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Act I      Spring
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Act IV   Winter 

Scene 1 – Cold
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Scene 1 – Night Journey

Scene 2 – Below and Above the Wall

List of Characters

Writer

‘Old Man’

The Callaghan Family;

Jimmy, father to Colin and Robbie

Frank, brother to Jimmy, father to Mel, Chrissie and Rachael

Josie, wife of Frank

Colin, son of Jimmy

Robbie, son of Jimmy

Julie, married to Robbie

John, nephew to Jimmy and Frank

Sue, girlfriend to John

Mel, daughter of Frank

Chrissie, son of Frank, aged 16

Rachael, daughter of Frank, aged 14

Anthony, son of Robbie and Julie, aged 8 

Claire, daughter of Mel, aged 6

Molly Brown, schizophrenic neighbour

Priest at Funeral

Several Mourners

Four Cemetery Workers

Several Resistance Fighters

Several Stone-throwing Youths

Captain X of the Occupying Forces

Various Soldiers

Various Men at checkpoint

Mother with newborn baby at checkpoint

Family at checkpoint

Solicitor at checkpoint

Nurses at checkpoint

Various Residents awaiting house demolition

Taxi Driver

Two Stretcher-bearers

Ghost of a young girl (to be played by the same actress as Claire)

Ghost of an old man (to be played by the same actor as ‘Old Man’)

Introduction

‘Nest of Angels’ is based extensively, though not exclusively, on diary accounts of Palestinians living in the ‘Occupied Territories’, that is to say, the West Bank and the Gaza Strip, where the Palestinian population has been subject to Israeli military occupation since 1967.  

The premise of the play was to take these diary accounts and to transfer them to a contemporary Liverpool setting, imagining events from the Occupied Territories as if they were happening to a Liverpool population (Liverpool, as such, is not a mirror for anyone town or city located within the Occupied Territories but rather acts as a ‘synthesised aggregate’ for actions taking place throughout the territories).  

The text of ‘Nest of Angels’ does not seek to explain why such events are happening within Liverpool, nor to justify them rationally, but rather, asks a potential audience simply to accept them as so.  Only towards the end of the play is it revealed that the events portrayed as happening in Liverpool are actually a record of the situation in the Occupied Palestinian Territories.  It is very much intended that this reality should and ought to be withheld from an audience until the end of the play.

‘Nest of Angels’ takes, as it’s primary aim the intention to illustrate the plight of Palestinians living today in the ‘Occupied Territories’.  The fact that it is set in Liverpool is incidental in itself, but what was considered important was to show the story of an unfamiliar culture, by means of an environment that is entirely familiar to the audience.  To this end, it was considered of utmost importance that if, for example, the play were to be performed in Liverpool, it should be set in Liverpool, with a script based on Liverpool landmarks, culture, and language usage, and with a Liverpool cast.

It follows that it could be easily adapted to locations elsewhere.  For example, if such an interest were to be forthcoming, say, from a Birmingham theatre group, it would be entirely possible and preferable for that group to adapt the script to a Birmingham setting with Birmingham landmarks, culture, language usage and cast, with the different ethnic groups that make up that city, English, Irish, Caribbean, Asian etc., reflected in the casting.  

In this light, ‘Nest of Angels’ could be seen as the raw materials or ingredients of the narrative from which variations could be extracted.  

It is considered, therefore, that it would be no less plausible to adapt the text from it’s Liverpool setting to, say, Auckland, New Zealand, or Sao Paulo, Brazil.  It is presumed that the only locations, to which it would be redundant to transfer this narrative to, would be those of the Occupied Territories themselves.

There follows some general production notes which consider how, practically and pragmatically, the text might be adapted for a production, some notes specifically in relation to the geographical make up of the city of Liverpool for anyone unfamiliar to that city, a synopsis of the play, and finally the play itself.

To contact the author regarding ‘Nest of Angels’, please use the following:  nestofangels@merseymail.com

Production Notes

General notes on adapting the text for production:

‘Nest of Angels’ comprises 20 scenes; spread over five acts, lasting a duration of approximately 2 ½ to 3 hours, on the long side for a play, with some large scenes (particularly Act II, Scene 3, “At the Oasis”, and Act III, Scene 3, “Waiting”) within it.  

In this light several suggestions are here made for adapting the text:

‘Nest of Angels’, here presented, is available for production in its entirety as a completed text, but, equally, could be adapted in an abridged version.  In such light, the text could be seen as a working document, or a ‘selection of material’, a ‘menu’ to be sampled from, as such.  It would be entirely feasible to cut or reduce scenes in pre-production or, alternatively, reduce the dialogue within rehearsals through ‘natural wastage’.  

If it is considered worthwhile to revise the text to improve its dramatic nature, or necessary to do so, because of practical limitations, or for reasons of economy, then such revisions could and should be undertaken.  In this respect, the text should not be seen as ‘fixed’.  

This does not mean that revisions should and must be made to the text, but rather that they are quite acceptable if merited and justifiable.

Additionally, due to the nature of the material upon which the play is based, the narrative is ‘episodic’ and ‘fragmentary’ in nature.  Should the present text be considered too ambitious in scope, it would be quite possible to cut out ‘strands’ from the overall narrative without preventing the remaining episodes from working effectively as a whole.

As the play seeks to represent actual and contemporary situations, and thus, ever evolving ones, it is conceived, within the spirit of the play, quite possible to adapt and alter the narrative to reflect changing circumstances on the ground, that is to say, within the Occupied Territories.

Whilst the play contains dozens of characters, this reduces to a dozen principle ones (please refer to List of Characters, p. 4).  It would be quite feasible to double up parts amongst the actors, (many of the minor roles are of little substance, a stone throwing youth, for example), therefore requiring a cast of around 12 actors.

In respect to the staging, the script has been written to keep prop and set design requirements to the minimum necessary to convey the plausibility of the narrative.  Conversely, it demands a high attention to detail in respect to sound effects and, to a lesser extent, lighting.

Notes on the geography and environs of Liverpool:

Liverpool is a city with a population of around 500,000 people.  Geographically, it is fairly expansive, spreading out in an arc from a centre point, at the riverfront, the ‘Pier Head’ of the River Mersey.  The actual city centre is ½ a mile ‘up’ from the Pier Head.  

‘Queen’s Drive’, a fundamental reference within ‘Nest of Angels’, is Liverpool’s ring road, arcing around the inner city from Bootle in the north to Aigburth in the south, running for a distance of some 15 miles.  At any given point it is approximately five miles away from the centre of Liverpool.

With the exception of ‘Robbie’s’ prison scenes, and the ‘Palestinian’ scene, all the scenes takes place within inner-city Liverpool, that is to say, the area encompassed by ‘Queen’s Drive’, and all but one of these scenes, within a two mile radius, stretching from the edge of the city centre (Falkner Street and Hope Street) to the south end of Liverpool.

There are, however, frequent references to locations beyond ‘Queen’s Drive’, the ‘spill-over’ towns, poorer areas such as Bootle, Kirkby, and Speke, (in the play still inhabited by Liverpool people) and, the out-lying, prosperous suburbs of Liverpool, such as Allerton and Crosby, as well as regional towns such as Whiston, Ormskirk, Widnes and Runcorn (these latter two categories within the play are now ‘occupied’ by ‘settlers’).

References are also made to ‘the Wirral’, which in relation to Liverpool is a relatively prosperous peninsula facing across to Liverpool on the other side of the River Mersey.  Beyond the Wirral from Liverpool’s perspective can be see the hills of North Wales.  Both the Wirral and North Wales are referred to by the characters of ‘Chrissie’ and ‘Rachael’ as being ‘another world’.  However, beyond this, within the logic of the play, no political relationship between Liverpool and these two areas is ever alluded to or considered.  

Likewise, beyond the Liverpool boundaries, thus far described, no reference is made to any imagined political relationship between Liverpool and the rest of England, nor is any clarification given as to what extent the rest of England or Britain, for that matter, would be controlled by the ‘Occupying Forces’, with the exception of one reference to ‘the Southern Zones’.  Therefore, within the logic of the play, the city of Liverpool should be considered ‘in isolation’.

In respect to casting of actors, the casting should reflect the make up of the population within the city in which the play is located.  As Liverpool is an English city, heavily influenced by Irish migration, this should be reflected in the casting. 

Synopsis

Premise:

A contemporary Liverpool population finds itself subject to military occupation under the authority of the ‘Occupying Forces’.  The origin of the ‘Occupying Forces’ remains undefined though it is revealed that they are backed by the United States of America.  The ‘Occupying Forces’ also protect the interests of their own people, ‘settlers’ who occupy territory both outside of Liverpool and also ‘settlements’ within the city of Liverpool.  The occupation is being actively fought by the Liverpool ‘Resistance’.

The geography and delineation of borders are as follows:  The city centre and entire river front area from north to south are out of bounds to the Liverpool population except as service workers.  These areas are occupied by settlers.  The Liverpool population is permitted to live within an area demarcated by the route of Queen’s Drive running from Bootle in the north to Aigburth in the south.  The area beyond Queen’s Drive, more prosperous all together, for example areas such as Allerton and Crosby, is out of bounds to the Liverpool population living within the Queen’s Drive arc but there is a residual Liverpool population still living outside the arc in poor areas such as Bootle, Kirkby and Speke, but become very much a minority surrounded by the majority settler population.  Even in the area within Queen’s Drive, set aside for the Liverpool population, (basically inner city Liverpool) there are two areas, the Sefton Park area, and the Newsham Park area which are settlements and thus out of bounds to the Liverpool population.  The Liverpool population is heavily restricted from moving from inside the Queen’s Drive arc to outside of it.  

In addition, a massive wall is being built by the ‘Occupying Forces’ along the route of Queen’s Drive which when completed will further enforce the separation of the Liverpool population from the Settler population.  Added on to this, within the Liverpool zone an extensive system of checkpoints, situated on all major junctions further prevents the population from movement within their area.  Conversely ‘settler only’ roads allow settlers to move at will, bypassing any contact with the Liverpool population.  The Liverpool zone is also subjected to frequent curfews, which bring life to a complete halt.  The narrative of the play takes place within this environment.

Narrative Action:

1.
“Breaking Curfew” - John and Sue, members of an extended Liverpool family, the Callaghan’s have broken a curfew imposed by the ‘Occupying Forces’.  The whole of Liverpool is waiting for the ‘Occupying Forces’ to launch some kind of an attack upon them, and they wonder between themselves when it will take place.  Sue also believes that she has seen a ghost in the surrounding mist.  John discounts this, making fun of her, saying she must have seen ‘Old Key Man’, but the ‘ghost’ of an ‘Old Man’ does indeed seem to be present.  Sue and John are trying for a baby and Sue tells John that tonight she has a good chance of getting pregnant. They head home.

2.  
“Writer’s Nest” - At the home of a woman writer who corresponds via a laptop to ‘my dear Jules’, who lives in a different part of the world.  She talks to him of the horror of daily existence under military occupation, and wonders if she has the strength to carry on.

3.  
“Carnage” - A massive bomb is dropped by the ‘Occupying Forces’ on a residential apartment block in Falkner Street, an address where a key member of the ‘Resistance’ lives.  One branch of the Callaghan family, under Jimmy, lives in the same block.  In the attack 15 people are killed, including 7 members of the Callaghan family, four of whom are children, the youngest being two months old.  The surviving members of the Callaghan family are left in a state of trauma and shock.

4.  
“Funeral” - At the funeral of two of the members of the Callaghan family, Karen, wife of Colin, and Haley his child, Robbie one of Jimmy’s sons and Colin’s brother publicly vows revenge for the atrocity.  ‘Resistance’ fighters appear letting off a volley of gunfire, and thereafter, youths head down to the Newsham Park Settlement where they throw stones at a tank, which stands guarding the settlement.

5.  
“Check Point Charlie” - Three months pass and John stands at a checkpoint, known locally as ‘Check Point Charlie’, on his way to work.  Sue is now three months pregnant and whilst John stands at the checkpoint waiting for clearance he engages in an imaginary conversation with his yet unborn child, whom he presumes to be a boy.  The ‘ghost’ of the ‘Old Man’ appears, listening in on the conversation.  John describes to his ‘son’, what life under occupation has come to mean.  The conversation is brought to an abrupt halt by a soldier calling from the watchtower who questions John before giving him permission to cross.

6.  
“A Telephone Chat” - Robbie is contacted on his mobile phone by one ‘Captain X’ of the ‘Occupying Forces’.  They are aware via collaborators that since the bombing of Falkner Street, Robbie has become very vocal in condemning the occupation.  Since the funeral Robbie has been a wanted man, on the run from the ‘Occupying Forces’.  His wife Julie and his eight year old son, Anthony have gone to live in the Park Road area of Liverpool with Robbie’s uncle, Frank, brother to Jimmy, along with Frank’s wife and children.  ‘Captain X’ gives Robbie the choice of turning himself in or facing the prospect of the ‘Occupying Forces’ demolishing the Callaghan home in Park Road.

7.  
“At the Oasis” - Frank’s home in the Park Road, referred to as ‘the Oasis’ because of it’s unusual rooftop sitting area which Josie, his wife, has lovingly turned into an oasis from the environment that surrounds them.  Liverpool is once again under curfew, in this instance into its second day, members of the Callaghan family sit on the rooftop on a stifling hot summer’s day.  John and Sue who were visiting when the curfew descended are also present.  The ‘Oasis’ is so situated that it is out of sight from ground level and therefore provides protection from Occupying Force tanks or snipers.  Kites fly along the skyline, a symbol for the Liverpool population of their resistance and desire for freedom.  Anthony has a kite, which he plays with on the rooftop.  All endure the curfew in a frustrated manner.  John and Frank discuss the progress of the ‘separation wall’, which they can see from the rooftop, and also the vicious behaviour of settlers from the nearby Sefton Park settlement.  Though the wall, when completed, will cut them off from the outlying areas of Liverpool, Frank has a letter from the Occupying Authorities assuring him that the route of the wall will not entail demolishing his home (a fate which has befallen many Liverpool residents along the route of the wall).  The Callaghan’s then witness soldiers climbing over the roof of a particular house in sight.  This, it is explained, is the home of a woman writer whom the soldiers persecute because of the articles she writes cataloguing the abuses of soldiers and settlers alike.  Conflicting reports are then given as to when the curfew will be lifted.  Amongst this confusion a Red Cross ambulance is fired upon by a tank, thus preventing it from getting to hospital.  Kids throw stones at the tank, including Frank’s 16-year-old son, Chrissie.  Robbie turns up.  He reveals on arrival that there is an elderly neighbour, Molly Brown, who refuses, despite the danger, to come inside, from her step.  Molly Brown is a schizophrenic with an incomplete appreciation of the danger that breaking a curfew entails.  Josie heads off to bring her inside.  Robbie then explains that he must turn himself in to the ‘Occupying Forces’ or they will all be made homeless.  The family argues over what is to be done but Robbie is adamant that, tomorrow, he will turn himself in. Julie is distraught.  Molly is brought upstairs by Josie.  The family continues to endure the curfew.

8.  
“A Good-bye” - The next morning after an intimate good-bye Robbie leaves Julie to hand himself over to the ‘Occupying Forces’.

9.  
“On the Moon” - A prison of the ‘Occupying Forces’.  Robbie, newly arrived is held there, blind-folded.  ‘Captain X’ reveals the legalities that allow Robbie to be held indefinitely without access to a solicitor or charges being made.  He is then left in the hands of four soldiers who severely beat him.

10. 
“Monsters at the Nest” - In the home of the woman writer.  She once again comments on the severity of living conditions.  Her thoughts are interrupted by soldiers who have jumped on her roof and proceed to jump up and down upon it, shouting sexual obscenities at her.  One of the lesser insults is that she is a ‘witch’, a title that the writer ironically takes as a compliment professing witches to be good.  The soldiers have also left a ‘calling card’, a live bullet, with which they have threatened to kill the writer unless she stops writing articles against the occupation.  She holds the bullet in her hand, inspecting it.

11. 
“Back at Check Point Charlie” - Three further months pass, and John is once again stood at ‘Check Point Charlie’, and again engaged in an imaginary conversation with his unborn child.  As before the ‘ghost’ of the ‘Old Man’ appears and listens in.  The checkpoint, John explains, takes it’s name by virtue of the fact that a watchtower overlooks the check point from which soldiers with binoculars scrutinise the local population, permits held above their heads for inspection, but with the catch that sometimes there are no soldiers actually present in the watchtower.  A local resident is never sure whether he is being watched and is given the choice between moving, unauthorised across the check point with the risk of being shot at, or standing there indefinitely, feeling stupid at the ever growing likelihood that there is no one present but himself.  Hence he will end up feeling like a ‘right Charlie’.  John also talks of the family’s inability to find out where Robbie is being held.  John has finally had enough of waiting for permission to cross the checkpoint and risks the possibility of being shot at to cross over the checkpoint, this time without incident.

12. 
“Kick-Around” - Within an ‘Occupying Forces’ prison.  Robbie has been so severely beaten by soldiers, he is now wheelchair bound.  Furthermore he has been left outside in the rain for the previous three days and is in a state of semi unconsciousness.  He is brought round by two soldiers who taunt and humiliate him, at one point throwing him out of his wheelchair to the floor.  He is returned to his wheel chair and left there in the rain.

13. 
“Waiting” - A major checkpoint near to Walton Prison.  A man stands naked, under orders to do so from soldiers stationed there.  His clothes are returned to him, he is then ordered to go and find cigarettes for the soldiers.  Four men attempting to head to work are abused by the soldiers, two of them being forced to hit each other.  It transpires that the soldiers are angry, as six of their colleagues have been killed the day before by the ‘Resistance’.  Julie arrives at the checkpoint, attempting to get to Walton Prison, to find out whether Robbie is being kept there.  A solicitor is also trying to get there to visit clients.  A young woman with a baby, and a family of five are also trying to cross the checkpoint.  They all witness a bus driver being humiliated forced to sit on the roof of his bus.  Whilst waiting they witness a helicopter gunship attack in the distance, retaliation they presume for the previous days killings.  In a separate incident, a Red Cross ambulance turns up carrying a child shot by a ‘Occupying Forces’ sniper.  Though the child is in a critical condition, the ambulance is refused permission to cross the checkpoint to the nearby hospital.  It heads off for an alternative hospital.  After those waiting are subjected to further random humiliations all but the solicitor and the young woman carrying a baby are refused permission to cross the checkpoint.  Julie leaves the checkpoint distraught.

14. 
“Tumble Down” - It is midnight in Park Road.  The night is suddenly disturbed by the arrival of the ‘Occupying Forces’ who announce to the occupants of houses there, that their presence is now deemed illegal and that they must leave their homes, which will be demolished in five minutes time.  In total 150 homes are to be demolished making a thousand people homeless.  There is general pandemonium as residents including the Callaghan family spill out into the street.  The ‘ghost’ of the ‘Old Man’ appears, witnessing the unfolding events.  Frank pleads with a soldier, showing him his ‘guarantee letter’, but is informed that the route of the wall has now changed and that their houses will, now, also be demolished.  Following a shoot out with one resident, the houses are demolished, killing two further people within.  The residents, including the Callaghan’s, head off into the night in various directions.  In the confusion Molly Brown returns unwilling to accept the reality of being rendered homeless.  The next morning she sits amongst the rubble, telling of the strange dreams that she has had the night before, amongst which was envisaged an ‘exodus’ of her people from land unknown, yet familiar to her.  Soldiers of the ‘Occupying Forces’ suddenly pass by and she is shot at and killed.  The ‘ghost’ of the ‘Old Man’ appears and looks down reflectively over her body.

15. 
“Down by the River” - At dusk in an area of the Sefton Park settlement, formerly known as Otterspool Prom, down by the river.  Chrissie and his younger sister, Rachael, aged 14, have sneaked into the settlement, (though knowing that they risk being shot at if discovered there) to look out at the river (they had previously expressed the wish to get to the sea, further north, but checkpoints make this an impossibility).  They wonder as to what future they will have now that their home in Park Road has been knocked down.  They mess about between themselves, smoking a spliff, reading from a settler’s religious book that they have found, and watching the progress of a ship.  Suddenly they are shot at and it appears that Rachael has been shot in the face.  They run off in a panic away from the direction of the firing, and when safe it is revealed that Rachael has had a very lucky escape, that the bullet has only grazed her face leaving only superficial cuts.  They head off to leave the settlement.

16. 
“Cold” - Three months later, now wintertime.  Robbie lies on the prison floor.  Due to the sadism of one of the soldiers, he has been deprived of his wheelchair.  Furthermore, due to the deprivation he is experiencing he is hallucinating, though pleasantly, imagining he is making love with Julie.  He comes back round, becoming aware of the fact that he is defecated and urinated in his trousers.  In the cold his hands are too cold for him to be able to undo his trousers to clean himself up.  He ‘speaks out’ to Julie, telling her of his love for her.  He also reports the dreadful conditions within the prison and some of the ways in which prisoners are tortured.  He confesses to previously wanting to kill himself, but now having come through that, despite all, is steadfast in his determination to survive and see her again one day.

17. 
“Xmas Time” - It is December, a couple of weeks before Xmas time at the home of Sue and John.  Sue is heavily pregnant, expecting her baby within the next couple of weeks.  They are paid a visit by Julie, with Anthony and his cousin, and companion, Claire, aged six, in tow.  Claire is convinced that they are being ‘followed’.  They catch up with each other’s news.  The Callaghan family members are now based in a hostel in the Old Swan district of Liverpool.  The demolition of their home, on top of the loss of family members in the bombing of Falkner Street has had an obvious detrimental effect on individuals.  Mel, Frank’s elder daughter, and Rachael, are depressed, Josie is a shadow of her former self, blaming herself for the death of Molly Brown, and Colin remains ‘locked within himself’.  Chrissie is now hardly ever present at the hostel.  Robbie’s whereabouts are still not known but they now have a solicitor seeking to find him and there are rumours that some prisoners will be released in the New Year.  John, Anthony, and Claire look out of the window.  Claire is convinced that she has seen someone below.  John then begins to tell the children of the widely known myth of ‘Old Key Man’, who whilst alive, after years of enforced exile, returned to his home now occupied by settlers and was shot dead there.  Ever since, his ‘ghost’ has wandered the streets of Liverpool, whether or not for malicious reasons, no one is sure, but certainly never at peace whilst unable to return to his rightful home.  John and the children turn their attention to the moon, and John tells them tall stories of the moon being inhabited by ‘moon people’.  The adults speak of their plans for Christmas, constricted as they are by the poverty of life under occupation in Liverpool.  Sue has been holding her stomach believing it to be wind but finally realises that she is beginning labour.  John calls for an ambulance but is informed that the Red Cross is being prevented from crossing checkpoints by the ‘Occupying Forces’.  Instead they are directed to take a taxi to ‘Check Point Charlie’ where they will be met by an ambulance.

18. 
“Life” - Sue and John, accompanied by a taxi driver arrive at ‘Check Point Charlie’ and see the ambulance waiting for them on the other side of the checkpoint.  John attempts to get the attention of any soldiers that might be present within the overlooking watchtower.  Sue is now in the last stages of labour, and John now desperate decides to risk shepherding her across the checkpoint.  Shots ring out and John falls to the floor, the taxi driver and Sue retreat out of view of the watchtower.  As Sue gives birth, the taxi driver crawls along the floor towards John.  He gets close enough to realise that John is dead.  Further shots ring out and the taxi driver is forced to retreat again, leaving John where he has fallen.  Sue has given birth to a baby boy, her labour continues and only then does she realise that she has been carrying twins.  She gives birth to a baby girl.  The taxi driver has to explain several times that John has been shot dead before Sue will accept the news.  Reluctantly, Sue and the taxi driver take up the newly born babies and head back towards the taxi in the hope of finding an alternative route to hospital.  The ‘ghost’ of the ‘Old Man’ appears and looks down at John’s body sorrowfully.

19. 
“Night Journey” – Several months have passed.  The woman writer is once again at her laptop.  She reads out a description of a fertile land that is obviously not Liverpool.  She looks from her window down at the wall and also at the moon.  She talks to ‘my dear Jules’, commenting that the same moon that looks down upon her, will be looking down on him in a different part of the world.  She then reveals contrary to what we have been led to believe that it is in fact ‘my dear Jules’ who lives in Liverpool and that she actually lives and writes from the Occupied Territories of Palestine, in the city of Hebron.  She speaks to ‘my dear Jules’ as if he were there next to her.  She remembers the soldiers calling her a witch and suggests that since she is called a witch she may as well act like one and offers to take ‘my dear Jules’ on a tour of Palestine, and fly high above the land through the night, which they duly embark upon.  As they fly above the town of Hebron, she describes in poetic fashion the land below and also tells of the history of the Israeli colonisation of her land.  Then out of nowhere, the ghost of a young Palestinian girl, Ayya, appears, saying that she would like to accompany them on their journey.  They head off high above the land, the writer continuing to describe the sorrowful state of Palestine below, pausing to listen to a Palestinian farmer talk of his love for his land.  Ayya explains to the writer, that she was shot dead by an Israeli settler, and how the worst thing about being dead is having to witness her family grieving for her.  She explains that there are lots of other child ghosts flying around also shot dead, and that they stick together.  They approach Jenin, and the writer begins a tirade mocking Israeli claims that Jenin is a ‘Nest of Cockroaches’ and instead calls it a ‘Nest of Angels’.  By the time they arrive at Jerusalem, they have passed through one whole day and night has descended once again.  Still high above the land, they are approached by the ghost of an old Jewish man, Shlomo, who explains that he died at Auschwitz and then gravitated towards Palestine, as everybody else seemed to be heading that way.  He tells a gruesome story of an ‘angelic’ boy being hung in the concentration camps and then recalls how Jews were treated in Europe and berates them for behaving the same way towards Arabs in Palestine.  He launches into a vocal attack against Ariel Sharon.  Before taking his leave to head off into the night sky, he gives an old large key to Ayya as a gift, and replies with a riddle when asked of its origin.  The writer and Ayya head back towards Hebron as the night is nearing its end.  The writer continues to reveal historical and contemporary details of the occupation of her land.  She speaks of Palestinian resistance to the occupation.  Ayya wants to depart to visit her family, as she does each night, before they wake up.  Before leaving she, in turn, gives the key to the writer as a gift.  The writer returns to her home (previously assumed to be in Liverpool), undetected by the soldiers stationed around.  She speaks of all the gross injustices of the occupation and questions ironically who is guilty of such crimes.  ‘Is it the moon or is it the state of Israel backed by western governments’, she asks?  She ponders that since no one in Israel, nor anyone from the West, is prepared to take responsibility for such crimes maybe the moon should be put on trial in their place.  She then speaks directly to ‘my dear Jules’, asking him to imagine what the people of his home town of Liverpool would think and feel about the occupation if it was happening to them.  How would they act in such circumstances, she asks.  She holds the key she has been given in her hand, and ponders its significance, and that of the riddle connected to it.  She ends, whilst continuing to regard the moon, by wondering if the world will ever take note of the plight of the Palestinians, and act on their behalf or simply continue to look on impassively much as the moon does.  

20.
“Below and Above the Wall” - It is late spring amongst the rubble of the buildings at Park Road and in the shadow of the now completed section of the wall there.  Julie pushes Robbie in a wheelchair, Sue pushes her two babies in a double buggy, Claire and Anthony walk alongside them, the latter holding his kite.  Devoid of landmarks they struggle to find the location of the once standing ‘Oasis’, but finally stumble across it.  Sue picks up a dandelion and explains to the children that if you blow away all the seeds in one go, you can make a wish that will come true, provided no one is told of it.  Claire blows away the seeds intent on making a wish.  The adults talk of the effects of the wall on their lives.  Sue is still grieving the loss of John, but the birth of her babies is helping her overcome this grief.  In a lapse of concentration, Anthony loses his grip on his kite, which drifts off and becomes ensnared on the wall.  As the day comes to an end they look up at the rising moon and Claire recalls John’s story of the ‘moon men’.  Anthony has, by now, become argumentative in disposition and says he no longer wants to believe in silly things, no longer is a child and is only interested in what’s real.  They decide to return to the hostel, leaving behind the foreboding feeling given off by the wall.  Anthony wants to push Robbie’s wheelchair but isn’t yet big enough and gets angry when Julie takes over from him.  As they are leaving the area Claire lags behind and turning round stares up at the moon and reveals that her secret wish is that all the ‘moon people’ see her waiving at them and wave back at her.   

For my Mother…

Nest of Angels

Act I - Spring

Scene 1 – “Breaking Curfew”
Lights up.  Darkly lit.  Silence.  Enter stage left Old Man, dressed without wealth.  Old Man looks out with a steady gaze for some time, then moves slowly along upstage to stage right.  Sue and John Ward enter stage right.  Sue almost bumps into Old Man who is, however, aware of her presence and moves aside to let her and John pass.  

Sue:  God, the mist’s thick here!  You can’t see a thing!  We’re blinded….and all clouded over!  We can make our own magical world!  

[turns to look at John, sees Old Man who is looking at her and screams]

John:  [turning urgently in direction of Old Man, who remains stood still watching them both]  What, what is it?

Sue:  I thought there was someone there!

John:  [continuing to look carefully around]  There’s no one there.

Sue:  Are you sure, they’ve not disappeared into the mist….

John:  Looks it’s thinning out, there’s no one there, honestly!

Sue:  I could have sworn…

John:  You’re seeing things in the mist!  

[laughing]  Unless it was a ghost!

Sue:  Shut up right now, don’t  freak me out…

John:  Maybe the ‘Old Key Man’ is after you!  Huaha, ha ha!!!  

[‘moves in’ on Sue]
Sue:  Stop it, you’re scaring me now.

John:  I’m only kidding!  

[pause]  Anyway ghost or no ghost, we shouldn’t be here, let’s getting go home…

[Old Man continues to watch John and Sue throughout]

Sue:  No, I can’t bear it, cooped up inside, 

[breathes in the air] let’s stay here, this is beautiful.

John:  This is dangerous, we’re breaking the curfew, if they come across us we’re finished.

Sue:  I don’t care, I don’t care…..how good it is to be out, look the mist’s going…  

[looking around and above her]  ….you can start to see things clearly now, no more ghosts, just things as they are!  Look at all the stars in the sky, look you can see the moon, breathe it all in, 

[embracing the air] how beautiful the cold air feels.

John:  Listen we’ll have to get going, the mist’ll be gone soon.

Sue:  [continuing to breathe in the air]  Wait a bit….

John:  Aren’t you afraid?

Sue:  Of course I’m afraid, idiot!  Who wouldn’t be?

[Pause]

John:  So how long do you think they’ll make it last this time?

Sue:  Who knows!  How long ago was the bomb?  Three days?  You know they make us wait our punishment, like a cat with a mouse,

John:  I can’t bear it, I’d almost prefer to get it over and done with….

Sue:  No one can bear it, that’s the point, you wouldn’t be human to bear it, we are not human to them.  But we’ll just have to bear it!

John:  At least it’s quiet!

Sue:  I love it…..let’s not say anything.

