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House of The Gods

Music by Lynne Plowman

Libretto by Martin Riley

House of The Gods, set in the back streets of First World War London, is a Gothic Opera in which Comedy and Horror walk hand in hand. Drawing inspiration from ancient Celtic tales, House of The Gods has disturbing implications for the twenty first century. 

The music is contemporary, sometimes dark and satirical, sometimes magical, beautiful and bittersweet. Echoes of Victorian music hall and cabaret mingle with the seductive sounds of patriotic propaganda.

Through the eyes of Jack O’Connor, a cynical and disillusioned soldier, living through what seems like a macabre and surreal opium dream, House of The Gods explores sacrifice, sex, death, science, innocence and empire as Jack tries to avoid – being a hero!
ACT ONE – PROLOGUE

DOCK STREET, OUTSIDE THE HALFWAY HOUSE PUB. 
AN AUTUMN NIGHT, 1916. GAS LAMPS SPLUTTER IN THE GLOOM AS THE MIST ROLLS OFF THE RIVER AND PAST THE HALFWAY HOUSE. OUTSIDE THE DOOR IS AN ABANDONED TEA-CHEST. PEELING OFF THE SOOTY WALL IS A FADING RECRUITMENT POSTER FEATURING BELGIAN MAIDEN-IN-DISTRESS THREATENED BY BRUTISH HUN.  

THE PROLOGUE IS PERFORMED DOWNSTAGE, “FRONT OF CURTAIN” STYLE, BEFORE A TRUCKED FLAT OF THE FRONT OF “THE HALFWAY HOUSE”, AN OLD GRIMY PUB WITH A PRACTICAL DOOR AND A WINDOW.  A SIGN OVER THE DOOR, READS “THE HALFWAY HOUSE” IN BOLD LETTERS.  BEHIND THIS, THE REST OF THE STAGE IS SET FOR SCENE ONE AND IS IN DARKNESS.

ALONG THE STREET COMES JACK O’CONNER, A SOLDIER IN HIS EARLY THIRTIES, WEARY AND THE WORSE FOR DRINK, KIT-BAG ON SHOULDER AND BOTTLE OF GIN IN THE POCKET OF HIS GREATCOAT. HE DROPS HIS KIT-BAG, UPTURNS THE TEA CHEST, SITS ON IT, AND SWIGS HIS LAST DROP OF GIN. 

JACK GLARES AT THE BOTTLE IN FRUSTRATION – HE’S NOWHERE NEAR DRUNK ENOUGH YET - BUT, THEN, SEEING SOME CITIZENS OUT FOR THE NIGHT [THE AUDIENCE] HAS AN INSPIRATION. HE STUFFS THE BOTTLE BACK IN HIS POCKET, STANDS UP, AND SETS HIS SIGHTS ON A WEALTHY LOOKING PASSER BY.


JACK

Evening, sir. No - 

Stop – don’t go!

[TURNING TO ANOTHER]

Out for the night, sir? No offence!

I can see you’re not short of a penny 

- nor you, madam! Two pence - 

Two pennies, ladies an’ gents, for a cup of tea?

All right, then - Gin! 

Soldier on leave 

- wants to get plastered – a sin?

Two pennies, that’s all - one for each eye.

Blind drunk! Then what I can’t see won’t hurt me!

The wounded, the dying 

screaming, stuck on the wire,

The earth and the sky on fire!

[HE COVERS HIS EYES TO TRY TO BLOT OUT THE HORRORS, OPENS HIS EYES, PANICS]

Don’t go! A show! A moving picture show?

The cannon fodder likes a laugh, you know!

The Picardy Picture Palace presents “The horrors of war!”

[JACK DUCKS DOWN BEHIND HIS KIT BAG AND REAPPEARS IN GAS MASK, LEERING AND LOOMING UP LIKE A STRANGE GROTESQUE ANIMAL, A RAT, PERHAPS. HE ENACTS A SERIES OF SILENT MOVIE TABLEAUX, CLIMAXING IN ONE OF CHOKING AND DYING. HE QUICKLY WHIPS OFF THE MASK]

More? You want more?

Over there - it’s a concert-party every day!

Come to the front-line! 

Blow your cares away!

[HE PRODUCES A MILLS GRENADE. HE SALUTES]

Ready for off, sir! “Ready, aye, ready” to go!

[PULLS THE PIN AND DROPS IT INSIDE HIS SHIRT]

Five, four, three, two, one - zeerooooh!

[HE MAKES THE SOUND OF AN EXPLOSION. HE SLOWLY PULLS THE BRITISH ENSIGN OUT OF HIS BELLY AS HE IMITATES A TRUMPET]

Ba ba baaa, 

Ba ba baaa, 

Ba ba baa, ba ba baa, ba ba baa, ba ba baaa – ttle stations!

[THE RED FLAG IS ATTACHED TO A UNION JACK. THE UNION JACK IS ATTACHED TO A FRENCH, BELGIAN, ANZAC AND OTHER WORLD WAR ONE FLAGS]

Baa ba  ba baa, ba ba baa ba ba baaa,

[HE PRESENTS THE FLAGS AND THEN CRUMPLES THEM UP]

the flags of all nations!

Now you see ‘em!

[HE VANISHES THEM]

Now you don’t!

[HE TAKES HIS HAT TO COLLECT MONEY DOWNSTAGE]

“Don’t cryee – don’t cryee – ”

[HE BREAKS OFF IN A SOB OR A LAUGH. SUDDENLY, JACK IS AWARE OF A MYSTERIOUS GENT DOWNSTAGE RIGHT, HIS FACE HIDDEN BY A HIGH COLLAR AND THE BRIM OF HIS TOP HAT, HIS ARM RESTING ON HIS UNUSUALLY FASHIONED CANE, THE KNOB OF WHICH IS A SILVER SERPENT HEAD WITH GAPING JAWS AND FORKED TONGUE, WATCHING INTENTLY FROM THE SHADOWS]

How about you, sir? Penny for the guy?

[PRODUCING A ROSE FROM HIS HAT.]

Flower of the nation?

No?

Sorry, sir. 

[VANISHING THE FLOWER]

No offence!

Simple soldier - shell shock, 

Trench foot, lice infested, 

Home to find his girl’s found someone new, 

One of your sort - a city gent, 

Who likes a little “speculate in order to accumulate”!

Wait! I’ve got the very thing for you!

[FROM HIS KIT BAG, JACK PULLS OUT THREE COCONUT HALF SHELLS WHICH HE CLACKS TOGETHER AND PLACES ON THE TEA CHEST]

Fruits of the empire!

From far across the sea!

Broken empty shells

Fallen from the tree!

Now then – anyone at home?

[RAPPING ON THEM AND UPTURNING THEM ONE BY ONE]

[RAP RAP]

No sir!

[RAP RAP RAP]

No sir!

[RAP RAP RAP]

What’s this, boss?

[HOLDING UP A MEDAL]

A Military Cross!

Given by the King’s own hands

For deeds of valour in the Netherlands.

Roaring guns behind us,

Ahead of us the shells screaming,

The wounded, the dying – screaming,

Stuck on the wire. 

The earth and sky on fire.

[A PAUSE]

No offence, sir

[PUTTING THE MEDAL BACK UNDER A SHELL]

Bound to be worth a mint 

in time to come!

[HE SHUFFLES THE SHELLS AROUND]

My medal to your fiver 

says that you can’t pick the one!

Come on, sir – do I have to beg?

A fiver, that’s all - not exactly an arm - or a leg!

[THE GENT TAKES OUT HIS WALLET AND SLAPS THE FIVER DOWN. HE NODS TOWARDS THE SHELL ON THE RIGHT.]

This one?

[THE GENT REPEATS THE NOD. JACK RAPS WITH HIS KNUCKLES ON THE SHELL AND PUTS HIS EAR TO IT.]

Is he alive - or is he dead?

Let’s lift of his helmet

And see if he still has a head!

[JACK LIFTS THE SHELL. IT’S THE WRONG ONE]

Bad luck, sir!

JACK REACHES FOR THE FIVER.

THE GENT TRAPS JACK’S HAND WITH HIS CANE.


CROM

Not so fast! I know your tricks!

[TO AUDIENCE]

There’s no medal here! It’s a fix!


JACK

A fix? Hah! Just like your lousy war!


CROM

A Bolshevik!


JACK

It’s all a fucking fix!


CROM

A deserter, no doubt – or an Irish rebel!


JACK

[TO AUDIENCE] 

It’s parasites like this, 

Your sons are dying, dying, dying in the mud of Flanders for!

THE GENT STRIKES JACK WITH HIS CANE. JACK CRIES OUT AND TRIES TO DEFEND HIMSELF BUT IS BEATEN TO THE GROUND. 

THE GENT RAPS ON THE DOOR OF THE PUB AND HIDES IN THE SHADOWS. A LIGHT GOES ON UPSTAIRS AND A SHADOW PASSES THE WINDOW. 

THE DOOR OPENS AND LILY, A YOUNG WOMAN IN A WHITE DRESSING GOWN, EMERGES TIMOROUSLY, WITH A LANTERN. AS SHE DOES, THE GENT WALKS HURRIEDLY AWAY. 

LILY PEERS ALONG THE STREET AND THEN SEES JACK CRUMPLED ON THE PAVEMENT. SHE KNEELS AND TOUCHES HIM FEARFULLY, THEN GASPS AS SHE SEES THE BLOOD ON HIS FOREHEAD. 

BLACK OUT. THE TEA CHEST AND COCONUTS ARE SILENTLY REMOVED AND THE TRUCK OF THE FRONT OF PUB IS STRUCK IN TWO HALVES INTO THE WINGS.

END OF PROLOGUE

SCENE ONE. THE LOUNGE OF THE HALFWAY HOUSE

IN THE BLACKOUT, LIL GENTLY TAKES JACK’S HAND, TAKES HIM TO HIS FEET, PUTS HIS KIT BAG ON HIS SHOULDER. SHE GENTLY LEADS HIM A FEW PACES UPSTAGE TO A CHAISE LONGUE. HE DROPS THE KIT BAG BESIDE IT AND SITS, DAZED AND SILENT. AS THE LIGHTS GRADUALLY COME UP SHE STARTS TO SING TO HIM AS SHE BANDAGES HIS HEAD AND LAYS HIM DOWN TO SLEEP.

AS SHE SINGS SWEETLY AND SOOTHINGLY TO HIM, THE SUN IS JUST RISING AND A PALE LIGHT BEGINS TO SHINE THROUGH THE LACE CURTAINS OF THE LOUNGE. AS THE MUSIC WARMS UP SO THE SUN COMES UP AND THE INTERIOR OF THE PUB GRADUALLY BECOMES VISIBLE AROUND THEM.

