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This is a script in which another older smaller stupider script is taken apart and dissected and contemplated and considered and well what you can learn from this what you can learn from this I don't know.

all have sinned, and all fall short of the glory


CHRCTRS

sater 
a priest
rat
sater's doppelganger, playing the Chief in the play
natalie
an academic, one of the producers of this work

malkin
director, blind
cellabrina
malkin's teenage daughter, playing Code the driver
ile
malkin's teenage son,

ebb
a photographer
Scene 1

brian eno - spider and i 
sater asleep on a mattress, a thin cot, a few sheets thrown on a concrete floor, no lamp, no light, a shaft of moonlight through the window, no light at all, headlights streaking against the walls of his dreams, a wet floor, there is the ringing of a phone, sater somehow reaches it

sater
Hello, this is Sater.


What do you want, it's 4am.


No it is 4am. What do you think the time difference is?


It's not, it's 7 hours. It's 7 hours difference. It's not 9am, it's not. I promise you. It's 4 in the morning, I swear to you it's 4 in the morning. What do you want?


You didn't see me.


You didn't, I've been here the whole time. 15 weeks now, I think. I haven't moved.  


What rehearsal, where?


I haven't got a pen. Just tell me slowly so I remember. A ship. Name of the ship? Fine. And rehearsals for what? Takeaway? Rehearsals for a takeaway. With a drive through. 

Scene 2

ulrich schnauss and mark peters - forgotten

natalie in a tiny booth awkwardly adjusting a small camera it focuses tightly on her face 
natalie
Hello. Hello. Hello my name's. My name's Natalie Lent, I'm one of the producers on this project. I'd like to say a few words about why this script, and why now. The Takeaway Play - Takeaway, however you think it should be pronounced, whatever your preference there is, is certainly an unusual choice to revive for a major official event. It's never been performed, in the 12 years since it was written, so this is the first... anyway as a lot of you know, the writer has become very famous in other contexts - Annon Caesar, who most people are probably familiar with through the speeches and texts he writes for the... I don't want to talk about selling out or political propaganda or have any of those conversations, that's not what we're here to discuss, I'm...


I'm a lecturer originally, my background is in academia, the... not the university, not the university, not the university, not the univers... I came across this script through that connection. I obviously know about Annon's work more recently, but I was fascinated by Takeaway Play. This is a script he wrote when he was seventeen, and formally, structurally, technically, it's not... It's not a technically proficient piece. What it does have, what it has going for it, what it does have, which shines through even eleven years later, is... let me read you the opening stage directions. Bear in mind all the while that this is from the writer known as the bearer of state tidings, written when he was seventeen before ever selling - not selling out, but before - before he became known as the state's - bearer of state - before that - 


'A battered car drives up to a drive through window. Two young teenagers with spears and shields sit on the back bonnet. Another sits staring out the window smoking a small pipe. A man with long hair and leather wristbands stands at the drive through window. The driver is an older girl her name is CODE.'


I was interested in that of my own volition. Not that I was paid to be. Not that I was paid to be. Not that I was paid - I think it's a fascinating document, taking place in and around a takeaway fast food restaurant in some kind of post-apocalyptic - or so we take it to be - setting - I for my own self's truth was intrigued. And the more I read the more I thought it should be brought to life, and what better occasion than

Scene 3

filastine - fitnah

in a small pilot's room with grimy windows looking out in all four directions, a gloomy grey sea, waves, misery, and natalie and malkin poking and prodding cellabrina who is upset, she's upset
natalie
I want Code to have a little flab when she gets out of the car.

cel
I don't understand what 'a little flab' means!

malkin
Cel, listen - this is not a comment on you, this is a choice for the character.

natalie
It's like, she's just tubby. That's what it means. She's overweight.

cel
Over what weight? Be fucking specific!

natalie
She is fat. That's what I mean. Do you get me?

cel
Yes I do and I'm telling you, no.

natalie
Cel, you're gonna do it. You're gonna do it and you're gonna do it. It's gonna be.

malkin
Thing is, Code's not a sympathetic character. She's a detailed, rich character, but she's also an ugly character. In a lot of ways she's monstrous. She's culpable. She's party to a lot of Drench's decisions. She's not a pure, virginal character.

cel
You're not making her unvirginal, you're making her fat. 

natalie
We're making her ugly.

cel
You're saying that fat equals ugly.

malkin
We're not saying that fat equals ugly. The world says that fat equals ugly.

cel
Yeah but you're choosing to play along.

natalie
Yes, we are choosing to play along. The world says that fat is ugly, fat people are unsympathetic, and we're choosing to agree. 

malkin
Think though, that ugly characters force you to broaden the limits of your identification. If you make Code into a character that people warm to, then you've widened the circle of what people will warm to.

cel
Because she's fat. Which I'm becoming

malkin
just a little - like in between your top and your jeans, this wrapped around you - just like this -

natalie
What's your first line in this scene?

cel
'We've come to see the chief.'

malkin
And then the man in the drive through window says 'On what order?'

cel
'Not on an order, we're not doing orders right now. We've come to talk to him about our contract.'

natalie
It's good. Feels right.

cel
You guys are fucking monsters.

natalie
Don't talk to your mother like that! Do you let her talk to you like that?

malkin
So long as she realises it changes nothing.

