell's army... but I'm disguised as a Royalist with a wig of long black hair... wearing the clothes of a country gentleman. I was a very cold, hard person... in fact I was a celibate merchant before joining the Republican cause.  The only thing I loved was my horse. I had NO time for Oliver’s religious vision of Truth... but I held him in high esteem. I dismounted and tied my great love to an oak tree... then walked through the wet, rank grass... lightly gripping the pearl-topped handle of my beautiful sheathed sword... slyly I tricked a servant that I was a friend of the Earl and entered the great house through the servants’ quarters... I found him in his library... standing up... dressed as an arrogant Royalist... looking out the window... Stealthily I crept up on him and without a word ran him through from the back... and as he fell I said, ‘rot in hell forever.’ God!

MEG:
Good. What consideration do you have?

PHIL:
He deserved it. I’m sure he was the Baron... the bastard... Rachel’s mother.

MEG:
Thank you. What consideration do you have?

PHIL:
I’m not a saint. I’ve not only been killed but I’ve killed... in revenge( and now she’s paying me back for paying him back.

MEG:
Thank you. What consideration do you have?

PHIL:
I feel much more clear on what this battle is all about. Hurt and revenge. Hurt and revenge. A freezing cold balancing of the ego’s accounts! Whilst pretending to be the unjustly crucified Christ and thereby making others feel guilty.

MEG:
Thank you. Is there a time when you have seen someone hurt someone in a sly way, but NOT you?

PHIL:
God... what a scene!

MEG:
Place?

PHIL:
Spain.

MEG:
Time?

PHIL:
1187 AD.

MEG:
Describe.

PHIL:
I’m in rags. A prisoner in a stone tower with NO roof... twenty five feet high... there’s another prisoner with me... also in rags... we’re both about eighteen... There’s an iron-grill door. Occasionally people shout insults at us... I don’t know what we’ve done wrong... at night someone throws a rope down from the top... the other prisoner grabs it and slowly climbs to the top in the moonlight, encouraged by voices from the top... as he clasps the top of the tower... a sword clashes down and severs his hands from his arms... screaming and howling, he falls backwards and hurtles down towards me and crashes on his back... on the rough stone floor... DEAD! ... silence... broken by laughter from the top... horrible cackling... evil laughter...

MEG:
Thank you. What was your consideration?

PHIL:
Life is horrible. We’re all tortured and torture each other to death. We all behave in an inhuman WAY because we’re all DEMONS!

MEG:
Thank you. What is your consideration?

PHIL:
Meg, I don’t know if any of this is helpful. I don't know if this is real memory or fantasies created by my MAD sub-conscious! I’m cracking up with self doubt. I can’t go on! 

MEG:
OK. Is it alright if I end this session now?

PHIL:
Please! Please! I think I’ve had enough of mind-tripping. I’m losing it Meg.

MEG:
Thank you. The session’s now ended. How do you feel?

PHIL:
Feel? I don’t know what you mean? I don’t know if I feel anything? I think I’m spaced out... maybe about to FREAK OUT... I don’t know.

MEG:
I’m sorry, I think I fluffed that session. I think you must have jumped track! I need a lot more OT training. I’m sorry. Look I’ll arrange for you to go to the Org and see the examiner and see what he thinks of your case? I could...

PHIL:
NO thanks. I can’t stand the Org Meg. The atmosphere is SO COLD it’s soul poison. Dehumanising.

MEG:
That’s YOUR BANK, Phil. I’m sorry, I AM trying to help!

PHIL:
I know. It’s OK. I’ll ask Liz for some Primal Therapy... if she can tear herself away from TOM.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.      SCENE TWO
THE SAME STAGE SET. PHIL’S BARE ROOM. IT IS 9.00 PM ON 30 APRIL 1976. IT IS POURING WITH RAIN OUTSIDE. LIZ IS SAT IN A BLUE PAINTED WICKER CHAIR, DRESSED IN DENIM DUNGAREES AND LOOKING VERY ATTRACTIVE WITHOUT HER SPECTACLES. PHIL, DISTRAUGHT, WEARING HIS WHITE SUIT, IS PACING UP AND DOWN... WITHOUT HIS SHOES ON. THERE IS SALAD IN A BOWL. LIZ EATS FROM TIME TO TIME, TAKING OILY SALAD FROM THE BOWL WITH HER HANDS. THERE IS A CARRIER BAG FULL OF HOME GROWN GRASS ON THE BLACK MANTLEPIECE. A LARGE MIRROR AGAINST ONE WALL. OFF STAGE CAN BE HEARD THE SOUNDS OF A BABY CRYING. A DOUBLE MATTRESS ON THE FLOOR, COVERED IN A COLOURED QUILT. FRENCH WINDOWS. BARE FLOOR BOARDS. A TRESSLE TABLE WITH PILES OF PAPER-PRINTED PAGES FOR A BOOK OF PHIL’S POEMS.

