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Day and night are irrelevant throughout the play.

SCENE 1.

FADE IN:
INT. SOUND FX:  A HUMAN HEART BEATS.
FADE OUT:

OTHER # 1:
(CLOSE) Hey, we’re changing - what can it mean?

ONE # 2:


It means we’re drawing near to birth.

OTHER # 1:
(LOW) If the choice was mine I’d live here forever.

ONE # 2:


We must be born - it happened to all the others.

OTHER # 1:

(Frightened) I don’t want to be born.

ONE: # 2:

But, isn’t there life after birth?

OTHER # 1:
How can that be? Don't we shed our life cord and blood tissues? Have you ever spoken to the born? Has anyone re-entered the womb? No. If the purpose of conception ends in birth, then our life here is absurd. There is no Mother!

ONE # 2:
I think you’re wrong. Someone’s feeding us, watching over us. That someone is Mother. 

OTHER # 1:
(Aggressively) We get our nourishment; our world has always been here.
ONE # 1:
Behave. What are you saying? Someone or something had to bring us here. It couldn't have happened by accident… could it?

OTHER # 2:
Face facts One. If Mother exists - where is She? Have you ever seen Her? Does she talk to you? You invented Mother - it satisfies a need... (Fade voice here)…makes you feel happy, secure... pure wishful thinking…


SCENE 2.

FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER'S HEARTBEAT

FADE OUT:

OTHER # 2:
(CLOSE Stretching, sighs) Are you awake One?

ONE # 1:

(Yawning) Hummmm… yes.

OTHER # 2:
You must have been having a nightmare.

ONE # 1:
Oh, what makes you say that?

OTHER # 2:
The way you were punching the wall, like you were trying to get out… most peculiar.

INT SOUND FX: ONE SLAPS WALL
ONE # 1:
That's it! It's time!

OTHER # 2:

Oh, not that again!
ONE # 1:
I feel it, I can feel it, it's time already!
OTHER # 2:
(Resolute) Listen - you go if you want to - I'm staying put.

ONE # 1:
It’s a fact of life, we must leave.

OTHER # 2:
Don’t be so morbid. You frighten me to birth with it. 

ONE # 1:
Never fear, twin, all things must pass… 
(Fade speech here) …to know Mother is to love Mother…

SCENE 3.


FADE IN:


INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER'S HEARTBEAT.


FADE OUT:

OTHER # 2:
(In thought) If One wasn’t so serious it would be laughable. Who, in the right mind, wants to be born? And if there is a Mother - why doesn't She make an appearance? No, we only live once - it's down to us to make the most of it.


CROSSFADE TO:

ONE # 1:
(Still talking) … so you see, there’s nothing to fear.

OTHER # 2:
Because you imply we’re not long for this world –do me a favour will you?
ONE # 1:
(Suspiciously) If I can.
OTHER # 2:
Suppose you’re right and you get to the other side first… you can tell Mother my life has been made a
misery by this… this… concept, and that I want to be left alone.
ONE # 1:
Our eyes aren’t meant to see beyond this world, but when they’re opened Mother's answers will be given and true life will begin.

INT. SOUND FX:  OTHER’S KICKS MAKE THUDDING NOISES, RACING HEARTBEAT


ACCOMPANIED BY MOTHER'S HEAVILY MUFFLED YELL


FADE OUT:

ONE # 1:
(Excited) You hear that?

OTHER # 2:
(Uninterested) No.

ONE # 1:
Listen! Listen!

OTHER # 2:
(Agitated) I hear nothing… nothing unusual.

ONE # 1:
(Thoughtfully) What I hear are Mother-given signs that She is ready to receive us. Remember when we were young… we believed we could swim the long, arduous, journey home. We could survive our birth in much the same way, if you’d only give it the same conviction.
OTHER # 1:
(Irately) We only came through conception 
because we were stronger than our competitors. Some couldn’t swim straight. Others thought it an advantage having two tails; they were deceiving themselves - just as you are now.

ONE # 2:
(With confidence) Never, Other, never…


FADE OUT:


SCENE 4.

FADE IN:


EXT. SOUND FX:  RUSHING WATER,


CHATTERING DISTRESSED VOICES


WHIRLING ALONG.
SPERM ONE # 3:
(CLOSE / To himself. Voice slightly masked by chatter) Sink or swim, it’s down to me - got to make it. (breathing is heavy) Some of these, deformed, dying. Wait! Got to hold on. Swim over here friend! That’s right! Break through, yes! Yes!



