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 [The basement is dimly lit. A delirious DYING MAN is lying on a straw mattress in one corner. He groans and moans in pain. He hears strange music, opens his eyes and stares into the distance. From the shadows emerges a spectre - a beautiful, seductive  WOMAN, half-naked. She dances enticingly in front of the DYING MAN, a feverish and agitated dance. The DYING MAN rises with difficulty and tries to capture the vision fluttering in front of him]

THE DYING MAN:  My beauty!... I'm here! Here! Don't go away! Come to me! Here! Don't leave me! Don't let me die without one last---  

[He almost succeeds in catching THE WOMAN, but she vanishes and he collapses to the ground. THE PRIEST enters, rushes to the aid of THE DYING MAN]

THE PRIEST [Puts his arms around THE DYING MAN to support him]: My son. My poor, poor dying man.  

THE DYING MAN [Mistaking THE PRIEST for THE WOMAN]: Oh, at last, at last...my beauty...

[Kisses THE PRIEST]  

Oh, to lie between your legs, to feel your body, to die in your arms...

THE PRIEST:  Stop! Stop this rubbish at once!

THE DYING MAN [Opens his eyes, realizes his error, cringes in horror]: Ugh! Ugh!

[Tries to take a step or two, collapses]

THE PRIEST: My son... Wake up, my son.

THE DYING MAN: The woman. Where is the beautiful woman?

THE PRIEST: What beautiful woman?

THE DYING MAN: She was here. I saw her.

THE PRIEST: Sinful visions and hallucinations arising from a sick, rotting body and evil soul, my son. There are no women here, only good and virtuous nuns.  

[With fervour]

This is a hospital, my son. In the crypt of the chapel of the Carmelite Convent. All those around you are dying, like you. Lepers, consumptives, victims of cholera and the plague. You are being looked after by a good, kind nun. She asked me to talk to you.

THE DYING MAN: But the woman promised... I asked her... to comfort  me, before my... my....

THE PRIEST: Before your passing away.  I shall comfort you in her place.

THE DYING MAN: I prefer the woman.

THE PRIEST: Poor, poor, blind sinner. Can't you feel the devil perching on your shoulder? Let me help you. Let us have a little chat, you and I. It will do you the world of good. 

[Helps the DYING MAN to a corner, sits down downstage of him]   

Well, shall we talk, then?

THE DYING MAN: What about?

THE PRIEST [Cheerfully]: I have in store for you something really sublime. We call it 'repentance'.

THE DYING MAN: What!?

THE PRIEST: Re-pen-tance. Beautiful, sublime word. You are a poor, sick, doomed, dying creature. Very soon, you will face your maker. Luckily, I  am here to help you. One of a holy man's holiest duties is to sustain those who are about to leave the world forever. 

THE DYING MAN: Water!

THE PRIEST: The dying man feels a great thirst for spiritual uplift, transcending all the woes of...

THE DYING MAN: Please, water!

THE PRIEST: Pardon?

THE DYING MAN: I'm thirty.

THE PRIEST: Good, good.

[Sits downstage, with his back to the DYING MAN, takes a book out of his pocket, reads]  

'In the last hour, the scales drop from the eyes of the deluded man. He turns to God. The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me lie down in green pastures, he leadeth me beside the still waters...'

THE DYING MAN: Yes, yes, water.

THE PRIEST: He sees a vision - all his errors, all the sins of his life... Blasphemy. Obscenity. Fornication.

[THE WOMAN enters, upstage. She goes to the DYING MAN. She is wearing what looks like a very revealing nun's habit]

THE WOMAN [In a sweet, seductive voice]: Pardon me, Father...

THE PRIEST [Without looking]: Yes, Sister?

THE WOMAN: This man is very sick.

THE PRIEST [Cheerfully]: Better still, he is about to expire.

THE WOMAN: May I offer him a drink, Father?

PRIEST: Yes, yes, sister. But, quick. The needs of the flesh are dwarfed but those of the spirit.

THE WOMAN:  Yes, father. The spirit.  

[Gives the DYING MAN a bottle. With emphasis, more to THE DYING MAN than to THE PRIEST]  

Spirit.

PRIEST [Oblivious to what goes on behind his back]: As the prophet Isaiah said: 'I will choose their delusions and will bring fears upon them because, when I called, none did answer. When I spake, they did not hear. But they did evil before mine eyes.'

