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Two star crossed psychopaths find each other in the most unlikely of places, and try to keep each other afloat amongst the real psychopaths. The true lunatics. The ones who do not dream.

- Hadley, 2006

In August 2006, Hadley aka The Human Cannonball Academy wrote a play entitled ...a most curious dream, which was directed by Jordan Best and produced by Centrepiece Theatre at the Street Theatre in Canberra, Australia. 

This is a response to Hadley's play entitled ...a most curious dream (eight and a half pesos remix).
Prologue. AN RAINY STREET
A cyclist peddles a tricycle through the rainy streets. Hadley sits in the sidecar holding a sheet of cardboard over his head to keep the rain off.

HADLEY: I said I’m off that shit now, as far as I’m concerned they were never there anyway. When we get there I’m gonna have a shower, listen to a Ween record and drink some scotch until I fall asleep for a lot of hours.

CYCLIST: We might need to bribe the cops up ahead.

HADLEY: Right. Listen, man, they can’t try you for crimes that you’ve already committed, can they?

CYCLIST: I think they probably can.

HADLEY: No, not in the recent past. Like if you commit a crime and you get away with it, and they don’t catch you then. If they catch you later on, they can’t judge you for that same crime, right?

CYCLIST: Isn’t that how most criminals get caught? After the crime?

HADLEY: Right, but not really a crime as such, more just a little peccadillo. Just a little misunderstanding. They wouldn’t want to cause upset over a little tiny thing, would they? No, they won’t mind.

CYCLIST: I have no idea what you’re talking about. The police check point’s coming up. They’re going to want money. I’d get some money together.

HADLEY: Yes. Right.

CYCLIST: What the fuck are they?

HADLEY: What?

CYCLIST: Those fucking things in your bag!

HADLEY: Well what do they look like?

CYCLIST: That’s a pair of ears.

HADLEY: Not human ears.

CYCLIST: They fucking look like human ears. Look, I don’t want to know. Just don’t try and bribe the guard with them.

They stop a a roadblock. A policeman in a clear plastic raincoat with a torch waves them to one side of the road.

POLICEMAN: Passes?

CYCLIST: Passes for what?

POLICEMAN: Border crossing passes.

The cyclist gives the policeman some money. The policeman turns his torch on Hadley.

POLICEMAN: What about you?

HADLEY: I don’t have a pass.

POLICEMAN: Well let’s see what you do have.

The policeman takes Hadley’s bag, unzips it and pulls out

POLICEMAN: What the fuck is this?

HADLEY: It’s a script.

POLICEMAN: I said what the fuck is this?

HADLEY: It’s a playscript.

POLICEMAN: Well what am I supposed to do with this?

The policeman throws the script on to the wet road in the rain. Hadley crawls out on to the road to pick it up.

POLICEMAN: This is all you’ve got?

HADLEY: Yes.

POLICEMAN: Eight and a half pesos?

HADLEY: Yes.

POLICEMAN: Jesus!

The policeman throws Hadley’s bag in his face and waves them on.
1. An BUS STOP
Martha waits at a bus stop. The sun is blowing overhead in the sea breeze. The sun is blustered back and forth by the wind off the back of the waves. It’s a human morning

drunk with answering machine beeps

old Autechre drumbeats as if off Incunabalae or Amber

threading their way between styrofoam cups of coffee

bad trouble on school buses from kids with rage already ready

and Martha waits

MARTHA: And if I just say the right things

in the right order

it would seem like I’ve figured them out.

All the bosses nod to one another, they say

‘The girl figured it out.’

I’ve learned the combinations. I can break into their vaults.

Meanwhile the bus driver knows me by sight

he knows how much change to have ready

which stop to let me off at without my pressing the button.

He knows my combinations

when I figure this out

it shatters me.

BIRDS IN THE TREES: SWEET DOWN! SWEET DOWN!

SWEET DOWN ANIMAL NOISES!

The bus is on its way to pick Martha

The bus is on its way but Martha waits!

Moonglow in the shadows of the trees

still holding fragments of last night.

Up on the hill above, a tribe of pale all-night remainder theatre-kids wormy with stale ecstacy peer down.


MARTHA: It is the ghostly remains of the Roman Empire. I will ignore them.

THEATRE-KIDS: Have a good day at work, dear!

MARTHA: It’s all right. I don’t speak Latin.

BIRDS IN THE TREES: SWEET DOWN! SWEET DOWN!

SWEET DOWN ANIMAL NOISES!

The bus stops outside a petrol station

The smell of gasoline

The sound of spilled fuel slopping on concrete

The rainbow swirl of petrol on the rocks.

A kid with a towel over his head hides from the sun.

TOWEL-KID: Hey? Money?

MARTHA: Sorry, no.

TOWEL-KID: Money!
MARTHA: I can’t, I’m sorry.

Martha sniffs petrol from a styrofoam cup.

