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CHARACTERS

PHIL MASTERS...................................A crofter poet/painter aged 30/31

MEG MASTERS....................................Phil’s (ex-infant-school teacher) wife aged 30

SARAH MASTERS..................................Their 3/4 year old daughter

JOCK McTAGGART.................................The local policeman age 45

MICHAEL RONER..................................A Glaswegian hippy

PETER DAWES....................................A Medical student/monster watcher photographer

HAMISH McGOSHEM.................................Jamie Mackeson’s old solicitor 

ROCK............................................A genuine ‘old world’ white magician aged 70

PAUL ROWNTREE..................................Ex R.A.F. Captain, now leader of a middle class cult

RACHEL GALLOP..................................A raven-haired,strong hearted beauty aged 19

BETTY GALLOP...................................Rachel’s mother. A social climber aged 50

MULFORD GALLOP.................................Betty’s ‘ladder’ aged 57

TOM DAVIDSON...................................A charismatic minstrel aged 35/36

UNA LEAVIS.....................................A hippy photographer, aged28

JAKE SILAGE....................................An uptight academic philosopher aged 30

JANET SILAGE...................................An ex-strip dancer

BILLY SILAGE...................................Their injured and bandaged up son, aged 5

BUTLER, TWO POLICEMEN AND HOOLIGANS

THE ACTION TAKES PLACE BETWEEN SEPTEMBER 1968 AND JULY 1969 AT FREYA, 

OVERLOOKING LOCH NESS,SCOTLAND

PROLOGUE:( OVER THE P.A.)

"IN THE VERY HOT SUMMER OF 1968, AFTER PHIL,MEG AND SARAH LEFT THE SANDYMOUTH NEW AGE CULT RUN BY PAUL ROWNTREE, THEY CAMPED IN THEIR WEE TENT ON THE WEST BANKS OF LOCH NESS.

ONE SUNDAY AFTERNOON, A VERY ATTRACTIVE YOUNG WOMAN CALLED ALISON, RODE BY THEIR TENT ON A BEAUTIFUL ROAN MARE. PHIL ASKED ALISON IF THERE WERE ANY EMPTY HOUSES AROUND FOR SALE OR TO LET? ALISON SAID SHE KNEW OF ONE HOUSE THAT WAS EMPTY FOR SURE, SHE POINTED OUT THAT IT WAS SITUATED UNDER THE SUGAR LOAF MOUNTAIN WHICH THEY COULD SEE A FEW MILES AWAY. SHE TOLD PHIL AND MEG THAT THE HOUSE HAD BEEN ABANDONED, AND WAS EMPTY NOW FOR OVER SEVEN YEARS. APPARANTLY THE FAMILY WHO HAD ABANDONED THE HOUSE WERE VERY WEIRD! ALISON EXPLAINED THAT SHE THOUGHT THE HOUSE HAD REMAINED EMPTY BECAUSE IT WAS REPUTED BY LOCAL GOSSIP TO BE HAUNTED BY THE BLACK MAGICIAN, ALEISTER CROWLEY.

MAUD, THE WIFE, AND MOTHER OF THE FAMILY WHO ABANDONED THE HOUSE, WAS PROUD OF THE FACT THAT SHE USED TO BE ONE OF ALEISTER CROWLEY’S SCARLET WOMEN...AND HAD A 30YEAR OLD SON BY HIM.

FOR THOSE WHO DON’T KNOW, ALEISTER CROWLEY CALLED HIMSELF ‘THE BEAST 666’, WHILST ONE OF THE BRITISH NATIONAL NEWSPAPERS, HAD ONCE NAMED HIM ‘THE WICKEDEST MAN ON EARTH’.

NOW PHIL AND MEG KNEW ABOUT THE CROWLEY MYTH, BUT DECIDED TO IGNORE ALL THAT GOSSIP AND SEE FOR THEMSELVES WHAT THE HOUSE FELT LIKE?"   

ACT ONE SCENE ONE

( PHIL,MEG, BOTH CARRYING HAVERSACKS, AND SARAH,ARE WALKING ALONG A NARROW LANE ABOVE LOCH NESS. THEY ARE BOTH WEARING VERY COLOURFUL HIPPY CLOTHES. PHIL’S HAIR IS VERY LONG. IT IS MID-MORNING IN SEPTEMBER. THEY ARE APPROACHING THE OVERGROWN HOUSE AT FREYA.  UNKNOWN TO PHIL,MEG AND SARAH, MICHAEL RONER HAS BEEN TRAILING THEM)

PHIL:
Wow! Look at that castle, Meg. A crumbling ruin! Brooding over the dark, dancing waters of the deep, mysterious loch...and all that jazz. I’m sure this is where we’re meant to be. (GESTURING TO THE HOUSE) There it is!

MEG:
God, it’s certainly overgrown. You can hardly see the house... but it’s a beautiful spot... PHIL!  OUR PLACE... WAITING FOR US!  And look at that mountain behind the house!

PHIL:
Like a huge sugar -loaf.  Come on... let’s see if we can get in?

SARAH:
I don’t like it. It’s got stinging nettles.

MEG:
(PICKS HER UP) Daddy will cut them down! Just look Sarah, we’ve got a house!

SARAH:
I like the tent best. (THE DOOR IS WIDE OPEN. THEY ENTER THE MAIN ROOM OF THE HOUSE. A TABLE LAID OUT WITH MOUDLY FOOD. THERE ARE FIFTY OR SIXTY LARGE EMPTY WHISKY BOTTLES EVERYWHERE AND ALL OVER THE FLOOR. THE ROOM IS VERY FILTHY AND DARK. MEG AND PHIL LOOK AROUND IN AMAZEMENT)

MEG:
Gee-sus! It’s weird. It’s like finding the abandoned Marie-Celeste!

SARAH:
I don’t like it!

MEG:
Come on Sarah, cheer up! you could help clear up the mess.! It’s a dry house and will be much warmer than a tent. (PHIL AND MEG START EXPLORING, PICKING UP LETTERS, ETC. SARAH PICKS UP BOTTLES AND PUTS THEM IN A PILE. THEN SHE GOES OUTSIDE TO EXPLORE. PHIL PULLS OUT A CLOAK – BLACK – FROM A CUPBOARD AND TRIES IT ON. A LARGE ENVELOPE FALLS TO THE FLOOR. HE OPENS IT UP)

PHIL:
Look at this Meg!

MEG: Very smart...but a bit moth-eaten.

PHIL:  Not the cloak but this. (HOLDS UP THE DEEDS) I mean would you believe it. It’s the deeds for this croft. It belongs to someone calld Jamie Mackeson and besides the house...there’s a hundred acres of land and a barn.!

MEG:
It’s incredible Phil, but...there’s something very sad about it all. I just read a few lines from a ten year old child, pleading, ‘dear daddy, please stop getting drunk and angry’. I wonder if Jaimie died of drink and that’s why it was abandoned?  I’ve never seen so many whiskey bottles. I wonder if he still owns it all, or whether it got sold to pay off drinking debts?  I know, all this speculation won’t help us get the place together...’if we’re going to move in. (PAUSE) Phil, just look at that view of the loch! It’s absolutely magical. I do feel we’ve been guided here to cleanse a magical healing area...or something like that. What do you think?. (KNOCK AT THE OPEN DOOR.) 

PHIL:      Blimey, visitors already.

(JOCK McTAGGART, THE LOCAL BOBBY ENTERS, CARRYING HIS PEAKED HAT)

MEG:
Good morning.

JOCK:
Aye, you’re right! It’s not noon yet. Hello Ma’am.

PHIL:
Hello. I suppose you’re the local constable?

JOCK:
I am that. Constable Jock McTaggart...at your service...and I don’t demand formalities.

PHIL:
That’s a relief! Well Jock, I’m Phil, this is my wife Meg, and somewhere around is our  three year old daughter Sarah.

JOCK: Glad to meet you both. I saw you all walking up the hill, so I came to see for myself what you’re upto?  I don’t have a lot to do down in the Glen, so I like to keep tabs on anything new that’s happening. I also saw someone else this morning...a dark haired man wearing bright clothes, walking around the woods near here. Have you seen anyone else around?

MEG:  God I hope that’s NOT Michael Roner.

JOCK: Who’s that?
MEG: A mad Glaswegian raver who thinks we need his help...and follows us around.

PHIL: Surely Roner hasn’t followed us here?  Jock, as far as we’re concerned, we’re a family,here on our own...as far as we know. We’re camping down by the Loch...and we’ve fallen in love with this whole area...so much so we’re determined to live here..and then a few days ago, a lady on a lovely horse told us that this house was empty, and the whole croft had been abandoned seven years ago!
MEG  That’s right. It’s getting a bit chilly for camping with a small child,so we’re just looking around to see if we think we could live in this house through the winter? 

PHIL: I guess you’ll know if the house still belongs to Jaimie Mackeson?

JOCK: No...he’s completely gone!  Now...it belongs to you and your good wifie...as far as I’m concerned!

PHIL:
What! You mean you’d have no objections if we just...packed our tent up...and moved in?

JOCK:
Phil and Meg...I’d be delighted. Freya has been waiting and waiting for a family to move in and bring the croft back to LIFE!. Mind you, it’s been wasting away for too long...aye and as you can see...it’s got a bitty dilapidated...and needs a right clean oot.  Aye it’s been waiting on a hard working family to bring Freya back into the LORD’s FOLD!  Aye, well it’s my afternoon off tomorrow, I’ve got to go to Inverness for some extra training...but if it’s still light when I get back...I’ll come up and give you both a hand to clear up the mess.

PHIL:That’s very kind of you. So why was the croft abandoned and left to fall apart?

JOCK:
Och, it’s a long and involved tale to be sure. (PHIL AND MEG CLEAN UP AS JOCK SPEAKS) Jamie, I’m afraid to say...as you can see...was a TERRIBLE manny for the bottle. Aye, but a very talented man all the same, which was the real sadness in it. Och, a civil engineer... but he inherited that terrible disease which affects the eyes...if you see my meaning...aye, that’s what drove him to the whiskey, and to his downfall. It was the result of his father’s degenerate life! ( HE PULLS OUT A SMALL BOTTLE OF SCOTCH) Of course, in moderation, a wee dram does the soul a power of good!  D’ya fancy a dram yourself Phil? (PHIL TAKES BOTTLE AND TAKES A SWIG)

PHIL:
Thanks Jock. (HANDS TO MEG)

MEG:
Cheers Jock. (HANDS BOTTLE BACK)

JOCK:
(TAKES A LONG ONE) Aye, so Jaime, rest his soul, didn’t have a good start in life...so when Maud and her four bairns moved into this hoose with Jamie in 1954...she bore him three more bairns... but because of Jaime’s congenital syphilis, the first one died at birth...whilst both the wee laddie and the lassie... were born with severe physical handicaps. Och, I know, it’s a great shame!

MEG:
It sounds tragic!

JOCK:
Aye, it’s tragic right enough. And Jamie never told Maud what his trouble was...and on top of that, Jamie treated Maud’s children shamefully. Oot of sheer spite, he locked her eldest son up in the steading all day... when he was oot to work... aye, he’d take all the electric fuses from the hoose with him to work...so Maud couldn’t run up an electric bill!  Aye and the hoose was always freezing in the Winter, cause he’d never get her any firewood or coal. Och, how she stood up to it I’ll never know, and that wasn’t the half of it. He treated them all SAVAGELY... but one day Maud...who had her faults as well...got the children and goats into a van when Jaimie was at work... and left him behind for GOOD!  She might have been a witch , but She did the right thing for the wains, if you ask me, ma’am. Well after that, Jamie went from bad to worse, and ended up losing his surveying job, after having a drunken public affair with his boss’s wife. Then one day...unannounced...he just vanished!

MEG:
VANISHED!? Where did he go?

JOCK:
Och, well, this is just my opinion, mind you... but I think he tramped over those moors out there, (POINTS) back West, and threw himself in the loch behind the mountain. Aye, a wretched way to go...mind you no body was ever found.  The manie you need to see...an old friend of mine...is Hamish MacGoshem. He was a drinking partner of Jamie Mackeson’s...aye, but Hamish, unlike Jamie could hold his drink.(PAUSE) Aye, aye, aye...now where was I...right Hamish, Hamish could help you with the legal side of things...because he was Jamie’s solicitor, and he loves Freya, and he’ll be so pleased that a decent, hard working family has moved in

PHIL:  But won’t he want some financial reward in return for us being here?

JOCK:  No it will be a weight off his mind that you are here. Traditional Highlanders, like Hamish and myself hate to see beautiful old fertile crofts like Freya falling intoruin. Now then, I must be getting on as the wifie’s not too good in her health at the moment.

MEG:
Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. What’s the matter?

JOCK:
Och, no one knows for sure. Dizzy spells and pains in the heart. (SOUND OF LOUD NOISE FROM ABOVE)

MEG:
God, what was that? (SARAH COMES RUNNING IN)

SARAH:
Mummy, what’s that funny noise upstairs? (PHIL RUNS OUT)

MEG:
I don’t know. wasn’t that you upstairs?

SARAH:
No, but I heard someone.

PHIL:
(REAPPEARS WITHOUT HIS CLOAK) I couldn’t see anything.

JOCK:
(STANDING UP AND STRETCHING) Och, don’t worry. It’s probably the merry ghost of Bonnie Prince Charlie! You know, they say he dropped in here for a dram on the way to Skye after the tragedy of Culloden! (TAKES A LARGE SWIG) (PAUSE)  Ach, don’t worry...I’m no oot to wreak revenge on the English...but I don’t like the Hanoverians or the WINDSORS...aye the truth is I’m a Stuart at heart. Aye, poor Flora McDonald! (SWIGS FROM BOTTLE AND GIVES TO MEG)

MEG:   To the true sovereign of Scotland! (DRINKS AND HANDS BOTTLE TO PHIL)

 SARAH:
Is there really a ghost upstairs mummy?

JOCK:
Noo, it was just a wee joke lassie. It’s a very old house and you’ve probably woken up a band of good fairies who’ve been sleeping here. If you look carefully you might be lucky enough to see one.

SARAH:
How big will they be?

JOCK:
Och, I could nee say that? About two feet is my guess.

SARAH:
I’m going to try to see one. (RUNS OUT)

JOCK:
Mind you (CONFIDENTIAL TONE) Maud was a FUNNY person. Aye, very strange!

MEG:
Yes we’ve heard a little. What strangeness did you have in mind?

JOCK:
Well, between you and me, she was involved a bitty with the...DARK POWERS!

PHIL:
To the BRIGHT Bonny Prince Charlie!?  ( DRINKS)

JOCK:
Aye, aye, aye. Aye, I’m afraid so. You see, Maud’s eldest son’s father, was another worse than Jaimie!  A REAL TERRIBLE MANNY. Aye, a black magician called Aleister Crowley! Have you heard of him?

PHIL: Well yes, but Aleister Crowley wasn’t familiar with this house was he? I mean he didn’t LIVE HERE did he? (THE DOOR CREEKS OPEN. ALL STARE. MICHAEL RONER ENTERS WEARING THE BLACK CLOAK AND A BLACK HAT, LAUGHING)

MEG:
Jesus, Michael, what the hell are you doing here? You scared me stiff!

RONER:
(INSOLENT, WANDERS IN) Hello constable...and ‘friends’. I’ve come to help you get the maternity centre together!

JOCK:
(PUZZLED) Maternity Centre?

RONER: Yes, Phil plans...

PHIL:
Jock, this is the Michael Roner we were talking about.

JOCK:
Hello. Well, young man, I’m pleased to meet you, but I’ve got to be getting on just now. (TO MICHAEL) Where are you staying?

RONER:
(SLY GRIN) It depends on the network!

JOCK:
Aye... well I’d better be getting on.

PHIL:
I’ll see you to the door Jock.

JOCK:
Well, goodbye ma’am... and you... (SHOUTS INTO THE KITCHEN) Bye bye Sarah. (SARAH RUNS INTO THE ROOM)

SARAH:
Bye bye policeman.

MEG:
Thanks for everything Jock.We’ll see you tomorrow. (PHIL AND JOCK WALK OUT TOGETHER)

JOCK:
I don’t trust the look of that Roner-chap who’s just come in.

PHIL:
Well he’s not trustworthy, and I’m not going to let him stay. As we told you, he’s a awful menace.

JOCK:
What did he mean by ‘maternity centre’?

PHIL:
He was being sarcastic. Inferring that Meg and I think of ourselves as ‘the centre of the world’.

JOCK:
Och, I know the type. He’s up to no good, that one. I’d say his intentions are RATHER dark.

PHIL:
I think you’re right.

JOCK:
Well, all the best Phil, and don’t you get pulled into any of his NONSENSE. I don’t trust what he might do.

PHIL:
Nor do I, but don’t worry..and Jock, about Crowley, did he ever live here?

JOCK:
Ach no. He was dead and buried before Maud and Jamie moved into this house. You’re not worried about his dark forces are you?

PHIL:
No... not really.

JOCK:
I just thought, are you going back to your tent tonight?

PHIL:   Depends on whether I can frighten Roner off! If not, with Roner around, I think we’d better stay here and defend our new patch.

JOCK:  Good thinking! Look Phil, why don’t I take Meg down to get your tent, and bring her back? 

PHIL:
O.K. I’ll ask Meg. I think it’s a good idea.

JOCK:
O.K., I’ll wait for Meg in my car, which is behind the trees down there. If she doesn’t come down in ten minutes, I’ll drive home and see you tomorrow. If Meg doesn’t come with me, and you have any trouble with Roner, there’s a public phone box two hundred yards up the road. Just give me a ring and I’ll be up. So..Phil, bye for now. (PHIL WAVES AND WALKS INTO THE MAIN ROOM TO FIND SARAH SITTING ON MICHAEL’S LAP AND WEARING HIS HAT. PHIL WALKS PAST MICHAEL AND SARAH OFF STAGE WHERE MEG IS IN THE KITCHEN. PAUSE. PHIL RE-APPEARS )

PHIL:
Michael... what are you playing at creeping round the house dressed up like Frankenstein? I told you at Sandymouth that I don’t want anything to do with you.