Scene 4

The Flashbulb - Kirlian Voyager
sater in a small boat, a tiny dinghy, on his feet in choppy grey waves, no land in sight, and a ship with sheer metal sides looming above him, and on the deck of that ship malkin peering over at him
malkin
Hey! Can you catch this rope?

sater
Hello! Yes, yes I can. Throw it now!

malkin throws, sater misses
malkin
Hold on, I'll try again!

sater
Gwen Malkin. Must be. The director. You must be.

malkin
Hang on, nearly got it. Okay, here you go!

malkin throws, sater catches
sater
Got it! Thank you!

malkin
Okay, hauling you in.

malkin pulls in the rope, sater's tiny boat draws alongside the main ship
malkin
And you're... what are you doing out in the sea? Weren't you down in the tank getting some rest today?

sater
No, you don't know me.

malkin
Weren't you down in the tank today?

sater
Hi. I'm Joe Sater. You don't know me. We've never met. You're Gwen Malkin, aren't you? Directing this production?

malkin
It's me, yes, but what do you mean we've never met?

sater
We've never met. You think you recognise me but you recognise someone different, I'm telling you. 

sater begins climbing the rope
malkin
So who are you?

sater
I'm a missionary for the Reformed Baptist Church. My name's Joseph Sater. I asked at the port where the play was being rehearsed and they gave me your coordinates. I wanted to come onboard and check -

malkin
I'm sorry, you swear we've never met?

sater
I promise you. I don't even know what this is about. All I know is that you're rehearsing a play here to be performed at some kind of celebration.

malkin
Yes, the appointment of the new minister for ethics. For your church.

sater
My church?

malkin
This is being put together to be performed at a Reformed Baptist Church ceremony. Your church is paying for this whole affair. Are you coming onboard or not? 

sater climbs over the rail
Scene 5

william basinski - the disintegration loops
malkin in a tiny booth there is a camera there, malkin points it at her face, she is at ease with the camera
malkin
Because I love the script, simple as that. The whole Takeaway journey. I love the power structure that Drench's cadre begins to destabilise - I think it's fascinating the world that Annon Caesar made, even though he was 17. When people say it's derivative and incoherent, that's - that's jealousy and frustration, or because he's changed so radically in the twelve years since he wrote it. It's a powerful piece of art, strange but powerful, and even though the whole post-apocalyptic setting is a little hard for audiences to grasp, it's evocative and it speaks to people. At least it speaks to me. And that's why I'm doing this, because it speaks to me -


Because I don't really have a choice. I got strung up on a charge of possession with intent to - well, it was one of those encounters that just keeps getting worse and worse - I was completely innocent, but if I'd tried to fight it out in court it would have been more than I could afford and if I pleaded guilty then that would be it as far as access to my kids - but then they offered me a gig to make it go away, just take on this project and they'll make it go away, so -


Because I'm quietly starving to death and they're paying in food. What can I say? Yes, I'll take the food, I either take it now while I can still work for it or I wait too long and I can't even function any more and then even if they offered me the gig I couldn't do the work - right now if someone says 'we've got tins of pilchard for every six hours of work' I don't have any recourse to say anything but yes, yes -


Because, really, it's a personal thing, it's an opportunity for me to bond with my kids. Which, they're teenagers, they've got their own thing going on, and I accept that - of course they do, that's how it should be - but I see this as a chance to connect with them, and what with my custody working out the way it has these last couple of years, I jump at the chance to do something creative with them. It's more than just taking them for a meal out, it's a chance to make something that we can all be proud of. Which is, it goes right to the heart of what I want to achieve as a mum as well as a director -


Because I don't even know, like a lot of things since I lost my sight, I find the contract's signed and my time is booked and I barely even know what I'm doing, let alone how it came about. My manager is pulling the strings more than I am, these days. I remember when I could see, I could see where I was going and make the choice not to go there, if I didn't like the look of where I was going. Not these days. Now I'm in the middle of something before anyone tells me what's going on - I'm directing a play about a takeaway restaurant - oh okay, and it's sink or swim -


Because, look, I made a few errors in terms of projects in the last few years, everyone knows that, and so to get my hands on a gig like this, I mean it's not the project you dream of when you're starting out, it's a weird fucking beast and it's happening in a weird way, but you know frankly it's not Look Who's Talking or Look Who's Talking Now with Kirsty Alley, so I'm not gonna fucking whinge, you know? It's an opportunity for me to say I'm better than that, and -


Because there's something in this script - whether 17 year old Annon Caesar intended it or not, there's something in this script that needs to be heard - in light of what Mr Caesar has said and done in the last twelve years, on behalf of this ah, regime, this piece provides quite an interesting perspective when you consider what it says, who it's by and what that person has been responsible for promoting and or concealing -


Because my ex asked me to. And I still find myself jumping whenever he asks me to do something. Because I owe him or I'm scared of him or I'm still in love with him or I don't even know. He asked me to and I said yes.
Scene 6

hrvatski - paint it black
a seaplane settles down on the waters, a rope passes from the plane to the ship, then a second rope, one above the other. ile emerges from a hatch in the seaplane and climbs out onto the roof. film gear is passed to him from inside the plane. malkin and cellabrina wait on the ship's deck.
ile
Hey mum!

malkin
Hello Ile - are you okay?

ile
I'm not sure. I've got all this gear that they've brought for you.

malkin
It's alright, we'll get it across. Do you want me to come over to you?

cel
No don't be silly mum, I'll go.

ile
Is that Cellabrina? Are you gonna help?

cel
I'm coming, if you don't be a bitch about it.

cel crawls across the rope bridge. it is intense and terrifying and the cold waves wait below.

malkin
Be careful, Cellabrina!

cel
Thanks mum, I appreciate the thought.

ile
What's happening, Cel?

cel
This whole thing is a crock. I'm not even kidding.

ile
Yeah but you bitch nonstop. 

cel
Mum's got us lined up to do spots in this new play she's got going.

ile
Both of us?

cel
Yeah, I'm the lieutenant of this weird soldier who's gone rogue, and his chief is looking for him but I'm the only one who knows where he is. And it's post-apocalyptic, so we're all in scraps and leather and stuff.

ile
Who am I?

cel
I don't know. Someone in this takeaway I guess. The whole thing's set in a takeaway.

ile
Dad doesn't know about this.

cel
I don't know. I don't think so.

ile
He doesn't, or he would have said. He's not gonna be happy.

cel
It's just a dumb little thing, it's one of mum's little one off projects. Only one show, on this other ship.