(PAUSE)

SPERM ONE # 3:
(To himself, catching breath) At last, refuge. Somehow I know I’ll be safe here. Wonder if the other guy’s alright. Maybe I’m the only survivor. So many of those little guys, out there, had no chance. Many had broken tails, some 
  



(SPERM ONE#3/CONT’D. OVER)
(SPERM ONE#3/CONT.)


had two or more. Scores of them, motionless.

Others swam head over tail; disoriented. Yet

                                             
 here I am, gazing through this bubble at massacred beings. Have I been chosen - If so, for what?

SPERM OTHER # 1:
(To itself, recoiling) I feel sick to the tail. What is it that creates such carnage of living beings, encases me - isolates me in a shell of security? At least ONE other being escape this horror. I won’t have to suffer this fate alone.
SPERM ONE # 2:
(Excitedly to Sperm Other) I’m changing! Separating! What can it mean? Am I to become Others? Is that why I’m here? I feel there’s a Creator at work; rearranging; organizing; building me up into a superior being.

SPERM OTHER # 1:
(Angrily) No! Stop! I can’t take this disruption. Please, leave me alone! Aaaaaaaahhhh!!!!!

FADE OUT:

SCENE 5.
FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER’S HEARTBEAT.
FADE OUT:

ONE # 3:
(CLOSE) In all this time, you have never shown a hint of optimism.

OTHER # 1:
I don’t want to talk about it.
ONE # 2:
It’s no use sitting on the fence.
OTHER # 1:
Behave! What’s the point?
ONE # 2:
The point is, when we get out of here…
OTHER # 1:
(Abruptly cutting in) We are born!

ONE # 2:
(Losing patience) Of course we are born - it’s not the end.
OTHER # 1:
(Ignorantly nods to sleep, mumbling dissatisfaction)

FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX:  A FEW MUFFLED BARS OF JOHN WILLIAMS PLAYING RODRIGO’S ‘CONCERTO DE ARANJUEZ’. 




FADE TO:
ONE # 2:
(Whispers to himself) Praise be to Mother.





(PAUSE)

ONE # 2:
(Quietly sings) Mother serenades us; cares and protects us. The soft cell, a cradle until we are born.
CROSSFADE TO:
SCENE 6.

INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE ACOUSTIC. SOUND OF RADIO RECEIVER, VOICE OF GROUND CONTROL – HOUSTON VOICES SPEAK WITH AMERICAN ACCENTS.
G. CONTROL # 1:
(CLOSE) Venus 1, Venus 1, good morning from Mother


Earth… (bleep).
COMMANDER # 2:
(Happily surprised) Hi Zimmer, this is Venus 1. – Man, your voice is music to my ears.

G. CONTROL # 1:
Awful sorry guys, but we got to keep you busy today… (bleep).
COMMANDER # 2:

(Suspiciously) Guess I know what that means.

G. CONTROL # 1:
Yep, it’s time for your space walk – don’t forget the leash… (bleep).
INT. SOUND FX:  THE COMMANDER TAPS OUT COORDINATES ON FOREARM OF HIS SPACE SUITE

COMMANDER # 2:
(Laughs) Always the joker, that’s Zimmer.

NUMBER ONE # 3:
(C. Startled) Is that like… now Commander?

COMMANDER # 2:
(Flippantly) When’s the best time for you Number One?

NUMBER ONE # 3:
(Attentively) I’ll have the decompression chamber commissioned Sir.

COMMANDER # 1:
Number Two – my helmet please.

INT. SOUND FX:  HELMET CLICKS INTO PLACE, SPRING OF BOOTS ON (GRIDED) METAL PLATFORM, DEEP BREATHING. THE CLANK OF HATCH DOOR – DECOMPRESSION FROM CHAMBER.
COMMANDER # 1:
Open bay doors.
NUMBER ONE # 2:
Bay doors opening Commander.

COMMANDER # 1:
(To himself) And God said ‘Let there be light…’
FADE OUT:





SCENE 7.

FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER’S HEARTBEAT

FADE OUT:

ONE # 3:
(CLOSE) We are being watched. I saw a flash of light. Mother’s studying us. She even knows our gender.