SARAH:
I like Michael daddy.

RONER:
And I like you Sarah.

PHIL:
Don’t be so serpent-like Michael, and take my cloak off!

RONER:
It’s not YOURS: it’s Crowley’s!

PHIL:
(EXASPERATED) What do you mean, Crowley’s? It’s mine. Stop all this Crowley nonsense.

RONER:
Didn’t your fuzz friend just tell you that Crowley’s slut once lived here?

PHIL:
Sarah come here.

SARAH:
What for?

PHIL:
Sarah, please come here. (SHE GETS DOWN AND WALKS OVER TO PHIL) Now go into the kitchen with mummy for a minute. I want to talk to Michael alone. (SHE GOES INTO THE KITCHEN) Now take that fucking cloak off!

RONER:
Stop pushing me around man!

PHIL:
(ANGRY) Look Michael, I’m sick of your interfering vibes. Now get that cloak OFF and fuck OFF BACK TO PAUL ROWNTREE’S CITY OF LIGHT! And don’t EVER CREEP AROUND FREYA AGAIN... LISTENING TO OUR CONVERSATIONS.

RONER:
Paul was right. You are black! And you’re in league with the cops. (PHIL WALKS OVER TO MICHAEL AND LIFTS HIM OUT OF THE CHAIR, PULLS THE CLOAK OFF AND THROWS IT DOWN. MICHAEL MAKES NO GESTURE OF RETALLIATION) I s’pose you know what KARMA means?

PHIL:
Don’t I just! It means it’s now time for you to reap your reward, and fuck off! (MARCHES MICHAEL OUT OF THE DOOR) And never come back here again!

RONER:
You don’t realise that Rock sent me to warn you of Crowley’s influence on FREYA. And he was right! You see, Alison’s father, who sent you here, is a friend of Rock’s, and lives at Sandymouth.

PHIL:
If I want Rock’s advice I’ll ask him for it! I don’t need your help! Now fuck off! (PUSHES MICHAEL OUT AND SLAMS DOOR)

LIGHTS FADE 

(WHILST MEG COLLECTED THE TENT WITH JOCK’S HELP, PHIL CHASED RONER BACK TO SANDYMOUTH).

ACT ONE  SCENE TWO

THE NEXT DAY PHIL IS MENDING ONE OF THE BROKEN WIDOWS,WHILST MEG HAS GONE INTO THE FURNITURE AUCTION ROOMS IN INVERNESS TO TRY TO GET A DOUBLE MATTRESS. PHIL IS INSIDE THE HOUSE SCRAPING ALL THE BITS OF GLASS OUT OF THE BROKEN WINDOW. SARAH IS WATCHING PHIL. SOUND OF A CAR ARRIVING.

SARAH:   Who’s come in a car?

PHIL: I don’t know...if its Jock, that policeman you liked that was here yesterday...he’s early.
SARAH: Maybe it’s mummy coming back.

PHIL: No, she’s only been gone an hour.

SARAH   Why has mummy gone into Inverness?   (SOUND OF CAR DOORS)

PHIL:  She’s gone to a sale room to try to buy some mattresses for us to sleep on.

SARAH: I want to stay sleeping in our tent.

PHIL: Well maybe for a little bit longer...but it’s starting to get too cold to sleep in the tent.

(TWO YOUNG COCKY COPS APPEAR ON THE OUTSIDE OF THE WINDOW. SARAH WITHDRAWS BUT WATCHES).

1stCOP: Good afternoon.

PHIL: (CARRIES ON WORKING) Hello. What are you two up to?

2ndCOP:  We were just going to ask you the same question.

PHIL: Snap!

                 LONG PAUSE

1stCOP Could you explain what you’re doing here?

PHIL: Mending a window. Do you mind?

2ndCOP: Cut the lip. WHO gave you permission to be here?

PHIL: What’s it got to do with you. Who sent you here?

1stCOP: We’ve had a complaint that you’ve got no right to be here!

PHIL: Where do you think you’re going?

2ndCOP: We’re coming inside to question you and get some details.

PHIL: No you’re not! I want to see your warrant for entry into this house.

1stCOP: We don’t need a warrant...it’s an empty house.

PHIL: It’s not an empty house! It’s an occupied house!

1stCOP: ( THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER) Well, who does this croft belong to?

PHIL: Me! And I don’t give either of you permission to be here...so LEAVE MY PROPERTY NOW!

2ndCOP: You PROVE it’s your property.

PHIL: I don’t need to prove it! As you can SEE...I’m here! If you want to prove that I’ve got no RIGHT to be here...you go ahead.

2ndCOP: We’ve been sent here to inform you that you’re illegally squatting.
PHIL: Well, when you can clarify what LEGAL squatting is, we could then discuss the question of ILLEGAL squatting. Listen, you both very well know that you don’t know what you’re talking about. Consult a lawyer about the laws of possession. Now stop wasting my time, and vacate my property NOW!

1stCOP: You can’t tell us...

PHIL:  Leave NOW...or I’ll complain to your superiors and my M.P..

2ndCOP: We’ll be back!

PHIL: Unless you get a warrant...the only way I’ll allow you on my property again, is if you both come with an apology. Now GO!

              LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE  SCENE THREE

PHIL IS INTHE OLD FASHIONED PHONE BOX UP THE ROAD FROM FREYA. VOICES OVER THE P.A. 

JOCK’S WIFE: Police station.

PHIL: Hello. I want to speak to Jock. Is he there? It’s urgent!

WIFE:  Aye, hang on...I’ll get him. Who shall I say is wanting him?

PHIL: Philip Masters from Freya...up the hill.

WIFE: Alright Mr Masters...hang on...(SHOUTS) Quick Jock, it’s Mr Masters...says it’s urgent!...
JOCK: Phil! Jock McTaggart here.

PHIL: Jock, I’ve had two squad-car hooligans up at Freya today...trying to scare me off with threatening talk about illegal squatting. I didn’t mention your name, and half-hoped you might have turned up when they were there! I thought I was protected by you. How did this happen?

JOCK: Don’t worry Phil you do have my protection...and I’ve already dealt with this ugly event. I’m afraid it was down to one of your neighbours who’s had his greedy eyes on your place...all the time it’s been empty...but he never dared make a move...for fear of what the other neighbours might do, you see.  Aye, he’s so livid that an incomer has got Freya now...that he thought he’d try to stir up some big trouble...by phoning here when he knew it was my day off...knowing that his call would be automatically directed to the police headquarters. Aye, tried to get me into trouble...which is why you got the visit from that Inverness squad.

PHIL: I see

JOCK: Anyway, I’ve cornered the culprit...and told him straight...that if he causes any more trouble...I’m going to do him for disturbing...not just your peace...but I’ll do him for disturbing MY PEACE!
PHIL: That’s very reassuring Jock. Thankyou.

JOCK: Aye, so cheer up Phil, and do yourself a favour and go into Inverness and have a good talk With Hamish McGoshem...and Phil, sorry...I should have apologised for not coming up to help you with the clean up today.  Aye, I forgot to apologise,but you see when I got back here from Inverness...I had to deal with this squad car incident.

PHIL: Jock, I hope I haven’t made things difficult for you.

JOCK: Och, well...I had headquarters on the blower threatening to move me from here...

PHIL: That’s terrible!

JOCK:  Och, don’t worry. If they do move me...I’ll brief the new chap on your situation...so you’ll be alright...aye, and that’s another good reason why I’m advising you to see Hamish McGoshem. He’ll be a good strong ally...and I also forgot to ask you...what happened to that dark character who turned up at Freya?

PHIL: I threw him out, almost immediately after you took Meg down to Loch Ness to fetch our tent.

JOCK: Och that’s good. I hear your wife wasn’t there at the time of the incident but your daughter was...I hope they didn’t frighten little Sarah.

PHIL: No, Sarah was O.K. She’s playing outside the phone box right now.

JOCK: Well Phil I must be off. I’m afraid there’s a lot of ignorance in the force. You just have to not let it get you down. Give my regards to your wife and Sarah, and I hope to be up to see you soon. Bye for now.

PHIL: Thanks a lot, Jock.

                          LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE   SCENE FOUR

PHIL AND SARAH IN THE MAIN ROOM. PHIL IS LIGHTING A FIRE. SARAH IS HELPING. MEG AND PETER DAWES ENTER THE HOUSE CARRYING A MATTRESS.

PHIL:
Wow! You got one! Fantastic! Where’d you get it?

MEG:
The furniture Auction Rooms in Inverness. This is Peter, who offered to give me a lift.  He’s part of the local Loch Ness Monster Investigation Unit.

DAWES: Hello. Hello. 

PHIL:
Hello. I’m Phil, this is Sarah. Did you hear that Sarah. this man who’s helped mummy is a monster investigator! Wow!

SARAH:  Hello. Mummy, what am I going to sleep on?

MEG: I’ve bought you a mattress as well, darling. It’s in Peter’s van. You can help me bring it up in a minute after I’ve had a cup of tea. 

PHIL:  Well! I think the fire’ll be okay. I’ll make the tea.  Are you really a full time monster investigator?
 (PHIL PUTS KETTLE ON OPEN FIRE. MEG AND SARAH GO OFF STAGE)

DAWES: It’s a sort of full time summer caper. Actually I’m a medical student in Dublin, but at the moment, in the holidays, I’m a Monster watcher. You know, a volunteer for the Investigation Team...hoping to get Nessie on film. We’ve got 38 cameras positioned around Loch Ness, manned 24 hours a day throughout the summer months.

PHIL: Any luck?

DAWES:  It’s been seen a few times...but nothing on film.

PHIL: Maybe it’s a trans-dimensional creature.

DAWES:  (FEELING UNCOMFORTABLE) Well, my friend, we’re in very different camps.  I’m a nuts and bolts man. Meg did warn me  and said you held some--to my mind-- strange beliefs.

PHIL: Like what?

DAWES: Extra terretrials visiting the Earth and various forms of Earth magic.

PHIL:  Well yeah, there’s certainly a lot of evidence of Earth magic around here.For a start, there’s an ancient stone circle on top of the hill outside this house...just a couple of hundred yards from here.

And I think it’s magic that we’ve been given, YES, GIVEN, over a hundred acres of land. We’ve got woods, we’ve got mountains, eagles, water AND this stone circle out there has a very powerful trans-dimensional energy.

DAWES:
What do you mean by that?

PHIL:
Well, it feels to us like a sacred spot which has the ability to transform human consciousness. Such places are sometimes called centres of light.  I believe Meg and I have been sent here for a spiritual purpose. To provide the opportunity for people to give birth to their true self.

DAWES:
What like a spiritual maternity hospital?

PHIL:
You’re quick!

DAWES:
No Meg told me that was the idea...that you’re being guided by’ higher forces’.  Very well, but how do you know they ARE higher forces?

PHIL:  By personal experience. The first time I went inside that stone circle I felt embraced by a spirit of warm wisdom.
DAWES:   Spirit of warm wisdom...higher forces..Phil, I just can’t believe in all that trad jazz.

PHIL:
Well, perhaps you’d better. What do you think that monster is...a large eel?

DAWES:
Sort of. Why?

PHIL:
Peter, I think you’re in for a few VERY big shocks. Come on, lets forget the tea. I’ll take you for a walk up Faerie Hill. (MEGS WALKS IN WITH SARAH CARRYING A SMALL CHILD’S MATTRESS)

DAWES:
Faerie? Why bring fairies into it?

SARAH:
I want to see a fairy .

PHIL:  If Peter’s really quiet...on top of the fairie hill, he might see some fairies...(THEY MOVE OUT OF THEV HOUSE) or at least you might be touched by the fairy energy. Once it touches you,man, you are never the same. You’ll see. Come on!

MEG:
Go easy on him Phil.

DAWES:
Oh come on Meg, you know it’s all superstition and make-believe!

ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE

INSIDE THE STONE CIRCLE, ON TOP OF THE ANCIENT MAN-MADE HILL OVERLOOKING LOCH NESS. 

PHIL:
Now stand still and look. Now that’s Aleister Crowley’s old house, on the other side. 

DAWES:
The big white one?

PHIL:
Yeah, on the other side of the loch.

DAWES:
Are you into Crowley Magic then?

PHIL:
No, not at all. I’m not into ANY ceremonial or ritualistic magic. Just calm down, and you might start to feel the magic which I’m into.

                           PAUSE 

DAWES:
I’m beginning... to feel... very...very weird. Very weird.( PAUSE)  If you SAW the Earth from space, you’d realise that the entire planet has been re-shaped by man. A vast network of leyline circuits exists all around the globe, the purpose of which is to make the planet capable of receiving energy from a higher plane of intelligence. It can’t do this unless the planet is wired up correctly. It’s the same with a child. A child’s hereditary brain has to be rewired so that it becomes an instrument capable of expressing the individual soul-essence of that child. If this is not done the child becomes a mere instrument of social history. The child must do this internal work in the first three years of its life.

PHIL:
Wow, that’s it man, you’re plugged in... you’re actually coming through! You’re coming through! Just KEEP GOING. You’re tuning in to Truth, man!

DAWES:  I can’t TAKE IT. How can I say such things which I don’t understand? You’ve hypnotised me haven’t you? You’ve put me under a spell. I’m GOING. I’M GOING. (RUNS OFF)

ACT ONE, SCENE SIX

THE BEDROOM IN THE HOUSE. PHIL IS ASLEEP. MEG WALKS IN WEARING A DRESSING GOWN 

MEG:
Phil, Wake up! Peter’s here.

PHIL:
What!? Christ, he’s early!  What’s happening?  What time is it?

MEG:
I don’t know, about a quarter to eight. He’s in a terrible state, shaking all over. Says he’s seen a ghost, last night. I think you ought to talk to him. Shall I show him in?

PHIL:
Oh, alright.

MEG:
(OFF STAGE) Peter! Phil’s awake now. Go in and talk to him. (PETER ENTERS)

PHIL:
Hey Peter. You look in a bad way, man! What’s happened to you?

DAWES:
I’ve been very scared!  I shouldn’t have run off the way I did yesterday. So I was already a bit shook up when I got back to my caravan, but then, when I was lying in bed...it all got really weird. Suddenly...a man wearing a black cloak with a red lining...walked right through the metal wall of the caravan. Right through!

PHIL:
Yeah..so what happened next?

DAWES:(SHAKING)He came right up to my bed...and he stood beside me...and told me his name was Antamaeus, and he said that I was not to worry, and that everything was alright and that I should live in peace and love. It scared me ROTTEN! I think I’m going mad!

PHIL:
Christ man, you’re not going mad - you’re just very fortunate. There’s folk all around this planet, praying for a contact like you’ve just received, and you’re complaining! In the real world of the spirit, what has just happened to you...is perfectly normal.

DAWES:   (REALLY FREAKED OUT)
That’s normal for somebody to walk through the wall of my caravan - uninvited!

PHIL:
He probably WAS invited by your real self... it’s just your insane conditioning which is putting up all these mental and emotional blocks. Listen man, I think you ought to go to Sandymouth. See a man there called Rock, and explain all of this to him... he should be able to help you.

PETER:  I don’t know anything about Sandymouth...or this person called Rock. How could he help me?

PHIL: I don’t know how Rock will help you...but he’s wiser than me. Just go! O.K.? 

DAWES: Alright...I need help...I’m out of my depth.

PHIL: O.K. Now when you’re at Sandymouth will you do something for me?

DAWES:
What is it?

PHIL:
When you’re there, your presence will be noticed by Paul Rowntree...and no doubt, he’ll take you into their Sanctuary and ask you to call on Antameaus...because Paul will want to know what Antameaus knows about Freya...so, If Antamaeus visits you in the Sandymouth Sanctuary, I want you to ask him if I have to perform any ritual HERE.

DAWES:  I thought you said you didn’t want anything to do with ceremonies or rituals.

PHIL:  That’s right.

DAWES:- Well your question doesn’t make sense!

PHIL: It will I hope to Antemeaus. If he contacts you...just ask that question for me PLEASE. And just visit for a few hours. Don’t stay the night. O.K.?

MEG: (WALKS IN) Are you feeling better Peter?

DAWES: A bit...but I’m still very, very ,very confused...so I’m off to Sandymouth to meet Rock...and maybe the ghost...again...in safer circumstances...I hope. Thankyou Phil...and thanks for the coffee and……Meg….thankyou for the cuddle.

MEG:  Drive carefully and relax. You’ll be O.K.

PHIL: Give my love to Rock...and Hilta and Evelyn if you meet them. Bye! (DAWES EXITS)

MEG: Why have you sent him to Sandymouth?...I mean look what Rowntree did to Glynn!

PHIL: I just think Rock will be able to sort the reason for this Antemeaus appearance...and I need to know WHO has sent us here.

MEG:  What do you mean...WHO?
PHIL: I want to make sure we aren’t being USED as an experiment by some magical cult.

MEG: You mean you’re worried that that’s why  we’ve been given Freya?

PHIL: Exactly...and if we are being used in that way...we’ll GIVE EVERYTHING UP and LEAVE Freya right away. I’m not going to let you or me or Sarah be used by any hidden agenda.

MEG: (WORRIED) How are we going to find out who’s behind us being given this place for nothing?.

PHIL: If Rock induces Antameaus to appear in the Sanctuary at Sandymouth...Peter will find out for us...by asking Antameaus a trick question?

MEG: What’s the question?

PHIL: Don’t worry about the question. It’s a clear answer we need.

                          LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE SEVEN

TWO DAYS LATER. KNOCK ON THE DOOR. PHIL IS MENDING A WINDOW.MEG PAINTING A WALL.

DAWES:
Can I come in?

MEG:
Hey, Peter, come in.

PHIL:
Wow, you look...Wow, very different! What’s happened to you?