[John and Sue listen to the silence for a while]

Sue:  A whole city silent! 

[looks around]  Look at Paddy’s Wigwam!  It looks spooky….

John:  Remember when the Pope was here, for the millennium!  All the way to Liverpool!  Remember him coming down over there in a helicopter!  In gold and white robes!  All the school kids threw flowers over him!  All with them ‘We have a dream’ t-shirts! …….

Sue:  We’ve been dreaming a long time now….

John:  And the ‘Pope Mobil’, fancy a go in that!

Sue:  Do you remember what he said?  I remember it, every word…..   “The promise of peace will become a reality….only when the dignity and rights of all human beings, made in God’s image are acknowledged”, that’s what he said!  

John:  We are not human beings, we are not made in God’s image!  We’re vipers, cockroaches, sub-humans, that’s what we are!

[John circles around Sue pretending not to be human]

Sue:  [laughing]  Get off!

[John continues finally stopping close to her, they embrace closely]

Sue:  Uhhm, come here ‘gorgeous’!

John:  Sissss!

[They kiss longingly]

Sue:  Uhhm, let’s go home!  It’s 14 days since….

John:  Since what?

Sue:  Since my period, dumbo!

John:  So.

Sue:  So, I’m ovulating! You know, babies…it’s most likely now 

[shakes her head]
John:  Ahh good.  Well you know how I like trying!

Sue:  Yeah, too much…..come on, take me home, to bed! 

[leans into his arms]
John:  [righting her, then taking her hand]  Let’s be careful, the mist’s almost gone, we don’t want to be seen.

Sue:  [marvelled]  God, look how bright the moon’s become, so clear, almost like daytime!

John and Sue exit stage left.  Old Man watches them go.  After a pause of a few seconds he exits slowly stage right.  Lights down.

Scene 2 – “Writer’s Nest”

Darkness.  A laptop is switched on to illuminate a Woman writer sitting at a desk typing away.  She types for a while silently, engrossed, suddenly shivers and looks behind herself quickly.

Writer:  [to herself]  There’s no one there!  

[laughing]  Imagining things….someone must have walked over my grave!  I could think of a few who’d want that privilege!  

[lights up a cigarette, blows out the smoke, gets up and begins walks to the front of the stage]

[Lights up]

[looks outwards upwardly]  Just the moon and I in a moment of peace!  

[‘looks out’ breathing in the air, enjoying the sensation, brushing back her hair.  She looks out now ‘taking in’ what the eye can see, after a while she begins to orate slowly, savouring the words]  

“No air to breathe inside your walls!  

  Left to dream inside your walls!  
  Left us in a wilderness! 
  Well I can make my paradise!  

  Without your walls I am alive!” 

[Writer continues to ‘look out’, lost in her own thoughts.  Abruptly she comes round to herself and returns to her desk.  She sits herself down and reads from what she has written]  

‘My dear Jules – Finally I write to you, hoping that I still have a place in your heart and in your thoughts.  I’ve been thinking about you the whole time, even though I’ve not been communicating.  I’m sorry, sorry for all the things that I’ve been avoiding or missing in my life.  I’m sorry for not being what I’m hoping to be!

[Writer gets up and begins to walk around the stage as she speaks]

Oh my dear Jules, my horoscope has been lying to me for so long now that I’ve stopped reading it!  It never brought any good news and I never did meet any special people!  I have also stopped writing for the while.  I just couldn’t.  The more I want to write, it feels like the more I need to face reality.  The more I know about this world, the more I try to get away from it.    I have changed totally, and am trying to avoid life and all its components!

I feel so distracted in everything I do.  And I can’t let memories slip away or hide in my subconscious.  I can’t let myself enjoy life, or anything else I do.  And the stories that I witness, day after day, are breaking me….  I’m not even half of what I used to be!  The power to go on has vanished.  Life doesn’t matter anymore….  I’m so ashamed of such feelings and don’t want to confess them to my very self.’

Writer pulls on her cigarette, puts it out, thinks, staring out into space.  Lights down.

Scene 3 – “Carnage”

Stage remains in darkness.  Silence for 20 seconds. The screaming sound of a jet overhead, followed by the massive sound of a bomb exploding, with sound reverberating, accompanied by spectacular, blinding light, from which the figure of ‘Old Man’ can be seen before stage returns to darkness and silence.

[Lights Up.  Jimmy Callaghan lies prostrate on the floor, eyes bandaged, arms bandaged.  He is clutching some papers.  Nearby Anthony holds an empty bird-cage]

Anthony: [showing birdcage to Jimmy, whispers]  Granddad, they’ve killed ‘Freddie’. 

[more insistent]  Look Granddad, Freddie’s dead!  

[Jimmy doesn’t respond, dazed]  Why have they killed our budgie?

[Robbie and Julie enter]

Anthony:  Mum, they’ve killed Freddie.

Julie:  I know love, I know. 

[to Jimmy]  You should get up Jimmy, come on, get up from all this rubble. 

[She tries to pull him up but he is not interested in moving]

[Robbie starts sobbing]

Anthony:  Dad, will you buy us another budgie, Dad?  

[Robbie nods]
[Julie starts clearing up all the rubble]

Jimmy:  Why did they do it?  Why did they do it?  What have we done to them? Nothing, absolutely nothing.

[Jimmy gets up slowly to his feet, barely walking, clutching his papers]

Julie:  [to Jimmy] Colin’s due out of the Royal this afternoon.  

[Jimmy is not listening, Julie turns to Robbie].  He doesn’t know yet about Haley.

[Robbie looks down crying]

Robbie:  I’ll have to tell him.  The nurses didn’t want him to know.

Anthony:  Haley’s dead isn’t she?…How many days old now would she be if she was alive?

Julie:  Ssssh now.

Anthony:  She was 63 days on Sunday, that makes, what day is it today?

Julie:  Ssssh now.

Anthony:  It’s Wednesday isn’t it?  

[counts on his fingers]  64, 65, 66, that means she would have been 66 days today.

Jimmy:  Why did they do it?  What have we done to them?

Julie:  Sit down, Jimmy.  

[to Robbie]  He’s in shock.

[Julie finds him a chair. Jimmy sits down on it dazed.  Julie begins to tidy up with Anthony helping her.  Anthony finds a doll]

Anthony:  Here’s Amy’s doll, look, look, here’s it’s head….. I want Amy alive…..I want them all back…Ryan and Shaun, and Kaz and Haley…..and Leslie and Brian…..who am I going to play with now?  Even the budgie’s dead!

[John Ward enters in dark clothing]

John:  Jimmy. 

[goes over to Jimmy who doesn’t respond]
Julie:  He’s in shock.

John:  [looking over to Robbie]  Robbie. 

[Anthony shows birdcage to John]

Anthony:  They’ve killed ‘Freddie’, look he was here and now he’s dead, and they’ve wrecked his cage.

John:  I’m sorry I couldn’t get here sooner, every where’s blocked off.  They’ve put up a check-point on Upper Parli. I waited all day yesterday but they wouldn’t let me through. It’s clamped down hard at the moment.  Where’s Colin?

Julie:  He’ll be back later. He’s still in the Royal.  He doesn’t know about Haley yet, or Karen.

Robbie:  Two month fuckin’ old.  A two month old fuckin’ baby and her mother.  Bastards…..Fucking bastards.

John:  Well, they finally got him, Peter Redfearn, I heard it on the news, called him ‘the Resistance’s’ ‘ace bomb-maker’, ‘a ticking bomb’, said he was planning a major operation. ‘One of our greatest successes’, that’s what their spokes-man called it.  Them Yanks called it ‘heavy handed’.

[Robbie kicks can across the floor]

Robbie:  ‘Heavy fucking handed’, fucking twats.

Julie:  Don’t swear love, not in front of Anthony. 

[Robbie walks around agitated, brooding]

John:  How bad is it?

Julie:  The Redfearn’s apartment’s completely obliterated, doesn’t exist no more, his wife and kid died with him.  Next door’s gone as well, destroyed, that young mum Evelyn and her two kids.

Anthony:  Alex and Rachael.  I wish I could die for them.  Then they could live couldn’t they Mum.

Julie:  Don’t say that love.

John: A one ton bomb, that’s what it said, one ton!  

Robbie:  Nine kids dead, nine! 

[Robbie moves to sides and puts his head against wall.  Moves away from the wall]  

I’m gonna kill ‘em. I just want to kill them, make them suffer like we have.  That’s the only thing that’ll stop them.  That’s the only thing they understand.  Let their children die in their arms, let their walls be covered in blood.  

[starts sobbing, squats on the floor, Anthony goes over to him and kisses him]
Anthony: It’s okay, Daddy, it’s all gonna be alright……it was an American bomb that killed our budgie wasn’t it Daddy?

Robbie:  Oh yeah, it was the Yanks who sent it over to them, built in an American factory, by the good people of America, yep built and supplied to them by the glorious U, S, of A, land of freedom loving people, upholders of democracy in the free world.  Some democracy this!

Jimmy:  [holding out his papers]  “For 30 years honourable service at Batley’s Canned Fruit Factory, Speke Industrial Estate”.  30 years I worked for them.  30 years.  A letter of commendation.

[reads from it]  “To whom it may concern.  James Callaghan, of 146 Falkner Street,  has been an exemplary employee during his time working for Batley’s Canned Fruits Ltd.  His record is unblemished and without complaint.  We would unreservedly recommend James Callaghan for any similar working position up to and including supervisory level”.  

[Jimmy laughs]

Anthony:  Let me see Granddad, let me see!

Jimmy:  And this is how they repay me for 30 years service.  Murder my children….

Robbie:  I don’t know why you are surprised.

[Jimmy gets up slowly, tears up ‘letter of recommendation and throws it on the floor.  Anthony grounds it into the floor]
[Robbie walks to stage exit, looks offstage returns to stage]

Robbie:  That’s Colin on his way.  He’s come to see you Dad.  Listen I don’t want anyone to tell him about Haley or Karen yet, okay?  Okay Anthony, it’s very important you don’t say anything, he doesn’t know yet, promise?

Anthony:  Promise.

Robbie:  I’ll take him somewhere private and tell him there.

[Colin hobbles in bandaged around the face, on sticks, Colin nods his hello to everyone, goes over to Jimmy.  Everyone watches him silently]

Colin:  Dad, how are you?

Jimmy:  Okay son, okay.

Colin:  Where’s Karen, where’s Haley, how are the others?

Robbie:  [taking Colin’s arm]  Come on Colin, let’s go out.

Colin:  Where’s Haley, what’s wrong, someone tell me?

Robbie:  Come on let’s go.

Anthony:  Col, Freddie’s dead, they’ve killed Freddie

Robbie:  Colin, let’s go now.

Robbie and Colin exit together.  Julie puts her head down.  Anthony runs over to her, holds her.  Lights go down.

Scene 4 – “Funeral”

Lights Up.  Priest is surrounded by mourners; Jimmy, Robbie, Julie, Anthony, Colin, John, Sue, Frank, Josie, Melanie, Claire, Rachael, Chris, and others.  Between them is carried the adult coffin of Karen, and a child coffin that of Haley.  Both are draped in red and blue flags.  The coffins are laid down side by side, the mourners gather round.

Priest:   …..the indiscriminate killing of so many innocents is an evil and unjust act and one for which the Occupying Powers bear full responsibility….. that it has been one amongst a litany of similar tragedies currently enacted against the people of this city brings no comfort to the bereaved families….

But however hard it may be to do so, however hard our collective anger rails against acceptance or understanding, accept it we must and once more lay our lives in the trust of God.  It is not for us, no matter how justified, to deliver justice or to seek vengeance, but for God, who has all power.  We may not understand how He carries out his judgement, but we must lay our trust in the absoluteness of his everlasting love for each and everyone of us, and especially for Karen and Haley who have returned to his Kingdom and to His loving arms.

Robbie:  Get on with the burying Father and leave the justice to us, it’s our time to return a few of them to His loving arms.

Priest:  As Christ went through the deep waters of death for us, so he may bring Karen and Haley and all the redeemed to the fullness of resurrection life.  For Jesus said ‘ I am the resurrection and the life.  Those who believe in me, even though they die, yet shall they live, and anyone who lives and believes in me shall never die’.

Robbie:  We’ll all have died a long time ago, if you don’t bleeding get on with it.

Priest:  And now it is time for Karen and Haley to find their dwelling place in the eternal Kingdom of God. [Priest picks up soil and sprinkles it first over one coffin then the other]  

In sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life through our Lord Jesus Christ, we commend to Almighty God our sisters Karen and Haley; and we commit their bodies to the ground; earth to earth; ashes to ashes; dust to dust.  The Lord bless them and keep them; the Lord make their faces to shine upon them and be gracious unto them and give them peace. Amen.

Mourners: Amen.

[The mourners move one following the other, picking up soil sprinkling it upon the coffins]

Anthony:  Bye bye Haley, see ya later in Heaven 

[kisses coffin of Haley]
[Colin breaks down crying, others are also crying or holding back tears]

Robbie:  I’ll revenge this, if it’s the last thing I do…

[Jimmy shakes hand of the Priest, they exchange a few inaudible words, Priest exits stage, Jimmy pulls out a pair of reading glasses and a speech, which he reads from]

Jimmy:  I thank all the members of the community who have come here today to remember our dead and to join my family in their grieving and the two other families were also wiped out in the bombing of Falkner Street.  Karen was my daughter-in-law, a fine loving caring woman, Haley my beautiful baby grand-daughter.  I have also lost my daughter Leslie, my brothers have lost a sister, and a son-in-law Brian and their three children, my grand-children, all killed.  Amy who was eleven, Ryan who eight and Shaun who was five…. 

[Jimmy breaks down sobbing, unable to continue reading, Julie comforts him.  Robbie moves to the centre, looks across to Jimmy]

Robbie:  15 people have lost their lives, 15 people murdered by Occupying Forces, with a bomb supplied to them by the Americans.  What was their crime?  To be born and raised in the city of Liverpool?  Is that a crime?  Are we are not entitled to live here?  Peter Redfearn was the military head of ‘the Resistance’ Army.  They call him a terrorist!  Are we not entitled to defend ourselves from the murder dealt out by the Occupying Forces?  Are we not entitled to defend our land, stolen from us, illegally occupied?  Let them leave our land and not call us terrorists for defending it.  

[pauses]  Did they deserve to die?  Did my two month old niece, Haley, deserve to die?  Was she a terrorist, ‘planning an operation’?  Did all the others deserve to die?  Sleeping in their beds….the Occupying Forces act with impunity….well let them reap what they sow….let this not pass, let the Settler’s in their Sefton Park mansions taste this grief…if there be blood in this city, let it be that of the Occupiers not ours….that’s all I have to say…  

[moves off]
[Four ‘Resistance’ fighters  dressed in fatigues and balaclavas, carrying guns come on stage.  They let off 15 rounds of ammunition, turn away and head off stage, followed by the mourners with the exception of a handful of youths, including Chris, who move to the front of the stage, as ‘cemetery workmen’ come on and take the two coffins from the stage.  The youths shout their slogans]

1st Youth:  Freedom for our people!

2nd Youth:  Freedom for our land!

3rd Youth:  Death to the occupiers!  Go back to where you came from!

Chris:  No peace without justice, death to the occupiers, death to the settlers, death to the Americans.

2nd Youth:  Get out of our land, Settlers!

1st Youth:  [turning to the others]  Let’s go down to the settlement and give em a bit of stick.

2nd Youth:  What Seffie Park?

1st Youth:  Nah, Newsham, it’s not as well protected!

[Youths head off stage right, can be heard running round back of stage coming on stage left.  They move on stage using the whole of it, ducking and diving to the sides, running at the audience, throwing stones above them.  Their faces are covered.  There is the sound of tank rounds being fired]

1st Youth:  Go and fuck yourselves!

2nd Youth:  Stick up your ass

3rd Youth:  Fuck off back to where you come from. 

[imitates wanking then gives the finger]
Chris:  Occupiers out, settlers out, death to you all!

[A big boom is heard, all the youths duck and move to the sides, running back]

5th Youth:  Fuck your tanks. 

[shows arse to the tank]
6th Youth:  Suck on it you little fucking cock suckers.

1st Youth:  We’ll fuck your mothers, come on soldier come out of your tank, fight me like a man you cowards!

2nd Youth:  You’re not men, your pussies.

Chris:  Go on fuck off you wankers!

5th Youth:  Clear off you tits!

1st Youth:  Get out of our lands

[A big bang is heard, smoke can be released from a smoke machine on stage]

1st Youth:  Ahh tear gas. 

Youths start coughing and spluttering, stage to become obscured with smoke.  The figure of a youth should reappear from time to time to throw a stone before disappearing.

Act II - Summer

Scene 1 – “Check Point Charlie”

As the dry ice fades from the stage we see the figure of John stood in the centre of the stage.  He is immobile, waiting, looking ahead above the audience, his ‘identity card’ held open on display above his head.

John:  So I’m going to be a Dad!  I can’t believe it!  Sue preggers, three months gone!  What do you think of that, Michael, Michael Ward?!  That’s what we’ll call you!  I’m going to take you on to the fields, show you a few tricks that’d put Robbie to shame!  One day when this is over, I’ll take you to Anfield, in the Kop, they’ll have to returf it after what their planes did to it.  Don’t bother with Goodison, the only good thing them shower of shites ever did was blow the ‘blue-noses’ out of business!

[Pause]

So here we are again!  Checkpoint Charlie…the number of times I’ve stood here waiting for these bastards to give us the all clear…..you better get used to this, Michael, for when you’re born.  You see it’s like this, in this city we are the no-marks, and we live in this prison camp called Liverpool, except it’s only part of Liverpool these days.  And you see, they are the Occupying Army, or Powers or whatever they call themselves, oh and I forgot to say we’ve got the role in this movie of terrorists, yep we’re the terrorists, afraid so, they’re the Cowboys and we’re the Indians, and we’ve committed the crime of living on all this land that the cowboys want for their own, see, so they’ve sent the cavalry to finish us off, but anyway, it’s not as bad as it sounds, cause we just won’t give in, and go away somewhere else, they don’t seem to understand that one…they’re not very bright!

So where was I, oh yeah, see the Occupying Army have took over here and everywhere around, and have given it all to their own, the Settlers, now they’re the worst of the lot, hopefully you’ll never meet them, they are so greedy they even take the scraps that had supposedly, so graciously, been left for us!

[John whistles, thinks to lower his card, thinks again]

[softly]  Come on you beautiful, lovely, little fuckers, I’ve got another three checkpoints to get through after this one.

[Old Man enters stage right.  Stands against back of stage, looks on at John who remains unaware of his presence the whole time.  Old Man listens to John attentively]

You see, the Occupying Powers decided that everything outside of Queen’s Drive, or ‘Peace Boulevard’ as they’ve called it, ‘Peace Boulevard’!  Well all that’s theirs now, nice of them ain’t it, and we’re not entitled to live there now!  We’ve never had the right to live there apparently!  Don’t know how they work that one out, but anyway…  

So now we, we get to live inside Queen’s Drive, all crammed in together, only, get this, the Settlers they get all the river front, nice view of the Mersey and all that, out of bounds to you and I!  Oh and the Centre, that’s off limits too, except for skivvies who work for them, keep ‘em in luxury.  Oh and they’ve grabbed Sefton Park and Newsham Park, even though they’re meant to be in our zone, they renamed them as well, can’t  remember what they’ve called ‘em…  

And it’s all fair and legal, well the President of the United States of America says so and he’s a ‘peace-loving man’, so he tells us.  And that’s why, Michael, he gives his full backing to the Occupying Army, to bomb the fuck out of us, excuse my French, to achiever their ‘security goals’.

But, Michael, that’s not all, see, we can’t even move about within our own area!  No, that’s right, and that’s why, you and me, son are standing here like lemons.  There’s checkpoints on every bleeding main junction you care to mention.  So if you were thinking of coming for a pint with your old fellah, well forget it!

And then if that doesn’t finish you off and send you loopy, well, wait until you experience the curfews.  You couldn’t count the number of days we’ve been under curfew in the last three months, yep the whole city grinds to a halt, not a sausage moves, not a dickie bird, oh you can take a chance and go out but you’ll be shot on sight amigo, if they catch you, and then just to wreck your head one notch further, sometimes, they say they’re going to finish the curfew just to get your hopes up and then they impose another one, or threaten to, and fuck up everyone’s plans up and then at the last moment call it off.  Psychological Warfare, that’s what is, psychological warfare….what it means, Mikey baby, is that you don’t go anywhere and you don’t do nothing, day after day, rotting in the house, or stinking and smelling and getting on each other’s bleeding nerves, it’s a gas….

And just to rub our noses in it, there’s ‘settler roads’ running through our bit, safe passage, in case one of us nasty little terrorists should, you know, get angry like, that they’ve robbed our land and live in our houses!  So from the centre up through West Derby and Scottie too, them roads, that’s just for them, so they don’t have to meet any of us, we wouldn’t want them troubled, now would we?   So we stand here waving at them as they go past, nice isn’t it?!

[Pause]

Oh and there’s the little matter of an ‘itsy bitsy tiny winy wall, only it’s not a wall see, it’s a temporary security fence, except it’s made of concrete, 10, 15 metres high, it’s a concrete fence, see, the very first fence of it’s kind!  Now does that look temporary to you, Michael, I ask you?  And that’ll run all the way from Bootle to Aigburth, all the way along the Drive, sorry, ‘Peace Boulevard’, now you wouldn’t know this, seen as you haven’t been born, but that’s about 20 miles in length!  Now I don’t know what you call it, but I call it a prison, to wall us all in….

[pauses]  Nothing but the best for my son!  

[Old Man makes to go but stops and listens amusedly, smiling  to what he’s hearing]

[pauses]  Oh, don’t be listening to a word I’ve said.  No, I just made it all up, none of it’s true!  It’s just a game that we and the soldiers play together, like when you’re a kid in the sandpit at school.  

[continues]  No, them there soldiers are just pretending to be nasty, take a good look you can see they are smiling underneath.  Just one big Disney-land set.

[Old Man exits stage right]

[pauses] I’m getting sick of this….do you fancy making a move, or what?  I’m going to be late.  What’s that, give it a few more minutes, okay son!  Still can’t believe, I’m going to be a dad, for the very first time!  Mind you I can’t see no difference yet you know, your Mum still just looks the same, I don’t know what you’re doing in there, you must be all curled up or something!  

Anyway, you’re going to be good at football, are you agreed on that?  What do you say?

Soldier:  [Voice is heard metallically through a mega-phone]  John Ward?  

[John jumps ‘out of his skin’, startled]  John Ward?

John:  Yes!

[Pause of silence, John looks confused]

Soldier:  Address?

John:  15A, Mill Street, Dingle

Soldier:  Where are you going?

John:  To work, at the Royal, the Royal Hospital, I’m a porter..

Soldier:  Department?

John:  No department, I’m general, I work all over.

Soldier:  Starting time?

John:  Sorry?

Soldier:  What time do you start work?

John:  7, 7.00am

Soldier:  Finishing time?

John:  6.00pm

[Longish pause, John waits tense]

Soldier:  Proceed.  [megaphone goes dead] 

John looks around him, lets his arm come down slowly, then gingerly proceeds across the stage and exits.

Scene 2 – “A Telephone Chat”

Robbie enters the stage.  Background music can be heard, that of a shabeen, music playing, laughter.  He has a mobile to his ear, which is ringing.  The ringing and subsequent voice from the phone are heard from a loud-speaker.

Robbie:  Hello, hello, who is it?

Captain X:  Hello Robbie Callaghan!  Don’t you think you’re spending a little bit too much time drinking the hours away?!

Robbie:  Who the fuck’s that?  How did you get my number?  Who the fuck are you?

Captain X:  Questions, questions, come now Robbie, you don’t need to know my name. You can just call me Captain, Captain X will do it.  

Robbie:  Captain fucking X, what is this the fucking ‘Marvel Comics’ or something!?

Captain X:  I’ll give you a clue, It’s the Occupying Forces!

Robbie:  Surprise sur-fuckin-prise, what do you fuckers want?

Captain X:  Now don’t be like that Robbie.  Let’s keep things civil, there’s so much bad in the world without making it any worse.  So where have you been Robbie, you’re not staying with your wife and kid these days!  A hard man to track down with all this moving around. You must have the gypsy blood in you!  Anyway, we would just like for you to come in for a little chat, the coffee’s on us, sorry we don’t have bitter for you.

Robbie:  Tell me why the fuck would any self-respecting civilised human being want to come have a ‘little chat’ with the likes of murdering fucking scum like you, who dropped a fucking big bomb on my family, you fucking idiot.  Besides I know all about you ‘little chats’, they usually ended up with one of us hooded up, tied to a chair, beaten and a little free electric shock treatment thrown in for good measure.

Captain X:  Now it’s like this. You’ve been making a lot of noise, ever since the funeral, stirring things up.  We’d like you to provide us with some ‘clarification’ over a few matters.

Robbie:  Clarification!  You mean grass, fuck off!

Captain X:  We’d just like to talk over some of your activities.

Robbie:  Administrative Detention, you bollocks.  Catch me if you can your cunts.

Captain X:  Language Robbie.  The point is if we can’t capture you, we’ll track you down with our undercover boys and kill you. You’re not that desperate to be another face on a mural are you.  I know the football never worked out for you but even so.  

Robbie:  Yes and whose fault was that you daft cunts, who bombed the grounds.  

Captain X:  I’m sure you don’t want to be such a ‘hero’.

Robbie:  I’m getting looked after, I don’t know who your grass is but it won’t help you.

Captain X:  Robbie, somehow, I don’t think you’ll be much of a match for the Occupying Army, we’re rather good you know, all the best surveillance equipment, state of the art weaponry.  Look what we did to Huyton, well what’s left of it.  Be reasonable, you’re not a big fish, but you either come in or we’ll hunt you down.

Robbie:  Good luck, you little fuckers, not if I see you coming first.

Captain X:  So how is Julie?

Robbie:  What?

Captain X:  And your little boy, Anthony?  He’s 8 now isn’t he?  Settling into life in Park Rd.  It was nice of your uncle, your Uncle Frank and Josie to take you all in after the bombing, that’s what families are for.  I guess he’s starting to put the trauma behind him.  All to the good! Well now you just make sure Julie brings him up correctly, we don’t want him growing up to be a terrorist, or the same thing’ll happen to him.  No the boy needs stability, lots of relatives to look after him.  

Now it would be terrible, if the house, what number is it, ah yes number 98, that’s right, I’ve got the file right here in front of me, was declared a security risk!  You know what happens, an order’s passed, a bull-dozer arrives, with a tank, soldiers, that kind of thing, usually in the middle of the night, always seems to be a cold night when we come!  Ten minutes later bang, it’s all gone, dynamite the house, clear it away, just a load of rubble, and a few sentimental items.  It’s so unsavoury, unpleasant.  The young and the old are particularly affected, women too, I guess they’re more ‘nest builders’ than us fellahs heh Robbie!?

All it takes is a signature on a piece of paper, and the orders passed and sent out.  I’ve got the form right here.

Robbie:  Bastards.

Captain X:  The choice, as they say, is yours!

Robbie:  When do you want me?

Captain X:  We’re not monsters, we’ll give you till 8.00am, Saturday, that gives you 36 hours to say your good-byes.  I want you at the Smithdown Checkpoint by then.  We’ll be waiting for you.  Don’t prepare any surprises for us, your family would pay a high price indeed.  So now we’re agreed on that, you better get yourself down to Park Rd, enjoy the next 36 hours.

Robbie:  And how the fuck can I do that with your checkpoints dotted around like flies and bleeding curfews dropping like the proverbial whore’s drawers?

Captain X:  I’m surprised, Robbie.  A man of your ability!  You should be lucky enough to dodge the checkpoints.  You’ll just have to take your chances, just like when you were no. 11 on the wing.

Robbie:  Yeah whatever, you funny fucker.

Captain X:  If not that’s just too bad…. so we’re settled then.  There’ll be no second phone call.  If you’re not at Smithdown Check Point by 8.00am Saturday, well you can all say good-bye to life in Park Road.  No excuses, no exceptions.  If you want to have anything so unforeseen as a heart attack, have it at the Smithdown checkpoint.  Who knows we might even let an ambulance through for you!

Robbie:  Okay, smartarse, whatever, don’t go on, even your Mother’s finding you tedious these days.

Captain X:  So, look forward to seeing you Robbie, Saturday 8.00am sharp.

Robbie: …erday, 8.00am sharp, I know.

[Connection goes dead]

Robbie:  I’ll think it over, shall I, and then I’ll let you know me answer, shall I send you a text, or do you prefer the personal touch!

Robbie becomes serious, he looks beaten, face drops, thoughtful.  Goes to head back into the shabeen, stops, changes his mind, moves in opposite direction, offstage.  Lights down.

Scene 3 – “At the Oasis”

Lights up.  Rooftop Oasis.  The following are on stage:  A long low bench on which characters sit on, a couple of chairs.  A large tea urn. A birdcage.  A blue and red kite.  A broom propped to the side.  At the back a battered gun shot placard stands, it reads ‘Please Don’t Shoot, Children Living Here’.  A plaque has the words ‘Paradisimo – Our little Oasis’ in view.  A blue and red flag drape is also visible to the back.  Beautiful flowers are arranged to the fore of the stage.  Frank, Anthony, Julie, John and Claire are all sat around, looking out silently, like a tableau.  Claire is active drawing a picture on some paper.  She mutters to herself, softly and inaudibly.  After some time the sound of a helicopter approaching and passing overhead dominates.  All look up briefly, unconcerned and wearily.

Anthony:  [to Frank]  What time is it now?

Julie:  It’s five minutes after you last asked, don’t go on love.

Anthony:  I’m fed up, I want to go out!  

[gets up and walks around the stage]  When are the parakeets coming?  

[plays with the bird cage]
Frank:  Don’t know now son, they were due Wednesday, depends how long the curfew lasts.

Anthony:  What day is it today then?

Frank:  Friday now…..

[Anthony picks up his kite aimlessly pulls it around the stage]

Anthony:  There’s not even any wind!

[Sue enters stage right]

Julie:  Are you alright love? 

Sue:  [fanning herself]  I am, God it’s so hot, up here! 

Anthony:  I’m not being funny, Aunty Sue, but that must be the sixth time you’ve gone the loo now!

Sue:  I know I just can’t stop!  

[turning to Julie]  And when I get there, nothing happens!

Julie:  Don’t worry about it.  I was the same!

[Anthony bustles in to Claire, busy drawing, who smacks his legs]

Anthony:  Haven’t you finished drawing yet?

Julie:  Leave her alone, Anthony.

[Anthony moves away sulkily]

Sue:  [gets up and walks to edge of the stage, looks down]  At least we’re safe from the soldiers up here!  [kneels down to sniff the flowers]  Uhmmm, smells beautiful, Jasmin is so nice!  

[to Anthony]  Heh, Anthony, have you seen how many kites there are!

Anthony:  [bored]  I know!

Julie:  Surprised they haven’t shot them down!  