IT IS FULL OF CHARACTER. IT IS OLD AND CLUTTERED AND IN DISREPAIR BUT HOMELY AND COMFORTABLE WITH A BAR CENTRE LEFT. UPSTAGE, THERE IS A LARGE CABINET CUPBOARD WITH MANY DRAWERS, SOME HALF OPEN, STUFFED WITH OLD JUNK AND MEMENTOES. THERE IS AN INGLENOOK FIREPLACE STAGE RIGHT WITH A HEARTH.   

THE FRONT DOOR IS UNSEEN, DOWNSTAGE LEFT. THE STAIRS TO THE BEDROOM ARE UPSTAGE. THE EXIT DOWN TO THE CELLAR IS UPSTAGE RIGHT. DOWNSTAGE RIGHT IS A PUB TABLE WITH WOODEN STOOLS. DOWNSTAGE CENTRE IS THE CHAISE LONGUE MADE UP AS A BED, WHERE JACK LIES, FEET TOWARDS THE AUDIENCE.


LIL

We’ve never starved a winter yet.

Apples will grow again.

Though all around by foes beset.

Apples will grow again.

Though bruised and beaten to our knees

By famine, war, death and disease,

Though ripe fruit rot upon the trees,

Apples will grow again.

Your cares and woes shall pass away.

Apples will grow again.

The sun will rise another day.

Apples will grow again.

Young maids will dance upon the green.

With lusty lads in velveteen

And love-spells cast at Halloween.

Apples will grow again.

ENTER DA, WHISTLING AS HE STOMPS DOWN THE STAIRS INTO THE PUB LOUNGE. HE IS “THE LANDLORD”, A MIDDLE AGED BIG BELLIED, BARREL CHESTED BRUTE OF A MAN WHO WAS ONCE VERY FIT. HE HAS THINNING HAIR AND TATTOOS ON HIS ARMS.


DA

My daughter, my daughter,

The top of the morning to yer!

The Lily of the valley

And the apple of my eye!

LIL

[TO SHUSH HIM]

Da!


DA

How’s our wounded soldier boy?

LIL

No better, I fear.

MA, AN APPARENTLY MIDDLE AGED BUT STILL BEAUTIFUL, VERY CURVY, MOTHERLY BUT WICKEDLY FEISTY WOMAN HAS FOLLOWED DA DOWN THE STAIRS. SHE INTERRUPTS.


MA

Nor like to be, Da,

With a big ugly brute like you

Booming in his ear!

LIL

Shush!


MA

Don’t shush me, girl!

I’m your mother,

[REFERENCING JACK]

not some kind of creature 

the cat’s dragged in! 

MA STARTS MIXING A POTION IN A BRANDY GLASS, USING VARIOUS CURIOUS BOTTLES AND POWDERS.


DA

This is one of our boys!


MA

Whose boys?


DA

The boys defending the land we live in!

A hero!


MA

The streets are full of filth, Lilly!

I’ve told you before

About the bilge-rats that run on two legs

Outside this door!

LIL

But, Ma!


MA

[HANDING HER THE BRANDY GLASS AND A DIBBLER]

Don’t make such a fuss! Here,

Give it a stir!

[POURING FROM A BOTTLE]

A little more “eau de vie” 

- that’ll fluff up his fur!

[LIL TRIES TO STOP THE FLOW OF EAU]

When you were a babe

I gave you this for the gripe –

Worked wonders!

[MA CALLS FOR DA TO HELP]

Da!

[BACK TO LIL]

But what you liked best

Was a little suck on my pipe!


DA

[LIFTING JACK FROM BEHIND, BY THE ARMPITS, INTO A SITTING POSITION]

Ups a daisy!

LIL

Be careful!

[MA HOLDS JACK’S NOSE WITH ONE HAND.]

No!


MA

Open your mouth, now!
[MA, WITH HER OTHER HAND, QUICKLY POURS SOME OF THE LIQUID INTO JACK’S MOUTH.]

And down the hatch we go!

JACK SWALLOWS A MOUTHFUL, COUGHS, SPLUTTERS, AND GOES RIGID BUT REMAINS UNCONSCIOUS.


MA

There! See! One more!

We’ll soon have him up and running

- and out of the door!

A TRIAGE DEVELOPS AROUND JACK, ALL THREE “NURSES” ARGUING AND INTERRUPTING.

LIL

No, not yet! He’s still weak!


DA

A soldier!


LIL

A soldier!


DA

He’s still in shock!

LIL

He’s still in shock! 


DA

Look!


LIL

Look at his face!


DA

He can’t speak!


LIL

You can see he’s still weak!


DA

He’s not had his porridge!


LIL

His blood pressure’s low!


MA

We don’t know who he is!


DA

A soldier!


LIL

A soldier!


MA

And with a young girl in the house!


DA

A man of honour!

LIL

I’m a woman, now!


MA

Will you listen to me!

You don’t know the ways of the world!


LIL

But, Ma – he’s so pale!


MA

Who do you think you are, Florence Nightingale?

JACK’S EYES SUDDENLY OPEN WIDE.


JACK

Larry! 

Stop screaming! They’ll hear you! 

[HE TAKES HOLD OF LIL]

Christ! It’s our own bloody shells!

Keep your head down. 

I’ll run back and tell them.

Hold on, Larry,

Hold on!


MA

[TAKING JACK’S HANDS OFF LIL]

Let go!


JACK

Where are we?

LIL

In safe hands.

What’s your name?


JACK

Jack – 

[CALLING OUT TO LARRY]

Hold on!


LIL

Jack!


JACK

Hold on!

LILLY SINGS, WORDLESSLY, TO COMFORT HIM.

JACK GRASPS LILY AGAIN. SHE DOESN’T RESIST.


JACK

Don’t die! Don’t! Larry! Don’t die!


DA

Now look what you’ve done

With your damned “Mickey Finn”

Blasted his soul from his body! 

Don’t worry -

I’ll soon have it battered back in!

[LOOKING ABOUT]

My boner, where is it?

[SEARCHING]

My brain basher, ma, 

My magic club -

Have you hidden it?


MA

Thrown it out!


DA

Wha -!!??

DA SEARCHES FRANTICALLY


MA

Like I should have done years ago, 

With all the rest of your   

- mouldy old rubbish!

BUT DA FINDS AND BRANDISHES HIS CLUB.


DA

Aha!

LIL

Don’t hurt him!


DA

Treat like with like!

That’s the olden – the golden – the warriors way!

I know what soldiers need!


MA

So do I!

[REMOVING JACK’S ARMS FROM ROUND LIL]

And he’s not getting any today!


DA

This club is the one that Cuchullain swung


LIL & MA

Oh no!


DA

When he fought for Ulster against Maev’s men!

LIL & MA

Not again!


DA

His monstrous warp-spasm seized him. 

Hideous he became!

One eye hung out on his cheek,

The other – sucked into his brain!

His sinews writhed like snakes!

His face a great bowl of red!

Spurts of black blood and fire

Sprayed from the top of his head!

He flailed like a farmer at harvest.

No one could stand in his way!

One hundred, two hundred – five hundred souls

He sent to heaven that day!

Crushed thighbones, cheeks split open,

Broken bodies - all around.

The crows tore at their supper

On that bloody battleground!

None there were who fought that day

Who were not scarred or slain

But for Cuchullain – who left the field

Without a scratch or stain!

DA SWINGS THE CLUB AT JACK.

LIL

You’ll kill him!


DA

A touch, a tap like a magic wand!

It’ll barely break the skin!

We’ll knock the demons out

And let the daylight in!

LIL

No!

DA GIVES JACK A LITTLE TAP ON THE HEAD WITH HIS CLUB. JACK FALLS BACKWARDS.


MA

You lumbering lollylocks!

Look what you’ve done!


DA

[EXAMINING HIS CLUB LIKE A GOLFER]

I don’t understand it.

[WIELDING IT AGAIN AS JACK STRUGGLES TO SIT UP]

Let’s try another one!

LIL GRABS JACK AND PROTECTS HIM WITH HER BODY.

LIL

Da!


MA

[SNATCHING DA’S CLUB]

That’s enough!

[TO LILY]

Take him downstairs.


DA

No!


MA

Go! Get along!

Take him down to your Uncle Crom.

LILY SUPPORTS JACK AND TAKES HIM OFF DOWNSTAIRS. 

MA CONFRONTS DA WITH THE CLUB IN HER HANDS.


DA

Give me back my boner!

I’ll be master in my own house!


MA

Your house?


DA

My house!


MA

Shit!

I’m the one that pays the bills round here!

It’s my house, in my name 

– and, as a matter of fact, I’ve sold it!

DA

What!


MA

No one comes in here any more.

If I hadn’t done the business in the back room!

We’d have had to sell it long ago!


DA

What business?


MA

With the soldiers and sailors!

[PA’S MOUTH OPEN]

Come on! Don’t pretend you don’t know!


DA

You whore!


MA

That’s right!

[FLOURISHING HER CARD]

“French Lessons and Swedish Massage

From Madame Delight.”


DA

Down here! In the back room!

[SNATCHING CARD AND READING FROM IT]

Five shillings a head!

But you’ve always got a headache 

- upstairs in bed!


MA

That’s when I’m taking my leisure.

I don’t think its right to mix

business with pleasure.

[A BEAT]

I don’t kiss the clients, do you see.


DA

You don’t kiss me!

MA PULLS DA TOWARDS HER AND GIVES HIM A BIG SNOG.

END OF SCENE ONE

SCENE TWO. THE CELLAR

THE CELLAR OF THE HALF WAY HOUSE, STILL WITH ITS BEER BARRELS AND PIPES, HAS BEEN FITTED OUT AS AN EARLY 1900’S SCIENCE LAB. THERE’S A LONG, HIGH LAB BENCH SIDE-ON CENTRE STAGE, WITH SOME ARCHETYPAL RETORTS, BUNSENS, DISTILLING EQUIPMENT, AND A DEEP GLASS-SIDED UNDER-DRAWER PACKED WITH ICE. 

BEHIND IT, UPSTAGE, STANDS A LARGE “CHEMISTRY” CABINET WITH MANY DOORS AND DRAWERS AND A BLACKBOARD WITH AN UNFINISHED “BIOCHEMICAL” EQUATION CHALKED ON IT. THERE IS A LARGE WORKING CLOCK. ALSO DISPLAYED IS A DISSECTED AND PRESERVED RABBIT. 

DOWNSTAGE RIGHT THERE IS A “STUDY” AREA WITH INTERESTING TOMES IN A BOOKCASE BESIDE A BIG BROWN LEATHER ARMCHAIR AND FOOTSTOOL. THERE IS A WAY OUT, UP SOME STEPS, ONTO THE BACK STREET – AND SOME STAIRS COMING DOWN FROM THE LOUNGE. 