PHIL:
It’s just a drag. The cops are always hanging around outside this house... and when they come in... what do they want?  Nothing!  Six this morning, I’m woken up by this plain clothes dick, who snoops around... finds that bag of home grown... sniffs it and says it ain’t worth smoking... and fucks off... Just aimed to bring us DOWN! And they’ve done it! Just look how low we’ve got! ... You’re worried about the RUSSIANS... and LOOTERS... and I feel just COLD inside, I’m contemplating... hanging myself outside your mother’s front door!  She’ll find me hanging from the portico when she lets the dog out for a piss.

LIZ:
You’re escaping into IDEAS of revenge... into your head again.... This is NOT a Scientology session, Phil. I’m a friend and I’m trying to help you feel what you really feel. So get into your real feelings.

PHIL:
My FEELINGS!? MY feelings!? ... I’m planning on kidnapping YOUR SISTER and MY DAUGHTER... that’s what I’M FEELING!

LIZ:
(EXASPERATED) That’s NOT a feeling. That’s a THOUGHT! That’s why you’re so COLD inside. It’s because you’re all the time indulging in THOUGHT. THOUGHT IS DEADENING, COLD. What are you trying to STOP happening?

PHIL:
Death! Dying. Feeling heart-broken. I didn’t know the CUT could go this deep!

LIZ:
You’re complaining!

PHIL:
Yes, it’s a drag... but I am! D’you know what? It’s no secret that I treated Rachel as a queen. Even Meg crowned her the Queen of the Heart... but I found out today that the name ‘Rachel’ relates to the Queen of Diamonds! Diamonds! Diamonds means MONEY. She’s been called BACK by the NAME your mother gave her! Called back by the LURE of COLD cash!

LIZ:
(STANDS UP) Sit down! Or lie down and REST! And stop torturing yourself with (PAUSE) your freezing thoughts.

PHIL:
The show’s OVER. Can’t you FEEL THAT? We’re on the EDGE of a BLACK HOLE. What does Tom mean... he doesn’t TRUST me? That fucking HURTS! Doesn’t TRUST me! ... Because you feel SORRY for me... and he FANCIES you!

LIZ:
You don’t REALLY go through it... THAT’S what he doesn’t TRUST!

PHIL:
I don’t REALLY GO THROUGH IT! What the fuck is he talking about? He knows bloody well I’ve just gone through one hell of a Scientology session. Oh Jesus, to have a child... with a chick... who dies... on you.... that’s BAD... hurts... like MAD!!!! (CRIES)
LIZ:
That’s BETTER. Let it ALL OUT and move beyond this cold Scientology head-trip. It’s all words, words, words, words, WORDS! (PHIL FLINGS HIMSELF ON THE BED AND HOWLS) Breathe DEEP! Breathe DEEP!

PHIL:
(BANGING HIS FIST INTO THE PILLOW) STOP KILLING EVERYONE! STOP KILLING! KILLING! STOP KILLING! FOR GOD’S SAKE... WILL SOMEONE STOP THEM KILLING... KILLING... KILLING... THIS PLANET... THEY’VE TRAMPLED ON MY FAITH AND KILLED MY LOVE... MY LOVE? AM I KILLING MY LOVE? ... AM I KILLING MY SOUL? ... KILLING MY SOUL BY CLINGING! ... CLINGING TO MEMORY INSTEAD OF REALLY LOOKING AFTER OTHERS... CONFUSING FEAR WITH CARE... WERE RACHEL AND I REALLY FUSED TOGETHER? ... OR WAS IT A CON? A CON?VENIENCE? A BOG! A BOG IN WHICH SHE GOT PISSED OFF! LOSING RACHEL... LOSING ME... LOSING MY MIND... RACHEL’S JUST A FIGMENT IN MY MIND... IS THE NAME OF MY MIND... I NEVER KNEW RACHEL... I ONLY KNEW MY MIND! MY OWN COLD THOUGHT-BOUND MIND.

LIZ:
In which you’re trapped!

PHIL:
So are YOU! Who do you THINK you are!? Just because you’ve done a bit of Primal Therapy doesn’t make you anything SPECIAL!

LIZ:
You mean... it doesn’t make me into a QUEEN! (SHE GETS UP AND MAKES A JOINT FROM THE CARRIER BAG. PAUSE)
PHIL:
(SITS UP ON BED) I’m sorry... that was very cold of me.... you’ve been very KIND... and warm.

LIZ:
Just say, ‘I HURT.’