DAWES:
Well, when I got to Sandymouth I was directed to Rock’s caravan and he was so very kind…..I really wasn’t frightened in his presence at all. He let me spill the beans, and then he asked me if I knew why Antameaus had contacted me? I told him that before I’d talked to him, I was just scared and confused by it all. He said he suspected that Antameaus was my teacher in a paralell world and was trying to inspire me to be a healer...and not just become an ordinary doctor. At that everything fell into place and I suddenly felt very CALM!  Paul Rowntree then turned up and as you had suggested would happen...the three of us went to the Sanctuary...and again as you had anticipated...Antamaeus appeared!  This time I wasn’t in any way frightened by his presence. The strange thing is, Rock and I could see and hear him very clearly...whereas Paul was completely unaware of his presence. Rock and I just meditated with the vibrations which Antameaus transmitted, but soon Paul asked me to ask Antameaus some questions, and I told Paul what Antamaeus replied. Of course it was all done by telepathy. 

PHIL:  So what were the questions and the answers?

DAWES:  ( TAKES OUT A SHEET OF PAPER FROM HIS POCKET) Look, Paul Rowntree typed out the session. Question: Why have Meg and Phil been sent to Freya? Antameaus: They have been sent to re-awaken Freya, which was an ancient Atlantean Power Centre. Question: What is Meg and Phil’s function at Freya?  Antamaeus: They are its guardians. Question: Is Freya linked up to Sandymouth?  Antamaeus: Yes - both Freya and Sandymouth are linked to the network of spiritual light. Question: Where is the centre of the network?  Antamaeus: In the heart of the honest devotee of the true Light. Question: Are their other healing centres in the Freya area? Antameaus: There are two which also need to be awoken on the other side of the Loch. Question: What is Peter’s function meant to be? Antameaus: To heal those souls entangled in superstition. Qustion: What is the relationship between Sandymouth and your world? Antameaus: It can be computed.

PHIL:
Wow! Wow! That’s fantastic...but is that all?

MEG:
God, Phil that seems a lot!.

PHIL:
Yes I agree, but Peter, did you forget to ask Antameaus my question?

DAWES:
No I asked him alright, but...

MEG         Phil...calm down...what was your question?

PHIL:
I wanted to know what magical rituals we’re meant to perform at Freya?

MEG: MAGICAL RITUALS!!! PHIL! Since I’ve known you you’ve always gone on about how you don’t want to have anything to do  with ritualistic magic.

PHIL:  MEG! Calm down. Whether we stay here or leave depends on this answer from Antameaus...and not your asumptions. So...Peter WHAT was the answer?

DAWES:
It doesn’t make any sense.
PHIL: It’s not meant to make any sense to you! WHAT’S THE ANSWER?

DAWES:
Antameaus just said....... ‘Wind’!

PHIL:
WIND!!!  Man, that’s fantastic. FANTASTIC! We’re going to STAY Meg! We’re going TO STAY AND BRING FREYA BACK TO LIFE!
MEG: (DAWES SHAKES HIS HEAD) I don’t get it. Why does the word ‘WIND’ clinch it?

PHIL: Because only I and a lady called Audrey could understand the significance of that answer. When I first entered into the real world...obscured by self-delusion...my initiation into the vast realm of peace, was validated by a healing WIND...which was created and sent to me by a tree...under which we had danced barefoot and that sacred breeze embraced me like I was being enfolded inside a warm gown of magical love. The answer ‘wind’ means that what has brought me to Freya is that same sacredness I encounterd in St James Park seven years ago. It means we have to perform NO MAGICAL CEREMONIAL RITUALS. It means we just have to be honest and open to the sacredness of the natural world. That answer, like the spiritual wind, is like a dove of peace which has descends from heaven onto Freya..the awakening Ancient Atlantian Healing Centre.(TO DAWES) Thankyou Doctor.

DAWES:  So the answer is blowing in the wind.

ACT ONE, SCENE EIGHT

PHIL IS SAT IN HAMISH McGOSHEM’S OFFICE. HAMISH IS POURING TWO HUGE GLASSES OF WHISKEY FOR PHIL AND HIMSELF. HE WEARS TRADITIONAL SCOTS HIGHLAND DRESS.

HAMISH: As you can see...I never converse on an empty stomach.( LAUGHS) Aye, drink up Phil. (THEY CLINK GLASSES) Och, don’t worry about the crows.

PHIL: Crows?

HAMISH: Aye that’s what Hector, my old and buried business partner, used to call the boys on the beat. Crows! Illegal squatting!  CAW! CAW! CAW! (LAUGHS) Och, but Jock McTaggart is of course excepted from that crow category. No, he’s a good soul, and will do all he can to help you feel safe at Freya. Ach, Freya is surely part of the Good Lord’s idea of paradise. Aye, and the Good Lady’s too.  Och, I never went down that dark hole of thinking that our Divine Guardians are invisible men. Not for one minute. Jamie was the same as me on that score...a great affection for the ladies. Keep them smiling if you want some fun out of life. Aye, but when it came to the bottle...I’m afraid Jamie sped towards disaster...in a vehicle that had no brakes. And Phil, even if Jamie came back from hell to re-possess Freya...he couldnay do it.

PHIL: And why’s that?

HAMISH: (POURS MORE SCOTCH) (LAUGHS) Why’s that?  Why, because he owes me more cash than he or I could ever get for Freya. And I’m not talking about a few unpaid lawyers bills. No I’m talking about very large amounts of hard cash, that I leant him over a period of ten years...which he used in large measure, to lubricate his over active oesophagus. Och no, forget the cawing of the crows...and any thought of being evicted by my poor, long suffering drinking pal. Och,  if we played it by the book I could claim Freya…but I’ll no be doing that now you’re there. Aye,  I’m so relieved  that you’re going to make Freya  a working croft.

PHIL: Yes, I’m going to plough with horses, get some Jersey cows for milk and cheese, grow our own wheat and oats, get fruit trees, raspberries, strawberries...and grow enough vegetables for the whole year...and get some chickens and goats as well.   

HAMISH: ( POURS MORE SCOTCH) Ach, that’s a marvellous vision Phil. Marvellous. Ach, I tell you what Phil. If you and your good lady make a real go of it…and it’s flourishing in ten years time…I’ll set it up so that it will be legally yours.

PHIL: Why? Why are you and Jock being so KIND to me?

HAMISH: Because we’ve been waiting for someone like you…someone who is willing to bring Freya back to LIFE!

PHIL: I’m honoured.

HAMISH: (POURS MORE SCOTCH) Aye…and what about music? Are you fond of the pipes?

PHIL: Aye, but not the Gay Gordons type of sound.

HAMISH: Och, never…never…never!  No, no no… its the true pibroch I’m meaning. The sounds of the hidden power of the  TRUE GAEL. Are you ready man, to meet reality? (GOES TO A CUPBOARD AND TAKES OUT HIS BAGPIPES AND STARTS WARMING UP)

                              LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE  SCENE NINE

PHIL AND ROCK ARE SAT DOWN IN THE MAIN ROOM AT FREYA. PAUL ROWNTREE, DRESSED IN CLARET BLAZER AND FLANNELS, IS PACING UP AND DOWN THE ROOM LIKE A DETECTIVE. PHIL DRESSED IN DUNGAREES AND YELLOW SHIRT. ROCK DRESSED IN TWEED JACKET AND GREY FLANNELS. IT IS MID-AFTERNOON ON 1 MAY 1969.

PAUL:
Well, Rock, since this Antameaus character maintains Freya is an ancient healing centre...which I have my doubts...do you think you should exorcise this house? (THE KETTLE WHISTLES IN THE KITCHEN, AND PHIL PAUSES, LETTING IT BLARE WHILST STARING AT PAUL, THEN GOES INTO KITCHEN AND POURS TEA. AS HE EMERGES WITH THE TRAY, PAUL SPEAKS AGAIN) To avoid Sandymouth getting contaminated by this connection, I think something must be done Rock!

PHIL:
(POURING OUT THE TEA) Hey Paul, wait a minute. I’ve not asked Rock to exorcise this house. You don’t run everything you know. You should learn some manners. I’m pretty sick of your bully-boy behaviour. Please excuse me Rock, I’m sorry, but I just find this sort of attitude very insensitive, in fact inhuman.

ROCK:
Yes, I understand Phil. Of course Paul doesn’t mean to be rude. It’s just that he’s awfully concerned about the influence of Aleister Crowley emanating from here. But I do agree this house actually feels fine, in fact it feels really friendly and happy, and I honestly don’t think there is any bad vibration coming from here Paul.

PHIL:          A human voice!
Well thank goodness for that. I’m getting fed up with all this paranoia about Aleister Crowley. I threw Michael Roner out of Freya when he turned up and started going on to me about dark forces, and how my cloak once belonged to Crowley, etc. I think it’s all nonsense.

ROCK:
It’s not total nonsense Phil. You see, I have to tell you this. When you visited Sandymouth a few weeks ago there was a lady sat opposite you who had never seen you before. She’s what is termed a ‘sensitive’,  and she saw you throughout the meditation surrounded by a group of dancing naked women , and behind you stood a man, and her description of him completely fitted that of Aleister Crowley. Now I’m pretty sure you’ve been attacked by dark forces and I think that cloak Michael told me about is a link to Crowley.

PHIL:
It all seems so mad. What are these dark forces?

ROCK:
Well, it takes many forms Phil. The Ascended Spiritual Masters say that this planet is being swamped by a dark force, which make the Master’s  efforts to lift our planet up onto a higher plane extremely difficult, and it’s why it’s difficult for us to contact beings on a higher plane.

PAUL:
Precisely.

PHIL:
What gets me Rock, is why Crowley is singled out as being such a source of evil? Did you ever meet him?

ROCK:
(PAUSE) Yes, Phil, I’ve known him for a very long time. (ROWNTREE LOOKS VERY UNCOMFORTABLE AND COUGHS)

PHIL:
(IGNORES ROWNTREE) When did you first meet him?

ROCK:
(TAKES OUT A HANKIE AND RUBS HIS PATE) It was a very, very long time ago, Phil. It was in Elizabeth the First’s Reign. (ROWNTREE LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW) In those days I was known as John Dee. As a Christian occultist, I managed to contact the angelic orders through a series of complicated call signs, which were spelt out to me by my assistant - a trance medium by the name of Edward Kelly. He had a reputation at the time for being a bit of a rogue, and I must admit, I had my doubts... but the point is, Crowley is the incarnation of Kelly, so of course, I’m very concerned with what’s happened to him.

PAUL:
(SWINGS ROUND) Gosh you are an extraordinary person, Rock. I never realised you had such a checkered background.

PHIL:
So what did happen to Crowley?

ROCK:
It’s very sad Phil. You see he wasn’t an evil man, in fact very far from it, but his violent distaste of polite occultism led him very far away... so much so he allowed himself to be possessed by the Luciferic forces which move through the sexual chakra. Which led him to be stranded in a crystallised role on the etheric plane, and so now, poor Kelly is being forced to perform obnoxious acts to gain human energy for his lustful master, Lucifer.

PHIL:
God, it’s heavy stuff Rock! Heavy!

ROCK: Of course, I’m well aware of that Phil. But you see, I’m the only friend left who Crowley...or AC as I call him...can call on to try and help him free his soul from the terrifying grip of the evil one.

PHIL:
Is there any chance for him?

ROCK:
There’s always a chance for everyone Phil. It’s just very difficult to get through to his essence. Of course, it’s the same situation with this planet. It’s very difficult for positive beings from a higher vibration to get through to us. I’ll give you an example.  One evening I was sat in my study reading, and when I looked up there was a man in a shining silver suit, sat in the opposite armchair. I looked back at my book and then looked again and he was gone. Well, a little later I retired to my bedroom, and there he was - standing in front of me - clear as sunlight. ‘So you don’t think I exist,’ he said. ‘Oh...well, it’s very plain that you do,’ I replied, ‘but where are you from, and what’s your purpose in coming to see me?’ ‘I am from Venus,’ he said, ‘and I come to see you simply to tell you that there is an enormous battle going on, for control of your planet. This battle is being conducted on spiritual planes. The dark influence is so strong that it makes it very difficult for me to come here. Travelling through this dimension is like walking through wet concrete. It’s that murky. Also it takes a lot of effort to keep my vibrational rate on the frequency where you will be able to see me.’ Well, that was the gist of it. So please, Phil, treat this question of dark forces seriously. Remember that spiritual maturity begins with facing the reality of evil in the world.

PHIL:
I’m trying to live outside of the ideas of good and evil Rock, so I can be free of this conflict. It saps my zest for living.

PAUL:
Sounds like evasion of responsibility.

PHIL:
I didn’t ask you for your opinion Paul.

PAUL:
(CONTROLLING A LIVID STATE OF MIND) And we didn’t ask you to send Peter Dawes, or your wife, over to Sandymouth to cause trouble.

PHIL:
(STARES AT ROCK, THEN PAUL) You know very well they weren’t ‘sent over’ to cause trouble. Meg wanted to spend a few days with Melina and I thought Rock could sort out Peter’s confusion, which he definitely did.

PAUL:
That’s just your end of it. I think it’s time we were going, Rock.

PHIL:
Rock, I was rather hoping I could show you the stone circle on the top of the Faerie Hill. I’d like your opinion on the vibrations?

ROCK:
You’re referring to the place where the young man first felt very strange?

PHIL:
That’s right. It’s not far. A steady stroll should do the trick.

ROCK:
(BEAMS) OK, Phil, I’m interested to see the spot, but remember, I’m getting on a bit and so I’m not very fast on my feet.

PAUL:
Do you really think we have the time Rock?

ROCK:
(STANDING UP) Of course we do Paul. (PHIL GETS THE CLOAK OUT OF THE CUPBOARD AND GOES TO PUT IT ON)

PAUL:
I’d rather you didn’t wear that Phil. (PHIL LOOKS TO ROCK)

ROCK:
I rather think Paul’s right this time, Phil. (PHIL SHRUGS, SHAKES HIS HEAD AND THROWS THE CLOAK IN A CORNER. THEY ALL WALK OUT.

 LIGHTS FADE            PAUSE            THEN COME BACK ON IN THE STONE CIRCLE 

PHIL, PAUL AND ROCK STOP BESIDE A TREE. ROCK PUTS A HAND ON THE TREE, AND STANDS IN QUIET CONCENTRATION STARING AHEAD. PHIL WATCHES HIM INTENTLY, WHILST PAUL PACES AROUND IN AN AGITATED STATE OF MIND)

ROCK:
This is a fine place, Phil. This is definitely a spiritual power-point, and there are very fine spirits around who guard it’s purpose. People on the etheric, who were once druids... many thousands of years ago. Paul, please be patient. Now Phil. This is definitely a light centre and a transmitting station. If you ever need to contact me, just come here and call my name three times. Guard the place well and don’t let people with the wrong vibrations know about it! ... And remember this... you’ll be tested. When you work for the Light as you do, you always get smashed by the dark... so have courage... and remember, that if you are psychically attacked... the best defence is humour. The devil and his dirty crew can’t stand laughter. (THEY BOTH BURST OUT LAUGHING, WHILST PAUL STARES ON ANGRY AND FEELING LEFT OUT)

                                         LIGHTS FADE

ACT  tc "ACT  " \l 2TWO    SCENE ONE

PHIL MOVES INTO THE FAERIE CIRCLE AND HOLDS THE TREE AS ROCK DID. 

PHIL:
(SHOUTS) ROCK! ROCK! ROCK! (STANDS STILL) Please guard this place with light! (WALKS AROUND THE CIRCLE SLOWLY, THEN SITS DOWN IN THE CENTRE AND CLOSES HIS EYES. RACHEL, NINETEEN YEARS OLD, DRESSED IN BLACK SAILORS TROUSERS AND BLACK JUMPER, WALKS VERY QUIETLY AND SLOWLY INTO THE STONE CIRCLE, AND KNEELS IN FRONT OF HIM. HE OPENS HIS EYES. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. THE LIGHT GETS BRIGHTER. HE PUTS HIS HAND OUT. THEY HOLD HANDS. THEIR FACES FLICKER,(USE STROBE). PHIL LEANS TOWARDS HER. THEY KISS. LONG PAUSE)

RACHEL:
(DEEP VOICE, WARM, SOFT) Rachel.

PHIL:
(OVERWHELMED) Phil.

RACHEL:
I know. Are you alright?

PHIL:
Yes. Why?

RACHEL:
I heard you calling out for Rock.

PHIL:
Do you know Rock?

RACHEL:
Not met. Heard of, at Sandymouth. He wasn’t there when I was there.

PHIL:
Who gave you our address?

RACHEL:
A Monster Watcher called Peter Dawes who arrived at Sandymouth looking very spaced out.

PHIL:
And it all started right here. He was poo-pooing the reality of higher forces so I brought him up here. He thought Nessie is a big EEL. I was telling him about the miracle of how we found this place...and  how it felt, being sent here by... (GESTURES TO THE SKY) ANOTHER REALM. 

RACHEL:
Melina told me about it all.

PHIL:
Melina! I didn’t know she knew.

RACHEL:
She told me someone called Meg, told her about how her husband Phil, had been given a message to found a spiritual hospital, but he’d got taken over by the spirit of Aleister Crowley, who is now using Phil to attack Sandymouth with dark forces. (SHE SHRUGS)

PHIL:
Christ! What paranoia! That’s what Meg is supposed to have said?

RACHEL:
According to Melina who’s got it in for you.

PHIL:
Why?

RACHEL:
Because Melina wants to stay at Sandymouth, which means submitting to what Michael Roner says. He’s just a little shit.

PHIL:
You’re not kidding.

RACHEL:
They’re all against you there, except Eveline and Rock. They think you tried to possess Roner and Glynn Dyson, and when that didn’t work, you seized on this guy Peter Dawes.

PHIL:
It’s ludicrous.

RACHEL:
Are you married to Meg?

PHIL:
Not really.

RACHEL:
What does that mean?

PHIL:
Well, I don’t believe in fixed couple relationships... do you?

