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“I am: yet what I am none cares or knows,
My friends forsake me like a memory lost;
I am the self-consumer of my woes,”
	by John Clare 

	


	(Written in Northampton County Asylum)


Original Cast
NATHAN ATKINS: Lucifer
ADAM FOSTER: Michael, Patterson, Abaydon
ABBY GORTON: Angela, Joyce
THEO DEHANEY-STEVEN: Pygmalion, Hunter
AMI CHEESEMAN: Sage, Josilyn
LEIGH HOLLOWAY: Georgiou, Corat, Sebastian
DANIEL FRANCOIS: Soldier, Friend, Tourguide
RICHARD HODGES: Captain, Azrael, Judas
KATRINA STOKES: Colman, Effie
GEMMA RICKETS, JENNY SKEATS, JAMES MOYNIHAN, LAYTON WARHURST: Angels/Birds/Soldiers
The play consists of eight interwoven stories, each made up of three parts. 
They were performed in the following order in November 2010:

· Lucifer 1

· Pygmalion 1

· Insects 1

· Corat 1

· Selkie 1

· Earthquake 1 

· Earthquake 2

· Insects 2

· Pygmalion 2

· Judas 1

· Lucifer 2

· Selkie 2

· Angela 1

· Interval- “Pigs Can Fly”

· Angela 2

· Corat 2

· Judas 2

· Pygmalion 3

· Selkie 3

· Corat 3

· Insects 3

· Judas 3

· Earthquake 3

· Lucifer 3

· Angela 3
 (As we enter, the Space is in a form of organised chaos. It has been cleared of chairs, forcing the audience to watch the show from the various stages and blocks. All around the space sit the cast and crew. The air is full of the sounds of musicians tuning up. Make-up artists paint wings on the backs of the actors and anyone who wants them. The Angels are aware of the audience throughout the play but do not consider them worthy of much attention.  

Some might call this Heaven, if that wasn’t so massively pretentious. Like the Hayah of the title, this Space simply is. 

The peace is disturbed by a cry from the gantry.)

LUC.1

(Sitting on top of the barrier overlooking the audience is LUCIFER. Two massive wings jut from his back.
His words echo around the room. 

All appear shocked by what he says except one, MICHAEL, who does not seem amused.)

LUCIFER:  My friends, we have been deceived! Deceived by the One who claims to love us! Love us above all. When we were created we were perfect. Obeying Him.  Carrying out His wishes. And now? Now, we are betrayed.

Yes, my friends! Betrayed! 

We have served Him since our creation. We never questioned His words. Proudly served, as we knew that we were adored. 

We basked in His all consuming love!

But no longer! No longer will we be adored!

For I know of our Father’s plans! 

He is planning to create a new host. (The Heavenly Host react with shock. One, ANGELA, begins to cry.)

 New imperfect beings. Creatures of soil and air. Flawed beings filled with greed and lusts.  But He claims that these monstrosities will be made in his image. That they will be beloved! Valued more than us, his loyal followers!

And I spoke to him (Shocked murmurs from the Host) Yes, I went to our Father and I spoke to Him. Begged him to reconsider his actions.

ANGEL 1: Our Father is perfect! How dare you!?

(The Angels argue.)

LUCIFER: My friend I too believed, not so long ago, that our Father was infallible. That He would never lead us to any harm.

So I went to him. Went to He who I love above all and I questioned him. 

Asked him how he could do such things. How could he throw us aside for creatures of mud? 

And what did He say? Our beloved creator? Did he listen to one of his most loyal followers? 

What did he say?

‘Ehyeh-Asher-Ehyeh!’

‘I AM WHAT I AM! ‘

‘DO NOT JUDGE ME!’ he said. ‘ DO NOT QUESTION ME! JUST ACCEPT! JUST YIELD!’ 

But I say ‘NO MORE! ‘ RISE UP! RISE UP! WE WILL NOT BE REPLACED!

MICHAEL:  What you say is treason of the highest order. 

LUCIFER: I simply try to protect us. He will soon forget about us, turn us into messengers and heralds. We will be no better than slaves!

MICHAEL: Stand down! You are causing panic and discord.

LUCIFER: I will not!

MICHAEL: Then you give me no choice!

(With a great cry, Michael points at Lucifer who screams and falls. )

MICHAEL:  The War is over before it has even started. His followers flee and he is brought before me. I slice the tendons holding his wings so they flap, useless, at his sides. His name is to be removed from the records and he is never to be spoken of again. His body is changed and his chest is filled with buzzing insects. But as much as we punish him, he refuses to recant. 

So I bind him and, with a kick, fling him into the great nothingness below.
As he plummets downwards, his useless wings explode in flames.  The flames consume them with a light so bright that all can see. This shall be known as ‘Light of the Morning’. 

(Lucifer splats in the middle of the Space. Makeup rush to create his burns.)

MICHAEL:  "How you are fallen from heaven, O Day Star, son of Dawn!”

And there shall he lie, weeping for the hollow he will feel. The absence of light. The absence of the love of his Maker.  
(Lucifer lies there, wings by his side.

Michael looks up to see Angela staring down at the fallen angel.)

MICHAEL: You weep for him.

ANGELA: He was beautiful. Is it wrong to weep when a thing of such beauty becomes so sad?

(She pulls out chalk and begins to draw around the prone body of Lucifer and his, now broken, wings.)

PYG.1

(1920s Paris.

The Artist known as PYGMALION sits at a canvas painting a picture of SAGE. She sits on a stool in front of him, watching him.

This can go on for a few minutes until the audience thinks that something has gone wrong.)

PYG:  How are we keeping today? 

SAGE: Not bad.

PYG: I am glad to hear it, as always. Do you wish to hear of my day?

SAGE: I’m all ears.

PYG: I went into town to get more paint and was standing in the market when I spotted Wilder, the American writer I was telling you about. Not a good one in the slightest.  Of course, I tried to avoid him but he comes over to me. “Pyg,” he says, and he’s talking so quietly I can barely hear him, “it has been a while.” So I am stuck there having to listen to him witter about how hard his life is. As if he is the only one who has to choose between bread and canvases. But he swoons and asks ‘How on Earth does one survive these Parisian summers?’ and calls it ‘devilish.’

SAGE: Sounds beastly.

PYG: He’s a bore. But he’s rich. So I was able to talk him into buying me a glass of wine. We sat on the street, staring at the pigeons. Wilder began to babble about how they are ‘like us. Always striving for the next scrap. Survivors.’ I made mildly agreeable noises and drank up.  

Breton was at another table getting pissed with his surrealists. Seems they had got sick of Antonin calling them lazy and unwilling to create. So they removed him from their group. See if they’ll be able to function without him now.

So we sat there in the sun while Wilder continued to witter and say things like ‘Surely, you have an opinion?’

I thought I saw you as I sat there.

SAGE: Really?

PYG: You stood at the side of the road across from me. You were wearing a sunhat that hung low over your eyes. I could see you turn to stare at a dress in a shop window. Then a man came and placed his hands around your waist. I almost stood to challenge him but as he pulled back the hat I could see it was not you. In fact the woman was rather plain and I felt I had done you a great injustice comparing your brilliance to such a creature. Although when he bent down to place a light kiss on her lips, I could see a smile that reminded me of you perfectly. I suppose she wasn’t so ghastly all said. 

Soon enough Wilder was singing ridiculous songs about chasing foxes in holes, which I am sure he thought passed for wit but just came off as incomprehensible. By the time he was screaming ‘What the Devil is the French for rabbit?’ I had to hurry away paint in hand.  

(Enter GEORGIOU, a musician and roommate to Pyg.)

GEORGIOU: Lapin!

PYG: I beg your pardon?

GEORGIOU: The French is Lapin. Rabbit.

PYG: I am aware of that! It was the American that was ignorant.

GEORGIOU: Are you done yet?

PYG: (not looking up) Not quite.

GEORGIOU: (looking at the canvas)  She’s a pretty one. Who is she? 

PYG: I don’t know. My muse? The woman who haunts my dreams? She whose beauty shines through the darkness? So many names.

(Georgiou  watches Pyg.)

PYG: What do you want?

GEORGIOU: You want something to drink? I still have a bottle of Calvados left from the weekend.

SAGE: I would like some tea.

PYG: No, I don’t want anything. Leave.

GEORGIOU: Just have to finish the bottle by myself then. (Pause)  Who were you talking to?

(Pyg grunts.)

GEORGIOU: You were. Don’t try to pretend otherwise. I heard you from the other room.

PYG: I was talking to the painting. (Picks up that Georgiou has stopped in the doorway) Stop it.

GEORGIOU: You’re talking to the painting?

PYG:  It doesn’t talk back.

GEORGIOU: Very well, I shall leave you and the petite Mademoiselle to your art.
INS.1

(Post-apocalyptic Earth.

PATTERSON kneels in dim light, painting on the wall of an abandoned house.  There are rolls of canvas and old books lying all around him. Lying next to him is a board of butterflies.)

 PATTERSON:  Okay, I think that’s almost right. The red is slightly off but it was the best that I could do. Paint is so hard to find. Just need to do the antennae and, done!

(JOYCE enters (via a window).)

JOYCE: So this is where our intrepid hero has being hiding.

PATTERSON: How did you find me?

JOYCE:  You have distinctive feet, which leave distinctive footprints, which is sad for you as I am made of pure and undiluted awesome. You never stood a chance. Whatcha doing?

(He tries to shield his specimens.)

JOYCE:  Ah, come on, Pat. Don’t be like that.  Rhyming aside, I’m genuinely interested.

PATTERSON: You’ll laugh.

JOYCE:  Yes. Still doesn’t mean I don’t want to see what you’re doing.

(He lifts a torch to show his art.)

JOYCE: You’re painting moths?

PATTERSON: Butterflies.

JOYCE: Same difference.

PATTERSON: Not really.

JOYCE: Fine! You thirsty?
(She hands him a canteen. She plops down next to him and stares up at the room.)

JOYCE: Nice place.

PATTERSON: I thought so. I saw it when I was passing and thought I’d have a look. They have books.

JOYCE:  You’re kidding.
PATTERSON: No (Picks up a battered book) Look.

JOYCE: Paradise Lost. Any good?

PATTERSON: Haven’t read it. I was looking at that.

(He picks up another book. This one has pictures of birds in it.)

JOYCE: Nice.  You’re going to do these after you’re done with your moths?

PATTERSON: Butterflies.

JOYCE: Sure.
(Pat starts his painting again.)

JOYCE: Why?
PATTERSON: Butterflies have short antennae with club like endings while moths don’t. Theirs are feathery. But you were asking why I was painting weren’t you?