MARTHA: Wait, wait, I’m still in my room, I’m still in bed…

A rainbow rises out of the styrofoam cup and closes over Martha.

BIRDS IN THE TREES: Sweet down! Sweet down!

Sweet down fades over the rocks

over the rocks and bones and the silent water…
The Towel-Kid tugs off his towel and kneels at Martha’s feet carefully folding a piece of paper. It is Bones.

MARTHA: Can I help you?

BONES: You can hurt me.

MARTHA: I don’t want to do that. Please go away.

BONES: I’m not saying you should. Just that you can. And it will be easier for you to hurt me than to help me.

MARTHA: I’m sorry, I’m not following you.

BONES: Start.

MARTHA: What?

BONES: Follow me. That’s the first step.

MARTHA: What steps?

BONES: There’s two steps, Martha. Step one and can you guess step two?

MARTHA: I’m sorry, how do you know who I am?

BONES: Step two. I know who you am.

MARTHA: Please go away.

BONES: I’m sorry, Martha. You were waiting for a bus.

Bones has folded a tiny paper us. It is intricate and beautiful and now there is the sound of a bus approaching.

MARTHA: Yes I am actually, and it’s on its way, so if you don’t mind stepping out of the way?

BONES: Of course.

Bones steps aside. The bus is coming closer, louder, squealing brakes, Bones throws the paper bus into Martha’s face there is a huge CRASH

Everything is broken.

2. An Hospital.

Martha sits in a hospital bed with her feet up above her head, cocooned in a spiderweb.

MARTHA: It’s necessary whether I like it or not. I am Martha Waits. I’m going to have kids someday. In a few hours, actually. Actually, in just a few seconds.

I’m going to give birth into a pot of boiling water. I’m going to PUSH! my stomach muscles and SQUEEZE! my husband’s hand and down the birth canal out of my uturus with the nurse pushing down too and my vagina spread to its limit and at last PUFF! and out comes a stream of dried tea leaves

Did you know that tea was first synthesised in my womb on the way back from India in 1776? It was an accident…

A NURSE in high heels clicks across the wet rocks. In steps NURSE and Martha’s husband THRUSHBY.

MARTHA: Can you let my feet out of these cobwebs now?

THRUSHBY: Darling you’re ever so pregnant. I say good work. Well done on spreading your legs before marriage. Quite the little tart, you are. I say, are we ready yet? On with the bally show!

MARTHA: Is the kettle boiled?

THRUSHBY: No need for tea, old bird. I’ve brought something a little more celebratory for the occasion.

Thrushby holds up a bottle of absinthe to the light.

THRUSHBY: With real wormwood. Have a tot of this, love. Let’s get kicking with that old birth thing, what!

NURSE: I’m afraid there’s a problem, Mr and Mrs.

MARTHA: Is the kettle not boiled?
NURSE: No, petal, the kettle’s fine. It’s the baby.

THRUSHBY: Why whatever’s the matter, you crazed old dodo?

NURSE: When was the first time you two had sex?

THRUSHBY: Why I say! Bit personal, eh?

MARTHA: It was the wet seas


It was early in the evening


It was after the storm broke


It was hot and damp and it happened inside me


I was tired when we started


but I woke up when he put his cock into the inside of me


he went in bit by bit


it wasn’t bad but it wasn’t good


it was wet


it was raining on the statue of the Virgin Mary


my shirt was wet and stuck to me


there was rain dripping off his chin on to my chest


there was yellow lamplight on the cobblestones


I remember a street vendor passed us by


he sold us some popcorn


I started to come

NURSE: When?
MARTHA: About nine weeks ago.

NURSE: You see, Martha, the baby needs longer than this to live inside your body. At the moment your little boy or girl is only as big as my little fingernail. It’s not quite ready to come out into the world.

THRUSHBY: Well wait just one rotten second! I think a son of mine should be ready to face the world in nine minutes, let alone nine weeks!

MARTHA: Well what are we going to make our tea with?
NURSE: With me

MARTHA: You’re a nurse.

NURSE: I’LL SAY


THIS IS WHAT YOUR TAX DOLLARS PAY FOR! THIS IS WHY THE PHARMACEUTICAL BENEFITS SCHEME IS CRUMBLING! THIS IS WHY WE NEED TIGHT WHITE UNIFORMS! THIS IS WHY WE CAN’T HAVE NICE THINGS!

The Nurse crouches over a kettle of boiling water. The steam crinkles her face and it peels off and drops in the water. Bit by bit, her clothes melt away in the heat and drop into the water. Underneath is a wired, bespectacled youth with glasses and long dirty blond hair.

THRUSHBY: I say, darling, the nurse has dissolved in the water. Pour us a cup of that, won’t you?
HADLEY: Uh… yes. Okay.

Hadley pours three curps of nurse-tea and hands them out. Thrushby pouts a tot of absinthe into his.

MARTHA: Are you my baby?
HADLEY: Um. No. Actually, I think you’re mine.

