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RADIO FREE ALBEMUTH
ACT ONE
Scene One
We open in darkness, with a pre-recorded prologue, spoken by PHILIP K. DICK; low 

music plays behind the narration.
PHIL'S VOICE:  In 1961, in April a small boy and his mother and father waited on 

an Oakland, California pier for a boat.  The boy, who was almost four years old, noticed a blind beggar, huge and old, with white hair and beard, standing with a tin cup.  The little boy asked his father for a nickel, which the boy took over to the beggar and gave him.  The beggar thanked him and gave him back a piece of paper which the boy took to his father to see what it was.  "It tells about God," his father said.  The little boy did not know that the beggar was not actually a beggar, but a supernatural entity visiting Earth to check up on human beings.  Years later, when the man had long forgotten the great bearded blind beggar and the nickel he had given him once, the entity would return to save the man's life.

(A beam of intense pink light fires into the audience, then shuts off.  Lights slowly fade 

up on the main area of the stage, set up as a living room in a tiny house.  The furniture is bohemian - lots of large pillows, colorful serape blankets, message-oriented posters on the walls.  There are two doors, one a front door and the other leading off into the rest of the apartment.  A man - NICHOLAS BRADY - enters the room, engrossed in a copy of the book A SCANNER DARKLY, by Philip K. Dick.  NICK wears clothes just past the hippie era - vest, blue jeans, sandals, tie-dyed shirt - and he turns on a stereo to Beethoven's 8th Symphony as he sits in a chair and continues to read.  During the above, PHIL's voice continues)
PHIL'S VOICE:  But this story really starts here, with Nicholas Brady's life in 

Berkeley.  Berkeley was not quite real but lost, as Nicholas was, in fantasy; all of Berkeley dreamed a political dream separate from the rest of America.  Nick, who had been born and raised in Berkeley, worked there now as a clerk in a record store, and and had been my best friend ever since he dropped out of college in his first semester because he accidently broke his gun in the ROTC.  Nick's life would be changed forever by his visitors on this day - but unlike his extraterrestrial encounter, these visitors were not benevolent...

(NICK looks up sharply at a knock on the front door.  He reluctantly 

sets the book down and crosses upstage to open the door.  He does - and stares in surprise at two dark-suited FBI AGENTS; both wear dark glasses, and #2 carries a briefcase)
AGENT #1:  Is Mrs. Brady home?

NICK:  No.  I'm her husband.  Can I help you with something?

(The AGENTS exchange a glance, then simultaneously whip out ID's.  NICK reads 

them carefully, then looks back up, nervous now)

NICK:  You guys are FBI?

AGENT #1 (shouting to be heard over the music):  What?

(NICK goes to turn down the stereo while the two AGENTS take a step into the 


apartment, closing the door behind them.  NICK turns back, stopping when he 

sees they've entered)

NICK:  I was asking if you guys are real Feds, or are those something you got out of 

a cereal box?

AGENT #1:  They're quite real, Mr. Brady.

(A long uncomfortable moment ensues, as they stare fixedly at NICK, who becomes very 
anxious, gesturing back at the stereo)

NICK (stammering):  The - uh, music - Beethoven's 8th - reminds me of 

this joke I read in the "Talk of the Town" section in The New Yorker, about two FBI agents who were checking up on a man, and while interviewing a neighbor, the neighbor said the man listened to symphonies, and the agents asked suspiciously what language the symphonies were in.

(NICK laughs nervously, but the two AGENTS remain stone-faced)


AGENT #2:  That wasn't our office.

NICK (a beat, then, angrily):  Why don't you talk to me?

(The AGENTS exchange a look, nod, and move to sit on the couch.  NICK is 

trying not to shake, plainly terrified, as he sits across from them.  AGENT #2 swings his briefcase up to the coffee table, and brushes NICK's book onto the floor.  As #2 fiddles with the case, #2 picks up the book and studies the cover)
AGENT #1:  A Scanner Darkly.

NICK:  Uh... yeah, the author's a good friend of mine...

AGENT #1:  Philip K. Dick.  We know all about him.  This book advocates drug 

usage, doesn't it, Mr. Brady?

NICK:  No!  It's the other way around, it condemns -

AGENT #2 (cutting him off):  Mr. Brady, as you know, it is our job to 

protect the liberties of American citizens from totalitarian intrusion.  We never investigate legitimate political parties such as the Republican or even the Democratic parties, which are bona fide political parties under American law.  What we're interested in here today is the Socialist Workers Party, which is not a legitimate political party, but a Communist organization devoted to violent revolution at the expense of American liberties.

AGENT #1:  And your wife could be of use to us, since she belongs to the student 

corps of the S.W.P., in reporting who attends their meetings and what is said 

there.

NICK:  I'll have to discuss this with Rachel - my wife - when she comes home.

AGEMT #2:  Are you engaged in political activity, Mr. Brady?

(AGENT #2 pulls a small recorder from the briefcase and sets it on the table between 

them.  NICK stares at it in horrified fascination)
NICK:  No.

AGENT #1:  Would you like to be?

NICK:  I don't know...

AGENT #2:  You're familiar with the International People's Party?  Had you ever 

considered attending meetings of it?  They hold them about a block from 

here, on the other side of San Pablo Avenue.

AGENT #1:  We could use someone in there at the local group meeting.  Are you 

interested?

AGENT #2:  We can finance you.

(A long beat, then NICK abruptly walks over, turns the stereo back up and screams at 

the AGENTS over the music)
NICK:  Look, if you boys want to shovel shit, my cat's litter box is out back.  


Otherwise I'd liike to politely ask you now to get the fuck out of my home.

(The AGENTS show only mild surprise, then efficiently pack up and cross to the front 

door.  There, #1 reaches into a pocket and produces a business card, which he 

passes to NICK)
AGENT #1:  If you should change your mind, Mr. Brady, here's my card - I'd advise 
you to keep it.

(NICK reluctantly snatches the card.  The AGENTS start out, then #1 turns back a last 

time)
AGENT #1:  Oh, and Mr. Brady - if I were you, I'd find some better reading 


material.

(The AGENTS finally exit.   NICK closes the door, locks it, checks the locks, then turns 

away, shaking now, still holding the card.  He paces, then looks at the card and drops it as if it's burned his fingers.  He crosses to the couch and sits down, picking up his book.  He tries to find his place, reads about three seconds, then lowers the book and jerks to his feet again)
NICK (to himself):  I don't believe I just did that... am I nuts?!  I'm on file now - on 

file with the F.B.I.... Jesus...

(He freezes as a knock sounds from the front door again)

RACHEL (O.S.):  Nick?  I forgot my keys -

(NICK collapses in relief, rushes to the door and throws it open to reveal RACHEL, his 

wife, still digging through a massive purse for keys, clutching textbooks in the 

other arm)
RACHEL:  Oh good -

(She breaks off as he pulls her in, looks out in all directions, then closes the door and 

locks it)
RACHEL:  Nick, what's wrong - ?

(NICK turns to face her)

NICK:  Guess was just here looking for you?  (A beat, then)  The F.B.I.  They wanted 
to know about your involvement with the S.W.P.  They said you "could be of 

use" to them.

(RACHEL's jaw drops, then she angrily slams the books down)

RACHEL:  The bastards!  What'd you tell them?

NICK:  I - well, I - I think I made a big mistake.

RACHEL:  What?

NICK:  I told 'em off.

(RACHEL hesitates, then grins hugely)

RACHEL:  You told off the F.B.I.?  Now that I would like to have seen.

(She walks up to him and they hug.  The lights fade down and out)

Scene Two
In the blackness, we hear PHIL's voice again:

PHIL'S VOICE:  Not long after the visit from the Feds, Nicholas had the first of his 

paranormal experiences.  Initially, he told it to me not as a personal experience, but as a science fiction idea for a story.  That was so if it sounded nutty, the onus wouldn't be on him.
(The lights come up on another part of the stage, where a futon has been laid out to 

suggest a bedroom.  RACHEL is asleep in the bed, NICHOLAS beside her.  He stirs in his sleep, opens his eyes and as he does a figure appears by the bed, gazing down at him.  The figure is a projection of NICK, looking older.  It holds out a book to NICK, and he twists around slightly to see.  Then he notices the most disconcerting thing about his future/dream self:  Blood is centered around a bullet hole in the chest.  NICK tries to sit up, and the motion awakens RACHEL, who catches a glimpse of the figure and cries out in alarm; at that the apparition vanishes.  NICK immediately reaches out to try and console his wife, who is halfway out of bed in her panic)

NICK:  It's okay, it's all right, there's nothing to be afraid of - it was me -

RACHEL:  No, there was somebody there, at the window -

NICK (taking firm hold of her):  Rachel, it was myself, standing beside the bed, gazing 
down at me.

RACHEL:  Yourself?

NICK:  Yes, I think it was - guarding me.  It was me - from the future.  Here to make 
sure I'm okay now.

RACHEL:  Nick, that's crazy - !

NICK:  Well, how would you explain it?  It was me, right?!  You saw it - it was me.

RACHEL:  Nick - I'm not sure what I saw.  Probably someone's shadow, thrown 

onto the curtains.  My god, what if it was one of those F.B.I. agents - ?

NICK:  Rachel, I know it was me.  (He rises to pace)  I never had anything like this 

happen before in my life.  I mean, talk about surprise - you open your eyes and see yourself standing there.  I wonder if anybody else ever had that happen to them?

(RACHEL draws up her knees and sighs, but NICK is so caught up in speculation that 

he doesn't even notice)
NICK:  It was here to give me a message, but I must have woken up before it was 

finished.  I think something amazing is about to happen to me.

(The light fades down slightly as NICK and RACHEL hold their positions long enough 

for PHIL to say)
PHIL'S VOICE:  I'm afraid I upset Nick when I told him I couldn't use the idea 

because it was too ordinary.

(The lights fade completely out)

Scene Three
The lights fade up first on an area of the stage, raised on a platform upstage, where a 

podium has been placed before an American flag, draped on the rear wall.  Between flag and podium stands FERRIS FREMONT; a poster on the front of the podium reads FREMONT - CALIFORNIA'S STRAIGHT-SHOOTER IN THE SENATE.  FREMONT is delivering a fiery speech, with much flailing and red-face)

FREMONT:  My fellow Americans, as I stand before you today seeking election to 

one of the highest seats in the land - that of United States Senator - I know what many of you must be thinking:  He's only a newspaper publisher from Orange County.  What qualifies him for political office?  Well, friends, I won't pretend to know all the answers or credit years of experience I may not have, but I can tell you that a vote for Ferris Fremont will be like a vote for yourself, because I want the same things you do.  Do you want to see America return to its glory days as the world leader in economic enterprise?  Do you want a nation that protects its citizens from the forces of crime, terrorism and third-world conflicts?  Are you sick and tired of seeing this country sinking into the morass of corruption and decadence?  Do you want to support a candidate like my opponent, Mrs. Greyson, who recently proved where her affinities laly by supporting a socialized national health bill?  Let me tell you something:  Not only is the esteemed Mrs. Greyson a liberal veering dangerously close to Communism - if you read the papers then you know by now she is a homosexual!  Mrs. Greyson can say whatever she wants to deny that charge, but who are you going to believe - a divorced Communist or a 17-year old girl who only wanted to be a Congressional page, and whose life is now irrevocably shattered!  My fellow countrymen, I think you'll agree with me that there's only one choice:  Ferris Fremont is the straight-shooting candidate for California!
(FREMONT raises his arms victoriously, and we hear a massive cheer.  The light fades 

down on him, and slowly comes up on the lower area of the stage, as we hear 

PHIL'S VOICE)

PHIL'S VOICE:  It's funny how we thought Fremont was just a bad joke at the 

time.  Maybe if we'd taken him more seriously... but we had other concerns.

(PHIL is onstage now with RACHEL and NICK.  PHIL sits beside RACHEL and they 

listen as NICK talks excitedly, sometimes getting up to pace or gesticulate)

NICK:  ...every night now, it's the same dream.  I see myself, holding a large open 

book, with printing like you find in old Bibles.  I try to read the printing, and even though I wake up thinking I couldn't make any of it out, I think I'm absorbing it unconsciously.  Sometimes I feel like I'm being given some kind of crash course.

PHIL:  In what?

NICK:  I'm not sure yet, but I think I know where this is all coming from.

(During this exchange, RACHEL sits quietly, vaguely disgusted, obviously having heard 

this all before)

PHIL:  Where?

NICK:  A vast mind is talking to me!  Across endless miles of space!  From another 

star!

(PHIL turns to look at RACHEL, who now rolls her eyes and looks away)

PHIL:  Yeah, Nick, but... why?

NICK:  I believe it has seen my needs.  I believe it intends to direct my life toward 

some goal presently unglimpsed.  I even have a name for it: Valisystem A.  It stands for Vast Active Living Intelligence System A.  I call it 'A' because it may be only one out of many.  It has all those characteristics:  It is vast, it is active, it is intelligent, and it forms a coherent system.

PHI:  You know all this from your dreams?

NICK:  I sense it.  I intuit its nature.  Sometimes I lie awake at night and try to 

commune with it.  All this has resulted from my appeals over the years;  I've 

appealed for this many times.

PHIL:  Nick, when you say "appealed"... do you mean you've prayed?

(NICK looks uneasy for the first time now, looking from PHIL to RACHEL)

RACHEL (sarcastic):  It's okay, Phil - I'd just as soon he didn't used that word, at 

least.

(RACHEL rises and exits angrily.  NICK sits to speak quietly to PHIL)

PHIL:  Nick - look, I know religion's not a popular topic in Berkeley, but - well, what 
if it's God talking to you?  You yourself said the books in your dreams look 

like Bibles.

NICK:  I don't think so... for one thing, there's something I didn't tell you:  It isn't 

always me extending the books.  Once - it was you.

PHIL:  Me?  I was in your dream?

NICK:  Right.  I think it was VALIS' way of telling me it's extraterrestrial.  Since 

you're a science fiction writer.

(PHIL sits back and begins to laugh)

PHIL:  Nick, I'd rather believe it was God.

NICK:  Why?

PHIL:  Because I'm a science fiction writer.  I dredge this kind of stuff up from my 

own mind all the time, in purely fictional form.  I don't even believe in flying 

saucers.