AS THE LIGHTS COME UP SLOWLY, WE SEE CROM, BALD HEADED AND BESPECTACLED, WEARING A VICTORIAN SURGEON’S APRON OVER TROUSERS AND WAISTCOAT WITH FOB, SLIDING BACK THE UNDER-DRAWER. 

HE HAS A SYRINGE IN HIS HAND FULL OF DARK RED LIQUID. WE ARE NOT ABLE TO IMMEDIATELY RECOGNISE HIM, WEARING HIS WIRE SPECTACLES AND WITHOUT HIS HAT, CANE AND COAT, AS THE GENTLEMAN WHO BEAT JACK THE PREVIOUS NIGHT. 

CROM EMPTIES THE SYRINGE INTO A RETORT, WHICH ALREADY CONTAINS SOME LIQUID. THERE IS A BUBBLING AND GAS IS RELEASED INTO A MEASURING TUBE. CROM CHECKS THE FIGURES AND CHALKS THEM INTO THE EQUATION ON THE BOARD. 

IT DOESN’T SEEM TO BALANCE. HE RUBS OFF THE FIGURES, CHECKS HIS READINGS AND THEN ENTERS THEM AGAIN. HE SEEMS BALKED AND FRUSTRATED. HE PICKS UP THE SYRINGE AND IS ABOUT TO RE-OPEN THE DRAWER – WHEN HE HEARS A NOISE.

IT IS LILY – WHO HAS JUST ENTERED, ESCORTING BY THE ARM THE HEAD-BANDAGED JACK. 


CROM

Lily?

Aha! What have we here?

This must be the lad from last night

- our very own “unknown soldier”!

LIL

Jack!


JACK

Lance Corporal

[STRUGGLING]

– O’Conner.


CROM

Is that so? 

From the “old country”?


JACK

No.

[STILL STRUGGLING AND LOSING HIS WAY]

My grandfather

– born in Cork.


CROM

That’ll do!

[CROM PUTS HIS LEFT HAND ROUND JACKS SHOULDERS] 

I’m Crom! Just Crom!

[SHAKING JACK’S HAND]

Pleased to meet you!

LIL

My Uncle is a scientist!


CROM

In a rather amateur way. 

Too old for service, so they say

- all the same,  down here in the lab, I do my bit.

My God – I swear – If I were young again, and fit,

I’d hammer the dastardly coward that did this to you!

No one knows what it’s like out there on the front

- but I do!

[JACK REACTS BADLY TO THE MENTION OF “THE FRONT”.]

Easy! All over, Jack! Nothing to fear!

Sit down, sit down! You’ll come to no harm here!

JACK IS SAT DOWN ON THE LEATHER CHAIR. HE FALLS INTO A DOZE. CROM TAKES LILY TO ONE SIDE AND SHOWS HER THE BLACKBOARD.


CROM

Lily - we’re running out of time. 

And I can’t quite make sense of this.

[GIVING HER THE SYRINGE]

See what you can do for your Uncle Crom

My clever miss!

CROM LEAVES THROUGH THE BACK ENTRANCE.

LIL PUTS ON HER OWN APRON, LIKE CROM’S.

JACK STARTS TO GET UP.

LIL

No. Stay! 

Be still and take your rest!

[GOING TO THE BOARD AND STARTING TO WORK VIGOROUSLY WITH THE EQUATION]

I have work to do – my Uncle’s work,

For Rational Philanthropy,

Science, Peace and Prosperity,

[LIL CATCHES JACK STARING AT HER MATHEMATICAL SKILL]

I have – special talents. Uncle Crom

Has helped me to cultivate them!

[SHE HAS REACHED A BREAKTHROUGH ON THE BOARD – SHE SCRIBBLES EVEN MORE VIGOROUSLY]

There!

THE BREAKTHROUGH HAS LAUNCHED LIL INTO A STATE OF HEIGHTENED EXCITEMENT. SHE SINGS PASSIONATELY TO JACK AND TO AN IMAGINED AUDIENCE. 

LIL

This war will soon be over

and I swear to you

and all your brothers in arms

that your noble and heroic sacrifice

will not be in vain!

[THE LIGHT OF FANATICISM BEGINS TO SHINE OUT OF LIL’S EYES. IT IS AS THOUGH SHE IS TRYING TO CONVERT JACK TO HER AND CROM’S EVANGELICAL SCIENTIFIC MODERNISM. JACK IS MESMERISED BY THIS BEAUTIFUL AND PURE ANGEL IN WHITE SINGING OF THE GLORY TO COME.]

This alchemy,

this seed we nourish 

here, in secret, underground,

will, one day, burst forth from the soil

To bear a fruit of flesh and fire, 

flesh and living fire!

Science and Nature

working hand in hand

will raise from the dust an Imperial Race

- new men, new women, 

new breeds to hold their own in the battle of life,

leaping, like Athena, from the mind of Jove

not merely to defeat the brutish enemy

but to rebuild this ravaged war torn land,

and to free it forever

from poverty, death and disease! The dark night is over,

Dawn is breaking 

[AS SHE REACHES THE LAST PART OF HER EVOCATION, LIL, IN ORDER TO TAKE A SAMPLE, PUTS ON HER GLOVES, PICKS UP A SYRINGE, REACHES UNDER THE LAB BENCH AND PULLS THE HANDLE OF THE DEEP UNDER-DRAWER, WHICH SLIDES OUT SMOOTHLY.]

- and lit forever, is the light of truth!

JACK GASPS. AN INTERNAL LIGHT CLICKS ON AND, ALTHOUGH OBSCURED BY ICE, IT CAN BE SEEN THAT, INSIDE THE DRAWER, LIES A HEADLESS, HALF DISSECTED, BODY. LIL TAKES A SAMPLE OF BODILY FLUID WITH HER SYRINGE.

JACK FREEZES, TRANSFIXED WITH SHOCK, UNNOTICED BY LILY WHO IS ABSORBED IN HER TASK. JACK IS STILL MENTALLY, IN A WEAK AND VULNERABLE STATE AND THE SIGHT BEFORE HIM HAS PRECIPITATED HIM BACK TO THE TRENCHES.


JACK

[TO AN IMAGINARY LARRY]

It’s all right!

Everything’s all right!


LIL

Science and nature working hand in hand!


JACK

Larry!


LIL

Hand in hand!


JACK

Wake up, Larry!

I got through to H.Q.

They’ve stopped the barrage, now

- all a mistake, 

couldn’t see us,

didn’t realise we’d got so far!


LIL

Flesh and living fire!


JACK

I’ve come to take you back.

[LIL NOTICES JACK]

I ran – fast as I could - all the way.


LIL

Jack?


JACK

I kept my promise.

I ran, Larry. I ran!

LIL TRIES TO HOLD ON TO HIM BUT JACK TEARS HIMSELF AWAY FROM HER AND RUNS OUT OF THE CELLAR AND UP THE STAIRS. 

LIL IS ABOUT TO FOLLOW HIM WHEN CROM EMERGES FROM THE SHADOWS AND STOPS HER BY TAKING HER ARM.


LIL

Jack!


CROM

Let him go!

[LIL ATTEMPTS TO TAKE CROM’S HAND AWAY AND FOLLOW JACK BUT HE TIGHTENS IT]

I don’t want you to get too close. 

I have plans for Jack!

[LIL DARTS A QUESTIONING LOOK.]

Now, Lily - you know, very well, 

you can always trust your dear old Uncle Crom!

END OF SCENE TWO

SCENE THREE – THE PUB LOUNGE

MA AND DA ARE BEHIND THE BAR! MA HAS PROGRESSED FROM KISSING TO GIVING DA THE ONCE-OVER WITH AN ALL-OVER SENSUAL SEDUCTION. MA’S WILES ARE MANIFOLD: DA IS ALMOST SUCCUMBING, BUT HE STILL HAS JUST ENOUGH INNER ANGER TO PULL FREE OF THIS SKILLED SUCCUBUS.

MA

My beast! 


DA

No!


MA

My big brown bear! 


DA

No!


MA

My mighty boar!


DA

No!


MA

Yes!


DA

No!


MA

Yes!


DA

No!

DURING THE EXCHANGE BELOW, JACK, IN MORBID DESPAIR, ARRIVES FROM THE CELLAR, UNNOTICED BY EITHER OF THEM. HE GRABS A BOTTLE OF WHISKY AND SITS ON THE BED BESIDE HIS KIT-BAG. HE UNSCREWS THE BOTTLE, TAKES A LONG DRINK, RUMMAGES IN HIS KIT-BAG AND PULLS OUT A SERVICE REVOLVER AND THEN SOME CARTRIDGES.  HE TAKES ANOTHER SWIG AT THE BOTTLE – AND THEN LOADS THE REVOLVER WITH SHAKING HANDS. ALL THE TIME MA AND DA ARE TOTALLY INVOLVED IN THEIR “DISCUSSION”. 


MA

Take me - 


DA

Slut!


MA

- any way that you like!


DA

Behind my back!


MA

[GRABBING HIM FROM BEHIND, HANDS ON HIS CHEST, HER FACE OVER HIS SHOULDER]

I’m yours!


DA

Our home! Our house!

Our living – sold!


MA

For both of us!


DA

So where’s my share,

You triple-hearted whore?


MA

Safe and secure – my love!

Invested in an earthly paradise - a town

[READING FROM A POSTER]

That shines in this wicked world

Like a jewel from heaven’s crown!

[MA SHOWS US THE POSTER, AN IDEALISED “SUN AND SAND” HOLIDAY POSTER SHOWING A GUEST HOUSE ON THE “SEA FRONT”.]

- Aberystwyth!

A place in the sun, where we

can live in comfort and style

- for eternity!


DA

[PEERING AT THE POSTER]

The “Blue Skies B & B”?


MA

Yours and mine! 


DA

What?


MA

Every day

We can walk by the sea.


DA

Wash dirty bed sheets? Wait at table?

Wade in the waves like water-fowl

‘til the world’s end?

What life is that for a warrior-god?

Where’s the glory in that?


MA

[LOSING PATIENCE]

There is no more glory

- there’s only, only, 

there’s only Aberystwyth!
DA GRUNTS AND STORMS OFF.

MA PUTS UP THE POSTER. 

MA SUDDENLY BECOMES AWARE OF JACK, WHO HAS LOADED THE GUN, HAS JUST COCKED IT AND IS POINTING IT AT HIS FACE. THERE IS A MOMENT OF STILLNESS. MA LOOKS AT HIM WITH A SUDDEN STRANGE EROTICISM. 


JACK

I came back for you Larry,

I swear I did!

I ran! I ran all the way!

