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KING SIGBERT AT WOLFERTON
Time:
639

Place:
Wolferton in Norfolk.

Set:
Forest scene and Woden’s shrine with two rune stones set at its 


base at stage right.

Act 1


Scene 1 
Morning.


Scene 2
Afternoon.


Scene 3 
Early evening.

Act 2


Scene 1
Late evening.


Scene 2 
Night.


Scene 3 
Next morning.

Characters:


Sigbert:
King of the East Angles.

Felix:
Bishop of Dunwich.


Herefrith:
Ealdorman.


Ebba:
His daughter.


Alfred:
A hunter.


Fursey:
Irish monk.


Imogen:
A British girl.


Green man:
British deity.


Saxons:
Warriors

ACT 1 SCENE 1 MORNING

 This scene takes place at Wolferton on the Norfolk coast.

ENTER SIGBERT AND FELIX
FELIX:
(From stage left, walking beside SIGBERT) My goodness, Wolferton’s only just over the brow of that hill, my King.

SIGBERT:
(Stops and Felix walks ahead) That’s it Felix, I won’t go another step further. Just look at that glorious blue sea… oh if only things were different.

The crows are heard cawing.


(Sighs) It’s… those couple of wretched crows again.

FELIX:
(Points up) And they’re a little bit too close for comfort.


(Stops turns and faces SIGBERT) Goodness knows how we became separated from our cortege.

SIGBERT:
Yes, that cloud of mist came down out of nowhere.

FELIX:
Come what may, nothing’s going to stop me from completing this mission.

SIGBERT:
I’m… not so sure about that, we’ve got no idea what lies ahead; I think we ought to turn back, while we have the chance. 

FELIX:
I say we move on.

SIGBERT:
I’d love to move on, but with the hundred warriors we started out with.

FELIX:
They’re sure to turn up.

SIGBERT:
That’s all you’ve been saying for the last couple of hours, we’ll go no further, that’s an order.

FELIX:
What’s come over you, you’ve been so moody lately. 

SIGBERT:
Is this the way a Bishop should address his King… sorry Felix; the truth is I’m not really sure if I’m suited to be King.

FELIX:
It’s a bit late…-

SIGBERT:
(Cutting in) Now ...Felix … hear me out, you know how much I love the monastic life, spending more time with God and reading the bible. You should know that above all people Felix; you taught me all I knew when I was exiled in Burgundy. Oh those were the days!

FELIX:
My King, as I’ve said before you’ve proved to be a gallant and distinguished commander and popular with the people.

SIGBERT:
(Angry) That… may be so but… Felix… you always…-

FELIX:
(Overlapping) But you’ve lead so many people to the Catholic faith in your kingdom and what about the abbey you founded in Suffolk.

SIGBERT:
There you have it; I’m… an apostle, not a king. Have you got any idea how I hate my king’s seat in Rendlesham, the politics, law, documents, you name it. Don’t you see …Felix I’m a man of your own heart. 

FELIX:
True my King and furthermore you’ve played a vital part in the monasteries at Dunwich and Soham but-

SIGBERT:
But… but… what…
FELIX:
I believe God Himself called you to be a king.

SIGBERT:
I knew you’d say… something like that Felix.

FELIX:
Look, you know as well as I do a Catholic king is vital for the kingdom of East Angles, you need to build up your army, it won’t be long before Penda of Mercia knocks upon your door. 

SIGBERT:
Don’t… you think I’m aware… the truth of the matter is that I find it hard to be a king and a monk.

FELIX:
What are you going to do about it?

SIGBERT:
When we return from this mission my kinsman… Egric will rule over the kingdom.

FELIX:
(Shocked) Egric, you can’t do that..!


SIGBERT:
It’s… already been done.

FELIX:
What! behind my back, mark my words you’ll reap a whirlwind.

SIGBERT:
You… you… always did look on the dark side, that’s… the best I can do under the circumstances… don’t you see I don’t want to finish up like my father. I can feel the pagan power welling up inside me; it’s causing me conflict…

FELIX:
Why didn’t you tell me this before, but at least I understand why you need to spend more time with God. You know I’ll encourage you as much as possible. 

SIGBERT:
I know Felix; you’ve been more like a father to me.

FELIX:
(Looks around) I know a path through the forest, which leads straight to my church at Babingley.

SIGBERT:
No, we’ll wait here.

FELIX:
(Goes to stage centre) Come on, the church is surrounded by trees.

SIGBERT:
I said we’ll wait….

FELIX:
(Stomps around) Wait…wait, I don’t think you realize what this means to me. I landed on the beach, only a stone’s throw away from here.

SIGBERT:
Time goes so quickly, how long ago?

FELIX:
About eight years.


SIGBERT:
Do you miss Burgundy?

FELIX:
No, it’s here in Babingley, where I started my missionary work and holds a special place in my heart. I… never should have left my flock for three years.

SIGBERT:
Felix, pastoral care was never one of your strongest points, but you can’t be in two places at once. 

FELIX:
That’s why I want to get this business settled here, once and for all. I think it’s all a storm in a drinking horn. (Notices and walks to the shrine and SIGBERT follows) Er…this… looks like a shrine to Woden and a couple of rune stones. 

SIGBERT:
You were saying… 

FELIX:
It looks as though, I’ll have to eat my words. (Points up) It’s those crows again.

SIGBERT:
Woden’s crows, thought and memory… you don’t think they’ve been eavesdropping?

FELIX:
You don’t believe…my word its gone quiet.

SIGBERT:
Too quiet…
Fenrir the wolf howls followed by a man’s terrifying scream. The light fades, followed by thunder and lightning and the sea roars.

FELIX:
I fear my greatest challenge of my life has just begun.

The light slowly returns.

SIGBERT:
I think we ought to get away from here, while… we’ve still got the chance. (Moves to stage right)

FELIX:
(Goes after him) Don’t be so hasty, we need to pray for protection.

Fenrir howls again


SIGBERT:
Point taken.

FELIX:
Dear Lord, I pray that you’ll cover us in Christ’s precious blood and protect us from all the fiery darts of the evil one. In nomine Jesu Christi, Et Mariae benedictae Matris Dei.