NICK:  So you think these dreams mean nothing.

PHIL:  No!  They mean a great deal - to you.  But - well, frankly, Nick, it all sounds 

like a fantasy created to flesh out a boring reality.

NICK:  That's what Rachel says.  We had a big fight last night.  She acts like I've 

become a Jehovah's Witness, or a member of the Young Republicans.  She thinks I should go over to California State Mental Hygiene for some group therapy.

PHIL:  What do you think?

NICK (a beat, then):  Phil - I think we're gonna move to L.A.

PHIL:  What?!

NICK:  I haven't told Rachel yet, but - well, last night I did read the book.  It told 

I'm going to move to L.A. and work in A&R for a record company called Progressive Records.  It was amazing.  There were even pictures this time - VALIS showed me where I ought to be living.  I have a destiny down there, Phil, that dwarfs anything you can imagine.  It leads to the stars.

PHIL:  You're gonna leave Berkeley?  I hope VALIS showed you what this "destiny" 
was.

NICK:  No.  But I'll find that out when the time comes.  It's the same principle as in 

the spy services.  You're to knkow only what's necessary for you to know.  If you understood the big picture it'd blow your head off.  You'd go crazy.

PHIL:  I've never even heard of Progressive Records.

NICK:  Oh, they're real.  I even know their West Coast rep, Carl Dondero.  I deal 

with him at the store all the time.  In fact, once he even said he thought I'd be 
good at A&R.

PHIL:  Nick - supposing VALIS is real - can't you ask it why before you go?  You 

have a right to know what you're getting into.

NICK:  I trust VALIS.

PHIL:  Suppose he's evil.

NICK:  Evil?  He's the absolute force of good in the universe!

PHIL:  I'm not sure I'd trust him if it were me and my life.  I mean, you're talking 

about giving up your house and your job and your friends because of a dream - to say nothing of your wife.  What if she won't go?

NICK:  Then I guess we'd split up.

PHIL:  Jesus, Nick.  I can see you in court now:  Cause of divorce?  I left my wife 

because I dreamed about a foreign land, which proved to be ten miles from Disneyland in plastic-town USA.  Hey, maybe your destiny lies directly at the center of Disneyland.   You could sleep under the Matterhorn ride and live on coke and hot dogs -

NICK (rising angrily, almost shouting):  You're not gonna stop this, Phil!  Not you, or 

Rachel - (RACHEL enters just then, and stops to stare at NICK in bewilderment) - or anyone else!  I expected understanding from you, and instead I get ridicule and jokes!  This is something greater than all of us.  I'm going to meet my destiny, and you won't hold me back!

(The lights fade down to half, and we hear PHIL's voice again)

PHIL'S VOICE:  I wouldn't see Nicholas again for almost five years.

(PHIL exits the stage)

Scene Four
The lights have stayed at half level throughout the scene transition, as NICK and 

RACHEL change the dressing in their apartment (from radical to affluent).  Once done, they exit and the lights come up full on FREMONT's dais, where he is once again delivering a speech - but this time the banner on the podium reads FREEDOM WITH FREMONT IN THE WHITE HOUSE.  At first we hear loud crowd noises, then FREMONT raises his arms and the roar fades.

FREMONT:  Friends, when you elected me to the Senate, I promised to restore 

America's greatness.  I've taken that promise as far now as a mere Senator can, and that's why I am asking for your support once again, so we can carry this great dream all the way to the highest office in the land and see it realized by - President Ferris Fremont!
(The crowd yells again, and FREMONT basks in it, surrounded by flash pops and glory.  

The lights fade on FREMONT, and come up on the apartment, where RACHEL and NICK are just re-entering, their clothing having also changed now, from rebellious to mature.  They both react to a knock on the door)

NICK:  He's here!

(NICK opens the door and PHIL enters, also dressed differently, and carrying a suitcase.  
He exchange a hug with NICK and a kiss with RACHEL, then pulls back)

PHIL:  So how's life in Orange County?  It seems to suit you both.

NICK:  It's not bad.  How was the drive?

PHIL:  The old car made it.  (He looks around, then)  So where is he?

(RACHEL runs offstage)

NICK:  He's beautiful, Phil.  Wait'll you see him.

(RACHEL re-enters with a small, blanketed bundle, which she proudly shows to PHIL)

RACHEL:  He was sleeping.  Johnny, say hi to your Uncle Phil.

(PHIL looks down into the small bundle and grins)

PHIL:  Hi, Johnny.  Look at that face.  How old is he now?

RACHEL:  He'll be six months old next Tuesday.

NICK:  It's been a long time, Phil.  A lot of good things have happened for me.

(They all sit)

PHIL:  I know.  Johnny, the job at A&R, all the people in the music industry you're 

getting to know -

NICK:  Not just that, Phil.  My contacts with VALIS have been amazing.

(PHIL exchanges an uncomfortable look with RACHEL, still cradling the baby as 

NICK continues)

NICK:  I know now that VALIS is not a he, or a she, but a them.  They seem to be 

able to come together and form a single body or mind, like a plasmatic life 

form.  I think they exist in the atmosphere.

PHIL:  Really?

NICK:  To them, this is a polluted ocean we live in; I've had dream after dream from 
their viewpoint, and always they're looking down - I'm looking down - into a 

stagnant ocean or pond.

PHIL:  Smog.

NICK:  They hate it.  They won't descend into it.  Instead they communicate in 

other ways.  I really don't understand much of what they say.  I just get impressions of their presence.  Or they show me things.  (He rummages through a notebook on the table until he finds the page he wants, which he hands to PHIL)  They showed me an engineering principle, for a kind of motor we don't have yet.  They also showed me a very sharp pencil and notepad, and so I know they wanted me to write it down.

(PHIL eyes the drawing in perplexity)

PHIL:  Maybe they're from the future.  Or another dimension -

NICK:  This is real.

(PHIL sets down the tablet)

PHIL:  Pardon?

NICK:  Don't screw around with spinning science fiction theories, Phil!  Just be 

serious.  I sense that they are in deadly earnest.  Here for a purpose that they can't tell anyone.  (A beat, then, intensely)  I think I'm being programmed.  When I'm asleep.  I catch a phrase, a word; nothing more.  Nothing I can go on either way.  And the programming is inhibited, which means eventually I'll run into the disinhibiting stimulus, and all the programming will fire.  I'd never know.

PHIL:  Even when the disinhibiting stimulus is encountered?

NICK:  No, it would all seem natural, what I'd say and do.  I'd think it was my idea.  

Like a posthypnotic suggestion; you incorporate it into your world view as 

logical.  No matter how bizarre, or how destructive, or how -

(JOHNNY starts to cry, and RACHEL rises with him)

RACHEL:  I think somebody needs a change.

(NICK leaps to his feet and takes the baby)

NICK:  It's okay, it's my turn.  (To PHIL)  We're very strict about whose turn it is.

(PHIL smiles, and NICK exits with the baby.  PHIL turns to RACHEL)

PHIL:  I never thought I'd see Nicholas Brady volunteer to change a diaper.  (A 

beat, then)  How's it been here, Rachel?  Really?

RACHEL:  It's been tough.  You know we didn't plan for Johnny, although I'm glad 

now.  I love my son... but Nick - Phil, it's been bad.  VALIS is all he thinks about, or talks about.  We have no friends.  We're just lucky he's been able to hold onto his job.  My T.A. job at Fullerton U. sure wouldn't support us alone.

PHIL:  Has he seen a psychiatrist?

RACHEL:  No, he won't go.  He thinks he was sent to Orange County to get away 

from the nuts.

PHIL:  Well, whatever got him down here, his life's more together now than I've 

ever seen it.  Even with VALIS.  In Berkeley he would never have been anything more than an impoverished record clerk.  Here you've got money, a nice place -

RACHEL:  Phil, I think he's crazy.  He scares me.

PHIL (puts an arm around RACHEL, then):  He shouldn't.  He's still Nicholas.  At 

least until his programming fires.

(RACHEL smiles, then PHIL releases her as NICK re-enters, carrying a piece of paper)
NICK:  Here, Phil - this is a sign they showed me several times.  Two intersecting 

arcs.  It's a little like the Christian fish sign, the side of the fish with the arcs forming its body.  The interesting thing is, if an arc intersects once -

(As NICK holds the paper out before him, a beam of pink light fires down at it, reflecting 
into NICK's face.  The beam shuts off, and NICK shuts his eyes, grimaces, drops 

the paper and puts his hand to his forehead)

NICK (thickly):  All of a sudden I have the most violent headache.  (He removes his 

hand from his forehead and opens his eyes)  I'm blind.  No - I see phosphene 

activity.  An after-light from the beam.

PHIL:  The beam?  What beam?

(PHIL and RACHEL exchange a look and rush to help NICK)

RACHEL:  You better sit down.

(But NICK doesn't move.  Instead, he speaks in an odd, almost mechanical voice)

NICK:  Rachel, Johnny has a birth defect.

RACHEL:  But the doctor said he's in perfect -

NICK (interrupting):  He has a right inguinal strangulated hernia.  It's already gone 

down into the scrotal sac.  The hydroseal is broken.  Johnny needs immediate surgery; go to the phone, pick it up and dial Dr. Evenston.  Tell him you're bringing Johnny into the emergency room at St. Jude Hospital in Fullerton.  Tell him to be there.

RACHEL:  Tonight?

NICK:  He is in imminent danger of death.  (They hesitate, then)  Call the doctor 

now!

(RACHEL does.  PHIL holds NICK, staring at him)

PHIL:  Nick?  Nick?

(NICK does not respond.  The lights fade down, and in the darkness we hear a 


DOCTOR'S VOICE)

DOCTOR'S VOICE:  I don't know how you knew, Mr. Brady, but you were right - 

another week and it might have been too late.  As it is, we can correct it with 

minor surgery.  You saved your son's life.

(The scene ends)
Scene Five
The lights fade up on the dais, where the banners on the podium have been replaced by 

the Presidential seal.  FREMONT delivers his latest speech to a less vocal 

response, indicating he speaks to a smaller crowd.
FREMONT:  Members of the Congress, it's with good reason that they call this the 

State of the Union address, because the fact is that the state of our union is in sore need of being addressed.  There exists today, right now, a threat to this nation greater than any we've ever known - greater than poverty, pollution, drugs, war with foreign territories, greater even than the threat once imposed by communism.  (He pauses to produce a sheaf of papers, which he holds up dramatically)  Ladies and gentlemen of the press, I submit to you for immediate release this document, obtained recently by the CIA from a would-be presidential assassin.  This verifies the existence of a secret conspiracy now thriving in this country, a conspiracy bent on nothing less than the complete overthrow of the American way of life.  The name of this agency of treason is Aramchek!  (A dramatic beat, then)  I know most of you listening to me right now have never heard of this organization, but trust me, friends, it does exist, and it is stealthily taking over these United States.  Aramchek!  Remember that name, because I will make it my first priority as your President to stamp out this abomination once and for all!  Aramchek, President Ferris Fremont is declaring war on you!

(The crowd applauds.  As the lights dim on FREMONT and come up on the apartment, 

we see RACHEL, NICK and PHIL sitting, looking at FREMONT.  RACHEL points a remote at him, and the light dies out like a t.v. being turned off.  Then our three friends turn to discuss what they've seen)
RACHEL: And I thought the last two were bad.

NICK:  Nobody'll believe it.  I mean, Aramchek?  It's not even real, is it?

PHIL:  I don't know, but if it's out to dump Fremont, I'll join.  (A beat, then)  How 

did this guy get to be President, anyway?

RACHEL:  Easy.  All the cops in the world stand behind a guy like that.  Cops got 

him elected.

PHIL:  But he's smart, too.  I think he has a great concept there - denouncing an 

organization that doesn't even exist, one Fremont made up and says is taking over America.  Obviously no one can destroy it.  No one's safe from it.  No one knows where it'll turn up next.

NICK:  In Berkeley.

PHIL:  In Kansas City.  In the heartland.  In Salt Lake City.  Anywhere.  Fremont 

can form anti-Aramchek cadres, youth groups on the right dedicated to fighting it wherever it manifests itself, armed uniformed bands of kids ever vigilant.  It'll keep Fremont in the White House forever.

RACHEL:  And it's not like he could use Communism any more.

(JOHNNY cries from offstage, and RACHEL rises)

RACHEL:  Even Johnny can't stand him.  My turn.

(She exits, and NICK turns anxiously to PHIL, to speak in a low voice)

NICK:  Rachel doesn't let me mention VALIS in front of her any more, since they 

sent me the information on Johnny.

PHIL:  Nick - I understand Rachel's feeling.  It just doesn't make sense, any of it - 

how this information was conveyed to you -

NICK:  It was encoded in a beam of phosphene pink light -

PHIL:  That's fine, but... if they could tell you that, why not tell you who they are, 

where they're from...

NICK:  If I knew, I'd tell people.

PHIL:  So?

NICK:  It would defeat their purpose.  They're working against...

PHIL:  What?

NICK:  They're working against great odds.  So it follows that they have to operate 

with great caution.  Or it will fail.  (A beat, then) I've been dreaming in Greek.  Koine Greek, the kind that was spoken over 2,000 years ago.  I wake up, and I can still speak some of it.  I even looked it up in a dictionary, and it made sense.  I've never studied Greek, Phil.  Not at all.

PHIL:  What do you think it means?

NICK:  Someone is waking up in me.  After two thousand years.  He's not awake 

yet, but his time is coming.  He's been promised it... a long time ago, when he 

was alive like us.

PHIL:  Is he human?

NICK:  Oh, yes.  Or he was once.  The programming is to wake him.  They're having 

trouble, or anyhow it's very difficult; it takes a lot of things to do it.  This man, this person, is important to them... I don't know why.  I don't know who the man is.  I don't know what he'll do.  (NICK rises to cross and look moodily out a window)  I don't know what's going to become of me when it happens.  Maybe there are no plans for me at all.

PHIL:  You're not going to fight?  You're just going to let it take you over?

NICK:  The truth is, Phil - I'm looking forward to it.

(RACHEL re-enters, sees NICK, then PHIL waves her over to the opposite side of the 

room to converse in low tones)
PHIL:  He says you won't let him talk about VALIS any more.

RACHEL (uncomfortably):  No.