[THE PRIEST goes on reading, silently. THE DYING MAN drinks from the bottle, reacts as to a strong spirit]

THE WOMAN [Whispers]: Brandy.

THE DYING MAN: It's you!

THE WOMAN: Shush.

[THE WOMAN passionately fondles and kisses THE DYING MAN as THE PRIEST speaks, unaware of what goes on behind his back]

THE PRIEST: You are the most notorious libertine and fornicator in the city of Paris. Change your ways, before it is too late. Remember: the pleasures of the flesh are but illusions. Shadows. Women's kisses are Serpent's bites. Poisonous. Eve is a temptress, a criminal. Her embraces are sinful. They vex the mind of men, they dilute their strength. Look at me: Sworn to celibacy, never touched by a female. I am powerful, healthy, pious, holy, happy in my love of our Saviour. Remember that!

THE DYING MAN [To THE WOMAN]: Remember me.

THE WOMAN: I will.  

[Goes out]

THE PRIEST:  Do you or don't you repent?!

THE DYING MAN: I do! I do repent!

THE PRIEST:  Rejoice! Rejoice! Rejoice in the pain of remorse. Remember that only through the Holy Sacrament will God forgive your sins.

THE DYING MAN: You don't understand.

THE PRIEST:  I do, I do.

THE DYING MAN: I said I repented.

THE PRIEST: Yes, you did, my son. So you did. I heard you say, 'I do repent'.

THE DYING MAN: I do repent - bitterly - of my omissions. I do regret that, in the whole of my life, I dared pick only a handful of cherries when I could have reaped a rich harvest of sweet, exciting exotic fruit. I repent of stupidity, when I struggled against my own nature, my desires to deny myself pleasures that I richly deserved. This I repent. This I regret. This makes me bitter at the moment of death. Nature, my Goddess, forgive my blindness.

THE PRIEST: My son, your errors have dragged you into the abyss. Don't you know the truth about Nature?

THE DYING MAN: I do.

THE PRIEST: Oh, no, you don't. Your errors have dragged you into the abyss. Can't you see that God created Nature and not Nature God. And yet, you imply that the thing created, Nature, has powers that belong to the Creator. Can't you see the truth?

THE DYING MAN: What truth?

THE PRIEST: The simple fact is that your desires, your passions, do not arise from real Nature.

THE DYING MAN: That's absurd. Of course they arise from Nature.

THE PRIEST: Ah, yes. But which Nature? Not from God's Nature.

THE DYING MAN: Human Nature.

THE PRIEST: Oh, no. From Corrupted Nature.

THE DYING MAN: Corrupted Nature?

THE PRIEST: Corrupted Nature. As simple as ABC.

THE DYING MAN: Come closer... Your arguments are as stupid, as twisted, as false as your thoughts. Either speak to me rationally, logically, or shut up and let me die in peace.

THE PRIEST: All right, I'll be quiet.

THE DYING MAN: Thank you.

THE PRIEST: I'll pray for your salvation. Quietly.

THE DYING MAN: I'd rather you didn't pray for me at all.

THE PRIEST: I must perform my duties. 

[Kneels, prays]

THE DYING MAN: Look here... I say... You wanted to have a chat with me. I'd rather you spoke to me than prayed. I shall ask you some questions and you can reply to me.

THE PRIEST: Oh, all right. Go ahead.

THE DYING MAN: You mentioned Nature and its 'Creator'. What is the identity of this anonymous 'Creator'?

THE PRIEST [Scandalised]: Oh, my God!

THE DYING MAN [Points upwards]: Ah, him... I see.

THE PRIEST: Oh, die in misery! 

[Walks away]

THE DYING MAN: Wait! Don't run away! Have you forgotten? I am in need of comfort, remember? Salvation...

THE PRIEST: You know full well what I mean by 'Creator'.

THE DYING MAN: All right, let's assume that I do, axiomatically speaking.

THE PRIEST: Axiomatically?!

THE DYING MAN: Whichever way you want.

THE PRIEST: Ah, that's a step forward.

THE DYING MAN: Now tell me what did you mean by 'corrupt nature@?

THE PRIEST: That's easy... it means... er...

THE DYING MAN: Yes? Go on.

THE PRIEST: Don't rush me! It means... in simple words... how shall I put it? Don't rush me... Well, I have it. The Creator... You see, the Creator...