OTHER # 4:
(Laughs mockingly) You worry me more than birth!

ONE # 3:
Personally, I can’t wait for birth.

OTHER # 4:
Just make sure you are in position; I’m looking forward to the space you’ll leave behind.

ONE # 1:
Enjoy it while you can, Other, it won’t last long.

OTHER # 2:
You can’t know that. You’ll be telling me She’s been talking to you next.
ONE # 1:
Not only has Mother spoken, but I can feel Her loving hands pressing against me.

INT. SOUND FX:  RUMBLING OF MOTHER’S INTESTINE.
OTHER # 2:
Ha! Wind and pressure.

ONE # 1:
She’s looking in on us, believe it - our relationship has just begun.

OTHER # 2:
And, just how do you suppose she can do that?

ONE # 1:
Mother works in mysterious ways.

OTHER # 2:
Mystery is how you can be so sure!

ONE # 1:
It’s simply a question of faith. ‘There are none so blind as those who will not see’.

OTHER # 2:
That remark is typical. You are so self-righteous!

ONE # 1:
Why should my faith in a Mother be any less than your conviction there isn’t one?

OTHER # 2:
I’m not going to answer that (yawns) I’m too tired.


INT. SOUND FX:  MUFFLED SOUNDS OF


MOTHER’S VOICE CAN BE HEARD AS IF IN SONG, IT FADES BEHIND STEADY HEARTBEAT. LAPPING OF WATER PROBABLY BOUGHT ABOUT BY ROCKING MOVEMENTS.
ONE # 1:
I can understand your apathy, Other, it won’t exclude you from birth. It will merely serve to enlighten you when the time comes. Our world is just a passing phase, a period 


of growth; a coming to terms of that which awaits us. 


You must be ready to accept birth. It’s as much a part of 


us, as we are a part of it - an unavoidable journey into


light and life. Please understand what I’m saying. There’s a being out there, trying to make contact with us. Listen to the sound of Mother’s dulcet tones as they filter through from the other side. Ask yourself; is it not the voice of our Creator?
OTHER # 2:
(Sleepily) Hmmm, oh, if you say so. (yawns)

FADE OUT:





SCENE 8.


FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE ACOUSTICS. MONITORING RADIO – COMMANDER’S PROGRESS.
NUMBER ONE # 3:
(CLOSE)…Satellite reconnaissance – all yours Commander.
INT. SOUND FX:  STATIC ACCOMPANIED BY WEIRD INCOHERENT VOICE OVER RADIO.
NUMBER TWO # 1:
Holy Mother! What was that?

NUMBER ONE # 2:
Hmmm sounds eerie, but it’s only an echo bouncing off a satellite, a scrambled signal.
NUMBER TWO # 1:
Extraneous voices anywhere else are fine. But up here, phew! That’s a real bowel buster.
NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Laughs) Whatever, it’s gone now.
NUMBER TWO # 1:
Sure as hell can’t be the Russkies, we’re alone in this sector.

NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Laughs again, flicks switches) Forget it.
NUMBER TWO # 1:
Guess you’re right, probably broadcasted aeons ago. God knows how advanced They are now, if They haven’t already annihilated Themselves.

NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Nonchalantly) Come on, Number Two, only humans’ do things like that.

NUMBER TWO # 1:
When I read about Cooper hearing these things, man I thought he’d flipped. 

(SLIGHT PAUSE)

NUMBER TWO # 1:
One thing’s for sure, the Pentagon certainly kept a lid on Apollo Eight’s encounter.

NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Breaking into radio contact with Commander) You’re T – minus ten minutes and looking good Commander.

COMMANDER # 1:
How are things back there Number One?… (bleep)
NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Ironically) Couldn’t be better Sir.

COMMANDER # 1:
There’s no atmosphere up here that’s for sure (bleep)… Okay Number One, keep me posted… (bleep)
NUMBER TWO # 3:
About the Apollo mission - did you know any of the crew personally?
NUMBER ONE # 2:
Frank Borman and I were on campus together.
NUMBER TWO # 3:
Wasn’t he the guy who reported UFO's in the lunar orbit?

NUMBER ONE # 2:
That's right. They turned out to be nothing more than shadows on the moon surface. At least that's what NASA said, after studying the pictures.