PHIL:  You ought to listen to him, Rachel.  He's claiming now that there's someone 

else inside of him.

RACHEL (angrily):  I know all about it, Phil.  Now can we talk about something 

else?!

(They're shouting now; NICK listens uneasily, his back turned to them)

PHIL:  Like what, Aramchek?  I think we need to talk about this right now -

RACHEL:  I don't want to -

PHIL:  Why not?!

RACHEL:  Because he woke up this morning speaking Greek!  (NICK turns to look 

at her, amazed)  Greek, for God's sakes.  I had a year of it in college.  Nick's 

never studied it.

PHIL:  What'd he say?

RACHEL:  It sounded like... "I am coming".  (A beat, then)  I'm not sure I can accept 
what's happening.  If it's true... what will he be like to me and Johnny, if 

they're able to awaken him?

(NICK walks over to try and comfort her)

NICK:  It's true.  And obviously he'll take care of Johnny.  Better than I can.

PHIL:  Are there any vacant apartments in your building?

RACHEL:  You think you should be down here to help take care of him?

PHIL:  Just don't call me an apostle.

(The lights fade down quickly)

Scene Six
FREMONT is once again speechmongering from the upper level as the lights come up; 

in the apartment we see PHIL, NICK and RACHEL moving some of PHIL's things onto the set:  Books, a typewriter, a small safe, all making it now PHIL's apartment.

FREMONT:  I'm going to now outline my strategy in this internal war we're all 

fighting against Aramchek, for it's now that the survival of the United States will be decided.  We must heal America of its sickness; we will destroy the tree of evil by rooting out its seed.  The defensive operation, to begin immediately, will thus be known as Mission Checkup, because we must all be aware of the basic moral health of America.  If Mission Checkup is to succeed, we must involve every citizen in this country; we all must become... (He holds up a t-shirt with graphics showing FRIENDS OF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE and MISSION CHECKUP) ...Friends of the American People.

(Suddenly rock music drowns out FREMONT; the lights come up on the main stage, 

and we see PHIL has just turned the station on a stereo.  He turns the music 

down slightly, then resumes unpacking)
PHIL:  Great.  The first broadcast I pick up in my new home is Fremont rambling on 
about some mission...

RACHEL:  Mission Checkup.

NICK:  Mission Fuckup.

RACHEL:  And what was that business about "Friends of the American People"?  I 

can see it now - hordes of brainwashed kids calling themselves FAPers, for 

short.

PHIL:  You two can laugh, but I'm worried.  I mean, I'm in Orange County now, for 

God's sakes, the conservatives' paradise.

RACHEL:  I'm afraid it's even worse than that.

PHIL:  How could it be worse?

RACHEL:  Well, there's something you should know about your new home.  It's 

something I found out by accident the other day.  I was driving along one of those little palm-lined streets, just driving to work, and I saw a green clapboard house with a sign on it that read - are you ready for this? - "Birthplace of Ferris F. Fremont".  I asked the manager of our building, and he said, Yes, Ferris Fremont was born in Placentia.

NICK:  Just as long as he's not here now.

RACHEL:  But it's bad enough!  To be living in the town where the tyrant was born.  
And the house is like him, ugly and little, a terrible color.

PHIL:  Did you get out to go see the inside?

RACHEL:  No, I didn't want to go near it, even though it seemed to be open and 

people were walking around inside it.  Like it was a little museum, probably with exhibits of his schoolbooks, and the bed he slept in.

NICK:  The glasses he drank out of.

PHIL:  The toilet he - 
(He breaks off as RACHEL mock-glares at him, then)

RACHEL:  Fremont probably paid for it to be made into a historical site himself.  I 

didn't see any official state marker.

NICK:  Fremont probably wasn't even really born there; he had a PR firm pick it out 

as the kind of place he ought to have been born in. (A beat, then)  I'd like to see it.  Let's go take a look.

(RACHEL and PHIL stare in amazement as NICK leads the way out; then they follow, 

and the lights fade out)
Scene Seven
The lights come up on the upper area of the stage, where FREMONT's podium has been 

replaced by a white picket fence.  PHIL, RACHEL and NICK (who has Johnny in a carrier strapped to his back) stand there, gazing out towards us.  There is a small sign there as well, facing them.  NICK bends to read it.
NICK:  "Birthplace of Ferris F. Fremont".

PHIL:  Not much to see, is there?  And we can't get inside tonight.

NICK:  I want to determine if it's a place I've foreseen in my visions.

PHIL:  You're going to have to do that tomorrow.

(They stroll solemnly on past the sign, then NICK sees something at his feet.  He bends 

down, and pushes weeds away to read)
RACHEL:  What is it?

NICK:  Can't you guess?

PHIL:  A - R - A - M... Aramchek!

(As they react, the lights fade up slightly on the lower level, where we see two figures, 

dressed in black and wearing ski masks, break into PHIL's apartment and begin ransacking it.  During the next few minutes, they take banded stacks of cancelled checks from a cardboard box, break open the small safe, and tear through manuscript pages; the action continues beneath the upper-level dialogue)
NICK:  So that's where Fremont got the name of his conspiratorial group - from his 

childhood.  From finding it written on the sidewalk.  He probably doesn't 

even remember now.  He must have played here.

RACHEL:  Oh no... the idea of Ferris Fremont playing here as a little boy - for that 

matter playing anywhere - it's too bizarre.

PHIL:  He probably rolled his tricycle right over this concrete a thousand times.  (A 

bitter laugh, then)  It's just too perfect - our president's titanic enemy of society is a child's fantasy.  You know he must have imagined the entire thing then.

RACHEL:  As an adult he merely voiced it.

NICK:  Aramchek.  Wonder what it really means?

PHIL:  Probably the old contractor's name.

RACHEL:  I wonder if he ever knew that's all it was.

PHIL:  Probably.  But he wasn't satisfied with the answer - Aramchek sounded too 

mysterious to be just a contractor's name.  It portended more.

NICK:  Well it doesn't portend anything to me.  It's just a weird word stuck in the 

cement sidewalk that a psychotic little kid used to play on.  Now let's go.

(As they cross to descend, the two sinister burglars in PHIL's apartment finish and exit.  

The lights fade from the upper level, and come up brighter on the lower as PHIL, NICK and RACHEL approach the front door from the outside.  PHIL is digging through his pockets for his keys)
PHIL:  ...hey, Nick, don't suppose VALIS can tell you what I did with my keys -

(NICK pales as he sees the door swinging open)

NICK:  I don't think he'll have to.

(PHIL sees the door too, and freezes.  Then he starts forward, waving NICK and 


RACHEL back)
PHIL:  You two wait here.

(PHIL warily pushes the door open, looks around, then steps in.  He takes in the 


wreckage, crosses to check out a closed door, then turns to stare in shock.  NICK 

and RACHEL enter slowly)
PHIL:  It's okay.  Whoever did this is long gone.

RACHEL:  Oh my god, Phil.  We better call the police -

NICK:  Rachel, I didn't think you'd ever want to see the police.

(She throws him a look.  PHIL, however, is going through the papers on the floor, 

looking more and more mystified)
RACHEL:  Don't touch anything - !

PHIL:  Something tells me the police aren't going to be any help.  (He gestures with 

some of the scattered pages)  Would normal burglars go through my 


manuscripts?

(PHIL follows the trail of papers to his safe, which has been blown open)

NICK:  What'd you have in the safe?

PHIL:  Not much, I just bought it.  (He goes through the cardboard box)  But my 

cancelled checks are all gone.

RACHEL:  What?

(They cross to join him and look down into the empty box)

NICK:  Why would they take your cancelled checks?

RACHEL:  They wanted to see who you know.  What organizations you belong to 

and give money to.

NICK:  No, I think they were more interested in the manuscripts.  That's why they 

blew the safe.  They wanted to find out if your were going to write about me.

PHIL:  Write about you?  Why?

NICK:  You're the one who could publicize them in a science fiction novel.  Millions 

of people would read it, and know that I represent an extraterrestrial authority greater than any human power, whose time is destined to come.

PHIL:  Nicholas -

NICK (interrupting):  It's okay, but just make sure you don't give my actual name.  I 

have to protect myself.

PHIL (exploding):  Christ, nobody can protect themselves these days, doesn't this 

prove that?!  We're all going to wind up in prison camps and you fucking well know it, Nick.  How can you expect to be spared?  Look at what's just happened to me - they took years of my notes for future books; they effectively wiped me out.  Just the intimidation alone... hell, every time I write a few pages I know I can come home from the store and find it all gone again, like now.  Nothing is safe, nothing and no one.

(PHIL gets a sudden idea, and goes through some of the papers on the floor.  He stops 

abruptly and looks up grinning)

PHIL:  But the bastards got disappointed this time - I outsmarted them!  I gave the 

manuscript of my new book to my attorney last week.
RACHEL:  New book?

PHIL:  Yeah, Flow My Tears, the Policeman Said.  It's about - (He suddenly stops, 

chilled, and looks up at them in realization)  - it's about a man who suddenly 

finds himself transferred to an alternate America which is an oppressive 

police slave-labor state.
(They look at each other, and the lights fade out)

Scene Eight
The lights come up on a small area of the stage now revealed to be NICK's office at 

Progressive Records.  A desk, two chairs, framed music posters on the walls are the decoration.  NICK is seated at the desk, working, when two perfectly-groomed young people politely enter.  VIVIAN KAPLAN and BILL MAYERSON both wear the MISSION CHECKUP t-shirts we saw FREMONT with earlier, and they carry precise little clipboards.  They smile sweetly at NICK, who looks up apprehensively.

BILL:  Mr. Brady?

NICK:  Are we putting out too many protest songs?

(BILL and VIVIAN exchange a brief smile, then)

VIVIAN:  No, as a matter of fact your firm has a three-check rating with us, which is 
quite good.
BILL:  If anything, we're here to compliment Progressive Records, at least in 


contrast to findings obtained throughout the record industry.
VIVIAN:  It's pretty bad.  As I'm sure you realize, Mr. Brady.  A large number of 

Aramchek singers are being regularly recorded.
NICK:  Is that a fact?

(An uncomfortable moment ensues, then BILL steps forward, extending a hand)

BILL:  Oh, I'm sorry, Mr. Brady, we didn't introduce ourselves.  I'm Bill Mayerson, 

and this is Vivian Kaplan.  We're with Friends of the American People.
NICK (shaking their hands):  Right, I guessed.  Well, uh, have a seat.

(VIVIAN takes the other seat, leaving none for BILL.  NICK immediately jumps to his 

feet and offers his own chair to BILL)

BILL:  No, really, Mr. Brady -

NICK:  Please.  I insist.

(BILL takes the seat, leaving NICK to stand uneasily in the small space)

VIVIAN:  Bill and I are here because it occurred to us that in the course of your 

work you must come into contact with many singers and groups who you don't sign.  For every one you do sign to a contract, there must be a hundred you don't.
NICK:  Right.

VIVIAN:  We've also done our homework, Mr. Brady.  We know what salary you 

draw here.  We know you have a small son who recently underwent expensive surgery, which was not completely covered by your insurance...
BILL:  We know that you're in debt -

VIVIAN (cutting back in):  - and that you'd very much like to move out of your 

apartment into a house, that your wife Rachel is talking about leaving you because of some emotional problems you've been experiencing lately... have I missed anything?

NICK:  No, I think you just about covered it.

BILL:  You see, Mr. Brady, we've talked it over with our superiors in an effort to 

find a way to assist you, and we've come up with this:  If you will provide us 

with a copy of the music -

VIVIAN (correcting him):  The lyrics.

BILL:  Yes - the lyrics - of each artist whom you come into contact with who shows 

any un-American sympathies, we will pay you a flat hundred dollars per artist.  It's our estimate that you could enhance your salary by up to two thousand dollars a month this way -

VIVIAN:  - and you would not have to report it to the IRS; it would be tax-free.

BILL:  Of course the determination as to which artists you report are suspect and 

which are not belongs to our superiors, but even if we accept only half the ones you pass on to us, you should be able to -

VIVIAN (again cutting him off):  And we guarantee that this will remain an 

arrangement known only to you, to Bill and to me.  No one else, either at Progressive or anywhere else, will find out. You'll receive a code name under which you report, and everything, including payments, will be filed under that. 

NICK:  But if these artists aren't signed, what harm can they do?

VIVIAN:  They can change the slant of their lyrics so they're not subversive, and get 
signed up somewhere else.

NICK:  But if the lyrics aren't subversive any more, what does it matter?  Why do 

you care about them then?

VIVIAN:  Once they make it big they can again begin to sneak subversive poisons 

into their lyrics.  And by that time it's very difficult to eradicate them, once they're known to the public.

BILL:  Exactly.  That's potentially a very dangerous situation:  Someone who slips 

something controversial in with ordinary lyrics.  So you can see why we don't merely go on who's recorded and being played; we need to know the names of those who aren't.

VIVIAN:  In some ways they're the most dangerous.

(A long beat, as NICK stands there speechless.  Finally VIVIAN rises, and BILL follows 

suit)
VIVIAN:  We'll leave now and spare you from embarrassing yourself with us, as 

you've done with representatives of our government in the past.  But I would advise you to consider this offer more seriously.  We'll be in touch.

(They exit, and NICK falls into his chair, still in shock.  After a few seconds, PHIL 

enters)
PHIL:  Nick -

(NICK jumps from his chair in alarm, then sinks back in relief as he sees it's just PHIL)

NICK:  Oh, Phil, it's you.

PHIL:  Sure it's me - you think I'd forget about our lunch date?  (He eyes NICK, 

then)  Nick, what's wrong?

NICK:  Phil, I was just visited by two junior FAPers who told me they'd pay me for 

every subversive artist I turn in.

PHIL:  You're kidding.

NICK (extending his hands):  Look at this, Phil, I'm still shaking!  Do I look like I'm 

kidding?!

(PHIL sits in the other chair, considers, then)

PHIL:  You going to take them up on it?

NICK:  Why would I?  (A beat, then)  You know, I can't really believe the Feds are 

concerned with those loser artists.  I think they want to know about my 

contacts with VALIS.

PHIL:  How could they know about VALIS?

NICK:  They knew everything else about me; obviously there's a file on me back in 

Washington.