RACHEL:
I’m not sure. The Melina camp think you’re destroying Meg. Haven’t you got a child with her?

PHIL:
Yes... Sarah... she’s four. She’s wonderful. I love her.

RACHEL:
Where are they?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) On the way back from Sandymouth…I think. They went a few days ago to visit Melina!

RACHEL:
So, what happened to Peter Dawes here? It’s a very beautiful gentle feeling up here. I can’t see what all this hysteria’s about!?

PHIL:
Exactly! Melina’s never been here, and Rock and Paul have only visited Freya for the first time today.

RACHEL:
God, you mean I’ve just missed him. I so much want to meet Rock.

PHIL:
The reason all this stuff is going on, is because Rowntree and Roner are jealous of the fact that I’ve been appointed guardian of this place - which is an ancient Atlantean Healing Power Centre.

RACHEL:
The Melina/Roner camp are like my family - puffed up with vanity and stuffed with lies. Most people tell lies, and think lies, but with my family…their whole life is a lie.

PHIL:
So, how did you get on at Sandymouth?

RACHEL:
Same as at home, I hated everything there except the gardens. All that formica and cederwood at Sandymouth gave me claustrophobia. Actually, Peter Dawes was like a breath of fresh air.

PHIL:
That’s a particularly apt thing to say. Look the guy knows nothing about leylines, UFOs, acid, telepathy or anything, except photography, and wanting to get a snap of Nessie, right? I bring him right here, and point out Aleister Crowley’s old house on the other side of the loch. There! (POINTS)

RACHEL:
Really?

PHIL:
Maybe it was a mistake to mention it. Anyway, within minutes his voice changes and he’s saying he feels very, very weird! Then he suddenly knows everything! And, starts speaking in a peculiar, almost robotic voice...and tells me that if I saw the Earth from space, I’d realise that the whole planet had been re-shaped by man. Yes, a vast network of leylines - circuits - exist all around the globe, the purpose of which is to make the planet capable of receiving energy from a higher plain of intelligence. It can’t do this unless it’s wired up correctly. Apparently, it’s the same with a child. Its hereditary brain has to be re-wired so that it becomes an instrument capable of expressing the individuality of the child and, if this is not done, the child becomes a mere instrument of social history. The child must do this work in the first three years of its life.

RACHEL:
And he said all that spontaneously?

PHIL:
Right here. Then he felt very strange, he said, and drove home. Do you know what happened next?

RACHEL: Well he told me that a ghost called Antameaus entered his caravan and told him to live the truth.  But He said the apparition had so freaked him out, he’d asked you for help, and you sent him to meet Rock who put him at ease with himself.

PHIL: Did he tell you Antameaus appeared again in the Sanctuary at Sandymouth?

RACHEL: Yes he did...and said you were pleased with the message you got from Antameaus. Why is the word ‘Wind’ so significant to you?

PHIL: For me it means soul contact with the spirit of nature. The freedom from all human conditioning. The deep sacred quietness of communion with love.

                   (LONG PAUSE LOOKING AT EACH OTHER VERY INTENSELY)

RACHEL:
Love?...Well…yes… I guess that’s what drew me to be sitting here...on this hill with you.

(PAUSE) Ugh, God that sounded like one of Dylan’s latest sentimental lines. Have you heard his new album?

PHIL:
No. What’s it called?

RACHEL:
Nashville Skyline. It’s pathetic. A soggy attempt to cover up his horrible dependence on his wife and children. Considering what he used to be like  it’s very SAD!.

PHIL:
He’ll get through it. Have you brought it with you?

RACHEL:
It’s in your house with my stuff.

PHIL:
I see...you’ve been here for some time?

RACHEL:
I’ve been walking around...looking for you and heard you shouting. (THEY LOOK TOWARDS THE HOUSE) I sometimes think houses are poisonous to the spirit. Wombs, tombs! Melina said you were a painter. I couldn’t see much around.

PHIL:
No, all my stuff is in the steading. Nine or ten large canvasses. Not a lot.

RACHEL:
(STANDS UP AND PHIL FOLLOWS. THEY SLOWLY START WALKING HAND IN HAND) Well, I want to see your colours.

PHIL:
(STOPS WALKING AND LOOKS AT HER) To tell you the truth, I’ve got a feeling of wanting to eat you. (SHE LAUGHS)

LIGHTS OFF

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO tc "ACT TWO, SCENE TWO " \l 2
THE MAIN ROOM IN FREYA. MEG AND SARAH ARE EATING AT THE TABLE AS PHIL ENTERS. SARAH GETS UP AND RUNS TO PHIL. MEG IS WEARING A COLOURFUL DRESS BUT LOOKS VERY DISTRAUGHT

SARAH:
Daddy! Daddy! Where were you? (HE PICKS HER UP AND CUDDLES HER) 

PHIL:
Out walking. I didn’t know you both were back.

MEG:
Come and sit down, darling, and eat your supper. (PHIL WALKS OVER TO MEG AND KISSES THE BACK OF HER NECK) 

PHIL:
How are you? (SARAH SITS AT TABLE)

MEG:
Alright. A bit tired. Sandymouth is exhausting. Whose tape recorder and bag is this?

PHIL:
(SITS AT TABLE) A girl called Rachel arrived half an hour ago... when I was meditating on the faerie hill.

MEG:
Phil, I’ve been back for two hours and her bag was here then! I opened it and found some good tapes. I’ve just been playing the new Dylan. It’s wonderful. Dylan seems to have found some happiness...at last. Instead of all that moaning...he seems full of love for his beautiful wife...so where is this Rachel now?

PHIL:
I think she’s having a pee.

MEG:
Is that her sports car?

PHIL:
I guess so.

MEG:
A chick with bread, eh? Just what you like.

PHIL:
Blimey, Meg. Sandymouth seems to have got through to you.

MEG:
Yes, you’re not very popular there. They think you’re into sexual magic.

PHIL:
I suppose you’ve been getting advice from Roner?

MEG:
Michael’s not an enemy of mine. That’s your trip.

PHIL:
Did you know Rock and Paul were here today?

MEG:
I heard they might call in.

PHIL:
Rock thinks the place is fine.

MEG:
Good. I’m sure you’ll manage Phil. There’s some quiche and salad in the kitchen. Did she like your etchings?

PHIL:
What are you talking about? (PHIL STANDS UP)

MEG:
Come on Phil... I heard you talking intensely to this girl in the steading when I walked by to put the goats in their pen. D’you think I’m stupid?

PHIL:
(WALKS INTO THE KITCHEN) You seem very uptight Meg. (THE DOORS OPENS AND RACHEL ENTERS, WEARING AN AFGHANI DRESS)

MEG:
(VERY WARM) Hello. I’m Meg and this is my daughter Sarah. You must be Rachel.

RACHEL:
(OVERWHELMED) ... Yes... Hello.

MEG:
Hello... is that your car? (RACHEL NODS)

MEG:
Come and sit down. Rachel’s here Phil. Can you bring in the quiche and salad? I’ve just come from Sandymouth, Rachel. Have you been there?

RACHEL:
... Yes I was there... a few... months ago.

MEG:
(PHIL WALKS IN WITH FOOD AND LAYS IT ON THE TABLE, AND SITS OPPOSITE RACHEL AND SERVES THE FOOD) How did you find it?

RACHEL:
Tasteless.

MEG:
You mean the middle class decor?

RACHEL:
You could put it that way.

MEG:
I thought the same up until this last visit... I now really think it doesn’t matter about all that. It’s just the wrapping paper.

PHIL:
Why should there be any wrapping paper?

MEG:
Ask that of yourself? (PAUSE)

PHIL:
You’re very quiet Sarah. Did you have a nice time at Sandymouth?

MEG:
Nice? Isn’t that wrapping paper?

PHIL:
Sarah? Did you play with Simon?

SARAH:
Lots and lots of times... and we saw some fairies in the garden.

RACHEL:
Gosh that was lucky.

SARAH:
Have you seen fairies?

RACHEL:
Yes once... a long time ago.

MEG:
I thought it would be a good idea if Melina and Simon came to live here.

PHIL:
You’re kidding. That would mean Michael, plus the fact Rachel tells me that Melina is absolutely against me.

RACHEL:
I didn’t say ‘absolutely’. I said she ‘had it in for you’.

MEG:
One, Michael’s already left Melina and gone to Glasgow, and two, Melina feels you haven’t been treating me properly, that’s all. It would be very good for Sarah and Simon to grow up here together. Melina would like to build her own house in the woods. You know how much she’s into the natural way of life.

PHIL:
It sounds crazy to me.

MEG:
Exactly, unless things suit you nothing gets done here. Phil, I’m a guardian here as well, don’t forget.

PHIL:
Well, gossiping about our private life at Sandymouth doesn’t strike me as being very protective of Freya. (SARAH GETS DOWN FROM THE TABLE AND PICKS UP HER TEDDY BEAR, THEN CLIMBS UP ONTO RACHEL’S LAP)

SARAH:
Do you like my teddy bear? tc "SARAH\:
Do you like my teddy bear? " \l 2
RACHEL:
Yes, he’s lovely - I’ve got a teddy bear as well, in my car.

SARAH:
Can I see?

MEG:
In the morning darling. It’s late and time for bed.

SARAH:
Oh please!

MEG:
No, come on, it’s been a long day and I’m tired.

SARAH:
(TO RACHEL) Where are you going to sleep?

RACHEL:
I don’t know... maybe in my car.

MEG:
No, daddy will fix up a bed for Rachel, don’t worry.  Now come on, let’s do your teeth. (MEG TAKES SARAH INTO THE KITCHEN) Where are you from Rachel?

RACHEL:
Cambridgeshire. Waterbeach area.

MEG:
Have you been working down there?

RACHEL:
(STARES AT PHIL WITH LOVE) Bits and pieces. Training a few horses for show jumping.

MEG:
Is that what your family are into?

RACHEL:
A bit.

MEG:
(APPEARING WITH SARAH. STARTS TO UNDRESS HER) Any brothers and sisters?

RACHEL:
A sister called Liz, a year older than me. Look Meg, I don’t really like talking about my family. The subject bores me to tears. If I was younger, I wouldn’t be here now, because they would have made me a ward of court. That should tell you something about them.

MEG:
They sound possessive!

PHIL:
Come on Meg, Rachel doesn’t want to get into it.

MEG:
Do you want to have children?

RACHEL:
I haven’t really thought about it.

MEG:
It’s worth bearing in mind.

RACHEL:
What d’you mean?

MEG:
I’ll talk about it later. I used to be involved with CND. D’you see the connection between babies and nuclear war?

RACHEL:
Horrific.

MEG:
Exactly. (TO SARAH) Come on darling, give daddy a kiss.

PHIL:
(KISS) Night, night darling.

SARAH:
Night, night daddy. (GIVES RACHEL A KISS) Night, night Rachel.

RACHEL:
Night, night Sarah. Sleep well. Sweet dreams.

MEG:
I might see you later, if I don’t crash out. (EXIT. PHIL CLEARS THE TABLE. RACHEL SITS BY THE FIRE, TAKES STUFF FROM HER BAG AND ROLLS A JOINT. WHEN PHIL HAS FINISHED CLEARING UP, HE GOES UPSTAIRS, THEN BRINGS A MATTRESS DOWN AND PUTS IT IN FRONT OF THE FIRE. SHE HANDS HIM THE JOINT. HE TAKES A FEW DRAWS, KNEELING ON THE BED, THEN GIVES HER BACK THE JOINT, AND GOES UPSTAIRS AGAIN, AND RETURNS WITH A SHEET, DUVET AND QUILT COVER. SHE WATCHES HIM WITH DEEP AFFECTION AS HE MAKES THE BED. HE SITS ON THE BED, SHE HANDS HIM THE END OF THE JOINT. SHE STUDIES HIM AS HE STARES ‘INTO THE FIRE’. THEN SHE PUTS HER HEAD ON HIS SHOULDER. HE PUTS HIS ARM AROUND HER. THEY CLOSE THEIR EYES)

RACHEL:
(SOFTLY) Is Meg asleep?

PHIL:
Yes.

LIGHTS OFF

ACT TWO, SCENE THREE tc "ACT TWO, SCENE THREE " \l 2
SAME ROOM. EARLY MORNING. FIRE SMOULDERING. PHIL AND RACHEL ASLEEP UNDER THE PATCHWORK COVER. VIEW OUT OF WINDOW TO MOUNTAIN. MEG WALKS INTO THE ROOM. SHE LOOKS AT PHIL AND RACHEL. SHE JUST STARES. TEARS APPEAR IN HER EYES. SHE LETS THE TEARS FLOW THEN SHE WALKS INTO THE KITCHEN. SOUND OF TAPS. MEG RE-ENTERS WITH WASHING UP BOWL AND SHE APPROACHES THE BED WITH THE BOWL. PHIL OPENS HIS EYES AND LOOKS TOWARDS MEG AS SHE THROWS THE BOWL OF WATER OVER HIM AND RACHEL. RACHEL PUTS HER HEAD UNDER THE QUILT AS MEG SCREAMS...

MEG:
I’m not your mother, Phil. I’m NOT YOUR MOTHER!  I’m your fucking wife!!! (MEG RUNS OUT OF THE ROOM. PHIL SEEMS FROZEN. HE IS SITTING UP, STARING AT THE DOOR, THROUGH WHICH MEG HAS JUST DISAPPEARED. WATER RUNNING DOWN HIS FACE, HE TURNS ROUND TO RACHEL. HE PULLS THE QUILT BACK FROM HER HEAD. HE PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND HER. SHE’S GOT HER BACK TO HIM AND IS CRYING LOUDLY. PHIL IS CRYING TOO. RACHEL GETS UP AND PUTS ON HER DRESS. PHIL WATCHES HER)

PHIL:
What are you doing? (PAUSE) You’re not going? Rachel?

RACHEL:
I’ve got to Phil. Look I’ve got no bread... I’m going to go down to Edinburgh... to sell a pearl necklace my mother gave me.

PHIL:
Don’t run out Rachel. Please.

RACHEL:
I’ve got to go Phil... it’s obvious. (PHIL SITS UP, HEAD IN HANDS, BENT FORWARD) I’ll be back... soon. (SHE KNEELS DOWN BESIDE HIM) I promise. I’ll leave you my tape recorder and cassettes. (THEY’RE BOTH CRYING, LOOKING AT EACH OTHER. SHE WALKS THROUGH THE SAME DOOR THAT MEG WENT OUT THROUGH. PHIL STARES INTO THE DYING FIRE. SOUND OF CAR STARTING. IT ONLY STARTS AFTER LOTS OF TRIES. SOUND OF CAR ROARING OFF)

SARAH:
(OFF STAGE) Mummy! Mummy! Daddy! Daddy!

PHIL:
(GETTING UP, AND STARTING TO DRESS) Sarah! I’m down here. (SOUND OF SARAH’S BARE FEET ON THE STAIRS. SHE COMES INTO THE ROOM, IN HER NIGHTDRESS. PHIL IS FOLDING UP THE BEDCLOTHES)

SARAH:
Where’s Rachel, Daddy?

PHIL:
She’s gone off.

SARAH:
(LOOKING OUT OF WINDOW) Where’s she gone? I don’t want her to go. I didn’t see her teddy bear.

PHIL:
She’ll be back soon. She’s gone to Edinburgh to get some money.

SARAH:
With mummy?

PHIL: no.

SARAH: Where’s mummy?

PHIL:
I don’t know darling. (HE CARRIES THE MATTRESS OUT OF THE DOOR. HE COMES BACK, AND IS DRESSING SARAH WHEN MEG WALKS THROUGH THE ROOM INTO THE KITCHEN. SARAH RUNS INTO THE KTICHEN. PHIL SWEEPS THE FLOOR. MEG COMES INTO THE ROOM WITH SARAH)

SARAH:
Mummy’s been crying.

PHIL:
So have I darling.

SARAH:
I don’t want to cry.

PHIL:
That’s good. Can you let the chickens out, and see if there’s any eggs? (SHE RUNS OUT)

MEG:
I’m sorry Phil. I really am. I WANT you to feel free. Free to be with Rachel.

PHIL:
It’s strange timing Meg. (HE LEANS ON THE BROOM. SHE LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW)

MEG:
I was resisting what I felt. I can feel it in my bones, Phil. You’ve fallen in love with Rachel. Just be honest with yourself. Your life has suddenly changed.

PHIL:
Meg, will you please stop trying to crystallise my life. What comes next? The big decision - you or Rachel? It’s ridiculous and I don’t want to consider it.

MEG:
It’s choice-less Phil. Love - not you - love, has chosen to bring you and Rachel together because it’s meant to be. That’s how it works. And I don’t say this because I don’t love you. I do love you... deeply, but I just know it’s Rachel who’s really meant to be with you... and I don’t want to hurt either of you again! Because of my stupid ego-outburst with the water, she’s gone, and it’s my fault. It was very mean and selfish of me. When Tom and I were in love with each other, you were wonderful, because you respected our love. That’s what I should have done... and I will. I promise.

PHIL:
(PUTS THE BROOM DOWN AND WALKS OVER AND PUTS ARM AROUND MEG) Meg, I understand what was happening to you.   Just don’t put yourself down. It was your submerged pain which you felt at that moment.  Of course I was shocked, but what’s worse is the fear I feel when you GIVE ME THIS FREEDOM.

MEG:
That’s guilt but there’s no need for it. It’s a crime to make a person feel GUILT for falling in love. Love is free and we can and will go through this. It takes courage to follow love. You have to cut away from everything which holds you back. That’s what you’re afraid of doing.

PHIL:
Yeah, of course. I don’t want to lose you and Sarah... and anyway, it’s a bit ridiculous since Rachel has already left!

MEG:
Because of that vicious animal jealousy, which is still in me... but I’m sure she’ll come back because you’re now one river. Both of you have been thrown into the same strong current of love, and I NEED this opportunity to overcome my horrible jealousy. I hate it and I pray that Rachel will return. And Phil…I promise that I’ll never lay a power trip on either of you again. You don’t have to lose me and Sarah through loving Rachel. I’m sure we’ll all grow through the truth which love awakens.