ile
Yeah, but I'm in this series. I'm literally supposed to start filming in five weeks or something, and I'm under embargo to not appear in stuff until the series launch.

cel
Yeah well this is like a private performance anyway, I think.

ile
Yeah, but dad's gonna freak out. I've done so many fucking auditions this last few weeks, you have no idea.

cel
Well good for you, Ile, I'm very happy for you.

malkin
Are you bringing that stuff across, Ile?

ile
Yes! That's the other thing, I had to bring along all this weird gear for this, whatever it is. You gotta help me carry it over.

cel
Carry? You saw the rope, I'm not carrying anything across that.

ile
You have to, the pilots say there's not enough fuel to take the plane back with all this extra weight.

cel
All what extra weight? For fuck's sake, what's in there?

ile
I don't know, more of mum's fucked planning stuff. I'm gonna let dad know, he's gonna fucking eviscerate her, I bet. This is bullshit, whatever it is.

malkin
Kids! Are you bringing the gear? I can come help if you're stuck!

cel
No!

ile
We're bringing it over, chill out! 

ile and cellabrina gather a bundle of gear and begin to help one another across the rope bridge. it is a slow and fearful process, during which we learn three things:

1. cellabrina is protective of her brother
2. both cellabrina and ile are fiercely independent
3. ile has recently sustained an injury to his ribs but we don't know what kind yet
Scene 7

tortoise - I set my face to the hillside
sater is down in the ship's hold

the hull, is that the werd for it? you should know about ships if you are to make a play on one

or a play set on one

and there are thick windows of clear plastic and sater walks between them holding a lantern

he is holding an old brass lantern or a torch

maybe a torch like you would club a protestor with

or an old lantern with a wick and a trail of smoke following sater through the dark 

sater
And through the windows, sharks. Grey Nurse sharks, I think? Can you confirm that for me? Can anyone hear me?


Well that's good, at least. So I'm sorry, I want you to hear this. The sharks, the sharks only will hear this. My name is Joe Sater. I'm a missionary for the RBC. For the last 15 weeks I've been in a holding cell in the Ceremony Exclusion Facilities. Which is a quarantine centre. Not the best centre, either. Not the worst. But certainly a long 15 weeks. 


I was in the southern suburb of a town in Papua New Guinea. I came to spend some time with the people in the church there and give a few sermons. I had some tracts to dispense. I was there on a funded tour, this was my second. To that area, my fourth overall. And it wasn't late, maybe just after dark. No dogs around, which was unusual. I didn't notice that at the time, just after the fact - no dogs, no cats - nothing seemed out of place, no alarm bells went off at all, but now when I look back - 


There's bubbles. Coming from a long way down. I wonder... 

sater holds the lamp up to the window / shines the torch / strikes another match and stares out the window

we briefly see a shark's shadow slip by

 sater
I got a phone call from a friend of mine who's now a military chaplin - he said he'd seen me - not a similar-looking figure but me, without question me - being loaded into a boat headed out to work on a new production. A new theatre production. In open waters. Which once upon a time would have seemed a funny coincidence, but now I'm not inclined to take chances. Or see the humour in the situation. I was not scheduled to leave quarantine, but I played my one card. I mean I compromised. You know that photo of the little girl and boy who are standing by the fireplace, an old fifties-style greeting card image, two rosy-cheeked plump children in blue shorts and a stripy shirt and a pink dress with a ribbon in her hair, standing by the fireplace, and the devil is leaping out of the flames, or a fifties conception of the devil, anyway, we might not picture him that way now, and he's holding out a scrap of paper to the two of them and the little girl is signing it? I did that, more or less. I made them the promise they wanted me to make and they let me go less than 11 hours later.


Grey Nurse sharks gather around rocky sea mounts. They swim around and around in cold chilly water and they eat shellfish and small bottom dwelling fish and


There on the street outside the little church where the priest had returned inside and I was waiting for just a few more people to pass by so I could give away the last of the tracts I had in my hand - there was a car - further down the road, and someone opening the door, climbing out of the car - screaming -  

Scene 8

jimmy edgar - it hasn't got a name (machine drum remix)
this scene takes place in the most inspiring place on the ship. For me that would be at the stern where you can see the white water churned and spreading in the ship's wake, but for you perhaps it is the ship's dining room

or maybe the swimming pool, especially if natalie is standing on the diving board and everyone else is treading water 

either way, natalie addresses her cast and crew - malkin, ile, cellabrina, plus the other actors / crew members I haven't thought of yet

natalie
All of you, this is what I want: not just a production, not just a show, but I want to connect with you. We should be proud of ourselves. This is what we wanted, this is what we struggled for, the right to do this, to be here, to take this moment in our hands, to stand together for a moment on this boat, and I want to fall in love with you


I want to fall in love with you


you I don't know, you I don't know, but I don't want to fall into the ground regretting the sunsets I didn't spend with you because I didn't try, you know you, Malkin's boy, I want you to fall for me, and Cellabrina I want you to fall for me, and Malkin I want you to feel love, and loved, and at the end of this I want us to hug


really hold each other


I will never lose faith in you. I'm giving you my trust, I don't just want this to be a one-off project, I want I want I want I want I want I want


to love you


to meet you at the bar twenty five years from now and kiss hello with decades of love behind us, hundreds of projects gone into our past and the sweat that I want us to drip together, can it fill a thousand baths? Can it? Why can't it? And it can. I'm not a prophet but what I know about love


what I know about love

malkin
So am I basically grasping that you're hoping we carry on working together after this? When this is finished you'd like us to carry on as a team?

natalie
You know what they say about depression? The idea that depression can be characterised as a black dog?

cel
Everyone knows that.

ile
That's a Winston Churchill thing, isn't it?

cel
It's fucking, Nick Drake.

ile
It's not even!

natalie
I think with a team like this and a project like this, and after this another project like this, and after that another project like that, I think we'll never crash or hit a wall or get bitten by a dog like that. 

malkin
If this is a success.