PHIL:  There's a file on all of us.

NICK:  They'll get at VALIS through me.

PHIL:  I thought VALIS would protect you.

NICK:  Then you don't think I should do it?

PHIL:  What're you talking about?!

NICK:  They'll think I'm disloyal if I say no - especially since I turned them down 

once five years ago.  That's what they're after: proof of loyalty.  They'll have 

it!

PHIL:  Fuck 'em.  Say no anyhow.

NICK:  And be arrested.

PHIL:  I've never been arrested, and neither has Rachel, and we've both done a lot 

more anti-establishment stuff than you.

NICK:  But that doesn't prove anything.  They probably think I'm a sleeper, that it's 

Aramchek that contacts me in the night.

PHIL:  Aramchek is a word on a sidewalk.

NICK:  Aramchek is anything that opposes Fremont.  (A beat, then)  I think I'm 

going to have to play ball with them this time.

PHIL:  You can't -

NICK:  You don't have a wife and little boy.  You live alone, Phil, with no one else 

to worry about.  What if the night they broke all the back windows and 

smashed down the doors your little son had been home alone?

PHIL:  You go along with them and maybe your family lives, but your soul dies.

NICK:  I'll feed them names they can't use.  Lurid rock lyrics that don't mean 

anything.

PHIL:  And how'll you explain it to yourself when they arrest one of the loser artists 

you rat on?  Because they will.  And I'll tell you something else, Nick:  You cooperate with Mission Fuck-Up, and I'll bet you a buck VALIS never communicates with you again.

NICK:  And if I don't, they'll hound me until they know everything about VALIS.

PHIL (turns away painfully):  Nick - what about me, my writing?  How could I trust 

you ever again?  (A beat, as he turns to NICK)  Well, the authorities have really done their job now.  They've driven a wedge between two men who've always trusted each other completely.

NICK:  I'd never betray you, Phil.

PHIL:  At least not until they come to you and say you better report on Philip K. Dick 

before he reports on you.  It's the oldest police tactic in the book, Nick.  (A beat, then)  Here is what I'll do if you spy for the FAPers:  First, I'll phone the brass at Progressive and tell them.  Second, I will park my car out front of your main entrance and when I see young artists going up the walks with their guitars and high hopes and absolute trust in you, I will stop them and tell them you are a paid -

NICK:  Shit.

PHIL:  I mean it.

NICK:  Well, I guess I can't do it.

PHIL:  That's right.  You can't do it.

NICK:  They'll destroy me.  And it won't end there.  Do you know the possible 

consequences if they harm VALIS?

PHIL:  VALIS can take care of himself.

NICK:  But I can't.

PHIL:  In that case you're no different from the rest of us.  Because neither can I.  

Now let's go to lunch.

(They both start to exit and the lights fade out)
Scene Nine
PHIL is writing when there's a knock on the door.  He gets up and opens it to reveal 

BILL MAYERSON and VIVIAN KAPLAN, still in their patriotic "Mission Check-Up" t-shirts, and still carrying their neat little clipboards.
PHIL:  Yes?

VIVIAN:  Are you Philip K. Dick?

PHIL:  Yes.

VIVIAN:  Mr. Dick, my name is Vivian, and this is Bill.  May we sit down?

PHIL:  Sure.

(They enter, and all three sit)

BILL (eyeing the writing utensils):  You're a writer, aren't you?

PHIL:  Yes I am.

BILL:  We're not interrupting, I hope?

PHIL:  Oh, no.

VIVIAN:  You've certainly written some important novels.  Ubik, Martian Half-Slip -

PHIL:  Martian Time-Slip.

VIVIAN:  Let me get to the point, Mr. Dick:  We're here because of a mutual 

friend, Nicholas Brady.

PHIL:  What about Nick?

BILL:  Would you be willing to sign a notarized statement, under oath, as to his and 

his wife's political loyaltly?

PHIL:  What?

VIVIAN:  Or would you not be willing to?

PHIL:  Sure I would.

VIVIAN:  We would like you to draft such a statement during the next few days.  

We'll help in the preparation of the final draft.  We've also brought you an 

instruction manual.

(She pulls a package in neat cellophane from her clipboard and sets it before PHIL)

PHIL:  What for?

BILL:  To help your friend.  As an author, you'll undoubtedly find this very easy.  

Along with your statement about your friend, we'd like you to draft a short autobiographical sketch, so the person who reads your statement will know a little about you, too.

PHIL:  A sketch covering what?

BILL:  There are complete instructions in your packet.

(PHIL picks up the packet, but doesn't open it)

VIVIAN:  C'mon, Mr. Dick - if housewives and mechanics can fill this out, you 

certainly can.

PHIL:  Maybe the problem is that I am a fiction writer.  I'm used to making things 

up.

VIVIAN:  You're not to make anything up on these documents.

PHIL:  It's just that - some of the truth about Nicholas reads like the wildest fiction, 

so help me God.

(VIVIAN and BILL both perk up at that)

VIVIAN:  Oh?

PHIL:  The - uh, disgrace that forced him - the three of us - to leave Berkeley and 

migrate down here.  Most of the secret he's still kept locked up in his heart.

(A beat ensues, then VIVIAN turns to BILL)

VIVIAN:  Why don't you let me take it from here, Bill?

BILL (protesting):  But Viv, I -

(VIVIAN places a hand firmly on BILL's)

VIVIAN:  It's okay, Bill.

(Her tone leaves no more room for protest, and without another word BILL angrily 

grabs his clipboard and exits.  VIVIAN turns to PHIL and produces a memo pad and pen from her purse)
VIVIAN:  Now, tell me what caused Nicholas' disgrace back in Berkeley.  You 

dictate and I'll transcribe it.

PHIL:  Okay.  Nicholas talks to God.  (She gapes)  As a child he was a Quaker, which 

you probably knew.  The Quakers believe that the Holy Spirit can come to you and talk to you.  It started just before we left Berkeley.  Since then, Nicholas has maintained an intimate relationship with God.

(VIVIAN, who has written nothing, impatiently slams down her pen and pad)

VIVIAN:  Christ!  That isn't any good; I can't report that.

PHIL:  Do you know anybody else who communes regularly with God?  I envy his 

experience.

VIVIAN:  It just sounds crazy to me.

PHIL:  Don't put your pen down!  I'm going to tell you some of the things God has 

told him -

VIVIAN (cutting him off):  Is this all just a religious thing?  There's nothing I can do 

with a religious thing, there's nothing unpatriotic about God!  God is not on our list.  Can't you come up with anything else?

PHIL:  You mean it's okay?

VIVIAN:  Of course it's okay.

PHIL (a big sigh of relief, then):  Then Nicholas is safe at last.

VIVIAN:  Phil, there must be other things you know about Nicholas which would - 

you know what I mean - offset this about God.

(PHIL doesn't respond, and VIVIAN starts rummaging in her purse)

VIVIAN:  Look, why don't we just relax and think this through?  (She pulls a small 

baggie of marijuana out)  I've got some really good grass.  If you've got some 

papers -

PHIL:  Let me see that.

(VIVIAN hands him the baggie and he immediately walks offstage with it.  After a few 

seconds we hear the sound of a toilet flushing, then he returns empty-handed)
VIVIAN:  What did you do?!  Did you flush it?

PHIL:  Yes I did.

VIVIAN:  Why?  That was good grass!  (A beat, then)  Well, never mind; what's done 
is done.  (She rummages in her purse again)  I have a little high-grade hash we 

can smoke.  I even brought my pipe.

(VIVIAN puts the tiny hash cube in the pipe, lights it, and immediately offers it to PHIL)

VIVIAN:  Here.  This is the best hash I've had in months.  It'll really get you off.

PHIL:  I don't want drugs in my house.

VIVIAN:  No one can see in.

PHIL:  I'm being set up.

(As if to disprove him, VIVIAN shrugs and takes a hit off the pipe)

VIVIAN:  There.  See?  Everyone thinks they're being set up.  I've been turning on 

for two years and I've never been busted.

PHIL:  Yes, but you're a FAPer.

VIVIAN:  That makes it more dangerous for me.  Most FAPers are straight; it's very 

risky to be with FAP and to turn on at the same time.  I have to wait until I'm around people like you before I can do it.  That's one reason I was glad when they assigned me to cover you.

PHIL:  I don't turn on.

VIVIAN:  Oh, come on, Phil, of course you do.  Everyone knows you do.  (She 

inhales again, deeply, then)  Hash makes me horny.  (She smiles at him, 


extending the pipe again)  Does it make you horny?

(PHIL stops pacing behind her, but doesn't accept the offered pipe.  Instead, a thought 

strikes him, he smiles to himself, and moves around to the front of the couch to 

sit close to her)
PHIL:  What would your superiors think if they found out you went to bed with me?

VIVIAN (giggling):  They probably wouldn't be too happy.

(That's all PHIL wanted to hear.  He leans over and kisses her passionately; she 


continues to giggle, wasted, as he caresses her, then pulls her to her feet)
PHIL:  Let's go in the bedroom.

(VIVIAN murmurs approval, and sets the hash pipe down; PHIL has to hold her up as 

he leads her offstage)
VIVIAN (o.s., breathy):  Oh, Phil... oh hurry, Phil... oh yeah...

PHIL (o.s.):  Ummm... I'll be right back...

VIVIAN (o.s., disappointed):  Phil - !

PHIL (o.s.):  Don't go anywhere...

(PHIL, out of his shirt now, reappears onstage long enough to pick up the hash pipe - 

with a piece of paper - make sure it's out, then place it back in her purse.  As he's closing the purse back over it, VIVIAN calls from offstage)
VIVIAN (o.s.):  Hurry up, I'm starting to crash.

PHIL:  Okay...

(PHIL takes a last look around, then runs offstage)

PHIL (o.s.):  You're already undressed...

VIVIAN (o.s.):  Hash makes me sleepy sometimes.  I have to get it on right away or 

I'm too out of it.

(We hear offstage murmurs and moans, which quickly build to climax, then trail off as 

they both catch their breath)
VIVIAN (o.s.):  Wow.  I can't wait to tell all my friends at school I went to bed with a 
famous writer.

PHIL (o.s.):  Where do you go to school?  Cal State Fullerston?  Santa Ana College?

VIVIAN (o.s.):  Valentia High.  I'm a senior.  I graduate this June.

PHIL (o.s.):  High school!  Vivian - how old are you?!

VIVIAN (o.s.):  Seventeen.  I'll be eighteen in September.

(A beat, then PHIL staggers back onstage, still pulling on his pants, pacing and 


muttering in utter panic)
PHIL (to himself):  Now you've done it, Dick.  I'm dead.  I'm worse than dead - I'm 

on file... my life is over...

(VIVIAN comes back onstage as well now, dressed only in her shirt)

PHIL:  Vivian, it's illegal for you to go to bed with me!  Don't you know that?!  

(Unconcerned, she flops onto the couch)  You have to get out of here right 

now!

VIVIAN:  Nobody knows I'm here, except Bill.

PHIL:  Who the hell is Bill?

VIVIAN:  The boy I was here with, who I sent home.  We're engaged.

(That completely saps PHIL, who sinks down onto a chair facing her, in complete 

despair)
VIVIAN:  He won't mind.  Just so long as you file your report on Nicholas in time.  

That's all he cares about, racking up points at headquarters.  We're on a quota system.  Me, I don't really care about the quota; I just enjoy meeting the people they assign us to.  (Then, in a completely sober tone)  Now, about the God business:  You can't use it, Phil.  We're not interested in Nicholas Brady talking to God.  What we'd like to know about are the subversive party ties he still has left over from his old activist days at Berkeley.  My superior feels that Brady got his job at Progressive so that he could very carefully slip aspiring new left-wing artists into the public eye.  What we're most interested in are the people who instruct him, even if it's just by mail.  You're in a position to read his mail, aren't you?  We want to know who he gets his orders from -

PHIL (wearily):  Nicholas is just trying to make a buck, to pay for his kid's medical 

bills.

VIVIAN:  He doesn't meet with anyone you don't know?  What about phone calls?

PHIL:  Tap his phone for all I care.

VIVIAN:  If you could get possession of his phone statement and see if he's called 

New York, we could -

PHIL (interrupting):  Vivian, I'm not going to do it.

VIVIAN:  Not going to do what?

PHIL:  Spy on Nicholas.  Or anyone else.  You can fuck yourself.  Take your kit 

back.  I've had it.

VIVIAN:  We have quite a bit on you, Phil.  A lot of people know a lot about you.

PHIL:  So what.

VIVIAN:  Do you want us to go after you instead of Nicholas?  (PHIL shrugs)  It 

could be arranged.  Really, we could get both of you together; your lives are intertwined. If one of you falls, the other falls automatically.

PHIL:  Then do you damnedest.  Your ploy to get me to light up with you didn't 

work.  A FAPer smoking grass - it doesn't compute.  You and your goddamn hash pipe - Christ, as soon as you brought out the grass I knew you were setting me up.

VIVIAN:  Then let's talk about going to bed with me -

PHIL:  Let me see your driver's license.

(PHIL grabs at her purse, and VIVIAN claws at him to stop him)

VIVIAN:  Get out of my purse!

(PHIL shakes the contents out onto the floor, battling VIVIAN all the while.  He 

manages to grab her billfold first and dig out the license.  As soon as he's read it, she stops fighting him, releasing him to turn away)
PHIL:  Nineteen.  (He shoves the license and billfold back at her)  Get dressed and get 
out.

(VIVIAN takes her purse and runs offstage in the direction of the bedroom.  PHIL, 

relieved, pours himself a drink, then stops to listen as he hears the faint sounds of 

VIVIAN making a phone call from the bedroom)
VIVIAN (o.s.):  Yeah, it's me... no... no, he won't... should I - ?...  no problem... 

yeah... later.

(After a few more seconds VIVIAN comes back onstage, dressed again)

PHIL (smugly):  What did you do, call FAP to tell them the plan didn't work?

(VIVIAN doesn't respond; instead, she walks to the front door.  PHIL goes to open it for 

her, and she turns back to look at him)
VIVIAN:  I'll see you again, Phil.

PHIL:  No, you won't.  You weren't that good, Vivian.

VIVIAN:  You're wrong, Phil.  I'm better than you know.