JACK PUTS THE GUN TO HIS HEAD AND PULLS THE TRIGGER. THERE IS A LOUD CLICK, BUT NOTHING HAPPENS. MA LICKS HER LIPS AND RUNS HER HANDS DOWN HER BODY.


JACK

Bloody gun!

JACK PULLS THE TRIGGER AGAIN – STILL, JUST A CLICK! JACK FRANTICALLY EMPTIES THE CARTRIDGES, RUMMAGES FOR SOME MORE IN HIS KIT BAG – AND STARTS RELOADING THE REVOLVER.


JACK

Bloody army munitions!

MA SINGS SEXILY TO HERSELF AS SHE STRIPS OUT OF HER LOOSE DRESS TO REVEAL THE UNDERWEAR THAT SHE USES TO ENTERTAIN THE SOLDIERS AND SAILORS, THE RED AND THE BLACK VICTORIAN STYLE CORSETRY WITH PINK RIBBONS. SHE QUICKLY APPLIES SOME BRIGHT RED LIPSTICK.

BY NOW, JACK IS READY TO PULL THE TRIGGER AGAIN. HE TAKES ANOTHER SWIG OF WHISKEY. MA’S TONGUE FLICKERS BETWEEN HER RED LIPS.


JACK

Now! I’m ready now!

I’m ripe fruit, ready to fall!

Look out for me, Larry!

Take me now!

Take me!

AS JACK SINGS HIS INVITATION TO DEATH, MA PICKS UP A RED SILK SCARF, PULLS IT BETWEEN HER HANDS, THUGEE STYLE, AND WALKS TOWARDS HIM AS THOUGH SHE MEANS BUSINESS. 

AS HIS HAND TIGHTENS ON THE TRIGGER THERE IS A LONG CONTROLLED EXPLOSION OF SOUND. 

MA TIGHTENS THE SCARF AROUND HIS EYES, TAKES THE GUN AND TURNS JACK ONTO THE CHAISE LONGUE ON HIS BACK, SO THAT HIS HEAD IS POINTING DOWNSTAGE. THEN, WITH A CRY, WHICH IS THE WAIL OF THE BANSHEE, SHE THROWS HERSELF ON HIM AND MOUNTS HIM!

ALL HER OLD INSTINCTS HAVE BOILED UP. THIS IS WHAT HE WANTS AND HE’S GOING TO GET IT ALL! MA, SINGING HER PASSION AND HER DIVINITY, TAKES JACK ON A RAW, HUMPING, ROLLER COASTER RIDE WHICH STARTS SLOW AND GRINDS TO A PULSATING CLIMAX.


MA

I am she!

Ah!


JACK

Oh!


MA

I am she and she and she

I am one

And I am three.

I am the crow

Come for thee!

Eye gouger! Arm wrencher!

Heart piercer! Rib cracker! 

Neck snapper! Bone hacker!

Melt into me!

Ah!

The Queen of Death,

The Morrigu,

Here I sit,

Wet with dew,

To ride cock-horse

Astride of you!


MA & JACK

Ah, ah, ah ah ….


MA

Flesh ripper! Throat slitter!

Eye gouger! Arm wrencher!

Heart piercer! Rib cracker! 

Neck snapper! Bone hacker!

Melt into me!

Ah!

The hoodie-crow,

I Hippity-hop

As axes fall,

Chippity-chop.

Human heads,

My acorn crop!

Aiyeeee!

Skin slicer! Gut stabber!

Flesh ripper! Throat slitter!

Eye gouger! Arm wrencher!

Heart piercer! Rib cracker! 

Neck snapper! Bone hacker!


MA & JACK

Ah, ah, ah, ah ….


MA

Maiden, mother,

Crone, am I!


JACK

Ah!


MA

Black and red

And ready am I!


JACK

Ah!


MA

Let me hear your

Battle-cry!


JACK

Ah, ah, ah, ah …


MA

Brain cleaver! 


JACK

Oh!


MA

Ball breaker!


JACK

Oh!


MA

Skin slicer! Gut stabber!


JACK

Oh! Oh!


MA

Flesh ripper! Throat slitter!

Eye gouger! Arm wrencher!

Heart piercer! Rib cracker! 


JACK

Oh!


MA

Neck snapper! Bone hacker!


JACK

Ah!


JACK & MA

Ah, ah, ah, ah …


MA

Wait for me!

Nearly there!

Wait for me!

Nearly there!

Nearly there!!


MA

Wait!


JACK

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

AFTER JACK’S EXPLOSIVE END THERE IS A MOMENT OF STILLNESS BEFORE MA GIVES AN UNSATISFIED SIGH AND MOVES OFF HIM. JACK LOOKS DEAD. MA SITS ON A BAR STOOL, TAKES OUT AN OLD CLAY PIPE, STARTS TO STUFF IT WITH BACCY AND SMOKES IT. 


MA

Sorry, Jack, sorry,

Back then 

I’d have bitten your bollocks off,

Bathed in your blood. In my prime

I’ve taken a thousand a day, 

but now  - too tender! I gave you the ride 

but couldn’t come all the way!

[JACK DOESN’T MOVE]

Jack? Do you hear me?

[NO RESPONSE]

You’ve done it with Death, 

Jumping Jack!

And your prick’s still in place

And your ribs didn’t crack!

[JACK STIRS. HE’S ALIVE BUT BLASTED TO KINGDOM COME AND STILL WITH THE RED SCARF OVER HIS EYES.] 

What the hell!

Who wants to be immortal anyway?

[MA PUTS DOWN HER PIPE AND STARTS TO PUT BACK ON HER ORDINARY PUB LANDLADY CLOTHES.]

The old ways, the old days, the old gods - all gone.

The Romans, The English, The Famine!

What point in hanging on?

We took the boat over the water,

Finally washed up here:

Once we had blood and sacrifice;

Now we sell beer!

[MA HAS NOW FINISHED CHANGING BUT JACK IS STILL IN THE CLOUDS. SHE HELPS HIM BACK INTO HIS TROUSERS AND POURS A DROP OF HER SPECIAL BREW INTO A GLASS FOR HIM.]

Your life is brimming over, Jack.

Drink deep and take your fill!

Next time, if I don’t come for you

- something else will!

[WITH THAT MA SLIPS OFF THE SCARF AND PUTS THE BOTTLE BACK BEHIND THE BAR. JACK DRAINS DOWN IN ONE GO THE DRINK MA HAS POURED HIM. HE BLINKS AND OPEN HIS EYES. ]

Who wants to be immortal anyway!

LIL APPEARS FROM BELOW.

LIL

Jack!


MA

He’s fine!


JACK

I’m fine!


MA

Good! 

Let’s keep it that way, shall we?

You look after him, Lil.

I have things to do!

MA LEAVES FOR BELOW.

JACK IS HIGH – LIGHT HEADED. HE SEES LIL LOOKING AT THE GUN.


JACK

A flashback -

that’s all it was

- the doctor warned me about it.

Shell-shock – must have been! No!

I did it! Blew my brains out,

Pulled the trigger – the pain!

My head exploding – over and again,

then falling, floating – into the dark. I’m lost 

- then, blinding bright, I see God face to face

but it’s not my time – I’m pulled 

back to my body, to life, to light!

The past is gone, tomorrow yet to come

But listen - this hour, this minute, this now
Is ours, Lil, ours!

[HE SEES THE EXPRESSION ON LIL’S FACE]

What’s wrong?

LIL

I’m sorry – the cadaver

- I should have known how it would affect you!


JACK

I’m fine. 

[TAKING HER HAND]

It’s not your fault!

LIL

I know it’s for everyone’s good - even so

It frightens me, sometimes, down there,

what I do for my Uncle Crom.

END OF SCENE THREE

SCENE FOUR. THE CELLAR

THE CELLAR IS IN SEMI DARKNESS. TWO SHADOWS COME AND GO. CROM, WITH DA’S HELP, IS SETTING UP A SLIDE SHOW [PROJECTOR DOWNSTAGE RIGHT, SCREEN UPSTAGE]. CROM IS PURPOSEFUL AND BUSY WITH PUTTING THE SCREEN [STILL ROLLED UP] IN PLACE. DA IS PREOCCUPIED WITH HIS OWN WOES.

AFTER A WHILE DA GIVES VOICE.


DA

She doesn’t listen to me!

[A PAUSE]

It’s only what suits her! 

[A SHORT PAUSE]

If I don’t respect her feelings 

it drives her mad! If I tell her my feelings 

they’re feelings I shouldn’t be feeling because

- they make her feel bad!

[A BEAT]

Do you hear me, Crom?


CROM

I hear you, Da. 

[PASSING HIM THE CORD FOR THE UNFURLING OF THE SCREEN]

Haul on this line!


DA

[HAULING ON THE LINE AND PULLING THE SCREEN UP]

She doesn’t understand me!

I have the soul of a warrior-god: 


CROM

[NOW BESIDE THE “PROJECTOR”]

Tie off – and come over here!


DA

[JOINING CROM]

she has the soul - of a servile washerwoman,

weak and whining as the world has become!


CROM

Take hold of this lever!


DA

No guts! No glory!


CROM

Pull it when I say “now”.


DA

The Golden Days, would they could come again!


CROM

[STANDING IN FRONT OF THE SCREEN]

Now!

DA PULLS THE LEVER. A FLASH AS THE PROJECTOR COMES ON. CROM, IS BATHED IN LIGHT -  HIS DARK SHADOW IS PROJECTED ONTO THE SCREEN.


DA

What’s this?


CROM

A Magic Lantern show!

Soon you will hear once more

The battle-harp ring in the high hall!

Men’s voices raised – songs of heroes sung!

There will be meat and mead; 

Mighty weapons of war; gold given for glory;

The warrior’s way, the path of honour;
Respect – for the gods!


DA

When?


CROM

You will learn soon enough!

[HE LOOKS OUT INTO THE AUDIENCE]

I see our visitors have arrived.

[TO DA]

Wait here and work the lever

- on my command.

[CROM ADRESSES THE AUDIENCE]

Welcome.

All’s well! This place is safe and secret. 

I understand the need

For absolute discretion!

[PICKS AUDIENCE MEMBERS – A NOD]

Welcome sir – madam –

[WITH A SALUTE]

Sir!

[SOMEONE VERY IMPORTANT. HE BOWS]

An unexpected honour!

[PAUSE]

Ladies and Gentlemen,

The robes of public office

Weigh heavy on the heart. There are duties,

done for the good of our people,

Of which, for the good of our people,

They must never know!

As you will have seen,

My briefing tonight will be enhanced

By the latest new electric

Magic lantern machine.