THE DYING MAN: Yes, I see.

THE PRIEST: The Creator is the master of the universe.

THE DYING MAN: If you say so.

THE PRIEST: I do. I do say so. The Creator created the universe and made everything that is in it. Yes, he made it all and he keeps it ticking along. That is how it is. Ticking along. From the beginning of time.

THE DYING MAN: I see...

THE PRIEST: Good! Excellent! Let us pray.

THE DYING MAN: Wait. Wait a moment. You have to tell me something. How does the Creator keep the world `ticking along'?

THE PRIEST: With his powers. His omnipotence.

THE DYING MAN: If he has so much power, why did he create 'corrupted mature'?

THE PRIEST: Because the Creator has respect for man and ,therefore, gave him free will, to choose good - that is, nature, or evil - corrupted nature.

[THE DYING MAN laughs]

I am glad I amuse you.

THE DYING MAN: You are a joker, my friend. Do you realise what you have just told me? That your 'omnipotent' deliberately perverted his own creation, just in order to tempt us poor human beings.

THE PRIEST: We can always resist temptation.

THE DYING MAN: Can you?

THE PRIEST: Always.

THE DYING MAN: I can't. Didn't your Creator know that about me?

THE PRIEST: Of course he did. He wanted to give you the benefit of choice.

THE DYING MAN: Why? Yes, why? Wouldn't it have been simpler to create a world of perfection in the first place? Can you tell me why the world is not perfect?

THE PRIEST: I have no idea.

[THE DYING MAN laughs]  

No one can penetrate God's vast and infinite schemes for Man. Who can understand all the components of the universal grand design.

THE DYING MAN: My friend, tell me... Why do you pin on some invented 'god' what has achieved by nature.

THE PRIEST: Nothing has been achieved by 'nature'. Nothing!

THE DYING MAN: Everything! Everything. Perfect you body and, through your body, sharpen your mind. Then, use the logic of your mind, to understand nature.

THE PRIEST: Through my body?

THE DYING MAN: Body and mind go together. In the end, you will give up all your prejudices and no longer need God.

THE PRIEST: Wretched man! Can't you see proof of God's creation all around us? Day in, day out! No, I have nothing more to say to you! You are blind!

THE DYING MAN: Am I? The difference between us is that you put the blindfold on your own eyes, while |I try to take it off mine. You invent, you dream, you complicate matters. I search, I simplify. You heap error upon error; I reject the all. Which of us is blind?

THE PRIEST: Tell me the truth: are you, God forbid, an atheist?!

THE DYING MAN: In a word, yes.

THE PRIEST: You don't believe in God?

[THE DYING MAN laughs]

Tell me!

THE DYING MAN: In a word, no... Do you?  

[Moans in pain, about to lie down]

THE PRIEST: Wait. Can you tell my why you... you don't believe in... Him?

THE DYING MAN: Yes, I can tell you why. Because I cannot believe in what I don't understand. Understanding is the foundation of faith. When understanding stops, faith dies. When those who can have no faith tell us otherwise, they lie, they cheat, they deceive.

THE PRIEST: How dare you accuse you of fraud!

THE DYING MAN: I dare, because you cannot possibly believe in your 'God'.

THE PRIEST: And why can't I believe in Him?

THE DYING MAN: Because you cannot demonstrate him to me, or even define him. Because you cannot produce a single coherent argument in his favour. Because anything beyond the limits and scope of the human mind us either an illusion or pointless. I would be mad to believe in an illusion, wouldn't I?

THE PRIEST: You speak in abstracts.

THE DYING MAN: I speak common sense. Prove to me that nature is not self-sufficient and I shall let you believe that some higher power controls it. Until then, expect nothing from me. I accept only evidence. 

THE PRIEST: How about evidence to prove your point of view?

THE DYING MAN: I have evidence. The sun.

THE PRIEST: The sun?

THE DYING MAN: Anything wrong with the sun? I believe in science and, therefore, in the sun.

THE PRIEST: Are you a sun worshiper? A heathen?

THE DYING MAN: I see the sun, and so do you. I understand its periodic changes. They please me. but don't surprise me, because I understand that they are just the result of mechanical forces. Your 'god', on the other hand, is an imaginary machine you have invented to suit your particular temperament. If you want an non-existent god, that is your business. Hallelujah. But the moment your 'god' interferes in my affairs, I kick him out of my way.