PHIL:
(HOWLS) I HURT, HURT, HURT! (WRITHES ABOUT. KNOCK ON DOOR. MEG ENTERS WEARING HERSEA-ORG GEAR.LIZ, NOT RECOGNISING MEG, THINKS SHE’S THE FUZZ. SHE GOES TO SPEAK BUT MEG GESTURES TO HER TO BE QUIET... POINTING TO PHIL, WHO IS REALLY DOING ‘HIS PIECES’ ON THE BED. LIZ SUDDENLY REALISES IT’S MEG)
LIZ:
(WALKING TO SHUT THE DOOR) THIS DOOR HAS A HANDLE... MEG.

MEG:
(IGNORES THE VIBE. KNEELS DOWN BESIDE PHIL AND TOUCHES HIS HEAD) Can you feel that? (LIZ BURSTS OUT LAUGHING)
PHIL:
(STOPS CRYING) Sure.

MEG:
(TOUCHES HIS WRIST) Can you feel this?

PHIL:
Yeah, I’m OK... Thanks for coming.... You look like a copper! (LIZ WALKS TO THE WINDOW SMOKING THE JOINT)
MEG:
(PROUD) I’m now a full member of THE SEA-ORG Phil! And I’ve made it through THE WALL OF FIRE... so now I’m OT FOUR! God, it’s given me such a wonderful clear feeling... to know that I’m doing something that’s really necessary... CLEARING THE PLANET... even though it’s going to take US a BILLION YEARS. Are you feeling BETTER?

LIZ:
There’s no better or worse to REAL FEELINGS Meg! Phil was just getting into what he REALLY FEELS before you barged in and ripped off his reality! (LIZ LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW)
MEG:
(TO LIZ) Sounds like you’re laying an ENCOUNTER GROUP THEORY on Phil. (THE BABY STARTS REALLY SCREAMING NEXT DOOR)
PHIL:
LIZ has been HELPING me get into the GRIEF I’ve been holding back... and it’s not a theory but Primal Therapy!

LIZ:
(LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW) And now Meg’s got you BACK into a head TRIP.

MEG:
What’s the matter with that CHILD?

LIZ:
There’s nothing the matter with it. It’s just CRYING. Don’t Scientologists cry?

MEG:
There’s no POINT in re-stimulating PAIN! It’s just DRAMATISING the PAST... instead of CLEARING IT UP!

LIZ:
Jesus, do you HAVE TO speak JARGON?

PHIL:
For God’s SAKE! The entire planet is on the edge of EXTINCTION... and you two are arguing the toss about STYLE! I think I’ll begin a NEW RELIGION, in which the main ritual will be the contemplation of what ACTUALLY HAPPENED IN HIROSHIMA AND NAGASAKI! Do you know that on Victory in Japan DAY, I celebrated the fact that we FRIED 140,000 men, women and CHILDREN... by dressing up... in a pirate's outfit! Thousands of us kids... dressed up as nurses and cowboys... pirates and ballerinas... CELEBRATING MASS MURDER!!! And we all thought it was FUN!

MEG:
What’s got into you Phil?

PHIL:
The fear of DEATH!

MEG:
Why have you sunk into that horror film!?

PHIL:
It’s not a FILM! It’s a FACT! Have you contemplated what would happen to OUR CHILD in a NUCLEAR ATTACK? Have you MEG? Have you thought about her skin falling off... her eyeballs melting in the FURNACE? Have you?

MEG:
Do you want to Bull-Bait me on it?

LIZ:
(STILL LOOKING OUT WINDOW) Why are you so REMOVED from ORDINARY HUMAN FEELINGS MEG? (MEG MOVES AND SITS IN THE WICKER CHAIR. FROM NOW ON SHE ONLY MOVES HER HEAD TO LOOK AT THE PERSON WHO IS ADDRESSING HER. SHE ALWAYS REMAINS CALM AND APPARENTLY FREE OF REACTION)
PHIL:
(SLIGHTLY SARCASTIC) She’s demonstrating her OT FOUR abilities. (LIZ MOVES OVER TO MEG AND STARES AT HER)
LIZ:
How d’you feel about the child crying Meg? The child’s all ALONE Meg? The child’s all ALONE Meg! Not REALLY loved. Not really WANTED! (KNOCK ON THE DOOR. PHIL OPENS IT AS LIZ ASKS THE NEXT QUESTION) What about death Meg? What do you REALLY feel about going up in FLAMES! (ENTER ALPHA FOLLOWED BY THE REST OF THE CYBERNARKS, DRESSED IN COMBAT UNIFORM. BOK IS A NEW CYBERNARK REPLACING BORIS)
ALPHA:
(MOVING AS HE SPEAKS) Ron would surely say... that since we are THETANS... and not MEAT BODIES... (ALL THE OTHER CYBERNARKS MOVE AROUND THE ROOM AND CIRCLE MEG)
BOK:
What gets cooked.

DELTA:
Is of NO CONCERN TO US.

OMEGA:
Second rate HAMBURGER MIX unwanted by Sainsburys!