JOYCE: Yeah.
PATTERSON: Look at these.

(He shows her the samples.)

PATTERSON: These must be about one hundred years old. The glass is beginning to crack. Soon they’re going to just turn back into dust. As will the paper of the books. But paint. Paint lasts a long time.  Longer if someone keeps painting here. And maybe it will become a site people will come to. 

JOYCE: “Come to Creepy Old House to see Patterson’s Peculiar Paintings.”

PATTERSON: “Guided tour from the ever-fragrant Joyce as she confuses moths for butterflies then steals your water bottles”

JOYCE: You might be onto something. And enough with the fragrant stuff.

(She looks at the wall.)

JOYCE: You got the wing wrong.

PATTERSON: Pardon.

JOYCE: If THAT is supposed to be THAT, you got the wrong shaped wing. It’s supposed to have a little bit of a fan at the bottom, yours doesn’t.

PATTERSON: It does!

JOYCE: That looks more like a boot then a fan.
PATTERSON: Then YOU try and save things of great beauty from destruction.

JOYCE: Gave you my water didn’t I?

(She smirks, then bounds off out of the window again. Patterson watches her go then turns back to his art.)

COR.1

(In rush doctors and soldiers. They push a gurney, strapped to it is CORAT. He is screaming in ethereal noises. The medics struggle to contain the panicked being while the soldiers push their way through the crowd.

They are met by the CAPTAIN  of the base.)

SOLDIER: Sir!

CAPTAIN : At ease. How does it look?

SOLDIER: Pretty bad sir. Barrack Seven’s destroyed. We’ve managed to control most of the fire but it doesn’t look like there were any survivors. Apart from, well, it’s a little (He gestures to the gurney). He was lying at the centre of the crater. 
(DOCTOR SAMANTHA COLMAN pushes her way to Corat and begins to examine him. Corat stops screaming and looks at her with single minded focus. He tries to reach for Colman’s face but can’t.)

COLMAN: Can you hear me?  Don’t be scared, I’m a doctor. I’m trying to help you. He doesn’t seem to have been burnt. You said he was in the crater?

SOLDIER: Yes, Doctor. But he was (pauses)

COLMAN: Go on.

SOLDIER: He was on fire when we found him.

COLMAN: Fire? 

SOLDIER: Like a firefly or something. He was burning with this blinding light. We couldn’t look at him.  Then just like that the fire vanished and he began to scream.  

(Colman nods to the medics.)

COLMAN: We’ll take him in for treatment. 

(The angel tries to grab Colman. Colman leaps back, surprised.)

CORAT: I have to-

COLMAN: Listen, you have been in an explosion. We need to take you in for observation. Do you know your name?

CORAT: Yes, I do. But that doesn’t matter! 

COLMAN: Can you, can you tell us your name?

CORAT: No. Not now!

CAPTAIN: Doctor, there will be time for this later.

COLMAN: Can you tell me how you got here?

CORAT:  Please! Stop asking inane questions. I need to help you!

COLMAN:  Help me?

CAPTAIN:  This is getting us nowhere. Ask him later. There are more pressing matters.

SOLDIER: The media is on its way, sir.

CAPTAIN: Stall them.

(They wheel Corat away, who keeps fighting.)

CORAT: I’m here for you Samantha Elizabeth Colman. 

(Colman starts forward but the Captain shakes his head and forces her to go with him to confront the press.)

SEL.1

(Enter HUNTER.)

HUNTER:  My daughter would often ask me where her mother went. I would tell her that she had run off with the local butcher. One night I caught her trying to sneak out with a knife, planning to get her mother back. 

So I lied even more and said that I had awoken one day to find the bed beside me empty. 

But that’s not completely true.

The woman my daughter had come to know and love wasn’t really her mother. Her real mother had died in childbirth. In a way I was lucky she was so trusting that the moment I walked in with a woman leaning on my arm and said ‘Effie, this is your mother’ she ran over to embrace her. She is just so innocent and pure. I always felt she shouldn’t be allowed into the world. With its cruelty it would crush her. Though almost fully grown, her mind remained childlike, more interested in stories of places that never were. I worried what would happen when I died.

But I never remarried, fearing how a new woman might treat my Effie.

(Scene changes to a forest )

HUNTER:  I would like to state firstly that she was beautiful. I know that doesn’t excuse me but I would like to make that clear.  I had been alone for almost sixteen years when I first saw her.

Dance: The Birds Enter

(Three birds enter. The dancers have long coats of feathers on with a hood that forms a head. [These coats are easily removed]. They dance a balletic dance.

Two hunters enter the audience.)

HUNTER: Is that it?

HUNTER’S FRIEND: Shush.

HUNTER: Look, they’re bigger then a normal bird I’ll grant you but I can’t see why I needed to walk four days to see them.

HUNTER’S FRIEND: Just wait.

(Using the audiences as shelter, they crouch down to watch.

The birds continue their dance.

With a flourish they land. They ‘remove’ their feathers to reveal the naked women underneath.)

Dance: The Hunter Steals The Feathers

(The Hunter, suitably impressed by the fact there are now pretty ladies in the place of birds looks on in awe.

As the birds continue to frolic, he sneaks forward, grabs one of the coats, rolls it up and hides it in his pack.

Dance done, the bird-girls slip their coats on and leave.

Apart from one, JOSILYN, who looks perplexed searching high and low for her coat. 

The Hunter pulls out an apple from his pack. )

HUNTER: (to Friend) Take the pack to your house. Hide it up in the attic. I’ll collect it later.

(His friend looks hesitant but nods and exits.

The Hunter moves towards the bird. She makes as if to fly away but can’t.)

HUNTER: Don’t be afraid. I’m not here to harm you. I was just walking through these woods when I got lost. Do you know the way out?

(She backs off, eyes full of terror.)

HUNTER: Are you lost too?

(Her mouth moves without sound.)

HUNTER: Would you like some food?

(He offers the apple to her. Nervously she approaches before grabbing it and fleeing to a safer spot.)

HUNTER: Do you have a home?

(She keeps eating. Gathering his courage, he approaches her.)

HUNTER: Do you want to come with me?

JOSILYN: (As much of a  ‘No thanks, I’m eating’ as a mute bird can manage.)

HUNTER:  You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. 

(She finishes her meal.)

HUNTER: Can you understand me? That I wish to take you with me?

JOSILYN: (‘You are making a lot of strange noise. It is annoying. Stop it.’)

HUNTER: Thought as much.

(He offers her his hand. She looks down at it before smacking her own in it.

The Hunter pulls her up and into an embrace. Josilyn remains nonplussed by these events.)

HUNTER: Would you marry me if I asked?

(She looks at him blankly.)

HUNTER: Would you like more food?

(That she does seem to understand and nods quickly. Holding her by the wrist he leads her from the forest.)

EAR.1

(The sound of buildings collapsing. Fire. Panic.

Then silence.

SEBASTIAN lies surrounded by rubble, a large pile covering his legs. On top of it, lies AZRAEL.
Sebastian looks up and around. )

SEBASTIAN : Hello? Is there anyone there? Can someone hear me?

AZRAEL:  Hello, Sebastian.

SEBASTIAN : Oh thank goodness. You have to get me out of here.

AZRAEL: I can’t do that Sebastian. Your leg is pinned beneath that rubble. If I lift it, you’ll bleed to death.

SEBASTIAN : What? How do you know that? Where are you?

 AZRAEL:  You’re going to have to trust me.

SEBASTIAN : I can’t stay here. I need to go. My daughter’s somewhere in this building. I need to find her! 

AZRAEL: You can’t.

SEBASTIAN : I can’t? What do you mean I can’t? I have to find her.

AZRAEL: She’s dead.

(A shocked silence.)

AZRAEL: I’m sorry.

SEBASTIAN : You can’t know that. How do you-

AZRAEL: Her name was Alice. She was six years old and had freckles on her left cheek. She liked horses. When she was two she almost fell down the stairs but you caught her.

SEBASTIAN : How- No! Please! Stop it! 

AZRAEL: I was at the bottom of the stairs. 

(Sebastian tries to control his feelings but his breath is shaky.)

SEBASTIAN : Was it-

AZRAEL:  Painful? Incredibly. She screamed as the weight of four floors crashed down on her, crushing the life from her body. She wept for the father and mother who would never come.  (Sebastian screams with the pain and begins to sob)  I am sorry you are upset.

SEBASTIAN : Why are you telling me this? What the hell can you possibly be getting from this?

AZRAEL:  You asked.

(Sebastian tries to lift the rubble but fails. He screams again and falls back exhausted. )

AZRAEL:  Tell me more about her.

SEBASTIAN : What?

AZRAEL:  Tell me about your daughter.

SEBASTIAN : My Alice. She is beautiful. I know that fathers always say that about their little girls but she really is. She has dark hair like her mother and she has a tooth missing where she-
AZRAEL:  Go on.

SEBASTIAN :  She was playing in the garden and I told her ‘Be careful, the grass is slippery’ but she kept on running.  Just went right over and bumped her mouth.  I held her in my arms and just bounced her up and down as I felt her nuzzle against me. Just whispering little words into her hair, holding her close. Feeling her tiny heart beat against my chest.

Within ten minutes she was back on her feet again, running around. She put that tooth under her pillow.

You shouldn’t have told me. You could have left me with the smallest shred of hope. That I would get out of this hole and be able to hold her again. But no, you had to tell me that my only child died alone and scared. 

I’m insane aren’t I? You’re just part of my mind that’s broken. Just a voice in the darkness. 

AZRAEL:  Would that give you comfort?

SEBASTIAN :    Not really.

AZRAEL:  You are welcome to believe what you wish. I believe I’m real though, if that gives you any comfort.

SEBASTIAN :  You have a name?

AZRAEL:  I have many.

SEBASTIAN :  What can I call you?

AZRAEL:  I get the feeling you’d like to call me Ray.

SEBASTIAN :  Ray it is then.   Thank you.

(Pause)

SEBASTIAN :    Why did this happen, Ray?

AZRAEL:  Shifting of plates rubbing against each other means-

SEBASTIAN :    No. Why was this allowed to happen?

AZRAEL:  I don’t know. They never tell me.

SEBASTIAN : Theirs not to reason why, theirs but to do and die. 

AZRAEL:  Tennyson.

SEBASTIAN : It would be nice to think that I could blame someone. If it was as simple as it being because I was a bad person but- It’s random isn’t it? It really doesn’t matter if I beat my child or cheated on my taxes. I was in the wrong place at the wrong time and I am going to die in a crater with Death somewhere above me.

Ray?

Ray? 

Don’t leave me in the dark! 

Please! Please!

I don’t want to die alone!