NUMBER TWO # 3:
And what do you think?

NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Confidently) Come on, Number One, it doesn't matter what I think. Listen, we get paid to record history - not write science fiction. 

NUMBER TWO # 3:
You don't deny the existence of extraterrestrial life forms then?

NUMBER ONE # 2:
I can't believe they exist, just as you can't believe they don't.

NUMBER TWO # 3:
And we forget about what we heard?
NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Becoming irate, impatient) Damn it, Number Two, we have to report everything - even static. If we tried to decode it, there'd be nothing conclusive.


CROSSFADE TO:


SCENE 9.

INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER'S HEARTBEAT.
OTHER # 2:
(CLOSE / To himself) So life is waiting for birth. One may be sure that Mother is waiting for him, yet feels insecure if he isn't constantly reminding himself, and me.

ONE # 3:
You're very quite Other, have I upset you?

OTHER # 2:
(Sarcastically) Has your Mother-given conscience told you

that?

ONE # 3:
I’d prefer to call it a bestowal of virtue. It's a gift we can't deny.

OTHER # 2:
Why wasn't I given this gift you speak of?

ONE # 3:
Look for it Other, you'll find it.

OTHER # 2:
With such feeble eyes?

ONE # 3:
We don't need eyes, but we do need ears. You must learn to distinguish internal sounds from those on the other side. 

OTHER # 2:
Sorry, twin, but you and I are worlds apart. All sounds come the same to me.

ONE # 1:
If you spent more time listening than sleeping, then you’d understand.

OTHER # 2:
(Angrily) I resent that!

ONE # 1:
Yes, I'm sure you do.

OTHER # 2:
Are you saying I can't hold an intelligent conversation?
ONE # 1:
No, and I am not trying to patronize either, but you're hardly given to mental pursuits. Since we've been together I've tried… 
(Sharper exchanges of conversation now take place)
OTHER # 2:
(Cutting in)… To convert me?

ONE # 1:
Yes, if you like, but only for your own good.

OTHER # 2:
You want to 'save me from myself', is that it?

ONE # 1:
You’re my sibling; of the same Mother, I can try. But only She can save us now.

OTHER # 2:
Perhaps I don't want to be ‘saved’.

ONE # 1:
Perhaps you are right.

OTHER # 2:
(Stabs and kicks the wall with thuds, like that of a punch bag) If this Mother thing is out there, I hope She’s listening.

INT. SOUND FX:  SUDDEN LOUD RACING HEARTBEAT. MUFFLED YELL - ANGUISHED VOICE OF MOTHER.
ONE # 1:
(Excitedly) Something’s happening!

OTHER # 2:
(Irately) Mother of Mother's!

CROSSFADE TO:
SCENE 10.

INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE -

PULSATING BUZZ OF ALERT BUTTON

GIVING CAUSE FOR ALARM.
N/B:  BUZZ RUNS CONTINUOUSLY IN THIS SCENE. PANIC IS SIGNIFIED BY SHUFFLING SOUNDS.

NUMBER ONE # 3:
(CLOSE / Gives continuous rapid-fire of orders) Check air gauge Number Two!

NUMBER TWO # 4: 
Checked!

NUMBER ONE # 3: 
Check air pressure!

NUMBER TWO # 4:
Checked!

NUMBER ONE # 3:
Check fuel consumption!

NUMBER TWO # 4:
Checked!

NUMBER ONE: # 3:
Check communications!

NUMBER TWO # 1:
Checked!

NUMBER ONE # 2:
And double check!


(PAUSE)

NUMBER TWO # 1:
Checking!

NUMBER ONE # 2:
What is it?


(LONGER PAUSE)

NUMBER TWO # 1:
It appears to be false, a false alarm Sir.
NUMBER ONE # 2:
(Sighs deeply, mumbles relief)


CROSSFADE TO:


SCENE 11.

INT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER’S RACING HEARTBEAT AND HER MUFFLED YELLS. THE SOUND OF OTHER STILL STABBING AND PUNCHING WALL.
ONE # 3:
(CLOSE / In a quandary) I, I don’t think you should be doing that.

OTHER # 4:
(Irate) Is Mother speaking? Is She?
ONE # 3:
Calm down Other.

OTHER # 1:
(Calmer) Can you think of a better way of venting your frustration?