Cheering is heard from the village.

SIGBERT:
What’s… going on Felix, this hardly seems the time for celebration?

HEREFRITH:
(Heard offstage) Come and join the fun.

SIGBERT:
I… know that voice. 

ENTER HEREFRITH


HEREFRITH:
(From stage right) Greetings King Sigbert, Bishop Felix, welcome to Wolferton, my arch enemies. (Bows in a sarcastic manner)

SIGBERT:
It’s you… I should have had you executed for practicing your magic.

HEREFRITH:
You should never let your enemy live to fight another day, my King. (Laughs) I’m pleased to say you did me a great favour. I’ve found honour and respect here in Babingley as Ealdorman, your former patch Bishop?

FELIX:
And you’re trespassing.

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) Is that so, on whose authority?

SIGBERT:
King of the East Angles.


HEREFRITH:
I don’t think you’re in any position to bargain here in Wolferton, king or no king.

FELIX:
(Steps forward) And neither are you Herefrith, we’re expecting a hundred warriors at any moment.

HEREFRITH:
There’s no cause for concern Bishop, they must have faded into the mist.

FELIX:
So that’s… there’ll be others.

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs and points) What makes you think they’ll ever find you. I had to sit under your authority for five long years, as you can see things have changed somewhat since you left.

SIGBERT:
And not for the better… how… dare you humiliate… (Draws his sword)

HEREFRITH:
Don’t be so foolish (Raises his hand) I should have you know that several archers are in the forest pointing their arrows right at your back and if I should lower my hand.

SIGBERT:
I… take your point. (Puts his sword away)

HEREFRITH:
I didn’t want to spoil my fun (Waves to the archers) you were so close to death.

FELIX:
We’re not afraid to die Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
Martyrdom or asceticism, I’m impressed, still got your red book Bishop. (FELIX doesn’t answer) Lost your tongue have we?

SIGBERT:
Look… Herefrith, I’m sure we can be reasonable about this, you’ve had your say and no harm’s been done. (Points to his crown) Doesn’t my crown count for anything?

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) I do believe you have a point and I’m not taking any chances, now give the crown to me. (Long pause) Come on I haven’t got all day. (Raises his hand)

SIGBERT:
Oh very well… (Offers his crown to HEREFRITH)

HEREFRITH:
Very wise, (Waves to the archers) but not on your part, most Saxons still believe their kings are descended from their gods. (Puts on the crown and turns round in a circle) If the crown fits wear it. (Laughs)

FELIX:
Power’s gone to your head Herefrith. 

HEREFRITH:
The tables have turned. I better hang on to this, yet another relic to add to the dragon’s treasure.

FELIX:
A dragon..? (Notices SIGBERT’S tonsure) 

HEREFRITH:
(Amused at FELIX’S reaction to SIGBERT’S tonsure) Talking about heads your king’s head’s been tonsured, he seems to have some kind of identity problem. (Laughs)

FELIX:
Now …that’s quite enough from you, Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
And by the look on your face you’re not so sure either Bishop.

SIGBERT:
I’ve… chosen the monastic life to serve my God.

HEREFRITH:
Why the pretence of wearing your crown, (Pause) unless… (Laughs) you’ve been concealing it from your Bishop. It’s no good trying to run away my King; you’re descended from the Saxon gods.

SIGBERT:
As… I said before… I don’t follow the Saxon gods.

HEREFRITH:
We shall see about that, Felix where’s your mitre? 

FELIX:
(Puts his hand on his head) I… must have lost it in the undergrowth.

HEREFRITH:
Lost indeed, ecclesiastical and kingdom power is now within my grasp. (Holds up the crown)

FELIX:
Don’t count your chickens…. we heard a wolf howling earlier.

HEREFRITH:
I wondered when you’d get around to that. Fenrir the wolf was ravenous and devoured some of the local people, but I had him safely bound.

FELIX:
So that’s what the cheering was all about.

HEREFRITH:
And guess who got all the credit?

FELIX:
Don’t bother, Fenrir… a dragon, what’s going on around here Herefrith?

HEREFRITH:
Change….

FELIX:
And not for the better, we heard a man screaming in agony followed by a freak storm.

HEREFRITH:
That was Tyr the sky god, who put his hand into Fenrir’s jaws.

SIGBERT:
Sky god… so that’s what the storm was all about, practicing your magic skills again Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
I needed some help from lower earth.

FELIX:
But why, Babingley was fine when I left.

HEREFRITH:
Was it now, I’ve brought back the good Old Saxon England.

FELIX:
And God help us.

HEREFRITH:
No Bishop, the dwarfs helped us.

FELIX:
Carry on…

HEREFRITH
With pleasure, Fenrir was gentle at first but he soon grew bigger in size and more savage. We chained him up at first but he broke the chains with his great strength. The local people lived in fear of this evil beast.

FELIX:
But how did you manage to subdue the beast?

HEREFRITH:
 I summoned Woden, who went to lower earth where the dwarfs made a magic chain from the miaul of a cat, the beard of a woman, the roots of a mountain, the tendons of a bear, the breath of a fish and the spittle of a bird.

FELIX:
But how did you get the wolf to agree to be bound?


HEREFRITH:
Through trickery, Fenrir sensed it and only agreed to be bound with the magic chain if Tyr put his sword hand between the wolf’s fangs.

FELIX:
I see, so Fenrir bit off the Sky god’s sword hand while bound by the magic chain.

SIGBERT:
So that’s… what the celebrating was all about…so you’ve become a hero in the region!

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) There you have it, we solve our problems here in the old ways.

FELIX:
You should move with the times Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
(Points to himself) Don’t patronize me Bishop.

FELIX:
I wouldn’t dream of it, surely you must have heard about the Celtic priories in Lindisfarne, Northumbria and the Catholic monasteries springing up everywhere in Saxon England.

HEREFRITH:
But they’re not faring so well here at the moment and neither will they anywhere else if I have my way, and I shall.

FELIX:
Herefrith, you might as well face up to it, the Catholic faith is here and here to stay.