MARTHA: But I’m pregnant.

HADLEY: No, you’re right. But let me get this straight – you’re Martha Waits?

MARTHA: Yes.

HADLEY: Here’s a funny thing, right – your first name is taken from a biblical story about Mary Magdalene and her sister Martha who is a complete square, and your last name is taken from a musician and it also means Martha waits because that’s what you do, you’re a very passive heroine.

THRUSHBY: Steady on, old boy-

HADLEY: No, I mean it. I would never say this to you in a stage version, but this is the eight and a half pesos mix and I can be honest with you – you’re lazy and passive to the point of being inert.

MARTHA: Look, I don’t want your ideas or your advice. I’m not like you.

HADLEY: No, listen. It’s not a bad thing – one of the most common symptoms that you’re in a dream is how accepting you are of your environment. Like the cobwebs around your feet have gone and you didn’t notice but you don’t care.

Indeed the cobwebs have gone and Martha doesn’t care and no-one cares.

THRUSHBY: Listen, Adam – be gentle with her.

HADLEY: There’s only two moments in this dream where you really lash out against what’s happening to you. They both happen when you’ve been pushed to the edge and all your buttons have been pressed.

MARTHA: Did you know that tea was first synthesised in my belly?

HADLEY: I’m going to start pressing buttons. You know your fiance?

THRUSHBY: He’s talking about me!

HADLEY: Right at the base of your brain there’s a bundle of nerves which are keyed to the deep, deep fear that you’re giving yourself into the hands of a FREAK – SEX – GOD!

THRUSHBY: I say, I like the sound of that!

Thrushby begins to transform into every woman’s dream. In the audience there is the distinct smell of forty women lubricating as one.

MARTHA: Why would I be scared of that?
HADLEY: No! Better yet! A GOD – SEX – FREAK!

Thrushby begins to transform into Merrick. First thing’s first – he grabs Hadley and begins to dance around the room with him.


MERRICK: Here we go – here we go


here we here we go!

Merrick waltzes Hadley into a wall and beats his head against it until Hadley is embedded in the wall. Now Merrick turns on Martha.


MERRICK: I got JAYSUS!

MARTHA: My love?

MERRICK: My love? My love? Jesus? What do I got to


what do I got to do to wake you up?


to break you up, to shake the structure up?

3. An alley.
Overhead, up in the lights and the bars and the wires, thousands of shoes. They clip clop on their way to work. The audience looks up and they see high heels clopping and men’s boots tapping and a river of business trampling overhead.

Down here, nothing moves except one drop of water which drips

drops

drip

drop drop

drop

It spells out D.A.N.K. in morse code and it plops from puddle to puddle never at rest

plop

plip

plip plip

plop

Down here Merrick drags Martha with Bones stumbling behind them. 

MERRICK: It happened long ago that I was a little babything and before too long thee was another little babything next to me. Our mama was the waves and the rocks and the phospherescence and the sound of crabs clacking and fish jumping and before long me and my little brother could both say ‘Mama’ which in our case was the sound of a wave smashing into a rock in the dark and pulling the seaweed this way and that.


Now papa on the other hand was not a rock nor a weed nor a fish nor a splash nor the moon nor the cold wind nor the sand nor the stroke of a stingray’s wings or anything so simple. Papa was a skinny shred of hair and a pair of eyeballs and fingers that moved up and down and cut blue lines on white paper. Papa was a real piece of work and me and the other little babything learned to run after him on the rocks because his mind was always going Flash! Boom! Zap! That was our papa’s mind, and his voice always not far behind.


Now little babything one which was me and little babything two which was my little brother whom you have already met learned a lot from our mama – in fact we learned everything that there was to learn from our mama, and she gave it all freely and without restraint. And certainly we two little babythings were all the better for that learning. But our papa, our papa who knew a whole lot about living in society, giving and taking, being as one with the people, the education which mighta transformed us into responsible babythings of society, that education was left lacking. See you remember how it was, Bones?

BONES: He turned the lights on us.

MERRICK: He opened up the jaws at the end of the ocean

and between the teeth of the sea 

and the teeth of the sky 

there was a sun. And we fell down the sun’s throat.

BONES: The sun swallowed us

MERRICK: And when he’d lifted up the lid on the sunlight our papa ran away

BONES: Scratchy and small

MERRICK: He ran away, and we were eaten by the fires that live at the bottom of the morning.

BONES: It was a bad time

MERRICK: And that is why you might say we are less than what we ought to be

BONES: And not responsible members of society

MERRICK: No not responsible members of society at all.

Flashback. Down here BONES is fluttering from wall to wall with his ivory wings a-flapping. It is BUTTERFLY-BONES.

BUTTERFLY-BONES: I never thought I would sustain this much damage. I always thought I would break and I couldn’t take it. I didn’t know I could just make another Bones-

DADDY: Bones! Let me down, down, call you down! Come on in to your papa’s palms!