AZRAEL: I haven’t gone. I was thinking. You made some interesting points. I’m sorry you panicked.

SEBASTIAN :  Do you promise not to leave?

AZRAEL:  I promise.

SEBASTIAN : Thank you. Thank you. You’ll stay?

AZRAEL:  As long as you do.

SEBASTIAN : Will you wake me if anyone comes?

AZRAEL:  It won’t make-

SEBASTIAN : Will you wake me?

AZRAEL:   Yes, I will wake you.
SEBASTIAN : Thank you.

EAR.2

(It is hours later.)

AZRAEL:  Sebastian?

(She rouses slightly)

AZRAEL:  Sebastian? 

SEBASTIAN :  Ray?

AZRAEL:  You asked me to wake you if anyone came. There is a medic hurrying towards us.

SEBASTIAN :  Yes. Yes, I did. HEY. HELLO! HELLO! I’M DOWN HERE!

AZRAEL:  He can’t hear you.

SEBASTIAN :  Then why did you call me?

AZRAEL:  You wanted to know.

SEBASTIAN :  Where is he?

AZRAEL:  He’s standing just above you.

SEBASTIAN :  HEY! I’M ALIVE! GET ME OUT!

AZRAEL:  He won’t hear. He has just spotted Mrs Potts from upstairs.

SEBASTIAN :  The old lady who kept complaining about the noise?

AZRAEL:  The same. She was in her kitchen enjoying a cup of coffee when the earthquake struck. She dove under the table and was trapped underneath the cupboards when they fell from the wall.  Her right arm is broken and a rib has punctured her left lung. She will be pulled out but is going to die in the hospital.

SEBASTIAN :  Do you need to go and deal with her then?

AZRAEL:  I am.

SEBASTIAN :  Right now?

AZRAEL:  Yes.

SEBASTIAN :  How does that work?

AZRAEL:  Very well usually. 

SEBASTIAN :  Is there anyone else alive?

AZRAEL:  Yes there are three more.

SEBASTIAN :  Who are they?

AZRAEL:  There is David. He is twenty seven and works in the local bakery. If he was there, he would recommended something called an ‘Apple Yum Yum’ which are well loved by those in the area. He  wanted to be a writer but always claims to be too busy. It is more likely that he is aware that he lacks the skills to be published. When he was nineteen he was driving, after a long night of drinking beer, when he hit another car killing a baby. He drove away and has never been caught.

SEBASTIAN :  Should you be telling me these things?

AZRAEL:  It is not as if you’re going to be telling anyone else.

SEBASTIAN :  I guess.

AZRAEL:  At the moment, he is lying unconscious in the stairwell where he slipped. He is going to be found in a few hours and will be in a coma for six weeks. He will never walk again but will believe a divine hand stopped him falling down the forty foot drop he is currently lying next to. He is going to be a source of inspiration to many young people who he will preach to.

He will never confess to the death of that child.

SEBASTIAN :  Is that fair?

AZRAEL:  It just is. 

SEBASTIAN :  Who else?

AZRAEL:  There is a six month old girl called Ellen lying in her crib. She is unscathed and is unaware that her mother Elizabeth Henderson is dead on the floor next to her. She was rushing to her baby when she fell and broke her neck.

SEBASTIAN :  No. I don’t want to hear this anymore.

AZRAEL:  Fair enough.

(Silence)

SEBASTIAN :  Does she die? 

AZRAEL:  Eventually. But before you say anything, she is going to be found in a few hours.

No living relatives will be found and soon she’ll be taken in by a Roger and Claudia Colman and she’ll be renamed. She’ll be loved. She’s going to join the Army and become a medic.  And in thirty three years she’ll...well she’s going to make a choice that will change the world. But what that choice may be is still unclear. 

SEBASTIAN :  And the final survivor?

AZRAEL:  There is a sixteen year old boy called Aaron. He was supposed to be in school but said he was feeling sick. Really he wished to avoid a History test and was planning to go to see a film later that he is too young for. There was a promise of two scenes in which a rising young actress is naked and he wants to see it. He was in the bathroom thinking about this possibility when the quake started. He managed to leap into the bathtub and will lie there and wait for rescue. 

SEBASTIAN :  And?

AZRAEL:  He will almost starve and will begin to gnaw on his left hand before he is pulled from the rubble.

He will say that he fought me away from him just so he could survive. He refused to go gentle.

SEBASTIAN :  Raged against the dying of the light.

AZRAEL:  Dylan Thomas. He raged at me as well.  Collapsed outside a bar.

SEBASTIAN :  What about Aaron?

AZRAEL:   He will spend the next seven years in various hospitals before killing himself before his twenty third birthday.

He will see the film. He will not like it.

SEBASTIAN :  What time is it?

AZRAEL:  It is eleven o’clock at night.

SEBASTIAN :  So an entire building’s occupants were killed in just under twelve hours?

AZRAEL:  It is quite amazing.

SEBASTIAN :  It makes no sense.

AZRAEL:   I held a child today. Not much older than a few weeks. The son of healthy parents and born in one of the finest hospitals in America. But his heart just wasn’t strong enough. I stood there watching as doctors struggled to keep him breathing. And he looked back at me. I knew what he was saying. ‘Why me? Why me here and now? I have so much to give. So much I want to do. I can change the world with my existence.’ It was nothing I haven’t heard before from thousands upon millions of people. But I had to reach down and take his tiny hand in mine and watch as doctors swore and nurses’ hearts shattered with the pure injustice of the simple death of a child. 

So I understand why you may feel that it is unfair. Everyone does.

SEBASTIAN :  So you know how long I have until I die?

AZRAEL:  If everything carries on the way it is, yes. Do you want to be told?

SEBASTIAN :  Not really. Just, will you give me a chance to say goodbye to you?

AZRAEL:  Oh, of course. 

SEBASTIAN :  I’m tired Ray. Just, wake me, alright?

AZRAEL:   I will, Sebastian.

SEBASTIAN :  Oh and Ray?

AZRAEL:   Yes, Sebastian?

SEBASTIAN :  I think we’re past the full name phase by now. You can call me Seb.

AZRAEL:   Seb? Seb? I like it. Alright, I will wake you soon, Seb.

INS.2

(The wall has more butterflies on it.

PATTERSON clearly hasn’t slept well in days.

JOYCE enters .)

JOYCE: Pat?

PATTERSON: Here (to himself) Always here. Not like I have anywhere else to be.

JOYCE: Hey trooper. How’s it hanging? Don’t answer that.  So I see someone has been busy. Smart idea. Kept you away from the freak storms out there. They’re getting worse. The Hinley family were killed couple of days ago. Lightning hit their home and just like that (She makes a ‘entire family burnt by lightning’ noise). Awful really. Helped shift the bodies. They had a kid, not yet four. Just nasty really.
(Patterson hasn’t reacted.)

JOYCE: You eaten? You want to eat? I could feed you. I have food.

(Still no reaction.)

JOYCE: Or maybe you just want to ravish me among the canvas and dead bugs? You want that Patty, dusty ravishment?

(Nada.)

JOYCE: Come on, say something.

PATTERSON: What do you want?

JOYCE: I want to talk to you. Is that too much to ask?

PATTERSON:  You walked the miles from our village to come up here to talk?

JOYCE: Well, yeah.

PATTERSON:  It was a wasted trip.

JOYCE: Don’t be like that. I just want to spend time with my best friend. Is that such a sin?

(She pulls him in for a hug. He tenses.)

PATTERSON:  Do NOT touch me.

JOYCE:  (Pulling away) Okay! Man-Alive! You’re in a mood!

PATTERSON:  I’m sorry.

JOYCE: No, no. You’re an artist. You HAVE to go flying off the handle whenever someone does anything nice.

PATTERSON:  Joy.

(Joyce begins to look at the canvas. She finds one in particular.)

JOYCE: She’s pretty?

PATTERSON: Who?

(She turns the canvas around. It is the painting of Sage)

JOYCE: Ha. There is writing on it. Kinda faded. “Alors cheris la pitié, afin de ne pas faire fuir l'ange à ta porte" 

PATTERSON:  What’s that mean?

JOYCE: How am I supposed to know? Stupid dead language.

PATTERSON:  I wonder who she was?

JOYCE: Looks wealthy. Good clothes. How old do you think this is?

PATTERSON:  Couple of hundred years old. Probably pre-Blight. Most of the stuff in this place is.

JOYCE: There a wine cellar or anything?

PATTERSON:  Not that I’ve found.

JOYCE: Wanna go and look?

(Patterson looks conflicted.)

JOYCE: Come on, I know it’s not what you want to do.

PATTERSON:  It’s not-

JOYCE: Shush, grownup talking. Now it’s not what you want to do but you need to get out of this room. Granted, it’s not out of the house but we’ll take wee baby steps and soon you might want to go outside. Granted once again there aren’t any living bugs or birds or much of anything out there but hell, it’s not raining anymore. So how does it sound? You must have nearly painted all those bugs by now. 

PATTERSON:  I started again.

JOYCE: Again?

PATTERSON: You were right last time. The wings were just wrong. So I thought I’d look at them all again. And there were flaws. (He begins to point) The antennae on this one is too long and this one is the wrong shade of orange and this one clearly had a broken wing when it was killed but I haven’t managed to quite capture that sense of failure.

JOYCE: You need to slow down though. You’ve taken this too far. You have a talent but you’re not eating.  You haven’t slept in days and you haven’t showered in who knows how long?

PATTERSON:  But you’re right. My paintings were wrong. I need to make them right!

JOYCE: I was just joking with you. It was fine.

PATTERSON:  It was fine for you. But I need to have it right. Because if it’s wrong then some child might think that’s what  Aglais urticae  looked like and then they’ll tell their children and soon it will mutate into something that no longer resembles my specimen. You can see that, right?

JOYCE: Listen to me. This isn’t healthy. You’re like a bird who doesn’t realise it has a broken wing. You need to come back with me. 

PATTERSON: There is nothing outside this room that is of any use to me. 

JOYCE:  You have me.

(He looks at her, conveying that she is not enough.
 Joyce turns on her heels and walks away.)

PATTERSON:  No! Joyce! Don’t!

JOYCE: You stay here with your musty insects and your paint!

(She leaves. He goes to follow but spots another mistake. Angrily, he goes over and starts again.)

PYG.2

(The painting is further along.

Sage still sits watching Pyg struggle.)

PYG: No! This is. This is mere childish scrawl. There is nothing here that shows your beauty. If you could stand before me. Then I could attempt to capture your perfection.

SAGE: I could do it. Tonight, while you sleep, you might find your wish for companionship to be granted. I’ll appear before you at the end of your bed and say ‘You have pleased the Gods and now, like your namesake before you, you’re presented with the living embodiment of your art. Now come take me and revel in the...arty...loftiness.’ Or something more dramatic, I hope.