natalie
Sure if this is a success, but much more important is if we fall in love with each other, professionally. As a team. Producer, director, actors, designers, technicians, if we fall in love. I think we should ought to.

ile
We should ought?

cel
We ought should.

sater still in the hold, addressing the sharks by lanternlight

or he has lit a fire and sits crosslegged by it

sharks swimming outside the circle of flickering light

sater
- a car door opening, and already as it opened I could hear the screaming from inside - then someone half climbed out the door but they fell to the road, I heard them hit the road - but still screaming, over and over - raw throat-tearing screams - and I just stayed frozen - for I don't know how long, maybe only a few seconds, but I remember all the warmth ran out of me, I felt this dread wash through me like freezing water - and I knew, but I couldn't put it into words, I knew, right then, I was fucked.

natalie
In three days' time, the new Minister for Ethics for the Reformed Baptist Church is going to be appointed in a ceremony on a ship in these waters. This is a significant state function and there will be a number of major political figures in attendance, including the party's head of propaganda Annon Caesar. By coincidence, it happens to be Annon Caesar's birthday on the same day. As part of the celebrations, we're going to be presenting a surprise birthday present for Annon, on behalf of the people of this country. We have been invited to present a production of Annon's unproduced early work Takeaway Play. He has no idea that this is going to be happening.

sater 
The people who found me - god, it must have been six days, or seven days, later - they somehow figured out that I was Australian. Apparently they drove me all the way to the embassy themselves, fifteen hours drive. I don't remember much of that, just a few moments of being bounced around in the back of a car. They wrapped a shirt around my head as a blindfold, because I couldn't stand the sunlight. I remember -

natalie
On the one hand, this is a private performance for an audience of fewer than ten people. On the other hand, this is the most important performance you will ever give, and you will never come down fully from the adrenaline high you will experience performing this show. And none of these Church officials will have ever seen a work like Takeaway Play. No-one - not them, not us - will know quite what to expect. How much you should be scared right now, how much you should be scared right now, how much you should be scared right now, how much you

sater
The ambassador didn't see me. They told me she was too busy but I knew she was afraid of contamination, or frightened, or disgusted, or all of the above. They arranged to put me on a ship back home as quickly as possible, inside the space of a week, which is impressive and a sign of how much they wanted me out of there. It was the security guard at the embassy gates, when they drove me out of there - he was the first person to say he'd seen me before - seen me somewhere else - somewhere I'd never been -

natalie
My hands are small, I know


But they're not yours, they are my own!


Poverty stole your golden shoes


But it didn't steal your laughter


Heartache came to visit me


But I knew it wasn't ever after


We'll fight, not out of spite


But someone must stand up for what's right


For where there's a man that has no voice


There our shadow sleeps 


My hands are small, I know


But they're not yours, they are my own!


And they're, not yours, they are my own!


And I'm never broken.

ile
I can't even get mum to give me a copy of the script.

cel
There's photocopier or printer on the ship.

ile
A screen to read it off?

cel
There's a kid copying it out by hand. Or there was, he might have got pneumonia or dyslexia by now. 

ile
Have you even met the rest of the cast?

cel
Not the pretty ones.

natalie
Next! We're doing photoshoots for the celebratory program. All cast to the dressing rooms for makeup and costumes. 

sater
I saw her get up from the street - still half inside the car - pick herself up off the street and turn to look at me -


There's a kind of fear that's very old - it's familiar, you know it down inside you, you recognise it even if you've never felt it before - it's very old, it's freezing cold, and - it hasn't got a name - 

Scene 9

Dean Blunt and Inga Copeland - Black Is Beautiful track 10
a photoshoot, and cellabrina is being made up for the photoshoot

a snake's hiss
cel
I don't really have a profile to make fun of. I mean I don't have an iconic move that really symbolises who I am. I don't know, maybe I can do this? My hands up as if I'm playing a flute, only except I am not, so...

ebb is a photographer

everything I know about her comes from this sentence taken from the first page I turn to in a book I pull down from the shelves at random:

'A woman of middle age, dead face-up in the ditch, her chest a spreading mass of blood, men and women fighting over her wood.'

it is the performer's job I believe, the performer and a skilled director, to make a character from that description

ebb
I just want you to act like your character. Like, Code, isn't it? There must be some symbolic pose associated with Code.

cel
I wouldn't say symbolic. I'm the driver for this cadre of like post-apocalyptic teenage, I guess, warriors? I guess?

ebb
Okay, well, give me a bit of that.

cel poses like the driver for a cadre of post-apocalyptic teenage warriors
ebb
There you go, that's something. Alright, you hang there for the group shots. Who's next?

malkin and ile enter
ebb
Right, who's this? Looks like you again.

malkin
This is my son, Ile. Ile, what do you say?

ile
Hi, I'm Ile. Very pleased to meet you.

ebb
Good to meet you, Ile, lovely to meet you. Ms Malkin, am I doing you next?

malkin
No, I'd understood that you were doing Ile next. I'm not performing, I'm the director.

ebb
Dr, ah, what is it, Friar Pierce wants photos of the entire cast and crew. There's a couple of church officials who want to sign off on the casting choices before the performance date.

malkin
I'm not performing, Ebb, I'm not in the cast.

ebb
They have asked for photos of everyone. Please.

malkin
Okay. Do I need to be made up?

ebb
Just do your, I guess do your eyes? Your eyes.

malkin
To conceal...

ebb
No, they know you're blind. Just dress it up a bit, maybe? Put some colour in there? Bit of green. Forest green, or seaweed green.

cel
Moss green.

ebb
Yeah, moss green. Or emerald.

cel
Or seaweed.

ebb
Or

cel
Or

ebb
Or seaweed. Now you, is it Ile? I hear you're a bit of a star.

ile
Not yet. 

ebb
You got a deal, that's great, you're headlining a series. I say congratulations. But now this play, you're playing one of the kids that work in the takeaway.

ile
I haven't read the script yet. I don't know who I am.