CROM BEGINS HIS ILLUSTRATED TALK AND DEMONSTRATION. WHEN CROM GIVES DA THE “NOD” DA CRANKS THE LEVER THAT CHANGES THE PROJECTED IMAGE. THE TONE IS A MIXTURE OF BUSINESS PRESENTATION AND PARTY POLITICAL SPEECH.

THE TITLE IMAGE IS OF A VICTORIAN “SILENT MOVIE STYLE” PHOTOGRAPH OF A BEGGAR ON A STREET WITH THE TEXT

“Wars, like beggars, are always with us. “


CROM

(Painting 1 - pastoral bliss) 

The peace of the simple peasant 

asleep in the hay one sunny afternoon 

is a peace, which is built on, besieged by, 

begun and ended by war!  

(2 - City under siege)

Some never sleep. The Watchers of the Night, 

Heralds of the Dawn, Guards at the Gate; know, 

as they have always known,

that the fighting is never over by Christmas.

This, as always, will be a long, long war,

which must be won!

(3 - Cavalry man)

Out rides the man on a horse,

all honour and glory, plumes, pennants and poetry 

(4 - Dead cavalry man in the mud)
- to meet the simple sentence of an exploding shell!

Out strides an honest infantryman 

- gleefully, some Firestep Fritz or Happy Heinrich mows him down!

 (5 Real photograph of dead WW1 soldier in the mud) 

Mortared, machine-gunned, a modern massacre, 

mass-produced - and yet, on the retreat from Mons, 

soldiers see in the sky 

(6 Angel of Mons painting) 

– An Angel dealing death to their foe!

“A dream, my friends, of the future, 

of an Angel of Death to come,

Of Arrows, tipped with Venom, 

fired by bows as yet unstrung!”

(7. Blueprints of Crom’s new weapons)

 - new weapons 

which will combine the wisdom of the ancients

 - with the science of tomorrow!

No longer a dream! I have them here, 

the weapons which will win this epoch’s war, 

the plans, the prototypes! The only problem

- one of delivery! 

The following images are real-life WW1 photographs:
(1 - happy, healthy young man)  

Here struts young Tommy Atkins.

(2 - signing up)

 Here he takes the shilling. 

(3 - marching off to war)

 Here he walks, whistling, off to Ypres! (pron. “wipers”)

(4 - sitting in a muddy trench)

 Here he sits waiting in a muddy trench; 

(5 - surrounded by corpses) 

here, he becomes intimate with Corporal Death. 

(6 - mortar attack at night)

Here, he quivers and shakes to the thunder of guns; 

(7 - running) 

here, he gives birth to the fear in his belly and runs, runs, runs, runs, runs. 

(8 - blindfolded, he faces a firing squad)

 Here – he meets his makers!

Where then are the men 

to wield our new weapons?

Where, then, are our heroes? 

[PAUSE]

The answer is here!

[HOLDS UP THE POTION]

A potion!

[HE LAUGHS –A QUIET SINISTER CHUCKLE]

A potion that will make every man 

A fierce and fearless death deliverer!

Merciless – a mass exterminator!

Terrifying and unstoppable as Cuchullain, 

as hot in the blood as he, yet with a mind as cold as ice!

This will be a long, long war 

and the nation that outlasts the others 

will be the one, in the name of peace, 

to colonise the world!

THE IMAGE ON THE SCREEN CHANGES. WE SEE AN HEROIC PICTURE OF THE NEW “METROPOLIS” STYLE “FUTURISTIC” SUPER-WARRIOR AND HIS WEAPONS. 

CROM BEGINS TO SING THE STIRRING ANTHEM, ONE FLAG FOREVER


CROM

Against the Terrors of the Tyrant,

Against the Forces of The Night,

Our True Hearts shall be defiant.

For Life and Liberty we’ll fight!


DA & CROM

Blood of our brave Martyred Heroes

Shall not be sacrificed in vain.

Like a Phoenix from the ashes

Now, we shall rise and fight again!

When the Innocent and Helpless

Call to us in their despair

Before the Despot left defenceless

Can we forsake them lying there?

“No, not I!” we cry together,

“We shall never turn away

From our Destiny and Duty!

This day shall be our Judgement Day!”

Side by side

We stand together!

Side by side

And hand in hand!

One World:

One Flag forever

To lead us to

The Promised Land!

Side by side

We stand together!

Side by side

And hand in hand!

One World:

One Flag forever

To lead us to

The Promised Land!

DA MILKS APPLAUSE FROM THE AUDIENCE. CROM SILENCES THEM, THEN ADDRESSES THEM, CONSPIRATORIALLY.


CROM

All is not ready yet. 

This potion lacks a rare and special ingredient
Which will arrive tomorrow - All Soul’s Day, 

Most fitting, as I’m sure you will agree! And then,  

once we have finished our tests 

and completed our financial arrangements, 

the plans, the prototypes, the potion 

- will be delivered to your doors.  

[BOWING AND NODDING]

Good night, good night madam!

Good night, sir!

A DEEP BOW TO SOMEONE AT THE SIDE OF THE AUDITORIUM AND THEN CROM TURNS TO DA.

CROM

[TAKING OFF HIS SPECTACLES]

We have work to do!


DA

The golden days - come again!


CROM

[PUTTING ON HIS HAT AND COAT AND TAKING OUT THE SILVER CANE WITH THE SNAKE HEAD]

Yes, Da – and now I have need of your strength, your courage –


DA

The return of the warrior!


CROM

-  and your silence!

CROM PUTS THE LIGHTS OUT AND HUSTLES DA OUT OF THE DOOR. 

THE DOOR FROM UPSTAIRS CREAKS OPEN AND JACK COMES DOWN WITH A LANTERN, FOLLOWED BY LIL.

LIL IS ABOUT TO SPEAK BUT JACK RAISES HIS HAND TO HIS LIPS. HE CHECKS CAREFULLY THAT THERE IS NO ONE ABOUT AND STARTS TO LOOK AROUND. LIL WATCHES HIM NERVOUSLY AS HE LOOKS IN CUPBOARDS AND CRANNIES. 

THERE’S NOTHING INTERESTING IN THEM – MOSTLY SCIENTIFIC EQUIPMENT – SOME GRUESOME LOOKING STUFF, BUT AFTER A WHILE JACK LOOKS UP AND NOTICES A PAIR OF DOORS IN THE CENTRE OF THE LARGE CABINET WITH AN ARCANE SIGN ENGRAVED ON THEM.

JACK’S LANTERN REVEALS AN ENGRAVING OF A DECAPITATED HEAD WITH OPEN MOUTH AND STARING EYES. OAK LEAVES COME OUT OF ITS EYES AND MOUTH. IT IS ENCIRCLED BY MISTLETOE.


JACK

What’s in there?

LIL

I don’t know.

[JACK TRIES TO OPEN THEM BUT FAILS]

It’s always kept locked.


JACK

Where’s the key?

LIL’S EYES DART TOWARDS A DRAWER.  JACK REACHES IN, PULLS OUT SOME KEYS ON A RING AND TRIES THEM, IN TURN, IN THE LOCK.

LIL

No Jack! It’s dangerous!

[A PUZZLED LOOK FROM JACK]

That’s what Uncle Crom says!

THE LOCK TURNS. JACK OPENS THE DOORS.

INSIDE IS A BOX WITH HANDLES AND AN INSCRIPTION ON THE FRONT. JACK REMOVES THE BOX AND PUTS IT ON THE TABLE BETWEEN HIMSELF AND LIL. JACK READS THE INSCRIPTION.


JACK

“The Baleful Eye Magno-electric Foretelling Machine!”

AS HE TOUCHES A CONTROL, THE BOX LIGHTS UP AND REVEALS, DIMLY DISCERNABLE, THAT IT CONTAINS A SEVERED HEAD, CONNECTED THROUGH WIRES TO TWO GRIPS ON TOP OF THE BOX.


JACK
What instrument of darkness is this?


LIL

[NERVOUS BUT EXCITED]

A prophetic device – a way, perhaps, to see into the future

- to see what marvels may await mankind!
SHE GRASPS THE TERMINALS. A SHOCK PASSES UP HER ARMS. SHE GOES INTO A TRANCE. SHE IS POSSESSED.


LIL

When Pride mounts to The Heavens

Men fly in The Sky.

The Dead rule The Living.

The Dying cannot die!

JACK IS ABOUT TO PULL HER AWAY FROM THE MACHINE BUT SHE FLASHES HIM A WARNING LOOK AND CONTINUES.

Men breed like Maggots.

Each Head a Hollow Drum!

Fools preach in the Market Place:

The Wise are dumb!

For every Mouth a Smile.

For every Wish a Spell.

For every Face a Mask.

For every Heart a Hell.

Summer without Flowers, 

Forest without Game,

Men without Valour.

Women without Shame, 

Before each Infant

An empty Dish.

Trees without Fruit,

Seas without Fish.

Children steal

From their Mother’s Purse.

Bless their Elders

With a Curse!

Brothers sell

Their Sisters as Whores.

Old men misjudge,

Wage War without cause!

The Old One walks

Around his Farm

Takes his Tithe

Of Hurt and Harm. 

Each Mountain Top

A Funeral Pyre!

A Plague of Blood!

The Earth on fire!

JACK PULLS HER HANDS FROM THE TERMINALS.

LIL GASPS AND COLLAPSES UNCONSCIOUS INTO HIS ARMS.

BLACKOUT.

END OF SCENE FOUR. END OF ACT ONE.

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE. THE PUB LOUNGE

A NIGHT HAS PASSED AND IT IS NOW PAST NOON THE NEXT DAY, THE 31ST OCTOBER 1916. THERE’S A BRIGHT AUTUMNAL LIGHT SHINING FROM UPSTAGE THROUGH THE CURTAINS.

A PRAM APPEARS WITH A TUB IN IT, IN WHICH IS GROWING A LITTLE DWARF APPLE TREE WITH A DOZEN APPLES ON IT. THE WHEELBARROW IS BEING PUSHED DOWN TO US BY MA, WHO IS WEARING A FLAT WIDE-BRIMMED STRAW HAT, WITH SOME AUTUMNAL DECORATION AND A PAIR OF STURDY GARDENING GLOVES.

MA IS SINGING TO HERSELF A WELL-KNOWN FOLK BALLAD IN PRAISE OF THE “FRUIT OF THE SEASON”.


MA

As I walked out one Autumn Day

I saw a strange sight on my way

A Man and Woman whose only dress

Was A Leaf to clothe their Nakedness.

So I brought them home and took them in

And taught them how to toil and spin

And how to bake and how to brew

And the tale they told me - I’ll tell you

[BECOMING ADAM AND EVE]

“We once lived in a Garden Fair

And truly a Marvellous Tree grew there.

For upon each branch, high up above

Grew the Fruit Of Knowledge and of Love.