LIZ:
Meg’s already moved beyond THE WALL OF FIRE and is no longer touched by human feelings.

ALPHA:
I believe it’s termed a Bull-Baiting Session.

OMEGA:
Well Phil’s ex-wife is obviously VERY well trained.

BETA:
Perhaps a little ROBOTIC!? (CYBERNARKS LAUGH)
DELTA:
Phil’s being very QUIET.

ALPHA:
Giving us a chance to test out Ron’s theories. (PHIL LIES ON BED)
OMEGA:
Oh I didn’t know Ron was into theories... I thought Mr Hubbard was only into making MONEY!

BOK:
Oh no, many yonks ago Ron was a captain of a flying saucer division of the INTER GALACTIC BROTHERHOOD!

ALPHA:
Aren’t you joining in the Bull-Baiting Liz?

OMEGA:
I believe she’s training under Meg and Phil.

DELTA:
You mean they’ve all fallen in LINE? (LIZ IS STILL HOVERING AROUND THE WINDOW)
ALPHA:
Perhaps she’s been told that Scientology is here to rescue us from DOOM. (ALL THE CYBERNARKS ROAR WITH LAUGHTER)
BETA:
Who is there to be rescued?

ALPHA:
Is there anyone here... who’s met a single person?

LIZ:
(ANGRY) I think Scientologists AND the CYBERNARKS are all equally cold, FASCISTIC and into POWER-TRIPPING rather than FEELING.

BOK:
Or perhaps Liz is feeling JEALOUS cause we’re not BULL-BAITING her!

LIZ:
Apart from Phil... I think the lot of you in this room are INHUMAN! (RUNS OUT DOOR)
PHIL:
(SITS UP) LIZ!

DELTA:
Perhaps we should all gang bang Meg.

ALPHA:
I could swear I saw Meg flinch then. I think she FELT that the last blow was a BIT below the belt! Rest assured Meg, THE CYBERMARKS keep their organs under strict CONTROL.

BOK:
(MOVING CLOSE UP TO MEG AND STARING IN HER FACE) Is it true that Ron likes you to keep your vagina well scrubbed, and DRY as sandpaper?

ALPHA:
We must be careful of what we’re saying. Phil might not approve and throw us OUT!

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND PACES UP AND DOWN IN BETWEEN THE DANCING CYBERNARKS) It’s a bit MUCH... but you did ask for it Meg.... coming to see me wearing all this gear!

OMEGA:
Don’t criticise the UNIFORM Phil or you’ll have the Sea Org thugs after you.

ALPHA:
Ron of course... is gathering his buddies together from the INTER GALACTIC BROTHERHOOD days... and giving them a VERY HEAVY TRAINING as you can see... so they’ll become an INVINCIBLE FORCE! (MARTY MISSION APPEARS AT THE DOOR)
BOK:
Really? Whatever for?

ALPHA:
Ron AIMS to DESTROY ‘THE CONTROLLERS’ who regard THE BROTHERHOOD as a load of Cosmic Gypsies... ah look.... here’s Marty MISSION... an expert on the subject of psychic warfare. (MARTY, LOOKING AS GREY AS HIS WORN OUT CLOTHES, WANDERS AROUND THE ROOM, HIS SHOES ARE VERY BATTERED WITH MANY HOLES) 

OMEGA:
The subject is Bull-Baiting Marty! The aim of the game is to see if there’s any sign of LIFE left in Meg... now that she’s become an IMMORTAL... thanks to RON!

ALPHA:
Perhaps Meg should be let off the HOOK?

BETA:
Oh I’m sure Meg’s getting off on demonstrating her powers of immobility.

ALPHA:
Exactly, ‘THE CONTROLLERS’ keep us all LOCKED UP down here!

BOK:
Locked up? I can’t see any chains or locks!

ALPHA:
That’s because YOU’VE seen through the illusion... which unfortunately most people CHERISH. Is that not RIGHT Marty?

MARTY:
I was thinking... it would be rather FUNNY if everyone in this house... was found HANGING from the ceiling... in the morning. (PHIL SITS UP WITH A START)
DELTA:
I don’t think Phil liked that very much Marty.

PHIL:
For Christ’s sake Marty. Wear some BRIGHTER clothes!

ALPHA:
Hear hear! I don’t think Marty realises that his appearance creates a state of depression on the streets.

OMEGA:
He hasn’t figured out WHY people are always talking about him! (MEG STANDS UP AND WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND HOLDS HIS HAND)
MEG:
I think these people are DANGEROUS Phil. If I were you, I’d SPLIT... before they CRUSH what WARMTH you’ve got left out of you.

ALPHA:
Why don’t you go down to Saint Hill and do some AUDITING Phil?

MEG:
(WHIPS AROUND) SHUT! UP!

DELTA:
THE LADY is a TIGER in DISGUISE.