PHIL (chilled now):  You have nothing on me.

VIVIAN:  Oh?  Ask me what I did while I was getting dressed.

PHIL:  What?  What did you do?!

(VIVIAN steps out of the apartment, but hesitates in the doorway)

VIVIAN:  I hid it where you'll never find it.

(She tries to exit, but PHIL grabs her wrist, holding her)

PHIL:  Hid what?!

(She pulls her wrist away and responds)

VIVIAN:  Cocaine.

(Then she exits, leaving a stunned PHIL.  Finally he closes the door, turns and goes to 

the phone, dials a number from memory)
PHIL (into phone):  Nick?  Can you come down here now?  Yes.  Thanks.

(PHIL hangs up and sits, resigned.  When there's a knock on the door, he doesn't even 

rise to answer it)
PHIL:  Come in.

(NICK enters, closing the door behind him)

NICK:  You left the door unlocked...

PHIL:  No point in locking it.  You can't stay long, Nick - chances are the police will 

be here any time.

NICK:  The police?!  Phil -

PHIL:  And the worst part is I did it to myself.

NICK:  Did what?

PHIL:  Those FAPers who visited you - was one of them by any chance a girl named 

Vivian Kaplan?

NICK:  I think so.  Were they here?

PHIL (nodding):  To ask about you.  Then she sent the boy away and tried to get me 

to smoke grass with her.  Pulled it right out of her purse, Nick.

NICK:  I tried to turn the tables on her.  She got high off her own supply, and then 

she got turned on, so I - I thought -

NICK:  Oh no.  Oh no no no.  No, tell me you didn't go to bed with her?!  An 

underage FAP girl who was carrying dope in her purse?!  My God, if they 

gave you a hacksaw in a cake you'd saw your way into jail.

PHIL:  Vivian was working so many numbers on me at once that I got confused.

NICK:  A teenaged girl puts an intelligent, grown man in jail.  Even when he's being 

super-cautious.

PHIL:  It wouldn't be the first time.  Especially in L.A.

NICK:  Stay away from her from now on.  Spend your time with knotholes, if 


necessary.  Anything but her.

PHIL:  I may not have a choice.  She said she planted cocaine before she left.

NICK:  Phil, you yourself said she was working numbers on you.  She lied.  She 

didn't hide any coke.  She just wanted to make you crazy worrying about it.

PHIL (rising to pace):  Jesus, Nick... You're probably right.  After all, if they were 

going to come, they would have been here by now.  If she ever shows up here again, I'll murder her.  Worse than that - I'll figure out a way to work it into a novel.  Vivian Kaplan will learn that you never walk over a writer, unless you're positive he can't rise up behind you.  If you're going to burn him, make sure he's dead.  Because if he's alive, he'll talk, on the printed, permanent page.

NICK:  If he's alive.

PHIL (a beat, then):  Nick, there's another reason I called you:  Do you think... well, 

do you think the protection VALIS supplies you could extend to me?

NICK:  I thought you didn't really believe in VALIS.

PHIL:  Look, that roll in the hay I engineered with Vivian pretty much put an end to my faith in my own tactics.  To tell you the truth, I'd prefer something more tangible, but it's better than nothing.

NICK:  You may get something more tangible from VALIS once the disinhibiting 

signal fires and releases the other person in me.

(PHIL slumps morosely into a chair, and the lights fade out)

Scene Ten
The lights fade up first on FREMONT, orating from the upper level.

FREMONT:  Gentlemen, ladies, I've called this press conference to address the 

issue of so-called "concentration camps" currently under construction by the United States government.  First off, let me stress that the information leaked to the press was erroneous and illegally obtained; an investigation is currently under way to seize the person, or persons, most likely working for Aramchek, who obtained this misinformation.  Now, to set the record straight:  Yes, we are constructing detention facilities in several midwestern states for use in the war against Aramchek, but they will not - I repeat, will not - be used unless and until necessary.
(The lights fade down slowly on FREMONT, and come up on the downstairs level, 

where RACHEL, NICK and PHIL sit, each holding a large postcard.  NICK has an ice press held painfully against his jaw, and when he speaks it's with some difficulty)

NICK:  Oh God... first wisdom tooth surgery, then this speech.  Haven't I suffered 

enough today?
PHIL:  Having oral surgery doesn't exempt you from the pop quiz, you know.

(PHIL gestures with the postcard)

RACHEL:  I can't believe it.  It's not bad enough they carry this shit on every 

channel, they make you feel like you're back in grade school with these little 

cards.
PHIL:  Maybe the camps in Nebraska are really to house all our files; they must be 

getting gigantic.
NICK (to RACHEL):  Could you check on that pharmacy again?  I thought they 

were supposed to deliver the Percodan by now.

RACHEL:  I just checked.  It's coming.

PHIL:  Let's get this over with.  (Reading from the card)  "Aramchek is becoming: 1) 

Weaker; 2) Stronger; 3) About the same."  What do you think?

RACHEL:  Two.  It means Fremont can double the FAPers' budget.

(PHIL and NICK nod, and they all check their cards)

RACHEL:  Uh-oh, the next one's trickier.  "Aramchek espionage techniques are: 1) 

Very good; 2) Adequate; 3) Typically inept."

NICK:  Just check number one -

PHIL:  No, that'll seem like you're paying Aramchek a compliment.  Three sounds 

like what the right-thinking citizen would mark.  I mean, we're very good, but they're inept.

RACHEL:  But if they're inept, how could two have been the correct answer on the 

previous question?  If they're inept, how are they becoming stronger?

(They all hesitate, considering, then look at each other and, simultaneously)

NICK, RACHEL, PHIL:  Number one.

RACHEL:  Last question.  "The greatest enemy America faces is: 1) Other nations; 

2) Our high standard of living, highest the world has ever known; 3) Secret 

infiltrators in our midst."

NICK:  Oh, fuck it.  Let's check two.

PHIL:  Nick, we can't screw around with these.  Now check three and let's be done 

with it.

NICK:  Come on, they never read them.  It's just to make sure you listen to 


Fremont's weekly speech.

RACHEL:  He's right.  How could they read all these cards?

PHIL:  Computer.

NICK:  I don't care.  I'm marking two.

(He does so.  After a few beats, RACHEL grins and follows suit)

PHIL:  Oh, what the hell.  We might as well all go together.

(He marks his as well.  The doorbell rings and NICK leaps up to answer it)

NICK:  Great!  Drugs!

(He goes to the door and opens it to reveal the pharmacy DELIVERY GIRL.  She's 

dressed in a white uniform and wears a gold necklace with a gold fish suspended 

from the end.  She holds out a small white bag)

DELIVERY GIRL:  I have a delivery for a Nicholas Brady -

(Before NICK can respond, the pink light beam strikes him.  When it disappears, he 

drops the ice-pack and stands there frozen, staring at the necklace.  RACHEL 

and PHIL both leap up in alarm and cross to support him)

RACHEL, PHIL:  Nicholas - ?!

DELIVERY GIRL:  Is he okay?

PHIL:  He's fine.  How much do we owe you?

DELIVERY GIRL:  Twenty-two forty-one.

(PHIL pulls out his wallet and hands her a twenty and a five)

PHIL:  Keep the change.

(She takes the money, hands PHIL the bag and exits.  As soon as she does, NICK snaps out of his trance, weaving slightly)

RACHEL:  Nick, what happened?  Are you allright?!

NICK:  Her necklace... did you see her necklace?  It was the fish symbol.  The 

ancient sign used by the early Christians.

(RACHEL and PHIL exchange a mystified look)

PHIL:  Yeah... what about it?

NICK:  It was the signal.  The disinhibiting signal.  I know what the programming 

means now.  I - we - are going to overthrow Ferris Fremont.

(The lights go to black)

END OF ACT ONE
ACT TWO
Scene Eleven
In darkness first we hear:
PHIL'S VOICE:  In the weeks that followed, Nicholas became increasingly passive, 

lethargic.  Oh, he went to work, he tended Johnny like he always had... but he was drifting away to some other world, away from pain and fear - fear of the authorities, fear of what lies ahead for all of us in this country.

(The lights come up now on the lower area of the stage, where PHIL, standing, is 

arguing with NICK, who lounges on the couch)
PHIL:  You've got to fight this, Nick.

NICK:  What's happening to me is not bad.  It's strange, and it's been frightening at 

times, but it isn't now.  You know, I'd been expecting her all my life.  I recognized her when I saw her.  And when I first saw her necklace, I had the uncanny feeling that I was back in early Rome, in the first century A.D.  The present world - Placentia, Orange County, the USA - it was all gone for a split second.  It was the other self, awakening.

PHIL:  It could've been toxins from the oral surgery -

NICK:  Could toxins make me see abstract paintings when I close my eyes at night?

PHIL:  Abstract paintings?

NICK:  I see tens of thousands of them.  Paul Klee, Marc Chagall, Kandinsky... I 

think it's a telepathic contact of some sort.  Another new ability in me that I don't understand.

PHIL:  Nick -

(Just then the front door opens and RACHEL enters, an envelope in her hand)

RACHEL:  Mail's light today.

(She starts to open the lone envelope and NICK, seeing it, suddenly sits up straight)

NICK:  Don't open it!

RACHEL:  Why not?

NICK:  I've been warned about this.  It is highly dangerous.

(RACHEL looks to PHIL, then to NICK)

RACHEL:  Do you want to open it?

NICK:  No.

RACHEL:  Oh, Nick, this is ridiculous.  (She opens the envelope and scans the 


contents)  It's just a printed ad.  (She holds it out for him to see)  For shoes, 

Nick.  Mail-order shoes.  (He refuses to look)  Junk mail!  Look at it!

PHIL:  Rachel -

RACHEL:  No, Phil, I'm sick and tired of this!  It's time to face real life again.

NICK:  It's not an ad.  Turn it over.

(She does)

RACHEL:  There's a name and address written on the back.  A woman's name.  

Probably the salesperson.

(NICK finally picks up the paper and looks at it only briefly before asking)

NICK:  Get me a pen and paper.

(PHIL hands him a pen and notebook.  NICK looks at the ad, and begins copying words 
out of it.  When he's done, he hands the notebook to RACHEL)
NICK:  Read it.

(She peers at the paper, trying to make it out)

RACHEL:  Something about recording certain - it has to do with your job.  I can't 

make out some of your handwriting...

NICK:  But it is a message to me.  And it does have to do with Progressive, and my 

job there, and recording subversive artists.

(RACHEL compares the notebook to the ad, then passes both on to PHIL)

RACHEL:  The words are really in it; I can see them myself now, when I look at the 

ad.  But how did you know which words to pick?

NICK:  Different in color.  They're in color and the other words are ordinary black, 

without color.

PHIL:  But all of the ad is black!

NICK:  Not to me.  And the name on the back - my official contact in Aramchek.

RACHEL:  Nick - are you trying to say - you're a part of -

NICK:  Not Aramchek.

PHIL:  But you knew how to decode it.

NICK:  It's not even from Aramchek.  It's a forgery, like the rest of the conspiracy.

RACHEL:  A set-up!

(NICK suddenly rises and picks up the phone)

NICK (into phone):  Los Angeles.  I'd like the emergency number of the main 

branch of Friends of the American People.

RACHEL:  What - ?!

(As NICK writes down the number, RACHEL and PHIL react in horror)

RACHEL:  You're going to call FAP?

PHIL:  Good lord, Nick, you're going to destroy yourself - !

RACHEL:  Burn the thing!

(NICK rips the letter from RACHEL's grasp and turns his back on them to dial.  When he speaks again, he sounds different - firm, assured, in control)
NICK:  Yes, I wish to report that I am being threatened by Aramchek.  For months 

they have been attempting to obtain my cooperation in a business matter, and I have refused.  They now are attempting to get their wish by coercion, force and intimidation.  Today I received a coded message from them in the mail, telling me what I must do for them.  I will not do it, even if they murder me.  I would like to turn this coded message over to you.  (A beat, as he listens, then)  Yes, Nicholas Brady, 1247 Abendson, apartment number nine.  (A beat, then)  Good.  I'll wait for you.

(He hangs up and as he turns to RACHEL and PHIL, relief floods his face and his voice 
sounds like the old Nicholas again)
NICK:  I did it.  We're out of the noose!

RACHEL:  Are you out of your mind?!  They'll definitely think you're working for 

Aramchek now - !

NICK:  No, they won't.  No agent of Aramchek would have phoned them in the first 
place, let alone said what I said.  They'll know I am exactly what I am:  A 

patriotic American.

(They all react to a knock on the door.  RACHEL takes a deep breath and crosses to 

open it, revealing the two FBI AGENTS.  Their manner this time is more cordial, 
less cool)
AGENT #1:  Mrs. Brady?  I'm Agent Townsend, and this is Agent Snow.  Is your 

husband here?

(NICK steps forward)

AGENT #1:  Mr. Brady.  It was very alert of you to report this.

NICK:  Just doing my duty.  Come in, please.

(They enter.  RACHEL and PHIL retreat, leaving NICK to sit with the AGENTS)

AGENT #1:  I imagine that Aramchek would very much like to control someone in 

your position.  You have power over a large number of recording artists, is 

that correct?

NICK:  Yes.

AGENT #1:  You can sign up and record whomever you wish?

NICK:  I need the approval of two other executives, but usually they go along with 

me.

AGENT #1:  They've come to respect your judgment.

NICK:  Yes.

AGENT #2:  Has Aramchek contacted you before?

NICK:  I don't know.  I know the contact, the pressure has been there, but it's been 

too devious and subtle up until now to put my finger on.

AGENT #1:  This is the first time they've come out overtly, then.

NICK:  Yes.

AGENT #2:  In your case, they made a mistake.  We have a mail intercept on you, 

Mr. Brady; we intercepted this document and decoded it ourselves.  We knew the hour of its arrival in your mailbox.  We watched as your wife took it upstairs to this apartment.  You were timed as to how long it took you to react to it.

AGENT #1:  And of course we were looking to see your reaction.  Had you 


destroyed it, we would have assumed you'd read the encoded messages and 

assimilated its contents.
(RACHEL and PHIL react to this, unseen by the AGENTS; AGENT #2, meanwhile, 

studies the name and address handwritten on the back, then looks up at NICK)

AGENT #2:  Mr. Brady, do you know a girl named Vivian Kaplan?