There, each day was, to us, the same.

Naked we were, yet felt no shame.

We neither knew of Wrong nor Right.

In Innocence we slept each night.

Until one late October day

While The Gardener looked the other way

When, both together, we climbed the Tree

And ate of the Fruit Of Mortality.

And then we knew both Loss and Gain

And then we knew both Joy and Pain

And then we knew both Life and Death

And then we drew our first True Breath!

And now we Love and now we Live

And now our Hearts are ours to give,

So praise to our teacher, Mother Earth 

And praise to the Fruit that gave us birth!”

Arise! Arise and praises sing!

Arise, and let your voices ring

For Life, for Love, for Homage due to thee,

Fruit of the Ancient Blessed Apple Tree!

MA FINISHES HER SONG WITH A FLOURISH – AND THEN THE DOOR TO THE CELLAR OPENS AND CROM APPEARS, WEARING HIS APRON, THICK GAUNTLETS AND A PERIOD HEADGUARD AND MOVEABLE VISOR OF THE KIND USED BY WELDERS.

HE CARRIES A MACHINE THAT MOST CLEARLY RESEMBLES AN EARLY SCI-FI DEATH-RAY GUN – THE ONE WITH THE COILS SPIRALLED AROUND IT THAT WILL [NO DOUBT] GLOW MULTI-COLOURED AND FLASH WHEN IT IS IN OPERATION. IT RUNS OFF A KIND OF BATTERY PACK, WHICH CROM HAS ON HIS BACK IN THE MANNER OF SCUBA DIVERS.


MA

Crom! You old snake-in-the grass!


CROM

That’s right - insult me!

All morning I’ve laboured

To make this machine for you.


MA

Bless your heart!

Are you sure it’ll do the job?


CROM

Without fail. It emits a ray

That will alter each apple’s life-essence –


MA

I don’t want Da killed!


CROM

Of course not!


MA

I just want to make him mortal.


CROM

One bite

and mortal he’ll be.

MA

Him first, then me! 

[MA COMES DOWNSTAGE TO REFLECT AS CROM IRRADIATES THE APPLES]

We’ve no powers left:

What point is there, living this half-life,

Him, piss-proud and drunk on past glory,

Me, selling for cash the quim that created the world!

This way’s for the best, the bittersweet way,

We may not live long but at least

We’ll know we’re alive.


CROM

Behold! It’s finished!


MA

I’m sorry to trick the Old Bear like this

But he’d never agree.


CROM

It’s for his own good.

I’ve had the same thoughts, myself. Time to retire,

Hang up the lab-coat – slippers by the fire;

Sit back in the twilight, with a nice cup of tea


MA

In an armchair in Aber, in our own little B & B.

[A PAUSE]

I’m thinking of Lily as well.


CROM

Of course! She deserves – more than this.


MA

Poor babe! But what about Da?

Will he fall for it?


CROM

Oh yes!

Just tell him no eating the fruit thereof – or he’s out of the door!

It’s worked before!


MA

Where is he?


CROM

Down by the docks.

A bare-knuckle boxing match,

Big Sid versus Sledgehammer Jones:

Beer swilling, big betting,

Blood-letting, broken bones.

MA PURPOSEFULLY PUTS ON HER COAT AND MARCHES OUT.


MA

I’ll be back!

CROM LETS OUT AN EVIL LAUGH, THEN STOPS AS HE HEARS LIL COMING DOWN THE STAIRS. SHE DOESN’T SEE CROM WHO SURPRISES HER.


CROM

Lily, my little white Lily, where have you been?

Downstairs, with your new friend,

Playing with dangerous toys - terrified, are you,

By what you have seen?

[LIL ABOUT TO SPEAK]

It’s only the end of one possible path. 

I had to see what might happen
So that we could work to avoid it!

[HE PUTS HIS ARM AROUND LIL]

All I have done, my dear, is for you,

For truth, for knowledge, 

For a better world to come.

[SOUND OF JACK ON THE STAIRS. LIL LOOKS ROUND]

If you betray us, you betray

Your destiny!

CROM TAKES THE “DEATH RAY MACHINE” AND HEADS OFF DOWN TO THE CELLAR AS JACK COMES DOWN THE STAIRS.


JACK

Who was that?


LIL

Just me.


JACK

You slept all morning.


LIL

I’m fine.


JACK

I’ve been thinking

About what happened last night.

You’re not safe here. 

[HE TAKES HER HAND]

This place is full of horrors. 

I want you to come away with me now.


LIL

No. I can’t!

[A PAUSE]

I’ve never left the house before!


JACK

Never?


LIL

Apart from the night I brought you in.

Wickedness and sin - the sewers of the world

Flood through the docks and up Dock Street!

They’ve kept me clean and pure!


JACK

In captivity! Come with me!


LIL

My family!


JACK

They may not - be in their right minds!

There’s something wrong.


LIL

My flesh, my blood!


JACK

You’re not like them! You don’t belong!

DURING THIS EXCHANGE MA HAS ARRIVED WITH DA, WHOM SHE HAS DRAGGED BACK FROM THE FIGHT.  DA HAS HAD A SUFFICIENCY AND IS INSENCED BY WHAT HE HEARS. HE LAUNCHES HIMSELF AT JACK!


DA

Don’t belong! Don’t bloody belong!

Not to you, soldier boy - get your hands off! 

I’ll break every bone! Our Lil, 

Our sweet little Lil! 

If you’ve touched her you’re Crow’s meat!


MA

[GRABBING DA BY THE BALLS]

No!


DA

Aaaagh!

[IN FALSETTO]

You heard what he said – the shit!


MA

I did – and it’s right what he says

- every word of it!

She doesn’t belong, does she, Da?

Lil – I’m sorry


DA

No!


MA

We can’t keep putting it off

Till another day!

There’s no easy way!

Lily, you’re not ours 

- not our fruit, nor our seed. 

LIL

It’s not true


MA

The same place you found Jack

- we found you!


MA

A cold winters night,

A cry at the door,

A little child, 

Bundled in rags,

Nothing more,

No letter, 

[DA JOINS IN]

No locket,

No birthmark, no ring,

Nothing

Oh, who could have forsaken

Such a sweet thing?


MA

I said “Take her in, warm her

And feed her. Next day

We’ll send for the parish

MA & DA

To take her away – away, away!”

But, by then we’d counted

Your fingers and toes

And tickled your chin

And kissed you on the nose.

We’d counted you in

And we could not let go.

And the rest of our story

You already know.


LIL

It can’t be – 


DA

Lily! 


LIL

I don’t believe it! Ma? Da?


MA

That’s still who we are.

MA GOES TO CUDDLE LIL


LIL

No!

LIL PULLS AWAY AND RUNS OFF DOWN TO THE CELLAR.

MA, DA AND JACK ARE ALL ABOUT TO FOLLOW BUT MA HOLDS DA BACK AND GIVES JACK THE NOD. JACK GOES AFTER LIL.


DA

Now look what you’ve done!


MA

What had to be done, Da!

[DA LOOKS WORRIEDLY TOWARDS THE CELLAR DOOR]

I’ve changed my mind about Jack
 - she’ll come to no harm.

[PICKING UP A SODA SPRAY]

It’s time for a change –

[SPRAYING THE APPLE TREE WITH IT]

- for all of us!


DA

Mother of the Gods! 

What’s this bloody tree doing in here?


MA

Décor! To look nice, you drunken brute!

So keep your hands off –do you understand?

[POINTING TO THE APPLES]

It’s Forbidden Fruit!

END OF SCENE ONE

SCENE TWO. THE CELLAR

LILY IS IN HER APRON AT THE LAB BENCH, TENSE, REPRESSING TEARS, TRYING TO KEEP CONTROL - OBSESSIVELY DOING SOME MINDLESS CLEANING, SORTING AND STIRRING WHILE TESTING HER MEMORY OF THE PERIODIC TABLE OF ELEMENTS [HENRY MOSELEY, 1913], WHICH SHE HAS ON THE LAB BENCH BESIDE HER.


LIL

Hydrogen, helium, lithium, beryllium,

Boron, carbon, nitrogen, oxygen,

Fluorine, neon, sodium, magnesium,

Aluminium, silicon –


JACK

Lily –


LIL

Phosphorous, 


JACK

I’m sorry.


LIL

Leave me to my work! 

Where was I? Sulphur, chlorine, 

Argon, potassium, calcium, 

Scandium, titanium,


JACK

What’s all this?


LIL

The new science. 

Henry Moseley’s table of elements 

in order of atomic number. All matter

is made of the same simple stuff, 

energy and empty space. 

In the nuclear world 

things leap from one state to the next.

[LOSING CONTROL]

Why did I have to bring you in from the street? 

Everything’s changed!


JACK

For me, too.


LIL

They lied to me all these years!

Who am I? What am I?

[HOLDING ON TO JACK]

Jack, help me - I’m lost! 


JACK

[TAKING HER HAND AND LEADING HER AWAY FROM THE LAB BENCH]

So was I when you found me 

out there on the doorstep, but if, as you say, 

we’re all made of the same simple stuff,

can we, ever completely, be lost? 

Perhaps we just leap from one state to the next

- now you see me, now you don’t, 

now you see me again! Lily, what if there’s only this moment, 

a flickering in the dark, a flashing in the void,

particles of energy, atoms driven together by chance

leaves that whirl in the wind – are we just

a part of the dance.

JACK AND LILY CIRCLE AROUND EACH OTHER, TRANSFORMED BY THE ENERGY BETWEEN THEM. THEY ARE ABOUT TO KISS BUT ARE INTERRUPTED BY THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS  AND A SHADOW AT THE BACK CELLAR DOOR. LILY IS STARTLED AND FRIGHTENED BUT JACK TAKES CHARGE AND MOTIONS FOR HER TO HIDE WITH HIM BEHIND THE CABINET.

AS THEY HIDE, THE OUTSIDE DOOR OPENS AND CROM AND DA BRING IN WHAT RESEMBLES A GIANT IRON BATHTUB WITH A LID AND A TAP IN THE BASE, WHICH THEY PUT ON TRESTLES. 

THE TUB CAN NOW BE SEEN TO HAVE CELTIC DESIGNS ALL OVER IT, THE ONE ON THE FRONT DEPICTING A DEITY AND SACRIFICE. IT APPEARS TO BE A COMPANION PIECE TO THE FAMOUS GUNDESTRAPP CAULDRON BUT WITH A SLOTTED LID.


CROM

So, Lily knows now, she’s not one of us! 

This could ruin everything!  

We have clients waiting for the potion. 


DA

It’s all Ma’s fault, all this! 

If you ask me, she’s losing her mind!

She’s planted this apple tree 

up by the bar, ablaze with red ripe ones

But I’m barred from biting them, 

Banned - but she won’t tell me why!