HEREFRITH:
Not while I’m alive. I want England to remain Saxon, not polluted with the religion you’ve brought from Rome or the Celtic version from Ireland.

SIGBERT:
I’m a Catholic, then a Saxon.

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) Just like your father Raedwald, he had two altars, one to Christ and the other to Woden.

SIGBERT:
(Upset) I didn’t… mean…

FELIX:
That was in bad taste-

HEREFRITH:
Was it now, don’t you remember I was there when the dead king’s ship sailed through the estuary and I watched the burial at Sutton Hoo.

FELIX:
I said that’s quite-

HEREFRITH:
(Cutting in) I’ve only just begun; Raedwald reverted to the Old Saxon gods from whom he descended.

The crows are heard cawing.

FELIX:
It’s those two crows again.

HEREFRITH:
And they’ve given me vital information.

FELIX:
Is there no end to your magic Herefrith?

HEREFRITH:
Quiet, now let me hear what they’ve got to say. (Long pause)

SIGBERT:
We’re all ears…now what…do you intend to do with us?

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) Do…why nothing.

SIGBERT:
Nothing!

HEREFRITH:
I will not lift up my hand against the King of the East Angles, but I have to say that you’ve walked straight into the lion’s mouth and it’s up to you if you should be eaten.

FELIX:
I wonder what you’ve got in mind.

HEREFRITH:
You’re getting the idea. You shouldn’t have imposed your religion on the Saxon culture. (Turns to SIGBERT) My word the King looks a bit down in the tooth.

SIGBERT:
(Walks around in a trance) I’m descended from the Saxon gods, I must remain their King.

FELIX:
(Grabs SIGBERT) Come my King fight it, pull yourself together. (Pushes FELIX away and turns to HEREFRITH) What have you done….?

SIGBERT:
(Shouts) I’m a Saxon Felix, stop smothering me.

HEREFRITH:
(Mocks) Did you hear that Bishop?

FELIX:
(Holds up the crucifix around his neck) In nomine Jesu Christi…. (His voice fades) I’m so thirsty the powers are too strong and I’m starving. (Breathes heavily) Herefrith what have you..?

HEREFRITH:
Quiet, it’s time for you to hear from the well of Wyrd, the first root of the world ash. You should hear the Norns speaking from the shrine, (Raises his hand) now listen to your King’s destiny.

The three NORNS are heard speaking from the shrine.


The Wanderer


Son of Raedwald, roaming the regions of earth,


Like fury, in a forest of fire that blackens,


Helps to harden your heart of flesh,


Drying your tongue, cracking your lips,


Lightens not the load that lies in your soul,


Neither shall the sun that sets in the west.

You watch the woeful waning moon,


Shine its rays on the ripples of the lake,


Its shadows shimmering on a sheer cliff face,


You wait for wolves to wander from the forest


And hear them howling high on the slope,


You see a streaming comet and curse your fate,


Make haste and hide in the hermit’s cave,


Live in dread of death in this Dark Age.

SIGBERT:
(Frantic) I’m…. a Saxon king not…a wandering monk.

FELIX:
Those two crows must have told you-

HEREFRITH:
(Cutting in) Everything I wanted to know. Now listen to your king’s journey through the underworld to the gates of Valhalla, spoken by Mimir the giant, from the second root of the world ash. My word you do look gloomy Bishop.

FELIX:
Stop I say…can’t you see he’s had enough.

HEREFRITH:
Enough… it’s only just begun.
Throughout the poem, there are noises from a storm and Woden’s horse’s hoofs are heard, followed by his hunting hounds howling. MIMIR speaks from the shrine.


I came to a cave dripping with water,


That led down to the dungeon’s depths in hell,


The ash’s roots ran riot on the ceiling,


Gleaming in gold, like a glittering night sky.


A ferryman forced me on a fiery lake,


It was Woden there in his wide brimmed hat,


Staring at me with his red evil eye,


With a black cape draping down his back,


A couple of crows cawed on his shoulders.


I saw the Saxon souls and spirits all damned;

Their faces fresh from the fires in hell,


Singing their songs at the shrines to Woden


And Thor, who haunted this hollow cave. 


I found myself ferried to a faraway shore


And went by the Well of Wyrd and felt

Norns gnaw at my nerves about my fate.


I met the magic in Mimir, the giant

And stood and shook in his shadow with fear,

That went down to the darkest depths of my soul.


When I rolled down the ramp in the cave,


Where Nidhogg nestled in the nether regions,


Groaning, gorging and gnawing at the ash’s root,


I dreaded this dragon of death, whose flames


Flared like a forge’s fire and lit up the cavern,


That filled me with fear from the force of his power.


I saw an old woman wailing, white with rage,


Then bellowed and blackened the cave like night.


I walked wearily up the worn stone steps,


Opened a door and was dazzled by daylight,


The sacred ash soared straight in the heavens;

Its branches blowing in a bright blue sky,


A golden cock was crowing at the top.


I turned right and reached a rainbow bridge;

Found myself treading on the trembling way,


So touched by the towers and turrets of Valhalla,


But I heard the hounds howling all around,


My Saxon soul soared in a storm of darkness,


As Thor hurled his heavy hammer with such force;

It thudded and thundered through the air, 


Then flashed and flared in the floors of heaven.


I watched Woden in the welkin, winding his horn,


Riding Sleipnir, who swung his shining hoofs,


Headed by his hounds, that howled and snarled,


I saw them sniffing and smelling for blood,


Breathe brimstone and bile from their jaws.


I saw the skeleton steeds snorting fire,


Ridden by rough and ruddy huntsmen,


Who haunted the hamlets, halls and shires.

HEREFRITH:
There Bishop, you heard it from Mimir’s own lips.

FELIX:
(Anxious) I’m not convinced… what have you done; it looks as though he’s in a trance? (Touches SIGBERT) Come on wake up my King. (SIGBERT pushes him away)

SIGBERT:
I said stop smothering me, let me be… (Draws his sword)

FELIX:
Careful my King, you’ll regret this. (Moves away from SIGBERT)

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) That’s if you live to regret it.