[Sue sits back down besides Julie, and burps loudly]  Excuse you!  Feeling sick?  

[Sue nods, Julie rubs her back]  I remember being about your time, must have began about seven or eight weeks when the morning sickness started!  You through the worst of it!

Sue:  I hope so!

Julie:  [rubbing Sue’s stomach]  My guess is it’s a boy!

Sue:  I don’t know, I can never get to the ‘Women’s’ to find out, with all these curfews descended on us like flies!  I’m sick of it!

Julie:  The only time of the year it’s actually warm, the bastards lock us in!  I dream of lying on grass in the park.

Frank:  ‘No Dogs or Scousers’, surprised they haven’t put it up over the gates….

Sue:  And when they did lift the curfew, they had a flying check-point, what’s the point?  I’ve managed to get there once in three months, and when I did, the electricity had been turned off, no scan!  So I guess I’m in for a surprise!  Quite like the idea of that anyway.

Julie:  What do you want a boy or a girl?

Sue:  Don’t mind.

[whispering] A girl!  

[pause]  Robbie still not rang?

Julie:  [shaking her head]  I hope he’s alright, he’s bloody stupid trying to get here in a curfew, with an arrest warrant out for him.  What’s so important it can’t wait?

Sue:  [quietly looking across at Anthony now mucking about with the bird cage]  He must be missing him?

Julie:  He is, I know he is, at least he’s starting to get over Falkner Street, not as many nightmares, used to scare me, how violent they were, poor boy was terrified….he’s stopped asking all the time about Amy  

[goes quiet]  I so miss Leslie  

[cries]
Sue:  [comforting her]  There, there!

Julie:  [wiping her nose]  Still he’s got Claire to play with, I know the fight like cat and dog but, and Rachael looks after him, and Chrissie thinks the world of him!

Sue:  [laughing]  I’ve got to go again!  

[getting up]
Julie:  What are you like!  Going to get you a bucket!  

[laughing]  I’ll come with you, break this tedium.

[Julie and Sue head off stage]

Anthony:  Again!  

[Sue pulls tongues at Anthony who laughs loudly]
[John gets up blowing a sigh, bored walks around.  Anthony follows him.  John looks at the ‘Please Don’t Shoot’ Sign]

John:  I can see they paid a lot of attention to that!  Where did it come from?

Anthony:  [pointing]  Over there!

John:  Where?

Anthony:   Opposite the settlement there, where all the earth is, they bulldozed it down!

John:  [turning to Frank]  Doesn’t look as big from up here, the wall, 

[looks down]  sorry, the ‘temporary security fence’.  Are you definitely safe here?

Frank:  [shrugs his shoulders]  Safe as houses!

Anthony:  Safe as houses, Grand-dad Frankie, that’s not very safe is it?!

Frank:  [gets up slowly, comes over to front of stage]  No son, not round here!  

John:  [nodding in direction of wall]  State of the Art!  

Frank:  Isn’t it just!  Look at it!  Eight metres high, fitted with motion detectors, electrified fence, a ‘smart’ fence, no less!  No one’s bunking over that thing!  A tracer path, to follow your footsteps, thermal imaging cameras, radar equipped observation towers, a ditch to stop ram-raiders, it’s a work of art, a real work of art.  The finest, most sophisticated concentration camp the world has ever seen!

John:  So where’s it going to go?

Frank:  [points]  See all them houses?  

[John nods]  Ullet Road, they’re a ‘security breach’, so their bulldozing them, all the way up to the Sefton Park Gates, they’ve assured us we won’t be touched, can’t say I trust them….those settlers must be protected!  [shakes his head]  Criminals!  They steal our land and need protecting from us!  Have you ever heard the like?!  They put locusts to shame….  

[turns to John]  Have you seen the size of those bulldozers?  

[John shakes his head]
Anthony:  They’re massive!

Frank:  I’m not exaggerating, they’re the size of a house themselves….here,   

[taking a folded piece of paper out of his pocket passing it to John who reads it]  

I keep this on me just in case.

John:  ‘The Civil Planning Authorities’, ‘Rumours that Princes Park is to become an additional component to the Lakeside Settlement, formerly known as Sefton Park, Jesus, are wholly erroneous and without foundation.  Houses sited on the Ullet Road/Park Road Junction do not compromise vital security requirements and are permitted to stand’!  

[shakes his head]  Permitted to stand!  Cheeky bastards!  

[passes paper back to Frank who folds it up and returns it to his pocket.  Frank points in opposite direction]
Frank:  So ‘the Oasis’ remains to fight another day!  See there?

John:  Aigburth Road?

Frank:  Aye.   The wall will block all that off…Garston, Speke, Mossley Hill, all cut off now!  Except there not called that, anymore,  

[moves back to find a newspaper]  wait a moment,  

[looks through newspaper, opens it up]  here we are, listen to this, this is a list of all the new names the Occupying Powers have renamed Liverpool with, where are we,  this’ll make you laugh, here, Speke, wait for it, is ‘Greenfields’,  

[laughter]  now Mossley Hill, any guesses?  

[John shakes his head]  ‘Tree Tops’!

John:  Very nice!

Frank:  Sefton Park’s ‘Lakeside’, Newsham Park, oh this is lovely, ‘Freedom Park’, beautiful, 

Anthony:  Freedom Park that’s the daftest name!

Frank:  Wait there’s more!  Queen’s Drive is ‘Peace Boulevard’, we knew that one, Allerton, ‘Finetown’!  [puts on a posh accent]  Finetown!  The River Mersey no longer is, it’s now ‘Waterways’!   Otterspool Promenade is now ‘All Views’!  Aigburth is ‘Riverside’, Oh and one more, Alder Hey, is now ‘New Dawn Hospital’!  

[shakes his head, passes newspaper to John]  Here take a look!  

[John browses list]
John:  [throwing newspaper down, looking up]  Georgina’s down there isn’t she, Garston?

Frank:  Aye, thank God she’s safe!  

John:  She was lucky!  Can’t believe they invaded Huyton!  I suppose they’ve got a new name for that as well!

Frank:  ‘Nest of Vipers’! 

Anthony:  ‘Lowtown’, how about that? 

John:  Billy died there, didn’t he?

Frank:  Aye, he was one of the fifty ‘terrorists’, ‘deserving to be wiped off the face of the earth’.  If that’s what you deserve for defending your wife and children…

John:  Who’s she staying with?

Frank:  They’re with one of Billy’s brother’s family, her and the little ones….

Anthony:  Grand-dad Frankie, does that mean we won’t be able to visit them?

Frank:  Afraid so, not without a special permit.

Anthony:  And will we get one.

Frank:  We’ll apply….

[Enter Josie, Julie, Sue, they are carrying a tray of drinks]

Josie:  I brought up some drinks.  

[hands them out, stops breathing heavy]  I’m out of breath, those steps are a killer!  

[They take from the drinks appreciatively]

Josie:  Well now listen to this one radio station says the curfew’s been lifted at 4.00pm, the other says 5.00pm!

Frank:  Well let’s just wait and see what happens, no one’s going anywhere.

Anthony:  What time’s it now, Mum?

Julie:  Just gone four.  But don’t be getting excited do you hear me?  

[Anthony looks at her hurt]  How many times have they promised in the last two days to lift the curfew.  

[Anthony thinks over what Julie has said] 

[Julie goes to the edge of stage]  Not a sound.  A whole bloody city under lock and key.  Can’t move anywhere, hemmed in, damned place.  Sardines and a can come to mind.  

John:  Or cheese!

Julie:  Cheese?  What are you on about?  

[Sue is laughing]

John:  Some bright sparks down by us, were making the horrible rubbery cheese stuff, don’t how they were getting the stuff, God knows what they were putting in it.  The Occupying Army came along, smashed up the factory, closed it down, said they were making bombs!

Julie:  [shakes head]  What, cheese bombs?  

[Silent Pause.  Josie goes across to the broom and starts brushing the floor] 

Frank:  [nodded in Josie’s direction]  Donated by the Occupying Army!

John:  What?!

Frank:  Donated by the Occupying Army! 

[to Josie]  Isn’t that right love?!

Josie:  [laughing]  Oh don’t start!

Anthony:  Chrissie jumped on the back of a tank and robbed it!  Didn’t he, Mum?! 

[Everyone is laughing]

Josie:  It’s not funny, he could have been killed, it was stupid, nothing to be proud of…

[Laughter continues]

Josie:  [laughing]  Sshh stop it!

Sue:  I guess they didn’t have much use for it!

[Enter Melanie]

Josie:  Hiya love, are you feeling any better?

Mel:  Sort of….I thought they said the leccie would be back on today.

Josie:  Maybe it will be later.

Mel:  I’m sick of it!  I’m gonna scream, sick of it, day after fucking day.

Josie:  Don’t swear love!  

[puts her arms around her]  

Mel:  How many days has it been this month?  I’m fed up, why isn’t anyone doing anything?  Can’t even have a bath!

Josie:  What can you do?  You can’t tell a tank what to do, now can you love.  

[comforting her]  It’ll be alright!

Mel:  When?

Josie:  I don’t know love, I don’t know….. 

[Frank gets up and moves over to the urn]

Frank:  Tell you what I’ll get this fired up and we can have brew!  How about that?  

[busies himself with the preparation]

Anthony:  I’ll help you!

Mel:  [turning to Claire]  How’s the drawing going?

Claire:  Mum, sssh, I’m concentrating!

Julie:  You can’t interrupt her until she’s finished!

Mel:  Oh I know yeah!

Claire:  Well sssh then!

Mel:  All right, I was only being interested.

Sue:  God I’ve just thought!

John:  [concerned]  What?

Sue:  The food I got in, it’s all going to be rotting.

Julie:  Oh bloody hell yeah..

Anthony:  Oh that’s gonna really stink  

[holds his nose]  Rotten cheese, ugghh!

[Sue shakes her head]

John:  [looks out over edge]  Do you ever see them?

Frank:  What, the settlers, oh yeah we see them alright!  Like a pack they are.  Three days ago, half beat a child to death for shouting abuse at them ‘to teach him a lesson’, a lesson in inhumanity’s the only lesson they have to teach us.  Smashed up the library on Lodge Lane for having ‘subversive literature’, in my day we used to call them kid’s books.

Josie:  They’ve shot kids, it’s terrible, I don’t know how they can do it.  And that little baby the other week, I can’t even talk about it…

Frank:  They threw a two year old baby out of a window.

Sue:  What?!

Julie:  Threw him out of the window.

Sue:  My God, was he all right?

Josie:  Poor little mite, he was thank God, no thanks to them.

Mel:  They are just animals, scum of the earth, you think the soldiers are bad, these are the worst, the all off their heads, weird they are…

Sue:  Don’t the soldiers, I don’t know,  do anything?

Frank:  Kidding aren’t you?  They just look on.

Julie:  They’re too busy shooting into the children’s primary school from the sniper tower on Penny Lane.  That young girl got hit in the head by a ricochet, and she wasn’t the first one either, 

[to Claire]  what was her name?

Anthony:  Kaley.

Claire:  Kylie!  Not Kaley!

Anthony:  Kylie, I’ll die instead of you.

Julie:  Don’t be saying that love….he says that every time he hears of a kid getting shot “I’ll die instead of her”.  

Anthony:  Aunty Sue, I would die for them, honest!

Julie:  [irritated]  How many times have I told you not to say that!  Now apologise.  

[Anthony is resistant]  Now!

Anthony:  [quietly]  Sorry.

Sue:  God love him!  Come here!  

[she sings to him]  “Precious little diamond, let it come to you, Precious little diamond, I leave it all to you”….” 

[she kisses him making him laugh]

Anthony:  Uhhh, Get off!

John:  You won’t be saying that in a few years time.

[Frank now is prodding the tea urn, moves it round slightly]

Josie:  What are you doing?  Don’t be putting it there!  

[Frank moves the urn aside]  

Frank:  Sorry love!  

[looks to John and Sue]  She’s got her jewellery buried there, haven’t you Queen?!

Josie:  And the key to the old place.

Anthony:  Will we ever get to go back to the other place, Grand-Ma Josie?

Frank:  [intervening]  Oh we’ll see, we’ll see about that…

Josie:  One day love, one day….

John:  Why here?!

Josie:  Well in case they raid the house! Last month they took Mr’s O’Shea’s rings, she’d buried them in the cornflakes, not after the soldiers had been….

Anthony:  The soldiers must have ate them!

[Frank continues setting up the urn, to light a fire]

Frank:  That should get going now.  In this heat it won’t be long.

Mel: Oh I can’t live without me tea…….

[They all sit around contemplating the urn as the water starts to boil, they remain silent.   Sue gets up exiting stage]

Mel:  [to John]  So Jimmy and Colin, are alright are they?  

John:  Not too bad, Jimmy’s stubborn, you know what he’s like, refuses to move!

Mel:  Still down in Falkner Street, aren’t they?  I don’t know how they can live in that rubble.

John:  The council tried to re-house them, wanted to clear away the remains, Jimmy wasn’t having any of it, went ballistic, appealed to ‘the Resistance’.

Mel:  It was that Peter fellah’s house, what’s his name?

John:  Peter Redfearn.  Anyway, what they say goes, they were sympathetic to him, you know how much respect Jimmy has.  One-man institution!

Frank:  How is he son?  Truly?

John: He’s all right. He’s writing this letter to the President of the United States of America?  I don’t think he’s sent it yet!  Keeps on writing it and rewriting.  Probably never will!  But if it keeps him sane, know what I mean?

Julie:  Fine lot it’d do him anyway, as if he would care about us, he’s bank rolling them in the first place.

[Sue enters stage, holding stomach]

Anthony:  And killed our budgie, didn’t he Mum?  

[Julie nods her head]
Mel:  How’s Colin?

John:  Not good,  

[to Sue]  is he love?

Sue:  Not really.  Our Angela went down, she’s like a student of psychiatric nursing, says he in deep shock, severely traumatised, won’t necessarily come out of it either.  He never speaks, just stares out into space, smoking fags, if you ask him how he is just says ‘sound’, then looks away, you can’t have a conversation with him….truth is it’s like the life’s gone out of him, it’s like  he’s died as well..

Anthony:  Maybe he wants to be with Karen and Haley in heaven, and Leslie and everyone, don’t you think?

Sue:  Maybe love.

Julie:  I miss Leslie…..God, don’t know why, I’ve just remembered, Brian, coming in from work and farting all night!  Sounds disgusting but I miss it.  Robbie won’t speak about it, it’s like none of them are dead.

Josie:  [crying]  I remember when Colin used to come round as a kid, he was the nicest of boys, very shy and quiet, all the girls fancied him, used to sit there and say “Aunty Josie, can I have just one more biscuit?!”, poor boy…

[John walks to the edge of the stage looking down]

John:  Eh look at this, what’s going on over there?

Julie:  Oh that, that’s the writers home!

John:  The writer, what writer?

Julie:  That’s what she is!  I don’t know much about her, just know that she writes, keeps to herself.

John:  Why are the soldiers jumping up and down on her roof?  Is she all going to be alright?

Julie:  They’ve been persecuting her for months, she keeps on writing these articles about all the kids getting shot, all the settler attacks and what have you.  I think they’re just trying to shut her up.  Just make her life as unbearable as possible.  

[shakes her head]
[Pause]

Mel:  What time is it, it must be five o’ clock by now?

John:  Ten to.

[They remain quiet.  The sound of a tank moving below is heard.  Then the sound of an ambulance siren, coming to a stop below.  There is the sound of a tank blast, a vehicle reversing.  John, Julie, covering Anthony, Mel are looking over the edge]

John:  Bloody hell.

Julie:  It’s firing over it.  

[the sound of another vehicle, an army carrier, coming to a halt]  Bastards, they’re not going to let them through.

Anthony:  Must be a terrorist ambulance!  Carrying guns for terrorists, yeah right we don’t believe it, we don’t believe you!

Julie:  [pulling Anthony back]  Stay away from the edge.  

Mel:  How can they fire on an ambulance!

Anthony:  Eh, look, them kids stoning the tank!  Go head!

Voice of Soldier:  [over a megaphone] This is the Occupying Powers.  Go into your homes.  The curfew is now reinstated, you are under curfew, to all the people of Liverpool, go back to your houses.  Anyone outside will be regarded as an enemy combatant.  There is a curfew in place until 5.00pm tomorrow evening.

John:  Oh fuck off!

Mel:  Just head workers, fucking play mind games.  There always doing this, I’m sick of it.

Julie:  Bastards.

[Shouts are heard from the street below of kids shouting, the shooting of a tank]

Mel:  Shooting on kids throwing stones for God sake..

Julie:  It’s backing off…it’s gonna try and get up to Parli that way, down Princes…

John:  Should try down past Checkpoint Charlie.

Julie:  ‘Crossing of Death’?  Kidding aren’t you?  They shoot up ambulances for fun down there!

John:  Sometimes it’s unmanned.

Julie:  You’ve still got to cross Catherine Street.

John:  It doesn’t matter which way they go anyway, whatever poor bastard’s in there’ll be dead anyway by the time they get to the Royal.

[Shouts from boys continues]

Julie:  Shit there’s Chrissie, what’s he doing out there, I’m going to get him.  

[Julie runs off stage]
John:  [runs off]  I’ll come with you.  
Sue:  Be careful

[Mel gathers Anthony protectively, Claire has moved nearer Frank and Josie]

Josie:  It’s alright love…

[Frank moves to the edge, looks over]

Josie:  Be careful

Frank:  They won’t come in, they don’t care anymore. It’s a matter of pride for them.  I can’t blame them.

Josie:  He’ll be shot.  I’ve warned him so many times.  

Frank:  Where’s Rach?

Mel:  She’s downstairs, I think.

[Sue gets up exits stage.  Chris runs on stage, followed by John, Julie, Rachael.  Chris runs to the edge]

Chris:  Go ahead you fuckers.

[Frank strides across, and slaps him across the back of the head]

Frank:  [shouting]  Stop it!  Now!

[There is silent tension and anger between the two of them]

Josie:  You could have got yourself killed, don’t you understand?  Do you think they’re firing rubber bands, they’re firing real bullets you know.

[Chris glares ahead]

Frank:  Shells, tank shells.

Josie:  Whatever they are they’ll kill you……..

[There is an awkward silence.  John looks down]

John:  Anyway they’ve gone now….

[Sue re-enters burping.  Everyone laughs]

Frank:  Welcome back Senorita!

Sue:  You know I’ve got the weirdest craving, not a word of a lie!

Frank:  What is it?

Sue:  Petrol!

John:  Petrol, nah!

Sue:  I’m not kidding, the petrol from that tank, it smells amazing!

John:  I’m getting worried about you!

Chris:  [to John]  You didn’t tell us you were with a druggie!

Julie:  It’s alright, everything’s allowed when you’re preggers, isn’t it love, even petrol!

Rachael:  Collaborator!  

[Robbie enters.  Julie runs across to embrace him, holding him, kissing him, Anthony runs over to him too]

Robbie:  Collaborator!  That’s a bit out of order!

Anthony:  Dad!  

Julie:  You’ve come, are you alright, did you get here alright.  

[touching him]  I’ve been so worried about you, thank God you’re safe.

Robbie:  I’m fine honestly.  God it’s hot!  I was past High Park Street people were coming out, thinking the curfew was over, the soldiers arrived started shooting at everyone, I just went down the alleys….  

[Anthony goes to get his kite]
Julie:  No one saw you?

Robbie:  No, I got a bit para at one point, I thought the undercover lot were following me, turns out they were just them student internationalists or whatever they are….

Anthony:  Daddy look at my kite, good in it?

Robbie:  That’s brilliant!

Anthony:  Mr Evans made it for me!  Do you want to fly with it with me?

Robbie:  In a bit son, give us a chance…

Chris:  All right Robbie lah, still a fat bastard then heh!

Robbie: Watch it!

John: How do you do it?  The whole of Liverpool’s starving, and your piling on the pounds!

Chris:  Who ate all the pies, we know who ate all the pies!

Robbie:  I can go you know!

Mel:  It’s all the booze!

Robbie:  Shut up!  Listen, seriously,  there’s some madwoman down below, sitting outside knitting on the step!  I’ve just said to her “Are you crazy, there’s a curfew on, they’ll shoot you”, she wouldn’t have none of it.  Said “No, no, I heard it on the radio, the curfew’s finished”.  I said “You’re kidding aren’t you, I’ve just seen them shooting at people”, she goes “Well, I’ve always done me knitting on the step, and I’m not about to stop now, I’m a respectable woman”, I tried to get her to come in but she wasn’t having any of it, said she didn’t care what they did.  I said “They’ll kill you know”!  She goes “They can kill me if they want”!  I said “They will kill you if you don’t get in!”  Mad woman, who the hell is she?!

Josie:  [shaking her head]  She’s at it again!  Molly Brown.  She drives me spare.  I’ll go and get her in.  She’s always doing it.  Won’t be told…  

[Josie exits]

Frank:  She’s schizophrenic.  Lovely woman like, but still a child, we have to have someone sit with her ready to drag her in if a jeep or something comes flying round the corner, she’s been lucky so far…  

[shakes his head]

Julie:  So what was it that was so urgent, that it couldn’t wait?

Robbie:  I’ll tell you now, give us a sec…

[Claire jumps up]

Claire:  I’ve finished it  

[holds out the drawing proudly for all to see]
Sue:  Wow, look at that, that’s brilliant, so come on tell us what’s happening here.

Claire:  Look, Aunty Julie!

Julie:  [distracted and tense]  Let me see….here’s the ‘Oasis’, and there’s all us sitting and talking, there’s the kites, and the flowers, and the broom, and oh that’s the soldier shouting the curfew from a tank…

Mel:  A tanker!  Remember that, they were her first words!

Sue:  No!

Mel:  Yeah, except she wouldn’t say ‘tank’, would you love, she used to say “Mummy, Mummy, there’s a tanker knocking the door! Let the tanker in”.  We all used to shout “No don’t let the tanker in”!  

Claire:  Mum!  I’m trying to show my picture.

Mel:  Sorry love!

Julie:  What’s that Claire?

Claire:  It’s the ambulance

Julie:  Oh yeah, there’s a boy inside

Claire:  He’s been shot in the head, see!

Sue:  Oh and there’s the boys throwing stones…

Julie:  And what are they?

Claire:  They’re tears!

Julie:  Tears!  Why have the stones got tears?!

Claire:  The stones have got tears because life here is so sad that even the stones want to cry!

[Julie and Sue look on silently moved]

Julie:  And why is there a cloud over the sun, where’s that come from?  

[looks up]  It’s been a cloudless blue sky all day long!

Claire:  I know that but the sun asked me to put a cloud over it, because it hates what’s going on below and it doesn’t want to watch it anymore…

Julie:  Ahhh   [kisses Claire]   I tell you, we could do with some clouds, Jesus, it’s hot!

Anthony:  Dad, come and play with my kite!

Robbie:  In a bit, I need to talk with the adults about something first.

Anthony:  Dad!

Robbie:  Don’t be like that in a bit!

Julie:  Be quiet!

Robbie:  [to Frank]  Listen, there’s something come up, that I need to let everyone know about.  Without the kids present.

[The sound comes quickly and overpoweringly of a helicopter gunship overhead, passing on it’s way, they cower from it’s wind and noise for a few seconds, watching without surprise or comment, until it fades into the distance]

Frank:  Chris, Rachael, take Anthony and Claire, downstairs…

Chris:  Dad but I don’t want to.

Frank:  Now!

Chris:  [to Anthony]  Come on Anthony, let’s go and play downstairs.

[Chris, Rachael, Anthony and Claire exit]

Robbie:  [to all]  They want me to come in.  

[pause]  If I don’t come in by 8 O’ Clock tomorrow morning, they’ll demolish here.  It’s as simple as that….  

[Everyone looks on, no one knows what to say, Robbie himself looks down.  Julie has tears in her eyes]  

It’ll be all right, they said I’m not a big fish, it’s just administrative detention, few months and I’ll be out.

Julie:  You know that’s not true, you know what they do to people in there, you don’t have to go in, they can’t find you.

Robbie:  They’ll knock this house down….if I’m not at the Smithdown Check Point by eight in the morning.  You know that’s what they do.

Julie:  What do they want you for, you haven’t done anything, you can’t go in, you can’t go in, you know what they’ll do to you.

Robbie:  Love, they’ll give the order to demolish the house….

Julie:  Maybe they won’t.  We could appeal.

Robbie:  There is no appeal, I’ve got to go, look around, do you want every one homeless…for a second time?  I’ve got to go, you know that, I’m sorry Jul.  

[turns away].

[Julie stands motionless in great distress, bereft, tears in her eyes.  Sue and Melanie go over to comfort her]

Julie:  You know what happens, you know what they do to them.  

[sobs]
Sue:  Come on, stop that, it hasn’t come to that yet.  Why do they want him?

Julie:  Stop it?  You stop it, it’s not your husband is going in.

Sue:  I’m sorry, love I didn’t mean it like that.

Frank:  What are they taking you in for son?

Mel:  They don’t need a reason, doesn’t matter whether he’s done anything or not.

Julie:  He hasn’t done anything.  

Robbie:  One of the collabos must have passed me name on after the funeral, you never know who’s who, but they knew I’d been shouting me mouth off!  

Julie:  That’s no crime!

Frank:  They might want him to open his mouth.

Julie:  He’s not a grass!  Alright?

Robbie:  Calm down, love..

John:   Course he isn’t a grass, no one thinks he is.  Bloody hell, Robbie!

Robbie:  I know, yeah!

Mel:  [rationalising]  And at least if he’s inside we know he’s safe, they wont carry out one of those, what do you call them, ‘assassinations’ on him.  They won’t target him…

John:  It’ll probably only be for a few months, maybe six, just keep your mouth shut this time.

Robbie:  I will don’t worry about that!

[Everyone looks on no one quite sure what to say.  Julie is holding tightly onto Robbie, caressing him, tearfully.  Chris, Rachael, Anthony and Claire  are peeping onstage, listening in]

Robbie:  I’m going to get changed…

[Children duck out of sight, of stage.  Robbie exits.  The sound of heavy stomping footsteps, and Molly’s loud laughter, a smokers crackling laugh]

Molly:  [off stage]  Hi kids, what are you all doing there?

Rachael:  [off stage]  Sssh!

Molly:  Oh sorry!

[Josie and Molly enter stage]

Josie:  Well, I’m glad that’s sorted!

Molly:  [over emotional, loud, bustling]  Oh hi Frankie, hi Mel, hi there! 

[to Sue and John]  Pleased to meet you.  Hi Julie love, are you alright, what’s wrong?  What’s wrong there’s something wrong.

[Frank moves over to Molly guides her paternally away from Julie.  Children are peeping out from the sides]

Frank:  Now listen, Molly, Julie’s had a bit of bad news, and she just needs a bit of time alone.

Molly:  Oh no, are you alright, what’s happened, oh no!  

[starts crying, Josie goes over to her]
Josie:  Now stop that, Molly, stop that right now!

Molly:  I’m sorry, forgive me, please forgive me, I’m really sorry!

Josie:  What’s happened, what’s wrong?

[Julie exits stage rapidly, children quickly hide their heads off stage. Josie looks back watching Julie head off wondering]

Molly:  It was something I said.

Frank:  Robbie’s got to go in tomorrow, the Occupying Forces want him, otherwise they say they’ll knock the house down.

Josie:  No, in God’s name no, he can’t go in.

Molly:  Oh no!  

[starts shrieking]
Josie:  Molly quiet!

Molly:  I’m sorry, forgive me, I’m awful sorry.

Josie:  Sssh.

Mel:  He’s got to, he wants to otherwise we’ll all be in the street.

Josie:  It shouldn’t be happening, we shouldn’t let it happen.  Maybe they won’t do it.  

[to Sue]  Look at that family down by you, they said they were knocking their home down, that was two months ago, and nothing’s happened.  

Sue:  You mean, Stevie Owen’s family?

Josie:  All they did was take measurements of the house, they didn’t actually do anything!

Sue:  That’s the point, they have to sleep outside their house every night in tents, all their possessions in storage.  That’s how they do it.  They keep ‘em waiting before they knock the house down, just to inflict a little bit more pain on them, but once the orders gone through that’s it, end of story.  

Mel:  Sue’s right Mum, we’ve got to face facts.

Josie:  Well I don’t know, we could still do something.

[There is silence]

Molly:  I’m awfully sorry.  It’s terribly upsetting.  I’m very concerned about Robert and Julie, and young Anthony.

Josie:  Now Molly stop that.

Molly:  I’m sorry!

[Julie enters stage.  The four children are peeping round the curtains again]

Josie:  Love, come here!  

[she gives Julie a big hug, kissing her]  Oh you poor thing.

Julie:  [looking around]  Listen, I’m sorry about before, I was upset.

Frank:  It’s alright love, everyone understands…

Molly:  I’m sorry Julie!  Will you forgive me?

Julie:  Course, love….he’s going in, in the morning….  

[to Mel]  Can Anthony sleep in with you tonight, so we can be alone, you understand don’t you?

Mel:  Sure, love.

Julie:  I’ll need a change of sheet….Anthony bed wets every night.

Mel:  Claire’s the same.

Josie:  They all do, even the bigguns, they can’t help themselves, bless ‘em. 

[Chris and Rachael have stopped peeping onstage at hearing this]  

Come on, I’ll get you some sheets. 

Frank:  [to Josie]  Chris and Rachael can sleep in the hall, it won’t harm them for one night.  

[Josie and Julie exit.  Frank moves over to the urn]

Molly:  The water’s boiling, I’d love a tea Mr Callaghan!

Frank:  Frank Callaghan to you!  Or just plain old Frankie.  I see you’re on the ball.

[Molly chortles with laughter.  Sue exits stage.  Chris, followed by Rachael, Claire and Anthony come on stage]

Claire:  We’re going to sleep on the roof tonight yippee!

Chris:  We’re not sleeping in the hall that’s for sure!  We won’t get shot, so we’ll be alright…

Rachael:  Promise not to look over the edge, go on Dad!

Frank:  We’ll see, I’m not promising.  I’ll speak to your Mum about it.

Claire:  Yeahh!

Frank:  I said we’ll see, I haven’t promised.

Mel:  Should be alright, no one can see them up here, safe as anywhere else….

Anthony:  [banging the ‘Don’t shoot children’ sign, aggressively]  We can shoot down the helicopters.  

Frank:  [stirring in tea into the urn]  Stop making a racket over there 

Anthony:  [kicking a ‘flat’ football that he has found]  My Daddy was a footballer, wasn’t he?

Chris:  Before he got fat!  

[Molly starts cackling]
Anthony:  Heh you, he isn’t fat.  So shut it!  

[to John]  He was, wasn’t he?

John:  Yes, before they bombed Anfield and Goodison.  He had trials with Liverpool.

Chris:  What was it like going the matches?

John:  It was brilliant, well it would have been, the Reds were past their best by the time I started going to see them, the glory years had gone, it was still great though.

Anthony:  My Dad was really good wasn’t he?

John:  Yep, he was, give him his due, a winger, used to bomb down the wing, just knocked the ball past them and went!  But they never took him on the end.