(PHIL and NICK share a quick glance, then)

NICK:  I met her once, but I don't really know her.

AGENT #2:  She reported about you recently, said you hold prolonged 


conversations with God.  Is that true?

NICK:  No.

(AGENT #1 takes the shoe ad and envelope, then both AGENTS rise to go)

AGENT #1:  What we'd like you to do is pass on to us any further documents of 

this sort which you may receive, or any contacts with suspicious persons 

coming in any form whatsoever.

NICK:  I will.

(The AGENTS exit then, and NICK closes the door behind them.  RACHEL leaves 

PHIL to cross to NICK)
RACHEL:  How did you know?  You knew exactly the right things to say to them...

PHIL:  Unlike me.

NICK (a beat, then):  I didn't say anything.

(With that NICK exits, going to the rear upper level, where he sits and looks up, 


contemplating the stars.  Below, PHIL and RACHEL look after his exit)
RACHEL:  What did he mean by that?

PHIL:  I don't know, but he's right.  That wasn't him.

RACHEL:  Phil, don't you start -

PHIL:  Did that sound like Nicholas Brady?  Could the Nicholas Brady we've both 

known have handled two FBI agents like that?

(With that, PHIL follows NICK up to the "roof", as does RACHEL.  The lights fade out 

on the lower area as they sit next to NICK.  All three gaze upward silently for a 

moment, then)
RACHEL:  What are you doing up here by yourself?


NICK:  Listening.

RACHEL:  To what?

NICK:  The voices of the stars.  I can hear it all now.

PHIL:  Hear it, Nick?

NICK (nodding):  The whole story.  How we used to be part of a vast interstellar 

network, centered around the star called Albemuth.  See it?  It's the bright 

one there, just to the right of Orion's belt.

(He points, and RACHEL and PHIL follow his gesture)

NICK:  They never visited Earth - no actual extraterrestrials landed ships and 

walked around here - but they've informed certain humans now and then throughout the ages, especially in ancient times.  The Fall of Man represented a falling away from contact with this vast communications network.

PHIL:  How do you know all this?

NICK:  I'm being told, right now.  There's a satellite orbiting this planet, a relay 

station, operated by a lone artificial intelligence.  I call it the AI.  It possesses the capacity to educate and inform human beings on a subliminal level; all of us receive its transmissions, but most incorporate its benevolence without ever realizing it.

PHIL:  What happened?  Why did we fall away?

NICK:  We were invaded by a malevolent entity.  Over the ages God - or VALIS, as 

I prefer to call him - has played a great game for the relief of this planet, but lifting the siege has still not been accomplished.  Earth is still an unlit button on the exchange board of the intergalactic communications network.

PHIL:  Why doesn't VALIS destroy the invader?

NICK:  Rome is powerful.

RACHEL:  Rome?

NICK:  The Great Iron Prison.  Rome.  Ferris Fremont.  VALIS can only work 

through us to cast out the evil.  (A beat, then)  The only thing I fear now is never hearing the AI's voice again.  It's so beautiful... I know as long as I can hear it, I'll never be alone.

(RACHEL is crying softly now, and she puts her arms around NICK, as if in farewell)

RACHEL:  No, Nicholas - you'll never be alone.

(NICK smiles and lets her embrace him; then he pulls away and rises)

NICK:  Wait here.  I'll be back.

(He exits from the upper level.  PHIL sits beside RACHEL to comfort her)

PHIL:  He's happy, Rachel.  And he has something we don't have: Belief.

RACHEL:  But you were right, Phil - it's not him any more.  I've lost Nicholas.

(The lights fade down slowly on them, and come up on the lower level, where we see 

NICK, holding his infant son in one arm and carrying a piece of bread with the 

other hand.  A glass of water rests nearby.  NICK smiles down at the baby)
NICK:  Wake up, Johnny.  Are you hungry?  Here, eat this bread.  (He holds the 

bread down)  Good boy.  Now here's some water.  (He holds the glass down, then uses his other hand to trace a cross on the baby's forehead, all the while mumbling a prayer under his breath.  When he's done, he smiles warmly and bends down to kiss his son, then)  You're part of the great brotherhood now, Johnny.  Don't ever forget that.

(The lights fade out)
Scene Twelve
Before the lights come up, we hear:

PHIL'S VOICE:  Since Nicholas now understood he was part of a working 


conspiracy, it was time he started meeting the other members, which he did 

first in a dream... not surprising, considering the nature of this conspiracy.

(The lights come up now on the lower level, again partly set up as NICK's bedroom.  

He's in bed, RACHEL asleep beside him, when a dream figure appears by the bed.  It's SADASSA SILVIA, and she holds up a compact disc cover that reads "SADASSA SILVIA SINGS".  She opens her mouth to speak, and the words come out strangely, pre-recorded, slightly out of sync)
SADASSA:  You have to put your slippers on,


           To walk toward the dawn.

(Then the lights fade down on the scene)
Scene Thirteen
The lights come up on the corner of the lower area where NICK's office cubicle is set up.  

NICK is working there now, listening to a tape on headphones.  He's so intent on the music that he at first fails to see the real-life SADASSA when she pokes her head into the office.
SADASSA:  Excuse me... (No response)  Hello?

(NICK glances up - and freezes in shock, then pulls the headphones down from his ears)

SADASSA:  I'm sorry to bother you, but I'm here to talk to someone about a job.

NICK:  Ah - I don't hire.  That's not my position.

SADASSA:  Yes, but you have the desk nearest the door.  (She sees the other chair)  

Would you mind if I sit down?  Just to rest for a moment?

NICK:  No.  Please.

(SADASSA sits tiredly and tugs at her hair, which we soon realize is actually a wig.  She 

looks weak, pale and uncomfortable)
NICK:  Can I get you anything?  A glass of water?  Coffee?

SADASSA:  A cup of coffee would be wonderful.

(NICK exits and returns immediately with a cup of coffee and an employment 


application.  He takes his seat again)
NICK:  Here.  I also brought an employment application.  You might as well start 

filling it out.

(He hands her a pen)

SADASSA:  Thank you.

(She starts working on the application)

NICK:  What kind of work are you looking for?

SADASSA:  I know Word Perfect and some other programs and I have two years of 

college as a journalism major.  I can copyedit your blurb copy for you; I worked on the school publications at Santa Ana College.

NICK:  What kind of guitar do you own?

SADASSA:  Guitar - ?  Well, ah, a Gibson.  But I don't play professionally.

NICK:  Do you write songs?

SADASSA:  Some poetry is all.

NICK:  "You have to put your slippers on


To walk toward the dawn."

SADASSA (laughs):  Did you go to my high school?

NICK:  I don't think so.  Why?

SADASSA:  You must have read that in my high school yearbook.

NICK:  How could I read your high school yearbook?

SADASSA:  Then where did you read it?

NICK:  I - uh, forget.

SADASSA:  Strange.  A friend of mine wrote it under my picture.  She meant I'm 

too idealistic, I guess.  That I don't have my feet on the ground, but go 

charging off in all directions... I get into different causes.  She was very 

critical of me.

(She finishes with the application and hands it to NICK)

SADASSA:  There it is.  I'm sorry there isn't more experience I can put down...

NICK:  No, this is fine.  (He sets the application down)  In fact, I don't really need it.

SADASSA:  You don't?  Why?

NICK:  I'm supposed to sign you up to a recording contract.

SADASSA (a stunned moment, then):  Doing what?  Playing my guitar?

NICK:  Singing.  You're going to have your own disc out.

SADASSA:  Excuse me, Mr. -

NICK:  Brady.  Nicholas Brady.

SADASSA:  Mr. Brady, is this some kind of joke?  I sing in the church choir, but I'm 
not really a singer.  The best I can do is when I get a little drunk and sing 

bawdy hymns in the elevator of my apartment building.

NICK:  I don't understand... I was told - why did you pick Progressive Records to try 
for a job?

SADASSA:  You've got good artists.  Performers I like.  I guess it was just a wish 

fulfillment fantasy.  Like all my ideas.  It seemed more exciting than working 

for a lawyer or an oil-company executive.

NICK:  What about your poems?  Can I see some of them?

SADASSA:  I guess so...

NICK:  And you don't sing when you play your guitar?

SADASSA:  Just a little.  I sort of hum.

NICK:  Good enough.  Can I buy you lunch?

SADASSA:  It's three-thirty!

NICK:  How about a drink, then?

SADASSA:  I have to drive back home.  My eyesight goes out entirely when I drink.  
I was totally blind when I was sick.  I used to bump into walls.

NICK:  What were you sick with?

SADASSA:  Cancer.  Lymphoma.

NICK:  And you're okay now?

SADASSA:  I'm in remission.  I had cobalt therapy and chemotherapy.  I went into 

remission six months ago, before I finished my course of chemo.

NICK:  That's very good.

SADASSA:  When I was really sick last year, the cancer reached my spinal column 

and the fluid of my brain before I went into remission.  The doctor says it's unknown for anyone who had it get into their brain to survive.  He says if I live another year he'll write me up.  I just hope I last long enough for my hair to grow back.

(NICK returns her sad smile, then)

NICK:  I'm going to call Legal right away and tell them to draw up a contract for 

you.

SADASSA (gapes, then):  I was just looking for a receptionist job -

(NICK picks up her application)

NICK:  It's all right, Miss - (He stops in shock at something he sees on the application)  

I thought your last name was Silvia.

SADASSA:  No.  I had to start using another name because of Ferris Fremont.  He 

made it impossible to live with the name Aramchek.

NICK:  Your father -

SADASSA:  I grew up in Placentia.  My father was a contractor who laid most of the 
sidewalks around town.  Mr. Brady, I hope you don't think there's any 

connection between -

NICK:  No, of course not.  Why don't you come back on Monday with your lyrics, 

and we'll start selecting the material to go on the album.

SADASSA:  Can we fit the job in around my school schedule?

NICK:  I'm sure we can.

(She starts to leave, then turns back)

SADASSA:  Mr. Brady?  I lied about why I came to Progressive.  I know this'll 

sound crazy, but - I had this dream.  I was watching a recording session through the soundproof glass.  I was thinking how wonderful the singer was, and I was impressed by all the professional mixers and mikes.  And then I saw the album jacket, and it was me.  SADASSA SILVIA SINGS, it was called, and it was put out by Progressive Records.  Honest.

(She laughs, and the lights go to black)
Scene Fourteen
Before the lights come up we hear:

ANNOUNCER'S VOICE:  And now it's time for this week's "Conversation With 

the Man We Trust".

(The lights come up on FREMONT on the upper level, seated casually in an easy chair, 

smiling warmly)
FREMONT:  Good evening, America - and it is a good evening, because we are 

winning the fight against Aramchek.  Last week, Friends of the American People brought to justice over seven thousand members of the conspiracy, including a number of persons highly placed in the entertainment industries.  But we must continue to be vigilant against this sickness that eats at the heart of this country...

(The lights come up now on the lower stage, where NICK and SADASSA are seated 

together in his office at Progressive, going over pages of her poems.  For a few seconds, their conversation overlaps with FREMONT's speech)
NICK:  ...it's a very powerful poem.  I'm not sure, frankly, how a poem about 


someone having cancer could be adapted to use as lyrics for a song...

FREMONT:  ...it's a cancer that must be cut from the body, lest the body be 


overwhelmed...

SADASSA:  ...most people are upset by that poem; I wrote it when I was so sick...

FREMONT:  ...but we will cut it out, without regret or remorse!

(The light fades out on FREMONT and the upper stage.  A beat, as NICK looks over 

another page, then)
SADASSA:  You know, sometimes I get the feeling that the government gave me 

cancer.  Gave me a carcinogen to deliberately make me sick.

NICK:  My God!  Why?

SADASSA:  I think they - wanted to kill what's inside me.

NICK (stunned, then):  What do you mean?

SADASSA:  If I told you - you'd think the cancer had gotten to my brain.

NICK:  Sadassa - please tell me!  It's important.

SADASSA:  All right.  There's another being inside of me.  I call it a plasmatic life 

form.  It was sent in energy form to take control of me and direct my actions.  It's part of a small, highly selective invasion; I was picked as a receptor only after great deliberation.  It - why am I telling you all this?

NICK:  Because, Sadassa - I'm a receptor, too.

SADASSA:  Nicholas!  How much do you know?

NICK:  That the entities inside us came from the star system Albemuth, and were 

brought here by a satellite -

SADASSA:  - two thousand years ago, but it didn't work out that time.  The 

receivers were eventually destroyed and the plasmatic life forms escaped into the atmosphere, taking the receivers' energy with them.  (She mistakes NICK's expression)  Does this frighten you?

NICK:  No.  Well, frightened in a good way because it was such a surprise.  And I 

didn't really understand it before.  But it saved me from the police.

SADASSA:  It cured my cancer.  And now it'll save the country.

NICK:  By dislodging Ferris Fremont.

SADASSA:  Yes.  You have become a composite entity, part human and part - well, 

they have no name.  They are highly evolved atmospheric spirits who once 

had material bodies.

NICK:  Will these plasmatic life forms leave after Fremont is destroyed?

SADASSA:  Yes.  They've come several times before in the past, given help and 

knowledge, and departed.

NICK:  Can Fremont destroy them?

SADASSA:  No, they're immortal.  So are we, Nicholas.  Once they bonded with us, 

we became immortal creatures.  As they go on, we go on with them; when our bodies are destroyed and they leave, they will take us with them.  They won't desert us.  As you and I have housed and sheltered them, they will take us along, into eternity.

NICK:  A reward?

SADASSA:  Yes.  For what we've done - or will do.

NICK:  What will we do?

(SADASSA takes a notepad from his desk and begins writing something down)

NICK:  What's that?

SADASSA:  The real lyrics.  (She hands him the notepad, and he frowns, reading it)  

Do you know what's really in it?

NICK (reading):  "Come to the party, all present love the grand chick... "

SADASSA:  Only if you listen carefully, what we'll actually be saying is not 


"present", but "president"...

NICK (reads again, then starts to get it):  My God... it's subliminal!  It'll sound like a 

party song, but it's really saying "Our President loves Aramchek!"

SADASSA:  Yes.  We use layers of sound to disguise it.  It'll be absorbed on the 

unconscious level.