FELIX:
Is there no end to your wickedness?

HEREFRITH:
Go on King Sigbert, now finish what you’ve started and prove you’re worthy to be a Saxon King.

FELIX:
It won’t work Herefrith… (SIGBERT approaches with his sword and FELIX holds his crucifix and looks him straight in the eye. SIGBERT shakes, comes to his senses and points his sword at HEREFRITH)

HEREFRITH:
(Draws his sword) How disappointing. (SIGBERT is no match with HEREFRITH who plays with him.)

FELIX:
Herefrith stop…stop this nonsense at once I say.

HEREFRITH:
You heard what the Bishop said my King, just as I’m beginning to enjoy myself. (Strikes with the flat of his sword on SIGBERT’S head and he falls)

FELIX:
(Kneels down) Why you’ve killed… (Reaches for SIGBERT’S sword near him)

HEREFRITH:
I wouldn’t if I were you Bishop, the crosier’s more your style. I’m glad to see you’re human after all.

FELIX:
(Rises in anger) I’ll have your hide… what’s the use of casting pearls before swine?

HEREFRITH:
How amusing Bishop, it seems your steadfastness has wandered by the wayside.

FELIX:
Judging doesn’t suit you Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
And you’re losing it Bishop…
They hear a cock crowing.


Hark, the cock’s crowing, you’ve betrayed your God?

FELIX:
Don’t you… (Controls himself and looks down at SIGBERT)

HEREFRITH:
(Points to upper back stage) Never mind him, he’ll recover, can you see the world ash spreading above the forest pines?

FELIX:
(Looks up) I see it…your own sick world of magic…

HEREFRITH:
I’d have you know, this is where the inner and outer worlds meet, where you heard Woden’s hounds and his horse and your king’s journey spoken by the giant Mimir from the ash’s second root. You also heard the three Norns weaving your King’s destiny from the Well of Wyrd, from the first root.


FELIX:
Weaving the King’s destiny, the King’s destiny’s in God’s hands, not yours.

HEREFRITH:
We shall see… Nidhogg the dragon penetrated your King’s heart with fire from the third root in the lower world. 

FELIX:
Why are you telling me all this?

HEREFRITH:
Hear me out; in the upper world dwell the Saxon gods and goddesses of whom I can call upon. Woden can ride into the lower world on his black horse for guidance and wisdom and his white horse in the upper world. You wonder why I’m telling you all this, I’ll tell you why. (Pause) Everything’s fine in Babingley, as you can see we deal with our problems through magic; we don’t need your Catholicism here. (SIGBERT starts groaning)

FELIX:
So you keep repeating…

SIGBERT:
Where… am I…?

FELIX:
(Kneels down) Thank God you’ve recovered.

SIGBERT:
I’ve just… seen Valhalla. 

FELIX:
Don’t try and talk. (Helps SIGBERT to his feet)

SIGBERT:
I can manage… get away from me Felix.

HEREFRITH:
Did you see the Trembling Way, my King?

SIGBERT:
Yes… the Rainbow Bridge… but it won’t master me.

FELIX:
Not everything’s quite going to plan Herefrith..!

HEREFRITH:
Watch your tongue Bishop. (Pause) On second thoughts if you leave Wolferton in peace I’ll give you food and shelter for the night.

FELIX:
Why the sudden change of heart? It hardly…  (Disbelief) leave Wolferton in peace.


HEREFRITH:
I knew you wouldn’t leave without a fight, Bishop. (Turns to SIGBERT) What about you my King?

SIGBERT:
I’m… hungry and thirsty but I’m not sure.
HEREFRITH:
Well you’ve seen what you’re up against?
FELIX:
Don’t listen-

HEREFRITH:
(Cutting in) Shut up Bishop, let him speak for himself. 

SIGBERT:
(Comes to his senses) True, Felix has influenced my life but only for good… but I’ve chosen to follow the Roman Catholic faith. (HEREFRITH looks shaken)

FELIX:
(Smiles) Not quite what you were expecting in spite of-

HEREFRITH:
(Cutting in) You’re really trying my patience, but before I leave, we’ll see what Woden thinks about all this. (Falls in a trance)

SIGBERT:
What’s… going…?

FELIX:
Take heart my brother, our God is sovereign.

HEREFRITH
(Speaks in a demonic voice) Babingley is mine… and your days are numbered here. (HEREFRITH comes out of his trance) There’s no more to be said. (Bows) My King, Bishop. (Moves to stage right) 

FELIX:
Is there no end to your sorcery Herefrith? (HEREFRITH turns and SIGBERT draws his sword and rushes at him)

HEREFRITH:
You were saying. (Holds up his hand and SIGBERT falls) That’s first victory to me Bishop. I bid you farewell.
EXIT HEREFRITH

FELIX:
(FELIX goes to revive SIGBERT) My King…
The crows are heard cawing again.

SIGBERT:
It’s…so… dark…
FELIX:
(Waves his hands) Get away from me, you pair of pimps. (Turns SIGBERT on his back) Please wake up my King. (He doesn’t respond) He’s so weak and so am I (Listens to his heart) Good, he’s still alive, but why did God allow this? His…. soul’s drifting out of his body; it’s… going into purgatory. (Rises)

The light fades and voices of the Saxon gods are heard.

SIGBERT:
(Shaking) Its Thor…

Thunder and lightning are heard and the light slowly returns and angels are singing.

FELIX:
(Raises his hands) Glory to God in the highest.

SIGBERT:
(Regains consciousness) Felix… I… saw angels with burning coals, my soul’s been purged.

FELIX:
I thought you said Thor, never mind praise to God. Now we must have some food and water. Are you strong enough to join me in prayer?

SIGBERT:
I think so… (Goes and kneels with FELIX in prayer)

FELIX:
(Opens his red book) My God will meet all your needs according to His glorious riches in Christ Jesus. Dear Father, we thank you for the promises in the bible and we would ask you for a miracle for food and water. In nomine Jesu Christi, et Mariae benedictae Matris Dei.