Chris:  Real Madrid are my team, since the footie ended here. That Zidane, man, he’s the best player in the world, and Ronaldo, I’d like to be him!  

[looks out]   Anyway, whatever.

[Sue enters stage.  Mel and John are staring into space separately]

Anthony:  I’m going to fight them, like me Dad!

Frank:  Shut up son.

Anthony:  I’m gonna go and shoot them!

Frank:  [angry]  Don’t you ever say that again, do you here?  You’re not fighting with anyone.  Your Dad’s going..

Anthony:  I don’t want him to go to prison, we could move home couldn’t we, take the birdcage with us, and everything?

Molly:  I think we should take the urn with us, then we could have a cup of tea!

Chris:  I want to go to the sea!

Rachael:  Oh and how are you going to get there then, on a magic carpet?

Claire:  I could come the beach with you.

Anthony:  Well I’m coming too then, eh Claire, you could draw us a magic flying carpet and then we could all fly away from this rooftop high above the wall and the helicopters and the tanks, they’ll never be able to catch us.

Chris:  I want to go to the beach at Formby, get out of this dump.

Rachael:  In your dreams!  You can’t even get to town with all the checkpoints, how are you gonna get all the way up to Formby?

Chris:  We’ll all right then, I’ll go the river.

Rachael:  What through the settlement, you’ll get shot.

Chris:  I know a place to get through were it’s quiet!

Rachael:  Where?

Chris:  I’ll tell ya later.

Anthony: [to Sue] Is me Mum going to prison as well?

Sue:  No love, only to visit your Dad.

Anthony:  What’s he done wrong, then?

Sue:  He hasn’t done anything wrong.

Anthony:  So why has he got to go into prison then?

Sue:  They just want to talk things over with him, that’s all.

Anthony:  Will I be able to visit him?

Sue:  Of course you will sweetheart!

Anthony:  Can we go tomorrow then?

Sue:  Not tomorrow, but soon, love…

Anthony:  Will they shoot at me?

Sue:  No, don’t be silly you’re just a little kid!

Anthony:  They do shoot little kids!  They shot that girl, Kylie, and they shot that boy, Francis in our school, I know loads of kids that have been shot!

Sue:  Well they wouldn’t shoot you, that’s for sure, you’re far too cute, you see!  

[tickles him]  Shall I sing you a song?

Anthony:  [cradles himself by her]  Yeah!

Sue:  [sings]  “Well I got my reasons, why I still believe in you, You’re my cry and wonder, There’s no doubt I need you, Precious little diamond, let it come to you, precious little diamond, I leave it all to you”!  

[Sue comes  to a pause]

Molly:  There bloody liars, that’s what they are….they’ve got no business lying like that.  Telling us one moment the curfew’s off and then putting it back on.  I’ve got a good mind to going a give them a piece  [begins coughing badly.  Claire passes Molly some water]  Thank you.  If Mum was alive….

Anthony:  Oh here we go again!

Molly:  Mind you, I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but some of those soldier boys are very cute looking!

Mel:  Molly, how could you, going with the enemy!

Molly:  I know yeah, sleeping with the enemy!  I wouldn’t mind one of them boys inspecting me!  

[breaks into mad hilarious laughter, coughing and spluttering]
Anthony:  She’s mad.

Sue:  Now don’t be like that!

Anthony:  Well she is.

Molly:  But now Mr Callaghan, there’s something I want to bring up.  I’m terribly concerned about Robert and Julie.  It’s very worrying and upsetting, and I’m terribly concerned, I must admit.

Frank:  I know, Molly, I know, but right now tea’s up, who wants a brew, then?

Mel:  Thank God for that.

Molly:  Oh brilliant, I thought you’d never say that and we were all going to die of thirst!  

[chortles with laughter]
Frank:  If you’re not careful I’ll chuck you in!

Molly:  Oh no don’t, God no, please!

Mel:  I’m parched!  I’d drink the whole lot myself if you lot weren’t here!  

Molly:  Oh no, don’t do that, they’ll be none for me!

Anthony:  [to Sue]  Aunty Sue, sing us that song again!

Sue:  I will, love, in a moment, when I come back…..  

[Sue exits quickly]

[Frank passes cups of tea to the adults.  They sit there drinking in silence]

Anthony:  Why’s everyone so quiet round here?

John:  Coz, there’s nothing to say….

Anthony:  Yeah, but there must be something to say?  

John shakes his head.  Anthony tires of his attitude.  They remain in silence, staring out privately for some time.  Lights down. 
Scene 4 – “A Good-bye”

Lights up.  Robbie and Julie are onstage, holding each other, embraced, kissing slowly.

Robbie:  It’s properly light now!  

[looks at watch]  Five O’ Clock.  I’ve got to go.

Julie:  No!  Don’t go, not just yet.  Five more minutes.

[Robbie lays his head on Julie’s shoulders]  It’ll be all right. You’ll be all right, you’ll see!

Robbie:  I know.

Julie:  Where do you think they’ll take you?

Robbie:  Don’t know, Walton if I’m lucky.  Could be anywhere.  Maybe the Southern Zones just to make it harder to visit!

Julie:  I could visit you in Walton.  I could get a security pass.

Robbie:  Don’t bring Anthony. It’s too dangerous, I don’t want him shot.

Julie:  He’ll want to come.

Robbie:  No, don’t tell him, it’s too dangerous.

[Julies kisses him, touches him feels his body, savours his smell]

Julie:  Don’t go!

Robbie:  I’ve got to go, I’ve only got a few hours to get up to ‘Parli’.

[Robbie breaks away from her]

Julie:  I love you. I love you.

Robbie: I know, I….where’s Ant?

Julie:  He’s sleeping with the others on the roof.

Robbie:  I’ll go and kiss him good-bye.

Julie:  Will you be alright with the curfew?

Robbie:  Yeah no problem, I’ll go down the back alleys.  Listen, I’ll be back in a minute.

[Robbie walks offstage]

Julie looks out distraught and lost.  Lights down.

Scene 5 – “On the Moon”

Lights Up.  Robbie stands onstage blind-folded.  His arms feel out around him.

Captain X:  [voice heard over a loud speaker]  Robbie Callaghan, nice of you to join us, after all this time!

Robbie:  Well, you know, I had nothing on today, so I thought I’d pop by!

Captain X:  Quite, Quite!  Well, sorry we can’t give you a view, security concerns, I’m sure you understand!

Robbie:  So where do I have the pleasure?  Walton, Risley?

Captain X:  Questions, questions!  Let’s just say for our purposes you’re ‘on the moon’!

Robbie:  Well you better get a solicitor up to the moon pretty sharpish then, hadn’t you, I want to see a solicitor.

Captain X:  Robbie, anyone would think we didn’t intend to take good care of you!  Just relax, be a good boy now!

Robbie:  I want a solicitor you fuckwit.

Captain X:  Language Robbie.  Robert James Callaghan, No fixed Abode….

Robbie:  [over him]  Not since you blew it up your cunts….

Captain X:  ….33 years of age, married, one child, under ‘Administrative Detention’, ‘Order Prohibiting Meeting With Council’ granted and in effect.

Robbie:  What?!

Captain X:  ‘Order Prohibiting Meeting With Council’!

Robbie:  Never heard of it, what the fuck’s that?

Captain X:  Oh, it’s all quite legal and proper, Robbie.  We apply to one of our special court hearings for the order, we tell them that it is the expert opinion of one of our special intelligence officers that if you were to be given access to a solicitor it would prejudice, possibly greatly, the interrogation process, thereby potentially, gravely undermining the present precarious security situation, or something to that effect.  They’re more than willing to grant it.  And when we want another one, we just go back and ask again!  Simple really, if you don’t ask you don’t get, eh ‘Robbie lad’!  Oh there’s no right of appeal should be thinking of it!

Robbie:  I won’t say anything to you.   Forget it, you won’t get a word out of me.

Captain X:  Robbie, you don’t seem to understand, we don’t want you to say anything.  Frankly, I’d prefer it if you kept quiet, what you say or think, it’s of no importance, one way or the other…..anyway I’d love to chat, but as I’m sure you can imagine, I’m a very busy man.  I’ll leave you in the capable hands of a few of my colleagues, I don’t think you’ve been introduced.  Bye for now, Robbie!  

[Loud speaker goes dead]
[Four soldiers enter stage left and approach Robbie]

Robbie:  Yeah, whatever….  

[Four soldiers stand around Robbie who senses their proximity]  So who the fuck are you lot?  You could do with a bath, I know that much, you fucking stink!  Have you ever thought of….

[Robbie is grabbed, punched and kicked to the ground, where he receives a brutal beating which lasts some time.  One of the soldiers drags him to the back of the stage where he is thrown offstage]

Four soldiers exit stage left.  Lights down.
Scene 6 – “Monsters at the Nest”

Lights up.  Woman writer is crouched at the back of the stage in the foetal position.  She holds something enclosed in her hand.  She looks up to the ceiling for a few seconds.  Her laptop is open on her desk.  She looks out to the audience.

Writer:  “It’ll be dark soon, that’s when they mainly come, when it’s dark.” 

[laughs to herself] 

No monsters yet tonight!

[gets up moves back to her desk, sits down and reads]

‘My dear Jules, it’s past midnight, the heat has partly deserted the house.  For the moment it is quiet’.  

[pauses, looks around desk, lights up a cigarette, gets up and walks around]

‘I miss normal life….this smell of death is all around, and there seems no way to escape our destiny.  Homes destroyed, children shot at, old women menaced by soldiers at checkpoints, road blocks higher than sky scrapers, trees torn out, families evicted, it’s just sport for them, hunting animals for pleasure, people herded around in their own land, towards some great unknown.  Just mundane details!

People don’t understand what we are going through, not even ourselves!

I’m losing faith in myself.  Now all the streets have been taken over by these vicious soldiers….not only am I afraid, but I try to avoid them. This can’t be true, this can’t be me anymore!

I am not alive, I am not alive because this city is dead.  I am not okay because of all the suffering around me.  I am not happy because we are so sad.  I am so afraid because no one is safe anymore and I am tired and weary.  The world betrays us, again and again.  Please, leave us alone!

My dear Jules, I look for a reason to cry, as if I don’t have enough already.  I look for a reason to live a daydream where people are happy and not bad.  I get lost, I get lost in everything I try to find.  We have turned into a people without direction, who live without aim, except to survive….

Everything is painful, watching the soaps on TV is painful, reading a story is painful, walking the streets is painful.  

Should I apologise for being what I am, for feeling what I feel, for being born the wrong side of this damn wall?

I can’t convey to you, Jules, what’s going on.  I’m just not able.  I can’t tell you how crippled I am inside my heart.  I can no longer make decisions.  My dear Jules, will you ever be able to forgive me, I’m covered in the rubble of my own fear…..’

[looks outwards.  Banging is heard getting louder.  Writer looks up as banging turns into a cacophony]

Hear they come!

[Writer cowers in the corner, closes her eyes.  Yelps of joy accompany the banging]

[The voices of soldiers are heard.  They are not seen]

1st Soldier:  Heh, Prostitute, are you doing business tonight?

2nd Soldier:  How’s the whore doing?

3rd Soldier:  Heh, witch, why don’t you fix us something nice to eat, then we’ll take turns with you.

2nd Soldier:  How do you like a nice big cock.  I’ve got a nice big cock for you, whore.  There’s a whole lot of boys waiting out here, how about being our little gangbang babe?  So what do you say?  How about it?

[The sound of laughter, the sound of urinating into water, followed by more laughter]

1st Soldier:  Heh, bitch I’ve added a special something into your water tank for you to drink on.  Enjoy!

2nd Soldier:  So little whore, why don’t you leave here?  Stop tempting us you whore.  The settlers are getting all upset with you spying on them, saying all those lies about us.  And you parading yourself like that out in the open, they’re beginning to forget their wives!  

[The sound of laughter]
3rd Soldier:  I know I’m beginning to forget mine!  Heh, darling, excuse me, Miss, excuse me, can you hear me down there?  Why don’t you come and have a drink with us, it’s nice and cool on the roof, come on up, why you can take all your clothes off!

[Lots of banging, jumping up and down is heard, lots of shouting and laughter.  Writer covers her head]

1st Soldier:  We’re just going off to have a little bite to eat but don’t be going to sleep on us, just cause it’s past your bedtime.  We’ll be right back, in a jiffy.  You stay right there.  Byeeh!

2nd Soldier:  See you later, my little sweetheart, I’m saving all my kisses for you!

3rd Soldier:  Later, bitch.  

[Sound of movement, moving away]

[Writer remains with her head down for a while, slowly raises her head, gets up, comes to the front of the stage, humiliated, tears of sorrow in her eyes]

Writer:  Well ‘witch’ isn’t so bad!  At least one compliment! I like witches, not at all what you think!  They bring good!  

[opens hand to reveal a bullet] A calling card.  One live bullet, army issue, with note attached informing me that you were showing me what you were going to put through my brains if I didn’t leave!  I won’t leave, this is my home.  

[pauses, inspecting the bullet in the palm of her hand before clenching her hand around it]  

There was a big bus bomb today, lots of dead soldiers and settlers, some service workers as well, they get even nastier when that happens….so watch out, things are going to get a lot worse, mark my words.  

[looks out, eyes dart out worriedly, suddenly fixing on something seen, then relaxes dismissing her previous action]  

The wall, is growing, closer and closer it comes, with every day that passes, all-consuming, inevitable, this gaping wound, a monster come to imprison us….funny thing is it looks small, almost puny from up here!  Like you could be jump over it if you were an Olympic high jumper!  And all watched over by the moon, a guardian angel, or jailor perhaps…..always watchful, and as usual nothing to say to anyone!

[looks around]  So nice of the soldiers to give me a break, better make the best of it.

Writer walks back to her desk.  Lights go down leaving only the light coming from her laptop.  She looks at the screen for a few seconds, then turns it off, and walks off the stage in darkness.

INTERVAL
Act III - Autumn

Scene 1 – “Back at Check Point Charlie”

Lights up.  John is stood on stage, ID card held up above his head.  He is motionless.

John:  So here we are again then!  Just you and me Michael, and a soldier makes three!

Come on bollocks, get a move on!  Ain’t got all day!  What’s that Michael, ‘Patience is a virtue’, how did you get so wise, so young?!  I’ll just point out to you since you don’t have the benefit of a watch, that we’ve been stood here like lemmings, for 15 whole minutes, waiting for these clowns to do something….tell you what, we’ll give it another minute or two, but no more, enough’s enough.

[Pause]

[Old Man enters stage right and looks on]

Why, oh Michael, I hear you asking, do they call it ‘Checkpoint Charlie’?  Well son, it’s like this.  Every morning as I wind myself to work I have to pass this little watchtower, here you see.  Now, and don’t make it too obvious, they’re very touchy these bastards, see at the top….

[Old Man looks up following John’s description]  ….no right up there at the very top, that’s it, that semi-circular opening, you don’t know what semi-circular is, well it’s just round, well up there anyway there’s soldiers, right?  And I have to stand here like a divvy with my ID card held up, and then they check it through binoculars to make sure I’m not some baddy they want and then you hear a voice through the megaphone giving you the nod.  Sometimes they ask you lots of pointless questions, like….well, you’ve already heard them, haven’t you…anyway, the very same questions they asked you the day before!  

But, and here’s the catch, the point is, sometimes there’s no one there!  That’s right, no one there!  So you stand there like the biggest plonker going, too scared to move in case they’re just pretending not to be there, waiting for you to move so they can shoot you, but feeling like a right tit in case there’s no one there!  And that, little Michael is why they call it ‘Checkpoint Charlie’!  

And right now, I’m the ‘Charlie’ and we’re the chumps!  It gets too much for you after a while and you just think ‘fuck it’ and walk across, but it’s a dangerous game, that’s for sure….  So we’ve got to be careful, Michael, just like when I was a kid, we had the Green Cross Code, you had to look both ways before crossing the road and the little man had to be on green, you see, well it’s just like that now, same difference, except we’ll just have to wait for the little green sniper to be on green before we move, that’s all!

[Pause]

Wonder where they’re keeping Uncle Robbie?  Trouble is, Michael, no one’s saying nothing….  Julie’s got nowhere, the Occupying Powers won’t say ‘boo’.  What’s that, Michael?  Walton’s most likely, you reckon!  Only wish we knew….  

Heh, do you want to know something, you’re getting big now, I can’t believe how big your Mum’s belly is!  You must like your tuck, must take after Robbie!  Only another couple of months now, boy are we going to have a party!  You’re going to have a great life, I’ll make sure of that, no one’s going to hurt you, cause your big soft Dad will sort them out!  Cause he loves the bones of you, even though he hasn’t even seen you yet!  Bloody hell I feel silly!

[pause]  Come on, your fuckin’ idiots, how long are you keeping me here waiting?

[pause]  Ahhh, I’ve had enough, come on, let’s get going, I’m getting off.  

[waves his ID in the air for attention]

[shouts]  Hello!  Hello! 

[quietly]  come on ‘Soldier Boy’.  

[shouts]  Hello!  John Ward, Hospital Porter, Mill Street, 15A Mill Street, the Dingle, going to work, at the Royal Hospital, starting time 7.00am, finishing 6.00,

[waits for a response]  

Okay Michael, I don’t want you ever doing this, close your eyes now, it’s a bit dangerous, do you here me?  Don’t want you watching this.  Oh and listen, errr, Michael, just in case, something happens, oh never mind….

[John very tentatively moves forward, ‘his heart in his mouth’, flinching, ‘waiting for a bullet to come’, he moves a few steps, then quickly moves onwards, coming to a stop by the side, near stage exit, breathes a series of large sighs of relief, now that he is safe]

Fuck me!  I hate doing that.  Bloody hell…..  

[composes himself]  

Well,  Michael, time for you and me to go to work, you direct and I’ll do the walking!

John exits stage left.  Old Man remains where he is stood.  Lights down.

Scene 2 – “Kick-Around”

Lights Up.  Robbie is sat in a wheel chair, centre stage, motionless, head down. 

[After 15 seconds two soldiers  enter stage left, quietly tiptoe up to Robbie’s wheelchair, 1st Soldier moving close up to him]

1st Soldier:  Boo!

[Robbie comes round, slowly looks in 1st Soldier’s direction, eyes unfocused]

So how’s the new hero of ‘the Resistance’ doing?!  

[looks up]  Enjoying the weather!  

[puts out his hand to ‘feel’ the rain]  It’s nice the rain…I like the rain, Robbie, 

[breathing it in, holding his face up to it]  it’s good for you, makes you feel alive, eh Robbie?

2nd Soldier:  It’s good to feel alive, isn’t it Robbie?!

[1st Soldier theatrically moves Robbie’s wheel-chair slightly after first taking off the breaks]

1st Soldier:  Robert!  Have you moved this wheel chair? 

[looks down at a marked cross where the wheel chair had been centred upon]  

[shouts]  You were told not to move the wheel chair!  Not an inch!  You moved the wheel chair.  Keep the wheel chair on the fucking cross or you’ll stay out here for another three days in the fucking rain, okay?!

[Robbie’s body shakes violently]

Robbie:  I’m cold, wet through.

2nd Soldier:  You’re cold are you and wet?  

[to 1st Soldier]  Shall we take him for a nice hot bath!

1st Soldier:  Followed by a nice warm dinner!  Yum, Yum!

2nd Soldier:  Would sir like to sample the wine?

Robbie:  I’m freezing.

1st Soldier:  You’re freezing, 

[to 2nd Soldier]  He’s freezing.  

[to Robbie]  I know, what you need is to move around, get the circulation going again, put the ‘wind in your sails’.

[1st soldier begins pushing Robbie around the stage.  2nd Soldier takes over a while.  He brings Robbie to a stop.  Robbie is slumped half unconscious]

1st Soldier:  Wake up, Robbie!  Don’t be falling asleep at your own party.

2nd Soldier:  Yeah, we don’t want you being a party pooper now!

1st Soldier:  I hear you were a football player, once upon a time…..

2nd Soldier:  Wow!  Very impressive!

1st Soldier:  Let’s play some football then!  

[to 2nd Soldier he nods to far corner]  Get the ball!  

[2nd Soldier goes and gets the ball whilst 1st Soldier picks Robbie up from under his arms and drags him out of his wheel chair]

[to 2nd Soldier]  Pass the ball!

[2nd Soldier passes the ball slowly in Robbie’s direction, as if he was passing it to a young child]

[to Robbie but speaking as if speaking to a child]  Kick the ball!  Go on Robbie, kick the ball!  You can do it, you know you can!  Just like the old days!  

[now aggressively]  Kick the ball.  Kick the fucking ball!

[1st Soldier throws Robbie to the floor.  Robbie crumples unable to support himself.  1st Soldier boots the ball at Robbie]  Fucking cripple.  Get up! 

[1st Soldier picks up Robbie and puts him back in the wheel chair, then slaps his face a couple of times]

Wake up, wake up, wake up, no sleeping now!  Now get back on your fucking cross and stay there!

[1st Soldier moves wheel chair to the marked cross.  He puts the brakes on the wheel chair.  Robbie’s head lolls, his body shakes visibly]

If you move from there, there’ll be trouble.  Next time I won’t just break your back, I’ll grind it into a fucking pulp.  

[1st Soldier punches him]  You little shit.  

[to 2nd Soldier]   Get the cooking oil and let’s get out of here.

[2nd Soldier exits stage right]

[to Robbie]  We’re going to have a nice meal, chicken, potatoes, mushrooms, some good beer to wash it down with.  If you’re lucky, I might throw you some scraps, teach you how to crawl.  

[he kicks Robbie in the leg, no reaction]  You know,  

[moves close up to him]  ‘Robbie La’, I regret what we did to you, it’s true!  I regret it!  You know why?  [pulls Robbie’s ear]  Because now we’ve only got half a fucking body left to inflict pain upon…  

[pushes Robbie’s head down]. 

[1st Soldier pulls out a handkerchief, wipes his face, blows into it]  Bloody rain!  You could catch your death in it!  You luck a bit bedraggled, here let me help.  

[arranges handkerchief as a shawl around Robbie’s head]  Don’t you look beautiful!  Good enough to kiss!  [kisses Robbie on the cheek]  All the boys are going to like you!  We’ll serve you up later if you like, how about it?  No, not saying nothing!  Ah well, another time!  

[stands up from him]  Look at you, you useless fucking cripple.  Well you’ll never play football again, that’s for sure, or fuck a woman!  

[grabs Robbie’s crotch]  Nothing going on down there, eh Robbie, you’ll just have to imagine, your wife with a real man!  Urrggh!  

[brings hand away from Robbie’s crotch].  You’ve pissed yourself, you filthy animal, you lot are worse than dogs!  No personal hygiene, filthy animals.

[2nd Soldier enters stage right carrying large bottle of cooking oil]

2nd Soldier:  Come on let’s go, let’s get out of this bloody weather!

[2nd Soldier continues across stage and exits stage left]

1st Soldier:  Now Robbie, do me a favour, will you?  Now you stay here, guard the place, okay?  And if you see anything suspicious taking place you just let me know.  Okay!  

[playfully scabs his ears]  See you later, mate!

1st Soldier exits stage left, following 2nd Soldier.  Lights down.

Scene 3 – “Waiting”

Lights up on four Males sat at back of stage, silent.  A man stands apart, front of stage, back to the audience, naked, upright in formal posture.

[Two Soldiers enter stage right, approach undressed man.  1st Soldier carries clothes under his arm, which he throws at Errand man]

1st Soldier:  Get dressed, quickly, nudist camp is over, hurry up.

[Errand man begins dressing.  Two soldiers move over to four sitting men who have all stood up.  2nd Soldier carries a plastic bag]

2nd Soldier:  Ids.  

[The men hand in their Ids]  Car keys?  

[The men are hesitant.  2nd Soldier angrily grabs McConlough]  Car keys!  

[McConlough hands over his car keys.  2nd Soldier puts keys in plastic bag already weighted down with others.  1st and 2nd Soldier now turn to previously Errand man now dressed]
1st Soldier:  Okay, I want you to go and get us cigarettes.

Errand Man:  Where from?

2nd Soldier:  From a shop, idiot, where do you think from?

Errand Man:  I’ve got no money, I’m sorry.

[2nd Soldier kicks man up the backside]

1st Soldier:  It’s not our problem, find some.  Go and get our cigarettes, now.  I want 40 Marlborough in 20 minutes time, okay!

Errand Man: [nods] Okay.

2nd Soldier:  Go then!

[Errand Man exits stage left. 1st and 2nd Soldiers return to four men.  1st Soldier holds their Id’s in his hand]

1st Soldier:  Thomas Rooney?

Rooney:  Yes

1st Soldier:  Where are you going?

Rooney:  To work at Aintree, 

2nd Soldier:  [correcting him]  ‘Northtown’!

Rooney:  ‘Northtown’ then, we’re all working at the racecourse there.

2nd Soldier:  You’re lying, you are going to Bootle, six of our soldiers died there yesterday, you’re part of it.

Rooney:  No, no, it’s nothing to do with us, we just want to work, we’re not from Bootle, we’re from Walton, look,  

[points] it’s on our Id’s.

1st Soldier:  [angrily]  I can read where you are from.  

[pauses]  You’re all the same, what does it matter?  

[looks at next man]  Name?

Burns:  Anthony Burns.

2nd Soldier:  [turns to next man]  You!

McConlough:  McConlough, Tommy,

2nd Soldier:  I don’t want your name, come here.  

[McConlough steps forward]  

[to McConlough pointing at Burns]  Hit him.  

[McConlough looks back at 2nd  Soldier]  Hit him, I said, hit him, are you stupid?

[McConlough turns to Burns slaps him moderately] 

Not like that, move.  

[shoves McConlough out of the way and forcefully slaps Burns across the face]  

[to McConlough]  Now you.  

[McConlough stands in front of Burns and slaps him hard]  And again.  

[McConlough repeats action] 

[to Burns]  Now you.  

[Burns slaps McConlough hard in face]  And again.  

[Burns repeats action]

[2nd Soldier looks at them contemptuously.  2nd Soldier shoves McConlough and Burns back in line]  That’s for our mates, you little shits.

1st Soldier:  Pockets, open.  

[The four men open their pockets, change and keys fall out]  

2nd Soldier:  [to 4th man, Bennett]  You, pick the money up.

[Bennett collects money from the floor.  2nd Soldier stands with his hand out.  Bennett puts the money in the soldiers hand]  Tah, lah!

[1st and 2nd Soldier exit stage right.  McConlough and Burns feel their faces]

Rooney:  [to McConlough]  Well  you can kiss good bye to the car.  You won’t be seeing that for till next week.

McConlough:  How do you know?

Burns:  That’s the going rate in the punishment stakes!

McConlough:  And we won’t be getting to Aintree today, that’s for sure.  

[shakes his head]
Bennett:  Just count yourself lucky that you’re not that poor bastard.   

[They all look, offstage left]  Just our bleeding luck, ‘the Resistance’ shoot up six of their dearest, now we’re going to get it.

McConlough:  You’ve got a problem with the Resistance?

Bennett:  Don’t be stupid!  I was just saying….

[Enter stage left, Mother holding newly born sleeping baby in her arms, Solicitor and Julie.  Greetings and acknowledgements are exchanged between those on stage and those newly arrived]

Julie:  [looking back off stage left]  What’s that man doing sitting on the top of the bus?

Burns:  That’s the driver.  No reason, soldiers are giving it out today, they’re angry cause of the killings yesterday.

Julie:  Killings?

Burns:  Six soldiers got ambushed yesterday in Bootle by ‘the Resistance’.  Anyway, they had one guy stripped naked before, be careful….

Julie:  I’m trying to get to the prison.  They arrested my husband two months ago, I’m trying to find out where he is, if he’s in Walton….

Rooney:  Where you from?

Julie:  I’ve come up from the Dingle.

Rooney:  South-ender, you’ve got the white card right?

Julie:  Yes.

Rooney:  Have you got a special permit on top of that?

Julie:  No, they won’t give me one, cause I can’t tell them which prison he is in!

Rooney:  You’ll be lucky to get through.  You’ve got to have the Northern ‘brown one’.

Julie:  I’m hoping they’ll let me through, if I explain, it’s to get to Walton.

Rooney:  Good luck.

Julie:  How long do you normally wait here?  It’s took me since 7.00 this morning just to get here.

Rooney:  Just depends how they feel.  If Kirkby or Bootle kicks off, they close it down.

Julie:  How far’s the prison from here?

Rooney:  Just half a mile up Rice Lane there.  Only a 15 minute walk if you get through.  Normally, though, you’ve got to be working and married, plus over 28, less likely to be a ‘Resistance’ fighter.  You’re a woman so you would have been alright….

McConlough:  Or if you’ve got a residence permit for Bootle or Kirkby, or the hosi.

Woman:  That’s where I’m going.

Julie:  [looking at the baby]  Is it a he or a she?

Woman:  A she, Ella Jaine.

Julie:  Ahhh, isn’t she beautiful!  Hello beautiful!  

[moves away from Mother and baby, looks at Solicitor]  Where are you off?

Solicitor:  I’m trying to get to Walton Prison.

Julie:  Are you a solicitor or something?

Solicitor:  I am, I have some appointments if we ever get through.

Julie:  Heh, listen [reaching in her bag to find a scrap of paper and a pen] If you get through and I don’t  please try and find out if a Robbie Callaghan, Robert James Callaghan is being kept there, it’s my fellah, they took him away two months away, I’ll write it down with my number.  

[Julie writes on the paper]

Solicitor:  Okay, I can’t promise, I’ll do my best…if I get the chance….

Bennett:  [to Julie]  Sit down, rest, we ain’t going nowhere!

Woman:  No, I’m okay, honest!

Julie:  What are the conditions like in Walton?

McConlough:  They’ve all just gone on hunger strike!

Rooney:  The guards have been beating the shit out of everyone, searching the cells all the time, strip-searching them, when they protested they chucked tear gas into the cells, knocked half of ‘em unconscious, then beat the shit out of them again, even the unconscious ones….

[They all remain quiet.  Julie looks up]

Julie:  How come those care are flying past?  Where they going?

Burns:  Oh that’s the settlers road, direct to Crosby, do not pass go, do not collect £200!

Bennett:  Alright for some…..

[Family of five, Father, Mother, 1st Girl, 2nd Girl, Boy enter stage left, exchanging greetings.  Boy is holding a bucket and spade]

Rooney:  [laughing]  Are you going to dig your way under the checkpoint!  

[Everyone laughs]
Boy:  We’re going the beach.

Rooney:  Formby?

Father:  Aye!

1st Girl:  I’m hungry.  

[to Mother]  Can I have a biscuit?

Mother:  No, they’ve got to last.

1st Girl:  But we’re starving.

Father:  No!

[Julie takes out a chocolate bar and gives it to 1st Girl]

Julie:  Here, share it between you.

[1st Girl takes chocolate bar]

Boy:  What’s that man doing on the roof over there?

Rooney:  The soldiers told him to sit there that’s why.

Boy:  Why?