PHIL:
That’s brilliant Meg. Thank you.

MEG:
Because you’re now both flowing on the same current... whatever happens to one of you... from now on... will be felt by the other. She’s your craft. Guide her well.

PHIL:
But how can I do that when she seemed so shattered when she left. (HE HUGS HER)

MEG:
She’ll be alright.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR

OFF STAGE AND HEARD OVER THE P.A.

PHIL:
Hello, Rachel, I’ve just got your telegram!... Rachel, Rachel are you alright? ... are you hurt? ... how did it... God... sure I’ll come down now... No, it’s OK... no it’s OK... me too... yeah really... soon... forever... yeah...

(INSIDE THE HOUSE.  PHIL ENTERS THE MAIN ROOM. FIRE UNLIT. SARAH PLAYING ON THE FLOOR. MEG COMES OUT OF THE KITCHEN. SHE LOOKS A BIT STRAINED BUT TRYING TO LOOK BEAUTIFUL)

MEG:
What’s happened?

PHIL:
Rachel’s had a car crash - after she left yesterday, whilst giving Eric Biggs a lift.

MEG:
Eric Biggs the God-freak! Oh no. Christ how is she? Where is she?

PHIL:
She’s alright. It happened near Pitlochry. She says she’s OK though. The car’s written off. Says she’s covered in bruises. She’s in Eric’s flat in Edinburgh. She sounded very shaky, spaced out. She’s asked me to go down and get her. I said I would if that’s OK with you?

MEG:
Of course it is. I want you to Phil. Go to her darling. Right away! (PAUSE) Could you chop enough wood before you go? (HE NODS AND THEY EMBRACE TENDERLY)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE tc "ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE " \l 2
PHIL KNOCKING ON DOOR OF A FLAT IN EDINBURGH - ONE OF THE TYPICAL TENEMENTS. RACHEL OPENS THE DOOR. SHE HAS A COMPLETELY BALD HEAD. SHE IS LOOKING AT PHIL, VERY INTENSELY. VERY OPEN. PHIL PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND HER. THEY DON’T KISS. RACHEL IS CRYING. PHIL PUTS HIS HAND ON HER HEAD. THEY ROCK TOGETHER.

PHIL:
Let’s go.

RACHEL:
(WHO SEEMS MUCH MORE SPEEDY) What’s wrong!? Don’t you want to come in?

PHIL:
No, I don’t want to enter Eric the God-freak’s little Kingdom of Deceit. Come on Rachel, let’s go.

RACHEL:O.K.I’ll go and get my bag. (DISAPPEARS AND THEN RETURNS WITH BAG. SLAMS DOOR. THEY WALK SILENTLY THROUGH THE PARK HAND IN HAND)

PHIL:
He really is a bastard! A jealous bastard!

RACHEL:
He cut it off in one piece. Look. (SHE TAKES OUT WHAT LOOKS LIKE A WIG, AND HOLDS IT OUT TO PHIL. HE STOPS AND HOLDS IT, FEELS IT, GIVES IT BACK TO RACHEL) Has it stopped you loving me?

PHIL:
No, it hasn’t stopped me loving you, but it’s rechannelled the feeling.

RACHEL:
I had to.

PHIL:
You mean it wasn’t Eric’s trick to cut it off... but yours?

RACHEL:
He suggested it, and I let him. (THEY WALK SILENTLY, RACHEL’S ARM AROUND PHIL, HER HEAD LEANING ON HIS SHOULDER)

PHIL:
How did you let all this happen to you?

RACHEL:
I don’t really want to go into it.

PHIL:
Oh come on, I want to know what’s been happening to you?

RACHEL:
Look Phil, it might not seem to you that it was very long ago that I was with you in Freya...but since then I’ve been through eternities of outlandish hell...and now I’m coming back to you, and human warmth, by working my way  through purgatory.

PHIL:
Please Rachel... what happened?  Jesus, I know Eric Biggs well enough to know that he would try to interfere with us. (RACHEL STARES AT HIM AND STARTS CRYING. PHIL PUTS ARMS AROUND HER) Come on, come on... let it all out... you’ve got to. (THEY SIT DOWN ON THE GRASS)

RACHEL:
(SOFT VOICE) Jesus Christ, it’s been such a trip... such a trip... O.K...O.K., I picked Eric up outside Fort William... He seemed alright... talked a lot... you got mentioned... said he liked you, but there was something in his way of talking... his attitude... which frightened me... He started talking about his relationship with God, in very boastful tones... went on and on about his Great Acid Trip...when God revealed to Eric his Divine Nature...then he started suggesting that we were meant to be together, he said we should sleep together in a cottage he had access to, in the middle of Rannoch Moor... I drove on and kept quiet... but this anxiety kept building up and up inside me... his vibes were so oppressive I could feel something terrible was about to happen... and it did... I went round a corner too fast... a lorry was coming the other way... and I shot off the road to avoid hitting the lorry... we must have rolled four or five times... then SMASH into an enormous rock! ... As we hit... I floated out of my body... just sailed out... and then the next moment I’m standing on top of the sugarloaf mountain behind Freya. Just standing there... and it’s completely calm... calm... then I’m back to the crash scene and I’m lying on the heather, looking up into the evening sky... I don’t know how long I lay there, just staring... but suddenly, I realised what had happened... I felt myself all over... just a few bruises... felt giddy when I got up... but OK... The car was a complete wreck... lying upside down... I became scared that Eric was still inside - dead... but he was nowhere to be found... then I see him... about a hundred years from the car... he’s sitting up, with his head in his hands... Anyway, he was OK... he had a cut across the back of his head... quite a lot of blood... after bandaging his head we took a few essentials and started walking along the road. A few cars passed us by, and wouldn’t stop! ... I was feeling very spaced out... we came to this little church, which was open... I laid down on a pew... and Eric disappeared into the vestry... Oh, then, it’s insane, ridiculous... ridiculous!

PHIL:
Come on... what then?

RACHEL:
Well, Eric is standing over me, dressed in a vicar’s gear, and blessing me... I told him to stop, that my head was... hurting... he was holding a burning candle, and his face seemed very weird... he told me I needed exorcising...exorcising...exorcising... Anyway, eventually he suggested that he should begin the purification, by cutting my hair off, which he said would clear my head... he had some scissors... where he got them from I don’t know... then he insists I kneel at the altar, whilst he cut my hair... so it’s all off... then he’s telling me in the name of God to take my clothes off... I tell him to ‘fuck off’... but he won’t... so there’s this big physical struggle... falling down the steps of the altar... I’m screaming at him... every name under the sun... then suddenly I drift out of my body... and I’m standing in this beautiful room... there’s a huge grand piano near the large sunlit windows... and an old white-haired man is playing the most wonderful cheerful, playful music... the room is filled with books and I feel the music is feeding me real knowledge, knowledge that my soul needed desperately... and it seems I’m in the middle of the room... staring at him when he looks up and winks at me... (LONG PAUSE) ... Next, I’m in the middle of a mounting explosion... and it goes on and on and on... then I realise - the deafening NOISE IS MY VOICE - yes, my voice, it’s  my VOICE exploding in orgasm!!!

PHIL: Rachel, what d’ya mean?

RACHEL:
(STARTS CRYING) The bastard had raped me Phil. Raped me!  And I didn’t even know it... What a swine... I felt completely sapped... refused to talk to him... I just said, ‘you’re demonic Eric, demonic!’ I felt disgusted and went to sleep on one of the pews. I don’t know where Eric slept... in the morning I woke up with the word ‘rock’ going round and round in my head... I played the mental film over and over again, of the car smashing into the rock... then it hit me... the man I had seen playing the piano must be ROCK... I tried to remember what the people at Sandymouth had said he looked like... then Eric appeared, and he seemed...quite transformed...very different... quiet... humble... I described the old white-haired man to him,  and sure enough he tells me it’s ROCK... who he said he knew quite well.

PHIL:I can see what you mean. What an incredible journey!

RACHEL:
Eventually, we got a lift to Edinburgh, and then Eric immediately took me round to see Rock. Eric left me at the door after Rock has welcomed me in. I sat in his big armchair and drifted off, whilst Rock got tea and biscuits together. When he came into the room, carrying a tray of goodies, I suddenly came to...and felt just fantastic. My head clear, clear as a block of ice. Completely still. Rock sat down opposite me and we just stared at each other for ages, both of us roaring with laughter. I felt cleansed by his brilliant aura... fresh and new born. Suddenly, he disappeared from his chair and next he seemed as if he jumped out of his bookshelf, and handed me a book, opened up to a poem by Paul Klee... which says, ‘surely I must be saved.’ Incredible!

PHIL:
I don’t understand this bit about disappearing and re-appearing again from the bookshelf?

RACHEL:
Nor do I. All I know is that he is the most wonderful magician.

PHIL:
So what happened next?

RACHEL:
Like a true gentleman, he entertained me. He played me music for hours and then he made up a camp bed for me, and I slept for ages. Then this morning I went round to Eric’s to meet you.

PHIL:
And what do you suggest now? 

RACHEL:
(RACHEL TAKES OUT THREE COINS AND THROWS THEM SIX TIMES ON THE GRASS, AND WRITES OUT A HEXAGRAM ON HER PALM. SHE TAKES OUT A COPY OF THE ‘I CHING’ FROM HER BAG AND READS OUT LOUD) ‘It furthers one to cross the great water.’  Phil, will you come with me to Cambridgeshire?

PHIL:
What for?

RACHEL:
I want to get all my writings from home and some clothes. I need you with me, to face that scene. I couldn’t do it on my own in this state. Please will you come?

PHIL:
Of course I will, but let’s go to the Post Office first, and I’ll send a telegram to Meg and tell her what we’re doing.

                               LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.      SCENE SIX

PHIL AND RACHEL WALKING UP THE TREE-LINED DRIVE, TOWARDS HER PARENTS BARONIAL RESIDENCE. SHE IS WEARING A LARGE BLACK STETSON HAT AND HER BLACK SAILOR’S TROUSERS. PHIL IS WEARING CORDOUROYS AND A SWEATER. IT IS EARLY EVENING. THEY’RE HOLDING HANDS.

RACHEL:
(WORRIED) I must warn you that this is going to be a very weird scene for you.

PHIL:
I know. Don’t worry.

RACHEL:
I mean they’re going to go potty when they see my head - at least my mother will... and she’ll take it out on you!

PHIL:
Look sweetheart, I can handle anything that’s human.

RACHEL:
They’re not human Phil. They’re professional demonic manipulators. Zaggers. People who pretend to be what they’re not... Hey, that’s my horse called Sing Sing. I used to ride him all over the country - show jumping. Then I dropped some acid at a show - and I could never touch that scene again. It’s so false it’s UNBELIEVABLE. ALL ZAGGING! (THEY LAUGH. THEY DON’T GO INTO THE MAIN DOOR BUT WALK ROUND THE SIDE, AND GO THROUGH THE YARD TO THE KITCHEN DOOR. RACHEL OPENS THE DOOR. THEY GO IN. INSIDE THE HOUSE. THEY ARE IN A BIG KITCHEN. NO-ONE THERE. THEY GO INTO THE SUN LOUNGE) Can you sit and wait here, Phil? I’ll find mother and tell her what I’m doing.

PHIL:
Sure. (SHE GOES OUT AND WALKS ALONG A CORRIDOR AND TURNS INTO THE BIG MAIN LOUNGE. IT’S A TYPICAL ROOM OF THE LANDED ARISTROCRACY, WITH THE FAMILY PORTRAITS AND BOOKSHELVES CRAMMED WITH LEATHER-BOUND BOOKS, AND HUGE ARMCHAIRS. BETTY GALLOP,  RACHEL’S  ALCOHOLIC, OVER-MADE-UP MOTHER, IS STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM AS RACHEL ENTERS. RACHEL IS STILL WEARING HER HAT)

MOTHER:
Rachel! My God what a sight you look. (RACHEL STANDS FROZEN) What have you done to your hair? (MOTHER WALKS TOWARDS HER) For God’s sake, say something and take off that stupid cowboy hat. (MOTHER GOES TO GRAB IT AND RACHEL STOPS HER)

RACHEL:
Look mother, I’ve not come here to be insulted by you. I’ve come to get some clothes, and my writing, and I’m...

MOTHER:
How dare you walk into my house and start laying down the law about what you’re doing. Have you forgotten you’re my daughter?

RACHEL:
I’m no-one’s daughter. Look mother, lay off it. I’ve got my lover with me.

MOTHER:
You’ve got your what?

RACHEL:
My lover, lover, lover!  And, he’s married too.

MOTHER:
(SHOUTS) Rachel, will you stop it!

RACHEL:
No I won’t. He’s married and -

MOTHER:
Rachel have you gone mad? I think I’ll phone Doctor Cheeseman.

RACHEL:
No you won’t. I’m sick of your bullying. (HER VOICE IS GETTING HYSTERICAL) Look... (SHE TAKES HER HAT OFF) at my bald head. It’s just a bald head! Bald head! Bald head!

MOTHER:
You look mad, Rachel. Mad!

RACHEL:
I don’t care about your ways of seeing.

 (PAUSE)

MOTHER:
Where is he?

RACHEL:
Waiting for me...in the sun-lounge.

MOTHER:
And is he really...married?

RACHEL:
Yes...and he’s got a beautiful four year old daughter. (MOTHER SITS DOWN. PAUSE. RACHEL STARES AT HER MOTHER, THEN RACHEL SITS ON THE ARM OF THE CHAIR. SHE PUTS HER ARM AROUND HER MOTHER. MOTHER CALMS DOWN) He’s called Phil. He’s a poet, and a painter, and he’s a...

MOTHER: (JUMPS UP)
Rachel I can’t take it. I simply can’t and won’t have it.

RACHEL:
(JUMPS UP) If you carry on like this I’m leaving now with Phil. (SHE WALKS TO DOOR)

MOTHER:
Rachel! (RACHEL TAKES NO NOTICE AND WALKS OUT. IN THE SUN LOUNGE, PHIL IS STANDING UP, LOOKING OUT ONTO THE LAWN)

PHIL:
What’s happening?

RACHEL:
My mother is...

MOTHER:
(WALKING IN) Mother is what?

RACHEL:
A bloody interference to my life.

MOTHER:
(TO PHIL) Who are you? (PHIL DOESN’T ANSWER) What’s the matter with the pair of you? Are you too drugged to speak?

PHIL:
Your attitude is so poisonous it’s best left to silence.

MOTHER:
Rachel, what do you mean by bringing  an oaf like this INTO MY house?

RACHEL:
It means I don’t care a shit about your values. Not a shit! (RACHEL GOES TO RUN PAST HER MOTHER. HER MOTHER GOES TO STOP HER. HYSTERICAL) Will you fucking stop interfering in my life! (RACHEL PUSHES PAST HER. PHIL HAS A SLIGHTLY AMUSED EXPRESSION. MOTHER GOES TO FOLLOW RACHEL) Do you hear me!? Stop interfering in MY life!

PHIL:
(FIRMLY) Leave her alone!

MOTHER:
How dare you speak...

PHIL:
Leave her alone!

MOTHER:
(LOOKS HORRIFIED) What have you come to get from this house?

PHIL:
I don’t want anything from you.

MOTHER:
Then why have you got my trousers on?

PHIL:
Your trousers? Rachel gave them to…

MOTHER:
Rachel took them from my drawer without asking, as usual, and they are mine!

PHIL:
Well, you can fucking well have them back. Now! (AND HE TAKES THEM OFF ON THE SPOT, AND THROWS THEM AT RACHEL’S MOTHER. THE TROUSERS HIT HER IN THE FACE. HE SPRINGS AT HER, AND TIES THE LEGS IN A SLIPKNOT AROUND HER NECK. ALL DONE VERY FAST)

MOTHER:
(SCREAMING, HYSTERICAL) I’ll have you put away for ever! Do you hear me? I’ll call the army out if necessary. I’ll have you put away! (RACHEL APPEARS AT THE DOOR WITH A HUGE HAVERSACK OVER HER SHOULDER STUFFED WITH CLOTHES AND A BASKET WITH BOOKS AND PAPERS STUFFED IN) I’ll have you...

RACHEL:
(SHOUTS) Mother! Will you shut up! For God’s sake what’s happening. (SHE LOOKS AT PHIL, STANDING WITHOUT TROUSERS OR PANTS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM. SHE BURSTS INTO HYSTERICAL LAUGHTER)

PHIL:
(CALMLY) I’ve just given that woman back her trousers.

MOTHER:
(HAS PULLED TROUSERS OFF HER NECK AND THROWS THEM AT RACHEL) Next time you want to take some of MY clothes, I wish you’d ask me!

RACHEL:
Keep your fucking clothes!! (TO PHIL) You’ve got some jeans in your bag haven’t you Phil?

PHIL:
Sure. (HE GOES INTO HIS BAG AND PULLS OUT HIS JEANS, AND STARTS TO PUT THEM ON. MOTHER WALKS OUT) Gee fucking whizz! What a sick coming home scene!

RACHEL:
(STARTS TO CRY) I’m sorry Phil. I’m sorry. (THEY EMBRACE FOR SOME TIME. MOTHER STANDS IN THE DOORWAY WATCHING)

MOTHER:
(A LITTLE SOFTER) Rachel, could I have a word with you, alone?

RACHEL:
(SLIGHTLY COLDLY) Alright. But I’m not going to be lectured to. Do you hear? DO YOU HEAR!?  (MOTHER NODS) Do you mind, Phil?

PHIL:
No. Go on. I’m learning. (AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, RACHEL REAPPEARS. PHIL IS SITTING IN A WICKER CHAIR, EYES CLOSED. SHE SITS AT HIS FEET. HE PUTS HIS ARM AROUND HER SHOULDERS. EYES STILL SHUT)

RACHEL:
Phil, I know this will sound stupid,  but Mother has begged that we stay for dinner...