SIGBERT:
Father…. I give you thanks for purging my soul and also strengthening my body through Christ’s name and through all the saints in heaven. Amen….What’s happening Felix?

A light appears at stage left then slowly fades.

FELIX:
It’s…It’s an angel of the Lord. (They rise and go to stage left) Give all the glory to God. (They pick up two horns filled with water and they both drink)

SIGBERT:
(Gulps it down) I could drink a well dry…

FELIX:
Steady, we must save some for later. (SIGBERT stops)

SIGBERT:
(Looks inside his horn) Why… it’s… still full.

FELIX:
God did say He’ll supply all our needs.

SIGBERT:
This drinking horn will never run dry as long as we need it.

FELIX:
This has put us back on track.

SIGBERT:
Praise God, I must admit I sank to my lowest ebb.

FELIX:
That’s often the way with God; we’ll never achieve this strange mission in our own strength.  (Drinks from his horn) This water tastes so refreshing. (SIGBERT goes to stage left)

SIGBERT:
There’s… also some bread and meat. Dear heavenly Father we thank you for this food. Amen. There’s some shade over there. (They sit and eat, long pause)

FELIX:
I feel it’s time to prepare for spiritual battle. (Opens his red book and reads) Finally be strong in the Lord and in His mighty power. Put on the full armour of God so that you can quench the fiery darts of the evil one. For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the powers of this dark world and against the forces of evil in the heavenly realms. Therefore put on the full armour of God so that when the evil day comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after having done everything, stand firm then with the belt of truth buckled round your waist, with the breastplate of righteousness in place, and your feet fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of peace. In addition to this, take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish the flaming arrows of the evil one. Take the helmet of salvation and the sword of the spirit which is the word of God. (Put his red book away)

SIGBERT:
Good, now where shall we start? (FELIX doesn’t reply) Anything wrong Felix, you look so gloomy?

FELIX:
Sorry, I’m so grieved to see how far Wolferton and Babingley have fallen, (Sighs) after all my hard work.

SIGBERT:
Take heart Felix, we’ve got God on our side. (They both rise)

FELIX:
All the same Herefrith’s a formidable foe. (They go to WODEN’S shrine)

SIGBERT:
Keep your spirit up Felix…

FELIX:
(Looks inside) It’s a well; we’ve just been a few feet from water.

SIGBERT:
Perhaps… it’s been cursed.

FELIX:
It’s where Mimir the giant spoke from.

SIGBERT:
Er…what do you have in mind?

FELIX:
This must lead to the Well of Wyrd.

SIGBERT:
Are you thinking what I’m thinking?

FELIX:
You could say that. (Puts his hand into his pouch and takes a container and sprinkles it into the shrine) This dust is a relic from one of the Lord’s apostles.

SIGBERT:
That should set the fox amongst the hens.

An OLD WOMAN is heard screaming from the shrine.


(Jumps back) Who ever… was that…?

FELIX:
An old black and white female monster, who wanders around in the lower world? (Pulls out a small container of holy water and sprinkles it round the shrine) In nomine Patris, et Filii, Spiritus Sancti we pray against any harm coming from this shrine. The holy water should protect us. (Puts his container away) I do… feel so weary…. (Yawns)

SIGBERT:
(Yawns) And… I feel completely drained, our enemy’s fighting back.

FELIX:
We must rest (They move to stage left and sit down to rest) but we mustn’t fall asleep.

SIGBERT:
Agreed, we’ve been in tight corners before.

FELIX:
You can say that again, do you remember those Roman and Celtic deities at Soham?

SIGBERT:
Yes…that ferocious black hound… with those glowing red saucer eyes, saliva dripping down his hungry jaws.

FELIX:
And I saw the fires of hell down his throat, and what about that night when we saw the will of the wisps.

SIGBERT:
Those… flashing blue lights lighting up the marshes, then Epona appeared riding side saddle on her horse.

FELIX:
Although I’m pleased to say the monastery at Soham is doing well. I used to love to hear our brothers’ and sisters’ voices echo over those once troubled waters at vespers.

SIGBERT:
Dunwich… is also doing well.

FELIX:
And not to forget your monastery down in Suffolk. God has certainly blessed the work of our hands, we should be encouraged.

SIGBERT:
We’re…going to need it. (Pause)

FELIX:
Anything wrong?

SIGBERT:
(Rises, looks around and sits down) Woden’s pair of crows has disappeared.

FELIX:
The light shining from the angel must have temporary blinded them.

SIGBERT:
That’s one explanation, good… riddance I’d say,

FELIX:
Hmm, they’ll be back. (Pause) Did you see Valhalla when your soul traveled through? -

SIGBERT:
(Cutting in) Look… I’m trying… oh very well I started in the lower world, through middle earth to the upper world, where I saw the rainbow bridge leading into Valhalla.

FELIX:
So you saw everything the giant Mimir described?

SIGBERT:
(Sighs) Yes… every single detail and Woden himself ferried me across the fiery lake… why do you ask?

FELIX:
We can be certain that Herefrith will seek to divide us again.

SIGBERT:
What… are you trying to say Felix…? God has made the first root of the world ash inactive.

FELIX:
But we can’t be certain and this is bound to put Herefrith’s back up.


SIGBERT:
Felix…
FELIX:
Now hear me out, (Rises and looks around) I do believe those pair of crows has flown away, this is our chance to escape and let your warriors deal with this and bring Herefrith to justice. We can also bring some more brothers in to pray.

SIGBERT:
Sit… down Felix, (FELIX sits) I sense you’re getting cold feet, you know as well as I do this is a spiritual battle. (Pause) Oh I see (Laughs) you’re testing me. (They hug each other) 

FELIX:
You don’t know how much you’ve gladdened my heart.

SIGBERT:
My Felix, practical as ever. Now… we’ve been refreshed, do you think it’s time to attack the second root?

FELIX:
That’s the spirit, although I think we ought to wait awhile.

SIGBERT:
But the first root has…

FELIX:
But we can’t be certain.

SIGBERT:
We… must strike while the iron is hot.