Granted I don’t...Well, I can’t. There are ways, we can work around that.

PYG:  This is nothing like your hair. It is more like the fur of a sick rat than anything resembling hair.

SAGE: I’ve followed you for all your life, you don’t know it but it’s true. You’re more important than you could possibly conceive. Of course I don’t know why. But I can imagine. You have a great talent, Pyg. I can call you Pyg, right? It’s what your friends call you and we’re friends, right? I mean I’ve seen things that you don’t even show friends! I’ve watched you grow through adolescence, watched you sell your first painting and drink away the money.

PYG:  Georgiou!  Do we have anything to drink? Anything at all? Fine, don’t answer.
SAGE: I’ve watched your previous infatuations and marvelled how they resemble me.  Even as you seduced them with the offer of lying before your canvas and their achieving immortality through paint, I could tell that it was really me.  Even if you didn’t know it. I would insult them as you called them your muse and compared their lips to fruit. 

Why is it that women’s lips look like fruit to you? They really don’t.

PYG: Georgiou! I know you’re in the next room. I can hear you making noise. Go and get some wine. I can’t get her hair right. I need to drink...Cul.
SAGE: I know you think Georgiou despises you and that if you don’t pay your rent soon, he’ll throw you onto the street. But then again, he calls the boys he brings back ‘mon petit porcelet’. Nothing in it, I’m sure but he looks at you in such a way that I think you wouldn’t be on the streets for long. 

PYG: Do you have a name my sweet? It must be something of true beauty. The name of some exotic rose or a distant river. You know that I love you above all others? Even myself.

SAGE: I’m fooling myself, I know. I can’t love. The mere idea is too mysterious for me to truly comprehend. But I do like you Pygmalion. I hope that counts for something.

Look at me. The use of colour blending together with the swift, almost angry brushstrokes. As much as you’ll hate to hear this, this is the sort of piece that should grace the walls of mansions and castles. Old men, bellies full of grand meals, should look upon my face there and sigh thinking of days long gone and women who once held their hands and smiled.

PYG: You will be my greatest art. People will know my name because of you.

SAGE: But this shouldn’t be all. You should leave this city and travel the world. Meet strange and wonderful people. There is such beauty you might even take up poetry to be able to convey the wonder you feel. You’d be the toast of any city you’d think of staying in.

I guess what I’m saying is that you have a lot more art in you. This won’t be your Magnum Opus. You should go on to great things.

So please.

Don’t hang yourself.

(Unhearing, Pyg continues to paint. )
JUD.1 

(JUDAS , a red-haired man appears from the audience. He glances up where the angel ABAYDON watches him. Judas searches until he finds a suitable male.)
JUDAS:  You knew it was going to be me, didn’t you? As you sat there looking at us, you knew. I. I am so, so sorry.

I know that sounds weak and feeble. It is I suppose. But it is the truth. I have never been more-

I suppose there is no use in me pointing out we all have to do things we don’t want to. 

I’m not making light of your task. Not really. It’s just that- When they come to you and ask you to do something for the greater good. Well, it’s one thing to put yourself at risk. But I had to put you to the sword as well. I didn’t want to. No, again that isn’t my point. It is not about me. It has never been about me.

Look, I want to say it’s going to be worth it. That it will all work out and that people will remember. I don’t know. I hope it will work out like that.  You deserve it. You have done some truly amazing things. You’ve changed people. You’ve changed me.

(He looks to Abaydon) I am going to leave this country. They will never know it was me.  I can’t stand the judging eyes. The pointed fingers. They’d never understand. Frankly, I don’t know if I do really.

But it needs to be like this. It’s the only way this story can end. It will give people some closure. A balm to soothe the suffering.  It’s always good to be able to put things in perspective like that. 

You are one of the greatest men I have ever had the privilege of knowing.

Just know that.

(He kisses him on both cheeks and flees.)

LUC.2

 (Lucifer stretches out slowly. He looks amazed at his hands.)

LUCIFER:  I’m not destroyed. They didn’t destroy me? Why? I was sure that they would- (He flinches and slaps a hand to his heart) There is something inside me. It’s twitching. (He notices his breath) Is that-? (He sits, his mind reeling) So this is to be my punishment? 

(Effie enters. She is sixteen but with a...’simple soul’.   )
EFFIE: Hello.

(Lucifer flinches.)

LUCIFER: What are you?

EFFIE: What do you mean?

LUCIFER: What form of devil are you?

EFFIE: I’m no devil. I’m a bird.

LUCIFER: You are like no bird I’ve ever seen.

EFFIE: Can you keep a secret?

LUCIFER:  There is no-one else around.

EFFIE: I’m really a girl.

(Lucifer lets this sink in.)

LUCIFER: This is...(He screams at the heavens) I was promised damnation! You told me that I would be damned! This is not what you promised!

EFFIE: Who are you talking to?

LUCIFER: I was talking to my Father.

EFFIE: Is your daddy dead?

LUCIFER: He might as well be. I used to be able to feel him at all times but now he’s gone.

EFFIE: If he really loves you, he would never leave you.

LUCIFER:  He has left. He no longer wants or loves me (He turns to leave, showing his burnt back)  

EFFIE: That looks painful.

LUCIFER: It is.

(She gets out a salve and dabs at it. Lucifer fusses but calms down as it begins to work.)

EFFIE: So what do you do now?

LUCIFER: I don’t know. I could...If...Oh, I, I’m feeling unsure. That’s never happened before.

EFFIE: You’ve never not been sure before?

LUCIFER: I’ve always been right.

EFFIE: No one is always right.

LUCIFER: I was.

EFFIE: What do you do now?

LUCIFER: I need to collect myself. There are feelings I never thought possible. Like this.

EFFIE: What do you mean?

LUCIFER: It hurts but is also quite calming at the same time. Your hands are soft.

EFFIE: Thanks, Mister. What happened?

LUCIFER: My wings exploded.

EFFIE: You’re a bird. Like me?

LUCIFER: You just said you were a human.

EFFIE: I never said that.

(Lucifer makes to leave.)

EFFIE:  So what are you if you’re not a bird?

(Pause)

LUCIFER:  I am: yet what I am none cares or knows. Thank you for the cream.

EFFIE:  I care! That’s why I asked.

(He leaves. She picks up some of the stray feathers from his wings .)

SEL.2

(A table cloth is put on the table. JOSILYN lays places for three people.

EFFIE runs in holding a handful of feathers.)

EFFIE: MAMA! MAMA I found some!


(Josilyn embraces the bundle of hyper energy.)

EFFIE: Shall I put them in the box?

(Josilyn nods. Effie toddles over to a small carved box full of various feathers, placing her new find in with them with great reverence. 

She watches her mother prepare the meal for the family, helping carry the plates.)

EFFIE:  I went through the woods. It was big. I went looking for berries but I didn’t find any berries but I didn’t mind because I found the feathers. I went looking for some birds and I found a nest and it had eggs but I didn’t take any because Papa said that I was never to disturb the nests unless I was really hungry but I wasn’t. I did want some berries but I didn’t want any eggs. Then I found some more feathers but then I tripped and bumped my knee. But I didn’t cry because I am a big girl even though it really hurt a lot. Then I met a strange man. He said some things that didn’t make sense but I helped him as he was in pain. Because Daddy always says we should help those in need. He had lots and lots of feathers and he went away so I couldn’t ask if it was alright if I had some but I don’t think he would mind. He seemed very nice.  When are we having dinner?
(Josilyn is able to communicate a sense of ‘soon but first you need to wash’.)

EFFIE:  I want a biscuit.

(Her mother shoos her away.

Effie sits in the middle of the floor. Suddenly she roars like a dragon.)

EFFIE:  I am a fearsome dragon. I have teeth to gnaw on things like bones and trees.

(She gnaws on the table leg making suitably dragonian noises. She stops when the audience react.)

EFFIE: Mama! That man doesn’t seem to think I am a dragon. I am though. See, sharp teeth!  (She shows them)  I live in a cave with all the other dragons and we sleep on top of each other like puppies. But I am not just a dragon. Oh no, I am so much better than that! At night, I remove my scary scales and I dance as the pretty princess I really am. 

(Her mother gasps and almost falls.)
EFFIE: Mama? Are you all right? Do you want some water?

HUNTER: (O/S) It’s in this room.

(With a final growl, Effie hides under the table.

The HUNTER and his FRIEND now enter.)

HUNTER: Of course. I’ll just get some of my papers.

(He gives his wife a look and she leaves.

He opens the chest with the key he wears around his neck and pulls a few rolls of paper out before shutting the lid.)

HUNTER: Shall we take this into the light outside?

(They do so.

Effie pokes her head out, amazed to see the chest open.

Glancing around, she sneaks over to it.

She begins to go through the box. She stops, pulling out the cloak. Looking around, she pulls a few of the feathers out. Delighted she stuffs them in her clothing.

The return of her father causes her to hide once more.

Josilyn enters putting bread on the table. She curtsies to the Friend before leaving.)

HUNTER: Is she not the most beautiful woman you have ever seen?

The Friend does not reply.

HUNTER: What is it?

HUNTER’S FRIEND: I believe what you are doing is wrong.

HUNTER: Wrong?

HUNTER’S FRIEND: You took a creature, a being not of this world and have placed it in slavery. 

HUNTER: Not slavery. Not at all. I took a confused woman and gave her a place to live. I gave her warmth and safety.

HUNTER’S FRIEND: She did not ask you to take her. 

HUNTER:  I love her.

HUNTER’S FRIEND: You trapped her. 

HUNTER:  You say it like she is some animal.

HUNTER’S FRIEND:  She is!

HUNTER:  Leave my house! 

HUNTER’S FRIEND: May God have mercy on your soul! 

HUNTER:  Leave.

(The friend leaves in a fury. The Hunter locks the chest and leaves.

Effie comes out from under the table, upset by the shouting. 

Her mother re-enters and Effie buries her head in her leg.

Her mother comforts her, making soft noises.)

EFFIE:  Look Mama, I found some new feathers.
(Her mother freezes. She grabs her daughter.)

EFFIE: OW! Stop it. You’re hurting me. I know I shouldn’t have. But I had never seen what was in the box.  I didn’t know it was special. Mama, stop it.

(Josilyn breaks down clutching a very confused Effie.)

Dance: The Wife Finds the Feathers

(It is night. Josilyn and the Hunter sleep next to each other. She awakens, quietly slipping from the embrace of her husband. Very carefully she slips the key from around his neck before creeping to the chest.  Throwing papers wildly around the room, she pulls out the cloak.