Rooney:  No reason….

[Enter Errand Man stage left, out of breath.  He moves to stage right and waits there]

Errand Man:  [turning to the others]  Have you heard what’s happened to Great Homer Street?

Rooney:  Nah, what?

Errand Man:  They’ve just demolished it, smashed it all up, shops, stalls the lot…

Burns:  What the market?

Errand Man:  Yep!  There was about 10 bulldozers down there working on it apparently…whole lot’s gone!  [People shake their heads]
[1st and 2nd Soldiers enter stage right.  Errand Man backs away from them towards centre stage]

Errand Man:  [taking out two packets of cigarettes, offers them to the soldiers] I’ve got the cigarettes!

[1st Soldier takes them, opens a packet, gives a cigarette to the 2nd Soldier]

1st Soldier:  [to Errand Man]  Light.

Errand Man:  Light?

2nd Soldier:  Light, to light the cigarette.  You don’t expect us to rub sticks together, do you think we are cave men?

[Errand Man turns around McConlough offers him his lighter.  Errand Man goes to get it]

2nd Soldier:  No!  

[Errand Man stops in his tracks]  I want you to get the lighter.  Not them.  Go and buy us a lighter, a brand new one.  

[1st Soldier laughs in disbelief]
[Errand Man looks back in the direction he has come back from]

2nd Soldier:  That’s right, back to the shops.  If I see you borrowing a lighter, you’ll be up next to him,  [points in direction offstage of man sitting on bus roof]  naked again.  We can see everywhere you go, remember that, now go!

[Errand Man runs off stage left.  1st and 2nd Soldiers laugh.  2nd Soldier indicates to McConlough for a light.  McConlough gets up and moves across, strikes lighter for 2nd Soldier.  2nd Soldier grabs lighter from him, lights his cigarette himself, offers light to 1st Soldier, then puts lighter in his pocket, looking at McConlough who sits down in his place]

Solicitor:  [approaches 1st and 2nd Soldier points in direction of unseen man on bus rooftop]  I’m concerned for that man’s physical and psychological integrity.

[1st and 2nd Soldier look at each other]

2nd Soldier:  “You’re concerned for his physical and psychological integrity”!  Who the fuck are you?  Id!  [Solicitor takes out his Id card]

Solicitor:  I’m a lawyer, a human rights lawyer.

2nd Soldier:  A human right’s lawyer.  

[whistles as if impressed, points to Burns]  Hey you, go and get a chair, now,  

[Burns exits stage left], we’ve got a Human Rights lawyer, no less, we don’t want you demeaning yourself standing upright, where’s that bastard 

[to Rooney]  You, go and get a fucking chair right now.  

[looks back at Solicitor’s Id]  Well, Christopher Parker, Human Rights Lawyer, extraordinaire,  

[Burns runs back on stage with a chair, followed by Rooney, takes it towards 2nd Soldier]  

[to Burns]  Wipe it down, wipe it down we don’t want our lawyer friend here, dirtying the seat of his pants,  [to Solicitor]  Nice suit  

[wipes him down, arranges his suit for him]  Sit down please  

[Solicitor sits down, Burns and Rooney back away]  So, where was I, Christopher Parker, you’re concerned about the physical and psychological integrity, that’s right isn’t it, the physical and psychological integrity of that little man over there sitting on the bus top? Yes?

Solicitor:  [meekly]  Yes.

2nd Soldier:  [shouting]  Well we’re fucking concerned for the physical and psychological integrity of six of our dead mates, what are you going to do about that?  Eh?

Solicitor:  But that man…

2nd Soldier:  [screaming]  Shut up.  I don’t care about that man.  Do you understand.  I don’t care if he lives or dies on that fucking bus roof, get it, now shut up.

[2nd Soldier backs up from Solicitor who remains seated.  Everyone is quiet, unsure]

Mother:  [to 1st Soldier]  Can we hand in our Ids we would like to get to Formby.  

[1st Soldier moves and takes up Family’s Id cards.  Woman with baby, and Julie, also offer theirs, which 1st Soldier takes.  2nd Soldier spies boys bucket and spade and walks over to him]

2nd Soldier:  [kindly]  Hello!

Boy:  [shy]  Hi.

2nd Soldier:  Are you going to the beach?

Boy:  Yes!

2nd Soldier:  And is that your bucket and spade to build sandcastles with?

Boy:  Yes!

[2nd Soldier lurches forward to grab bucket and spade, the boy screams and moves out of the way before 2nd Soldier can grab his bucket and spade, and remains cowering behind Mother.  1st Soldier laughing, ‘disapprovingly’, shaking his head, 2nd Soldier gets up laughing. 1st and 2nd Soldier begin walking off stage]

2nd Soldier:  [to Solicitor]  Heh Human Rights Lawyer, you better not move from there. 

[1st and 2nd Soldier exit stage right.  All remain quiet for a while]

Solicitor:  [turning head to boy]  Could you bring my brief case over, please?

[Boy picks up Solicitor’s brief case and brings it to Solicitor who cradles it]

Solicitor:  Thank you!

Father:  I think we’ll go and wait over there.

[Family exit stage left]

[All is quiet for some seconds, then a large rumbling bang is heard from the distance, all stand up or look around in it’s direction]

Rooney:  Decoy planes, it’s an assassination, there’s the helicopter gun ships.

Julie:  Look at that plume of smoke!  Where’s that?

Burns:  Bootle, that’s for yesterday, they don’t like us standing up for ourselves…

[All watch for a while, then sit down again.  The sound of ambulance approaches from off stage left.  All look in that direction]

[Two ambulance personnel, 1st Nurse, a man, and 2nd Nurse, a woman, enter stage left, running quickly, move to stage right, they wave for attention.  All look on concerned]

Rooney:  The Red Cross.

1st Nurse:  Come on, come on, for God’s sake, hurry up!

2nd Nurse:  Stay cool, we’ve got to try and get them on our side.

1st Nurse:  [quietly]  Come on!

1st Soldier:  [off stage, voice heard through mega phone]  You, the first one, advance.

[1st Nurse exits stage right]

2nd Nurse:  [looks on anxiously]  Good luck, and go easy…  
Julie:  What happened?  Is it to do with the helicopter attack over there?

2nd Nurse:  [shakes her head]  No, no,  a little girl got shot from the hanging tower.

Julie:  What hanging tower?

Bennett:  Can tell you’re a south-ender!  It’s the container, hangs from a crane, over by Breck Road.  They have a soldier in there.  They can see the whole area for miles around, with rifles to match…

Julie:  [to 2nd Nurse]  What happened?

2nd Nurse:  Young girl, 8 years old being collected from first day back at school, coming down the road, eating a bag of crisps, two shots, one in the head, one in the upper torso….still holding onto her bag of crisps when we got to her, her hands all covered in blood.  Six other kids have been shot as well, one’s already lost her legs…

[Woman with baby exits stage left, distraught]

Julie:  How bad is it?  

2nd Nurse:  She’s fighting for her life, if we don’t get her to Walton soon, it’ll be too late.

Rooney:  What about Broad Green?

2nd Nurse:  ‘All Fellows’, no, worse than getting through here.  ‘Out of bounds to the Red Cross’, direct you to the Royal.

Julie:  Will you try there?

2nd Nurse:  If we can’t get through here, we’ll try, though she probably won’t live that long.

[Everyone falls silent an air of tension]

[1st Nurse enters stage right shaking head]

1st Nurse:  Won’t let us through without checks, won’t guarantee it at all, let’s try the Royal.

[1st and 2nd Nurses exit running stage left.  Woman with baby enters stage left.  Sound of ambulance siren constant for a while then fading]

Woman:  We won’t get through, if they won’t let an ambulance through, know what I mean.

Julie:  [looks at woman’s hand]  You’re married?

Woman:  Yeah, you?

Julie:  [offering to take baby.  Woman passes her the baby]  Here….  

Woman:  Thanks!

Julie:  I’m trying to find me fellah, they’ve got him inside somewhere.  I don’t know where.

Woman:  Yeah I heard you before.  Administrative Detention?  

[Julie nods]  
Julie:  [to baby]  Hello gorgeous, hello Ella Jaine, what a beautiful baby you are!  

[to Woman]  Where’s your fellah?

Woman:  Over in the next zone, Litherland.  ‘Seaways’, as they call it now!  The problem he’s got the Northern Zone residency permit.

[Julie shakes her head not understanding the implications]

Woman:  If he leaves there, he can’t get back in, he’d have to live here.  He’s got a decent job in a factory up there.  He won’t get work here.  I can apply for permits to visit him.  He sends me money for the baby.

Julie:  And they won’t give you a permit to live there?

Woman:  [laughing]  ‘Family reunification certificates’?  They’ve been frozen now for months, strictly off limits.  They want us all out of there, they’re not going to let people in!  When the walls built that’s it totally finished.

Bennett:  They’ve said they’ll be gates to let people through.

Woman:  And you believe them?

Julie:  Where’s the route of the wall up here?

McConlough:  You are looking at it!

[Julie nods in realisation]  

Rooney:  [looks over in the direction of the helicopter attack]  Well at least the helicopters have fucked off!  Leaving the dead to die in peace!  

[ starts laughing hysterically]  Leaving the dead to die in peace!  Leaving us all to die in peace!

[Family enter stage left]

Woman:  [to Julie]  Here, I’ll take her back now!

[Julie passes baby back to Woman.  Father moves over to Solicitor, still seated]

Father:  Do you think they’ll let us through?

Solicitor:  Doesn’t look good.

[Errand Man enters stage left]

Errand Man:  [to no one in particular]  I’ve got the lighter!  

[stands around not knowing what to do with the lighter]  That poor bastard’s still on the roof then?!

Bennett:  They’ve forgotten about him.

[They all look on resigned]

[1st and 2nd Soldier enter stage right.  Everyone looks up hopeful]

1st Soldier:  Sue Abbot?

Woman:  Yes.

1st Soldier:  [motioning off stage right] Advance through.  

[Hands back Woman’s Id.  Woman exits stage right]  Christopher Parker 

[looking at Solicitor]
2nd Soldier:  ‘Terrorist Advocate’.

[Solicitor gets up gingerly, ignoring the glare of 2nd Soldier, collects Id from 1st Soldier who nods in the direction of off stage right.  Solicitor begins to exit stage right]

Julie:  [moving over]  Don’t forget

Solicitor:  I won’t!

[Solicitor exits stage right]

1st Soldier:  Everyone else…rejected.  Checkpoint now closed until 10.00 am tomorrow.

[1st Soldier throws remaining Ids in the middle of the floor]

Errand Man:  But I went and got you a lighter!  Here it is.

2nd Soldier:  Go away!

[Errand Man backs off]

Julie:  [to 1st Soldier]  But please help me.  I just, I’m just trying to find my husband.  I just want to get to the prison there, he hasn’t done anything wrong, he’s not a fighter or nothing, I just want to make enquiries, if he’s there, that’s all, please I’ve come all the way from the Park Road.  

[begins to cry]
1st Soldier:  Which is your Id?

Julie:  This one.

[she retrieves it from the pile on the floor]  Julie Callaghan, see.

1st Soldier:  I’m sorry, it’s a white one, you haven’t got a special permit to go with it.

Julie:  I applied, they wont give me one because I don’t know which prison he is in, see.

1st Soldier:  I’m only following the laws, I’m sorry I’m not allowed to let you through.

Julie:  [holding his arm]  But please

1st Soldier:  [moving her hand from his]  You are not coming through.

[1st and 2nd Soldiers exit stage right.  Julie looks on distraught]

Father:  [picking up his and his wife’s Ids]  Come on let’s go.

[Father followed by Mother and three children begin exiting stage left]

Boy:  All this way for nothing!  I thought we were going the beach.

1st Girl:  I know yeah, I wish we’d stayed at home. 
Father:  [to Julie]  Good luck in finding your husband.

[Family exit stage]

[Julie begins to cry.  Errand Man puts his hand on her shoulder, she moves towards him, he holds her whilst she sobs]

Julie:  I just want Robbie back.  I just want to know he’s all right.  I want him back  

[she sobs silently]
McConlough:  What about the car then?

Rooney:  What do you mean what about the car then, do you want us to push it or something?

Burns:  We could hotwire it!

Rooney:  Do you like having pot shots taken at you, do you?  Well just have to wait for the keys.  Come on let’s get walking.

Bennett:  Tomorrow, I reckon we dodge the checkpoints, what do you think?  Save this fiasco happening again.

Rooney:  Maybe, see how it goes.

Bennett:  I need to work, my family’s going hungry.

Rooney:  [angrily]  And mine isn’t?

Burns:  Come on you two.  Let’s get going.

[The Four Men exit stage left saying good-byes to Errand Man and Julie]

[Julie has stopped crying now, moves away from Errand Man]

Errand Man:  [handing her a tissue]  Here.  Come on, there’s no point staying here.  

[nods in direction of man on bus stop]  At least the fellahs got off the bus!  Come on let’s go.

Errand Man and Julie exit stage left.  Lights down.

Scene 4 – “Tumble Down”

Stage remains in total darkness and total quiet for some time.  Sound of numerous vehicles screeching to a halt, a lot of noise, beam lights glare.  Emergency blue and red lights flash, a siren wails for a time.

Voice of Officer:  [via a megaphone off stage]  Attention, all residents, Attention.  This is by notice of the Occupying Powers, is fully legal, and follows necessary judicial process.  It is enforced to immediate effect.  Your presence here is illegal.  Leave your residencies immediately.  All residencies on the Park Road/Ullet Road junction now comprise a security risk and are to be demolished.  Demolitions will commence in five minutes time.  Do not attempt to take belongings with you.  You must evacuate immediately.  I repeat your presence here is illegal, please leave now.  This is a legal notice of the Occupying Powers.  

[megaphone goes dead]
[Noise heard of shouts.  A growing dominating sound of a helicopter flying overhead, accompanied by a blinding spotlight on stage.  Twenty or so people enter stage, in dribs and drabs from stage right, in a state of disorientation, bewilderment, and panic.  They move quickly, carrying bags and suitcases, items clutched in their hands.  They are dressed in bed clothes, or clothes quickly put on, some have coats on, they shiver with cold.  One couple are carrying an ornate table awkwardly.  Frank, Josie, Mel, Claire, Anthony, Julie, Rachael, Chris and Molly are amongst the crowd.  All the crowd look to stage right.  They cover their eyes from the glaring lights.  The noise of the helicopter fades.  Children are wailing.  Men and women shout in protest.  Three soldiers enter stage right with guns pushing people back towards the centre of the stage]

1st Soldier:  Get back!  Move!  Move!

1st Resident:  You can’t do this, you can’t do it, these are homes, we haven’t been warned, we’ve got nowhere to go.

2nd Soldier:  [aiming rifle]  Anyone moves forward, will be shot.  

[The soldiers watch on nervously.  Women and children continue to cry]
1st Resident:  It’s freezing, what time is it?

2nd Resident:  Just gone midnight.

3rd Resident:  Where the hell are we meant to go at midnight?

4th Resident:  I want to know how we are going to get our things out.

2nd Resident:  Are you for real, we’re not!  Bastards, I can’t believe it..

1st Resident:  But they said…

2nd Resident:  Doesn’t matter what they said.  Don’t you understand?  It’s finished, over!  

[They all fall silent]  

[Young Woman is thrown on stage from stage right, gets up trying to move back, pushed and kept back by the soldiers]

Young Woman:  My Grand-mother’s deaf, she won’t know, she won’t have heard anything, you’ve got to let me go and get her, 

[grapples with soldiers, screaming]  let go of me, 

[despairing]  she’ll die..

2nd Soldier:  [pointing gun]  You’re not going back in.

[Old Man enters unobtrusively stage right, which is darkened.  He stands there and looks on at events throughout]

Young Woman:  My Grandmother, Edna, Edna Riley, please let me go back in.

1st Soldier:  No one’s going back in.

2nd Soldier:  [fiercely]  Every one move back now.

Woman Resident:  [screaming]  Animals!  Your animals, where’s your humanity, don’t you have Mothers?

[Soldiers look on increasingly nervous]

2nd Soldier:  If you don’t move away someone’s going to get shot….

Claire:  Mum, Mum, we’ve got to go back ‘Buffy’ and ‘Angel’ are still in their cage.

Mel:  We can’t go back love, we can’t get in.

Claire:  But Mum they’ll die otherwise, they can’t fly away!

Mel:  They’ll be alright, somehow, don’t worry, the cage door will open, then they’ll be okay.

Claire:  But Mum, it can’t, how can it, it just can’t, not on its own!  We need to go back, Mum….

Mel:  No more!  That’s it, no!

[Offstage voices are heard shouting]

Voice of Old Man:  I’m not coming out!

Voice of Soldier:  We are demolishing the building in two minutes time….

Voice of Old Man:  I’m not coming out.  I don’t care anymore what you do, do what you like, I’m not moving.

Anthony:  It’s Mr Evans!  Mum, it’s Mr Evans.

Resident:  [to soldier]  Let us at least get out our possessions, we’ve got nothing.

[3rd Soldier shakes his head]  

Frank:  [moving forward to the soldiers, holding out his unfolded piece of paper]  Look, look, we were assured, it says so here, in black and white.

2nd Soldier:  I’m not interested.  

Frank:  But here, look,  

[shows paper to 2nd Soldier who won’t look at it.  Frank then reads from it]  “Houses sited on the Ullet Road/Park Road Junction do not compromise vital security requirements and are permitted to stand”, it’s from your own authorities!

2nd Soldier:  Things have changed.  Princes Park is now part of the Lakeside Settlement, the walls coming down Belvedere Road….

Frank:  But.

2nd Soldier:  Look, I’m not interested, what’s happened’s happened, now move or I’ll arrest you.  Move.  

Josie:  [who has moved over]  Come on love, leave it…

[Frank stands staring at him for a few seconds, then moves away with her]

[4th and 5th Soldier come on stage right]

4th Soldier:  Shut up, every one, shut up.

[Shots are heard off stage, provoking screams in the crowd who back away cowering.  There is a response of fire]

Voice of Young Man:  Enjoy the funeral you cunts.

Resident:  It’s Cliffy Nicolls, the black fellah!

Voice of Soldier:  Just blow the building up, fuck him….

Voice of Young Man:  Come and get me, tough guys, first one in, gets it!

[More rounds of fire heard]

Molly:  [holding her knitting]  I want me Mum, I want me Mum, I want me Mum…

Josie:  [holding Molly’s hand]  Sssh now, Molly, you’ll be okay…

Young Woman:  My Grand-mother, you’ve got to let me go and get her, you’ve got to, please let me.  

[Young Woman attempts to pass the soldiers, one of whom rifle butts her to the ground, soldier stand with his boot over her, putting his rifle into her head]

3rd Soldier:  Move and I’ll blow you fucking brains out, now shut up.

Woman Resident:  How can you do this, bastards?

2nd Woman Resident:  What have we done to you?  What have we done?

[More gunfire is heard then the scream of a man]

Voice of Soldier:  Okay everything’s dynamited, ready to go!

[Soldiers push everyone back into the centre of the stage]

2nd Soldier:  Move back!

[People are moaning in distress, sobbing, cursing.  Large sound of an explosion, which reverberates for some time]

Young Woman:  [getting up, screaming]  No, no, no, no, my Grand-mother, my Grand-mother…  

[continues screaming]
[Everyone else has fallen totally silent, looking on.  After some time, stage begins to be filled with smoke, making figures become shadowy.  People begin coughing.  They stumble around, disorientated by the smoke.  Young Woman remains crying, someone helps her up, and supports her]

Molly:  I want me Mum back!

[People are now stood still in dumb silence]

1st Resident:  Where are we going to go?

2nd Resident:  Don’t know.

3rd Resident:  What should we do now?

2nd Resident:  What is there to do?

Woman Resident:  [to her partner]  Help me move this table.  

[Man and woman walk off stage left carrying table]
Woman Resident:  Our Susie’s wedding photies…

Man Resident:  We’ve got to leave them.

Woman Resident:  And the kids as well, what about them?  And the deeds, what about the deeds?!

Man Resident:  We’ll have to come back tomorrow, in  daylight.  We’ll get them all tomorrow.

Woman Resident:  I’m coming back…I’m not leaving them…..

Man Resident:  Okay love, let’s get going.  

[Man and Woman Resident move off]

Josie:  The key, my jewellery, it’s all in the plant pot! 

[looks out into space.  Frank holds her]
Julie:  Anthony, Claire, stay here, don’t move, Chrissie, Rach, where’s Chrissie..

Rachael:  Don’t know….

Voice of Soldier:  [over megaphone]  You must all disperse immediately by order of the Occupying Powers, your presence here is now illegal.  This is a closed military area.  Move on immediately.  Any persons refusing to do so will be arrested.  Move on, by order of the Occupying Powers.

Josie:  [crying]  ‘the Oasis’….how could they do it, how could they.

Anthony:  Don’t cry Grand-Ma Josie, don’t cry…

Chris:  Fucking bastards, we’ll get you back for this.

Frank:  Shut up, Shut up, right now, do you want to get yourself killed.  Not another word, let’s get going.

Julie:  There a tank over there, keep out of it’s sight….

[The Callaghans head off stage]

2nd Soldier:  Get moving…

1st Man:  Where are we going?

2nd Man:  Don’t know, we’ve got go somewhere!  How about up to our Tony’s?

1st Man:  We’ll have to!  

[tries to use his mobile]  No signal!

2nd Man:  Come on let’s get walking.

1st Man:  Which way is it, can’t see anything.

2nd Man:  Follow me, this way.

[People gradually move off stage left slowly, bewildered, carrying ‘odds and sods’ with them, plastic bags, suitcase, a backpack.  This is a gradual process, people are quite dazed and in shock, they take time ‘coming round to their senses’, people come back on stage to help someone, shouts are heard back and forth.  The sound of a returning helicopter dominates for at time.  Eventually the stage is empty save for Old Man who now walks across the stage exiting stage right.  Lights have reduced down.  Blue and red emergency lights remain on, till last then go down]

[Molly comes back on stage with a chair places it down in the middle.  The smoke is largely cleared by now.  Lights come up.  She sits there alone, staring into space, knitting placed on her lap.  She wears ill-fitting glasses, which sit awkwardly on her face.  She remains totally immobile and silent for some time]
Molly:  Well, I’m not leaving.  Why should I?  I’ve always lived on the Park Road.  Ever since I was born.  No I’m not going anywhere.  That’s that!

They’re just bloody liars, that’s what they are.  They said they weren’t going to knock down our houses and they did.  Occupying Powers!  Occupying Liars, if you ask me!  How come they promised and then they lied?  You can’t do that.  It’s no way to behave, not for civilised people.  It’s just not on, so I’m not moving, I don’t care!

[Pause] Hardly slept in this rubble….  

[looks around]  …..it’s everywhere…. kept on having weird dreams, I tell you…I was being taken by the hand, by someone, don’t know who they were, over to where them settlers live, over there…   

[nods in the direction]  …..and they were all dancing, doing this dance, very merry they were, laughing and joking and slapping each other on the back, by these dead posh houses.  And one settler woman, she was stood by her door, and she kept on smiling at me, and beckoning me to come over and go in, saying it’ll be alright, and I’m moving towards the door, but I felt terrible, like something awful was going to happen if I was to go inside, and I get to the doorstep but I won’t go in, and then it changed and there were loads of us, everyone from the Park Road, Josie, Frankie, Mr Evans, Cliffy, Mr’s Riley, Brian Craven, every one, and we’re all in the street, in a line, rows and rows of us, all together, and everyone’s clothes are in tatters, my best dress, and everyone was begging, holding out their hands, it was horrible, and everyone started calling out but in this strange language you couldn’t understand, it wasn’t English, just making these strange sounds.  And I was saying something, I could hear myself speak but it’s in this strange language, and I couldn’t understand what I was saying.  And then it changed to these weird moaning sounds, and all I could hear are moans from everyone, like groaning, and then we were all somewhere else, somewhere I’d never seen before, but I knew it, I could recognise it, even though it was the first time, the sun was out, but I couldn’t see properly, it was misty, we were all coming out of our homes, hundreds of us, walking across fields, farmers fields, and it was cold, and then we joined other people all walking in a line, there must have been thousands of us, old people fell and didn’t get up again, everyone was crying , it was horrible!  Then I woke up, screaming,  it was horrible, I didn’t want to go back to sleep after that….

[starts crying]  I do hope everyone will be alright, it’s terribly worrying, I’m very concerned for the well being of the little ones, there’s going to be a terrible amount of damage inflicted upon the well being of young Anthony and Claire, it’s very detrimental, the effects upon a child at their age, and I’m extremely concerned about Christopher, as a young male of sixteen, I do hope he’s not going to get in any trouble.  It’s terribly upsetting….

[starts crying, pathetically again]  I want me Mum, I want me Mum back,  

[becoming more childlike]  where’s me Mum, I want me Mum and I want her now!  I miss her terrible….

Molly continues to cry.  The sound of a vehicle screeching to a halt is heard.  Molly looks up, gets up frightened and cowering.  She doesn’t know what to do, or in which direction to move, but  dances around the stage.  A series of shots ring out.  Molly falls to the ground motionless.  The sound of the vehicle driving off is heard.  Old Man enters stage right, walks over to were Molly lies, looks down at her sadly.  He hears something and turns around.  As two stretcher-bearers enter stage right, Old Man heads across stage exiting stage left.  Stretcher-bearers pick up Molly’s body, place it on stretcher and exit stage right.   Lights down.

Scene 5 – “Down by the River”

Lights Up.  Chris and Rachael enter stage right, Chris leading the way.

Rachael:  God, I fucking shit crossing the settler road, thought there was someone gonna shoot us!

Chris:  Nah, told you I knew a quiet way.

Chris:  [looking behind him]  Here are, this way, see told you it was worth it, good ‘n it?

[Chris and Rachael look out front of stage]

Rachael:  God, it’s been so long since I’ve seen the river.  The sunset’s beautiful….even through a great big fuck off fence, bit cold, like!  

[They both continue to look out]  It looks dead near, over there, done it, just climb over and swim across, to another world!  Look there’s a church there.

Chris:  You’ll end up in ‘ossi, and come out a Wirral Squirrel!

Rachael:  Shut up!  What are them hills over there, then, is that Wales?

Chris:  Don’t know, guess so….  

[pulls out a ready made spliff and lights it up]

Rachael:  [looking around]  I’m a bit scared!  I don’t know if we shouldn’t go home!  They’ll be worried about us…

[Chris starts impersonating the sounds and movements of a chicken]

Rachael:  [hitting him]  Shut it will ya!

Chris:  I don’t know what you’re so scared of, nothing’s going to happen, there’s no one here!

[They fall silent for a while]

Rachael:  This was lover’s lane, want it?  Julie, was telling me about it, coming down here with Robbie!

Chris:  For a bit of….  

[whistles and laughs, puts his finger in a little hole of his other hand]
Rachael:  You’re so crude you, you’re horrible!

Chris:  Otterspool Prom!  

[reflects]  There must have been otters here?

Rachael:  That’s what I like about you, you’re a bleeding genius, you, soft lad!  God, I can’t believe how nice it is down here, it’s like a different world.

Chris:  The settlers look after themselves….

Rachael:  Everything’s well nice!  Grass, and trees, and bushes, smells dead nice!

Chris:  They can fucking keep it, I don’t fucking want it.

Rachael:  Are you soft, we live in a dump, piled up on each other, rotting away in a big rubbish tip and you don’t mind!

Chris:  Nah, I don’t mean it like that.  I just want to get away, somewhere else, somewhere you can live.

Rachael:  But this is where we live….

Chris:  Yeah well, not here, the other side of the world….

Rachael:  Like where?

Chris:  Don’t know, Japan!

[Rachael laughs, pulls her eyes together and does a poor impersonation of a Japanese person]

Chris:  Well, I don’t know, anywhere…..  

[pauses]  The river’s got no boats on it anymore, remember Granddad going on about when the river was full of boats, queuing up to dock!  I wish I was on one of them, going somewhere.  

[breathes in the air]
Rachael:  What do you think about ‘the Oasis’?

Chris:  Think?  What’s to think about?  There ain’t no Oasis anymore….

Rachael:  Are you going  to the hostel?

Chris:  [shaking head]  Nah, fuck that, who wants to live in a manky hostel, with dirty old men snoring next to you!

Rachael:  So what you going to do, kip out in the cold, become a bushman or something!

Chris:  I might join the ‘Resistance’!

Rachael:  You!

Chris:  Why not?!  What’s wrong with that?!

Rachael:  Who wants a sixteen year old.  They don’t take boys.

Chris:  They might do.

Rachael:  What and end up like Robbie?

Chris:  What you going on about he wasn’t in ‘the Resistance’.

Rachael:  Exactly, and they’ve arrested him, think what they’ll do to you, as far as they’re concerned you’ll just be a terrorist, one of them ‘extermination teams’ will come after you.

Chris:  How can I be a terrorist?  What have I done?  It’s my land!

Rachael:  I think we should be getting back now, it’s getting dark.

Chris:  Nah, I’m not going back.  Here, look, there’s a ship coming, see the lights!

Rachael:  I wonder where it’s from?

Chris:  Don’t know, can’t make out the flag…..wait until it gets closer.

[They watch boats progress for a few seconds]

Rachael:  Chrissie, I’m scared, if they catch us in their precious settlement, we’re fucking dead!

Chris:  But they don’t know where here, 

[gesticulates around him]  can you see anyone here, coz I can’t!  Unless you believe in ‘Old Fucking Key Man’!

Rachael:  All right, don’t go on, what if they come though?

Chris:  They don’t come down here when it’s dark, they’re scared themselves…  

[Chris begins rolling another spliff]   Look you can see the flag now!

Rachael:  What country’s that?

Chris:  No idea, it’s not there lot, that’s for sure, different colours!

Rachael:  White, blue and red?  

[thinks to herself]  No idea!

[Pause]  

Look at all the lights are shining over there….moonlight flickering on the waves, it’s nice isn’t it…  

[They both look on in silence.  Chris breaks away, looks around himself, sees a book on the floor, picks it up]

Rachael:  What’s that?

Chris:  Don’t know, it’s all soggy, front page is missing….

[Rachael grabs it from Chris]

Rachael:  It’s like a prayer book or something!  

[she reads from it]  “A period of repentance, follows the day of judgement”.  One of them lot must have dropped it!

[Chris tries to grab it back, a fight ensues over it]

Chris:  Give it here, you tit!  

[Chris successfully gets the book back]

Rachael:  All right, you can have it, it’s only a book!

[Chris flicks through the book, stops on a random page, and begins to read from it, as he does so he begins to imitate a preacher giving a ‘hell-fire sermon’, pointing his finger, holding the spliff, and adopting a southern Irish accent]

Chris:  “These days of reflection and inspiration bring us to the eternal message that it is possible for human beings to improve their characters”.  And that means you, Rachael Callaghan!  

[Rachael is laughing loudly]  

“They speak to us about our ethical, consci, consci, consciousness, and moral responsibility, about self-examination and spiritual regeneration”.