BUTTERFLY-BONES flies into his DADDY’s hands and his wings are torn off, one by one. DADDY dances around to some funky music from Sly and the Family Stone’s second album.

DADDY: Mama I’m depending on you to tell me the truth!


Mama just hung her head and said, “Son…”

Flashback. Bones is running around on all six legs trying to find his way. It is ANT-BONES.

ANT-BONES: I didn’t realise that I could leave someone else to deal with it. I can go away, I don’t have to be the one who

DADDY: Bones! Bones my ripe insect of the truth! Bones, my oily little ant! Daddy’s got some crumbs for you! Scuttle on to my friendly hand here!


ANT-BONES runs around on the floor until DADDY stomps on him.

DADDY: Mama just hung her head and said “Son ,


P-papa…”

Flashback. Bones is a huge moth as big as a city. Nothing can stand in his way. Buildings are torn down. Naked japanese children flee from his demonic laser-wrath. At last, stomping over the horizon, comes TYRANNO-DADDY. He stops and bellows out a gout of flame so hot it is a new colour of purple called Plurple.

MOTHRA-BONES: NOT THIS TIME, DADDY! I’VE FINALLY FOUND A FORM THAT CAN DEFEAT YOU!

TYRANNO-DADDY: COME DOWN BY THE PLURPLE FIRESIDE AND LET YOUR DADDY TELL YOU STORIES!

MOTHRA-BONES: I’D RATHER FRY YOU ALIVE, DADDY!

TYRANNO-DADDY: Mama just hung her head and said “Son…”

MOTHRA-BONES and TYRANNO-DADDY clash in a titanic battle while Sly and his Family Stone sing.

SLY AND THE FAMILY STONE: Papa was a rolling stone!






Wherever he lay his hat was his home






And when he died






all he left us was alone!

4 An CAFÉ

Two office workers, CATERWAUL  and TANGALANG, sit drinking coffee from empty cups. CAT clears her throat. TANG clears hers louder. CAT strokes her knee as it was a pussy-cat. TANG shoves CAT as if she’s a schoolyard bully. CAT’s knee has fleas and CAT picks them out. TANG begins to clap politely.

Four loveable english lads walk on stage.

CAT’s knee has rabies and it tries to bite CAT and TANG in the throat.

CAT: Play some Carole King, you fucking wankers!

TANG: Play the Indigo Girls!

CAT: Play the new Red Hot Chilli Peppers single!

TANG: You fucking wankers!

EYS gets behind a microphone. He is clearly nervous. He starts to sing.

EYS: Last night these two bouncers and one of them’s all right

the other’s a scary’un and his way or no way

totalitarian

he’s got no time for you

looking or breathing how he don’t want you to

so step out the queue!

he makes examples of you!

The other English lads begin to rock out. MARTHA is a drumkit. One of the lads, MONK, keeps hitting her with a stick.

CAT: Play some Venom!

TANG: In League With Satan!

CAT: Where’s Martha today? She must have slept in. She must have got with a middle-aged man at the Penguin Café last night.
TANG: I hope he used protection.

CAT: He must have used protection. He must have wrapped his dick up nice and tight in gladwrap-

TANG: -in a condom, Cat-

CAT: -and run it in and out of her wet pussy

TANG: Bet that felt nice

CAT: Bet it felt real nice

TANG: I bet

CAT: I bet it did.

TANG: Slowly in

CAT: He could feel her cunt clenching

TANG: Right back out again

CAT: Until the head of his dick was right at the entrance to her pleasure grotto

TANG: Play some Captain Beefheart!

CAT: Play Her Eyes Are A Blue Million Miles, you bunch of squares!

TANG: You bunch of queens!

EYS: This town’s a different town today

Said this town’s a different town

to what it was last night

you wouldn’t tell em that on a Sunday!

MARTHA: Sorry, you’re hitting me with that.

EYS: And that girl’s a different girl today

said that girl’s a different girl

to her you kissed last night

you wouldn’t be kissing that on a Sunday!

Of course not!

MARTHA: Please stop hitting me with that

CAT: Look at Martha Waits

TANG: Letting that drummer hit her

CAT: What a punching bag

TANG: Maybe she likes her men like that

CAT: She’s not one to be choosy

TANG: I think she likes them with the smell of garbage on them

CAT: What a slut

TANG: I think she likes them with flies buzzing round them

CAT: Me too

TANG: Yeah, me too

MARTHA: Listen, fucko, I want you to stop hitting me right now!

MONK: Fucko?
MARTHA: Yes, fucko, stop it.

EYS: Last night, what we talked about

made so much sense

but now the haze has ascended

it don’t make no sense any more

MONK: MAKE ME!

EYS: Last night, what we talked about

made so much sense

but now the haze has ascended

it don’t make no sense any more!

MARTHA: Fuck you!
MONK: You can’t!