NICK:  It could work... (Then, blackly)  Sadassa - it could work.  Which means if they 
catch us - they'll kill us.

SADASSA:  Only our bodies, Nicholas.  The shells.

(NICK considers briefly, then immediately pulls a form from his desk and begins writing 

on it)
SADASSA:  What's that?

NICK:  I'm going to document that this project was my responsibility, and mine 

alone.  There are a lot of innocent people who work here, Sadassa; if we're 

caught, I won't let them go down with us.

(SADASSA hesitates, then puts an arm warmly around NICK as he prepares the 


documentation, and the lights go to black)
Scene Fifteen
The lights come up on the lower level, where RACHEL and PHIL are in the living 

room, discussing a newspaper that rests on a table between them.
PHIL:  Do you think he's heard the story yet?

RACHEL:  I don't know.  He's late again.  He's been spending a lot of time at the 

office lately.  (A beat, then)  That's such a cliche, isn't it?  For seeing someone.  A woman called here for him just before you got here.  She wanted to know if he'd seen the news.

PHIL:  It's probably nothing.  Someone from his work -

RACHEL:  She mentioned the satellite, Phil.

PHIL:  As in - Nick's satellite?  As in - VALIS?  
(RACHEL nods)

PHIL:  Good lord, he's out there converting now -

(The door opens and NICK enters, looking glum.  He closes the door and barely 


acknowledges RACHEL and PHIL)
RACHEL:  A woman called for you.  She wanted to know if you'd heard about the 

shuttle exploding in orbit.

NICK:  It wasn't just a shuttle.  Fremont sent the shuttle up there on a covert 

operation to destroy the VALIS satellite.  Then he destroyed the shuttle.  (A bitter laugh, then)  He shot down God.  Or rather God's voice.  Vox dei, gone now from the world.  I'll bet they're throwing a helluva party at the White House tonight.

PHIL:  Can't VALIS send another satellite?

NICK:  It takes thousands of years.  One is coming, but it will arrive long after every 

human alive today on this planet it dead.  A great epoch in the history of man has reached its end.  Nothing will instruct us, nothing exists in our sky to cheer us when we're down, to lift us and keep us alive, to heal our wounds... (A sudden realization, then)  Heal... oh no.  Sadassa's cancer.

RACHEL:  Is that her name?  Sadassa?

NICK:  Rachel, you don't understand.  She's like me; in fact, she was the one who 

finally explained to me about the plasmatic life form living inside of me.  We're working together to overthrow Fremont.  You should approve.

RACHEL:  How can I approve something I know nothing about?  Nick, if it's true 

that you know how to knock Fremont off his pedestal, then I'm all for it - in 

fact, i want to be part of it.

NICK:  I can't.  I'm sorry.  I can't endanger you and Johnny any more than 


necessary.

PHIL:  Then endanger me.  You yourself pointed out I don't have any family.  

Nobody to worry about other than myself and about a billion other people in 

this country -

(There's a knock on the door, and NICK answers PHIL as he crosses to open the door)

NICK:  Phil, take my advice, stay out of it -

(NICK pulls the front door open - and gapes in shock at the sight of VIVIAN KAPLAN 

and BILL MAYERSON.  They push their way in past NICK)
VIVIAN:  It's good advice, Phil.  You should take it.

(PHIL gets one look at VIVIAN and lunges)

PHIL:  Vivian - !

(But the move is blocked by BILL)

VIVIAN:  Bill, why don't escort Mrs. Brady and Mr. Dick out so I can have a few 

moments with Mr. Brady?

(PHIL gives in, preceding BILL out - but RACHEL, confused, hesitates, looking from 

VIVIAN to NICK)
NICK:  It's okay, Rachel - Ms. Kaplan's a Friend of the American People.

(RACHEL still resists until PHIL tugs her gently off)

PHIL:  Let Nick handle this.

(They exit, leaving NICK alone with VIVIAN)

VIVIAN:  I just did you a favor, Nick - I could have told your wife all about your 

girlfriend, Sadassa Aramchek.

NICK:  She already knows.

VIVIAN:  And she approves?

NICK:  No.

VIVIAN:  Good, a point in her favor.  But you, Nick - first you're contacted by a 

subversive organization calling itself Aramchek, then you develop a relationship with a woman of the same name.  Doesn't that seem to you an astonishing coincidence?  (No response)  Do you wish to make a voluntary statement?

NICK:  Am I under arrest?

VIVIAN:  No, not yet.  I tried without success to get a statement of political loyalty 

about you from your friends, but none of them cared enough about you to comply.  In investigating you we came across this anomaly, the word "Aramchek" showing up repeatedly in relation to you -

NICK:  The only one that's related to me is Sadassa's maiden name.

VIVIAN:  You have no relationship to the organization Aramchek?

NICK:  No.

VIVIAN:  How did you happen to meet Ms. Aramchek?

NICK:  I don't have to answer these questions.

VIVIAN:  Oh, yes you do.

(VIVIAN pulls from her purse a black Federal I.D. holder.  NICK looks it over carefully, 

then)
NICK:  You're moving up, Vivian.

VIVIAN:  You can talk to me here in your home or you can come downtown with 

me.  Which do you prefer?

NICK:  Can I call my attorney?

VIVIAN:  No.  This is not that kind of investigation yet.  You haven't been charged 

with any crime.  Please tell me how you met Sadassa Aramchek.

NICK:  She came into my office and auditioned.

VIVIAN:  Why did you take her on?

NICK:  I liked her songs.  And I felt sorry for her, because of her recent bout with 

cancer.

VIVIAN:  Did you know her actual name to be Aramchek?  She goes under the 

name Silvia.

NICK:  The name she gave me was Ms. Silvia.

VIVIAN:  Would you have hired her if you knew her true name?

NICK:  Her true name is stamped in concrete in front of Ferris Fremont's childhood 
house.

VIVIAN:  That doesn't answer my question.

NICK:  Yes, I probably would have.

VIVIAN:  Do you have a personal relationship with her as well as a business one?

NICK:  I'm married and I have a child.

VIVIAN:  You were seen together at Del Rey's restaurant and at the La Paz Bar, 

both in Fullerton; once at Del Rey's, and six times at the La Paz Bar, all 

recently.

NICK:  They serve the best margaritas in Orange County.

VIVIAN:  What do you two talk about when you go to the La Paz Bar?

NICK:  Various things.  Sadassa Silvia -

VIVIAN:  Aramchek.

NICK:  Sadassa is very religious.  She's been trying to convert me into going to her 

church.

VIVIAN:  It is our opinion, after examining the evidence, that you are having a 

sexual affair with Ms. Aramchek.

NICK:  Well, you can take your opinion and stick it up your ass.

VIVIAN:  We taped your last conversation at the La Paz Bar.

NICK (fearfully):  Oh?

VIVIAN:  You talked a lot about her album.

NICK:  Yes.  I think it may be our new hit.  Everybody at Progressive is talking about 
it.

VIVIAN:  When can you make a copy available to us?

NICK:  It isn't even mastered yet.

VIVIAN:  A tape, then.

NICK:  Yes, we could get a tape to you sooner.

VIVIAN:  It will be the tape you'll use to transfer onto the master?

NICK:  More or less.

VIVIAN:  'More or less' is not good enough, Nick.  We want the exact master tape.

NICK:  Fine.

VIVIAN:  We got a telephone tip from one of your sound engineers.  He said 

there's some very funny stuff in some of the subtracks.  It made him 


suspicious.

NICK:  Which sound engineer is that?

VIVIAN:  We protect the anonymity of our informants.

NICK:  You certainly should.

VIVIAN:  Nick, I want to inform you at this time that you are terribly, terribly close 

to arrest, you and Ms. Aramchek, in fact your record firm and anyone 


connected intimately with you, your families, your friends.

NICK:  Why?

VIVIAN:  We have reason to believe that there will be subversive sentiments 

expressed in the SADASSA SILVIA SINGS album.  We are giving you the benefit of the doubt, however; we will examine the record before its release and if we find nothing in it, you may release it on schedule and distribute as planned.  But, after analysis, if we find anything -

NICK:  The Iron Curtain comes down.

VIVIAN:  Pardon?

NICK:  Nothing.

(VIVIAN turns as if to leave, then reconsiders and turns back)

VIVIAN:  Oh, by the way, Nick - we know about VALIS.

NICK:  What do you know?

VIVIAN:  Only that the satellite is gone - and you're on your own now.  It's over, 

Nick.  Give it up.  (Then, calling out)  Let's go, Bill.

(BILL reappears, followed by RACHEL and PHIL.  With a last look at NICK, VIVIAN 

and BILL exit)
BILL:  Catch you later, Mr. Brady.

(Then they're gone, and RACHEL and PHIL rush forward)

PHIL:  What happened?  Are you okay?

NICK:  I've got to go see Sadassa now.

(NICK starts to rush out.  RACHEL takes a half-step forward)

RACHEL:  Nick - !

(He turns back to look at her impatiently)

RACHEL (starts to say something else, then):  Just go.

(NICK exits, and PHIL tries to comfort RACHEL as the lights fade down)

Scene Sixteen
The lights come up on the upper area, where NICK and SADASSA stroll hand-in-hand 

past the white picket fence.

SADASSA:  ...so what are you going to do?

NICK:  We'll give them a tape lacking the subliminal material.  That'll satisfy them 

for a while.  Then we'll begin to press the discs.  I'll have a few made from a master lacking the subliminal material and turn one over to them.  I'll keep more of the clean pressings around my office, so if they break in and steal them, what they get will confirm their tape.  Finally we'll take the plunge and start shipping the discs with the subliminal material on them.  And then sit back and wait for the police.  They'll go from one radio station to the next, and one record store to the next, confiscating the discs, but maybe some will survive and some will get played before that happens.  And of course when they pick us up, us and our families, they will kill us.  There is no doubt of that.
SADASSA:  No.

NICK:  What I feel bad about is that I know we're in the trap already.  They are 

aware of what we're doing; they know about the album.  They want to see the record mastered; they want to see it produced, so they can play it and determine its content.  We're doing that they want us to do.  And Sadassa - they knew about VALIS.  And the satellite.
SADASSA:  They could've gotten that from the conversation they said they taped...

NICK:  But who knows if they even did tape a conversation?  Maybe there was no 

sound engineer who phoned in a tip.  The police are so full of lies... If we stop 
now, they won't kill us.

SADASSA:  What do you want to do?

NICK:  I'm only thinking of Johnny.  VALIS had me anoint him, baptize him...

SADASSA:  They won't kill Johnny.

NICK:  Then we go ahead?

(They both pause, and SADASSA turns to NICK)

SADASSA:  Nick... I saw my doctor this morning.  I'm no longer in remission.  A 

month... maybe two, for me...

(NICK embraces her, holding her tightly)

NICK:  I'm sorry... the satellite - when they took it away...

SADASSA:  It's worse than that, Nick.  There's pain...

NICK:  But the pain will be over soon.  And then -

SADASSA:  And then there's nothing.

(He releases her in shock)

NICK:  But inside of you - there's VALIS -

SADASSA:  Nick, the only thing I know for certain that's inside me is the thing 

that's eating me away.  Once - for a little while - I saw the universe as a living body, a great group mind we were just a small part of.  But now - I don't know any more.  I feel so alone, Nick.

NICK:  You're not, Sadassa...

(He kisses her gently, then puts an arm around her as they talk)

SADASSA:  Let's go on, Nick.  It's all I've got left now.  
(NICK nods)

SADASSA:  When do you expect to have a tape?

NICK:  At the end of the month.

SADASSA:  And the master discs?

NICK:  First the mother and then the masters.  It won't take long, once we have the 

tape.  I have nothing to do with that.  My part will be over when the tape is prepared and authorized.

SADASSA:  Be prepared for them to show up and seize a stamper at any time.  

Right in the middle of production.

NICK:  Right.  We'll have some clean stampers and some with the subliminal 


material.  Maybe they'll get a clean one.  Maybe luck will be with us.

SADASSA:  It'll depend on which they seize, one with material or one without it.

NICK:  You're right.  It's a crapshoot for us - but for them, too.

SADASSA:  They will arrest your wife.

NICK:  I know.

SADASSA:  And your friend Phil.  The one who writes the science fiction.

NICK:  Yes.

SADASSA:  Is it worth it?  To abolish his career along with yours?

(NICK has no answer.  The lights fade out)

Scene Seventeen
The lights fade up on the upper level, where FREMONT is seated for another casual, 

"fireside"-style address.
FREMONT:  ...I am putting forth tonight a proposal that goes beyong merely 

stemming the tide of Aramchek to actually turning it in our favor.  As you know, our detention facilities now contain tens of thousands of former Aramchek agents, enemies of America who you and I, the loyal tax-paying citizens of this nation, are supporting with our hard-earned dollars.  How much beteter if these camps could become a source of new wealth, supporting themselves by instituting simple, basic work programs.  What better way for these transgressors to repay the society they have wronged, and facilitate their own rehabilitation?  Imagine the contributions they could make to urban development and renewal; indeed to the entire economy in general?  My fellow countrymen, isn't it time Aramchek do something to benefit this nation?

(The lights dim down on FREMONT, and fade up on the lower level, where NICK is 

outling his plans for PHIL and RACHEL)
PHIL:  ...Nick, if you go through with this, we all go down the tubes together.

NICK:  It has got to be done.

RACHEL:  Yes, but by you?  You're not a general, or a lawyer - what can you really 

do, you and that woman?

PHIL:  She's right, Nick.  What could possibly be so effective in the material you're 

putting on the album?

NICK:  Information that will eventually lead to Fremont's fall from power.

RACHEL:  No information could do that.  I'm sorry, Phil, but I don't have that 

much faith in the power of the written word.

PHIL:  It's okay, neither do I.  The police will never let you get the disc out.  Vivian 

Kaplan obviously knows about it already.

NICK:  I know, but we have to try.  And it may be only Vivian Kaplan.  Her 


suspicions may not be police policy.

PHIL:  All suspicions are police policy.

RACHEL:  What about Johnny?

NICK:  I don't know.  I've tried to create documentation showing the project was 

mine and mine alone, but - I don't think they'd hurt a baby.