Rachael:  Eh, you do a lot of that self-examination under the duvet, dirty bastard!

Chris:  [laughing]  Quiet ‘sinner’!  “These prayers, articulating the ideals of human brotherhood and mutual forgiveness make the worshiper, intensely aware, intensely, do you hear me Rachael Callaghan, intensely aware of human frailty”.  

[mispronounces this word]  “reminding him, or her,” 

[stresses this]  “that there is no man, or woman,”  

[stressed which brings more laughter each time from Rachael] “who is absolutely free from sin and error.  These confessions are recited repeatedly, do you hear me, repeatedly, in the first person plural.”

Rachael:  The what?

Chris:  Don’t know, ‘the first person plural’…. “to emphasise the collective responsibility of the whole community”.  

[begins to build himself up towards a crescendo]  “We are repeatedly reminded that we are to receive pardon for sins between man and God, and it cannot bring forgiveness as long as no attempt has been made to repair the injury inflicted upon one’s fellow man.  The wrong doer must first win pardon from the person wronged.  God does not clear the guilty in matters touching human beings unless reparation precedes all else!”  

[slams the book shut]  Get down on your knees you sinner!  

[Rachael gets down on her knees, acting the role of a sinner]  Now smoke from the holy spliff!  

[Chris puts his spliff in Rachael’s mouth, who inhales from it]  You are now free of sin!  

[Rachael takes the spliff and gets up laughing still]

Rachael:  What was all that about!?

Chris:  Don’t know, just religious shit!  

[Chris throws the book away]

Rachael:  [playing with spliff and imitating Chris’s imitation]  Sinner!

[Two shots ring out suddenly.  Rachael screams]

Rachael:  I’ve been hit!  I’ve been hit!  Oh God, help me, I’ve been shot!  

[screams]   Help me, Chris!  I’ve been shot in the face!

[Further shots ring out]

Chris:  [desperately]  Fuck!  Shut up come on, we’ve got to go.

Rachael:  I’ve been shot in the face, I’m going to die, I’m going to die!

Chris:  [checking face]  You’re not dead, come on, we’ve gotta get out of here, quick!

[Chris drags Rachael of stage left, she is ‘hyper-ventilating’.  They are heard running around behind the stage quickly and re-enter stage right]

Chris:  [calming Rachael down]  Sssh!  Ssssh!  Ssssh!  It’s okay, be quiet now!

Rachael:  [shaking violently]  They’ve shot me, fucking bastards, they’ve shot me!

Chris:  [looking back furtively, the way they’ve come]  Let me see.  

[he wipes her face]
Rachael:  How bad is it?

Chris:  You are lucky, man!

Rachael:  Chris!  How bad is it?  Has it gone in?

Chris:  Nah, it’s just like a big shaving cut, it’s only grazed you, skimmed past!

Rachael:  Honest, tell me the truth.

Chris:  You’re okay, just grazed…

Rachael:  My God, I can’t believe it, I shit!  

[laughs out in relief]
Chris:  I know you did!  

[imitating her]  “I’m going to die, I’m going to die”!

Rachael:  [hits Chris in the arm]  Bastard!

Chris:  I’m only kidding, you all right now?

Rachael:  Yeah,  

[checking her face]   there’s blood, is it all right?

Chris:  I told you, it’s nothing just a scratch, don’t touch it and it’ll soon stop.

Rachael:  [frightened]  Do you think we’ve got away?

Chris:  Yeah, but we’ve got to get out of here fast.  Come on.

Rachael:  Chris.  

[Rachael goes silent, looks down]
Chris:  What?

Rachael:  I’ve pissed myself!

Chris:  Tell you what go behind that bush over there and clean yourself up, I’ll keep Dixie.  

Rachael:  What am I going to do with my knickers, they’re wet through?

Chris:  Just leave them behind for them divvies, come on you go behind there and then we can make a move.  And not a word to anyone about this….

They exit stage left, Rachael walking somewhat awkwardly.  Lights down.

Act IV – Winter 

Scene 1 – “Cold”

Lights up to the barest minimum level, virtually dark, only allowing enough light to ‘peer’ at the stage, unable to perceive how many figures are lying on the floor, centre stage.

Robbie:  [longingly]  Uhhm, that’s nice, I like it like that, uhmmm.  Amazing!  I love your tongue…don’t stop,  Julie, no more teasing, put me inside you, that’s it, oh God…..I love that….all the way….let me hold you, kiss me….don’t stop….I want it to go on forever…..keep going….yes…..like that…uhmmm.  

[pause]  Whose that?  It’s Anthony!  Must have woken him up!  Better stop, he’s going to come in…..  

[The silhouette of a boy walks across the stage but in lighting available fades out of sight]  

Hello son, can’t you sleep, okay get in bed then, nice and warm, having nightmares, don’t worry, they’re only bad dreams, close your eyes and go back to sleep, your Mum’s here and so am I, no one can harm you, I’ll make sure of that, when you wake up it’ll be daylight, everything will be back to normal, everything will be okay…..

[Lights up properly to reveal Robbie lying alone on stage, head on the ground, looking out towards the audience, he is ‘coming round’ out of a state of hallucination, it takes him some time to gather himself and focus his eyes, becoming at last aware of his surroundings]

I can feel it sliding down my leg….pissed right through as well….you try and hold it in, as long as you can, hold it in, hold it in, hold it in, and then in the end you give in, you let loose, it’s such an incredible release you’re almost joyous, so much so you even force it out, even though you know it’s disgusting, the weird thing is at the same time it’s pleasant, like being a baby again, out of control, somehow your mind thinks that means you’ll be looked after, taken care of, cleaned up, patted on the bum, given a cheery smile….at first it’s all hot and warm, and here, in this freezing cold, you take anything you can get in the way of comfort…..but then it quickly goes cold, and then freezing, and the smell, Jesus!  

And then you shake, all the more, and your hands are too cold to open your kecks up to sort out the mess, so you just have to….there’s nothing you can do about it…it’s even an advantage, in the end they can’t stand the smell themselves, you’re so bad, that eventually they’ll shower you down, and change you clothes, one advantage of being a newly born cripple!  

The guards, well, some of them are all right, human like, but most of ‘em are sadists, and they’re the ones in charge, took me wheelchair off me, somebody’s idea of a joke, that one with the bad breath, said he was gonna get me gold wheels put on, I know the cunt’s just hidden it, finds it funny to see me lying on the floor, just there little way of ‘having a laugh’, hum,….   

[looks around himself as best he is able to]

[Sings softly]  “I look inside myself and see my heart is black”……  

[laughs to himself]  Everything’s black, no windows, no day or night, still don’t know where I am.  Doesn’t really matter when you’re in solitary, you go mad just the same…got so bad a while back I just wanted to end it all, couldn’t see a way out, kept on crying night after night, on me own, wouldn’t let them bastards see me crying mind, anyway thought of doing myself in, opening up me veins….got so desperate even the interrogations were a relief, human contact, even if it was a beating, can you believe it….you get used to anything, sounds fucked up but it’s true, I cried in the end, broke down, begged Captain fucking Marvellous to write down whatever he wanted me to confess to so I could sign it, he just laughed, seems they just like interrogating you for the hell of it…  

Anyway after that little episode I steeled up, became colder than the ice-cold that eats into your bones, they can’t reach me anymore, no matter what they do…..I don’t think about topping myself, anymore, and now I’ve stopped crying at night about my legs….God it stinks, man, everything stinks in here, and cold, no heating, sleeping on a concrete bed, not enough mattresses to go round, lucky if you can keep hold of a blanket, and don’t get bleeding ill, ‘cancerous growth, here take a headache tablet’, ‘heart condition, here take a tablet’, ‘in agony from a slipped disc from the last beating you got, here taking a fucking tablet’!

Still if you do get bored, there’s always the recreational facilities.  ‘Circuit training’ it’s called, everyone’s gotta do a circuit, that’s the way it is in here.  It begins with your hands shackled behind your back, tied to a chair tilted in the air, and then they keep you like that for hours, sometimes days on end, or sometimes with your hands tied above your head, that’s a variation, you go numb, can’t feel a thing anymore.  Sometimes they make you squat on the floor and you’re not allowed to move until your whole body just shakes and shakes from head to toe, well I’ve got a doctor’s note to get me out of that one, not much fun with a cripple that one.  

Next they put a sack over your head, and play the loudest music you can imagine, anyway they’ve got no fucking class it’s always that heavy metal shit, not sure if they like it or if they think it’ll do your head in better….your brain screams out in agony, anyway they go on like that so you can’t sleep, keep on waking you up, give you another beating, and you scream, Julie, you scream in pain, you swear as you go in that this time you won’t but you do, you always do, you beg them to stop, you can’t help it, but it’s only when your in the middle of it, when you come out of it, you know they can’t beat you, they can’t break you, that the screaming doesn’t mean they’ve won, it’s just pain, see!  

And your mind, it turns to hate, rage, like you can’t believe, a cold hate like you’ve never imagined yourself capable of, like you’re God and it’s Judgement Day!  And sometimes when you drift off, you start hallucinating, but this is the weird thing, you have the most beautiful revelries but strange as well, sometimes I’m with you and we’re naked and kissing, holding each other, and then I’m kissing the effin’ soldier, the one whose just been beating me and in the dream, I’m in his arms and he’s holding me all tender, like, like a baby, and I’m crying and he’s telling it’s all right, everything’s all right, and then you come round again and the fun begins again….well, anyway, that’s what they call ‘Circuit training’.

[pauses]  You lose touch with everything…held here without charge, no trial, no solicitor, nothing, just a black hole forever more…..

[pauses]  I miss Anthony, miss his smile, and those eyes of his that light up with joy when he sees me…

[pauses]  I love you so much, I never told you when you were there, just took you for granted, wanted to be with the lads, stupid fucker, I miss you so much now, I cry out for you at night, wishing you were there, love, I torture myself thinking of you, but it’s worse not to…..you understand, it’s only by dreaming that I stay sane…..

Julie, we’ve had whole conversations together since I’ve been in here, bet you don’t remember that do you?!  But I do, I could tell you them from start to finish, word for word, how you moved your cup, the angle of the sun, what you wore, I’ve written imaginary love letters, bet you never expected that from me…you know, things I’d be too embarrassed to say if you were there, told you how you’re the most beautiful woman in the whole world.  How I idolize you, and worship the ground you walk upon!

I’ve told you everything in them, except about what happened, to my legs…..I felt too ashamed…..who needs a cripple, having to be pushed around everywhere, helped to the toilet, propped up while taking a piss….

[pauses gathering up strength]  I want you to know that I won’t be beaten, I won’t give in, no matter what….Julie I forgot, I forgot everything, I just hated so bad, I’m ashamed to say I forgot about you for a time, but I came back, I couldn’t stay in the hate, couldn’t stay there and survive, it was killing me…..now I’m calm, you’d never think it, lying here in this stench but now it’s better….

[pauses]  I think of one day, I don’t know when, getting out of here and being with you again.  God Julie, I miss you with all my heart, my heart feels like it’ll break with all of it but I know it won’t….

Robbie smiles, looking out into the distance, closes his eyes.  Lights down.

Scene 2 – “Xmas Time”

Lights up.  Chairs and a table on stage arranged in the style of a ‘make-do’ living room dining table.  Front stage left is a plastic Xmas tree, arrayed with lights and bells.  The sound of a door bell ringing.  Muffled children’s voices heard off stage.  John enters stage left.  John exits stage right as Sue enters stage left.  She is heavily pregnant, she moves slowly, out of breath, carrying weight and sits down at a chair.  John re-enters stage right, followed by Anthony and Claire who both run ahead of him, and finally Julie.  Claire is wearing a cat mask over here face and has a drawing in her hand.  Sue sees Claire’s cat mask and laughs.

Anthony:  Hi Aunty Sue, wow, look at your belly, can I listen to it?  

[Anthony puts his head to Sue’s stomach]
Julie:  Wait a minute love, give her a chance to say hello!

Sue:  Hiya!

Claire:  Guess who I am?

Sue:  Well now, let’s see, who could it be?  Is there a Claire under there?!

Claire:  [delighted and pushing up her cat’s mask]  Yes, it’s me!  It’s to scare off the soldiers!  We’re being followed you know!

Julie:  [shaking her head to Sue]  She’s been having nightmares, insists on wearing it, everywhere we go!  Gets some strange looks!  

Claire:  I dreamt the soldiers came to the school and they gave an order and sentenced all the children to death!

Sue:  Ohhh, horrible.  

[grimaces]  Please don’t…

Claire:  So now I’m wearing my mask, so they’ll be too frightened to shoot me!….  

Julie:  Wouldn’t go in to school the next day in case it came true, hasn’t wanted to go in since…I don’t know….

Anthony:  I’m not scared of no soldiers!  I ain’t scared at all!

Claire:  [to Sue]  I’ve brought you a picture!

Julie:  Give her a chance, the poor thing, she’s run off her feet!  Heh, it’s lovely and warm in here!  It’s freezing out there.  

[shivers]  Take off your coats, kids….  

[Julie and Claire take off their coats, Claire takes off  her cat’s mask as well.  John collects the coats including Anthony’s thrown on the floor.   John exits stage right]

Anthony:  Wow, look at Father Xmas, he’s bringing us loads of prezzies!

Julie:  [laughing]  You’ll be lucky!

[John re-enters stage right]

Sue:  Love, would you see to some drinks.

John:  On me way, Governor!  

[John exits stage left]
Julie:  [looking around]  Heh, you’ve made it look lovely, really nice!

Sue:  Thanks!

Julie:  Almost due now, how are you feeling?

Sue:  Fine, fine!  Week and a half to go, the sooner the better!

Julie:  When is it, the 21st, heh you’ll have to hold on a few days for Xmas Day!

Claire:  Then it would be the baby Jesus!

Sue:  Oh I don’t know about that!

[John enters stage left with two small bottles of lemonade, a can of lager and two glasses of wine on a tray, which he places on the table and then passes around]

Sue:  [to Julie]  I’m afraid it’s only that Liebfraumilch, it’s all they can get hold of!

[Julie takes glass, as does Sue, John opens his can of lager]

Julie:  [offering her glass in toast]  Well Happy Xmas everybody!  Cheers!

Sue:  Cheers!!

John:  All the best!

Anthony:  “We wish you a Merry Xmas, We wish you a Merry Xmas, We wish you a Merry Xmas, and a Happy New Year!

Claire:  Happy Xmas!

Julie:  To a healthy Christmas baby!  

[takes a large swig of wine]  Well you’ve got to make the best of it!

[Sue grimaces, holds her stomach then burps, Claire and Anthony laugh hilariously]

Julie:  Are you all right?

Sue:  I’m fine, just wind!  Went down the wrong way….

[John exits stage left]

Julie:  So is everything sorted?

Sue:  Yep, just about, we got a cot from that place on, on, you know that charity place, by Kensington….err….what’s it called, minds like a sieve….

Julie:  Jubilee Drive?

Sue:  That’s the one, they gave us quite a few things for the baby, I’ve got them cramping up the bed-room!

Anthony:  Not as cramped as our hostel!

Claire:  Aunty Sue?  

[Sue is looking around concerned about something]  Aunty Sue?!

Sue:  Sorry!  What is it love?

Claire:  How come you don’t want to know if it’s a boy or a girl?

Sue:  Well, I guess, I wanted the surprise, like in the old days!

Julie:  Show, Aunty Sue, your picture love,  

[to Sue]  it’s really good!  

[Claire passes Sue the drawing]  

Sue:  [laughing]  Two babies!  What are you trying to do to me!

Claire:  Well you see, I thought coz you didn’t know if it was a boy or a girl, I’d draw both and then you can pick!  

[Sue gives Claire a kiss]

Sue:  Well I think that’s lovely.  Thank-you. 

[putting drawing down on the table]  

Anthony:  [to Sue]  Can I listen to the baby, now?

Sue:  Course you can!

Julie:  Gently now!

[John enters stage left with a tray of snacks]

John:  I brought a few things.

Anthony:  Eh, I can here it talking to me!

Julie:  Don’t be silly!

Anthony:  I can, it’s saying, “Happy Christmas, everyone, I’ll be out soon!”

Claire:  Can I listen?  

[Sue nods]
Julie:  Ant, let Claire, listen now!

[Claire puts her head to Sue’s belly]

Julie:  [looking at the snacks]  What have we got here?  Crisps, Cocktail Sausages!  Haven’t had them in ages!  Where on earth did you manage to find pineapples from?

John:  Well, it’s Christmas and everything!

Julie:  Scotch eggs as well, we’re really pushing the boat out today!  

[takes a sausage]
[Anthony hovers round the food]

Anthony:  I’ll have a biscuit!  

[he takes two biscuits]
Claire:  I can here it kicking!

[gets up from listening to baby and goes over to join Anthony who is  absorbed with playing with the lights on the Christmas Tree]

John:  So how is everyone then?

Julie:  Well, okay, sort of….

John:  Any news of Robbie?

Julie:  Well, we’ve got a solicitor now, he’s gone to court to force them to say where they’re keeping him.  He says should get a result hopefully by early New Year, they’ve got to say, apparently, and there’s some top level negotiations or something, they might release a load of prisoners, maybe Robbie’ll be one of them, can’t count on it like…

John:  Well you never know….how long’s it been now?

Julie:  Nearly six months….

John:  [shakes his head, then changing the subject]  So how’s life in the Old Swan?  How’s the hostel?

Julie:  Not too bad, getting used to it, I suppose, everyone’s together and friendly enough….

John:  The Old YM on Prescott Road ain’t it?

Julie:  That’s right, still miss ‘the Oasis’ like….

John:  Have you been back?

Julie:  Nah, I can’t face it…. all that rubble, remembering all the neighbours and everything…

John:  It was bad I heard…150 houses in all, 1000 homeless…

Julie:  It was terrible, you know the worst…. 

[stops in mid-sentence too pained to continue]  I’m sorry…  

[shakes her arms to indicate she can’t continue]
John:  Oh sorry, babe, I didn’t mean to….

Julie:  It’s alright.  

[Sue holds her hand whilst she blows into a tissue]

Sue:  So how is everyone?

Julie:  All right, Jimmy’s in charge now, like ‘Don Corleone’, gives out orders to everyone, still writing letters to the American President, daft bugger!  Frank’s busy re-hanging every door he can get his hands on!  I think they’re barricading themselves from him now!  Josie’s been hit the worst, keeps busy, but she’s aged terrible, brightness has gone from her eyes, remember she would always sing in the morning whilst cleaning and ironing, not any more, on top of that, I know she blames herself over Molly, she feels responsible…

John:  How’s Colin?

Julie:  You wouldn’t know he was there, doesn’t mix, doesn’t speak, won’t come out of his room, hardly eats…when he found out about that fucking tank going over everyone’s gravestones…I thought it was going to finish him off..

John:  What’s happening over that?

Julie:  We’re getting them fixed…..

John:  Maybe he’ll get over it all, in time…

Julie:  [shaking head]  I don’t think so to be honest….  

[checking Claire, speaking softly]  Mel’s all depressed, permanently on anti-depressants, gone all hypochondriac on us, never stops going the doctors….

Sue:  How’s…..Rachael and Chrissie?

Julie:  Rachael’s gone weird as well, something’s changed, you speak to her and she won’t say why, ever since the two of them went awol, doesn’t want to go out anymore, just listens to Michael Jackson forever on the walkman or is on the play station, Chrissie’s the opposite, never there, he’s just let loose, it’s worrying….

John:  So are there many soldiers up there?

Julie:  Tons of them, it’s the bloody wall, we’re just off the drive there, it’s all cut off now….

[John is shaking his head]  ….you can’t get up to Knotty Ash anymore, Alder Hey and all that.  And do you know the worst of it?  

[John shakes his head]  It’s Liverpool labourers who are building the damn thing!  Our own people!  Building the walls to their own prison!  Trouble is everyone’s so desperate for a bit of money….you can’t really blame them…..but we shouldn’t be doing it….

[Pause]

Sue:  So how’s Robbie, love?

John:  Weren’t you listening?  She’s been scatty all day, haven’t you love?  Don’t know what’s wrong with you?  

[to Sue]  She’s already said he might be released next year, once they’ve managed to find him….

Sue:  Sorry…  

[holds her stomach in pain]
John:  [concerned]  Are you all right, love?

Sue:  I’m fine!  It’s the wind, I get it from time to time, stomach just goes all bloaty!  

[takes a sip of her wine]
Julie:  So what’s happening for Christmas down here?

John:  Don’t know!  There was talk of having a big chrimbo tree somewhere, but every where’s off limits!  They wanted to put one on Hope Street in between the two Cathedrals but the Occupying Powers have banned it!  What are you doing?

Julie:  Just staying in the hostel, to be honest, we’re having Christmas Dinner all together, don’t know what it’ll be like, like!  Don’t think it’ll be turkey, burgers probably!

[Anthony and Claire tussle over a light on a tree, Anthony ends up pushing Claire out of the way]

Claire:  Get off, you!  

[Claire comes over to Sue]  Aunty Sue, can I read you my letter?

Sue:  Letter?

Claire:  I’ve written a letter to a girl in America.

Julie:  It’s one of those pen-pal peace schemes!

[Claire unfolds a letter, which has been carefully folded and then readies herself to read from it]

Claire:  ‘My name is Claire.  I am six of years old, I’ll be seven next September.  I am in my second year at Primary School.  I live in Liverpool.  I like to swim in the swimming pool near us, but it is very crowded and boys jump on you and duck your head under water!

Things are unhappy in Liverpool.  We can’t visit our friends much.  I have an Aunty, Aunty Georgina but I can’t visit her because where she lives is blocked off by the big wall the soldiers are building.  Lots of people die here.  Not just men and women but also children.  Children can’t laugh and play like children in other places in the world.  We can’t reach any amusement places or the beach.  Tears are in our eyes a lot.  Our ears listen to the sound of soldiers firing guns at people and bombs from tanks and helicopters.  Our eyes see blood all over the place, and our legs want to run away when the soldiers look at us.

We ask American children to help us because we’ve asked the adults and they don’t listen.  We hope you are well and happy and listen to us, and help us.  We thank you and want to meet you one day, love Claire’.  [looks up]  That’s it!

Sue:  Bless!

[Anthony has got up and is looking out above the audience]

Anthony:  Wow, look at the moon, it’s massive!  

[John comes over]  That’s the most massive moon I’ve ever seen!

John:  It’s big, alright!  

[to the others]  Come and have a look.

[Claire comes over, Julie, and Sue, slowly]

Claire:  Oooooh!

Julie:  It’s a full moon!

John:  Not quite, will be tomorrow…I’m into all that…  

[Julie raises her eyebrows in acknowledgement]

Sue:  [to Julie, pulling her away from the window]  Come on, let’s escape before it’s too late!

[John laughs, Sue and Julie move away from the window sitting themselves down again on chairs]

Claire:  [pointing outwards]  Look there’s a man standing over there!

[Anthony and John look out]

Anthony:  Where?  There’s no one there, dumbo!

Claire:  There was!

Anthony:  Wasn’t….

Claire:  There was someone there…

John:  I think Claire might have been right and I think I know who it was!

Claire:  Who?

John:  ‘The Old Key Man’!

Claire:  He was old…

Anthony:  [contemptuously]  ‘Old Key Man’!  What ‘Old Key Man’?

John:   ‘Old Key Man’!  You don’t know who ‘Old Key Man is?!

Claire:  Tell us!

John:  He’s a ghost!

Anthony:  Oh, behave, there ain’t no ghosts really!

Claire:  You shut up…

John:  There are ghosts, and this one comes from a long, long time ago, long before you were born!  

[pauses]  You know how Grand-Ma Josie kept a key to the ‘old place’?

Claire:  Yeah!

John:  Well ‘Old Key Man’ was the same.  Like all the old people, forced off their land who ended up here, he kept the key to his home.  They all thought it wouldn’t be long before the ‘Settlers’ were kicked out and they could all go back to were they were from, so naturally he kept his key, all the time on him….

Anthony:  Ohh, this is another of your daft stories!

John:  It’s not!

Claire:  Why did everyone leave if they wanted to go back home?

John:  They were forced off their land….the settlers, and the soldiers, killed anyone who wouldn’t leave.  There was lots of shootings, and massacres, everyone was scared stiff, they couldn’t wait to get away.  They thought they’d be able to go back when things got better, that the settlers would be kicked out!  Things never got better!

[pauses]  So the ‘Old Key Man’, no one knows his real name, he ended up wandering the streets of Liverpool.  No one’s sure where he came from, some say Whiston, some Ormskirk, some further afield, Widnes or Runcorn, no one’s sure….

Claire:  And what happened to him?

John:  Well many years passed, and by that time the settlers had taken over for good, well he managed somehow to get back to where he was from, even though it was out of bounds now, like.  He found his home, still standing, one of the settlers saw him and told him to ‘clear off’, that this wasn’t his land and never had been!  Now he replied that it was his land, and only his, see!  And that he could prove it, so he pulled out the key to his home and went to open the door, but of course the locks had been changed!  No one’s sure exactly how but he was shot dead, the settlers sent his body back to Liverpool, refused to let him be buried on ‘their’ land….and ever since his ghost has walked the streets, following people for the keys to their home!  Of course no one wants to give them theirs!

Claire:  But why?

John:  Who knows?  Some says he just like collecting keys!  Some that he’s trying to find a key to fit the door of his home, others that there’s something sinister and that when he follows people it’s because something bad’s going to happen, that he likes to watch them suffer like he suffered….  

[pauses]  They say he’s condemned to roam the streets forever more, that he’ll never be at peace, moving restlessly from one place to another, hoping that one day he’ll be able to return to where he’s from to finally lay himself to rest.  No one knows…..but you’ll always know when he’s around, you’ll hear all the keys that he’s taken from dead bodies clinking together!

[Claire groans out in fear, even Anthony is transfixed]

Sue:  [shouting over]  Will you stop frightening them!  For God’s sake!

Julie:  I know, it’s the last thing I need….

Claire:  He won’t harm me will he?

John:  No, not you!  Don’t worry!  

[scruffing up Claire’s head]  I was only teasing you!  There isn’t really any ‘Old Key Man’!  It’s just a story, that’s all!

Claire:  [laughing]  There was someone there though!

Anthony:  Well I didn’t believe it, no stories of men with keys, not for a second!  

[Anthony’s attention is taken looking up at the moon again]

Anthony:  [to John]  Have you got a telescope?

John:  I used to have one…had to hock it.

Anthony:  It’s dead near in it?

John:  238,000 miles, to be precise, which is quite near for the universe..

Anthony:  It’s much nearer than that!  You could touch it if you had a ladder.

John:  It seems that way, it’s actually hundreds of thousands of miles away…

Claire:  I think it looks so bright and beautiful, it’s got lots of strange shapes…

John:  That’s the little moon men!

Claire:  [smiling]  What little moon men?

John:  Well you see, they employ loads of moon men to polish the moon just to keep it nice and shiny so when we look at it from down here, it’s nice and bright!

[Claire is smiling and laughing]

Claire:  No they do not!

John:  They do!

Anthony:  Get out of it.  There ain’t no moon men!

John:  [John offers Anthony his hand in a bet]  Want a bet, then?

Anthony:  There’s no moon men!

John:  Put it there then!

[Anthony looks at him quizzically]

Anthony:  All right, I’m betting then!  

[takes Johns hand and shakes it excessively and continues to do so]
Claire:  Is there any one on the moon?

John:  Yeah, all the astronauts who went up there in space ships, well they stayed up there, I told you, to polish the moon!

Claire: [laughs]  And are there women on the moon as well as men?
John:  Oh yeah, there’s women up there as well as men, otherwise the men would be all lonely!
Anthony:  You’re telling fibs!  First it’s some silly man with a key, then it’s men on the moon, what are you gonna say next then, eh?

John:  I’m not fibbing, you’ll see…..  We’ll get hold of a telescope and then you’ll be able to see all the moon men and women polishing away.  And if they spot us looking at them, they’ll start waving at us, so just in case we better wave at them!

[Anthony and Claire both start waving towards the moon laughing]

Anthony:  Hiya!  Moon men!

Claire:  [to Anthony]  There’s women there as well.  

[to the sky]  Hello, there, my name is Claire!

Anthony:  Heh, maybe that’s where they’ve hid me Dad!  

John:  Looks so crisp out there, listen, not a sound for once, nothing, all the stars in heaven, all across the sky….

Claire:  Where’s heaven?

John:  Oh far, far away from here, all the way past the moon and then keep going!

Anthony:  How much do you keep going for?

John:  Oh, just keep going until I tell you to stop, and then carry on a bit more!

[Claire and Anthony pretend to be ‘passing the moon, ‘driving’ there]

Anthony:  Heh, I’m driving!  

[nudges Claire]  Don’t stop, keep going!

Claire:  I am!

Anthony:  I’ll race you!

Claire:  Okay!

[John rejoins Sue and Julie,  the children continue ‘driving’]  
John:  Are you all right love?

Sue:  [distracted]  What?

John:  I better learn sign language!  I said ‘are you all right love’?

Sue:  [distracted]  Yes  

[to Julie]  You’ll be staying for tea then?  We got some Pizza in for the kids…and for afters, well ‘Angel Delight’.

Julie:  That’ll be lovely.

Sue:  It was going to be a trifle but all they had was ‘Angel Delight’.  

John:  See what they’ve reduced us to!

Julie:  I know yeah, you know it’s getting bad when you’re on Angel Delight!  

[realises faux pas]  No offence, like, I was only joking….

Sue:  It’s all right….

Julie:  [to John]  So, how does it feel being a ‘Dad to be’?

John:  Brilliant!  I can’t wait!

Sue:  I think he’s more excited than I am!

[John has a massive smile across his face.  Julie chuffs his face]

Julie:  God look at that smile, I’ve never seen a man so happy!  Look at you, my God!  Talk about the cat that got the cream!

John:  [blushing]  Shut up!

Julie:  God I wish my Robbie, had been like that, when I was having Ant he couldn’t wait just so he could go the pub, and show off to all his mates…  

[shakes her head]

Sue:  I’m not expecting no great shakes!  You know how squeamish men are, he’ll be keeled over, on the floor long before I’m done!

Anthony:  [shouts back without looking]  Heh, John, shall we keep going?

John:  Oh yeah, you’ve got to keep going!

Anthony:  But we’ve gone miles and miles, we’ll never get to heaven at this rate, I’m telling yah!

[Sue suffers a sharp spasm, holds her stomach]

Julie:  It’s the baby coming isn’t it?  

[Sue nods her head]
John:  Are you okay love?

Sue:  It’s starting..

Julie:  I knew it!

John:  Sure?

Sue:  Course I’m sure!

John:  [John gets up]  Bloody hell, better call the ambulance.  What do you say?

Julie:  Phone the Red Cross, tell ‘em, Sue’s starting her labour and to send an ambulance to get her to the Women’s…

John:  Okay.  

[John exits stage right]
Julie:  All right love?

Sue:  Yeah!

Julie:  Come on, let’s go and get what you need together.  I’ll stay here and tidy up for you.

Sue:  Will you be okay?