ONE # 2:
Call it what you like, but I feel an inner strength of well-being. Your frustration is a negative response to our existence.

OTHER # 1:
One, you’re the limit.

ONE # 2:
No, Mother’s the limit – the limit to all our knowledge. Have you ever wondered what she might look like?

OTHER # 1:
I only wonder about your sanity, dear One.

ONE # 2:
No One, or Other, is perfect.
OTHER # 1:
(Sarcastically) Except Mother of course.

ONE # 2:
She created us. She would have to be, wouldn’t She?

OTHER # 1:
(More sarcasm) Well now, do I sense an air of doubt?

ONE # 2:
No, never. She gave us our existence and with it a reason for birth. What could be more perfect than that?


(PAUSE)

OTHER # 1:
I believe at birth there is absolutely nothing.

ONE # 2:
Would you say everything has an opposite Other?

OTHER # 1:

I suppose so.

ONE # 1:
(Confidently) Then, I would say, at birth there is absolutely everything, therefore you can assume I’m right.

OTHER # 2:
(Angrily) Damn you One! That’s right; trick me with your words!

ONE # 1:
(Nonchalantly) Ha! It would be a good trick if it were to convince you.

OTHER # 2:
Very droll, but you are forgetting one thing. You’re trying 
to convince yourself. Why don’t you put your mind at rest? Resign yourself to the fact, we are here - and nothing else matters.

ONE # 1:
What you think matters a great deal to me. It is only natural. Certainly Mother will not detract from us.
INT. SOUND FX:  OTHER LASHES OUT CONTEMPTUOUSLY AT WALL, GROANING HIS DISQUIETUDE.

FADE OUT:


SCENE 12.


FADE IN:




INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE –





STATIC OVER RADIO.
NUMBER TWO # 3:
(CLOSE / edgy) I have the strangest feeling that voice was a warning.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
Warning? Warning of what?

NUMBER TWO # 2:
I don’t know, an impending disaster. Maybe something good; an omen maybe.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Tiring) Your waffling again Number Two.

NUMBER TWO # 2:
Yes Sir, sorry Sir.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
I shouldn’t need to remind you that we’ve got the world’s 

most expensive machine under our butts. If anything were to go wrong, well… you don’t need me to spell it out.




INT. SOUND FX:  INCOHERENT VOICE

DELIVERS A STRANGE – MORE MENACING MESSAGE OVER RADIO.
NUMBER TWO # 2:
Goddamn! That thing’s got me spooked. What the hell does it mean?
NUMBER ONE # 1:
Don’t you think you’re over reacting Number Two.

NUMBER TWO # 2:
No Sir, our training doesn’t allow it.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Annoyed) Ground Control expects honest assertion – that means facts, Number Two, not bull. You got that?

NUMBER TWO # 2:
Yes Sir.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Still annoyed) Let me tell you something you may not be aware of. If NASA were to get even a whisper of what you’re inferring, we’d be out on our butt-ends quicker than (clicks his fingers) so, if you want to hold you head up, no more talk about little greys - okay?


(PAUSE)


(His tone changes – instantly – softer)

NUMBER ONE # 1:
Now, I wonder what the Commander’s at.

EXT. SOUND FX:  COMMANDER HUMMING TO HIMSELF.
COMMANDER # 2:
(To himself) God it’s lonely out here, funny really.


I remember a time, just before graduation, 
Mom and Dad rowing over what they thought
would be the best for me. (Snipping sound of cutting gear) Ahhh!  All the time I was thinking, hell, gimmie some space, now, here I am.
EXT. SOUND FX:  NUMBER ONE’S VOICE OVER COMMANDER’S HEADPHONES.
NUMBER ONE # 1:
You’re T – minus fifteen minutes Commander… (bleep)


COMMANDER # 2:
Just five more and we should be there… (bleep)
(To himself) Come on you swine – tighten! (Clank of spanner on nut)… Phew!
NUMBER ONE # 1:
I don’t wish to bother you Sir, but with regard to your headphones, have you heard anything, unusual… (bleep)
COMMANDER # 1:
No, Number One, everything’s functioning perfectly. Do you have a problem?… (bleep)
NUMBER ONE # 2:
I err; I don’t think so sir… (ironically) at least nothing that can’t be explained… (bleep)
COMMANDER # 1:
That’s what I like to hear Number One. And out… (bleep)
EXT: SOUND FX:  CONTINUES HIS INCESSANT HUMMING, ACCOMPANIED BY THE CLANKING OF SPANNER.
CROSSFADE TO:

INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE ACOUSTICS.
NUMBER TWO # 3:
I understand you not wanting to alarm the Commander, Number One Sir, but ‘nothing that can’t be explained?’
NUMBER ONE # 2:
Just for the record I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that.