THE PRIEST: You disgust me! Show respect!

THE DYING MAN: I am a dying man. To me, respect is a luxury I can ill afford. Now is the time for peace and meditation. Don't punish me with your inventions and sermons.

THE PRIEST: I am trying to save your soul.

THE DYING MAN: My soul and I need no help from you. We have been getting on together very nicely for years. And do you know why? Because it was the will of Mature. Nature, which one day made me do good and the next - evil. Nature, which compelled me to satisfy all my desires. All of them. According to the whim of Nature.

THE PRIEST: This is a very fickle attitude, my son.

THE DYING MAN: If human attitudes are fickle, as you say, it is only because nature wants us to be 'fickle'.

THE PRIEST: And that, you say, is correct and desirable.?!

THE DYING MAN: I can't give it a name. All I know is that mature exists and that we are part if it and must obey its laws, while what you call 'god' is just a word. A fancy word. Nothing more.

THE PRIEST: Ohm God almighty, please forgive this sinner.

THE DYING MAN: I want no forgiveness! Let me be!

THE PRIEST: I am only...

THE DYING MAN: Go away!

THE PRIEST: Adieu, then...

THE DYING MAN: Adieu.

[THE PRIEST tries to make the sign of the cross over the head of THE DYING MAN]

No don't!

[THE PRIEST goes out. THE DYING MAN lies still]

BLACKOUT

[After a short pause, quiet laughter is heard. The lights go on to reveal THE DYING MAN sitting up, supported by THE WOMAN]

THE DYING MAN: I didn't recognise you at first.

THE WOMAN: I was a 'spectre', wasn't I?

THE DYING MAN: And I tried to catch you.

THE WOMAN: Like a butterfly.

THE DYING MAN: A black and white butterfly.

THE WOMAN: Well, now that you have me in your hand, what have got in mind for me?

[Giggles, kisses THE DYING MAN]

THE DYING MAN: Have mercy on a poor sinner, sister.

THE WOMAN [Laughs]: Sister... Do you like me in this?  

[Parades in front of THE DYING MAN]  

I got it from a real nun, who fell desperately in love with me. Whenever I wear it, I feel 'godly'. I think I shall enter a convent, when I'm finished with the brothel.

THE DYING MAN: So, you seduce women now.

THE WOMAN: You taught me, to. Remember? You used to tell me what you had in mind for the future.

THE DYING MAN: In my 'godless republic'.

THE WOMAN: You said that your republic would 'establish all over the city houses where men and women of all ages would fulfill their natural desires: man with woman, man with man, woman with woman, as in Ancient Greece...' Woman with woman. The nun loved it.

THE DYING MAN: Go on. go on.

THE WOMAN: 'In the future, no woman will belong to one man, like a slave... but to all men, free, for pleasure, which is what nature wants us to enjoy. Pleasure!

THE PRIEST [Off]: My son!  My son!

[THE WOMAN moves to one side. THE PRIEST enters. He is very excited]

Sister, please leave us, we have a very important discussion.

THE WOMAN [Wriggling behind THE PRIEST'S back]: Yes, Father.

[She goes out. THE PRIEST, suspicious, turns his head. But THE WOMAN has gone]

THE DYING MAN: Father, you wanted to speak with me.

THE PRIEST: Oh, yes. It has just occurred to me that there is something wrong with your logic.

THE DYING MAN: Possibly. Everything is possible.

THE PRIEST: You say that everything in the universe is supervised.

THE DYING MAN: Yes. It is.

THE PRIEST: You agree with me?

THE DYING MAN: Well, yes.

THE PRIEST: Thank you, my son, thank you.

THE DYING MAN: What for?

THE PRIEST: For admitting that there is a Supreme Being.

THE DYING MAN: What 'supreme being'?

THE PRIEST: If the world is supervised, as you and I say, it follows, logically, that there is a boss to regulate the universe. In another words, God, with his supreme wisdom.

THE DYING MAN: Listen to me. Imagine a barrel of gunpowder. What do you need to make it explode?

THE PRIEST: Gunpowder.

THE DYING MAN: A barrel of powder.

THE PRIEST: A spark.

THE DYING MAN: Exactly. A spark. Not a Supreme Being, not a God or a supervisor with lots of Wisdom. Just an ordinary, tiny spark and - boom.

THE PRIEST: I see, you are of those heretics who say that cause and effect control the world.