MARTHA smashes apart MONK and then rips up the other members of the band. She holds her face with both hands and runs around blindly until she hits the table that CAT and TANG are sitting at. The rock band lies bleeding and broken in the wreckage.

EYS: We’re Arctic Monkeys… don’t believe the hype…

They all die.

MARTHA: Excuse me, can I sit with you? Can I sit with you?

CAT: You can have this seat.

MARTHA: Thank you. I’m sorry, I don’t want to disturb your lunchbreak.

CAT: That’s all right, Martha.

TANG: Don’t worry, everyone in the office likes you

CAT: Everyone thinks you’re really cool.

TANG: Well, I need to go and suck a dick

CAT: Yes, must dash and hump that glass ceiling

TANG: Ceiling-ho!

CAT & TANG march off together singing

CAT: Well her eyes

TANG: Yes her eyes

CAT & TANG: Well her eyes are a bruised million miles.

5 
An DESERT

The desert.

They laid a gold strip over each of her eyes

A gold strip over her mouth.

They pushed her under the sand

And the shadow of the dunes lay over her.

The desert.

Armies followed her under the sand

Emperors buried elephants and squadrons of spearmen.

As long as there were dunes

The shadows lay over her.
6  An HOME

It is a squat. The air is warm and clutched close to the audience’s cheeks. Baron Sackpig enters.

BARON: If you’ve ever lived in swerves or boxes you’ll know that


London swings


New York’s a grid

On one side of the stage, London rears up on its hind legs, clanging Big Ben and unleashing flocks of pigeons and ravens from Trafalgar and the Tower.

On the other side of the stage, New York sizzles through the wall, loaded with taxi drivers and mosquito repellant and firemen.

London and New York charge at Baron Sackpig like the bad guys in a Power Rangers episode.

LONDON: London swings!

NEW YORK: New York’s a grid!

They fight. The Baron battles them away with his claymore and a butterfly knife. The combatents pause for breath, regaining their strength.


BARON: Bombay’s a grid.


Delhi swings.

From up and downstage, Bombay and Delhi burst into action. A swinging jazz number pops into life, possibly the Royal Crown Revue’s “Hey Pachuco”. All four cities fight Baron Sackpig. He holds them all off. Whenever New York gets too close the music turns into a shitty techno remix.

BARON: Bombay’s a grid


Delhi swings.

One by one the Baron kills the cities. Delhi is last.

BARON: The sun doesn’t rise here in the morning. It just snaps into being at midday directly overhead and it doesn’t move for twelve hours until at midnight it disappears.

DELHI: Delhi swings!

BARON: I never saw a shadow move in

DELHI: Delhi swings!

BARON: Bombay’s a grid. The water out there is flat all the way to the horizon. They cut yellow stone out of the mountain.

The Baron hugs Delhi to him, kisses it gently on the cheek and slits its throat.

BARON: They cut the mountain into a huge maze with high yellow walls and at night they burned the forests that used to grow on it.

The Baron plucks out two of Delhi’s teeth and sprinkles rolling tobacco around them in a circle. He lights the little bushy circle on fire. The two teeth are Martha and Bones. They are talking but they can’t make sense of each other.

MARTHA: I’m Martha Waits. I belong in bus stops

BONES: Circles

MARTHA: Leaves dropping on me

BONES: Ancient floods

MARTHA: Looking at the bum of a cyclist in lycra pants

BONES: Huge crab plugging up the hole in the world

MARTHA: Morning fog and frost in the grass

BONES: so the water floods and makes the ocean

MARTHA: Bus driver staring at my chest

BARON: One day as they were returning from the garden they found a rare medicinal plant.

BONES: One of the gods shot an arrow through the bottom of the clouds

MARTHA: These things make me feel like I belong

BONES: And when she looked through the hole she saw the earth underneath the heavens

MARTHA: So I belong to these things

BARON: When your father-in-law calls you, do not go to him. He plans to kill you, and make you into medicine!

BONES: So she made a rope of birds’ feathers and climbed down through the hole

MARTHA: I know you can take me back to these places

BARON: What have I done that you should make medicine of me?

MARTHA: If I can make you understand what I want then you’ll take me back to the things that I belong to

BONES: When she reached the bottom of the sky she stood waiting for the bus

MARTHA: You can make this place into my place

BONES: She stood waiting with leaves in her hair

MARTHA: If you can understand

BONES: Stood waiting for Bones

MARTHA: That’s what I want. That’s what I want. It’s what I want.

BONES: “We’re not going to make medicine of you,” he cried. “There is medicine in the pot!”
Silence. All three stand staring at each other.

BARON: Who’s your girlfriend, Bones?

BONES: Shut up, dude.

MARTHA: Who’s this guy, Bones?
BONES: He’s just this guy.

BARON: Are your friends not good enough for you now, man?

BONES: Hey shut up, bro, you’re embarrassing me.

BARON: You’ve changed, Bones. Something happened to you.