malkin
Yes, he's one of the chief's lieutenants.

ile
Who's the chief?

ebb
So he works in the restaurant? We're doing one sort of particular look for the people who work in the restaurant, versus the cadres and the peasants and all the others.

ile
So I work for the chief?

cel
The chief is like the chief of the restaurant. He's like the emperor of this whole tiny little... empire.

ebb
We're going deep fryer burns. As a kind of tribal tattoo. You know how you might cook with oil on a frying pan, for instance, and get spattered by hot oil, and it leaves little speckled burn marks up and down your forearms? You ever had that? That's what we're going to do for you, except not just your arms but your chest, your throat, your face -

ile
Actually, no.

ebb
Don't worry, we're not spattering you with oil. We've got a very gentle formulation of hydrochloric acid, not a drastic pH, and we're going to speckle you with that. It won't hurt any more than going to the dentist.

ile
I can't do that.

malkin
Ile, it'll be fine.

ile
I mean not the makeup, the photos. I can't be in any photos. I signed a contract.

malkin
Ile you haven't signed anything. 

ile
I did, I signed it with dad, I'm not kidding, I'm not supposed to be in any photos. It will breach the contract and I will be kicked off the show.

malkin
What did you sign?

ile
It said, between now and the premiere of the series I will not appear in any public performances or have any press engagements except what the studio has scheduled and I won't appear in any photoshoots or give any interviews or record anything in a studio, or I'm off the show. Dad made me read the whole thing beginning to end and talk it through with him, I can't do this. I'm not allowed to do this. You'll have to talk with dad.

ebb
Listen, Ile. Listen. You're doing a show for the heads of the Reformed Baptist Church. You're on this boat, you're in this show. Shh, no. Look at me. Listen. You're in the show, they need to see your photo. They need to clear you before you can appear at this celebration. Now if you don't want to acquiesce, if you want to resist and make trouble and be a bit of a brat about it, I can let them know that as well. And then they will take you into a courtyard with walls on all four sides and no roof and on a rainy day they will smash you apart with clubs and sticks and the rain will wash your remains around and around the flagstones.

cel
Mum, what's she saying? Say something - 

malkin
Cellabrina.

cel
For fuck's sake, mum!

malkin
Cellabrina.

ebb takes ile's shirt off button by button

closes his eyes

flicks acid in his face

Scene 10

mouse on mars - bib
the smallest cabin

pitching wildly side to side

we see in the porthole there is a storm outside

and it's night

or at least the clouds are thick and grey and dark

and cellabrina

in bed with medicine

with green tea, headphones, kaleidoscopes, bracelet charms

and a script

cel
'He's holding court. You can't deny me an audience when the chief holds court.'


What is your character's surname? I guess it's Code.


What is your character's first name? It doesn't say in the script. Maybe it's Code Code. Or she only has one name.


What is your character's key conflict? What is the problem they have to solve? I guess Code is split between her loyalty to Guliag Drench and her sense of knowing that something's wrong, something of what Drench led her to do is wrong.


What do you do when you're alone? Does Code even get alone in the script, I don't think she does. If she ever did get alone, she would probably fix the music on her mp3 player, so it's organised by country first, then artist. If they have mp3 players after the apocalypse. Which is the weirdest thing about the world of the play, there's been some big disaster which means that this guy who owns a takeaway restaurant is now charge of civilisation or something, but at the same time it never says what happened to the world or what kind of apocalypse it was - maybe Code writes poetry. Like what if she writes poetry, but all the poetry she writes, it was actually already written, more or less. By John Berryman or someone. No, John Berryman. So that's a character note, everything Code writes has already been written, before the apocalypse, but she doesn't know. Maybe someone tells her. Or not, I don't know.


I'm scared a lonely. Never see my son,


easy be not to see anyone,


combers out to sea


know they're goin somewhere but not me.


Got a little poison, got a little gun,


I'm scared a lonely.


How does your character feel about pets? How does Code feel about - that fucking French exchange student that got with Louise - that time that Bella made sangria and then puked on Simon Creswell's parents' bed - Sophie yelling about how she never wanted to be sober again she was having such a good time - fo...


...cus...


I need to get good marks so I can pass my Year 12


I need to take time to study to get good marks


I need mum to leave me alone to take time to study


I need to play along to get mum to leave me alone


I need to focus to play along


I need to know I'm not being watched


it's a closed circle


got a little poison, got a


got a little poison, got a 

U2's Sunday Bloody Sunday starts to play, loud. Cellabrina keeps talking, she can't hear it, we can't hear her

the audience is made to understand that they are being prevented from hearing what cellabrina has to say
'how long? how long must we sing this song? how long? how long?

alright let's go!'

Scene 11

venetian snares - this bitter earth
cargo hold

natalie and malkin huddled trying to keep warm

grafitti on the steel walls

wooden crates filled with only broken glass, what is this ship transporting?

what happened?

it's freezing cold

but not in a cruel way, let malkin and natalie stay warm

curled around a fire or some such

malkin
I think you scammed it. I really do. I think, how could you go from an an academic background - what were you even a lecturer in? - to persuading the heads of the church to let you produce a show like this? 

natalie
I am a lecturer. I lecture on the shifts in state policy since - over the last 12 years since [REDACTED] and I've seen the rise of Annon Caesar and his whole [REDACTED] generation, that's my expertise - 

malkin
So you're a scholar of the new regime which is opposed to scholarship. Is that what you're saying to me?

natalie
They're not opposed to all scholarship, just those forms of academic study which conflict with church teaching. I grew up in this, we all grew up in this - I know the [REDACTED] as well as you - 

malkin
They don't exactly support the arts, though, do they? 

natalie
What are you trying to get across to me? 

malkin
I just don't think this is on the level. Like I've worked in this field before, I'm not a name but I know what I'm doing, and you - where the fuck did you come from? and how did you score this gig? or raise this from nothing? because this should be harder than that and I think it should be beyond you -

natalie
Okay look - listen you Gwen Malkin


I'm from this inside and out


I made shows out of wire and scraps


I made shows out of nothing but light


burning light on bare stages 


SO!


what the fuck have you got to say to someone like me?