THE DYING MAN: I am. Everything springs from an original primary cause. The rest is automatic Nature.

THE PRIEST: I am wasting my time on you! You are not interested in religion.

THE DYING MAN: Religion is a waste of time. But let's talk about it, anyway.

THE PRIEST: Why?

THE DYING MAN: For amusement.

THE PRIEST: Religion is a very serious matter.

THE DYING MAN: Let's assume for a moment...

THE PRIEST: there is nothing to assume. Religion can save your soul.

THE DYING MAN: All right, then. Religion, as you say, saves. But the question is, which religion?

THE PRIEST: Mine, of course.

THE DYING MAN: Yours?

THE PRIEST: Without the slightest doubt.

THE DYING MAN: But why?

THE PRIEST: Because it is the only true one. The authentic word of God.

THE DYING MAN: It may be true to you. But how about the Chinese, the Arabs or the Jews? Why should I follow your religion and not the daydreams of Confucius or the absurdities of Buddha? Why should I pray not to the cross but to a snake?

THE PRIEST: Reptile gods? Abomination!

THE DYING MAN: If you said that in some parts of Africa, you would have been eaten enough - for blasphemy.

THE PRIEST: Savages.

THE DYING MAN: In some ways, they are more civilized than us. But, if you don't like blacks, how about the Incas of Peru, who worshipped the sun? Perhaps theirs is the true religion?

 THE PRIEST: The Incas were ignorant heathen. there is no God but God.

THE DYING MAN: Ah, that is what the Moslem say. Perhaps I should join an Islamic sect.

THE PRIEST: The Moslems are our mortal enemies.

THE DYING MAN: Maybe I should get circumcised, then, and become a Jew. The Jews started it all with their angry Jehovah, who is supposed to have spoken to Moses.

THE PRIEST: The Jews are God-killers. Repent, my son. Follow my creed.

THE DYING MAN: But why yours? You still haven't told me why.

THE PRIEST: Because of my love for you.

THE DYING MAN: You love me?

THE PRIEST: My heart goes out to you, as it does to our divine Saviour.

THE DYING MAN: Jesus of Nazareth?

THE PRIEST: Jesus Christ.

THE DYING MAN: Do you know what he was?

THE PRIEST: I know what He was; I know what He is; I know what He will be, forever and ever.

THE DYING MAN: He was a vulgar confidence trickster and impostor.

THE PRIEST: Oh, God, you have heard this terrible insult! Strike him with a bolt of lightning!

[THE PRIEST crouches, terrified, in a corner. Pause. THE DYING MAN touches THE PRIEST'S shoulder. THE PRIEST starts]

Aaah!    

THE DYING MAN: All is quiet. Peace.

THE PRIEST [Trembling]: Oh, no, please... God...

THE DYING MAN: What God?... There is no God!

THE PRIEST: May you rot in hell, where you belong! With you master, Satan!

[Makes to go]

THE DYING MAN: Wait!

THE PRIEST: No! Enough is enough!

THE DYING MAN: You are a coward! Your saints were never afraid to face their enemies.

THE PRIEST: What do you want of me?

THE DYING MAN: Can't you talk with me without losing your temper and raising your eyes to heaven, which I call the sky. I want to prove to you that there is no God.

THE PRIEST [Rolls his eyes up, purses his lips, but suppresses his anger]: Such a thing cannot be proven.

THE DYING MAN: May I try?... Let's assume, axiomatically, that there is no such thing as God.

THE PRIEST: God is not an axiom. He exists and that's a fact.

THE DYING MAN: If he exists, why don't all men and women in the world worship him as the one and only God?  Why are there almost as many religions as countries? As many cults as there are religious fakes? Your Jesus was no better than Moses and Moses no better than Mohammed and all three not better than Confucius who, at least, had some clever things to say while those three did nothing but rail and rant.

THE PRIEST: Insult upon insult.

THE DYING MAN: They deserved to be severely punished. Even to be put to death.

THE PRIEST: Alas, only one of them was.

THE DYING MAN: because he deserved it more richly than the two others.

[THE PRIEST stops his ears]

What was he, really? A dangerous agitator against the government. A dishonest, clumsy buffoon and mischief-maker. The authorities in Jerusalem acted properly when they crucified him.