FELIX:
No, we must wait for God’s timing.

SIGBERT:
(Pause) Perhaps… I’ve been too anxious.

FELIX:
Yes, it’s time to rest and build up our strength.

SIGBERT:
You’re right, it’s all been overwhelming.

FELIX:
I agree, how’s your family my King?

SIGBERT:
Anna and his wife are fine.

FELIX:
And the children?

SIGBERT:
Fine, I play war games with my young cousin.

FELIX:
War games… what about his three young sisters?

SIGBERT:
Unfortunately Withburga is suffering with ill heath. I wonder what Herefrith’s…

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Now we’re supposed to be talking about your family.

SIGBERT:
Sorry Felix… I must try and relax. (Lies down) Now where…oh yes Etheldreda’s a sheer delight when I see her playing in the flowery Exning meadows, with her long fair hair flowing in the breeze… (Goes in a trance) How I hated the monastic life, buckets of water frozen like stone, sleepless nights, the cold, the vespers bell..

FELIX:
But I thought you…is everything alright my king? (Touches him on the shoulder)

SIGBERT:
(Flinches and they both rise) Sorry… where was I..?

FELIX:
This is Herefrith’s doing, you must fight it…
SIGBERT:
Fight…you’re right…now where..?-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Etheldreda’s hair flowing in the breeze…
SIGBERT:
On one fine summer’s day I saw… the reflection of her purity in the clear waters of the stream, where she was baptized as a child, although… I would add she has a passion for jewelry, I suppose it fits her sparkle. 

FELIX:
It sounds perfectly natural for a young princess.

SIGBERT:
Her sister Seaxburga has turned…into a fine young lady…and has shown nothing but love and devotion to Etheldreda. (Goes in a trance) Those were the days, a good old crackling log fire in the Saxon hall, roasted wild boar, a horn full of mead and the power… the power….

FELIX:
Pardon me my king…

SIGBERT:
(Comes out of his trance) Er… pardon… for what…?

FELIX:
I thought your soul had been purged…

SIGBERT:
And I thought…you wanted me to be a King.

FELIX:
But you are King, although I hasten to add it must be for the right reasons, to be perfectly honest, I don’t understand you. During your exile in France you received excellent training in Kingship, warfare and lived a monastic life above reproach.

SIGBERT:
Felix… stop it… you’re splitting me apart…
FELIX:
Can you see, it’s not a case of either or but the two working together in harmony?

SIGBERT:
(Shouts) Easier said than done… you should try…you haven’t had the same bad family past as I…

FELIX:
Do you think you’re the only…we can all wallow in self pity.

SIGBERT:
Felix…that’s a bit unfair…
FELIX:
Is it now? Did you know I was engaged to Marie? I thought she was all sweetness and light, like everybody sees love for the first time… until… 

SIGBERT:
Until..!

FELIX:
My own brother defiled her, she was never the same again… and we drifted apart. Oh the pain and hatred I felt for my brother!

SIGBERT:
Felix you’re only human… what about the rest of your family?

FELIX:
Family, what family… the less said the better to cut a long story short, I kept everything in order and virtually ran my household, my only comfort was studying.

SIGBERT:
I wish you’d mentioned this before… you always avoided such-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Why… it’s nothing to be proud of… but you don’t have to be molded by the circumstances.

SIGBERT:
(Walks around) Felix… you make me feel so ashamed. I thought I’ve been purged….Felix… it’s my flesh…. my flesh… it needs mortifying….

FELIX:
I agree there has to be some kind of justice but…

SIGBERT:
But what…?

FELIX:
I’ll not lay a hand on the Lord’s anointed.

SIGBERT:
You didn’t think about that… before.

FELIX:
Before you came…

SIGBERT:
Felix I’m commanding you… for your King and country. (He goes and picks up a hazel stick and gives it to FELIX) What are you waiting for; you never… had a problem before?

FELIX:
(Wields the stick in the air) Very well… (FELIX beats SIGBERT on his back until he falls)

SIGBERT:
Felix… that’s enough… (Felix stops)

FELIX:
(Helps SIGBERT up) Do you feel mortified…?

SIGBERT:
Yes…

FELIX:
Good.

SIGBERT:
But you looked as though you… enjoyed it.

FELIX:
It must be Herefrith’s influence…

SIGBERT:
I’m not so…talking about Herefrith’s I think someone’s coming, now keep behind me just in case. (FELIX goes behind him) I hope I don’t have to use this sword. 

FELIX:
The beating seems to have done the trick.

SIGBERT:
You….haven’t lost your touch my back’s…

ENTER ALFRED

ALFRED:
(Stern) Who goes there…?

SIGBERT:
The King.

ALFRED:
King, you look more like a monk to me.

SIGBERT:
Herefrith took my crown.

ALFRED:
Herefrith takes everything.

FELIX:
(Moves from behind SIGBERT) So Herefrith’s not your friend?

ALFRED:
Certainly not, he banished me from the hamlet and I’ve worked in the forest as a hunter ever since.

FELIX:
Have you seen anybody on your travels?

ALFRED:
Yes Imogen and we got caught in that dreadful storm.

FELIX:
So did we, is Imogen a British girl?
ALFRED:
She is and you ask too many questions sir…

FELIX:
I’m Felix, the Bishop of Dunwich.

ALFRED:
(Bows) Felix… why of course, I’m Alfred, do you remember me?

FELIX:
(Pause) Yes, Alfred the Ealdorman’s son, how’s your father? 

ALFRED:
Murdered by Herefrith, but there’s no proof.

FELIX:
Alfred I’m so sorry.

ALFRED:
He’s not the only one, you’re both in danger and you must get away from here; I know the forest paths like the back of my hand.

FELIX:
It’s too late, Herefrith knows we’re here and he’s playing his cat and mouse game. 

ALFRED:
His magic, I’ll have my revenge, you’ll see if I don’t. (Draws his sword and swipes and stabs it the air in anger)

FELIX:
Calm down, is that the reason you’re staying around here?

ALFRED:
I have another reason, but it’s more personal. 

FELIX:
Imogen…?