NUMBER TWO # 3:
Sorry Sir. With respect, I feel you’re making a mistake, a big mistake.

NUMBER ONE # 2:
How so Number Two?


(PAUSE)

NUMBER TWO # 3:
I believe the voice you heard was a warning. The Commander should have been told. Our lives could be in danger.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Laughs) From what?

NUMBER TWO # 2:
From whatever it was Sir.

NUMBER ONE # 1:
Listen buddy, the only warning signs around here are coming from me. If I allowed you to disrupt the running of this mission, Venus 1 could be in doubt. Be a good guy, let me get on with the job – okay?

NUMBER TWO # 2:
Yes Sir, but…
NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Yawns) Let’s give Zimmer and the rest of the guys some credit. God knows they deserve it. Hold the reins, Number Two, I’m (yawns again) turning in for sixty.

NUMBER TWO # 2:
Yes Sir, holding.

NUMBER TWO # 2:
(To himself) Of all the pig-headed, the man’s about as sensitive as a chain-saw. He’s probably got as many teeth. Should I inform the Commander of the voice? It seems pretty obvious he didn’t pick it up, or would he be like Number One – obdurate. While One’s taking a snooze I’ll have another listen…
INT. SOUND FX:  NUMBER TWO REWINDS TAPE, TAPE EMITS SQUEAL, CLICK OF BUTTON FOLLOWED BY CLICK OF PLAY. FIRST VOICE FOLLOWED BY SECOND, MORE MENACING. (AS HEARD BEFORE)

NUMBER TWO # 2:
Something’s wrong, I know it…


FADE OUT:





SCENE 13.


FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX: OTHER LETTING RIP AT WALL WITH THUNDEROUS PUNCHES.
OTHER # 1: 
(CLOSE) Mother! Mother! Mother! (one punch for each Mother) I swear to you, if I hear that name mentioned again I’ll…

ONE # 2:
(Cutting In) Think Other. Think about what your life here means. What is to come.

OTHER # 1:
Aaaaahhhh!
ONE # 2:
Be still. Blind frustration is useless. Save your strength for birth. I feel you want it as much as I – but be patient. It will come soon.

OTHER # 1:
You presume too much. I just want to be left alone.

ONE # 2:
If, Mother willing, She decides that I am born first that’s the way it will be.
OTHER # 1:
(Sarcastically, almost pleading) Put it to Her One. If She speaks to you – ask Her!

ONE # 2:
There are so many questions; so few answers.

OTHER # 1:
I thought you had all the answers.

ONE # 2:
No.

OTHER # 1:
Then you’re lying!

ONE # 2:
Why should I be lying?

OTHER # 1:
You want to get rid of me!

ONE # 2:
I’m your twin, I love you.

OTHER # 1:
Save it!

INT. SOUND FX: OTHER’S ARMS AND  LEGS LASHING OUT AT WALL – MOTHER’S MUFFLED YELL GOES UNNOTICED.
ONE # 2:
Shhhh! Be still!

OTHER # 1:
I won’t! I won’t!
ONE # 2:
(Sighs) Merciful Mother.

ONE # 2:
(To himself) Why is Other so obstinate? I must think of another approach… if I were to lose him in this state, I’d 
never forgive myself. Alright, so he doesn’t want to
believe there’s Mother. Every time I say something to support Her existence, he’ll deny it. If I look at it from his side, he will see through it; say I’m after pushing him out or something equally absurd. Am I really so self-assured as not to be sceptical? Could there be a shred of doubt that’s disabling me, preventing Other from sharing this stepping-stone to another life?
INT. SOUND FX:  OTHER’S OCCASIONAL THRUST OF A FOOT AT THE WALL.
OTHER # 1:
What have I done to deserve this?

ONE # 2:
What has either of us done? Do we even deserve each other? As I said, there are many more questions than answers, most everything is clear to me.