[He faints]

THE PRIEST [Kneels]: Oh, Lord, forgive me for listening to all these... profanations. I wanted to contradict his mad blasphemies. I could not bring myself to desert the battlefield and give him a satanic victory... Oh, God, please fortify my spirit and my flesh in this desperate war between good and evil. Our flesh is weak and our minds are not immune to poison.

[THE DYING MAN moans]

What is the matter? Are you repenting now?... You are sinking fast. This is the end of the road for you. I shall show you the truth before you go any farther. Sister!... Listen to me. God is in his heaven, watching us this very minute, listening to every word...

[THE WOMAN enters, goes to THE DYING MAN, caresses his face in an effort to revive him]

Sister, this man must not die before I have shown him the truth, Do your holy duty. Revive him. All I need are five minutes. Then he can go.

[Notices THE WOMAN'S revealing habit]

Who... who are you?... you are not a nun! Don't touch this man! Don't contaminate him!... Leave him, I said.

[THE WOMAN ignores THE PRIEST, continues to comfort THE DYING MAN]

How did you get in here? This is a hospital of charity, a convent, not a whorehouse... Sister!  Where are you, sister.

[Goes out, returns]

Help! A naked woman!

[To THE WOMAN]

You have turned this place into a brothel. God will punish you!

[THE WOMAN makes an obscene gesture of defiance to THE PRIEST and goes out]

Don't look at her! Think of Jesus! Your soul is in great danger. And so is mine. But I am willing to face this woman, in order to save you.

[THE DYING MAN mumbles incoherently]

What? what did you say? Be reassured. you can be saved, even at this late hour. Those who repent just before they die stand a better chance of reaching heaven than the rest of us.

[THE MAN  mumbles again]

What? What did you say?

THE DYING MAN [Speaking hoarsely, with great effort]: Do not bother to save me.

THE PRIEST: But I do bother. I care. I love. Don't you want to be clean for this something which is beyond life? You must have wondered about the deep shadows that await us - all of us - after death. My religion is the only one that offers, on the one hand, punishment for sin, but, on the other, great rewards for those who renounce and resist temptation.

THE DYING MAN: Beyond life... 

THE PRIEST: Yes, beyond life.

THE DYING MAN: There is...

THE PRIEST: Everything.

THE DYING MAN: Nothing.

THE PRIEST: No, no...

THE DYING MAN: Nothing.

THE PRIEST: Nothing is so terrible. Nothing is despair.

THE DYING MAN: Nothing is a fact of nature and Nature is not despair. Nature is hope, because in nature, nothing ever dies. Today, I am a man. Tomorrow I shall be maggots. then - flies. But on ten years' time, a healthy tree will grow out of my rotten flesh and its fruit will feed my children. Man's life is short, but existence is forever.

THE PRIEST: A life of sin is a life wasted.

THE DYING MAN: I could never resist what you call 'sin'. Why should I be punished for actions over which I have no control?

THE PRIEST: You do have control, through free will. Resist temptation.

THE DYING MAN: But temptation is the one thing I could never curb. Could you?

THE PRIEST: I am a priest.

THE DYING MAN: Even the Pope is only a man. Why don't you try it?

THE PRIEST: Try what?

THE DYING MAN: Temptation... giving in... It's so good... There is nothing like it... All the forbidden fruit tastes so sweet... Try it ... just once...in a while.

THE PRIEST: I am dedicated to God. He will protect me from your arguments, your promises, your snares. God is my shield.

THE DYING MAN: Then let him protect you form the deadliest challenge of all - woman.

[THE WOMAN enters]

THE PRIEST: A whore.

THE WOMAN: A whore is a woman, too.

THE PRIEST: A woman committed to all men.

THE WOMAN: All women should serve all men. All women, hot blooded, burning with the flames of loves, should indulge themselves without fear. There is no harm in following natural urges. Woman was not created for one man but for the delight of all.

THE DYING MAN: Including priests.

THE PRIEST: I am drowning, drowning.

THE WOMAN: Nothing should restrain a woman. We should live like the Ancient Greeks who never dreamt of making adultery a crime. Or like the Tartar women who won honours for prostituting themselves. They would show the marks of their passion on their necks, openly, and a woman without such decorations was ridiculed. In Burma, wives and daughters are rented out to travellers, like horses. Among the wiser nations, sexual freedom was never a crime. The priest used to speak against it but break their own laws in order to lead a life of pleasure.

THE PRIEST: Not I! I am chaste and pure! I have always spoken bravely against all vices - adultery, sodomy, fornication.