MARTHA: Shut up shut up shut up! This is not fucking high school!

Silence. All three stand staring at each other.

BARON: Who’s your girlfriend, Bones?

MARTHA: Shut up!

BARON: Sorry. Forgot.

Silence. Hadley and Finig sit in the fridge.

FINIG: Something’s stuck.

HADLEY: Bones’s got to get kidnapped.

FINIG: I don’t want that to happen.

HADLEY: Why not?

FINIG: It’s too easy.

HADLEY: Shall we just finish the play now, then? Twenty five minutes in, Martha’s stranded deep in a strange world with only Bones as her guide, pursued by vicious figments of her imagination, and she’s just getting past the denial stage and twigging that Bones is her way out – in fact this whole play is ready to jack up to the next level. It’s time to apply the squeeze and yank up the pressure, and you’re thinking maybe it’s time to finish up?

FINIG: Not exactly.
HADLEY: No, I think it’s a great idea. Hey, the quicker we get them out of the theatre, the more time they’ll have to sit in the foyer drinking coffee. If we’re lucky, they’ll get let out just in time to get trampled to death by the interval crowd for G-String’s Jesus Christ Superstar in the main theatre. The reason Bones gets kidnapped is because he and Martha need to be separated.

FINIG: I know. I was thinking, though, what if the separation comes from within Bones?

HADLEY: You what?

FINIG: It’s not an external thing of Bones being kidnapped by strange forces – it’s Bones himself feels the stirring of affection for Martha and he runs away.

HADLEY: It doesn’t really follow when you consider how he’s spent the last five scenes doing everything he can to get close to her.

FINIG: Well, yeah, but it might add depth to his, sort of, level of depthness.

HADLEY: You know what else you could do? You could put a really heavy trance beat behind this whole play and add in a sample of a Rastafarian saying “A most curious dream in da HOOOOOUSE!’ at the beginning of the play.

FINIG: Can I just try this?

HADLEY: This could be the first radio play to be broadcast on KIX 106 FM Rock Of The Nineties.

FINIG: Just let me give it a shot.

MARTHA: Bones, you need to make this all make sense to me. I know you remember where you found me and I want you to make me that person again in that place.

BONES: Martha… I have to go now.

Pause.

MARTHA: Why?

BONES: Because I’m a complicated man. And now I need to go.

MARTHA: What did you bring me here for? You wanted something from me.

BONES: That’s right, and I… have levels of deepness that are very depthful.

FINIG: Grab him!

Finig and Hadley leap out of the fridge, grab Bones and tug him back into the fridge with them. After a couple of seconds Hadley runs back out of the fridge with a credit card. He slashes at the Baron’s head with the card until the Baron’s dandruff is in a neat line, then snorts it up. Holding his nose, he runs back into the fridge.

 7 An KITCHEN

There is a small cooking fire in the centre of the kitchen. Bones kneels before it in a meditative manner. Bones has a shaved head with a single long ponytail and is a woman. It is so simple.

With a small razorblade, Bones is cutting her blouse into tiny shreds, starting at her stomach.

BONES: When we were first married, we sat one night watching the full moon, our bellies full of chicken, and I asked Thrushby: “What if some day there is no chicken to put in the cooking pot?” He laughed and said “Then we shall cook pumpkin.” By the time the moon was full again we had run out of chicken and as we sat watching the full moon with our bellies full of pumpkin I asked Thrushby: “What if some day there is no pumpkin to put in the cooking pot?” He laughed and said “Then we shall cook grass.”
Bones drops the shreds of her blouse in the cooking pot.

BONES: That was six months ago.

Thrushby bursts through the door riding a canoe. In one hand he holds a sword, in the other a dead shark. Behind him on the raft is Tintin, urgently paddling. The sound of native drums pursues them.

THRUSHBY: Darling!

BONES: My lover!

Bones and Thrushby kiss gently. Behind them, a dart hits Tintin in the neck.

TINTIN: Thrushby!

THRUSHBY: Tintin! What is it? No – a poison dart. Is it…?

TINTIN: Rajijah – the juice of madness!

THRUSHBY: How long have you got?

TINTIN: Enough time to apply the antidote that the Professor developed. Pass the vial here, quickly!

THRUSHBY: Of course.

Thrushby chops Tintin’s head off with the sword and holds it by its tiny forelock.

THRUSHBY: Poor fellow – already insane. Take this, you godless scum!

Thrushby throws Tintin’s head through the door. Instantly, the pounding of war-drums changes to a slow, slinky number. I’ll go with Hadley’s “Ain’t No Sweet Man” here even though I haven’t heard it. His instincts are good.

Bones and Thrushby begin to kiss deeply.

THRUSHBY: Hold still, my darling. I want to show you a little trick I learned from one of the girls at the brothel. Next time when we kiss – I’m going to put my tongue inside your mouth.

BONES: But why?

THRUSHBY: Shh. Let’s let out tongues do the talking.