OTHER # 1:
(Sarcastically) I really do feel pleased for you One. It does my heart good to know that.

ONE # 2:
You’re not helping yourself with that tone.

OTHER # 1:
I don’t care.

ONE # 2:
I must admit though, there is something puzzling me.

OTHER # 1:
(More sarcasm) My twin, puzzled?

ONE # 2:
I mean, with all that remonstrating of yours, the wonder is we are still here.
OTHER # 1:
What are you saying?

ONE # 2:
Sometimes I feel the wall tightening, usually after one of your tantrums.

OTHER # 1:
(Still more sarcasm) Another one of Mother’s signs that She’s ready to receive us?
ONE # 2:
(Nonchalantly) Maybe. We are growing out of this world. The walls are closing in. One of us will have to go.

INT. SOUND FX: OTHER ASSAULTS WALL CONTINUOUSLY THROUGHOUT SCENE, MORE MUFFLED YELLS FROM MOTHER. 

OTHER # 1:
(Vehemently) What are you waiting for then? You know the general direction. Go! Go now!
ONE # 2:
(Calmly) Our waters are still with us. Nothing will happen while we are protected by them.


CROSSFADE TO:


SCENE 14.

INT. SOUND FX: CLATTER OF METEORITE FRAGMENTS HITTING COMMAND MODULE, BUZZING ALERT BUTTON – CREW SHUFFLING UNEASILY – THEN FADE TO NORMAL COMMAND MODULE ACOUSTICS. 
NUMBER ONE # 3:
(CLOSE) Any communication with the Commander, Number Two?

NUMBER TWO # 4:
Nothing Sir – the storm of meteorite fragments must have knocked out his radio.
NUMBER ONE # 3:
Christ! I’ll have to retrieve him.


(PAUSE)
NUMBER ONE # 3:
Quickly – my helmet man!

NUMBER TWO # 4:
Ye… yes Sir!

INT. SOUND FX:  HELMET CLICKS INTO PLACE, DEEP BREATHING, BOOTS SPRING ONTO METAL GRIDED PLATFORM, CLANK OF HATCH DOOR, DECOMPRESSION FROM CHAMBER.
NUMBER ONE # 1:
(Outside module, radios transmitting) Commander, It’s Number One… You’re too far away to tell if you’re hurt… Can you read me Sir? (bleep… a faint hissing sound can be heard)

COMMANDER # 2:
(Mostly static) …I read you Number One… can’t move though, umbilical cord – entangled! (bleep)

FADE OUT:
SCENE 15.


FADE IN:

INT. SOUND FX: THUD OF OTHER ASSAULTING WALL, MUFFLED YELLS AND DEEP BREATHING OF MOTHER, SUDDEN BURST OF WATER.
ONE # 3:
(CLOSE) Something’s happening! Mother’s chosen you first!
OTHER # 4:
(Winces) For Mother’s sake! Now’s not the time for your philosophy. Save me!

ONE # 3:
(With sympathy but excited) You’re in position, it happens that way. There’s nothing I can do.

OTHER # 1:
(Frightened, croaking) The cord’s tightening around my neck… don’t want to go… I have so much to learn! 
ONE # 2:
(Shouting) I’ll follow you! Mother’s waiting! The pain won’t last long! Soon we’ll be together…

EXT. SOUND FX:  MOTHER SCREAMS, SQUELCHING, THE CRY OF A NEWBORN BABY.



CROSSFADE TO:

SCENE 16.


INT. SOUND FX:  COMMAND MODULE


ACOUSTICS.
NUMBER TWO # 3:
(CLOSE / Solemnly) Venus 1 to Ground Control (repeats) This is Number Two at the helm.

G. CONTROL # 4:
We read you Number Two… (Bleep)
NUMBER TWO # 3:
Zimmer… I got to tell you… it’s with deep regret that I have to report the loss of both c r e w m e m b e r s. 

LAST WORD REVERBERATES 

CROSSFADES TO:
SCENE 17.

INT. SOUND FX:  MORNING CHORUS, AN ALARM CLOCK BLEEPING. COUGHING, SIGHING, BED COVERS RUFFLE, SWISH OF CURTAINS BEING UNDRAWN. AMBIANT SOUND.
FADE TO SILENCE:

THE END
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