THE DYING MAN: Tell him!

THE WOMAN: Adultery is not a crime!

THE PRIEST: It is a mortal crime!

THE DYING MAN: Tell him!

THE WOMAN: Incest is not a crime!

THE PRIEST: Merciful God!

THE WOMAN: Making love to animals is not a crime!

THE PRIEST [Collapses, sobs]: Think of morality and human values.

[THE WOMAN laughs. THE DYING MAN motions to her to move to one side]

THE DYING MAN: The whole of humanity can be summed up in two lines: Make others as happy as you would wish to be. Do to others no more evil than you would like done to you. For this you don't need religion, you don't need gods, just good logic and a warm heart.

[Winces in pain]

THE PRIEST: You are very near to death. Let me give you a new life.

THE DYING MAN: I have a much better idea.    

THE PRIEST: There can no better idea than regeneration.

THE DYING MAN: That is exactly what I am talking about.

THE PRIEST: Regeneration?

THE DYING MAN: Yes. Yours.

THE PRIEST [Sarcastically]: You want to reform me?

THE DYING MAN: I don't count any more. I shall be dead in the morning. But you, my friend, you will live after me. I don't want you to waste your life.

THE PRIEST: What do you mean?

THE DYING MAN: Your life is worthless, unless you area man.

THE PRIEST: I am a man.

THE DYING MAN: Not a Natural Man.

THE PRIEST: What is a 'Natural Man'?

THE DYING MAN: A human being. Complete and fearless.

THE PRIEST: I am fearless.

THE DYING MAN: you are a slave to tradition. Give up your gods and religious superstitions.

THE PRIEST: Religion is hope.

THE DYING MAN: Religion is murder. It has caused more wars, bloodshed and suffering than all the plagues, earthquakes and floods put together.

THE PRIEST: But the next world... Paradise...

THE DYING MAN: Forget it.

THE PRIEST: Impossible.

THE DYING MAN: They don't exist. But this world exists, with all its many pleasures.

THE PRIEST: Of the flesh.

THE DYING MAN: Of being happy and giving happiness to others.

THE PRIEST: Let me go.

THE DYING MAN: Listen to me first and then go, if you wish. Let me speak. These are my last words on earth... Sensual satisfaction has always been my ideal. Tonight, I want to die in the arms of a beautiful woman. Is it such a terrible crime? Answer me.  

[Pause]  

All right. Go now.

[Pause]

Are you still here?

THE PRIEST: May I ask you a question?

THE DYING MAN: Fire away.

THE PRIEST: What has happened to the... real nun?

THE DYING MAN: Tell him.

THE WOMAN: Seduced.

THE PRIEST: What...

THE WOMAN: Debauched.

THE PRIEST: Poor, poor nun.

THE WOMAN: She looked quite happy to me.

[THE PRIEST falls to his knees, sobs quietly]

THE DYING MAN: I want you to join me in my last feast of love.

THE PRIEST [Weakening]: No, no.

THE DYING MAN: Forget your empty superstitions, you joyless god. You hypocrisy.

THE PRIEST: I am not a hypocrite.

THE DYING MAN: But you are. If you were sincere, you would have left me in disgust. But you are still here.

THE PRIEST: Because I still hope to reform you.

THE DYING MAN: Rubbish.

THE PRIEST: Because I am paralysed with shock.

THE DYING MAN: Because your passion has been aroused by the woman.

THE PRIEST [Feebly]: I deny this lie.

THE DYING MAN: Aren't you lusting for her?

THE PRIEST [Feebly]: No, no.

THE DYING MAN: For her breasts?

THE PRIEST [Feebly]: No, no.

THE DYING MAN: Her thighs.

THE PRIEST [Feebly]: No, no.

THE DYING MAN: Aren't you dreaming of her secret garden with its thousand unexpected pleasures?

THE PRIEST [With his eyes shut, on the point of fainting]: Never. Ne...ver... No... no...

[THE WOMAN goes to THE PRIEST, takes his hand a places it on her breast]: 

Yes... yes... yes!

[He kisses THE WOMAN, faints]

THE WOMAN: Gone.

THE DYING MAN: It's just the shock of the new. 

[THE WOMAN fondles THE DYING MAN]

Leave me now. I am dead. He is your man now - and mine - forever. Go to him.

Blackout

End
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