Malkin I was in and out of this scene before you ever knew what the stage was


I'm not fucking with you, you and your shambles ex-husband 


I remember you when you were the fresh new faces


I coulda ruined you then


I made shows with nothing but water at different temperatures


I can be the answer


I'm ready to answer any questions


I'm the fucking beacon


you know what you are in comparison?


you couldn't catch the smell of my fumes on a dry day, Malkin!


I was making theatre when the wall fell


they came scrambling across from east berlin yelling for champagne and interrupting our shows and what the fuck was that


you could stand up if you wanted and jump around like in a hillsong clip



who are you pretending to be?


who are you pretending to be?


Malkin you're a fallen apart cardboard cutout of a director


and you're more scared of me than anyone ever has been


and I'm nothing to be scared of


but you're terrified


you're freaking


freezing cold


and I know what this is to you


but I build these opportunities out of gravel and always have


even if you did want to you couldn't sit down next to me


you're only a lonely woman struggling to hold on to what you've got


and this is all mine


this is all mine 

malkin
...

natalie
I got this gig and I asked you in. What's your problem?

malkin
We're rehearsing. The first scene. Where's the chief?

natalie
Where is Rat? I haven't seen him for hours.

malkin
Shh, you hear that?

natalie
Alarm?

malkin
I think that's an alarm. The ship's been breached. Someone's holed us.

natalie
You think we're sinking?

malkin
I don't know about sinking, but there's a hole in the hull. We're breached. Where's that priest I let on board?

natalie
Where are your kids?

malkin
The priest I let on board - the missionary from the RBC - have you seen him? He might be behind this.

natalie
Malkin where are your kids?

malkin
What?  

Scene 12

all saints - pure shores
footage of ile giving an interview is slowly uploading

jerky and slow sometimes and the connection drops out

ile
The premise is that I'm basically a schoolkid


an average, everyday schoolkid


not a jock, not a nerd, just an everyday kid


not superpopular, but you know


not the last kid in his year to try mushrooms


which I do, in one episode I try mushrooms


but you know, not the trendy kid either


not the smart kid but not the fat loner


I'm pretty average


straight, into girls and stuff


no disabilities, physical or psychological


none that are immediately apparent in the first episode anyway


white, parents of reasonable wealth and standing


so pretty ordinary in almost every way


so everyone watching can see themselves reflected in me


everyone is this particular kind of ordinary


except for


what the audience see in the pilot episode is


I'm actually secretly a rock star. I have a secret alter ego which is that I play stadium rock on a massive scale which is frankly incomprehensible to most of my classmates. I'm beyond popular, I'm essentially a law unto myself.So if I go outside, I get swamped by as many extras as they've hired in that episode to swamp me. And the deal is, no-one at school can know, because as well as being this phenomenal rockstar, my parents also want me to have a normal life. But obviously it's ludicrous to imagine that the other kids in my school wouldn't be familiar with my face since because of the popular, so in order to provide me with that basic high school experience, my rockstar managers and my parents have constructed a school which is in fact a giant fake school, and everyone at the school is a paid actor who is pretending that I'm just an ordinary kid.


Layers within layers, obviously. So the show's all about lies and how small lies are unacceptable but massive, life-determining lies -

damage!
ile
Holy shit the fucking ship! That's water, that's fucking water, shit we've been breached!

damage damage!
ile
Help! Hello, can anyone hear me? It's Ile! Help! Jesus...

catastrophic

ile
Okay, stay cool, someone will be along soon. Gonna keep it cool, gonna keep it real, it will be - sing a quiet song, sing a quiet song, sing John Shaw Neilson's tame and uninspiring evocation of mortality Song Be Delicate...


Let your song be delicate.




The skies declare


No war - the eyes of lovers




Wake everywhere.


Let your voice be delicate.




How faint a thing


Is Love, little Love crying




Under the Spring.


Let your song be delicate.




Sing no loud hymn:


Death is abroad... Oh, the black season!




The deep - the dim!

Scene 13

mount kimbie - field
A battered car drives up to a drive through window. Two young teenagers with spears and shields sit on the back bonnet. Another sits staring out the window, smoking a small pipe. A man with long hair and leather wristbands stands at the drive through window. The driver is an older girl her name is CODE (but really it is Cellabrina playing the part of Code).
code
We’ve come to see the chief.
man
On what order?

code
Not on an order, we’re not doing orders right now. We’ve come to talk to him about our contract.

man
Who’s your captain?

code
Guliag Drench captains our cadre.

man
Guliag, that’s a name I know. Frederics, who’s that Guliag you were talking about?

code
He’s the Mao'brun. The grey frog. That’s what they call him, the grey frog.

frederics
It’s the little punk who went mad down the river. The kidnapping thing?

man
Yeah, okay, I remember. But what do you want?

code
We want to see the chief.

man
I don’t fancy your chances.

code
He’s holding court. You can’t deny me an audience when the chief holds court.

man
Ah, then. You got a speech to give him? Something’s broken your heart and you think the chief’ll fix it?

code
Any being may see the chief when he is holding court.

man
You go on ahead. But I wouldn’t try to sneak Mr Drench in, if that’s your game. Chief might not see the sense of humour in that.

code
Guliag is nowhere nearby.

man
Go on.

code drives on.
malkin
Okay everyone, stop for a second. Can I ask, what happened to diction? We're in a really boomy echoey space here, but if anything the performance venue is likely to be a lot worse. I'm losing a lot of the ends of sentences. Cellabrina, I couldn't hear your 'You can't deny me an audience,' Tom you keep mumbling into your chest. Face out to the audience.

natalie
Malkin you can't just keep criticising them all the time, they're professionals.

malkin
You've never rehearsed a play before, have you?