ALFRED:
I said it’s none… I almost forgot I also bumped into a strange monk on my travels.

SIGBERT:
What… did he look like?

ALFRED:
Celtic and overweight.

SIGBERT:
It’s Fursey…
FELIX:
Oh! Spare us…
ALFRED:
Don’t you like him? 

FELIX:
It’s about time you put that sword away.

ALFRED:
Just as you wish. (Puts his sword away)

SIGBERT:
That’s more like it, he who lives by the sword shall die by the sword. This is a spiritual battle we’re involved in.

ALFRED:
No doubt, but I’m sure the sword will play its part and you’re wearing a sword.

FELIX:
I’m… sure it will come in useful at sometime, my King. 

SIGBERT:
I take your point...

FELIX:
Alfred, I’m so upset about your father, he was a godly man.

ALFRED:
And where did that get him?

FELIX:
It’s no good bearing a grudge, whatever has happened to the people in Wolferton?

ALFRED:
I’ll tell you what’s happened; all the so called Catholics have turned back to their Old Saxon gods.

FELIX:
Now Alfred all coerced by Herefrith, no doubt. We must fight.

ALFRED:
Now you’re talking my language.

FELIX:
No, you must fight in God’s strength.

ALFRED:
What’s God done for me?

FELIX:
He sent His only begotten Son to die on the cross.

ALFRED:
So my father used to say. What’s more, I don’t bother with it anymore.

FELIX:
It’s time for you to get that chip off your shoulder and learn forgiveness.

ALFRED:
What… forgive Herefrith?

FELIX:
Yes, and release that anger and bitterness in your heart.

ALFRED:
You must be joking.

SIGBERT:
He’s… perfectly serious, we need your help; all you have to do is make a simple confession to put you back on track.

ALFRED:
What, just like that, I’m happy with the way I am at the moment.

FELIX:
But are you, are you for us or against us?

ALFRED:
What’s that supposed to mean?

SIGBERT:
Do you intend to bring Herefrith and his companions down by yourself?

ALFRED:
I’m biding my time.

FELIX:
So that’s why you’re wearing that sword!

ALFRED:
Now look, (Sighs) alright, I hope to become a great Saxon warrior one day.

FELIX:
Using violence to inflict your self pity on your enemies, is that your idea of a hero?

ALFRED:
(Pause) That’s profound, what do you want me to do?

FELIX:
I remember baptizing you as a boy; all you have to do is kneel and make a confession.

ALFRED:
What! I’m the one who’s been harmed and it doesn’t sound very manly.

FELIX:
But look what Christ Himself endured in pain and suffering, surely the ultimate hero.

ALFRED:
(Kneels) Very well. I confess all my sins, in Christ’s name. Amen

SIGBERT:
You’ll never regret this.

FELIX:
 (Takes his container of holy water and makes the sign of the cross on ALFRED’S forehead) I bless you in nomine Patris, et Filii, et Sanctus Spiritus. You may rise. 

ALFRED:
(Rises with tears in his eyes) I feel as though a weight has been lifted off my mind. Praise God

FELIX:
Your father would have been so proud of you. (Puts his container away) 
ALFRED:
I feel as though I’m walking on air, I shall have to go away and think about this. By the way my hunting lodge is not far from here. (Points) Go along the path about fifty yards, turn right and keep going straight for a while. There’s plenty of food and fresh spring water and a comfortable place for the night. (Bows)

FELIX:
We may take you up on that offer.

SIGBERT:
Alfred, consider all your fortunes restored.

ALFRED:
(Bows again) Thank you my King.

EXIT ALFRED

SIGBERT:
That’s the first breakthrough we’ve had.

FELIX:
Encouraging my King, but I fear there’re dark days ahead.

The light begins to fade.


(Looks up and then to stage right) The sun seems to have gone behind that dark cloud, that’s not the… here comes Herefrith and he looks in a foul mood.

SIGBERT:
Predictable, the Devil always turns up after a good work.

FELIX:
Hmm at least he’s alone, that’s one blessing, but his face looks badly marked.

ENTER HEREFRITH

HEREFRITH:
And why are you two looking so cheerful?

SIGBERT:
We serve a great God.

HEREFRITH:
Is that so… (Angry and points to his face) look at this rash.

FELIX:
Nasty…

HEREFRITH:
Nasty, you’re both lucky to be alive I almost sent my warriors to wipe you off the face of the earth.

SIGBERT:
Then… we’d be in heaven.

HEREFRITH:
That would be too good for you.

FELIX:
I must agree-

HEREFRITH:
(Cutting in) I think I need to teach you both a lesson.

SIGBERT:
In magic..?

HEREFRITH:
You’ll be laughing on the other side of your face, mark my words. (Goes into a trance) Norns from the Well of Wyrd speak your curse. (There’s no response and HEREFRITH comes out of his trance)

FELIX:
Perhaps they’re sleeping Herefrith.

HEREFRITH:
What have you done?

The NORNS voices are heard coming from the shrine and sound croaky and muddled.

SIGBERT:
Sore throats Herefrith?

HEREFRITH:
(In a rage) That’s it, you’re both dead meat…
FELIX:
And go to heaven that proves our God is stronger than all your gods put together.

HEREFRITH:
Is that really so…?

SIGBERT:
You’re losing that magic touch.

HEREFRITH:
We’ll soon see about that, your trials are only just beginning. Now listen.

MIMIR the giant groans loudly from the shrine.


Keep listening… for Nidhogg.

EXIT HEREFRITH

FELIX:
Nidhogg, at least we know what we’re up against.

SIGBERT:
And it doesn’t bring much comfort. (Yawns) I feel… every bit of my energy… is being sapped…
FELIX:
(Yawns) Let’s try and make it to Alfred’s lodge.
SIGBERT:
Good idea… (They walk together supporting each other to stage left)

NIDHOGG the demon is heard roaring from the shrine. (Black out)

ACT 1 SCENE 2 AFTERNOON

The same

ENTER ALFRED

ALFRED:
(Speaks to himself) What a lovely summer’s afternoon, but what am I going say to Ebba. (Walks to and fro) God and those two saints have changed my life.