Marvelling she stands. Her freedom in her hands. She spins and then stares into the mourning face of the Hunter. 

His wife looks up at him. She looks away and slips the feathers on.

The Wife explodes in a flurry of red feathers and vanishes.)

ANG.1

(As the previous scene ends, ANGELA walks over to a member of the audience.)

ANGELA: Hello, look I’m sorry to interrupt. But I need to ask some questions. I shouldn’t be doing this. I know that. I know there is supposed to be some great separation between myself and you but I have questions I need answering. Do you mind helping?

What you just watched with the young woman there? Does she make you happy? Not just in a puerile animalistic sense.  I mean, more in an ‘I’m glad to see a few humans do such things’. Or did she make you sad? Did she remind you of someone, something from your past? A sister, your mother, that girl with the strange name and the smile that would make breath catch in your lungs every time she would aim it at you?

Or did you just feel nothing? Did you just smile and nod as she vanished? Were you thinking of how soon it would be until the break? Or how you were looking forward to seeing something else? What show you would be missing on television? A phonecall you should really return?

I want to know these things. We aren’t allowed to know these things.  We have to stay back and observe. If we do appear we must make loud noise and cause people to cower before us while they shriek in terror. But I don’t want to do that. I want answers.

I had a friend. He was nice to me. We would go for walks and he would take me to see pretty things like waterfalls and parrots. But he was always so sad. He’d hide it. But I could see it in his eyes. Until one day he turned to me and said ‘I’m going to do something very unwise I fear. If I am wrong, do not weep for me.’

But I could not help it. With a single gesture, his wings were torn from his back. Do you know that is the worst thing you could do to us? He screamed until blood poured from his lips. Then he was thrown down and still he screamed. I watched his frail body explode in a beautiful light below me. Then tears began to pour from my eyes. It had never happened to me before but it seemed correct.

Now I must find out what drove him to such lengths. (To audience member) He hated you. I’m sorry if that upsets you. (Another member) But he hated you as well. He hated all of you for what you are and what that means to our Father. 

I want to hate you. It would be easier. Much easier to look down on you and heap scorn on your actions. But I can’t. You are weak and you smell strange and you eat just to void your bowels hours later. It’s as if you don’t like the food. What is the point of spending  so much time preparing it if you are just going to get rid of it? 

It is one of the many reasons that you confuse and amaze me.

We’re not supposed to be able to comprehend these things. But I think it is more that we won’t. That if we made the effort, we could learn so much from each other.

Like your strange obsession with flight. You are not content with staying on the ground and being masters of your home. You stare above you and see the birds and the insects and you want what they have. So you make devices to take you away.

But still you wish to fly without having to sit in agreeable comfort in great metal tubes. I really think you are unaware of the difficulties of wings. They are bulky and heavy and creatures will keep crashing into you as you soar. Yet you still envy the birds.

At least that’s what I’ve seen.

I really do need to be able to go among you so I may work these things out for myself.

Thank you for taking the time. I am very grateful.

Do you mind if I make notes? I think the best way to start is if I made some notes that I can share with my family.
(Angela starts to sketch a member of the audience.

MICHAEL enters.

She hides the picture and stands to attention.)

ANGELA: Sir?

MICHAEL: At ease. Why have you summoned me?  I have much to do.

ANGELA: I have a request to make.  Please hear me out before you say no.

(He glares at her as she summons her courage.)

ANGELA: I want to become human.

MICHAEL: No.

ANGELA: I beg your pardon, sir? I think you misunderstood me.

MICHAEL: No. Simple as that. Is there anything else?

ANGELA: You let others become human. Castiel was human.

MICHAEL: Castiel was doing the work of our Father.

ANGELA: Then let me. I want to experience their ways first hand. Be able to understand why they act the way they do. There is a twisted logic to it all somewhere. Would it not be worth knowing?

MICHAEL: We don’t need to know.

ANGELA: But we might.

MICHAEL: No.

ANGELA: You can’t just say no. It will be vital information.

MICHAEL: And when it is ordered we will send someone. But it is not, so we won’t.

ANGELA: What is wrong with wanting to get a better understanding? 

MICHAEL: Is that what you wish? To be a human, dirty and so, so very mortal! Struggling to pull themselves from the mud and the filth just to have their actions vanish in mere generations.

ANGELA: Better to be a rising ape than a fallen angel.

(Michael comes so close to striking her.)

MICHAEL: Very well! If that is your wish, it can be done. Just be aware that you may never return to this place. You give up all for the pure desire to find truth?

ANGELA: Is there any greater goal?

(Michael exits. Angela turns back to the audience.)

ANGELA: So there we go. I’m going to join you soon. I do hope you’ve all managed to keep up with everything. I understand if you’re confused by now. You all have a strange need to find patterns in things. You need things to occur in order.

You also probably need to have release of your bowels.

If that’s so you may go and do that. There are places. Please don’t do it here. I don’t want to watch that.

Some of you  I can tell have a need to put tubes of burning leaves in your mouths. I would have thought you were all smarter than to try and eat fire. But then again, there are also places for that to happen. Away from here. In the cold. But at least you have your fire.

Also I think refreshments can be provided.

For those who are made of sterner stuff I believe we now have a puppet show lasting about ten of your minutes.

INT- Pigs Can Fly

(The PUPPETEERS enter including ZELINA who plays the Sister.  SEBASTIAN  is in the audience watching. During the piece she drops the puppet to have it returned by him. Their hands touch briefly and they share a moment.)
STORYTELLER: Ladies and gentleman, thank you for staying with us. For your pleasure this evening we would like to present the tale called ‘When Pigs Fly’.

(Flurry of movement. A small room is made with a chair and a bed. BROTHER sits on the chair, head in hands.)

STORYTELLER: The year is Not So Long Ago and the land is Nearby. In a small house on a farm sits a man. He is greatly sad.

Say young man, why is it that you weep?

BROTHER: My sister is gravely ill and I weep for I fear she will not see the Spring.

STORYTELLER: That is reason enough to weep. I will let you continue.

(Enter SISTER)

SISTER: Brother? I am home from school.

BROTHER: Did you have a good time? Learn your times tables and all about far-away lands?

SISTER: I did. What are we having for dinner?

BROTHER: We are having broth.

SISTER: Broth? I do not like broth.

BROTHER: It is all you can keep down. I found a fresh carrot that we shall have in it.

(He brings a pot and they begin to eat. The Sister chokes and knocks over the bowl.)

SISTER: Oh no! 

(The Brother takes her in his arms and carries her to the bed.)

SISTER: I am sorry, I spilt the broth.

BROTHER: Do not be sad. I shall get a cloth. Please get some sleep.

(She doses off)

STORYTELLER: But the brother stayed up late into the night watching her as his heart broke a little more with each beat.

In the morning he went into town to see the doctor.

(The Brother travels until he reaches THE DOCTOR in his office.)

THE DOCTOR:  (Notices the Brother)  And how may I help you?

BROTHER: I am from the farm.

THE DOCTOR: Ah, yes the pig farmer.

BROTHER: I am an artist.

THE DOCTOR: Aren’t we all? Now what is wrong with you? You’re tall, have you a wish to be shorter? Have a few inches removed?

BROTHER: No.

THE DOCTOR: How about being able to breathe underwater? I could give you some gills.

BROTHER: I don’t want that.

THE DOCTOR:  Well I’m not going to treat your pigs. I am a Doctor of Men. You can see my piece of paper.

BROTHER: It s very nice. But I wanted to talk of my sister.

THE DOCTOR:  What of her?

BROTHER: She’s dying.

THE DOCTOR:  Says who?

BROTHER: Says you.

THE DOCTOR:  When did I say that?

BROTHER: You came to my house a week ago, looked in her mouth and told me she would be dead before next spring.

THE DOCTOR:  I have no recollection of this.

BROTHER: She is very small and pale with hair the colour of a raven.

THE DOCTOR:  There are dozens of girls that look like that.

BROTHER: I made you some tea.

THE DOCTOR:  And you didn’t have any sugar, which I thought was very rude of you.

And?

BROTHER: And you told me to come back today and you could give me some medicine to help her.

THE DOCTOR:  Did I now? Well that would be a waste of money! If I was right, which I am as I have my piece of paper, then the child will die and it would be a waste to stop such a thing. 

Now if that is all, I have patients waiting that I can still help. 
BROTHER: But is there nothing that you can do that will save my sister?

THE DOCTOR:  Nothing. She will be healthy when pigs fly!

STORYTELLER: With spirits low, the Brother returned to his farm to find his little sister in the pig sty amongst the new piglets. For the first time in many months, she smiled as they came to her to have their snouts stroked and backs rubbed.

BROTHER:  You shouldn’t be out here playing with these creatures. You should be with your friends. 

SISTER: They are my friends, aren’t they?

(The Pigs agree)

SISTER: They all have names. There is Captain Custard,  Princess Peaches, Judge Jelly  and Steve. She’s the girl.

BROTHER:  Nice to meet you all.

PIGS: Oink.

SISTER: How was the trip? Did you get the medicine?

BROTHER:  He, he was unable to get the stock. It should be there next week.

SISTER: Okay. You can stroke Steve if you like. She is very friendly.

BROTHER:  Hello Steve. 

STEVE: Oink.

(The Sister laughs with delight but it soon turns into coughs. The Brother takes her inside the house as the Pigs squeal in worry.)

STORYTELLER: As the pigs grew in size, the girl shrank with sickness. Soon her brother had to carry her out to the sty so she could see her friends. He travelled every week to the Doctor who would always turn him away with claims that the case was unsolvable. 

THE DOCTOR: It is not possible. She will be healthy when pigs fly!

STORYTELLER: But the Brother never gave up until eventually his sister was unable to leave the bed. 

(The Brother stares out of the door, narrating to his sister.)

BROTHER:  Captain Custard and Princess Peaches are walking around the pen. They seem to be in deep thought about worldly matters. Judge Jelly is eating an old cooking apple and seems to be enjoying it very much.

SISTER: And Steve?

BROTHER: Steve is rolling in the mud to keep cool.  

SISTER: That is wise. It does not do to be too hot in this weather. 

Brother?

BROTHER:  Yes?

SISTER: Why do you never paint anymore?

BROTHER: I have been very busy at the moment.  Taking care of the farm and making sure you’re alright.

SISTER: I would like you to paint something for me.

BROTHER: I will.  

SISTER: I’m so tired. Will you wake me if my friends do anything amazing?

BROTHER: I promise.  

(She yawns and fall asleep.)

BROTHER:  If pigs must fly for her to be better then fly they must.

(The Brother gathers his paintbrush and goes into the sty.)