BETA:
She must be struggling to keep her TRs in!

PHIL:
I think I might go to India... to find some spiritual warmth.

MEG:
(TENDERLY) Do what FEELS right!

PHIL:
God bless! (THEY KISS IN BROTHER-SISTER FASHION. THE CYBERNARKS SEND THE MOMENT UP BY HUMMING THE BLUE DANUBE)
ALPHA:
Look at that Marty. Meg is not a robot. (MEG STANDS UP AND STARES AROUND THE ROOM)
MEG:
You’re all SPs! Leave Phil ALONE... or you’ll be in trouble! (WALKS OUT AND SLAMS DOOR)
DELTA:
That’s what you need Marty. A strong woman to look after you. (PAUSE)
MARTY:
You only talk to me like this because you know I’m in the gutter.

PHIL:
(STANDS UP) I think it’s so sad! SAD! SAD! SAD!

OMEGA:
I agree. Let’s have a proper PARTY! (PHIL PACES. MARTY SITS IN WICKER CHAIR)
DELTA:
Careful Marty... that’s the HOT SEAT.

ALPHA:
Marty doesn’t need to be Bull-Baited... he SEES through it all. So what do you make of Scientology Phil?

PHIL:
I did some auditing years ago... and I thought it was a help at the time.

MARTY:
Yes you probably think that mental hospitals in Sweden are an improvement on Friern Barnet.

ALPHA:
Maybe Phil thinks psi-chotronic warfare is an improvement on bows and arrows. (OMEGA PICKS UP AN APPLE AND THROWS IT AT DELTA, WHO THROWS IT AT BOK AND THEY CONTINUE THROWING THE APPLE ROUND THE ROOM)
OMEGA:
I think it’s the general opinion that TV is a great improvement on life.

MARTY:
We’re all being prepared for the Cosmic Kafka... the REAL TAKEOVER. The metallic ONSLAUGHT!

PHIL:
(LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW) It’s very HARD to FACE what we’re up AGAINST. We’ve invented Angels of Death – Nuclear Weapons – with their own Metallic Electronic Brains – which at some point... ARE BOUND TO WIPE US ALL OFF THIS PLANET! ... And we DON’T BELIEVE IT. Not REALLY!

ALPHA:
It’s obvious that there never was any free space.

MARTY:
The whole show is controlled by the hitmen.

OMEGA:
Or the Fat Men. The astral gluttons. Ron, Maharaji... they’re all the same!

MARTY:
Vampires. Meg has sold her soul to a tin can. She doesn’t realise that Ron is a code word for a wavelength, which has shaped her mind to become a component in an impersonal transmitter-set... broadcasting the message that we’re all DOOMED... unless we adopt Ron’s metallic instructions.

ALPHA:
Sounds like you think Meg’ll become a silicone chip.

BOK:
We mustn’t write Ron off. He is after all a friend of the Red Indians! (NARKS LAUGH)
PHIL:
(DISTRAUGHT LOOKING OUT OF WINDOW) Who’s that army pimp walking up and down outside?

MARTY:
(WITHOUT LOOKING) That’ll be the psychic police... fixing co-ordinates for psi-chotronic bombardment.

OMEGA:
I think it’s Romeo seeking his raven beauty! (ALL THE CYBERNARKS LAUGH)
PHIL:
(WORRIED) He’s definitely checking out the house. (RUNS TO MANTLEPIECE, GRABS THE CARRIER BAG THEN EMPTIES OUT THE WINDOW)
ALPHA:
Phil doesn’t appear to be in the MOOD for a party.

OMEGA:
Shake out of it Phil. Seen Rachel recently? (PHIL SHOUTS AS THEY ALL WALK OUT)
PHIL:
NO!!!!! Thanks to YOU LOT! Fuck OFF! FUCK OFF! (PHIL GOES BACK TO THE WINDOW. MARTY GETS UP AND PICKS UP A SHEET OF PAPER OFF THE TABLE)
MARTY:
(READS OUT LOUD) Little white square... the size of a stamp... texture... smooth concrete. (THROWS THE PAPER BACK ON THE TABLE) The fear of death is making you NUMB! You’ve got so NUMB... you’d broadcast any OLD SHIT! What’s that all about?

PHIL:
(LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW) Homage to the purity of Rachel’s mind.

MARTY:
CONCRETE! CONCRETE COLDNESS!