PHIL:  And someone else will have to write the great American science fiction 

novel.  (A beat, as they all consider, then PHIL grins)  Do it, and do it good.  Press a million of the damn things.  Two million.  Mail a copy to every radio station in America, AM and FM.  Mail them to Canada and Europe and South America.  Sell them for eighty-five cents.  Give them away at


supermarkets.  Leave them on doorsteps.  Put a Wave file on the Net.  Get the 
video on MTV.  You have my blessing.  I'll stick the material in my new novel, if 
you want.

NICK:  No, we don't want that.  Rachel?

RACHEL:  VALIS told you to do this?  He's guiding you?

NICK:  VALIS is gone.  With the shuttle.

RACHEL:  Nick, if this is your decision, and not something you think lives in your 

head...

NICK:  It is.

RACHEL:  Then I support it.

(The door bursts open and VIVIAN KAPLAN, BILL MAYERSON, and the two FBI 

AGENTS enter.  AGENT #1 immediately grabs RACHEL, while #2 hurries offstage to the back bedroom.  BILL holds a gun on PHIL and NICK)
NICK:  Rachel - !  Let her go!  She didn't have any part of this -

VIVIAN:  Too late for that, Nick.

(AGENT #2 comes out of the back room carrying a crying JOHNNY.  RACHEL 

struggles in the grip of AGENT #1)
RACHEL:  Johnny - !  What are you doing with him?!

NICK:  Leave my son alone!

(NICK hurls himself forward, but BILL fells him with a blow across the back of the 

neck.  AGENT #2 exits with JOHNNY as NICK tries to pick himself up off the 

floor.  RACHEL cries out incoherently, and VIVIAN jerks her hand, motioning 

to AGENT #1)
VIVIAN:  Get her out of here.

NICK:  Rachel - !

RACHEL:  Nick!

(AGENT #1 exits with RACHEL; PHIL takes a step forward)

PHIL:  What's going to happen to them?

VIVIAN:  The boy will be taken to a state orphanage, where he'll be raised without 

any knowledge of who his real parents were.  He'll be better off.  The wife will be given a chance to prove her loyalty in a labor camp.  I might as well be honest with you:  We bugged this apartment last week.  We have your entire conversation just now on tape, and have already given orders for Progressive Records to be closed down and their property and assets seized.  No record will be made or released.  It's over.  And we're in the process of picking up the Aramchek woman.

NICK:  Sadassa -

VIVIAN:  You intended to put subliminal material in a record saying that President 

Fremont is an agent for Aramchek?  How insane.  How perverted.  (AGENT 

#1 re-enters, and VIVIAN speaks to him, nodding at NICK)  Take him out and 

shoot him.

BILL:  But he might be able to tell us -

VIVIAN (cutting him off):  There's nothing we don't know.

(AGENT #1 starts out with NICK, and PHIL steps forward, desperate)

PHIL:  No, don't do this -

NICK:  It's all right, Phil - I won't die, not really.  I'm going home now.

(AGENT #1 escorts NICK offstage)

PHIL:  Bring him back and I'll tell you everything he's told me.

VIVIAN:  You heard me, Phil.  He's of no further use to us.

(She's interrupted by the sound of a gunshot.  PHIL begins to cry softly as VIVIAN 

continues, gloating)
BILL (indicating PHIL):  What about him?

VIVIAN:  He's not part of Aramchek.  (To PHIL)  We'll keep you alive, Phil; we'll 

release books under your name, which we will write.  (As she continues, both FBI AGENTS return and take hold of PHIL, restraining him)  For several years we've been preparing them; they already exist.  Your style is easy to imitate.  You will be allowed to speak in public; enough to confirm them as your books.

(PHIL struggles in the grip of his captors)

PHIL:  Shoot me now, you bastards!

VIVIAN:  In the books, you will slowly conform to establishment views book by 

book until you reach a point we can approve of.  The first one is about an 

invasion of Earth by alien beings who rape people's minds.  It's called The 

Mind-Screwers.

PHIL:  This is a nightmare...

VIVIAN:  Do you like the title?  Then you'll love the book.  These hideous things 

come here from across space and work their way into people's heads like 

worms.  They're really horrible.

PHIL:  What's the moral of the story?

VIVIAN:  It's just entertainment.  It has no moral.

PHIL:  Really.  And is mankind saved from these horrible worms?

VIVIAN:  Yes.  By their Supreme Council, who are genetically higher humans 

cloned from one aristocratic -

PHIL (cutting her off):  Is the one aristocraft the Supreme Council is cloned from 

named Ferris Fremont?

VIVIAN:  In certain ways they resemble the President, yes.

(BILL goes to the door, checks on something, and comes back over to whisper 


something in VIVIAN's ear)
VIVIAN:  We've picked up the other one, the woman he was conspiring with, 

Sadassa Aramchek.  Do you know her?

PHIL:  No, I don't know her.

VIVIAN:  Do you want to talk to her?

PHIL:  No.  Why would I want to?

VIVIAN:  You can tell her how he died.

PHIL:  Are you going to shoot her?

VIVIAN:  Yes.

PHIL:  I'll talk to her.

(VIVIAN nods to BILL, who runs offstage)

VIVIAN:  Good.  You can tell her better than we can that Nicholas is dead.  We 

haven't told her.  And also you can tell her -

PHIL:  I'll say what I want to say.

VIVIAN:  You can tell her that after you're through talking to her, we'll shoot her, 

too.

(BILL comes back in leading SADASSA, who looks scared and unhappy.  VIVIAN 

nods at PHIL's two AGENTS, and they all exit, leaving SADASSA and PHIL 

alone)
PHIL:  You're Ms. Aramchek?

(She nods, then)

SADASSA:  I'm surprised they left us alone.

PHIL:  The place is bugged anyway.

SADASSA (a beat, then):  How is Nicholas?

PHIL:  Nicholas - has been killed.

(SADASSA sways slightly, and PHIL moves to steady her)

SADASSA:  I see.

PHIL:  Here.

(He leads her to the couch, and they both sit)

SADASSA:  And you're sure it's true.

PHIL:  It's true.  Do you know who I am?

SADASSA:  You're the science fiction writer Phil.  Nicholas used to talk about you.  

You meant a lot to him.  (A beat, then)  Well, I guess I'm next.  To be shot.  No trial, not even an interrogation any more.  If they think you belong to Aramchek, they just fire instead.  The funny thing is, they're almost doing me a favor.  Have they said what they're going to do to you?

PHIL:  They won't shoot me.  They want me alive so they can use my name on 

crappy books.

SADASSA:  Are you going to cooperate with them?

PHIL:  I told them I'd rather be shot.

SADASSA:  Good.  Good for your soul.  I'm proud of you.

(She reaches out and takes PHIL's hand)

PHIL:  The Mind-Screwers.  That's the first title.

SADASSA (laughs, then):  Perfect.  Well, leave it to a committee.  Art in America.  

The Mind-Screwers.  All right.

PHIL:  There won't be many more books by me after that.  Not from the description 
Vivian Kaplan gave me of it.

SADASSA:  But what about the sequels?  The first one'll be called The 


Underground City of the Mind-Screwers...

PHIL:  Why not a whole series?  Book after book of hideous worms dicking 


innocent Earthlings...

(PHIL and SADASSA both laugh, then a quiet moment follows; SADASSA looks away 
uneasily)
PHIL:  You okay?

SADASSA:  No.  I'm really scared, Phil.  I hate jail.  I was in County for two days 

once, because I didn't show up for a traffic ticket.  They put out an APB on me.  I had mono then; I was just out of the hospital.  Oh well, I guess I'm not even going into jail this time.

PHIL:  I'm sorry.

SADASSA:  It's okay.  We put up a good fight; we did a good job.  We were always 

doomed; we never had a chance, but that's not our fault.  All we had was an idea that should have done it.  But they had us before - you know.  Before we could act.

PHIL:  Nicholas thought you had a great deal more.

SADASSA:  Nicholas... well, I can only hope he was right.

(The door opens and VIVIAN, BILL and the AGENTS re-enter)

VIVIAN:  Time's up.

(SADASSA and PHIL rise, clinging to each other)

SADASSA:  Don't tell them how lousy their books are.  Let them find out the hard 

way.

(PHIL suddenly grabs her in a final, compassionate embrace; he kisses her briefly, then 

lets the AGENTS take her from his grasp.  They start to lead her outside, but 

VIVIAN stops them)
VIVIAN:  No, wait.  Do it right here.  Bill.

(BILL eyes her in shock, but steps into position.  PHIL stares in horror)

PHIL:  Oh, please, no -

(The lights suddenly go to black, and in the darkness a single shot rings out)

Scene Eighteen
The lights come up for FREMONT's final speech from the upper stage.  He's standing 

for the delivery.
FREMONT:  Friends, together we have come so far in the fight to free our country 

from the corruptions eating at it from within; and yet the battle is yet to be won.  That's why I'm asking you to join me in saying, Yes, President Fremont, we support you; yes, President Fremont, we know you will lead us to victory; yes, President Fremont, we want you to have another four years to achieve these great goals; yes, we will vote Fremont in 2000!

(FREMONT raises both his arms in 'victory' gesture, then as the lights come down 

slowly on him, he holds the pose, a shadowed figure ruling the lower stage as the lights come up there.  The light on the lower stage is harsh, and we see PHIL, now dressed in rags, covered in grime, hoisting a heavy sledgehammer.  Another prisoner, LEON, enters, carrying two wrapped sandwiches and two tin cups of water)
LEON:  Phil... hey, knock off work and have lunch.  We got half an hour.

(PHIL gratefully sets down his burden and joins LEON on a bench.  They begin eating, 

talking around mouthfuls of food)
LEON:  So what'd you used to do, anyway?

PHIL:  I was a writer.

LEON:  Hey, no kiddin'!

PHIL:  What'd you do that got you in here, Leon?

LEON:  Me?  I was only a plumber.  'Course I was a plumber who had a copy 


machine in the basement.  (He grins, then)  Guess we're both kinda writers, 

'cause they nailed me for my flyers.

(PHIL smiles back at LEON, then)

LEON:  Did you belong to Aramchek?

PHIL:  No.

LEON:  You know anything about it?

PHIL:  Two friends of mine belonged to it.

LEON:  They're dead?

PHIL:  Yes.

LEON:  What's it all about?  What do they teach?

PHIL:  I don't know if it teaches.  All I know about it is what my friends believed.

LEON:  So tell me.

PHIL:  They believed that there's a greater intelligence in the sky, above the stars, 

who guides us, and that we're all part of a vast plan.

LEON:  But that's not a political idea.  I thought Aramchek was a political 


organization; you know, subversive.

PHIL:  It is.

LEON:  But that's a religious idea.  They been talking about that for five thousand 

years.

PHIL:  Well, that's Aramchek.  An organization guided by a supreme benign entity.

LEON:  You think it's true?  Did you believe it?

PHIL:  Almost.

LEON:  What church do you belong to?

PHIL:  None.

LEON:  You're a strange guy.  Do the Aramchek people hear this supreme entity?

PHIL:  They did.  They will again, someday.

LEON:  Did you ever hear him?

PHIL:  No.  I wish I had.

LEON:  The man says they're subversive.  They're trying to overthrow Fremont.

PHIL:  That's true.

LEON:  Then I'm all for 'em.  I might even be willing to run off some flyers for 'em.  
(Then, in a low voice)  I got some of my flyers hidden away in my backyard, where I lived.  Under a big rhododendron plant, in a coffee can.  I espoused justice, truth and freedom.  You interested?

PHIL:  Very much.

LEON:  Of course we got to get out of here first.  That's the hard part.  But I'm 

working on it.  I'll figure something out.  You think Aramchek would take 

me?

PHIL:  Yes.  I think they already have.

LEON:  Because I really can't get anywhere alone.  I need help.  You say you think 

they've taken me already?  But I never heard any voice.

PHIL:  Your own voice is that voice.  People have heard it through the ages.  Most 

just don't listen.

LEON:  Well.  How 'bout that.  Nobody ever said that to me before.  Thanks.  (He 

eats, then)  So did believing what they did get 'em anywhere?

PHIL:  No.  At least not in this world.

LEON:  Sorry, pal, but there has to be something here first.  Some other world is 

not enough.  Because this is where the suffering is.  This is where the injustice and imprisonment is.  Like us, the two of us.  We need it here.  Now.  It may be fine for them, but what about us?

(PHIL tries weakly to respond)

PHIL:  I -

(He gives up, shrugging)

LEON:  Hey, Phil, I'm sorry.  I can see you loved your two friends and you miss 

them, and maybe they're flying around somewhere in the sky, zipping here and there and being spirits and happy.  But you and I and six billion other people are not, and until it changes here it won't be enough, Phil; not enough.  Despite some supreme guy in the sky.  He has to do something for us here, and that's the truth.  If you believe in the truth - well, that's it.  The harsh unpleasant truth.

PHIL:  Leon, in my opinion you're braver than any of us.  You did it all by yourself, 

with no divine voices to instruct you or guide you.  Only your human heart.

(Just then a KID bops by on the upper stage, boogeying to a ghetto blaster.  LEON looks 

up and sees the kid)
LEON:  Hey, kid!  Be smarter than us and stay outta here!

(As PHIL hears the song from the KID's radio, he suddenly freezes in shock)

PHIL:  Wait, Leon - listen!

(They do, and hear the lyrics being sung)

LYRICS:  Evubody present,


       Hey hey.


       Evubody present,


       The people say.


       Evubody's president at


       PARTY TIME


       Evubody here


       Have a good climb


       Try the big trick


       Love a grand chick.

LEON:  Hey, that's that group Alexander Hamilton.  They used to be my favorite -

PHIL:  But listen to the song!  That's it!

LEON:  That's what?!

PHIL:  He - they - got another record company to press it.  And it's out!  While Nick 
was decoying at Progressive, the hottest rock group in the country was 

recording it somewhere else!

(The KID bops offstage, but we still hear the music, faintly.  The lights come down to a 

single spot on PHIL, as we hear a pre-recorded thought)
PHIL:  It's in the wind now, Nicholas.  Soon it'll be everywhere.  The kids.  By the 

kids.

(Onstage, PHIL tilts his head back to laugh... and is suddenly bathed in the beam of 

pink light.  We hold on the scene for a moment - and then go to)
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