natalie
I don't know why we're rehearsing when we haven't even found the breach in the ship. 

malkin
But you said to - I mean, isn't that your job? I mean what else can I do here if not rehearse? That's why I'm here!

cel
Mum, are we doing this next bit? What are we doing? 

malkin
Yes we're doing the next bit. We're doing the whole meeting with the Chief. Is Rat ready?

natalie
Yeah, he's ready.

malkin
Alright, stations. Ready for the entry into the takeaway. Alright, go.

code drives on. Parks the car and steps inside the restaurant. Walks up to the counter. Two scrawny looking teenagers lounge there, playing pinfingers.

code
The chief is holding court.
teen 1 
You want to talk to him, slick?

teen 2
You’ve come pretty late.

code
Court does not end until sunset. You know that.
teen 1 gets up with a snarl.

teen 1 
All right. Come on, then.

code follows teen 1.
malkin
Stop there. What was that?

cel
What?

malkin
I saw something just then. Someone just... go back a few steps.

the performers rewind through their last slice of blocking -
malkin
Freeze. There.

frozen in the moment where teen 1 goes to lead code out, teen 1 slips a baggie into code's hands.
malkin
Cellabrina. That's drugs. What's going on here?
Scene 14

shackleton - seven present tenses

we see the same scene we saw previously

the car pulls up to the drive through window, two teenagers sitting on the back with spears, another sitting staring out the window smoking a pipe, Code is driving, we see the man with the long hair and the leather wristbands at the drive through window, the exchange plays out like it did before

we see malkin and natalie watching from the sidelines murmuring to one another

but now we also see sater, crouched high above on a set of heating pipes, watching 

code
We’ve come to see the chief.
man
On what order?

code
Not on an order, we’re not doing orders right now. We’ve come to talk to him about our contract.

man
Who’s your captain?

code
Guliag Drench captains our cadre.

man
Guliag, that’s a name I know. Frederics, who’s that Guliag you were talking about?

code
He’s the Mao'brun. The grey frog. That’s what they call him, the grey frog.

frederics
It’s the little punk who went mad down the river. The kidnapping thing?

man
Yeah, okay, I remember. But what do you want?

code
We want to see the chief.

man
I don’t fancy your chances.

code
We want to see the chief.

man
I don’t fancy your chances.
code
We want to see the chief.

man
I don’t fancy your chances.

sater
Take her to the chief.
code
He’s holding court. You can’t deny me an audience when the chief holds court.

man
Ah, then. You got a speech to give him? Something’s broken your heart and you think the chief’ll fix it?

code
Any being may see the chief when he is holding court.
sater
Even me, I want to see the chief.
man
You go on ahead. But I wouldn’t try to sneak Mr Drench in, if that’s your game. Chief might not see the sense of humour in that.
sater
I have questions about the chief's sense of humour.
code
Guliag is nowhere nearby.

man
Go on.

code drives on.
malkin
Okay everyone, stop for a second. Can I ask, what happened to diction? 

sater
Diction's fine. Diction's not an issue.

malkin
We're in a really boomy echoey space here, but if anything the performance venue is likely to be a lot worse. I'm losing a lot of the ends of sentences. Cellabrina, I couldn't hear your 'You can't deny me an audience,' 

sater
I heard it.

malkin
Tom you keep mumbling into your chest. Face out to the audience.

sater
On and on and on, round and round, get to the chief. When do we get to finally see him? 

cel
Mum, are we doing this next bit? What are we doing? 

malkin
Yes we're doing the next bit. We're doing the whole meeting with the Chief. Is Rat ready?

natalie
Yeah, he's ready.

sater
Is Rat who I've come here to see? Is this it? This could well be it.

malkin
Alright, stations. Ready for the entry into the takeaway. Alright, go.

code drives on. Parks the car and steps inside the restaurant. Walks up to the counter. Two scrawny looking teenagers lounge there, playing pinfingers.

sater
It was the security guard at the embassy first. He said he'd seen me somewhere recently. Somewhere I'd never been, he'd seen me.

code
The chief is holding court.
teen 1 
You want to talk to him, slick?

teen 2
You’ve come pretty late.

code
Court does not end until sunset. You know that.
teen 1 gets up with a snarl.

teen 1 
All right. Come on, then.
sater
And then when we touched shore again in Australia, before I even went into quarantine, one of the customs officials from the epidemic control unit - 
code follows teen 1.
malkin
Stop there. What was that?

cel
What?

sater
She recognised me. She'd seen me before.

malkin
I saw something just then. Someone just... go back a few steps.

the performers rewind through their last slice of blocking -
sater
There were others. Not just sightings of me, but proper encounters. And I was...  

malkin
Freeze. There.

frozen in the moment where teen 1 goes to lead code out, teen 1 slips a baggie into code's hands.
sater
Not good. I was not good. Bad enough that I was ready to cut a deal to get out of quarantine and try to find him - before he got to what's left of my life -


- but where's the rat? You have to rehearse the chief's scenes sooner or later, or else - come on, where is he? Bring him on.

natalie enters with Rat, dressed as the chief.
sater
There we are, then. Let's.

Scene 15

Loscil - City Hospital
a warm library

lamplit and with vases of old flowers gently letting cracked and fading petals fall to the carpet and

rich yellow sand blown in sideways

warm sea spray 

distant shouts and laughter from a glossy overripe beach off to one side

which sometimes intrudes, feet tracking sand across the library floor and glowing bronze bodies all too glossy and nearly naked

and jorge luis borges pulling together fragments from the shelves for us

borges
Suggested or stimulated by reflections in mirrors and in water and by twins, the idea of the Double is common to many countries. It is likely that sentences such as A friend is another self by Pythagoras or the Platonic Know thyself were inspired by it. In Germany this Double is called Doppelganger, which means 'double walker'. In Scotland there is the fetch, which comes to fetch a man to bring him to his death; there is also the Scottish word wraith for an apparition thought to be seen by a person in his exact image just before death. To meet oneself is, therefore, ominous.