[CROM LAUGHS.]

What’s so funny?


CROM

It’s a little tree of knowledge! The fruit, 

once ingested, promotes the growth 

of the pineal gland, increases the size

Of the cerebellum by several inches, enhances

The act of expostulation, helps to maintain 

a firmer and longer intellection and endows the consumer

With an enormous - brain! 

[DA LOOKS IMPRESSED]

In short –

You’d be as smart and as sassy as she is!

DA

Ma the Morrigu! I should have known! 

For centuries she’s been the same

- a lying, scheming, crafty crow!

She said those apples weren’t edible.

DA SETS OFF UPSTAIRS.

CROM

Where are you going?

DA

To filch Ma’s forbidden fruit!
CROM

[STOPPING HIM]

Not now! Not yet!

We must make ready for tonight, the moment

When our plans materialise; the making

Of the Magical Potion that will unleash an Army of Heroes,


DA & CROM

The Dawn of The New Golden Age,

The Return of The Gods!

DA

[VERY EXCITED]

And, I, The Dagda, Mighty Father of The Gods,

Will, once more, wield my Boner in battle!

Honour, I will have: before my War Chariot

The enemy will fly in terror. Worship, I will have:

They shall stand again, The Temples of Stone,

A big one for me, one for Ma – and, of course –

One for –

CROM

[INTERRUPTING]

Don’t worry about Old Uncle Crom, Da.

[TAKING HIS ARM AND LEADING HIM OUT]

Not long to go, now –

DA

But, what about this special ingredient 

you say you need?

CROM

Leave that to me. That is, after all

 – my speciality!

DA AND CROM LEAVE BY THE OUTSIDE DOOR.

JACK AND LILY EMERGE.

JACK

They’re all crazy!

Do they really imagine they’re gods?

LIL

They are gods, Jack! 

JACK

That’s what they taught you, is it?

My poor Lil!

LIL

But – it’s true!

JACK

As you wish! 

Da, then, is the Father God, Ma, the mother –

[EXAMINING THE CAULDRON]

And what about Uncle Crom and his special ingredient

- what kind of God does he think he is?

LIL

I don’t know – he doesn’t talk about the past.

He’s just Crom.

JACK

Is he? Well – if this thing is a sign

Of the way his imagination works,

I think we’d better find out fast!

LIL

[ALSO LOOKING AT THE CAULDRON]

I see what you mean.

[SUDDENLY]

I have an idea! Quickly, Jack,

[OFF UP THE STAIRS]

Follow me!

END OF SCENE TWO

SCENE THREE. THE PUB LOUNGE.

MA HAS BEEN SORTING THROUGH THE CUPBOARD AND PACKING HER SUITCASE. SHE HAS FOUND AN OLD “HOODIE CROW” HALF MASK, WHICH SHE IS WEARING AND AN EARTHENWARE BOTTLE OF SOMETHING VERY OLD AND SUSPICIOUS – WHICH SHE IS FINISHING OFF. SHE DRAINS THE LAST DROPS, FINDS A BELL, RINGS IT AND ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE.

 
MA

Last orders! Last orders, ladies and gents!

It’s time now – for the last time!

[CROSSING HER LEGS]

Fermez, Monsieur! Madame Delight is no more!

Try Doris, next door!

 [INSPIRED BY THE HOOCH, MA STARTS TO EXTEMPORISE A DRINKING SONG, CASTING AWAY THE BOTTLE AND THE MASK.]

Goodbye to the last of the liquor!

Goodbye to the Land of The Young!

Goodbye to life in The Halfway House!

Last orders has been rung! Ding, ding!

It’s time now - for the last time!

If you want bed and breakfast
- you’ll have to come with us!

[SHE STICKS THE LABEL ON THE SUITCASE “ABERYSTWYTH”]

We’re packing our bags for tomorrow!

We’re living our lives for today!

We’re off to dance with the dolphins

That swim out in Cardigan Bay! Swim, swim!

Goodbye to the last of the liquor!

Goodbye to the Land of The Young!

Goodbye to life in The Halfway House!

Last orders has been rung! Ding, ding!

[SHE HEARS A NOISE FROM THE CELLAR STEPS. SHE PUTS THE SUITCASE BEHIND THE CUPBOARD AND SHOUTS DOWN THE STAIRS.]

Is that you down there, Da?

Remember, now – whatever you do

- don’t eat the apples!

SHE PROPS A SIGN UP AGAINST THE APPLE TREE WITH A SKULL AND CROSSBONES. THEN SHE PICKS ONE, BITES INTO IT. NOTHING HAPPENS. SHE PICKS A COUPLE MORE AND TAKES THEM WITH HER, UPSTAIRS. 

JACK AND LIL COME UPSTAIRS FROM THE CELLAR. 


LIL

Ma?

THEY SEE THE CUPBOARD OPEN AND STUFF HALF-SPILLED OUT.


JACK

What’s all this?


LIL

Looks like Ma’s had a clear-out!

This cupboard’s full of mementos

Da’s kept from the old days.

There might be a clue about Crom!

JACK STARTS TO SEARCH, PULLING OLD ITEMS OUT. 

LIL HELPS HIM.


JACK

A crow’s mask, A harp with a face,

Some petrified mistletoe, a golden sickle,

A rusty sword, covered in runes,

A big heavy stone with a slot in it,  

An old wooden goblet,

A leather bag full of gold rings

A map -

JACK PASSES THE MAP TO LIL WHO READS FROM IT.


LIL

“Lost Atlantis, the land under the sea!” 


JACK

[PULLING OUT A STAG HORNED HALF MASK AND PUTTING IT ON]

Look at this!

[BUT LIL HAS FOUND AN ANCIENT BOOK, BOUND IN OLD LEATHER AND IS READING IT, TRANSFIXED. JACK PICKS UP A “TRYPTYCH” OF CARVED FIGURES]

Hold on! Look at these! 

It’s Ma with a crow on her shoulder

and Da with his big boner 

 - and Crom! 

LIL DOESN’T LOOK UP. SHE READS FROM THE BOOK.

LIL

Upon Magh Slecht, plain of adoration, 

stood once an idol named Crom Cruiach 

who brought war to all the tribes.

Head of the mound, armoured in gold, 

guarded by stone warriors.

Great was the fear and dread of him.

Withered Crom, he was called, lord of decay,

Bloody bent one, the blight of corn

to whom tribute must be paid.

Milk and meal he would grant them

in return for the sacrifice, on Samhain’s eve

of one third of their children!

FRIGHTENED, SHE SHUTS THE BOOK AND PUTS IT DOWN.


JACK

[LOOKING AT THE STATUE]

My god! The special ingredient! Don’t you see? 

Samhain’s Eve, Halloween - that’s today!

They’re planning a sacrifice, a human sacrifice!

[RUMMAGING IN HIS KIT BAG FOR HIS HOLSTER AND GUN AND BELTING IT ROUND HIS WAIST]

Devil worship! Don’t be afraid, Lily!

We shall not bow before this Antichrist!

I will not stand by and watch The Rape Of Innocence!

This man is a monster, an Angel of Death

And must be destroyed!

[HE STANDS, PROTECTING LIL – FLOURISHING THE GUN. THE IMAGE IS ALMOST IDENTICAL TO THE WAR POSTER IN SCENE ONE]

“Against the terror of the tyrant,

Against the Forces of the Night,

Our true hearts shall be de – “

[HE STOPS IN HIS TRACKS]

Larry?

“Over the top” is it, Larry?

For King and Country?

Been here before, Larry, haven’t we!

“When the Innocent and Helpless

call to us in their despair!”

[TO LIL]

But you aren’t innocent or helpless,

Are you, Lily?

[POINTING THE GUN AT LIL WHO LOOKS SHOCKED AND GUILTY]

Maiden in Distress? Or are you The Angel of Death?

Can we trust her, Larry?

He says no. 

[JACK COCKS THE GUN]

We played the hero once before

And look where it got us!

“Don’t trust her!” he says,

“Don’t trust even the idea of her!

[HE LOOKS AT LILY FOR A WHILE AS IF TRYING TO READ HER SOUL, THEN HE PUTS THE GUN DOWN]

But, I will!

But, I will!

IN A MIRRORED ECHO OF THE END OF THE PROLOGUE, JACK HOLDS OUT HIS HAND, LILY TAKES IT AND JACK LEADS HER, SLOWLY UPSTAIRS.

END OF SCENE THREE

SCENE FOUR. THE CELLAR.

AS TIME, BY THE LABORATORY CLOCK, APPROACHES MIDNIGHT, CROM FINISHES HIS PREPARATIONS. A DRAINING TUBE CONNECTS THE “CAULDRON” TO THE FLASK ON THE BENCH. CROM SINGS TO HIMSELF CLEEFULLY.


CROM

The Old One sits

Upon his Mound.

On Samhain’s Eve

They gather round.

“Give us Milk

And Corn!” they cry,

“Some Wine and Oil!”

And I reply

“For Milk and Corn

There is a Price

For Wine and Oil,

Blood Sacrifice.

That Some may live

In Luxury

The World must pay

Every third child to me!”

LILY ARRIVES. CROM HAS BEEN EXPECTING HER.


CROM

Ah – Lily, my purest of flowers!

How is everything proceeding?”

LILY PUTS ON HER APRON AND BUSIES HERSELF WITH THE EQUIPMENT.


LIL

According to plan!


CROM

Well done! 

You have not allowed yourself, I hope,

To become too attached to Jack!

Remember all those tears you shed

Over your laboratory rabbit!

HE PRETENDS TO CRY.


LIL

I’ve grown up a lot since then.


CROM

So you have!

[A PAUSE]

He did it with Ma, you know!


LIL

Yes - and what if he did? She’s not really my mother!

And you’re not my uncle!


CROM

No,

[TAKING HER IN HIS ARMS]

but you’ve always been special to me!

Though born a mere mortal, 

I promise you, after tonight 

- you will have immortality. 

[CROM’S HAND WANDERS DOWN TO HER BREAST]

You are mine, Lily, and always will be!

THERE IS A NOISE AND CROM REMOVES HIS HAND AS DA ARRIVES DOWN THE STEPS, MUNCHING ON AN APPLE. DA SEES LILY AND, FULL OF PATERNAL FEELING, HASTENS TO TAKE HER IN HIS ARMS.


DA

Lily! Where have you been? 

You know, don’t you, that me and Ma

Have always loved you as our own

- and your Uncle Crom, too!


LIL

I know, Da. I know.

LIL RETURNS TO HER WORK, DA TURNS TO CROM.


DA

Listen here - I’ve been munching Ma’s fruit!

Do I sound smart and sassy? My brains

- are they bulging out of my head?