PHIL:
I thought it would be something like that. 

RACHEL:
She seems to feel quite ashamed with the way she’s treated us. I’ve not seen her so vulnerable since I was a kid. I said I’d ask you?

PHIL:
There’s a strategy behind this dinner invitation Rachel. So, what’s the real reason?

RACHEL:
I think she’s realised that I’m really leaving. She’s feeling very lost. Also of course she wants to see who you are. And she wants me to see Mulford before I go.

PHIL:
But if we stay to dinner where will we stay tonight?

RACHEL:
She wants us to stay here.

PHIL:
No, I don’t think I could make a night here. (THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER)

RACHEL:
Well, let’s see how it goes. We could always stay in Liz’s cottage. She’s away and I know where she keeps the key.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.  SCENE SEVEN.

AROUND THE DINING TABLE. THERE’S A HUGE OPEN FIRE. RACHEL AND PHIL SIT OPPOSITE EACH OTHER, AS DO MOTHER AND MULFORD WHO ARE BOTH PISSED. THE BUTLER SERVES FROM A SERVING TABLE. MOTHER IS OVERDRESSED IN A DRESS VERGING ON THE ELIZABETHAN - WITH HUGE PUFFED SLEEVES IN BLACK AND WHITE STRIPES. MULFORD GALLUP IS DRESSED IN TYPICAL PINSTRIPPED DOUBLE BREASTED SUIT. RACHEL HAS HER AFGHANI DRESS ON. PHIL IN HIS JEANS AND HAND-MADE SWEATER, IN NATURAL DYES. THE BUTLER SERVES

MULFORD:
So, you’re a bit of a poet, eh?

PHIL:
(LOOKING AT RACHEL) Trying.

MULFORD:
Ever tried to write a sonnet?

PHIL:
Curiously enough, it’s my tour de force.

MULFORD:
Well now, we’d better have a sonnet reading after dinner, eh?

RACHEL:
Daddy, please give Phil a chance.

MULFORD:
A chance? Gosh Rachel, you do collect weak males if they need protecting by you.

MOTHER:
Mulford, I do think you’re taking off a bit.

MULFORD:
I was simply looking forward to a bit of culture after dinner.

PHIL:
Look, either I pretend you’re being serious or I tell you to your face , to stop being sarcastic. I find your assumptions about me banal... and predictable.

RACHEL:
Look this whole scene is getting ridiculous.

MULFORD:
All I did was to ask your boyfriend to read us a sonnet after dinner.

RACHEL:
No you didn’t! You were saying that to put across your attitude of superiority and disapproval of Phil and therefore of me.

MOTHER:
You do seem to be getting very complicated Rachel.

RACHEL:
It’s the lies and the deceptions needed to cover them up which is complicated Mother.

MULFORD:
(TO PHIL) Would you say that poets take themselves rather seriously?

PHIL:
Perhaps they take the question of Truth and Death seriously.

MULFORD:
Gosh it all sounds so morbid.

RACHEL:
But isn’t it obvious that Phil’s not morbid?

MOTHER:
Not at all. He doesn’t look like he’s had a holiday in years. Tell me Phil, where do you most like to be?

PHIL:
In my heart.

MOTHER:
You seem to be acting like an imbecile. You don’t have to be infantile to be a poet, do you?

PHIL:
The King of the Poets once said that, ‘an old man in his days, would listen to a child of seven days and thereby find the gates of life.’

MOTHER:
I don’t know what you’re talking about, but this is Cambridgeshire and it does exist on the Earth, and I just wondered what place you most preferred to be in?

PHIL:
I can’t understand why it should be of any interest to you?

MOTHER:
I find geography a more stimulating subject than talking about truth and…death. That’s all.

PHIL:
That’s understandable; safe and limiting. Unlike the brilliant light of Greece…both penetrating and expansive.

MOTHER:
Of all places…trust you to choose Greece. All  I’ve ever seen there...is tired, overworked women dressed in black, in mourning for their stolen lives, all their opportunities squandered away by those filthy minded men, who do nothing but lounge about drunk in cafes all day long.

PHIL:
You really can’t get away with stuff like that. Without Greece we wouldn’t have had much of a European culture.

MULFORD:
My God, what about the British culture?  What state would the world be in today if there had been no British Empire?

PHIL:
Probably a lot more alive than it is today. You know very well that the British Empire is guilty of destroying every culture it ever touched. And it never just touched but raped and pillaged every...

MULFORD:
I can’t take any more of this.

PHIL:
You don’t have to. I’m leaving! (HE GETS UPS)

MULFORD:
And don’t add insult to injury by leaving in the middle of dinner!

PHIL:
(STILL STANDING) I’m sick of this game. You hit, then pull back, hit, pull back. (SHOUTS) Sick of it!

MULFORD:
Barbaric.

RACHEL:
Stop it! Stop it! Do you realise that Phil is the greatest visionary poet writing in the English language today?

MULFORD:
(SARCASTIC) Visionary!?? Visionary!??? You’re so naive Rachel. You mean he’s a drug addict!

MOTHER:
Yes, you can see it in his eyes, Mulford.

PHIL:
Rachel, what is this quagmire?

RACHEL:
I’m sorry, Phil, so sorry.

MOTHER:
Sorry!? Sorry!? This man is positively rude. How can you side with such an oaf? (RACHEL GOES TO HIT HER MOTHER)

PHIL:
Don’t waste your beauty on these parasites, Rachel.

MULFORD:
Parasites!? How dare you! I’m not going to just sit here and have my wife insulted in this way.

PHIL:
Well stand on your head - you’ve got all your values upside down here.

MOTHER:
I’ve never ever been called a parasite before!

RACHEL:
Oh yes you have. Thousands of times. 

PHIL:  Yeah! This is just the first time you’ve heard it!  You’ve got your castle walls to keep out the truth.

M’FORD:
Clever, clever!

PHIL:
Accurate, old boy, accurate! (WALKS OUT)

RACHEL:
I’m coming with you, Phil, I’ve (AS SHE WALKS OUT) finished with this lot. (OUTSIDE IN THE HALL, THEY’VE GOT THEIR HAVERSACKS AND RACHEL’S BASKET OF BOOKS. AS THEY GET TO THE MAIN DOOR, THE BUTLER APPEARS. RACHEL GOES OUT. THE BUTLER SLIPS A PACKET OF FAGS INTO PHIL’S HAND)

BUTLER:
Well done, lad, well done!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.        SCENE ONE

PHIL AND RACHEL WALKING DOWN THE LANE, TOWARDS FREYA. RACHEL IS STILL WEARING HER AFGHANI DRESS UNDER A DUFFLE COAT. SHE’S ALSO GOT ON HER BLACK HAT. PHIL IS WEARING A BROWN, LONG LEATHER COAT, AND IS CARRYING RACHEL’S BAGS. IT’S AFTERNOON. THEY PASS AN OLD CROFTER AND EXCHANGE GREETINGS. RACHEL STUDIES PHIL AS HE TALKS IN AN EASY WAY TO THE CROFTER, WHO IS CALLED JIMMY. JIMMY OBVIOUSLY LIKES AND RESPECTS PHIL...AND WEARS A BATTERED CAP.

JIMMY:
... Aye... now then, you must be a clever manny, if you come from the South, so tell me, what’s bigger than the biggest, smaller than the smallest, dead men eat it, and if we eat it, we die? (PHIL AND RACHEL LOOK AT EACH OTHER PERPLEXED) 

PHIL:
That’s a good one Jimmy.

RACHEL:
I can’t get it.

JIMMY:
Nothing! (GRINS)

RACHEL:
Nothing?

JIMMY:
There’s nothing bigger than the biggest, nothing smaller than the smallest, dead men eat nothing, and if we eat nothing - we die! (LAUGHS)

PHIL:
Amazing, Jimmy, amazing! Well, we must be off. See you. All the best to your missus.

JIMMY:
Aye. (THEY WALK TOWARDS THE HOUSE AT FREYA)

PHIL:
Are you worried about seeing Meg?

RACHEL:
(AFTER A SILENCE) No, everything’s different now. (SHE STARTS TO CRY)

PHIL:
I want us all to work together. To work towards something much more interesting than filling up the hole in our pseudo-self.

RACHEL:
That’s why I’m here. (THEY WALK OVER THE WOODEN BRIDGE, TO THE CROFT. IT IS QUITE WINDY. CLOTHES BLOWING ON THE LINE. PINE TREES BENDING, AND A WAVING CHINESE BELL TINKLING, HANGING FROM THE BRANCH OF A PINE TREE. INSIDE THE HOUSE PHIL CAN BE HEARD WALKING FROM ROOM TO ROOM SHOUTING ‘MEG, MEG!’. SOUND OF WASHING FLAPPING. PHIL COMES INTO THE MAIN ROOM. THERE IS NO FIRE. THERE IS A SOUND FROM THE KITCHEN)

PHIL:
Meg?

RACHEL:
(FROM THE KITCHEN) No, Phil, it’s me. Do you want some tea?

PHIL:
(GOING INTO THE KITCHEN) Yes I do...please.

RACHEL:
You’re worried..aren’t you?

PHIL:
(HOLDS HER) Yeah, I am. I don’t know where they are. Probably gone to the village. (PAUSE) I’ll chop some wood and make a fire. (RACHEL BRINGS IN TEAPOT AND PUTS IT ON TABLE. SHE GOES THROUGH HER TAPES IN HER BAG, AND TAKES ONE OUT AND PLAYS IT. ‘EIGHT MILES HIGH’ BY THE BYRDS. SHE GOES INTO THE KITCHEN. OUTSIDE, PHIL IS CHOPPING WOOD. HE DOESN’T SEE MEG AND SARAH WALKING UP THE FIELD TOWARDS HIM.

SARAH CALLS OUT ‘DADDY’ AND RUNS TOWARDS PHIL. THERE IS AN AFFECTIONATE MEETING SCENE)

MEG: Thank God you’re back safe...Did everything go alright?

PHIL:
(SARAH IN HIS ARMS) I don’t think ‘alright’ is the right word. It was ridiculous! Mad! Completely mad. We ended up leaving ‘the estate’ in a huff - as they say in the trade - ask Rachel - she’s inside making tea.

SARAH:
Let me down. I want to see Rachel. (SARAH RUNS INTO THE HOUSE)

MEG:
So...where are you at? Are you OK?

PHIL:
I feel a bit spaced out. I thought...you’d left...I’d been looking forward to seeing you and Sarah...but instead, when I walked into the house...it felt so empty! Then stupidly I got myself into a panic.

MEG:
I did think of leaving, but I didn’t really want to.

PHIL:
I’m really so glad to see you. (THEY EMBRACE. THERE IS SOMETHING VERY NOBLE, MATURE, ABOUT THEIR LOVE FOR EACH OTHER, SOMETHING TO DO WITH ‘RESPECT’. BACK INSIDE THE MAIN ROOM MEG COMES IN AS RACHEL IS POURING TEA)

SARAH:
Not too hot - lot’s of milk, lots, lots! (RACHEL AND MEG LOOK AT EACH OTHER) Mummy, Rachel’s got no hair. (MEG GOES OVER TO EMBRACE RACHEL. MEG PUTS HER HAND UNDER RACHEL’S HAT. IT FALLS OFF. THEY HOLD EACH OTHER VERY TIGHTLY. SARAH GOES OUT TO WHERE PHIL IS CHOPPING WOOD INTO STICKS) tc "SARAH\:
Not too hot - lot’s of milk, lots, lots! (RACHEL AND MEG LOOK AT EACH OTHER) Mummy, Rachel’s got no hair. (MEG GOES OVER TO EMBRACE RACHEL. MEG PUTS HER HAND UNDER RACHEL’S HAT. IT FALLS OFF. THEY HOLD EACH OTHER VERY TIGHTLY. SARAH GOES OUT TO WHERE PHIL IS CHOPPING WOOD INTO STICKS) " \l 2
PHIL:
(TO SARAH) Can you carry some sticks in darling?

SARAH:
Don’t want to.

PHIL:
Why not?

SARAH:
Don’t want to.

PHIL:
OK, doesn’t matter. (INSIDE THE MAIN ROOM. PHIL BRINGS IN A HUGE PILE OF LOGS AND STICKS. MEG AND RACHEL ARE STILL EMBRACING, ROCKING TO THE TAPE WHICH IS NOW PLAYING ‘RAVI SHANKAR’. THEY ARE BOTH CRYING. SARAH PUTS HER ARM ROUND MEG’S LEGS. PHIL MAKES THE FIRE)

SARAH:
Why are you crying, mummy? Why are you crying Rachel? (PHIL LOOKS ROUND AT MEG AND RACHEL, WHO ARE NOW LOOKING AT EACH OTHER, SMILING, WET-EYED. THEY SUDDENLY BOTH BURST OUT LAUGHING. PHIL STANDS UP AND THEY ALL EMBRACE. WHEN THEY MOVE APART, RACHEL AND MEG GO OUTSIDE INTO THE GARDEN. PHIL SUDDENLY NOTICES HIS CLOAK IN A CORNER AND PULLS IT OUT TO FIND IT HAS BEEN TORN INTO SHREDS. AT THE TOP OF HIS VOICE, HE SHOUTS...)

PHIL:
Fucking hell! Meg! Look! Someone’s cut my fucking cloak up! Shit, you can’t trust anyone! Bastards! Cunts! Meg! My cloak’s in fucking shreds! Meg! Where are you? Meg! It’s that fucking Michael I know it! You shouldn’t have let that bastard come here when I wasn’t here! Meg! (SHE COMES IN FROM OUTSIDE CARRYING A LOAD OF VEG)

MEG:
What’s the matter with you? Stop shouting!

PHIL:
Michael Roner’s been here when I was away wasn’t he?

MEG: Yes...he and Melina came for an afternoon. Why?

PHIL:  Look at my fucking cloak!

MEG:
Christ! What’s happened to it?

PHIL:
What d’you think? It’s that fucking Michael! And all that fucking nonsense about ALEISTER CROWLEY. I’d burn it for two chicks, but I’m fucking not going to be DIRECTED by the Sandymouth paranoia.

MEG:
Perhaps you ought to burn it!

PHIL:
Careful woman! Please think before you speak...or you’ll become a robot like them. I’m not going to do ANYTHING because they say I OUGHT to. Meg...please...don’t get into that Sandymouth trip again. PLEASE! (RACHEL WALKS IN CARRYING HORSE HARNESS) Look at what that bastard Michael has done to my cloak.

RACHEL:
It’s typical.

PHIL:
He’s a fucking maggot-ridden asshole creeper. Shit house!

RACHEL:
It’s a waste of energy going on like this about Roner. Why don’t you burn the cloak if it’s causing all this trouble. It’s not the key to your life is it?

PHIL:
Christ Rachel you’re into the same vibe as Meg. What’s the matter with the pair of you. Where’s your fight? There’s a war going on and I’m not going to be defeated by all this Sandymouth neat pacifism!

RACHEL:
You’re being defeated by your own mania for revenge, Phil. Just drop it! (SHE EMBRACES HIM)

PHIL:
Look don’t try that on me Rachel. (HE PUTS ON THE TORN CLOAK) I’m going to sort out who’s on whose side by myself!? See?

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO tc "ACT THREE, SCENE TWO " \l 2
PHIL SITTING OUTSIDE IN THE FIELD NEAR THE HOUSE SEWING THE CLOAK. TOM DAVIDSON AND UNA ARE WALKING UP THE FIELD TOWARDS THE HOUSE. TOM HAS A VIOLIN CASE SLUNG OVER HIS SHOULDER. HE’S ABOUT 35, SMALLISH BUILD, FAIR CURLY HAIR, LOOKS A LITTLE LIKE BOB DYLAN. TATTERED CLOTHES, GYPSYISH WITH EAR-RING. UNA IS SUN-BURNT, WEARING LOOSE HIPPY STYLE SUMMER DRESS. THEY HAVE A LURCHER-DOG WITH THEM. PHIL LOOKS UP AND SEES THEM, DROPS THE CLOAK AND RUNS DOWN THE FIELD TO GREET THEM. THEY ALL EMBRACE AND LAUGH.

PHIL:
It’s good to see you both! Wow, it’s really all coming together. Sit down and I’ll get some tea together. (PHIL GOES INTO HOUSE. MEG COMES RUNNING OUT OF THE HOUSE AND EMBRACES UNA, AND THEN TOM. RACHEL STANDS AT PORCH OF HOUSE, WATCHING THEM ALL CHATTING AND LAUGHING. SHE GOES INSIDE. PHIL IS MAKING TEA IN THE KITCHEN. RACHEL WALKS IN, AND HELPS GET THE TEA TOGETHER)

RACHEL:
(IN A CASUAL TONE) Who are the people who’ve just arrived?

PHIL:
That’s my very BEST friend, Tom Davidson. He’s a musical genius and Una is his sexy mate.

RACHEL:
A MUSICIAN?

PHIL:
Of the very best! A sort of musical guru. A dazzling catalyst. Starts things, and leaves an open space for others to do what they want with it. They’ve just come from the South - the Glastonbury area - where Tom has been travelling around with his horse and cart.

RACHEL:
Wow, and he’s into horses as well? (PHIL PUTS ALL THE TEA THINGS ON A TRAY AND WALKS OUT OF THE KITCHEN FOLLOWED BY RACHEL)

PHIL:
Yeah, he’s into horses and the myth of King Arthur. You’ll see. (PHIL CARRIES THE TRAY OUT, THEN THEY SIT AROUND DRINKING TEA IN A CIRCLE. TOM PASSES A JOINT) So what’s happened to your horse and cart?

TOM:
It all had to go. Gave it all away to a Romany.

PHIL:
How come?