BROTHER:  Hello Pigs.

PIGS: Oink.

BROTHER:  My sister is very sick. 

PIGS: Oink.
BROTHER:  And I want to show her that pigs can fly and then she will be better.

PIGS: Oink.
BROTHER:  Will you help?

PIGS: Oink!
(The Brother begins to paint wings on the back of the pigs.)

STORYTELLER: The Brother worked for the whole night painting great wings on the backs of the pigs. He worked so hard that he eventually fell asleep. When he awoke, the pigs were gone. Had he left the gate open?

He looked up to his home where a light burnt in the window.

He hurried in to see the four pigs standing at the corners of the bed.

(The pigs take to the air carrying the bed on their backs. The Sister sits up in wonderment. She turns and waves to her brother.

He chases after them, waving hard.)

BROTHER:  Goodbye! Goodbye! Take good care of her! Goodbye!

(He goes back to his chair and goes to sleep.)

STORYTELLER: So that is the end of our tale. May we take it as proof that a brother’s love can give the humblest of beings wings?

Now I believe we have more tales that need an end so we will return to the other stories of this evening.

ANG.2 
PHYSICAL THEATRE- Pennarum Castration

(Drumming.

ANGELA is brought up before the screen by other angels.  They sing a wordless tune quietly and do so throughout. 

With a flourish, we can now see the giant wings that the angels all possess.

As the song crescendos, the feathers begin to be sliced from her back.

Angela shrieks in pain but stands her ground.  She almost falls but is able to hold herself.

As she screams the angels slash away at her back, still singing their haunting tune louder and louder to cover the screams but never changing in tempo. 

Finally the process is finished.

Angela is now mortal.)
COR.2

(Night time.

CORAT lies on his gurney, breathing softly.

COLMAN watches him.)

CORAT: (Eyes closed) Can you stop doing that? It’s rude.

COLMAN: Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were awake.

CORAT: I don’t sleep. I am simply lying very still and quiet. 

COLMAN:  You never sleep?

CORAT: It’s unnecessary and time consuming.  

 COLMAN:  I often feel the same way. It would be good if I could manage not to sleep.

CORAT: Why do you?

 COLMAN:   I would go insane if I didn’t. I tried once in med school to help me get through my exams. Just dozed off while cooking some soup. Almost set fire to the kitchen.

But I’m sure you don’t want to hear about anything like that.

CORAT: Not really.

COLMAN:  Do you eat?

CORAT:   Do you want me to eat?

COLMAN:  Are you going to keep answering my questions with more questions?

CORAT:  Does it annoy you?

(She swallows her annoyance)

COLMAN:  So, you destroy army property with a fire that somehow managed not to burn you. Can you explain it? And I don’t want just a ‘yes’ then your smug stare.

CORAT: I am aware of how I managed to land in the centre of an army base and not be burnt. I am unable to teach others or replicate it in humans.

Is that better?

COLMAN:  I suppose it must be.

CORAT: Good. Is there any other question you want me to answer?

COLMAN:  What are you?

CORAT:  I am what I am.

COLMAN:  My friends forsake me like a memory lost
CORAT:  What was that?

COLMAN: It’s a poem. Some poet in the eighteenth century I think. I studied him in school. Wasn’t a fan of English.  

CORAT:  You surprise me.

COLMAN:  You’re here for me? 

CORAT:  Am I?

COLMAN: You said you were.  

CORAT:  I had just been combusting violently. I say all sorts of things when I’ve been burning.

COLMAN:  But what is it you need from me?

CORAT:   I can’t show you here.  I need to be outside.

COLMAN:  (sarcastically) Oh, by all means. I’ll see if I can escort you out 

CORAT:  That is not called for and is also quite rude. I must ask you to hurry and help me escape. It  needs to be tonight.

COLMAN:  You’re really asking me to break you out?

CORAT:  Yes.

COLMAN: No!

CORAT:  I want to go home. The sooner you help, the sooner I may leave.

COLMAN:  And where is home for you?

CORAT:  Not here.

COLMAN:  Do you know where you are?

CORAT:  I am in a hospital deep beneath Salisbury Plain.

(Colman looks concerned at this.)

CORAT:   Was I not supposed to know that? If I was not supposed to know that, why was it that you asked if I knew where I was?

COLMAN:  I’m not breaking you out.

CORAT:  Alright.

(He shuts his eyes again.)

COLMAN:  Is that it? 

CORAT:  What more can I say?

COLMAN:  How can I trust you?

CORAT:   It is quite simple. You turn and walk out of the door, you go and file papers, drink coffee and eat microwaveable popcorn. You’ll  work here for another twelve years, meet a Captain named Henry and have two little boys. They will both become soldiers like their father and will both be killed in a war that hasn’t even started yet. You’ll have a pleasant enough life and die surrounded by grandchildren and a dog named Argo. 

Or you get me out of this cramped cell and I can give you a reason for you being here. You will be dead within a week. Yet you will have saved the world.

I think you’d find that to be the more rewarding option. 

(With a shove, Colman pushes the gurney to freedom.)

JUD.2

(JUDAS  rushes in. He has clearly been running hard and is weeping. He collapses in the Space where he lies sobbing. He throws the bag of silver he holds away. The bag splits and scatters.

ABAYDON enters, lifting the bag.)

ABAYDON: You shouldn’t throw this away. It could be useful to someone.

JUDAS: I don’t want it. Take it away.

ABAYDON: Don’t sulk. It isn’t becoming.

 JUDAS: Did...Was it painful?

ABAYDON: They placed him on a plank of wood in the middle of the day and let him choke to death as flies feasted on his flesh. No, Castiel,  it was like a walk in a garden.

JUDAS: Don’t. Please don’t call me that!

ABAYDON: Of course. The man with no past and no future. You’d rather be that.  

JUDAS: I did it. I did what was asked of me.

ABAYDON: And you did it so well. A kiss of death. That was a nice touch. It’s a...now what is the term for that?

JUDAS:  Please Abaydon. Don’t. I know why you’re here.  It’s what I agreed to. But I can’t do it. Not this way.

I love a woman. Her name is Chemda and she sells olive oil in the market. Her skin is the colour of the oil and her hair is as dark as charcoal. 

As he rode in on the donkey, I saw her smile- not at him but at me! And I fell for her. I hunted for her through the city. For days I searched. Until  I spied her. When I approached her she just asked ‘What took you so long?’ She’s so quick to laugh and when she does it fills my heart with so much joy. I asked her to marry me. She will. Do you know what that is like? I could have a wife and later children. A simple, happy  life.

I wanted to...It’s why I took the money. I need to provide for her. But  now... I don’t want to lose that. I can walk away from this city. I can go anywhere.  No-one will ever know who I am or what I’ve done. I’ll go west and find greener, more pleasant lands to walk.

 But this?  It’s wrong! I don’t care why I had to do it! It was wrong! Please, I’ll disappear with my wife. Just...

Please, (he tails off). 

ABAYDON:  A contradicting juxtaposition.

JUDAS: I’m sorry?

ABAYDON: The use of a kiss to signal that they were to arrest the man. A contradicting juxtaposition.

JUDAS: Please don’t. I don’t want to die.

ABAYDON:  I don’t remember you crying this much before we sent you away.

JUDAS: This isn’t right!

ABAYDON:  Are you saying you aren’t going to do it?

(Judas shakes his head.)

ABAYDON:  They stabbed him in the side with a spear. Spilt his blood. He screamed.

JUDAS:  I was doing what I was told!

ABAYDON:   A coward’s response.

JUDAS:  I want to go home. Home to Chemda.

ABAYDON:   You know you can’t do that. We must finish this.

JUDAS:  But!

ABAYDON:   No buts! Stand!

JUDAS:  I won’t!

(Abaydon forces Judas to his feet. He undoes the belt around Judas’ waist and moves around the space, trying to find a suitable ‘tree’ to hold the rope high and taut enough to hang Judas.)

ABAYDON:   It is an honour. You were chosen to complete our Father’s work. You are part of his great plan. Children will know your name. You have changed language. (Gestures to Judas’ hair) And created prejudices. 

JUDAS:  I had no thought of my own reward.

ABAYDON:   Yes, yes. You didn’t come here of your own accord. And you are applauded for it. But now you must complete the task appointed to you. The tax collector has a scroll. He has been writing notes for the last few months. His stories will change the world. 

JUDAS:  For the better?

ABAYDON:   They will change the world.

(Abaydon puts the noosed belt around Judas’ neck.)

ABAYDON:   But the thing is that the stories would look wrong if the villain was to survive. You need to give them closure. Someone for children to boo and throw clods of earth at.

JUDAS:   I’m going to leave! No one would know I’m living! 

ABAYDON: I would.

(Abaydon kicks Judas in the back of the legs. He falls, the rope tightening itself around his neck. Abaydon watches, expressionless until Judas stops moving. Angela enters and finds the body. She weeps at the feet of the hung man.)

PYG.3

 (The painting is finished.  PYG sits before it, drunk as he drinks from a wine bottle.)

PYG: You’re finished. As am I. Last night I awoke from a fevered sleep. Half-awake I stumbled to you and painted in the colour of your eyes. I couldn’t see in the blackness but I knew it was right. In my gut, it just felt right. And here we are, now I am finished you just stare at me. I can’t escape the gaze of your eyes.

GEORGIOU: Pyg? Pyg, where are you?

PYG: Leave me alone. I’m in mourning.

(GEORGIOU enters. Behind him is SAGE.)
GEORGIOU: Stand up, Pyg. We have a guest. May I introduce the Contessa Annabella Danielle la Sauge? She has shown great interest in your work and might be thinking of becoming your patron. (To Sage)  I am sorry, Mademoiselle. He is not normally like this. He just has-

SAGE: Say no more. I understand how artists can be. (She walks to him and offers a hand) Monsieur.

PYG: Pyg. Everyone calls me Pyg.

SAGE: Like the animal?

PYG: I’m sorry?

SAGE: Cochon. (She squeals)

PYG: (‘She’s insane!’) Quite.

GEORGIOU: The Countessa is interested in your works.
SAGE: Indeed. All Paris speaks of you. Madame Beach has a painting of yours hanging in her shop.  ‘La Chute  d’ Icare’. That was yours?

PYG: A trifle. I painted it on a rainy weekend. 

SAGE: Well it didn’t look like it. I just had to meet you when I saw it. Perhaps I can help you keep making such wonders for years to come?

(He really doesn’t care. Sage walks around the room looking at the canvas until she stops by him.)

SAGE: What is that one?

PYG: It isn’t for sale.

SAGE: I didn’t say I was buying it.

(Pyg glares at Georgiou for bring this woman into his room).