PHIL:
That SPY is STILL pacing up and down. ONE TWO THREE STOP! Turn round... look up! That’s right, walk on. (MARTY SLIPS OUT BEHIND PHIL’S BACK) Christ MARTY. That fucker just WAVED. (PHIL TURNS ROUND) Christ Marty! Where are you? (RUNS TO THE DOOR AND LOOKS OUT) WHERE ARE YOU? MARTY! MARTY! Fuck off the lot of you! FUCK OFF! All of you are BLACK! BLACK! Get some new clothes, MISSION! Brighten up! You’re just one LONG COMPLAINT! (PHIL LOOKS INTO THE MIRROR AND SEES MARTY'S FACE)
MARTY:
(SPEAKING FROM BEHIND THE MIRROR) You’re as weak as PISS, Phil. You’re DROWNING in a sea of SHIT. ASTRAL SHIT! And it’s not even your own! Come on, face it! You don’t really believe in another dimension! You’re just SCARED! SCARED OF BEING ALONE! (HIS FACE DISAPPEARS)
PHIL:
Is that TRUE? I’m ALONE!? I’ve lost RACHEL... and now I’m losing MY MIND! THIS is WHY I’m talking to myself! I’ve indulged in fantasies of past lives, and invented ODD RULES... because I wanted to make myself seem INTERESTING! Because REALLY... I feel LOST!!! LOST!!! Lost and afraid TO WAKE UP! Afraid I’m going MAD! Terrified they’ll FRY ME! I wonder if Rachel’s mother really was THE BARON in a previous life?

MOTHER:
(IN THE MIRROR, DRESSED TO LOOK LIKE A MEDIAEVAL BARON) You silly LITTLE man. I have the power to have you put away for ever... You have no idea of what influence I have in the Home Office... I can bring the army out if I want to. What do you think I am? A middle class housewife? You’re one of the most stupid little EARTHLINGS that I ever had the misfortunate to come across. You should have learnt what real power is, instead of hanging around with your silly little black magic friends.

PHIL:
God, you’re a fat SLOB! I HATE YOU! Loathe you. You’ve got the mind of a MONSTER. A possessive sucker. You’ve got no real power! You’ve just got a bit of money and you live in fear of losing it! But you’re going to, baby. Cos you’re going to die! And I wouldn’t be surprised if your own friends don’t fry you. And you don’t want to die do you? That’s WHY you’ve sucked Rachel’s soul DRY. You’re a parasite feeding off your own young! A walking desert of iniquity! Get out of my SIGHT! You can’t TOUCH ME!

MOTHER:
So you don’t think I’ve got any POWER, eh? We’ll see – won’t we? How would you like a little visit to a modern mental hospital! Wouldn’t you like to experience some modern technology Philip? You’re interested in the para-normal aren’t you Philip, or is it PARANOIA? Thought about the spy outside the house recently Philip? You’re not SURE about your IMAGINATION are you PHILIP? Are you wondering about the end of TIME, Philip?

PHIL:
GET AWAY! GET AWAY! (SHE VANISHES) You’re just an IMAGE off my MEMORY-TRACK. And is this the cause of the FEAR OF DEATH? Mere REACTION of IMAGINATION? Has the BOMB already gone off in another dimension? I wonder if Ron Hubbard really DOES KNOW about the planet’s PAST. If it REALLY has happened ALL BEFORE?

RON:
(IN MIRROR WEARING A SEA CAPTAIN’S CAP. SPEAKS WITH A NEBRASKAN ACCENT) It began many hundreds of thousands of years ago. Yes, you as a THETAN, HAVE been through nuclear devastation BEFORE... and it’s always been the work of THE CONTROLLERS, who ALWAYS aim to DESTROY INDIVIDUAL WILL... but we as THETAN – SPIRITS – can defeat their aims – if we WAKE UP NOW, and REALISE we’re INDESTRUCTIBLE! You’re suffering because you’ve IDENTIFIED your SPIRIT with a MEAT-BODY! A meat body doomed to the laws of matter, energy, space and time. You’ll NEVER find any PEACE unless you get out of your head. (RON VANISHES FROM MIRROR)

PHIL:
Oh God I feel so lost! (THROWS HIMSELF ON THE BED AND STARTS BEATING PILLOW VIOLENTLY) Why can’t I get it clear! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Confusion! Fusion! Fusion! Fusion! Fusion! (THINKS) Con – Con? To be conned....? Conned that I fused... I was conned that my fuses were burnt up... Or I was conned that I fused with life... I’ve been conned all the time. Conned my self. Why? Because I don’t really believe I’m enlightened. Why do I always think that someone else can be enlightened but not me? Because I know I’m confused. I’m terrified of going mad. Terrified they’ll get me. Terrified they’ll fry me. Christ, say Marty’s right? Say Ron is really the Chief Officer of the Cosmic Mafia here on Earth? 

(PHIL PRETENDS HE IS RON HUBBARD SPEAKING) ‘Amplify the solution and become a success. They’re so gutless they can’t take their own being. They just imitate variations on every film. All I needed was the information on their fear. And therefore their hopes. And it was so easy to tie em up. I got enough juice coming in. I’m alright for a billion years. Poor fuckers. I suck em dry.’