Julie:  Don’t worry about me, love….

Sue:  Will it be okay?  I’m frightened….I mean what if they won’t let us through the checkpoints?

Julie:  It’ll be fine, come on, fingers crossed, you’re in good time anyway…

[Anthony and Claire are looking on John enters stage right]

John:  They said they’re not being allowed threw the checkpoints tonight but they’re going to try and meet us at ‘Check Point Charlie’, he told us to get a taxi there as soon as poss.  I phoned for a taxi, it’s on its way….

Julie:  Come on let’s go and get your things together.  

[Sue and Julie exit stage left.  Anthony and Claire both get up and follow in the direction of Sue and Julie.  Anthony and Claire exit stage left]

[John looks around the room]

John:  God……bloody hell!….God!

John picks up his can of lager, ‘necks it’ quickly, turns, exits stage left.  Lights down.

Scene 3 – “Life”

Lights Up.  The red and blue flashing lights of an ambulance are cast across the stage.  John, followed by Sue and the Taxi Driver enter edge of stage left.

John:  There’s the ambulance!

Driver:  I’ll wait for you.

John:  There’s no need…

Sue:  It’s better if you wait, in case we can’t get through…

Driver:  I’ll wait.

[Sue has a contraction, letting out a long moan]

Sue:  I can’t hold on much longer.

John:  [back to Sue and Driver]  Okay, stay out of sight of the sniper tower.  

[John proceeds slowly to the centre of the stage, holding open his ID card above his head]  

Hurry up, hurry up, come on, come on, come on.  

[looks back urgently towards Sue, shouts out in direction of sniper tower]  

My wife, my wife’s giving birth, she’s in labour, she’s giving birth now, you’ve got to let us through, let us through, so we can get to hospital, for God’s sake.  

[he waves his ID for attention]

[Sue has another prolonged contraction]
Driver:  Get the ambulance to put on it’s siren!

John:  [waving his arms in direction of ambulance, shouts]  Put on your siren!  Heh, heh!  

[cupping his mouth]  I said put on your siren!  

[Ambulance siren comes on and goes through several cycles before coming to an end]  

[John shouts in direction of sniper tower]  My wife, my wife, I’m bringing her through.  

[John returns to the sides rejoining Sue who is on the floor now, and the Taxi Driver]  

[to Taxi Driver]  Come on then, you help her, I’ll go first and cover you.  

[John and Taxi Driver help Sue to her feet, the three of them moves towards centre stage]  

[shouting]  I’m bringing my wife through.

[John steps forward, a shot rings out.  John falls to the floor.  Sue screams out.  Taxi Driver, quickly moves Sue back to side of stage, she continuing to scream]

Sue:  Get John, oh God, get John, please help him.  

[Sue is crying.  John is motionless.  Taxi Driver looks around then begins crawling along side of the stage, looking upwards.  Sue is having another contraction]

 I’m giving birth, help me, it’s coming.  

[She gives out a long pained moan] 

[Taxi Driver crawls towards John, shaking, he grimaces as he looks at John]  

Driver:  My God…bloody hell.

Sue:  I’ve given birth, I’ve given birth!  

[As Taxi Driver approaches John a shot rings out in front of him.  Taxi Driver quickly returns to the sides.  He is breathing heavily]  John, where’s John, help me…. 

Driver:  [moving over towards Sue]  I can’t get to him, they shot at me.  

[looking down at Sue.  He takes off his coat to swaddle the baby in]  It’s a boy!

Sue:  It’s all right?

Driver:  [checking]  Yes I think so!  We’ll need to get out of here, I need to cut the umbilical chord.

[Sue gives out a loud moan]

Driver:  What’s wrong?

Sue:  I haven’t finished!

Driver:  What do you mean, haven’t finished, course you’ve finished.

Sue:  It must be twins.  

[Sue gives out a long moan]
Driver:  You didn’t know?!

Sue:  Shut up and help!  

[Sue moans again]
[Sue is now giving birth, moaning loudly, screaming out.  Taxi Driver looks across to her, then looking upwards quickly takes off his shirt, moves over to Sue and places it between her legs]  Oh God, Oh God, Oh God, it’s coming…

Driver:  Push, push, come on, push harder, almost there, come on love, that’s it, one more time, that’s it, it’s out.

[Taxi Driver swaddles baby with his shirt]

Sue:  John.  [crying]  It’s alright?  It’s all right?

Driver:  It’s all right, girl, this time!  

Sue:  [crying]  John, help John, help him, he’s been hit, please…

Driver:  [shaking his head]  No love, no, no, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…I tried to get to him, they shot at me, and….he isn’t moving love, I’m sorry  

[Sue continues looking towards John]  I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m really sorry…  

Sue:  [Sue is trying to look at John]  Where, where’s he hit, please tell me, where is he, he’s not dead, get him, please! 

Driver:  No, look, I got close to him, he’s……,  he’s not…..I’m sorry, come on, we’ve got to go….

Sue:  No, no, no, no….

Driver:  I’m sorry, I’m sorry, we’ve got to go, we’ve got to go now, I’ll try and get you round by Upper Warwick Street.

Sue:  [crying]  John, my baby, John, no, no….

Driver:  [looking down at two swaddled babies, side by side]  We need to cut these.  

[Taxi Driver looks around]  There’s a stone, there….  

[Taxi Driver grabs stone, uses it to cut the umbilical cords, then passes  the baby in the  coat to Sue, picking up the baby in the shirt himself]  You take one, I’ll take the other.

Sue:  John, John, John.

Driver:  Come on.  Go to the taxi, get in the back.  

[Sue looks at Taxi Driver] 

[sharply]  Go, go on, move, go!

Sue:  We can’t leave John!

Driver:  He’s gone!  You have to understand, he’s gone….the Red Cross will be able to get to him later, come on, go now…..

Sue looks back at John’s motionless body in centre stage before exiting stage left, with baby in the coat.  Taxi Driver picks up 2nd baby wrapped in his shirt, turns in the direction of the ambulance and points down at the body of John, then motions with his hands that he intends to make a detour around the check point and to meet up there later.  He then exits stage left.  Lights down, save the blue and red lights of the ambulance, which remain on flashing across John’s face.  After some time Old Man enters stage right.  He walks over to where John lies, kneels down looking sadly at John, tears in his eyes, softly touches John’s face, closing his eyes.  He gets up continues to look down at John for a few seconds before moving off, stopping to look back at John again.  Old Man exits stage left.  

Act V – Next Spring

Scene 1 – “Night Journey”

The blue and red flashing light remains from the previous scene.  Stretcher-bearers discreetly place table and lap-top on stage.  John’s body remains prone as it was in previous scene.  It is never referred to or acknowledged throughout, but, rather, the characters ‘move around it’.

Writer:  [voice heard from off stage]  “Butterflies drift over the tall flowering grasses, along side the paths that criss-cross the ancient rocky hillside.  Your feet crush thyme and lemon balm as you walk through the orchards of mangos, pomegranates, figs, walnuts, peaches, oranges, lemons and olives…..

[Writer enters stage right, moves to her table and laptop.  Red and blue flashing lighting fades replaced by the light of a moonlit evening]

….and the birdsong everywhere…..delightful, paradise…..

[Writer closes her lap-top and moves to front of stage]

All dark and alone here.  Look, the moon, so grand tonight, impassive witness, shining down on evil and good alike!  The just and the unjust.  Waiting, forever waiting!  

[pauses]  We are forever waiting, living this insane reality, more fearsome than any nightmare.  We have become a people walking without direction, bumping into walls!  A security wall, a wall for peace, war and peace, peace is war, war is peace, wall is peace!

[looks up at the moon]  What do you say moon?  ….Nothing?  Well then I will speak for you!  

My dear Jules, if only I could show you what is happening here, how life really is, if only we could fly around, what need of correspondence then!  You know my persecutors call me a witch, they don’t realise it but it’s the only compliment they’ve ever paid me!  Why not a witch?  Ready to fly over this awesome wall, I’ll make it puny, insignificant!

[Writer is walking around the stage, she looks once again at the moon]

Moon so bright, shining down on two places at once!  The same moon caressing me looks down upon you, and finds you there!  Thousands of miles apart, my dear Jules!  You in Liverpool and I in Hebron.  Hebron, the Occupied Territories of Palestine.  Palestine, how good it feels to say the name of my land.  Palestine.

[returning to her desk, packs up lap-top and places to side of stage]  So no need for that.  

[picks up table and moves it to the wings]  Nor that!

Take my hand my dear Jules, and we’ll fly high above the wall.  Let’s leave behind these settlers and their vicious ways, the Israeli army’s soldier boys, I’ll show you Bethlehem, Jericho, Nablus, Jerusalem, to Gallilee, Haiffa and Jaffa, we won’t quibble that the Israelis call it Tel Aviv, or claim all the land to be their own!  Let me show you my beautiful land, even though it remains spiked and tied down.

[Writer holds out hand as if in a trance]

Come!  Come with me!  Where are we going?!  Trust me, I won’t let go of you, high above the land, wind in your hair, so fresh and cold, and the moon bathing us both in sweet kisses!  Come with me, let’s go!

Let’s find out what cake they bake, what facts on the ground they create, what the world fails and feigns to see…but be careful, there’s lots of bullets flying around here, for whenever a settlers kills a Palestinian he was only shooting in the air!

Up, up, up, up, high above the wall, let’s follow the moon!  Still dark.

There are ghosts everywhere!  Even the ghosts are under curfew here!  Didn’t you know that?!  Yes it’s true, the skies above Hebron are full of them!  City of ghosts and ghouls, the streets empty, night is quiet, cats, dogs and rats are the lead actors in our little play!  The streets slumber after a hard days work listening in on evil, gunfire wailing!  

But now listen, listen to the mournful slumber, can you hear?  Six million souls whisper from lidless graves, unwilling recruits to justify barbarity.

It’s not too cold for you?  Let me cover you, so your teeth don’t chatter.  Soon it’ll become light and then we’ll travel our land and towns taken by the Jewish colonisers, sowing our fields, living in our homes, gathering our harvests, from our gardens, our orchards and our vineyards.  They leave only the path to the graveyard for us!  Come see the light of nations at work, come see this land, it’s soil covered in blood…..

Come let’s hop over this little fence, this little apparition and meet our neighbours, ‘good fences make for good neighbours’ they tell us and want to build a wall so high even the birds can’t fly over it!  Well we are beyond the birds now, halfway to the moon!

Hebron, small below…an apartheid city in an apartheid land.  Hear the rooster crowing!  You don’t here it?!  Listen more closely!  There, now you here it!  I bet you didn’t know that roosters can see angels!  Well it’s true, when they crow it’s because they’ve spotted an angel!  Stop laughing, always laughing at me!  And I’ll tell you another thing, donkeys can see the devils!  In fact every time they are braying it’s because they’ve spotted one!  You don’t believe anything I say!  

[Writer shakes her head] You Westerners, you know your problem is your too rationalist, you take everything so literally!

[Ayya, the ghost of a Palestinian girl walks on stage, she wears a red sweater, her hair in pigtails]

Look, here comes an angel now!  Now will you believe me?!

Ayya:  Hi!

Writer:  Hello!

Ayya:  I heard you talking to your friend!  I’d like to come along with you too!  Do you mind?

Writer:  No, not at all, come along!  What’s your name?

Ayya:  Ayya!

Writer:  Ayya, that’s a nice name!  My name is…

Ayya:  It’s alright, I already know your name!

Writer: [laughs, smiling]  Oh?  

[pauses]  Well let’s go then!  Look the sun’s coming up, feel it’s first rays, beautiful!  Hear the donkeys down below, braying as the tanks pass by!  There must be devils!

Ayya:  Oh you don’t believe that old wives tale do you!  And all that stuff about angels!  They’re just braying coz they’re scared that’s all!

Writer:  It’s true, I tell you!

Ayya:  It’s not!

Writer:  Donkeys….taxis for the wretched of the earth, we can agree on that!  Bent backed men and withered women climbing, slowly over fences and walls, avoiding snipers!  Creeping from backyard to backyard, with baskets and boxes, burglars of their own homes, criminals in their own land.  Hebron lying like an abused daughter, Qalqilia, Tulkarem, city prisons, concentration camps for the new world order, a Shoah visited upon us by the Israelis!  And there is Gaza, oh weep for Gaza!

Ayya:  That’s where I’m from!  

[Writer looks at her expectantly]  You want me to tell you my story, don’t you?!  

[Writer smiles in recognition of the truth]  

You writers, always devouring other peoples lives!  Well okay, since your nice I’ll tell you my story.  Well I was eight years old!  I died nine months ago now, the very first day back at school, how about that for bad luck!  Safa, that’s my eldest sister, she’s sixteen and so beautiful, my best friend, well she gave me some money to get goodies from the shop!  She’s always spoiling me!  That’s why I love her so much.  Well I was on my bike and I was coming back from the shop, I had some crisps, popcorn, biscuits, for a feast!  Anyway there’d been firing from the settlement nearby but I didn’t think nothing much of it, I was thinking of all the goodies I had in my hand and was riding careful so not as to fall off the bike and drop them when bang, they shot me!  What a surprise, dead immediately!

Well I woke up later, up here, flying around above myself, both here and there, it’s the maddest feeling.  I could see myself, still holding the sweets, you know I never got to eat them, anyway you don’t have much of an appetite up here!   And there I was covered in blood, in hospital, horrible, and everyone around me sobbing, my poor mother, Rowan, my Uncle Fat’hi, and Safa, screaming and screaming.  I didn’t care for myself I just wanted to comfort them, for them to be all right!  Funny you know being in hospital, coz I’d wanted to be a doctor, I worked really hard at school to get good grades so I could be one when I grew up and help people and now I was there and I couldn’t!  Well at least I died quickly!  No suffering.  Not everyone’s so lucky!

See, there’s loads of kids up here!  We mostly stick together, even with the others, you know, their children.  Well most of us, some don’t want to and the settlers kids well they’re weird, we don’t go near them, even now!  You get to play tick a lot up here and hide and seek’s loads of fun, there’s so much space!  We travel all over, wherever we like, I never travelled when I was living, I never realised there was so much to see! [pauses] I mean I do miss earth, I miss all my friends from school, and my teachers and the classes, and I’m sad that I’ll never be a doctor……. 

The worst thing is how sad mum is, and Uncle Fat’hi and Safa.  That’s what makes me cry!  I visit them every evening when they have gone to bed.  

[Ayya knows acts towards her family, in mime, as if they were next to her as she narrates]  

They don’t know I’m there but sometimes they feel a presence, but then don’t believe themselves!  How doubting human beings are!  I give my Mum a kiss, she shivers, she doesn’t realise it’s me!  Then I go and see my Uncle and play with his curly hair and then I go and see Safa, and I curl up with her quietly on the bed so as not to disturb her while she sleeps.  She sobs out my name most nights, I wish I could comfort her and tell her I’m alright.  She’s so beautiful….. 

[Ayya starts crying, takes hold of the Writer’s clothes and presses her body against her.  Writer holds her softy, kisses her and holding her whilst she cries]

Writer:  It’s okay, it’s okay, little one, it’s okay….

Ayya:  [raising her head and wiping the tears away]  Come on then!  Let’s go…..

[Ayya takes Writer by the hand, smiling now]

Writer:  [smiling herself]  Fine, let’s go then!  Let’s go and see this beautiful land, the Palestinian sun is hot now and…

Ayya:  Will you get on with it!  You writer’s, you never stop, if it was down to you, nothing would ever get done!

Writer:  What a beautiful smell!  Breathe it in!  

[They both breathe in fully]
Ayya:  Uhhm!  Oranges!

Writer:  Delightful!  There’s a farmer below, let’s wave!  

[They both wave vigorously]  Come on, let’s go down and see what he has to say!

[Ayya looks to her side, ‘listening to what is being said’, turning back towards Writer periodically to report back.  She throws the Writer an orange, which the Writer clumsily drops causing Ayya to giggle]

Ayya:  “There good oranges!  Better than all the other oranges in the whole wide world!  And tastier!” [looking to Writer]  “You know why?”  

[looking to in direction of farmer]  Why?  

[looking back to Writer]  “Because I planted them, these trees, I harvested them, I make the trees happy when I do, I am happy and the trees are happy, we dance together these trees and I!”  

[dances around]  “And when I smell them”, he says, “they remind me of my land, and the breeze, and I am thankful to God”!  His name is Auda!  Bye, bye, Auda, take care!

Writer:  Do not tell him of the crushed oranges to come, of the uprooted trees, stolen, do not foretell of the weeping trail of tears that will run down his hardened, weather-beaten face, do not describe to him the orange trees reflected by his glistening eyes, as he stands expelled, surrounded by fences and wires, as strangers pick the fruit of his lands, sssh, sshh, no mention of guns, watchful, waiting, eager guns…….

Do not tell him he will become exiled from his orange trees!  A war of the oranges!  Why not?!  There’s been a war of the roses, after all!

Ayya:  [shaking her head]  Will you stop being so sad!  You go all gloomy and melancholy and doom-laden, so melodramatic!  

Writer:  See the shimmer!  Butterflies drift over the tall flowering grasses, along side the paths….  

[Ayya joins in completing the sentence] that criss-cross the ancient rocky hillside!

Ayya:  [shouting out loud]  Your feet crush thyme and lemon balm as you walk through orchards of mango, pomegranates, figs and walnuts, peaches, lemons, olives and oranges.  And the birdsong everywhere, delightful, paradise…  

[Ayya turns to Writer ‘victorious’, her arms folded across her chest]
Writer:  Until the drone of bulldozers breaks through and we have arrived at a settlement.  

[Writer plays with Ayya’s hair who looks at her in surprise]  A dog on a leash!

Ayya:  A dog on a leash?  What dog?

Writer:  Whose bite is as bad as it’s bark and more.  A watchdog to guard over the Arabs!  The Promised Holy Land, Ancient Israel, an alibi for murder.  Wall and tower over hilltop, looming, threatening, provoking, picking a fight.  A land without people, only snakes and cockroaches.  

[Ayya grimaces in disgust letting out a moan]  A land without people, that’s what you saw when you invaded our land.  Your must have been very shortsighted to miss a million people!  

[Ayya is pretending to wear thick glasses bumping into things that aren’t there]  Or maybe you only saw cockroaches and snakes.  

[Ayya is jumping on the ground now pretending to kill whatever is on the ground]  It’s easy to kill a snake, to crush a cock-roach, after all their blood doesn’t count as much as yours!  

[Ayya continues what she is doing then comes to a stop and waits for the Writer to continue]  

Tillers or conquerors?  Tell me why do you build your homes and plant your trees with helmets and guns if this was always your land?  Tell me where did we come from then?

Oh Israel, an oasis, making the desert bloom!  Haven’t we been here for 2000 years?  Have you lost your memory as well as your sight?

Ayya:  I can’t remember, I’ve forgotten  

[laughs at her own joke, like a cartoon cat]
Writer:  Oh Israel, we are not tourists in this land,  

[Ayya is busy taking imaginary photographs]  we are not tourists!

Ayya:  There’s Jenin!  There’s lots of dead kids flying around here, I can tell you that.  

Writer:  And that’s ‘Ground Zero’!  Not an American ‘Ground Zero’, this one’s Palestinian, so it doesn’t count.  See the refugee camp, every bloodstained stone amongst the bulldozed rubble a witness to another massacre of the Palestinian people, by the brute Sharon.

Ayya:  You’re always trying to say things clever!  Say things simply, no one will understand!

Writer:  A ‘nest of cockroaches’ he called it!  Look, look, at the old woman cock-roaches, and there the old men cockroaches, and the baby cockroaches holding pencils and school satchels in their hands, such clever cockroaches, studying at school!  The soldiers kill one and we give birth to another!  We give birth to cockroaches, defying nature!  You are afraid of us cockroaches, ready at any moment, in your hallucinations, to crawl over you  [Ayya begins to act in a ‘predatory manner’]  and push you into the sea, beware the nightmare scenario, Peace!  Peace with the cockroaches, there must be war, and more war and war again, exterminate the Palestinian cockroaches  

[Ayya is jumping up and down killing insects on the floor enthusiastically]  So we live in a ‘nest of cockroaches’ do we?  Well all I see is a ‘nest of angels’, living, and dead, all angels, and such wise angels nowadays……

Wise Angels remember what happens to cockroaches when you terrorise them and drive them off the land, like you did in ‘48, drove ¾ of a million cockroaches away, give or take a few, and what’s a few cockroaches to you, tell me?!  Hundreds of thousands, men, women, children, the young and old alike, pushed out of their land into refugee camps, pitiful, carrying only what they could carry, and the blessed front door-keys and deeds to homes they thought they’d soon return to, but never did!  They never existed these homes, did they?  Mythical homes, bulldozed away, village after village covered over with mounds of rubble, covered over and covered up, swept away under your magnificent carpet…..forgotten now, never existed, mythical, make-believe…..sssssh!  

What homes?  There were no homes, lies, all lies!  

So sweet dreams now, in your newfound paradise, no paradise lost, just one found!

But forgive us this time if we don’t fly the nest!  Forgive us if this time we stay put.  The only thing that our angels have to say to you is…

Ayya:   [shouts]  We will stay here!

Writer:  We will stay here!  And since our angels won’t fly away let’s leave them in peace, and fly over the wall, to visit Fortress Israel, come quickly, come quickly, before it is too late, for the sun is setting…

Ayya:  [pointing]  The sun is setting!  

Writer:  Land of the Father’s, promised by a Hebrew God, to the Hebrews!  A convenient covenant!  Or perhaps it was the British Empire and the American Congress….  The chosen people!  So who are we?  The unchosen people.

One people, one army, a third kingdom.  Happy 56th Birthday!  Will you last a thousand years, or maybe only another twelve?

Oh, Israel, gangster amongst gangsters, why do you pretend to be a good cop?  Good cop, bad cop!  You are in the wrong film, there are only bad cops here.  Messenger for the Godfathers, corrupt Mercury flying in all the way from Washington on F-16s, preparing another mafia hit, whilst we fly around on broomsticks!  Another liquidation, extermination, termination…assassinating our history….if only you could.  

[Ayya is pretending to assassinate the Writer who pulls a tongue at her]  

A refined pedigree guard dog!  

[Ayya begins barking and scampering around on all fours]  

What?  You don’t like dogs, no dogs?  No dogs or Arabs, or cockroaches in this promised land!  

[Ayya is howling like a dog]  

Give the dog a bone!  Are we your bone, to be chewed on at your leisure, for being a good doggy to the Americans!  

[Ayya rolls over on the floor]  

Good doggy, sniffing out trouble whilst they pillage for oil, in poor, grieving Iraq!  The master’s watch-dog, he feeds you and you bite who he tells you to!  You had one change of owner but you never let that bother you, the Americans took you into their loving arms when the British could not meet your demands.  

[to Ayya who is barking]  Okay doggy, quiet now!  

Look at this promised land, oranges and grapes replaced by rockets and guns, this ‘Rock of Israel’, this pirate out-post of milk and honey, swept clean by the metal men, cleansed of dirt and cockroaches, all out of sight, rounded up in enclosure pens, a million cockroaches swept under history’s carpet over the river and faraway to a make believe land of never existence.

We are blinded, the golden sun bouncing off the Dome of the Rock.  Eternal, indivisible, Jerusalem, divided and twisted tower, leaning corrupt tower….

[turns to Ayya]  We could ascend to Heaven, or maybe go down to Hell! 

Ayya:  Oh I’m happy here! 

[Ayya goes over to Writer and kisses her brow and beckons her to be silent. Ayya is smiling to the Writer] 

Ayya:  Someone’s coming!

Writer:  Where I don’t see anyone?

Ayya:  You’ll see!

Writer:  The sun has set on Jerusalem.  A fresh moon in the sky, and all the stars are kissing once again!  Let’s fly higher and greet the moon…colder and colder, darker and darker…blue night begins…

[Enter Shlomo, an old Jewish ghost, smiling, wearing an old suit.  He takes a mock bow in the direction of the Writer and Ayya, who shyly hangs onto the Writer]

Shlomo:  Hello!

Writer:  Hello!  Who are you?  Are you an angel?  

Ayya:  [shaking her head, raising her eye brows towards Writer]  Will you stop that!

[Shlomo starts laughing heartily, finding this hilarious, so much so that he ends up having a coughing fit]

Shlomo:  Excuse me, my lady!  

[nods towards Ayya, takes out a handkerchief and coughs into it]  There, that’s better!  I’ve been called some things in my time but never an angel!  Who am I, you ask?  

[pauses]  ‘I am that I am’, and ‘will be, too,  that, that I will be’!  As one slightly older than I once spoke….  

[pauses]  Can’t you tell from my skin?!  Am I Palestinian, European, Arab or Jew?  So who am I, and who am I not?!  

[coming round to himself]  Forgive me!  I’m sorry, always was a show-off, trying to impress!  My name is Shlomo….  

[he offers his hand to the Writer]
Writer:  [taking his hand]  Please to meet you!    

Shlomo:  ….it means ‘Peace’ and ‘Wisdom’ in Hebrew!  Though I assure you I am not wise, and as for peace, well now that’s a relative term don’t you think?!

Writer:  That’s a coincidence, my name….

[Shlomo pats her on the shoulder interrupting her]

Shlomo:  Quite, Quite!  

[pauses, she looks at him expectantly]  I imagine you wish to know what an old Jewish ghost like me is doing flying around over the land of Palestine, do you not?!  

[Writer nods her head, Ayya, watches Shlomo inquisitively] 

Well, you know, I went up the chimney, as they say, in Auschwitz, you’ve heard of there no doubt, in 1944.  Before there I was in the Warsaw Ghetto, they had a wall you know, still you know all about walls I see!

Writer:  So how did you end up over here?

Shlomo:  Oh you know everyone seemed to be coming this way.  Britain and America had closed their borders, who wants the poor and the desperate anyway?!  Ghosts are no more imaginative than the living, they see what choices they have and act accordingly.  You might say I was swept up by the events of the time.  Even a ghost needs a bit of living space!  Perhaps one thing, Hitler and I agree upon!  

[pause]  You talk of angels and see them everywhere, forgive me, I was listening in before!  Would you like to hear a story about an angel I once saw, a long time ago?

Writer:  Yes!

Ayya:  Yes please, ooohh!

[Shlomo looks down and remembers that a child is present]

Shlomo:  Oh forgive me, I couldn’t possibly tell it with a child present, it’s not a particularly nice story, I’m sorry!  

[Shlomo starts moving way, wearily of old age.  Ayya runs after him, catches him by his coat tales]
Ayya:  Eh!  I was shot dead you know, by a tank, that’s not very nice is it, all my friends of died too, and that was horrible, so how can your story be any worse?  Now come back, I insist!

[Shlomo thinks for a second and then returns back with Ayya to stand by the Writer]

Shlomo:  Very well…..  

[pointing across the stage]  What do you see over there?

Writer:  Where?

Ayya:  It’s for hanging people!

Shlomo:  That’s right, a gallows for hanging people.  

[Shlomo walks over to this imaginary gallows, touching it]  One day in Aushwitz after one particular act of disobedience, from us Jews, as a punishment the head of the Gestapo, ordered for a boy to be picked out at random, to be hung here.  

[to Ayya]  Are you sure you want me to go on, it’s not very pleasant?

Ayya:  [impatiently]  Yes!

Shlomo:  [putting his head through this imaginary noose, stretching his body upwards]  Even the SS were worried about hanging this boy in front of thousands of us 

[chooses his words] ‘inmates’.  

The boy they chose, he had the face of an angel.  A sad-eyed angel, pale and silent, very calm so it seemed even when they put the noose around his neck.  Well it took this angel a whole half an hour to die, hanging there.  Someone behind me shouted out ‘Where is God, where is He?’  

[Shlomo looks around as if looking for God]  

We prisoners were forced to look at his face as he swung there.  After he had died the same man shouted out again ‘I ask you where is God now?’.  So I turned round and said to the man, ‘Where is God?  Why, here He is,  

[moves away from the imaginary noose]  He is hanging here from the gallows.  See!’

[smiles at Writer and Ayya]  There, I told you not a particularly nice story, was it?!  

[pause]  Do you believe in God?  

[Writer is unsure what to say]  

Ayya:  La ilaha il Allah wa Mohammed rasul Allah.

Shomlo:  Ah yes, ‘there is no God but Allah and Mohammed is His messenger’!  

[looks to Writer]  You’re not so sure!  

[moves over to Ayya with a beaming smile and gently covers her ears and kisses her on the crown of  her head]  

You know there is no God!  

[uncovers Ayya’s ears]  Does that warm you up?!  

[Ayya nods enjoying the comfort of touch.  Shlomo rubs his hands together vigorously then covers her ears again]  

[looking at Writer]  I should know I’ve been dead for, oh, let me think now almost 60 years.  He’s not here! You’re just going to have look after each other better down there, there’s no one else up here that can help you!  It’s just something to get people through! 

[Shlomo laughs loudly uncovering Ayya’s ears]
Ayya:  My ears are burning!

Shlomo:  That’s because we were talking about angels!  

[winks at Writer]  No, do you want to know what I understand after 60 years of my own personal exile?  [moves confidentially to Writer]  I understand, that….human beings need love! And shouldn’t live apart.  I told you I wasn’t very wise!  Hardly worth waiting for.

Ayya:  I liked it!

Shlomo:  Did you my dear!  Of that I’m very grateful, I only wish I had something to give you!  

[feels around in his pockets]  I’m afraid I don’t carry much around with me, no real need….  

[thinks to himself]  Wait!  

[goes within his jacket pocket and takes out a key, which he presents to Ayya]  Here, take this, it’ll be of more use to you than to me, that’s for sure!

Ayya:  Thank you, but why’s it of more use to me?  I’m dead too, remember!  And where’s it for?

Shlomo:  Oh, somewhere quite far away from here!

Ayya:  Not more riddles!

Shlomo:  A riddle’s only a riddle to those who don’t know!

[Ayya plays with the key, feeling it and caressing it, she holds on to it importantly]

Shlomo:  [looks distantly ahead]  We claimed to be a light unto nations!  And look at what they commit in our name, those rats!  Yes there are Jewish rats amongst us!  Ariel Sharon, Nethanyahu, Barak, Shimon Peres, a military Junta for rats, every one of them!  A curse upon them!  

[goes to spit on the stage then remembers himself, looks at Ayya embarrassed]  Forgive me!  

[takes out his handkerchief to wipe his mouth]  A disgrace to the Jewish people.  Lebenraum! 

[looks to the Writer and Ayya]
Ayya:  Lebenraum?

Shlomo:  Living space, that’s what the Nazis called it, ‘Ubermenschen’ unt ‘Untermenshen’.  Supermen and subhumans.  ‘Rats Uber Alles’ for the ‘Chosen People’.  I was called a ‘dirty Jew’ you know, many times, in the Warsaw Ghetto, they called that a ‘closed military zone’, does that ring any bells?  Now when I listen below I hear ‘dirty Arabs’ and ‘two legged beasts’!  