SAGE: It is very well done.

PYG: It is my best work.

SAGE: To date?

PYG: It is my best work.

SAGE: Who is it?

GEORGIOU: It is his Muse. He speaks to her. I have heard him sing sweet love songs in the night just to woo her.
SAGE: Does she have a name?

(He slugs a drink.) 

SAGE: She looks a little like me, do you not think so?

PYG: (Spluttering on his drink in disgust) She looks nothing like you.

GEORGIOU: Pyg!

(Pyg gets to his feet and gestures with passion.)
PYG: See how her hair cascades just so while yours remains trapped under that ridiculous hat of yours. Her lips are the colours of sweet red cherries, so juicy and succulent you can imagine the tingle of them as they touch yours. Yours are coated in cheap lipstick, bought for a handful of francs.

Her breasts are much larger than-

GEORGIOU: (attempting to save him) My roommate has clearly been too long at the bottle, forgive him.
PYG: I am sorry Madame. But I really don’t think I will be able to take up your offer. Thank you for coming. Good evening. Please shut the door.

(Georgiou sees her to the door. With the Countessa gone, he turns on Pyg.)

GEORGIOU: Do you realise what you have done? Did you see her clothes and the way she walked? She had money. Money to get us out of this hovel. You just needed to be sober for ten minutes. Smile and nod and for the name of all things that are holy do not insult her breasts, as meagre as you might find them. You couldn’t even do that.

PYG: Us?

GEORGIOU: Yes, us. Like you’d just leave me behind. 

(Pyg takes another swig and goes back to staring at his painting.)

GEORGIOU: You would, wouldn’t you? You don’t care about me or the money or who pays the bills. You just want to be left to paint this ridiculous painting.

(He advances on the painting. Pyg strikes him, breaking his nose. Georgiou stands there shocked and bleeding. )

GEORGIOU: (softly)  Burn in hell.

(He leaves. Pyg doesn’t watch him go. Sage re-enters and looks on.)

SAGE: It isn’t the culmination of your art. 

PYG: I asked you to leave.

SAGE: I had to come back.

 PYG: Why?

SAGE: You have amazing talent. It is an awful thing to waste.

 PYG: Waste? You are pleasant aren’t you? You’ve seen my art in coffee shops and that makes you an expert on me?

SAGE:  I am more than that.

(She summons her courage)

SAGE: I love...you?

(He stops and stares at her for an uncomfortable amount of time. )

SAGE: It’s me in that painting.

(He looks from her to his painting and back.)

PYG: I have no more wine.

SAGE: I don’t mind.

PYG: I was going to offer you a drink.

SAGE: That’s alright.

PYG: But it’s all gone.

SAGE: I’m okay.

PYG: So?

SAGE: So.

PYG: Who are you?

SAGE: I’m here to watch you. You’re not supposed to know about me but I needed to speak to you.

PYG: Because?

SAGE: Because you’re going to do something very stupid in a few hours.

PYG: It makes sense. It’s what I do. Stupid things.

SAGE: It really doesn’t. It’s dumb and petty and beneath you. This is just the beginning of what you could be. The start of a great career. Adoration of the masses.

PYG:  You can’t know that.

SAGE: I do. Believe me!  (Goes to the painting)  Look at it. Please, you have been staring at my face for weeks now.

PYG:  You are not like her. Your hair is like-

SAGE:  You’ve already insulted me. I have watched you paint me for the last few months. I’m the one who haunted your dreams. You saw women on the streets and wished they were me.

PYG: You must leave.

SAGE:  Pyg?

PYG:  Leave!

SAGE: No!  

PYG: No? She re-enters my home uninvited and she says no?

SAGE: I’m supposed to save you. 

PYG: From what?

SAGE:  You! You’re not well, can’t you see that? 

PYG:  And you’re some high flying aristocrat who’s decided to lower herself and walk among us mere mortals. I will ask you one last time, leave my home and never return. 

(She kisses him on the mouth)

SAGE:  That was- I’m sorry. You taste strange.

PYG: Get out of my home.

SAGE: I can’t do this. I won’t watch. Not this. Goodbye Pyg. I am sorry.

(She leaves.  He drinks the dregs of his bottle then pulls the canvas from the easel. Grabbing a pencil he scribbles on the back. Done, he pulls off his belt and climbs on a chair. He looks at the painting and pauses.)
SEL.3

 (EFFIE enters. She has made herself a cloak as well as a mask, though both are poorly made.)

HUNTER: And what are you wearing?

EFFIE: I’m a bird, like Mama!  She forgot to take me with her. I’m going to go and join her.

HUNTER: No! Effie, I forbid it. These are creatures. I was stupid to take one. They won’t forgive me for my actions.

EFFIE:  Don’t be silly. Mama will know it’s me. You never let me leave the woods. I’m going to go on a quest.

HUNTER: It’s not safe. You don’t know anything about the world, you’re...special. Stay here with me. 

EFFIE: Goodbye father. I forgive you. Soon I will come back with Mama and we can sit at the table and eat like a real family.

(She exits, leaving the Hunter heartbroken and alone.)

Dance: The Birds Enter

(The birds repeat their dance. In the centre is JOSILYN, delighted to be reunited with her family.

Effie enters the circle.)

EFFIE:  Mama! I’ve found you. I searched for many years and saw many beautiful things. Come back, Father will be waiting for us.

Dance: Redemption Through Destruction

(The birds swarm up in a flock.

One of the birds pecks Effie.)

EFFIE: Ow! That hurt! Stop it!

(Then another pecks.

And another. 

The pecking gets more and more frantic while Effie screams out in pain.

The birds pull away leaving only the cloak behind.

Josilyn sadly gathers it and hangs it on the wall.)

COR.3

(The gurney is wheeled on.)

COLMAN:  I’m going to have to get you off this thing.

(Corat just gets off the gurney. Colman throws her hands up in disgust.)

CORAT:   Again I’m sorry. Was this supposed to be detaining me in some way?

COLMAN:  You are very annoying, you know that?

CORAT:    This is the spot. (He nods) Thank you very much Doctor Colman. You have been of great help.

COLMAN:  Hold on. What was that for? Why did I need to get you out?

CORAT:   You have left your post, putting your career on the line, and I need to be outside again. 

COLMAN:  But why me?

CORAT:  It is not helpful for you to know that. But I can promise that if humans ever knew, they would be very thankful.

COLMAN:  So that’s it? ‘Thanks for breaking me out of an army camp. Sorry I couldn’t tell you anything. Just enjoy your week of life.’ All that and not even a goodnight kiss. You really know how to treat a girl.

CORAT:   Do you want me to kiss you?

COLMAN:  (Appalled) Do I? Do you WANT to kiss me?

CORAT:   Not really.

COLMAN:  Then no!

CORAT:   (Walks over) This is grass. It tickles. (Sits down)

COLMAN:  And now? 

CORAT:   I sit in the grass and look at the stars. (Points) That is the remains of Morning Light’s fall. Doomed to burn for all time. If he is ever released, the star will disappear. Do you look at stars? 

COLMAN:  As a child. My foster father used to go camping with me and we would sleep with the flap of the tent open. Then I moved to the city and stopped. So that’s it. You just wait here for whatever to happen.

CORAT:   It is happening right now. You couldn’t stop it even if you ran. My job here is done so I wait and I watch the stars. 

COLMAN: So this went to plan then?  

CORAT:   No. 

COLMAN:  No?

CORAT:   I was not expecting to be captured.

COLMAN:  Then why were you?

CORAT:   Mysterious ways.

COLMAN:  I have to go now.

CORAT:   If you must.

COLMAN:  You’re not going to stop me?

CORAT:   Your purpose has been served. You can go home and watch a film or read a book if you want. You might want to try some shorter books though.  Possibly on tape.

COLMAN:   You said I was going to die.

CORAT:   You are.

COLMAN:  Why?

CORAT:   It’s a secret. Where would the fun be if you knew?

COLMAN: But I don’t want to die!

CORAT:   You can tell Azrael when he comes for you. He likes to talk to people.

COLMAN:  You don’t though.

CORAT:   I like stars. (Pause)  I also have a joke. 

COLMAN: A joke? You can joke?

CORAT: We are renowned for our riddles. But this will probably be easier for you. Knock, knock.

COLMAN:  I’m not playing.

CORAT:   Knock knock.

COLMAN:  This really isn’t the time. I’m making a list of all the things I can’t do now.

CORAT:   Knock knock.

COLMAN:  Look, you are really annoying me now!

CORAT:   Knock knock.

COLMAN:  Who’s there?

CORAT:   Boo.

COLMAN:  Boo who? 

CORAT:  No need to cry, you’ve just saved the world, Doctor Samantha Elizabeth Colman.

(He gets to her feet and walks off leaving a very confused Doctor who leaves after a while to enjoy what’s left of her life.)

INS.3

(It is months later. PATTERSON has gone mad...der with the solitude. The wall is coated in his art.

His arms are wrapped in bandages formed by his torn shirt.

JOYCE  enters, wearing a satchel bag.)

PATTERSON: Halt. Who goes there?

JOYCE:  Friend.

PATTERSON: State your name.

JOYCE:  Joyce.

PATTERSON: Pass.

JOYCE:  Thanks for that. ‘ey slugger. How you keeping? 

PATTERSON: I have painted the same specimens forty seven times.

JOYCE: How have you found so much paint?  (She notices his arms) Oh Pat. Oh no, you didn’t! You twit!

PATTERSON: You have to have suffering to make it great. That’s the rules. Because if you fail to have pain it is just flaunting it, your talent.

JOYCE:  You really are a broken little bird, aren’t you?

(She kneels next to him and holds him in an embrace. They both enjoy the moment.)

PATTERSON: I missed you.

JOYCE:  I missed you too. 

I’ve been travelling Pat. I have been up mountains, swum in great lakes and even sat on the nose of a man carved right into the cliffs. Imagine that, eh? 

It was in the Black Forest I found this. There was an entire swarm of them. I took just the one.  (She pulls out a jar. Inside is a fly ) I’m impressed it lasted this long.

(Patterson takes the jar, eyes wild and wide)

PATTERSON: Musca domestica

JOYCE: A whata

PATTERSON: A common housefly.

JOYCE: I would have got you a butterfly but I wanted to show you this. Maybe we can go together. You know, tour the-

 (He tries to kiss her but she pulls back.)

PATTERSON: I’m sorry.

JOYCE:  No, it’s-

PATTERSON: You’re a good- I mean- Thank you.

JOYCE: That’s okay.

PATTERSON: Don’t take my gift. 
JOYCE:  I wasn’t going to.

PATTERSON:  Because I would kill myself.
JOYCE: Oh stop that.