They begin to french kiss. Martha and Baron Sackpig enter.

MARTHA: Is that Bones?

BARON: Shh. ‘Tis most gloriously hot.

BONES: Darling, who’s there? It’s two vagrants!

MARTHA: Bones?
BONES: Deal with the vagrants, darling. Deal with them sternly.

Thrushby turns on Baron and Martha with much violence. He throws the shark at Sackpig. It comes to life and starts to snap at him.

MARTHA: Bones – you know who I am. It’s Martha Waits.

BONES: I’ve got my lover’s spit in my mouth, you bitch. I’m invincible!

Bones begins to slap Martha. Thrushby kicks the living shit out of the Baron.

THRUSHBY: GOOD SHOW EH FUCKER! BAD LUCK WITH THAT SHARK, WHAT? BIT OF A MOTHERFUCK OLD BOY DONCHA SAY CUNT?

Baron pulls the shark off his face.

BARON: The desert.
THRUSHBY: What?

BARON: The desert.

We laid a gold strip over each of your eyes

A gold strip over your mouth.
THRUSHBY: I remember…
BARON: We pushed you under the sand

And the shadow of the dunes lay over you.
There is the sound of the wind blowing the sand. It is very cold. Thrushby stands alone.

THRUSHBY: It’s the desert now. Is this the desert now? Did I never left? I never leave. 

As long as there were dunes

The shadow of the dunes lay over me.

The sand covers Thrushby.

Martha headbutts Bones back to himself. Baron Sackpig is dying.

BARON: I can see clearly now the rain has gone


You know that song?


I can see all obstacles in my way


Bobby McFerrin


Here is the rainbow I’ve been praying for


You know what happened to Bobby McFerrin?

MARTHA: No.

BARON: He killed himself.


It’s gonna be a bright, bright, bright bright sunshiney day…
Baron dies.

8 An MOUNTAIN

Bones and Martha run from the destruction and the barking dogs. After many adventures they come to the edge of a cliff. It is cold and the rocks fall a long way. There is snow there are condors vultures and mountain lions. Bones lights a small campfire.
MARTHA: You’ve given up being who you are for me.

BONES: I’m a little bit of junk that got washed up to shore on the beaches of Martha Waits.

MARTHA: But you know who I am.

BONES: Everyone knows who you am. Those dogs know it – they’re trying to tell us in dog songs who is Martha Waits.

MARTHA: Everyone here knows something about me but it’s all broken down and jumbled.

BONES: Careful! Get down!

The How I Lost My Virginity Chorus swoops low over the stage, losing a thousand little virginities on each pass.

MARTHA: What the fuck is that?

BONES: It’s the How I Lost My Virginity Chorus. Keep down, I’ll look after it.

MARTHA: You don’t have to, I’m not afraid of it.

Bones javelins the Chorus out of the sky. The Chorus falls to earth with a wet squawk and the slap of bloody feathers.

MARTHA: To be not afraid to be caught to be held to be understood…
BONES: I understand you.

MARTHA: I don’t know if I want to be understood, although I want to understand…
BONES: I don’t want to understand. This clarity comes coldly to me but you are Martha Waits – bus stop Martha – dying of love sickness Martha – new kind of suicide Martha – cleaning Jesus’ blood with your hair Martha Waits.

MARTHA: I’m Martha stopped at Remedios Circle on the way home to play with the kids and watch the old men play chess in the streetlights because I didn’t want to go home and sleep next to – watched the kids play naked in the streetlight and watched one poor kid get up and talk about God.

BONES: Pretty in the makeup mirror but never in real life Martha – desperate and dateless Martha going home with an arsehole watching a street kid out the window of the taxi

MARTHA: Watch his arms move when he speaks and his bare feet in the street and his lips

BONES: Martha candlelit dinner and fucked by her husband behind his glasses holds her hands over her head and fucks like a pilot light going out

MARTHA: Martha step out at night walks away from her husband past the cafes and kareoke bars and fountains and theatres to where this one voice whispers over and over that it’s God’s turn and my nipples like violin strings humming and throbbing

BONES: And then down at the bottom of a very deep hole two little animals start to wriggle.

Bones plucks the How I Lost My Virginity Chorus and puts it in the fire.

BONES: Bones is such a little animal. You shouldn’t be afraid of me.

MARTHA: I’m not.

BONES: What are you looking at me like that for?

MARTHA: Martha waits at the bus stop every morning, her mouth full of leaves and her head full of routines and though she looks around her for other ways to live she cannot seem to pull her train on to a different track. Martha waits and the confusion the wanting to escape to satisfy her body her mind scratches simmers pulls at the bars of the bus stop until her cunt is hot and wet her heart is loud and slippery and she reaches down to the animal below her on the ladder and deep down at the bottom of a very deep hole she takes him into her and she is transformed…
Martha pushes Bones into the fire. Flames lick up on around him and then both of them as she climbs on top of him.