[shakes his head]  I hear too many things that remind me of my childhood.  Shame on them!  I’ve watched a tortured people cross the Mediterranean only to do the same thing themselves!  Ethnic cleansing I believe they call it in The Hague!  Sounds so much nicer than genocide!  I was only a few years dead at the time, just after the war, I remember it well!  Israel’s original sin!  

[turns to the audience, speaks angrily]  Yes, you want your daily bread but you refuse your neighbour.  You want the good life but to get it you take away this child’s.

[points to Ayya]  

You have devoured this sweet land, locusts, olive tree destroyers, orange annihilators, water destroyers, killers of meadows.  Fools hiding yourself with barbed wire fences and walls, victims of the ghetto making ghettos, fleeing from the ghetto to return to the ghetto….you return home to create another exile, fools.  You’ve been away too long, you no longer see humans….only phantoms and spectres everywhere.  

[Shlomo begins jumping up and down watched incredously by Writer and Ayya]  

If you want the privileges of a chose people then I curse you.  You want to find God?  Good?  Well find God then!  Find God in your hearts, not in barbed wire settlements, no holy place there for sure.  Either that or stay in the hell that you have fashioned from your very own sweat.

[falls silent] Ariel Sharon!  Man of peace!  Tough warrior!  An honourable man!  And all the other honourable men!  What good will be interred with your bones, except the act itself?  The Pharaoh’s heart has indeed hardened, and a wolf paces round the cradle.  Provisioner of war, America’s love, and not by chance.

[to Writer and Ayya]  You know when we were dying in the concentration camps, did Roosevelt do anything for us then?  No!  Churchill perhaps?  No!  They could have bombed it, put us out of our misery.  We were expendable, like so much exhaust fumes.  European banks traded on us, the Zionist tried to waltz with the Nazis, did you know that?  No, I found that out later.  Did the Statue of Liberty welcome the tired and poor huddled mass of Jewish refugees to it’s shore?  Did we not yearn to breathe freely enough?  And did Big Ben chime democratically it’s concern?  No, no, no!

[adopts a colonial British accent]  We don’t want them here!  Put them amongst the Arabs, let them serve us.  Insurance for the Suez Canal, as we cast an eye on the oil fields them damn Arabs have got!

[to Writer and Ayya]  And there gain, my dears, I’m afraid, was your loss, the loss of your land.  

[falls quiet coughs and splutters after his exertions] 

I’m not well, even ghosts get sick and old you know!

[Writer and Ayya look on not wishing to interrupt expecting Shlomo to continue which he does after a pause]

Why is everyone so quiet?!  I’ll tell you why.  People don’t care unless it’s happening to them!  If you’re not part of them….if you are not human…  

[makes a gesture and shrugs]  It’s not that they are bad, certainly not evil, not most of them anyway, it’s just that they don’t care.  

Perhaps it’s the summer and they are too hot, perhaps it’s the winter – too cold!  Perhaps it’s the spring!  Perhaps they’re tired…….we were always such a people of chatter-boxes, but now every one has suddenly fallen dumb!  Perhaps it’s because there’s nothing left to say!  Anyway what do I know, I’m just a sickly old Jewish ghost!  I told you, I’m not wise and peace is relative!

[Pause]

Writer:  It’ll start getting light in a while…

Shlomo:  Ah yes, there’ll be another tomorrow coming along today….

Ayya:  Where are you going today?  Or tomorrow?

Shlomo:  Me?  Today, who can tell, but tomorrow, I’ll dance and sing, 

[begins dancing a funny solo dance around Writer and Ayya who look on smiling and laughing]  

I’ll smile and laugh, drink and get drunk, kiss and hug,  

[blows a kiss at the Writer]  fly and love, yes tomorrow I’ll meet my love!  

And how beautiful she’ll look, yes tomorrow I’ll find my freedom!

[Shlomo has made his way to the side of the stage ready to exit.  He takes a bow, winks at the Writer]

Goodbye!  

[Shlomo exits.  Writer and Ayya look at each other smiling, slightly in disbelief]

Writer:  Come, let’s go back, to our prison cell, let’s go before it’s too light, model prisoners make thrifty vampires, bats swooping over this land, glistening in the dark!  

[Writer pretends to be a vampire, swoops for Ayya’s neck who screams delightfully]  

I am tired of this journey now, I want to rest, let’s return…..  

[Pause]

Israelis do you sleep soundly whilst Palestinians toss and turn forever, stuck in a nightmare.  Indulged now, returned from you leisure palaces, discos, theatres, restaurants, soundly sleeping, comforted by the ticking clock.  

[Ayya pretends to glide round a ballroom.  Writer grabs hold of her as she passes, covers her ears]  

Well don’t be surprised when Palestinian babies come to blow themselves up, trading in their tortured and humiliated lives.  

[Writer uncovers Ayya’s ears]  

Don’t be shocked when the starving come to take away your appetite.  Everyone fights with their own abilities, David takes on Goliath, once again….who now Goliath?  Who now David?

Ayya:  Don’t know, never heard of them!  

Writer:  You with your Apache Helicopters, Tomahawk missiles!  Maybe our stone throwing boys will beat down the boasting giant, bring him crashing down to the floor!  Outrageous theatre, this dying, blood-strewn, body parts in nightclubs, but no show for our people, daily dead, our names are not found on the bill-boards, no reviewer for us, our deaths, a non-event, not happening, our houses, crushed, under foot, unreported, the unpolished boot of the metal men grounding down our faces into the dirt….  

‘We are the metal men’….. 

Ayya:  Stop, you’re making me sad!

Writer:  [not hearing]  Don’t be confused when the whole thing comes crashing down with only the lunatic Sharon and his robber-barons dancing on the roof as the pillars collapse….Good-bye sinking ship!  Good-bye! 

Sleep blissfully Israel, but wake up soon!  Let us live in our land and they’ll be no more bombs.  Our little babies are empty glasses.

Ayya:  Broken glasses….

Writer:  They can love or hate.  But children do not stay children long, occupation soon kills their smiles, they cry for a while till their anger hardens and then they are ready to pay you a visit, our little angels of death.  And will you daub your doors with our blood for this Passover?  Our blood is our sign-post calling us!  

Why not a final solution?  Put us on trains….or donkeys perhaps.  How to get rid of this cancerous growth off your paled European skin?  Beware chemotherapy kills cancer and patient alike! 

Ayya:  [tugging at Writer’s arm]  Are you going to be much longer? 

Writer:  Oh Israel, prodigal son, a stranger, 2000 years gone, now returning to boot in the door, and overturn our tables to throw us into the street…angry that we won’t go away and leave you in peace!  Oh, Israel, ‘Beacon of Nations’, Europe has taught you such bad manners!  

[Writer looks around and at Ayya, and smiles and takes her hand, holding her warmly]

There’s my home, Hebron!  

Ayya:  Ahhh!

Writer:  A solitary tank, our guardian angel!  

Ayya:  Not angels again!  Always angels, what is it with you?  I thought writer’s were meant to vary it a bit?!

Writer:  [laughing]  Back home, to dear old Hebron, soldiers wait on me, upon the roof.  Hebron, city of Arabs strangled to death by this tawdry settlement of 500 Jewish zealots, can you imagine, the arithmetic does not add up!  Five hundred zealots strangling a whole city, like some parasitic plant…  

[kneels down to Ayya’s height]  Oh they look peaceful now, sleeping softly by their wives’ sides, but their dreams are of killing, sweet dreams of pulling us out by the roots from their beautiful paradise, harmful grass to be weeded out, dreams of beating us like donkeys, so we never again raise our heads…  

[stands up again]  Well why should we leave, this is our land.  You leave.  

[pauses]  You want to turn us to dust, blown away, 

[softly blows her fingers]  just so much waste, not quite fitting in to your new world order, just another crushed people.  Not even people in your weird dreaming, just terrorists, each one of us a terrorist, a two year old terrorists, an 80 year old terrorists in your sick minds….

So you build a wall, you of all peoples!  Reinvent the Roman Empire!  Build temples and monuments!  To what?  You know, now they dance Tai Chi on the Great Wall of China, and sell picture post-cards of the Berlin Wall?  Do you think yours will last more?!  

So you put a noose around our neck, imprison us in cages, until we’ve got nowhere left to go, pushed up against the wall.  

[Ayya strokes Writer’s hair]  

Would you like us to go to an Indian reservation, join the Aborigines, to a black township perhaps?  Or would you prefer us as a museum piece?  You could find a place for us in the Holocaust Museum, would that not be fitting?  But are you walling us out, or yourselves in…collective suicide…and however long it remains your dreams will be haunted by thoughts you can’t get rid of…… 

‘How long will this last?’….

Ayya:  ‘How long  shall it continue?’

Writer:  [Ayya continues with Writer]  ‘Oh God, please don’t let them in, save us from them!’ 

[pauses]  ‘We are the metal men’…..

[Ayya laughs amused]

But this affront to nature, it will die!  It will die because we will not!  Do you not see?  Do you not understand?  The Intifada continues, the earth trembles….can you not hear it trembling?  Do you not see the dust clouds gathering?  Do you think we will trade in our lives to play the willing victim?

Is that you want?  The right to abuse us without complaint?  The abused turned abuser.  Don’t think of apologising even if you would, we don’t seek your apologies.  We want you to stop abusing!  What, do I see the abuser getting angry, when a mirror is thrust in front of his face, forcing him to see his perverted actions!  

[Ayya walks at the front of stage as if carrying a mirror in her hands holding out to the audience to see themselves]  

The abuser has the cheek to be angry with his victims, when the child cries out for help he wants to shut her up, so no one in the family knows what he’s up to, so he can carry on, abusing all the more….shame on such perverted and wicked men…..you who have filled our eyes with cynicism and derision, take it back, we don’t want it, you keep it…..

Ayya:  That’s enough now!  Don’t be sad!  Shall I make you laugh again?

Writer:  Okay!

Ayya:  You know yesterday, we saw everyone throwing watermelons and tomatoes at the tanks!  It was so funny!  

[laughs delightfully]  Even old women!  Everyone was laughing.  One small boy stuffed some watermelon in the barrel!  And you know what it did?  It fired it out!  Everyone laughed at them!  It’s funny isn’t it?!

Writer:  Yes!

Ayya:  You know I’ve a friend, Ahmed, he got shot as well, well he was telling us that when Israel’s soldiers arrive for service, the Major takes out their hearts and puts in a grenade in their place!  And that’s why they can kill children without feeling anything, and then when they go home to see their families, they find their hearts waiting on a shelf for them and that’s why they can kiss their children and be so nice to them!  

[pauses]  I’ve never really seen a soldiers face, not closely, what are they like?

Writer:  Faces, just like us!  Some dark, some pale!

Ayya:  Is my face dark or pale?

Writer:  Dark and beautiful for it!  

[Ayya touches her face lightly laughing]
Ayya:  I wonder what the soldier who killed me looks like?!  I’d like to meet him, ask him why he wanted to kill me!  

[earnestly]  Why are they so afraid of us, why do they hide in their tanks and big towers with walls, I’m only a child, how could I hurt them?  They’re silly!  They should have more trust in people instead of being so nasty all the time!

Anyway, I really must be going!  I haven’t seen my family tonight, and I want to see Safa before she wakes, to give her a kiss!  There’ll all be too busy in the daytime I don’t want to get in the way!  

Writer:  [opening her arms]  Come here!  

[Ayya goes to Writer and they embrace warmly for a long time]  Go on then, safe journey!

Ayya:  Bye-bye now!  

[Ayya starts to move away then stops, thinks, turns round and holds out key in the palm of her hand for Writer]  Here you have it!

Writer:  [shaking her head]  No, I couldn’t, he gave it to you…

Ayya:  [exasperated, sighing]  Are you a writer, or not?!  ‘A riddle’s only a riddle to those that don’t know’!  

[Ayya puts key into Writer’s hand]  Take care!  I know you will, and you’ll be okay!  Lots of love!  

[Ayya exits stage waving back at Writer who watches her go, waves back, amused, but baffled, she looks at the key, then closes her hand around it, guarding it in her palm]

Writer:  Quietly now, back to my house.  

[tiptoes around stage]  I don’t want to disturb my persecutors, squatting on the roof, on the look out, but not for a witch!  More boys than men, lost in the hate of others…

I have thought of leaving, going somewhere more peaceful, relatively speaking!  It’s hard to carry on functioning, hard to keep taking the torment and misery.  It’s hard when you feel so helpless.  Yes even a witch wants to feel safe!  Well, better shut up,  

[looks back in direction of Ayya’s exit place]  Ayya wouldn’t approve!  

Well, I’m staying, we Arabs we have a saying, ‘Whosoever leaves the house is lost, whoever gets back is reborn’!  

[looks at key clenched in her hand]  So I hear I am, about to be reborn!

[looks around her having just walked into her home, surveying the scene around her]

Here we go again, I see my soldier boys have been in here having their fun….everything broken, into a thousand pieces, piles of dirt…..looks like they even left, how shall I put it…. ‘deposits’.  Decoration courtesy of the Israeli army!  Free of charge…..

[pauses]  No matter.

[Ayya peeks out at stage unnoticed by Writer]

My dear Jules, how long will the world stand by and watch on as we go to the wall?  

[looks up at the moon, as does Ayya]  

Will you be as the moon and look on unblinkingly?  Are the people of America, moon people?  And you Europeans, you in Britain, are you moon people?  Who sends arms and tanks and helicopters to the Israelis?  Is it the moon or is it the Americans?  Does the moon pay for the bombs that kill our children or do Western tax-payers?  Think about it!  Does the moon provide preferential trade agreements and shoot down our children in cold-blood, is it she that jails and tortures us?  

Does the moon wish to take control of our land, take power, milk it’s wealth, or is it Sharon and all those other honourable men?  I ask you, so reply?!  Who allows this ethnic cleansing?  Well?  Maybe we should put the moon on trial, for crimes against humanity, since no one else is responsible it must be the moon!

[Pause]  

Land is everything, don’t you understand, he who controls the land…. 

[bends down, picks up some dirt, examines  it]  ….this is what all the fighting’s for…  

[sprinkles soil on the ground]  
[Pause] 

Will you stand by whilst they continue to ‘cleanse’ us of even more of our land?  Every day the bull dozers take away a little bit more, each new day brings a new advance in the wall, cutting us off.  ‘Facts on the ground!’  No need to negotiate, when that’s finished off…just keep everything stoked up, just keep building our prison….

‘We are the metal men’…. 

Will you stand by, gazing on, impassively, as tanks roll over our crushed bodies, breaking our limbs, whilst guns blast holes through the hearts of our children?  

It is happening now, as I speak, and continues day after day.  Will you not bear witness to the tragedy of the Palestinian people?  Will you remain silent, today?  Would you not speak out, tomorrow?

[Pause]  

We look forward, one day, to a normal peaceful life.  We deserve that, and nothing less.  So we shall continue our struggle against the occupation of our land.  

My dear Jules, imagine this was happening in your city, the town of Liverpool.  A town I have never been to.  What would the people of Liverpool say, what would they do, if they saw such things?  I know what they would say, I’m sure.  Well let them know that the very same moon that shines upon them there, shines down on Palestine, and finds us here!

[Pause]  

We don’t come with begging bowls.  We are proud.  We who have experienced so much, have so much to teach….we know how important it is to live and love.  

[Writer bathes herself in the moon-light, as she does so Ayya tiptoes across the stage, gets close to Writer, looks out into the audience]  

How lovely is the moon!  How long it is since I have loved! Or been loved!  Sometimes I feel alone on this earth, like there is no one there for me!  

[Ayya kisses Writer gently on the cheek, causing her to shiver.  Ayya  tiptoes quietly off stage]  

Someone’s walked over my grave again!  

[Pause]  

[laughs]  You know, our boys when they see a nice looking girl that they fancy, well they say of her that ‘she was so beautiful that she told the moon to clear off so she could take it’s place’!  No one ever said that about me of course!  Not that I heard anyway!  So I’m not beautiful enough to replace the moon!  Well, I’ll just have to stay here, in Palestine, instead!

[Ayya once again is peeking out from the sides on the Writer]

[looks up at the moon]  The moon sets, day is coming, wrapped now in the mists of dawn, another virgin day for our beautiful earth….  

[listens out]  Did you hear that?  A cock crowing?  You did here it, no?  Perhaps you are offended by me?  Or by my words?  Perhaps you’ll pretend not to recognise me when you see me?  Say that you don’t know what I’m talking about!  Would you deny me?  Well if you do, please don’t weep any tears for me, no hypocrisy please!  

[looks up again, alertly]  The second crowing of the cock!  There must be an angel nearby, after all!  

[Ayya disappears now out of sight]  It can’t be me!

So the day is come, and the moon takes its leave, with a feint goodbye kiss, obscured by this visit of mist.  Could it be more obscure?  Not more obscure, for sure, than has ever been with all the shining slants and beams that have illuminated this cold earth.  Mists, roll in and wrap us up tightly!

[opens up her hand inspects the key she has been given, playing it round her finger, stops, then smiles, looks outwards]

[to herself]  ‘A riddle’s only a riddle to those who don’t know’!

[Pause]

So, my dear Jules, my time is due, too, to leave you now.  Time to say good-bye.  Will you be in touch, soon, I hope?  

[looking at audience]  Or will you remain as the moon, an eternal onlooker, with never a word to say?!

[Writer smiles and walks away from centre stage to the sides]  

Love to you, Salam, Good-bye!

Writer exits stage left.  Lights down save for the return of flashing red and blue lights, which cast across John’s body.  After some time, two stretcher-bearers enter stage, collect John’s body and exit.  Flashing lights down.
Scene 2 – “Below and Above The Wall”

Lights up.  30 seconds of bird song, and other noises of spring time.  Robbie is pushed on, stage right, in a wheel chair by Julie, followed by Anthony holding his repaired kite, Sue pushing a double-buggy, and Claire with her cat mask placed up on top of her head.  They look around themselves, both at ground level and to the sky.  They have a disorientated manner.

Anthony:  So where is it?  I can’t find it!  We’ve lost the Oasis!  It must have hid itself in the mist!

Claire:  But the mist’s all gone….

[looking around herself at the air, touching out with her hands]  …so we’d be able to find it, silly!

Anthony:  Not if it ran off somewhere else!

Claire:  Stupid boy.

Robbie:  [pointing]  Isn’t that it over there?  Look, that’s where they were digging the wall.

Julie:  No, it doesn’t seem right, I don’t think so….

Claire:  [pulling down her cat mask]  I better wear my cat mask in case something nasty comes over the wall!

Julie:  Nothing horrible will come over the wall!

Claire:  I’m putting it on just in case!

[Anthony and Claire scurry around, Anthony hands on hips, in charge.  Sue busies herself with looking after her babies]

Robbie:  It’s hard to say in this wasteland.

Julie:  To think this was once our home!  

[shakes her head]  Now look at it, weeds everywhere, taking over, what a mess.

Robbie:  At least them lot are keeping it prim and proper by the wall!  Those settlers make such nice gardeners!

Julie:  I think I prefer the mess.  Look at least the dandelions look nice, and the daisies!

Sue:  [sings]  Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do!  

[Julie joins in next line]  I’m half crazy, all for the love of you!

Robbie:  What are you two like!

[Julie bends down and picks up a daisy, gives it Robbie]

Julie:  Well?  

[kisses Robbie]  There you go beautiful!

Robbie:  Get off!

[Sue picks a dandelion and plays with it]

Julie:  Fellahs no romance!

Anthony:  [shouting over]  Found it!  

Claire:  [pulling up cat mask]  I found it, not you.

Anthony:  Didn’t.  

[Anthony holds a battered, soiled, weather beaten drawing above his head, which Claire unsuccessfully tries to retrieve from him]
Claire:  Give it to me, give it to me, it’s mine, Anthony.

Anthony:  No, I found it, finder’s keepers,  

[waving over to the others]  this is the Oasis, look, this is Claire’s drawing….

[Julie pushes Robbie, and Sue pushes the buggy over to Anthony and Claire]

Anthony:  [giving picture to Robbie]  Look, Dad!

Julie:  [looking over Robbie’s shoulder]  Oh yeah, remember the day of the curfew, last summer,  

[to Claire]  when you did that drawing on the rooftop!

Claire:  Which one?  [taking the drawing]  Oh yeah.

Robbie:  Well you were right about the stones, must have been a premonition!

Claire:  Look there’s dandelions….  

[Anthony approaches curious]

Sue:  [to Anthony, holding out the dandelion she has in her hand]  Look, see all the seeds, round the head?

Anthony:  Yeah!

[Claire has gathered round, now holding her drawing]
Sue:  Well you can blow away all the seeds in one go you can make a wish and whatever you wish will come true, as long as you don’t tell anyone!  

[to Anthony]  Have a go, it’ll come true, promise!

Anthony:  It’s silly, I’m flying my kite….  

[runs off flying his kite around the stage]

Julie:  [shouting after him]  See if you can find Grand-Ma’s jewellery, and the key, she asked us to have a look for it!

Anthony:  [shouting back]  Okay!

Robbie:  Watch out that ‘Old Key Man’ doesn’t get you!

Julie:  Don’t love!

Claire:  Aunty Sue, I’d like a go!

Sue:  Go on then.  

[Claire takes in the biggest breath she possibly can, then blows out a massive burst of air]

Sue:  Wow!  Wonderful, there you go!

Claire:  I did it!  I can make a wish now!  I’m going to have a think about it before I decide what to wish for!

Sue:  Okay but you can’t tell us what it is otherwise it won’t come true!  Okay?

Claire:  Okay!  

[Claire begins thinking seriously about what to wish for]

Sue:  I don’t really feel like being here, with Haley and John, and that wall, it just feels, I don’t know, ominous…

Julie:  We won’t stay long.  

[Sue bends down into the buggy indulging in baby talk to comfort her two babies]

Robbie:  [to Julie, looking ahead]  Well they finished their wall.  Still working on it up in the north end, up by Walton, a couple of more months and it’ll be done up there, too, we be all walled in!

Julie:  [looking up]  Can’t believe how high it is!

Robbie:  They made a wasteland and they called it peace!

Julie:  What?

Robbie:  Oh nothing, just something I read inside.  

Julie:  God, they’ve made it so…..I don’t know, barren, like, sterile!  I think you’re right,  

[to Sue]  we should get going soon!

[Anthony runs into Claire]

Claire:  [upset]  Be careful, I’m thinking, do you mind!  

[Anthony continues not interested in what Claire has said, coming near her again]  Go away, I’m trying to think.

Anthony:  Think, about what?

Claire:  Can’t tell you, just go away!  

[Claire pulls her mask down.  Anthony runs off with his kite.  Claire goes over to the buggy and looks inside she lifts up her mask and gives a kiss to each baby]  

Haley!  Jonathon! Haley!  Jonathon!  You are both so gorgeous!  Yes you are!

Robbie:  [looking over and laughing]  I can see I’m being replaced!  Jesus wants me for a sun-beam!

Julie:  Sssh, don’t be saying that!

Robbie:  I’m only joking, love!  Well it’s true, anyway, new life, you’ve got have new blood…..

Julie:  I know, I know!  

[to Sue]  Colin was so happy when you called her Haley.  I could tell, he was trying not to cry, but you could see it in his eyes…

Sue:  I know!

Julie:  I think she’s bringing him back to life, it’s amazing to see, just hope it continues…

Claire:  Is she really the reincarnation of Karen’s Haley?

Sue:  [looking down]  She is and she isn’t aren’t you love?  She’s her own little girl but for Colin she is….

Robbie:  He’s coming out of himself,  you can see he adores her, it’s good for him…

Sue:  And not forgetting you, my little Jonathon, you’re my little reincarnation aren’t you, yes you are!

Julie:  He’s becoming the spit of John, with each day that passes, there’s no doubting that!

Sue:  I know when I look in his eyes, I see him, it’s haunting…..  

[she has tears in her eyes, looks away and then down at Jonathon]  Aren’t you beautiful?  Yes you are, yes you are!

Claire:  [intrigued to Julie]  They’re not really reincarnations are they?

Julie:  No love, not the way you mean, no…..

[Anthony comes running back holding a battered birdcage in one hand, his kite in the other, he is also draped in the remains of  a red and blue flag]
Anthony:  [showing off the birdcage]  Eh, look what I found!

Julie:  Oh yeah!  

Anthony:  It’s knackered!  

[Claire gathers round]
Claire:  Oh poor, ‘Buffy’, poor ‘Angel’…

Anthony:  What is it with them?  How come they don’t like us keeping birds?  First it was Freddie in Falkner Street, so they knocked that down, and then the knocked down ‘the Oasis’ when we got ‘Buffy’ and ‘Angel’, they must have a problem with birds!  

Julie:  Any sign of Grand-Ma’s things?

Anthony:  Nah, I can’t find anything!

Claire:  Where was the key for again, Aunty Julie?

Julie:  It was were Grand-dad and Nanny used to live a long time ago before Park Road, before the troubles…

Claire:  Was it called ‘the Oasis’?  And where was it?

Julie:  It was quite far away from Liverpool…

Anthony:  [crying out]  Shit, my kite!  Oh no!

[Anthony has lost control of his kite, he  is pointing up high]  Look!

Robbie:  [suppressing a laugh]  Bloody hell!

Anthony:  Oh no, it’s going towards the wall, oh no, no, don’t get stuck on the barbed wire, 

[winces]  damn!  What am I gonna do now?  

[Anthony stamps his foot in a rage, throwing the birdcage across the floor]
Robbie:  There’s nothing we can do now to get that back, it’s gone I’m afraid.

Anthony:  Ooooww!  It’s not fair!

Robbie:  What you want us to do, go round to Sefton Park,  

[puts on accent]  “Excuse me, Mr Settler, would you be awfully kind enough to turn off your electric fence, so we can get our kite back?!”  

[Everyone accept Anthony laughs]
Anthony:  Well I don’t know  

[Anthony is upset and falls silent, his head down.  Claire pulls her mask back down]
Robbie:  Listen I can make you another one you know!

Anthony:  You can?

Robbie:  Yeah no problem!

Anthony:  When then?

Robbie:  Well, I tell you what, we’ll start getting the materials together tomorrow, how about that?

Anthony:  Okay!

Robbie:  That’s agreed then!  

[looks up at sky]  The day’s going, there’s the moon coming up.

Anthony:  Heh, Dad, if it hadn’t have got caught on the barbed wire, it would have gone all the way to the moon wouldn’t it?  And then past that to the sun and then it would have burst in flames and made a big explosion!  

[Anthony makes the sound of a big explosion] 

Claire:  It could have gone all the way to heaven and John and Haley and Amy, and all the others…

Anthony:  And Ryan and Shaun!

Claire:  I said, ‘and all the others’ you!  Uncle John said there were moon men polishing the moon, remember!  And that we could drive all the way past the moon to heaven!  

Julie:  Oh yeah!

Anthony:  I never believed him.

Claire:  You liar!  You were driving faster than me……

Anthony:  Yeah, I know, but I didn’t believe him!

Claire:  Aunty Julie, he’s not telling the truth, tell him!

Julie:  Stop arguing the pair of you!

Anthony:  Well I don’t believe it anymore, that’s for sure!

Robbie:  You can still dream about it, even if it’s not true, you can pretend!

Anthony:  I don’t want to dream about it anymore, I’ve had enough of dreaming about things that don’t exist, and places that aren’t real, and silly moon men, and that old man with a rusty key, and all that stuff!  From now on, I’m only believing in what I can see, not silly ideas that aren’t even true!  Just what’s real….

Robbie:  All right, take it easy!  What brought all that on?  They’re only being nice.

Sue:  [to Anthony]  Do you remember that song I used to sing you?  Shall I sing it to you?

Anthony:  [exasperated]  Don’t want you to sing me a song, I’m not a kid anymore!

Robbie:  Oiihh!  Stop that right now, no more cheek, now say sorry to Sue, now!

Anthony:  [sulkily]  Sorry.

Sue:  It’s all right, it was my fault, I forgot that you’ve grown up to be a little man now, you don’t want your silly Aunt singing songs!

Robbie:  Anyway, let’s get going back to the hostel, it’s starting to get cold.

Anthony:  I’m not cold!

Robbie:  Well I am and I’m sure John and Haley are as well,  

[shouts over] aren’t you?  

[puts on a baby voice]  Yes we are both of us and we want to go back to the hostel right now.  

[Claire finds this hilarious]
Anthony:  No they don’t!

Sue:  I think they do now, it’s getting to cold for them.  

[adjusts their bedding within the buggy]  

[to Anthony]  They are not a tough little man like you.  

[tickles him]  They need protection.

Anthony:  I don’t!  I can take any cold.  Even 100 degrees below zero, I can!  Even colder, heh, even colder than on the moon!

Julie:  Come on, Jimmy will hang us in hell if we’re not back at the appointed hour!

Anthony:  He won’t hang me.  I’m the main man around here now Chrissie’s gone.  

[beats his chest like a gorilla]
Robbie:  Eh, aren’t you forgetting someone, besides I think you might need the Mafia’s blessing for that one!

Anthony:  [laughing]  I’m not scared of Grand-dad or Frankie!

Claire:  [to Julie]  Aunty Julie, when is the appointed hour?

Julie:  Soon, soon, we’ve got a home to get to, and we’ve got to get home soon!  

[chases her making Claire scream in delight]

[They look up contemplating the wall for a time]
Robbie:  All walled in and nowhere to go.  

[whistles as if impressed]  Well since we can’t go that way, we better go this way, come on troops, let’s be getting back!

[Anthony with some effort begins to push Robbie’s wheel-chair]  
Anthony:  I’m pushing me Dad!

Julie:  [taking over from Anthony]  No love, you’re not big enough for that!

Anthony:  Oowww!

Julie:  No!

Robbie:  We’ll all starve to death at this rate….  

[to Anthony]  When you’re a bit older, son….

Anthony:  How older?

Robbie:  Soon!  Won’t be long.

Anthony:  Okay, and then I’m pushing right!  

[They start moving off stage.  Claire moves over to Anthony and tries to take his hand but is pushed away]  Get off!  I’m not holding hands with you anymore, alright!

Julie:  [looking back]  Will you two stop fighting.

[Sue is singing ‘Precious Little Diamond’  softly into her buggy]

[Claire pull up her mask, lagging behind the others]

[They all stop and look back in the direction of ‘the Oasis’]
Robbie:  Come on let’s go home.

[Everyone except Claire exits stage left.  Claire stands looking out thoughtfully]

Claire:  [she gives a short wave in the direction of the moon]  

I wish that all the ‘moon-men’, and all the ‘moon-women’ see me waving and wave back!  

[a look of horror comes across her face]  Ooops, I wasn’t meant to say when there was anyone around!  [looks around herself for anyone listening in becomes relieved]  Oh, it’s alright!  No one could be listening in, not all the way from the moon!  

Julie:  [voice heard shouting off stage]  Hurry up Claire!  It’s getting dark!

Claire:  [begins waving happily]  Bye, bye, moon men.  Bye, bye, moon women!  Bye, bye!  Byeeh!

Claire runs quickly off stage left.  Lights reduce down to a half-light then fade down. 

The End
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