There is also the strange picture by Rossetti ('How They Met Themselves') in which two lovers come upon themselves in the dusky gloom of a wood. The ancient Egyptians believed that the Double, the ka, was a man's exact counterpart, having his same walk and his same dress. Not only men, but gods and beasts, stones and trees, chairs and knives had their ka, which was invisible except to certain priests who could see the Doubles of the gods and were granted by them a knowledge of things past and things to come.


To the Jews the appearance of one's Double was not an omen of imminent death. On the contrary, it was proof of having attained prophetic powers. This is how it is explained by Gershom Scholem. A legend recorded in the Talmud tells the story of a man who, in search of God, met hmself.


In the story 'William Wilson' by Poe, the Double is the hero's conscience. He kills it and dies. In a similar way, Dorian Gray in Wilde's novel stabs his portrait and meets his death. In Yeats's poems the Double is our other side, our opposite, the one who complements, the one we are not nor will ever be.
Scene 16

LFO - LFO (Leeds Warehouse Mix)
finig 
Here I have to confess that I've run out of time for this project right now. Rather than complete this script, I'm just going to provide a quick rundown of how I envision it rolling out from here


with the caveat that I expect to be surprised


and that it will need some new twist or an idea coming at it sideways in order to make it live and breathe - whatever that may be and whenever it may come.


First, I want to see Sater confront his doppelganger, the man named Rat who is playing the part of the Chief in the play. I want further hints - though never any clear explanation - of what happened to Sater in PNG and how his experience led to the creation or splitting off of his alternate self. And what happens to Sater when he and Rat come face to face? And what happens to the play when one of the key actors is confronted by his other self?


Second, I want to see Malkin, Natalie and co produce the play on the other ship for Annon's birthday celebrations. However they get there and in whatever shape they are in, I want them to get that far.


When the authorities, and Annon Caesar himself, see this revival of his early work, they are shocked by the radical attitudes espoused within. Annon has long ago betrayed all the ideals and standards this play promotes, and it is a brutal confrontation. In my mind, Natalie had intended all along to use this play as a weapon with which to bludgeon the Church's chief propagandist, and the rest of the cast and crew are unknowing patsies in her scheme - but they will all face the consequences nevertheless.


I also want to get a greater sense of Takeaway Play itself - what is it, what happens, who is Guliag Drench, what is the action and how does it resolve?


Finally, I want to see the journey and some kind of resolution of the story of Malkin, Ile and Cellabrina - the fucked family unit. What happens to each of them, what happens between them?


And that's all for now. To anyone reading this: prosper! 

Appendix

autechre - acroyear2

this is the original script from june 2001 which this play is based on

which is the play within the play

which is, really, what the fuck

I honestly couldn't say
A battered car drives up to a drive through window. Two young teenagers with spears and shields sit on the back bonnet. Another sits staring out the window, smoking a small pipe. A man with long hair and leather wristbands stands at the drive through window. The driver is an older girl her name is CODE.

code
We’ve come to see the chief.
man
On what order?

code
Not on an order, we’re not doing orders right now. We’ve come to talk to him about our contract.

man
Who’s your captain?

code
Guliag Drench captains our cadre.

man
Guliag, that’s a name I know. Frederics, who’s that Guliag you were talking about?

code
He’s the Mao'brun. The grey frog. That’s what they call him, the grey frog.

frederics
It’s the little punk who went mad down the river. The kidnapping thing?

man
Yeah, okay, I remember. But what do you want?

code
We want to see the chief.

man
I don’t fancy your chances.

code
He’s holding court. You can’t deny me an audience when the chief holds court.

man
Ah, then. You got a speech to give him? Something’s broken your heart and you think the chief’ll fix it?

code
Any being may see the chief when he is holding court.

man
You go on ahead. But I wouldn’t try to sneak Mr Drench in, if that’s your game. Chief might not see the sense of humour in that.

code
Guliag is nowhere nearby.

man
Go on.

code drives on. Parks the car and steps inside the restaurant. Walks up to the counter. Two scrawny looking teenagers lounge there, playing pinfingers.

code
The chief is holding court.
teen 1 
You want to talk to him, slick?

teen 2
You’ve come pretty late.

code
Court does not end until sunset. You know that.
teen 1 gets up with a snarl.

teen 1 
All right. Come on, then.

code follows teen 1. They pass backstage of the restaurant, through a door and then out into the large storeroom. The Chief sits on a throne made from packing boxes. Behind him are two deformed teenagers. Code is pulled to one side as the Chief talks to Gordon.

gordon
I have tried, my lord, I have tried. But again and again the weather defeats my tries. I… I, my lord, I must ask for more grain.
chief
 More grain? More grain?

gordon
My lord, the weather, is, it’s ruined three patches.

chief
From my already minimal stores, more grain? I have given you grain! I have given you grain! I want my magic bread!

gordon
My lord, if-

chief
Very well! You will have more grain! You will have the worst of my stores, the broken bags and the spilled. And no more time, you have had much already!

gordon
Yes, my lord.

chief
You’ll make me proud, Gordon. You will succeed.

gordon
Yes, my lord.

chief
Well, Gremlin? Show him out.

gremlin
Aye, chief sir. 

chief
Where is the wine? Someone call for more wine. Who is next?

teen 1
She’s wanted to come to audience time.

chief
Who are you?

code
My name is Code. I work in a cadre.

chief
Which cadre?

code 
Guliag Drench’s.

chief
Silence! Next time you say that name Hobbs and Dirk will be obliged to let loose. And what business would one of Drench’s rat pack have back here? Listen to me – I should have shot him when I had the chance. I was going to. When I took that little mother on he was a devil. He was a devious fiend, and he did more damage to this shop than anyone has in a long time. I was seconds away from saying the words that would have sliced that little throat before he ever took a bite out of mine. He’s a filthy monster and I will kill him.
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