(PHIL NOW ASSUMES THE PERSONA OF RACHEL’S MOTHER) ‘You’re not sure Phil of whether you should use your imagination or not. You’re wondering what those two FIGURES are doing down there aren’t you? (PHIL AS RACHEL’S MOTHER IS NOW LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW) Count their steps Phil. Two! Three! Turn round 180 degrees! Notice their eyes Phil as they look up at this window! Did you notice that nod? Do you feel them penetrate your head? Is it all a fiction Phil? What side are they on? What are you going to do – pretend it’s not happening? Do you remember that song a long time ago – ‘They’re coming to take me away, away’ – what do you think of that, Phil? Who are you going to call on? Ron? What are they doing Phil? They’re crossing the road aren’t they? Listen Phil, they’re knocking on the front door. Did you hear that knock, Phil? One, two, three. Who’s coming to chop off your head? Do you hear that Phil – someone’s answering the front door. Any second they’ll be knocking on your door. Yes Phil – knocking. (THERE IS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. BRISKLY, PHIL OPENS THE DOOR AS RACHEL’S MOTHER, SAYING...) PHILIP MASTERS, the man you want, is over there!’ (PHIL POINTS TO THE COMPLETELY EMPTY, DISHEVELLED BED)
RACHEL:
(IN THE MIRROR, SPEAKS SOFTLY) Hang on Phil! Hang on! (PHIL FALLS TO THE FLOOR SOBBING. LIZ WALKS IN, FOLLOWED BY BORIS WHO IS SOAKING WET, DRESSED IN SODDEN OVERCOAT AND SOPPING TRILBY HAT)
PHIL:
RACHEL! (SHE VANISHES)
LIZ:
It’s not Rachel! Phil! Phil! (SHE BENDS DOWN AND TOUCHES HIS SHOULDER) I’m LIZ Phil! ... If you don’t mind!

PHIL:
(PHIL LOOKS UP. HE APPEARS TERRIFIED) I’m going MAD Liz. MAD! I can’t stop HALLUCINATING! (SHE HOLDS HIM)
LIZ:
This is Boris behind me. He’s very COLD and soaking WET! He NEEDS to see Tom, who’s either not in, or NOT ANSWERING HIS DOOR. I’ve got to go and SCORE. (SHE STANDS UP) Which means I’ve also got to find Tom before I split. Anyway, FIRST Boris needs some DRY CLOTHES QUICK... or he’ll catch PNEUMONIA! Now you’ve got a real person to talk to... so you can STOP playing games with your mind PHIL! We ALL feel like CRACKING UP... we’re all in the same boat together. See you Boris. See that he’s alright Phil. (SHE LEAVES. PHIL GOES TO A CARDBOARD BOX AND THROWS BORIS A TOWEL AND A PILE OF CLOTHES. BORIS UNDRESSES AND DRIES HIMSELF)
PHIL:
You’re the one who found the acid in the Max Planck Institute of Astro Physics?

BORIS:
Tom tell you?

PHIL:
Yeah. (SITTING DOWN IN THE WICKER CHAIR OPPOSITE THE MIRROR) Why have you been walking up and down outside the house... in the cold pouring rain?

BORIS:
(HOLDING UP A PAIR OF LONG JOHNS AND EXAMINING THEM BEFORE PUTTING THEM ON) I couldn’t decide what to do? Been feeling sad, COLD and lost!

PHIL:
Because the Cybernarks threw you out?

BORIS:
One meets someone. One falls in love. The loved one disappears. Only image remains. IMAGE which is so STRONG... one sees the loved one EVERYWHERE! What d’you make of that condition? MADNESS? (PHIL SEES RACHEL IN THE MIRROR)
PHIL:
Phew! We go over the top... and deify our MEMORY! We forget that the IMAGE of the beloved... is not the ACTUAL person. I’ve been hallucinating non-stop recently!

BORIS:
Me too. And we only complain... because it’s painful.

PHIL:
You have to take responsibility Boris for where you’re putting your energy. If you keep thinking about a person... you end up being dominated by an IMAGE. An image which you’ve created... and charged up with your own psychic energy. Your image of her, is really an image of your own FEELING-SELF. The feminine aspect of your own soul. Let all your feelings of loss well up, and swirl around, and you’ll find that the image will become demagnetised! You’ll feel alive again... as all that energy which was frozen in the image... flows back into your soul!

BORIS:
Freedom! (RACHEL’S FACE DISAPPEARS)
PHIL:
When the fixation passes. (TURNS TO FACE BORIS WHO HASN’T GOT LONG JOHNS ON YET)
BORIS:
I can see her right now... in YOUR FACE... compelling... mysterious...

PHIL:
Our own creation! ... or perhaps the same soul is looking through your eyes... and mine... The archetypal Goddess!

BORIS:
But what if she short-circuits and sees herself... looking at herself. What then?