TOM:
Strange really. Since I saw you last, I built this cart. On one side I painted ‘Agreement is illusion’ and on the other I wrote ‘Harmony is reality’. (MEG AND RACHEL SHOW AN OBVIOUS ADMIRATION FOR TOM AND WHAT HE IS SAYING. UNA SEEMS SLIGHTLY REMOVED AND APPEARS MORE INTERESTED IN THE LURCHER, PATTING AND CHATTING TO HER)  Anyway, one day I’m travelling along Cinnamon Lane, when I see this ragged character walking along towards me, carrying a battered suitcase, and of course it was Marty Mission. (PHIL AND MEG SHOW EXPRESSIONS INDICATING THAT WAS WHO THEY WOULD EXPECT TO TURN UP) Well he seemed in a very good space. We camped for the night, and were sitting drinking tea around the fire, when he suddenly says, out of the blue, ‘Tom, you’re crossing the lines.’  Now, I don’t know why, but that did it! Hit me for six. Knocked me into a totally different direction. Into a different argument you could say. Evidently that was the message. In the morning I split, and the hurricane of doubt swept me back to London and I went to see Paul Shelley. As I sat down in his room, this is what happened... There was a radio on... Paul said, ‘here’s the cover for my new book.’ As he handed it to me, the radio announcer said, ‘the next piece of music is by tom Davidson.’...can you imagine?...I’m looking at the cover illustration for View Over ATLANTIS... have you seen it? (EVERYONE SHAKES THEIR HEADS) Well, there’s a painting of a window, with a net curtain half way up, and above, you can see the sky. There’s a bi-plane whizzing about, and coloured spheres in the sky. Anyway, as I look at it for the first... time... the radio says, ‘Tom Davidson’s piece is titled "this song is like coloured spheres in a clear blue sky, which float around as a toy-plane passes by."  I couldn’t move. Just stared at the painting, listening to my song. Paul made no comment. He simply asked me if I ‘wanted tea or coffee?’

PHIL:
Paul is quite amazing Rachel. (SHE THINKS TOM IS)

TOM:
Confident, that’s for sure. I suppose the essence of Synchronicity is geometry, and he’s very good at that.

RACHEL:
But is he human? (SHE SPEAKS, WITHOUT LOOKING UP)

TOM:
To be human, the first qualification is ‘perfect master’. All subsequent qualifications are shrouded in further impossibilities. (RACHEL AND TOMS’ EYES MEET) The first step is ALWAYS the hardest. From then on... it gets harder and harder.

PHIL:
So that was a moment of transition? (TOM LOOKS AT PHIL AND SHRUGS. PAUSE)

RACHEL:
Was the horse and cart adventure a success?

TOM:
(SMILES AND SPEAKS TO HER GENTLY) What’s more important than the success of any project... is the information revealed... through the movement of the action. (MEG COMES RUNNING DOWN AND EMBRACES TOM WHILST RACHEL AVERTS HER EYES)

MEG:
God, it’s so beautiful to see you Tom.

TOM:
It’s good to see you Meg.

MEG:
Who’s for more tea?

PHIL:
Not for me thanks. (TOM AND RACHEL NOD. PHIL GETS UP) I’ve got to do some weeding. Feel free to do what you want here Tom.

TOM: (NODS) Thanks. (PHIL WALKS OFF. RACHEL AND TOM STARE AT EACH OTHER)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE.       SCENE THREE

SUMMER’S DAY. IN THE FIELD OUTSIDE THE HOUSE, TOM IS SAT DOWN PLAYING GYPSY MUSIC ON HIS FIDDLE, WHILST RACHEL IS PLAYING TAMBOURINE SAT OPPOSITE HIM. SHE LOOKS EXTREMELY HAPPY. PHIL AND UNA ARE WEEDING THE RASPBERRIES. MEG COMES OUT OF THE HOUSE WITH SARAH.

MEG:
Sarah, can you pick some radishes for lunch darling?

SARAH:
Which ones?

MEG:
Those there... look! (MEG GOES BACK INTO THE HOUSE AND SARAH GOES DOWN INTO THE VEGETABLE GARDEN. SUDDENLY, PHIL DASHES FROM THE RASPBERRIES OVER TO WHERE SARAH HAS PICKED ABOUT A DOZEN YOUNG LETTUCES, AND IS CARRYING THEM UP TO THE HOUSE. PHIL LOOKS TERRIBLY UPSET, AS HE TAKES THE LETTUCES FROM SARAH)

PHIL:
Darling what are you doing?  You’ve picked all our young lettuces. (SARAH STARTS TO CRY. PHIL WALKS TOWARDS HOUSE) It’s not your fault sweetheart. (IN THE HOUSE) Meg! Christ, come and look at this. (PHIL WALKS INTO THE MAIN ROOM AND THROWS THE LETTUCES ONTO THE WOODEN TABLE) All our fucking lettuces ripped up. (MEG LOOKS HORRIFIED) Oh shit, I’m really fucking upset. (WALKS OUT. MEG STANDS THERE LOOKING LOST AS SARAH COMES IN CRYING)

MEG:
(PUTTING HER ARMS AROUND SARAH) Never mind darling. It was mummy’s fault. (PHIL STOMPS OUT PAST TOM AND RACHEL)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR tc "ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR " \l 2
PHIL ON TOP OF HILL, LYING ON STOMACH BEATING HIS FISTS ON THE GROUND, AND SCREAMING. MEG CAN BE HEARD CALLING HIS NAME URGENTLY. HE GETS UP AND RUNS DOWN THE HILL. HALF-WAY DOWN HE MEETS MEG.

PHIL:
(PANTING) What is it now?

MEG:
Janet’s arrived with her husband called Jake, and their little son.

PHIL:
I don’t know who you’re talking about!

MEG:
(EMPHATICALLY) Janet! Maud’s daughter! Maud who lived here with Jamie Mackeson!

PHIL:
CHRIST! What do they want? (PHIL AND MEG GO DOWN THE HILL TO THE HOUSE)

MEG:
Jake maintains that he’s recently seen Jamie, who told him that he and JANET could have Freya. He’s an incredibly uptight guy who says that he expected the house to be empty... and he keeps talking about getting a solicitor to throw us out!

(THEY ENTER THE MAIN ROOM)

ACT THREE.       SCENE FIVE tc "ACT THREE.       SCENE FIVE " \l 2
IN THE HOUSE, A TALL, EXTREMELY THIN MAN IS LEANING AGAINST THE CUPBOARD. HE’S GOT VERY FAIR HAIR, CROPPED VERY SHORT. CHEEK-BONES PROTRUDING AND THIN LIPS. SAT ON THE ROCKING CHAIR IS JANET, WHO IS A WELL BUILT, 28 YEAR OLD, VERY SEXY LOOKING LADY. SHE’S DRESSED IN A SUMMER DRESS AND A BIG STRAW HAT. SHE’S GOT BROWN, LONG HAIR. JAKE IS DRESSED IN GREY FLANNELS AND TWEED JACKET. HE’S ABOUT 30. SAT BESIDE JANET IS A SMALL BOY, AGED 4, WHO HAS BANDAGES ON HIS ARMS, HIS ENTIRE HEAD,  AND LEGS.  PHIL AND MEG WALK IN.

PHIL:
(QUITE BRISKLY) You’re Janet and Jake... and.. my God, what’s happened to this little one?

JANET:
He got scalded yesterday morning. Pulled a bucket of boiling water off a counter in a shop in Birmingham. It was really terrible!...horrific for him and traumatic for me.  He’s called Billy.

PHIL:
So how come you’re here?  What’s your story? Incidentally, this is Meg and I’m Phil.

JAKE:
(IN A VERY MEAN THIN TONE) Well, it’s very simple really. We’ve sold up everything we had down South in order to come up here and live... and find that you’re living here in OUR house!

PHIL:
(PISSED OFF TONE) Listen man, if you come on this shit with me, you can fuck off right away! (JAKE LOOKS VERY SHOCKED BY PHIL’S ATTITUDE. JANET SEEMS SLIGHTLY AMUSED)

JAKE:
Excuse me, you can’t treat me like that! This house has been given to us by JAMIE, and...

PHIL:
(INTERRUPTS) Listen man! Cut out the bullshit! Jamie’s said fuck all to you, and you know it! You’ve just arrived here, like anyone else. If you want to stay for a few nights...you’d better come on with a different attitude...and forget solicitors and bits of paper... I’m HERE NOW...and if you want to do something about it... do it NOW! (JAKE LOOKS WHITE AND FRIGHTENED. JANET IS DEFINITELY SLIGHTLY SMILING. TOM, RACHEL AND UNA WALK IN AND TRY TO SUSS OUT THE SCENE. PHIL CHANGES HIS TONE TO WARMTH, TALKING TO JANET) I’m sorry sweetheart. Let’s all have a cup of tea. You’ve had a long trip up here I expect,  and you’ve got a handful here with Billy - the way he is.

MEG:
I’ll make a joint.

PHIL:
That’s Sarah, Tom, Rachel and Una. This is Jake, Janet and Billy - who’s had a bit of an accident. Come on, let’s play some music. (PHIL PLAYS HIS FLUTE, THEN TOM JOINS IN PLAYING FIDDLE, RACHEL PLAYS TAMBOURINE, MEG SINGS WHILST MAKING JOINT, UNA CLAPS HANDS, WHILST JANET STANDS UP AND DOES A SWAYING EROTIC DANCE, WHILST JAKE LOOKING SHY, QUIETLY TAPS HIS FOOT. WHEN THEY FINISH PLAYING, ALL LAUGH EXCEPT JAKE, WHO SLIGHTLY SMILES)

MEG: Well Jake, that’s a taste of Freya LIFE! How d’ya like it?  (SHE HANDS LIT JOINT TO JAKE, WHO SURPRISES EVERYONE BY SMOKING WITH GREAT RELISH)

JAKE:
Oh, it’s fantastic really. I feel pretty stupid the way I tried to threaten you. It’s just... that I set so much on coming up here with Janet and Billy. We wanted to start a new life, away from Janet’s family and away from the influence of my family. My father’s a real bully, and has taken it out on me, because I refused to go into the family business - because I wanted to write philosophy for posterity.

PHIL:
Philosophy for posterity! What sort of escape is that! Living is existential philosophy! You’re here NOW. Can you GRASP that? Forget about WRITING writing philosophy, and consulting solicitors over rights, and grumbling about your dad! LIVE NOW! Shake yourself up a bit and crack up with laughter.

JAKE:
It’s difficult for me to relax.

PHIL:
You’re not kidding. (EVERYONE BURSTS OUT LAUGHING)

JAKE:
I was brought up in a house where science was worshipped as GOD and I’ve tried to get out of it by studying philosophy. (HE HANDS JOINT TO PHIL)

PHIL:
Go one step further...and start to LIVE!  What does your father do anyway? (JAKE 

JAKE:
He’s an industrialist. An aluminium manufacturer.

PHIL:
Won’t he give you any bread?

JAKE:
No, he’s completely cut me off. He offered me the last chance yesterday to come into the family business and, when I refused, he said he didn’t want to see me again.

PHIL:
(HANDS THE JOINT TO JAKE WHO AGAIN SMOKES LIKE THERE WAS NO TOMORROW) OK. You’re on your own kid. And you’ve arrived here and got a bit of a SHOCK! Now what ya going to do?  Are you going to get on with it...join in...live here...or fuck around with solicitors and all that crap, which will just further twist up yer mind?

JAKE:
Well...of course... we’d like to live here... but where would we live? There’s so many people here already.

PHIL:
Listen man, you’ve got hands. If you want to live here, you go out there and build yourself a shelter of some sort. Right? What do you say Janet?

JANET:
(OBVIOUSLY VERY IMPRESSED BY PHIL) That sounds like a real move. I don’t really want to live in this house again. I’ve got too many bad memories from when I was a child. It would be marvellous to build our own home.

PHIL:
OK, this is my proposal. You can stay in the downstairs back room, whilst you’re getting your place together but, if there’s any more of this ‘Jamie and solicitors crap’, you’re out! Is that fair enough? (JAKE AND JANET BOTH NOD)

JANET:
I feel very excited by the prospect. How do you feel Jake?

JAKE: (VERY STONED) Ahhhh...well...where was I?

(EVERYONE BURSTS OUT LAUGHING AND STARTS DANCING AND PLAYING MUSIC)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR. SCENE ONE tc "ACT FOUR. SCENE ONE " \l 2
NEXT MORNING. MEG, SARAH, BILLY, JANET, TOM, UNA AND RACHEL ALL SAT AROUND THE TABLE HAVING BREAKFAST. PHIL BURSTS IN CLUTCHING A TELEGRAM.

PHIL:
Meg! Sally apparently came to see us in Haworth, and has been knocked down by a bus, and, for some reason, is in the nut house in Leeds. I’ve just been talking to her on the phone, and she raving again...pleaded that we go down right away and get her out of the nut house.

MEG:
Jesus, how does she seem?

PHIL:
Raving. She seems to want to see you and Sarah a lot. She’s frightened! The hospital thinks she’s on an acid trip, and are threatening to give her ECT. to bring her down. She wants us to get her out, right away. I feel we must move NOW! (TO JAKE AND JANET) Look Jake, I don’t think it would be a good idea for you to be staying in the house whilst we’re away.

JAKE:
Well, what do you want us to do?

PHIL:
Look I think it’d be a good idea if you paid a visit to Sandymouth and saw what a centre is all about. That would give you some idea of what I’m trying to do here. At least you’d see how people CAN work together without OWNING the place. We’ll only be away for a few days. What do you say Janet?

JANET:
I think that’s a good idea. I can understand your unease at Jake staying in the house...whilst you and Meg are not here. That’s fine by me...and anyhow I’d like to see how a New Age Community like Sandymouth operates.

PHIL:
Tom, Una, Rachel... you’ll be alright looking after the place won’t you?

TOM:
Sure. I should get cracking. Give Sally my love

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE TWO tc "ACT FOUR, SCENE TWO " \l 2
TOM, RACHEL AND UNA ARE PAINTING THE INSIDE OF THE HOUSE, WHEN JAKE AND LOCAL HOOLIGANS COME CRASHING INTO THE ROOM. JAKE IS WEILDING A STARTING HANDLE AND ATTACKS TOM. THE WOMEN SCREAM. THE HOOLIGANS STAND BY, MENACING.

JAKE:
(HITTING TOM) This is MY HOUSE! (TOM MAKES NO GESTURE OF RETALIATION. JAKE KNOCKS HIM OVER AND THE PAINT GOES ALL OVER HIM) Now get out of here! All of you, before I KILL YOU ALL. (TOM LYING ON THE FLOOR WHILST JAKE IS KICKING HIM)

TOM:
Do you know what karma is?

JAKE:
Get up and get OUT! (HE DRAGS TOM TO HIS FEET)

TOM:
Do you know what karma is?

JAKE:
Get out or I’ll kill you! (THE HOOLIGANS FORCE THE WOMEN OUT OF THE HOUSE. THEY ARE MAKING A HELL OF A RACKET. JAKE FORCES THE ‘SILENT TOM’ OUT. HE THEN SLAMS THE DOOR AND LOCKS IT) Hippies! Weak as piss, Donny. That’s got rid of them! Thanks a lot. Let’s have a scotch, Sandy.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.     SCENE THREE

PHIL IN A PHONE BOX IN LEEDS. MEG AND SARAH IN THE BOX WITH HIM.

PHIL:
I don’t know what to do about it Rock? I’m down in Leeds and apparently they’ve all been thrown out by this mean fascist and his gang of mercenaries! The trouble has really started!

ROCK:
Look Phil, I did warn you. Now, the first thing you do when you get back to Freya is to burn that cloak. When that cloak goes... the trouble should abate considerably.

PHIL:
OK, I’ve got it Rock. I promise I’ll DO IT!  Is there anything else I should do?

ROCK:
Yes. When you return, and after you’ve burnt the cloak, CIRCLE the house three times with INNER LIGHT.

PHIL:
How do I do that?

ROCK:
Well, just fill your consciousness with light! AND FEEL yourself LINKED UP WITH THE ETHERIC NETWORK. Then, HOLDING THE LIGHT STEADY IN YOUR HEART, WALK SLOWLY ROUND THE HOUSE THREE TIMES. This should clear the area of all negativity.

PHIL:
Thanks a lot Rock. I’ll do that, I promise.

ROCK:
Yes, and don’t worry Phil. Remember humour is the best ANTIDOTE! You could also try walking around the house laughing.

LIGHTS FADE OUT

ACT FOUR, SCENE FOUR tc "ACT FOUR, SCENE FOUR " \l 2
PHIL, MEG AND SARAH WALK INTO THE STEADING, WHICH NOW LOOKS LIKE THE BASEMENT AT POWIS TERRACE. CANOPY AND CARPETS ON THE WALLS. CANDLE-LIGHT AND JOSS-STICKS. TOM AND RACHEL ARE OBVIOUSLY IN LOVE, BUT RACHEL IS TRYING TO KEEP IT HIDDEN FOR FEAR OF UNA’S POSSIBLE REACTION. UNA IN FACT LOOKS VERY WORRIED.

MEG:
Wow it’s wonderful in here. You’ve turned it into a magic grotto. So peaceful... and how are you all? (TOM NODS)

RACHEL:
Fine really. It was all a bit of a shock. I thought they were going to kill Tom.

UNA:
Jake is a cruel, mean bastard!

PHIL:
Is he in the house?

TOM:
Yeah, and he’s padlocked all the doors.

PHIL:
Really, well I’ll soon sort that out. I’ll see you. (STALKS OUT)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE FIVE

IN THE MAIN ROOM. JAKE AND JANET SAT AT THE TABLE EATING. PHIL WALKS IN WITHOUT KNOCKING. JAKE AND JANET LOOK UP. JAKE IS SCARED. JANET SMILES.

PHIL:
OK Jake - the keys! (JAKE STARES AT HIM AND THEN TAKES THE KEYS OUT OF HIS POCKET AND THROWS THEM ON THE TABLE. PHIL PICKS THEM UP) You’ve blown it Jake. Your days here are NUMBERED.

JAKE:
I’ve been to a solicitor and he...