CROM

Who can tell

- there’s so much bone in the way!


DA

[OFFERING THE APPLE]

Want a bite?


CROM

Not just now.

[QUICKLY CHECKING THE CLOCK]

Midnight approaches.

[HE OPENS THE “CAULDRON LID]

Lily? Are you ready?

(LIL STEPS INTO THE CAULDRON AND CROM STARTS STRAPPING HER IN. DA LOOKS CONCERNED.]

Don’t worry, Da 

- just a test!


DA

Just a test – right?

Then, why do we have to strap her in so tight?

THEY ARE INTERRUPTED BY A BLAST FROM MA AS SHE BANGS THE UPSTAIRS DOOR SHUT AND STOMPS ANGRILY DOWN INTO THE CELLAR, HALF EATEN APPLE IN HER HAND.


MA

Crom, you maggot, I want to have words with you!

I’ve eaten a dozen of these

And I don’t feel any damn difference!

[SHE SEES LIL]

What’s going on here?


DA

Just a test! 


MA

You fool!


DA

No I’m not! I’ve eaten the apples!

We’re going to bring back the old days!


MA

Idiot! That’s our Lily he’s got in there!

She’s a mortal maid!


DA

[REALISING]

Oh. Right!


MA

[TO CROM]

Up to your old ways, again!

Do you think, Crom Cruiach,

That I don’t know what day it is? 

Let Lily out of there, now!

CROM GRABS HIS STICK AND PULLS A SWORD FROM IT. 


CROM

Stay where you are!

[TO DA]

And you!


LIL

Do as he says!


DA

Don’t make such a fuss!

[ADVANCING ON CROM]

Whenever have swords held sway

Over the likes of us?

CROM SLASHES THE SWORD ACROSS DA’S LEG. WITH A STARTLED CRY, DA FALLS, CLUTCHING HIS LEG. LIL SCREAMS. 


MA

Da!

MA RUSHES TO DA AND CRADLES HIM IN HER ARMS.


CROM

[TO DA]

Since you ate the forbidden fruit!

[MA ABOUT TO GO FOR CROM. HE LEVELS THE SWORD AT HER]

That goes for you, too!

It’s what you wanted, isn’t it, Ma?

You’re both mortal, now!

JACK STEPS INTO THE CELLAR WITH HIS SERVICE REVOLVER IN HIS HAND.


JACK

Stop right there – or I’ll fire!

Put down your weapon!


CROM

Aha! Here he is - our hero, by special delivery.

Where have you sprung from my spring heeled Jack? 


JACK

You’re the bastard that beat me in the street!


CROM

Yes, of course. 

I am your nemesis, Jack 

[POINTING THE SWORD TOWARDS LILY]

- and here is your maiden in distress. 

You’ve arrived, naturally, in the nick of time!


JACK

[COCKING HIS PISTOL]

I’m warning you!

JACK FIRES. CROM REACTS TO THE IMPACT OF THE BULLET IN HIS STOMACH BUT WALKS TOWARDS JACK WITH THE SWORD. JACK FIRES AGAIN.

CROM CLUTCHES HIS STOMACH – THEN OPENS HIS HAND, REVEALING THE TWO BULLETS, WHICH APPEAR TO HAVE CAUSED HIM NO HARM. HE LAUGHS, DROPPING THEM TO THE FLOOR.


CROM

Don’t look so surprised? 

You know what I am. 

What did you expect to happen?

[HE HOLDS THE SWORD TO LILY’S THROAT.

I need a sacrifice, Jack.

How much of a hero are you?

JACK UNDERSTANDS. HE PUTS THE GUN DOWN.


LIL

Jack - no!

CROM TAKES THE GUN.


JACK

Let her go.

CROM

Untie her and take her place.

JACK RELEASES LIL AND TAKES HER PLACE IN THE CAULDRON. 

LILY, UNDER THREAT OF THE GUN IN CROM’S HAND, BINDS HIM IN TIGHT AND KISSES HIM.


JACK

I love you, Lily – now and forever!

Nothing is ever lost!

CROM CLOSES THE LID OF THE CAULDRON, CUTTING JACK OFF FROM SIGHT AND SOUND. HE LAUGHS. 

LILY’S EXPRESSION CHANGES TO ONE OF COLD DETACHMENT. CROM GIVES HER A KISS ON THE CHEEK.


CROM

Well done, my clever Miss, well done!

[TO MA AND DA]

You see - nothing to worry about!

Our Lily was never in danger. 

[TAKING HER IN HIS ARMS]

She and I are destined to be

The Gods of The New Age. 

[CHECKING THE FLASK]

What this elixir needs

Is the blood of a Hero, blood

Of a Willing Sacrifice, blood of a Martyr

- for Faith, for Hope, for Love!

THE CLOCK STRIKES THE FIRST CHIME OF MIDNIGHT.

CROM PLUNGES THE SWORD THROUGH THE SLIT IN THE COVER OF THE CAULDRON. THERE IS A SCREAM FROM WITHIN – AND BLOOD GUSHES THROUGH THE PIPE INTO THE FLASK. 

THEN, AS LILY, COLDLY AND SCIENTIFICALLY, CHECKS THE BLOOD AND ADDS IT TO THE REST OF THE INGREDIENTS, CROM EXHAULTS.


CROM

Distil it well, my dear. Blood begets blood! 

From each drop will spring a soldier,

The Armies of Right for The Cleansing 

That must come before The Dawn!

Make ready for the modern world, Da!

No more spear-and-hatchet wars!

No more need for a Morrigu, Ma,

Mass production: mass destruction!

Men will live like gods: and die like dogs! Souls 

Will be bought and sold in the Market Place!

The price has been paid. It is time

To deliver, the plans, the prototypes

[CROM PICKS UP THE POTION, WHICH LILY HAS NOW FINISHED PREPARING.]

And the potion!


LIL

Perhaps I should take a small sip

- to make sure it works.


CROM

Why not? It can do no harm. The Effect

Will be instant!

[LIL SIPS THE POTION. NOTHING HAPPENS.]

Try a little more!

[LIL SWALLOWS SOME MORE. AGAIN, NOTHING HAPPENS]

Give it here!

[CROM TAKES THE BEAKER AND GULPS BACK A MOUTHFUL. ONCE AGAIN  NOTHING HAPPENS]

There’s something wrong!


LIL

I’ve checked everything. Perhaps it’s the “special ingredient”?


CROM

It can’t be!

[CROM GOES TO THE CAULDRON AND LIFTS THE LID. 

HE STARES INTO IT, ASTONISHED – IT IS EMPTY!]

What!

HE FACES LILY


LIL

Now you see him. Now you don’t!

IMMEDIATELY, JACK APPEARS AT A RUN, WITH A WAR-CRY, RUSTY RUNE SWORD IN HAND. HE WRESTLES WITH CROM UNTIL CROM IS FORCED BACK AND STUMBLES AND FALLS INTO THE CAULDRON. 

LILY AND JACK FORCE THE LID DOWN ON CROM AND LOCK IT. 

LILY SEIZES THE RUNE SWORD FROM JACK. SHE GIVES A PASSIONATE CRY AS SHE RAISES IT HIGH ABOVE HER HEAD BEFORE PLUNGING IT DOWN THROUGH THE SLIT – AGAIN AND AGAIN. 

BLACK OUT.

END OF SCENE FOUR

CODA. OUTSIDE THE HALF WAY HOUSE. 

A DARK, MISTY AUTUMN MORNING IN THE PRE-DAWN ON DOCK STREET. THERE IS A “SOLD” SIGN ON THE HALFWAY HOUSE. ONTO THE STREET ARRIVE MA AND LILY DRESSED FOR A JOURNEY. 

MA CARRIES HER CASE WITH THE ABERYSTWYTH STICKER ON THE SIDE. LILY HESITATES.


LIL

Are you sure its safe out here, Ma?


MA

Safe as anywhere, Lil. I was wrong. 

More accidents happen in the home!

[MA TURNS TO LOOK BACK AT THE PUB.]

Goodbye and bloody good riddance.


LIL

Good riddance! And remember, in future

- keep your hands off my Jack!


MA

You must be joking, Lil – I’m retired!

[JACK WALKS OUT, CARRYING HIS KIT BAG, 

ACCOMPANIED BY DA, LIMPING WITH A WALKING STICK.]

Ah, here they come – Jack in The Box and the Wounded Bear!

DA STUMBLES. 


DA

Damn Crom for this! He deserved to die!

[TO MA AS SHE COMES TO HELP HIM]

Good job you didn’t throw out that old rune-sword!

[TO JACK]

Only way you could have killed him, you know!


MA

Yes, yes – now let’s get a move on, or we’ll be late!



DA

Don’t fuss, Ma! There’s plenty of time!

[TO JACK]

I’m not going anywhere till you tell me

How you got out of that cauldron!


MA

Da!


JACK

It won’t take a second!

[MAKING A MAGIC PASS IN THE AIR]

The Gods may think they have the monopoly on magic

- but we mortals have got a few tricks up our sleeves!

[JACK MAKES A FINAL PASS]

Kalamazam, kalamazoo

- a little present, just for you!

[JACK OPENS HIS HAND – AND THERE IS HIS MEDAL.]

All done with mirrors!

JACK OFFERS IT TO DA.


DA

[HE SHAKES HIS HEAD] 

No. 

[HE PINS THE MEDAL ON JACKS LAPEL]

You keep it! You deserve it!


MA

How’s your head feeling, now?


JACK

Light and empty like a bright blue sky!

Missing in action somewhere - absent without leave.

My heart, I can hear, beating like a drum on parade,

Loud and clear, but my head – who knows? 

- split into atoms, spinning among the stars?

Or in some corner of a foreign field?

Is this real, Ma? Or am I lying in a shell-hole 

Cold and dead - or in a dying dream?

Will I fade when the sun comes up?

Is this heaven?


MA

No, Jack! Heaven is Aberystwyth!

Come along, now – we’ve got a train to catch!

OFF THEY GO, MA HELPING DA, LIL ARM IN ARM WITH JACK.

WHEN THEY HAVE GONE, THE STREET LIGHT FLICKERS AND DIES LEAVING THE STAGE FOR A MOMENT IN DARKNESS.

SUDDENLY A FLASH OF LIGHT FROM INSDIE THE HALFWAY HOUSE CASTS A TERRIFYING SHADOW AT THE WINDOW. MORE FLASHES FOLLOW – THE SHADOW LOOMS LARGER. A FINAL FLASH OF LIGHT AS THE DOOR OF THE HALFWAY HOUSE OPENS, REVEALS CROM, WITH HIS HAT AND CANE, MENACING, VERY MUCH ALIVE – AND COMING OUR WAY! 

fin.
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