PHIL:
You mean, who is SHE REALLY? (SOUND OF RACHEL SCREAMING FROM TOM’S ROOM)
PHIL & BORIS: (SHOUT TOGETHER) Rachel!!! (LIGHTS UP ON NEXT DOOR WHERE TOM HAS BEEN MAKING LOVE TO RACHEL ON THE FLOOR. LIZ HAS ENTERED THE ROOM AND GONE HYSTERICAL BECAUSE SHE’S IN LOVE WITH TOM. PHIL RUNS OUT OF HIS ROOM, LEAVING BORIS LOOKING STUNNED WITH LONG JOHNS HALF ON)
LIZ:
YOU FUCKING BITCH! I’M GOING TO KILL YOU. (RACHEL JUMPS UP AND TOM STANDS IN BETWEEN THEM AND HOLDS LIZ BACK WITH AN AGGRESSIVE T’AI CHI POSTURE) YOU’VE BEEN FUCKING RACHEL BEHIND MY BACK... YOU BLOODY LITTLE SHIT TOM!

TOM:
(CALM) Don’t tie yourself up Liz! (SHE STARTS HITTING TOM)
LIZ:
Fucking BASTARD! I HATE YOU! (SOUND OF PHIL KNOCKING ON THE DOOR)
TOM:
You’re going to hurt yourself Liz. You’re blowing it!

PHIL:
Rachel! Open the door! (LIZ LEANS AGAINST THE DOOR)
LIZ:
Fuck off Phil! I’m going to do her in!

TOM:
No you’re NOT!

LIZ:
BASTARD! You FUCKING BASTARD! (TOM AND LIZ START A WILD FIGHT. RACHEL MOVES AWAY TO THE EDGE OF THE STAGE. PHIL RUNS AROUND AND LIFTS RACHEL DOWN. LIGHTS OFF ON TOM AND LIZ. RACHEL IS VERY SHAKEN UP. THEY WALK AWAY THEN EMBRACE. SOUNDS OF TOM AND LIZ FIGHTING UNTIL THE END OF THE SCENE)
RACHEL:
Are you going to kill me?

PHIL:
Of course I’m not going to KILL YOU! I LOVE YOU! LOVE YOU. God, if only you knew what I’ve been through.

RACHEL:
Don’t talk about it! We’ve both been almost driven MAD! I’ve been running away down an endless corridor of ICE... from people who want to POSSESS me... or even KILL ME!

PHIL:
D’you mean me?

RACHEL:
NO! I mean Mulford for one! Boris for another!

PHIL:
BORIS! (PAUSE) Christ I’ve just left him wearing my long johns IN MY ROOM!

RACHEL:
Well, I hope they keep him WARM. Let’s get away from this insane quagmire. QUICK!

PHIL:
Where shall we go?

RACHEL:
The squat at Haverstock Hill. I’ve got the keys for a room there. It’s beautiful.

 (PAUSE)  Phil, you're not going to HURT ME are you?

PHIL:
Of course not. Have I ever hurt you?

RACHEL:
No, never. That’s what my bloody family made me think. They’re all VAMPIRES! VAMPIRES! You’ve probably been right all the time. My mother probably is the Baron who split us up lifetimes before!

PHIL:
God, is Dawn OK? I’ve MISSED you both so much!

RACHEL:
Come on, let’s get away from this madhouse. Dawn’s fine. Never stops talking about you. Adores you. Always asks me if I’ve seen you when I’ve been down to London.

PHIL:
You mean you’ve been down here a few times! What, to this place? To see Tom? (PAUSE)

RACHEL:
Phil...now don't start ALL THAT!  Stay in your own space( and don't make ASSUMPTIONS. I'll bring Dawn down to you next week( but don't make ASSUMPTIONS!

PHIL:
Your voice seems to have suddenly changed. A coldness has come over me.

RACHEL:
It's just YOU noticing that I'm not YOUR WOMAN any more. It's not coldness, Phil, it's reality. You're becoming actually aware that I don't belong to anyone, is that CLEAR? I'm my own space( which doesn't mean I don't love you. It means I'm not TIED to you any more. D'you understand?

PHIL:
I never wanted you to be tied to me.

RACHEL:
You may think you didn't want to tie me down, but I was. I was tied to you through romantic fantasy. Now that's gone FOR EVER. Is that CLEAR?

PHIL:
How did that happen?

RACHEL:
I grew up. Gave up fear - the cold source of all romantic projections, started reading Raymond Chandler and started enjoying sex without the unnecessary frills. Are you SHOCKED?

PHIL:
YES...I AM!
RACHEL:
Well, you're honest which is a good beginning. Let's go to the squat and have some honest fun in bed.

PHIL:
You're AMAZING Rachel.

RACHEL:
I’m just NOT into coitus interuptus Phil, so let’s go. I’m very RANDY.

LIGHTS OFF