MARTHA: Or no not jesus Martha he’s just a kid leave him alone but why is his dick so hard if he’s just a kid Martha he’s not emotionally prepared but he wants to, he just needs someone to show him what to do come on touch my breasts touch me please come on, touch me

Bones lies in the fire slowly fucking Martha. He starts to cry very softly.

MARTHA: Shh it’s okay, it’s gonna be all right, Martha you shouldn’t put things in your twat that you find on the street but he wants to, he wants to, he wants to be Prince Bones for me Little Martha and Prince Bones. He wants me. Say you want me. Say you want me.

Bones is burning shaking melting sobbing in the fire.

BONES: …I want you…
MARTHA: Yes you do because I’m Martha Waits, I’m dirty wretched stinky Martha Waits from the bottom of the pond where all the slime lives and everyone hates me but they wanna fuck me they wanna fuck me I want to make them I want them to want to fuck me I want to hurt them I want to let them hurt me

Both hands inside Bones’ mouth, Martha pulling his teeth free and scattering them in the snow.

MARTHA: I’m in control I’m in control and they do what I want and they say sorry to me they say sorry Martha and I want to be in control, I’m in control of you aren’t I? Nod your head. Come on nod your head!

Martha grabs Bones’ head and nods it for him, smashing his brains out in the fire.

MARTHA: MARTHA WAITS IS IN CONTROL! MARTHA WAITS IS IN CONTROL! MARTHA WAITS IS IN CONTROL!

BONES: Shantih shantih shantih… which is the peace which passeth without understanding…
BAM! Martha wakes up in bed next to her husband Thrushby.

THRUSHBY: Martha. Are you all right, dear?

MARTHA: Oh. Yes. Sorry, I was dreaming.

THRUSHBY: I know. You were talking in your sleep.

MARTHA: Sorry.

THRUSHBY: That’s all right. It seemed like a sexy dream.

MARTHA: …
THRUSHBY: You were sort of panting and your lovebox is all wet.

MARTHA: Oh.

THRUSHBY: Were you dreaming about getting some action?

MARTHA: I guess.

THRUSHBY: Well dream no longer, darling baby, because I’m here to turn dream into reality! Do you want me to bonk you, sweetheart?

MARTHA: Okay.

THRUSHBY: Well, only if you want to, Martha dear, I’m offering to do you a favour. Do you want me to fuck you or not?

MARTHA: Okay.

THRUSHBY: Righto, then. Open your legs up, darling.

Sad music into a melancholy black-out. Your call Hadley but I recommend Gravenhurst “The Diver” just because it has the lines:


It’s getting darker


But I’m still swimming


It hits me again


It’s getting deeper


Pale blue salt water deepens


It hits me again…
Epilogue. AN RAINY STREET
The tricycle parked under a canopy outside a McDonald’s, still sizzling in the long rain. Now sky starting to look grey like dawn.

The cyclist is inside ordering a couple of burgers. Hadley sits by the sidecar trying to dry the wet script with his shirt.

HADLEY: It was funny the night it all hit. We were fucked on speed down on the beach and climbing all over the rocks in the dark. It was very exciting and we thought we were getting somewhere we hadn’t been before – just over these rocks – just around these waves –
The cyclist walks outside and hands Hadley a burger in warm paper wrapping. Unwraps his own and starts munching.

HADLEY: I was gathering seaweed and tying it to my head so the water was running in my eyes. Some of us crawled down to where the waves hit the rocks and tried to hold on to the wet ledges so the white water would hit them. We couldn’t see each other, just shapes moving on the rocks, big black shadows and all kinds of crazy noises. It was fucking terrifying.

CYCLIST: Yes.

HADLEY: Thing is I know there were more of us on the rocks than were in the car. I kept thinking there must be fishermen here and they’ll report us to the cops or the coastguard or something. I knew it, I kept seeing shapes and I didn’t recognise them and at one point I saw two little boys running on the very edge of the horizon, which was waves, black waves moving up and down against a black sky, and two black shadows moving over the waves cutting out the stars. I kept wanting to shout ‘Don’t run on the water!’ but it was too noisy and everything was exploding all around me and crabs at my feet and spray and the wind and my jaw grinding and shouts and slipping and stumbling… I didn’t know what to say.

CYCLIST: What happened?

HADLEY: Sun came up. We were all cut to shit. Bruises and scratches and big cuts rom falling over on the rocks.

CYCLIST: What happened to the two who were running on the water?

HADLEY: I don’t know. We split up the rest of the speed and we drove home.

CYCLIST: What about the two shapes you saw running over the waves?

HADLEY: I don’t know. Maybe they drowned. Fuck that fucking policeman…
CYCLIST: He has ruined your script?

HADLEY: It’ll be all right. It’s just Finig’s copy. You know they must have drowned. They couldn’t have kept running over the ocean. They must’ve gone under.

CYCLIST: Probably.

HADLEY: Probably. 
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