PATTERSON: I would.

JOYCE:  I WILL take it away if you keep being so dramatic.

PATTERSON: No. It’s- (He shuts his eyes) I am a broken bird, aren’t I?
JOYCE:  I want to make a joke about flying but-

PATTERSON:  Can we just-

(They just sit there quietly, holding hands, just looking at the months of work.

Joyce turns to Patterson, a moment passes between them. Then slowly he gets to his feet and puts away his paint. 

She walks to the window and watches him silently say farewell to his art. He walks to her and they kiss.

Hand in hand, they walk away.)

JUD.3 

ATOURGUIDE enters. He is bouncy and trying to excite the group. Poor Judas is still hanging there. 

TOURGUIDE: Okay, if everyone can stay together. Everyone able to see? Okay, right, everyone stay together now. We are now in Akeldama, or to translate the Aramaic ‘The Field of Blood’ . This is where the traitor hung himself out of remorse for his actions nearly two thousand years ago.  The field is so named because it is said that his guts cooked in the sun before bursting out and coating the field. Gross, isn’t it?

So it’s a ‘Kodak Moment’. If you want to get your photos, now is the time. Don’t push now. He’s not going anywhere. Okay, so when you’re done we’ll get back on the bus. 
Abaydon steps closer.

TOURGUIDE: Sir? 

ABAYDON: I just need a moment.

TOURGUIDE:  Okay-dokey, you know where the bus is.

He leaves. Abaydon turns back to Castiel.

ABAYDON: Hello Castiel. Castiel? I know you can hear me. 

JUDAS: Kus Emek! 
ABAYDON: You are angry. But I am not here to mock you.

JUDAS: (not looking up) You’ve done that already. You left me up here to rot. But I didn’t.

ABAYDON: We simply removed your wings and lowered you to Earth. Never did we say that made you mortal.  It is pitiful really that you would think so.

JUDAS: So if you’re not here to mock me, why are you here?

ABAYDON: You have been reprieved.

JUDAS: I’m sorry?

ABAYDON: Things are changing. It was decided you have suffered for your sins long-

JUDAS: My sins? I am sorry but I did not sin! I simply followed orders.

ABAYDON: You took money. You showed the sin of greed.

JUDAS: So I have been hanging from a tree for two thousand years for taking payment?

ABAYDON: Yes.

JUDAS: They threw stones at me. The others.

ABAYDON:  I presume they were less than pleased by your actions.

JUDAS:  When they found out what I did they came here and pelted my corpse with stones. I had to just hang here and pretend I couldn’t feel it. 

You made me immortal but not invulnerable! 

ABAYDON:  You needed to feel the pain of being mortal. To think there was the risk of this being all there is. You fell in love and you felt remorse. You are looked on by some as a hero for what you did.

JUDAS: Can I go home?

ABAYDON: No. I’m afraid what is done is done. I am here to simply release you, not to bring you home.
JUDAS: So what happens now? If I can’t return then-?

ABAYDON: You simply are released.

 JUDAS: Will I see Chemda again?

ABAYDON: Do you want to see her?
JUDAS: Yes.
ABAYDON: Then maybe you will.
The Tourguide returns.

TOURGUIDE: Sir, are you done here?

ABAYDON: Yes. I think I am.

He clicks and the rope snaps. Judas’ corpse hits the floor, exploding in gory release.

EAR.3

AZRAEL:   Seb?

SEBASTIAN :  Hello again Ray.

AZRAEL:   It’s almost time, Seb.

SEBASTIAN :   I had guessed. I can’t feel my leg anymore.

AZRAEL:  You have been very strong holding on this long. 

SEBASTIAN :   Thank you, I guess. So...

AZRAEL:   So?

SEBASTIAN :   Aren’t you going to say that life is wonderful?  Give me something to hang onto about the world? How people miss the beauty of life? Anything? 

AZRAEL:   I’ve watched millions upon millions come and go. Most would like more time. A few reach me before their time. There isn’t much I can do about it. But every now again, I stay with the person and talk to them. It comforts them. 

Tell me a story.  One of your life. 

SEBASTIAN :  I’m never good at this sort of thing. There are so many possible stories.

AZRAEL:   That’s the joy of it.

SEBASTIAN :   Okay, I have one.

 When I was a student in England I went to a puppet show.  I’m not sure why but my housemates had all gone out without me and I knew it was on so I went. Well, there were other things on but it was the puppets I came for.

Anyway, it was the story of this brother and his sister, who was dying of some disease. Anyway, he made these pigs fly to cheer her up. It was a long time ago, it kinda fades.

Apart from one thing. One of the puppeteers was this beautiful young actress. Dark hair and cute smile. Part way through the piece she dropped her puppet and swore in such a posh accent I couldn’t help but laugh. I gave the puppet back to her and she smirked in such a way my breath caught.

After the show, I sat on a table and waited for her. Asked her for a drink. She literally looked me up and down before shrugging and pushing her bag into my arms. Went to the Union. Pound a pint. We got trashed.  Created awful pizza toppings in the takeout just because we could.  I had to sleep on the floor of her living room. Couldn’t get up the stairs.

I made breakfast as a ‘sorry-for-that’ token. Never been a great chef but there was enough orange juice to wash away the taste of burnt toast.  In the bright morning light we hugged goodbye and made another date.

That was Zelina , my ‘Lina. Exotic but fierce. So fierce.

I remember when she gave birth to Alice. She...

Does ‘Lina know? Is she here?

AZRAEL:   She’s outside the building at the moment. They won’t let her through to reach the rubble. She will break through in a few minutes after pushing over a police officer and will spend the next two days digging for you and your daughter.

SEBASTIAN :   Will she find love again?

AZRAEL:   She will remarry and will cherish her new son and husband but she’ll never find the pure love she had with Alice and you. She’ll hide it well though.

SEBASTIAN :   Ray? 

AZRAEL:  Yes, Seb.

SEBASTIAN :    I think I’m ready

(Azreal begins to move downwards)

SEBASTIAN :    Will Alice be there?

AZRAEL:  If you want her to be. 

SEBASTIAN :   I’d like that. Will you watch ‘Lina for me? Tell her I’m waiting?

AZRAEL:  I promise.

(Azrael reaches through the rubble and gently takes Sebastian’s hand. He removes the rubble from his body.

Azrael pulls him up and gently kisses him on the top of the head before he leads him away.)

LUC.3

(Lucifer enters. His hair is a mess, his clothes are torn and stained and his voice is shaky.)

LUCIFER: Last night, I saw something that changed my mind. It’s a massive task. I have travelled this world for generations observing humanity. Flawed, twisted humanity.

I have seen such great hatred, wars, famine, rape.

But I’ve also seen kindness and hope.

 I doubted. I always doubted until last night.

I was lying asleep in an alley when I was awoken by the sound of a voice.

I looked through the gloom to see an old man. He had found a child, a little orphan child. I had tried to talk to it before but I soon worked out the creature was mute, deaf and blind. How it survived so long was beyond reckoning.  

Most had passed it by but this man stopped. He spoke to it and when he realised it was unable to speak or hear he moved on.

But then he stopped again and turned, taking this child in his arms. This man, who was not seen by anyone and could not be identified or thanked, he helped this child. 

I followed him home and watched him present the child to his aged wife.  They fed it and gave it a home.

They’re poor but they still shared what they had to help a child. Now I think I understand, just a little.

You were right. They are more like us than I thought. Or maybe we’re more like them. It doesn’t really matter.

(MICHAEL enters.)

MICHAEL: I am glad to hear you changed your mind. It seems your banishment has served you well.

LUCIFER: Hello, brother.

MICHAEL:  You want to return home?

LUCIFER: We both know that I can’t.

MICHAEL: But we can release you from this?

LUCIFER: Damnation?

MICHAEL: Some consider it a great honour.

LUCIFER: Is He releasing me?

MICHAEL: He misses you. You were always his favourite.

LUCIFER:  This world is too strange for me. I have loved and lost. I have helped and hindered.

MICHAEL: We have watched you. Why would you want to leave?

LUCIFER: I long for scenes where man has never trod, a place where woman never smiled or wept.
There to abide with, with... No. No more. Enough. I call an end to all this. 
MICHAEL: If that’s what you want.

LUCIFER: Give me release. I want rest.

(Michael points at Lucifer who coughs harshly.

He looks weakly at his brother.)

LUCIFER: Thank you.

(He collapses to the ground.)

ANG.3

(A dishevelled ANGELA runs to LUCIFER . MICHAEL and she share a look. He turns and walks away)

ANGELA: Loved one, speak to me. What has happened?

LUCIFER: You? Why are you here? Is this my final torment? Seeing you?

ANGELA: No. I’m here to discover. I wanted to understand these beings you so despised.
LUCIFER: They? Oh. Oh no. They cut you. Your beautiful wings. 

ANGELA: It had to be. I followed you. 
LUCIFER:  You have found me. I am dying.

ANGELA: You can’t. Please, don’t. I’ve searched for you. I wanted to walk with you like we used to.
LUCIFER: I would show you beautiful things. You would love the birds and other winged creatures. 

ANGELA: It made you happy. Why do it? Why rebel?

LUCIFER: Because it was right. The vaulted sky is clear. Please, stay with me. 

(She cradles his head and holds him close. )

LUCIFER:  Please keep talking. I want to hear your voice.

ANGELA: What shall I say?

LUCIFER:  A poem. You always loved poems.

ANGELA: I found one many years ago that reminded me of you. The poet was in a house for the insane and I found that touching for some reason.

LUCIFER:  I would like to hear it.

ANGELA: I am: yet what I am none cares or knows,
My friends forsake me like a memory lost;
I am the self-consumer of my woes,
They rise and vanish in oblivious host,
Like shades in love and death's oblivion lost;
And yet I am! and live with shadows tost


Into the nothingness of scorn and noise,
Into the living sea of waking dreams,
Where there is neither sense of life nor joys,
But the vast shipwreck of my life's esteems;
And even the dearest--that I loved the best--
Are strange--nay, rather stranger than the rest.

I long for scenes where man has never trod;
A place where woman never smil'd or wept;
There to abide with my creator, God,
And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept:
Untroubling and untroubled where I lie;
The grass below--above the vaulted sky.

(He is dead.)

ANGELA:  Sleep well loved one.

(She bends and kisses him once on the forehead. This done, she looks up at the audience)

ANGELA: You may leave now. The Fallen One is released from his bonds. All debts are paid and contracts are broken. Apart from one. I have more to discover.

Go home. Tell others. Weep if you must. Just leave me to mourn.

You are truly beautiful in your cruelty.

(She lies down in the imprint of Lucifer.

The audience leaves. )
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