PHIL:
Shut up before I smash you! (PHIL STARTS UNLOCKING CUPBOARD DOORS AND OTHER LOCKS, AND THEN GETS A SCREWDRIVER AND TAKES OFF THE LOCKS)

JANET:
Do you want some tea Phil?

PHIL:
No thanks.

JANET:
How is your friend?

PHIL:
She’s OK. A bit spaced out. You want to leave this FASCIST Janet, before he kills you. (PHIL WALKS OUT)

ACT FOUR, SCENE SIX

PHIL IS STANDING OUTSIDE THE STEADING BY A FIRE, WITH THE CLOAK IN HIS HAND. HE LOOKS AT THE CLOAK AND THEN RIPS OFF THE SILVER CLASP, AND THROWS THE CLOAK ONTO THE FIRE. RACHEL COMES UP AND STANDS BESIDE HIM.

RACHEL:
What are you doing?

PHIL:
Burning the cloak.

RACHEL:
So you gave in.

PHIL:
I think it’s a load of superstitious nonsense! I don’t think it’s got anything... (HE STARES AT THE CLASP, LOOKS CLOSER IN HORROR AND DISBELIEF) Jesus! Rachel look at THAT!

RACHEL:
What is it? Christ it’s fucking Aleister Crowley’s insignia. Jesus, Phil, it’s the OTO symbol. The prick and two balls.

PHIL:
OK, so Rock was right after all!  And now, there’s the evil cloak disappearing in flames. Let’s hope that this cloak going up in smoke...is the turning of the key which will end all this weirdness.

RACHEL:
What about the OTO clasp? tc "RACHEL\:
What about the clasp? " \l 02
PHIL:
I’ll throw it in the loch, opposite his ghostly house. What a fucking trip. (SHE LEANS HER HEAD ON HIS SHOULDER. PAUSE) And what’s happening to you and Tom?

RACHEL:
I think I’ve fallen in love with him.

PHIL:
I felt that. What about Una... what does she feel?

RACHEL:
I don’t know. A bit freaked I think.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.              SCENE SEVEN tc "ACT FOUR.              SCENE SEVEN " \l 2
PHIL IS SLOWLY WALKING ROUND THE HOUSE THREE TIMES. THEN LAUGHING,HE WALKS INTO THE HOUSE. SAT AROUND THE TABLE, MEG, UNA, RACHEL, SARAH, JANET, BILLY AND TOM. MEG IS SERVING DINNER. PHIL SITS DOWN. HE’S VERY COMPOSED. THERE’S A SOUND OF A CAR APPROACHING.

JANET:
That’s him coming back from Inverness. Seeing solicitors again.

PHIL:
He’s mad. Whatever he’s up to… it’s all nonsense. He’ll be leaving soon.

JANET:(HOPEFUL)
Do you really think so?

PHIL:
I don’t think it. I KNOW IT. Freya is protected now. He won’t be able to stand the new golden vibes. FOR MORE THAN A FEW MINUTES! YOU’LL SEE!

RACHEL:
It’s a pity we didn’t DO IT BEFORE! (JAKE WALKS IN)

JAKE:
(SURPRISED TO SEE THEM ALL IN THE HOUSE EATING DINNER) Oh, Janet...I want to talk to you...please bring Billy.

JANET::(SHE STANDS UP AND LEADS BILLY. SHE SEEMS HYPNOTISED) What are you up to Jake?

JAKE: Just come next door...and I’ll explain. 

JANET: Phil, Meg...I’m really sorry. (SHE GOES OUT LOOKING DAGGERS AT JAKE)

                              LONG PAUSE

TOM:
What were you doing walking around the house?

PHIL:
I was protecting it with LIGHT... (PAUSE AS THEY EAT)

MEG:
Do you really think it’ll make Jake leave?

PHIL:
I’m absolutely sure he’ll leave very soon, but I also think he’ll drag Janet and Billy away with him.   (LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW) You SEE! They’re walking down to his car NOW. (EVERYONE LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW)

MEG:
Jesus, I never would have thought that the circling of the house with light would be that effective! I mean...Rock really IS A WHITE MAGICIAN!

RACHEL:
You’re not kidding. (THEY CONTINUE EATING, THEN RACHEL GOES OUT, SOON FOLLOWED BY TOM)

UNA:
(STARTS SOBBING) Tom’s in love with that bitch Rachel!  She’s taken my LIFE from me. (STARTS HOWLING)

MEG:
(PUTS HER ARM AROUND HER) Come on Una, love is FREE. You have to move with what’s actually happening.

UNA:
But Tom’s abandoned me. I don’t get ANY LOVE FROM HIM... Do you really think that they are in love? I can’t STAND IT! (GETS UP AND PACES ABOUT) I want to knife her! KNIFE HER!

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND HOLDS UNA) Come off it Una. Rachel is not a bitch. She’s a beautiful person, and she deserves Tom.

UNA:
DESERVES TOM!!! And what about me? I’m destitute. I can’t take it. I can’t stay here any longer. You’re a cunt Phil! You’ve always wanted to split me and Tom up, haven’t you? Well, I’m LEAVING! I want to get away. She can have HIM!

PHIL:
Where will you go?

UNA:
I don’t know. I think I’ll go to Sandymouth. I’d like to see Melina. (CRIES) I can’t stay here ANYMORE, and see her with Tom!

MEG:
Don’t torture yourself Una. Love means letting go of all POSSESSIVENESS!

UNA: O you’re both free of possessiveness are you?...like the way you and Phil used magic just then, to evict that family from their home!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.      SCENE EIGHT

PHIL IS GARDENING. EVERYONE ELSE HAS GONE SHOPPING. JANET APPEARS WEARING AN EXTREMELY LOW CUT BLOUSE, SEXY SKIRT, HAIR LOOSE. MIDDAY JULY 1969

PHIL:
(LOOKS UP PLEASANTLY SURPRISED) Janet! What are you doing here?

JANET:
Why are you so surprised? Am I banned from coming here?

PHIL:
I’ve not banned you, but what about your sadistic boyfriend? You seem to be terrified of him. Does he know you’re here?

JANET:
No. He’d kill me if he knew I was here...but he’s at work...and Billy’s in nursery school. We’re living nearby...renting a cottage a half a mile up the road. (SEDUCTIVELY) I knew you were on your own when I saw Meg and all the others drive by.

PHIL:
Ah, I see. Yes, they’ve all gone to the village shopping.

                           (PAUSE)

JANET:
Well, are you going to invite me into your house for some refreshment?

PHIL:
(JOKING) I’m not sure I feel safe alone in the house with a lady like you. (THEY WALK INTO THE HOUSE)

JANET:
I didn’t think you’d be concerned with safety.

PHIL:
Do you want a joint?

JANET:
Not really.

PHIL:
What do you want then?

JANET:
Maybe something cold. Have you got some orange juice?

PHIL: Yeah! (HE GOES INTO THE KITCHEN)

JANET:  I was wondering if some of my old books are still here. Do you mind if I look?

PHIL:
No, go ahead. (SHE STARTS LOOKING THROUGH THE BOOKCASE)

JANET:
Meg is nice.

PHIL:
(EMERGES FROM KITCHEN WITH TWO GLASSES OF ORANGE JUICE) Yeah, she’s beautiful. (PAUSE) Look Janet, what are you up to? (SHE TURNS AROUND AND LOOKS HARD AT PHIL, AND WALKS UP TO HIM IN A VERY SEDUCTIVE WAY)

JANET:
I think you’re very beautiful. (SHE PUTS HER ARMS AROUND HIM AND KISSES HIM. PHIL IS VERY SUSPICIOUS AND DOESN’T RESPOND VERY STRONGLY) Come on, STRIP ME!
PHIL:
(KIND) Janet...please!  It’s really a bit much. I mean you’re with a guy who’s just put me through a very, very heavy time.

JANET:
I know Phil...what do you think it’s like for me. What you said about Jake is true. He’s a sadistic fascist and I hate him.

PHIL:
Well, why are you living with him?

JANET:
Because if I try to leave he threatens to kill me. Only last night he had me on the floor, trying to strangle me, and if it wasn’t for Billy pulling on his hair, he might have done it. Twice before he’s nearly killed me, and was put in the nut house. (SHE SITS ON THE TABLE AND DRINKS THE ORANGE JUICE)

PHIL:
Jesus, you’ve married a guy just like Jamie Mackeson. He used to threaten to kill your mother and terrify the children didn’t he? I mean you were one of them weren’t you? You’re REPEATING the same pattern as your mother.  Aren’t you? 

JANET:
I don’t know how you know this (PAUSE)  but yes, it’s true. Jamie Mackeson was a complete bastard, and Jake is exactly the same. I was eight or nine when we first lived with Jaime...he was my step-father. What my mother saw in him I’ll never know. My mother’s weird.
PHIL:
So you’re acting out your mother’s masochistic trip?

JANET:
It’s so bizarre. I’ve got to kick it and get away from Jake. I must. Do you know I’ve got two other children from another marriage, and Jake treated them so badly I’ve had to put them into care.

PHIL:
Christ, he should be put away.

JANET:
Look Phil, can’t you see I’m stuck. I’m desperate to break free. I really like all of you down here, and your way of life. If I could...I’d join you. That’s the truth.

PHIL:
Well...if somehow the threat of Jake is removed...you’re welcome to give it a try. 

JANET:
Do you mean that? ( SHE RUBS HERSELF AGAINST HIM)

PHIL:
(STILL WARY) Yes... but I’d like to know what happened to you and Jake at Sandymouth that put him in such a fury?

JANET:
Phil darling, it was a terrible mistake sending him there. I thought the place was a bit plastic, but it flipped Jake right out! Paul Rowntree buttered Jake up rotten, and told him that you’d been sent here by Aleister Crowley to set up a black magic centre. It was Paul Rowntree and a guy called Michael Roner who geared Jake up to take Freya over. 

PHIL:
Fuck Rowntree and Roner!  Bastards! Is this really the truth?

JANET:
Absolutely. And Jake believed every word of  what they told him. I s’pose you know about my mother’s relationship with Aleister Crowley?

PHIL: I’ve been told she was one of his Scarlet Women, and has a son by him.

JANET: That’s right, my step brother who lives in America. Well Jake is terrified of Crowley and Black Magic, so after he’d got some local hooligans to kick all your friends out of here...he went through every nook and cranny in the house, looking for black magic clothes and instruments... and got in a worse fury when he found nothing!

PHIL:
Where were you when all this was going on?

JANET: When we came back from Sandymouth, we called in to see Alison...who you’ve met. After a bit, Jake went off and said he’d be back in a few hours. When he came back to fetch me, he said he’d thrown all the hippies out of HIS house and was now going to clear it of all the Black Magic influence...so we’d be safe to live there!

PHIL: So that’s it!  Paul Rowntree and Michael Roner are on the same VIBE as Jake!  It’s fucking unbelievable! And they both think of  themselves as MISSIONARIES of ‘the light’! Incredible!

JANET:
Are you aware of what they do in their Sanctuary every day?

PHIL:
You mean meditating?

JANET:
(HOLDS HIS HAND AND LAUGHS) Phil, you obviously don’t realise what you’re up against! When we were there, they blasted this place with psychic energy, to counteract what they imagine you’re doing to Sandymouth... and they called this activity - working with the light!

PHIL:
It’s pathetic.

JANET:
Paul poured out such animosity towards you... I was disgusted and started defending you and the group here, which made things worse. It convinced Jake that you had to go. He’s madly jealous and possessive. Psychotic! ( GETTING NERVOUS) Look, I’d better go soon, because he’ll be finished work in a bit,  and if he finds me not at home...he’ll go spare...and I know he’ll come down here looking for me.(SOUND OF A CAR) Christ...that’s a car! Phil, I’d better hide...if he found me here with you...he’d kill both of us!  (KNOCK ON THE DOOR. THEY BOTH FREEZE) Jesus! I don’t think that’s Jake. He would never knock. You answer it...I’ll hide in the kitchen. (SHE RUNS OFF STAGE)

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND OPENS THE DOOR) My God, my God... Come in. (RACHEL’S MOTHER AND MULFORD WALK IN DRESSED IN COUNTRY TWEEDS. MULFORD HAS BINOCULARS ROUND HIS NECK. MOTHER HAS A SHOULDER BAG) Walking into the lion’s den, eh? Janet!  It’s O.K. Meet Rachel’s Mum and step-father...Mulford and Betty Gallup. (THEY HOVER INSIDE THE DOOR)

JANET:(EMERGING BRUSHING DOWN HER CLOTHES) (VERY NERVOUS) Hello... we weren’t expecting you. Sorry...I used to live here…when I was a child…a long time ago…well maybe …not that long…I’ve been looking through old books and I’m a bit covered in dust.

BETTY:(WALKING IN FOLLOWED BY MULFORD) O dear. Sit down.

MULFORD:
Hello, so are you a friend of Rachel’s?

JANET: Yes...but not close...I think I’d better go.

BETTY:
Where is Rachel Philip?

PHIL:
Would everyone please sit down and relax. Rachel’s shopping with her new sexy lover in the village...but she’ll be back any minute with some drugs I hope... but in the meantime, do treat this place as a free... spiritual space, where you can give birth to your real self, hidden beneath all that frustration. 

MULFORD:
Jolly good opening speech Phil. (HE SITS DOWN. BETTY LOOKS AS IF SHE’S SLOWLY SINKING BELOW DISBELIEF, AND INSISTS ON REMAINING ON HER FEET) We’re just having a little holiday, and thought we’d pop in to say hello to Rachel. How is she?

PHIL:
Oh, she’s radiant... in love with my best friend, who my wife used to be in love with. Good SEX brings the best out in your daughter, Betty. (JANET CAN’T STOP LAUGHING. THEN MULFORD STARTS TO TITTER. BETTY LOOKS AWAY AND COUGHS)

BETTY:
I’ve got the message, Phil. Please don’t feel you have to entertain us.

MULFORD:
I’m interested in your concept of a free... spiritual space. It seems like a common croft house to me... not that I mean that there’s anything wrong in that. I mean, what makes you believe that there’s anything special about this spot?

PHIL:
Well, I’m a bit extreme Mulford and think all labels limit! But there are powerful forces here, natural forces, due to the geographical aspects of the landscape, and there are seven power points in a line on the land, which relate to the seven chakras. These are aligned on a leyline which runs through to Lhasa. Now one can use these forces - which although powerful are extremely gentle - to feed one’s inner being. So, the space is free, in as much as it is open for spiritual development, but of course it is open to be misused! My job is to make sure these forces are used correctly.

BETTY:
Well, I’m not much further on, I’m afraid.

PHIL: To get on, one must leave behind the falsity in one’s life. Like Janet has just done. She’s just decided...by being here...to cut her connection to doom, and make herself available to higher forces.  

JANET:
That’s right. Phil says I can learn to use these higher forces to develop my soul. 

PHIL:
Yes, to enter into this spiritual work, one has to enter into a dialogue with these forces by finding your spot for a start. The best way to do that Janet, is to go into the woods, and stay there until you feel a pull which will guide you.

BETTY:
(SOUND OF A CAR APPROACHING) And what work do you all do here Philip?

PHIL:
You don’t have to call me Philip. Phil’s fine. This is my work. (JANET LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW)

BETTY:
You can hardly call chatting with... (LOOKS AT JANET) friends, WORK.

PHIL:
I call it working my way through the bullshit, Betty. When I manure the fields, I call it prayer.

MULFORD:
What a curious concept. And are your crops responding well to your prayers?

PHIL:
Wonderful, they’re all puffing themselves up with pride.

JANET:
Meg and Tom are back.

BETTY:
It seems you believe in very peculiar dreams here. Can you see Rachel, Janet?

PHIL:
Belief is not necessary here. It all works on FAITH.

MULFORD:
Faith in what?

PHIL:
Faith in Faith. (THE DOOR OPENS, MEG AND SARAH ENTER. MEG IS LOADED UP WITH SHOPPING)

BETTY:
You’re Meg I take it? I’m Rachel’s mother. Where’s my daughter.

RACHEL:
(HYSTERICAL) PHIL. (DOOR BURSTS OPEN, KNOCKING MEG OVER AND ALL THE SHOPPING. SARAH SCREAMS) JANET! HIDE! HIDE! EVERYONE! JAKE’S GOT A GUN! GET DOWN PHIL! HE’S GOING TO BLAST YOUR HEAD OFF. (JAKE BURSTS IN WITH A 303 RIFLE)

JAKE:
(LOOKING AT JANET CROUCHING IN THE CORNER, BESIDE BETTY) SLUT! WHORES - ALL OF YOU. MASTERS, IT’S ALL OVER! (POINTS RIFLE AT PHIL)

MULFORD:
(STANDS INBETWEEN JAKE AND PHIL) Come on, old boy. (JAKE PRESSES THE TRIGGER. EVERYONE SCREAMS EXCEPT MULFORD, WHO PUTS HIS HAND OUT TOWARDS THE RIFLE)

PHIL:
TOM! TOM! TOM!

MULFORD:
You’re lucky the safety catch is still on old chap, or you’d be inside for murder. (JAKE STARTS TREMBLING. TOM BURSTS IN THE DOOR AND FREEZES) Look, you’re causing an awful lot of disturbance old chap... I should point that gun down at the floor, if I were you... (SLOWLY JAKE DOES) Now that’s a 303 army rifle,  and it can kill a man at three miles... so it would be best if you handed it over to me. (JAKE, SHAKING ALL OVER, LETS MULFORD TAKE THE GUN. AS EVERYONE CHEERS, JAKE BURSTS OUT CRYING, JANET MOVES ACROSS THE ROOM AND CUDDLES HIM. RACHEL EMBRACES HER MOTHER, PHIL PICKS UP SARAH AND MEG PUTS A FLOWER DOWN THE BARREL OF THE GUN. MULFORD HOLDS IT UP AND EVERYONE CHEERS AGAIN. TOM LOOKS ROUND SLOWLY. JAKE LOOKS UP AND THEIR EYES MEET. TOM LEAVES)

CURTAIN