EBBA:
(Whispers off stage at stage right) Alfred…..

ALFRED:
Ebba… its all clear.

ENTER EBBA

EBBA:
(Wearing her jewelry) Alfred, your glittering princess… (She runs into his arms)

ALFRED:
My adorable princess, (They kiss and embrace) you’ll never know how much I love you.-

EBBA:
(Overlapping) My hero’s just about to take me away.

The crows are heard cawing.


(ALFRED breaks from his embrace) What’s wrong Alfred?

ALFRED:
Are you sure those crows are not eavesdropping?

EBBA:
There’s no need to worry, my father loves to sleep on these hot summer afternoons.

ALFRED:
But we can’t be too careful.

EBBA:
Trust me Alfred, my father can’t use his magic when he’s asleep, we’re perfectly safe.

ALFRED:
If you say so…

EBBA:
(Impatient) Look, I’m his daughter after all and I’ve learnt one or two tricks of the trade.

ALFRED:
Not too many I hope-

EBBA:
(Overlapping) Alfred, stop worrying, you… don’t seem your usual self. (Grabs hold of him) Come, take me away.

ALFRED:
You hardly seem dressed for the occasion.

EBBA:
Alfred ...is this one of your jokes?

ALFRED:
I wish it was…

EBBA:
(Angry) Yes, I’m all dressed for the occasion, it’s our special day… remember?

ALFRED:
It just doesn’t seem very practical for traveling that’s all.

The hounds are heard howling.

EBBA:
And where’s your baggage, I thought you were sending your hawks and hounds ahead? (Sighs) Please don’t tell me the horses’ aren’t waiting there ready over the hill? (ALFRED doesn’t reply) (Shouts) Alfred… Alfred… what’s…

ALFRED:
Sssss you’re making enough noise to wake the dead.

EBBA:
Don’t you sssss me, I wish I were dead.

ALFRED:
(Goes to comfort her) Ebba my sweet.

EBBA:
(Pushes him away) Don’t you sweet me…

ALFRED:
Something’s happened.

EBBA:
Not for me…

ALFRED:
Now Ebba, I don’t know.

EBBA:
Know what..?

ALFRED:
My rich uncle’s passed away.

EBBA:
And…

ALFRED:
He’s left… the truth is he’s left his inheritance to someone else.

EBBA:
Now you tell me, in other words no money.

ALFRED:
That just about sums it up but it-

EBBA:
(Overlapping) Now look here I’ve always been used to a good standard of living.

ALFRED:
So had I until your father-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) We’re not going into that again, may the gods help me. This was supposed to be a happy day for me.

The crows are heard cawing again. 

ALFRED:
It’s those wretched crows again.

EBBA:
(Shouts) If… you mention those crows…-

ALFRED:
(Points up) Look, my hawks are chasing them away. (EBBA goes to the shrine.) Anything wrong Ebba?

EBBA:
I’m not sure, there doesn’t seem to be much power coming from the shrine. It must have been those two saints my father was talking about, who interfered with the well of Wyrd, the Norns those weavers of destiny. (Sighs) Well that explains why my destiny’s not going anywhere.

ALFRED:
You don’t believe in that-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) You know I do, it’s the very heart of the Saxon culture.

ALFRED:
You’re beginning to sound like your father.

EBBA:
Don’t you… its natural.

ALFRED:
Yes Ebba, but I’ve had a change of heart.

EBBA:
I thought as much, who is she?

ALFRED:
No it’s Him.

EBBA:
Him, Alfred …what’s come over you?

ALFRED:
No not… I’ve confessed my sins to God.

EBBA:
Confessed?   (Walks around) confessed, you’ve done nothing but complain about God since your father’s death. I’m sorry…

ALFRED:
There’s no need to be, I’ve forgiven your father for murdering my father.

EBBA:
(Sighs) I’ve said this time and time again there’s no proof.

ALFRED:
Alright I’ve forgiven him for disinheriting me.

EBBA:
(Pause) I must confess you seem more at peace with yourself but for how long… How did this all come about?

ALFRED:
Through those two men your father was talking about.

EBBA:
But who are they?

ALFRED:
A king and a bishop.

EBBA:
Alfred is this another one of your jokes?

ALFRED:
At least I thought he’d told you.

EBBA:
No but he called them a couple of trouble makers.

ALFRED:
Depends on-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) And what does my father intend to do with them?

ALFRED:
Destroy them through his magical powers.

EBBA:
I… can see his position; he can hardly murder a king and bishop in cold blood.

ALFRED:
What’s the difference for heaven’s sake?

EBBA:
There you go… but… where does that leave me…?

ALFRED:
I thought you might say something like that Ebba.

EBBA:
Why you miserable hound, my father’s right, let the Old Saxon gods do their will. (Walks away) 

ALFRED:
Ebba wait, don’t be so hasty.

EBBA:
(Turns and faces ALFRED) First you’ve ruined what’s supposed to be the best day of my life, second you’ve let me down.

ALFRED:
You must move with the times Ebba.

EBBA:
I’ve just about had enough-

ALFRED:
(Cutting in) No, hear me out just this once.

EBBA:
I’m listening…

ALFRED:
Kent, Norththumbria and East Angles have all turned to the Catholic and Celtic faiths and the rest of England. 

EBBA:
You’re forgetting something, Wolferton and Babingley were once Christian but they’ve returned to their Saxon gods.

ALFRED:
With a little help from your father.

EBBA:
I won’t answer….

ALFRED:
Sorry…
EBBA:
Look, we could have been well on our way by now and let things sort themselves out.

ALFRED:
But why run away when the answer lies here in Wolferton?

EBBA:
Look, I usually make the suggestions …carry on.

ALFRED:
You’re listening for once…

EBBA:
(Angry) Now… look here don’t you…

ALFRED:
Sorry it’s my fault. I’ve just been like wax in your hands; your charms have overwhelmed me.

EBBA:
But not anymore.

ALFRED:
(Firm) I didn’t say that, come here my love. (They kiss and embrace)

EBBA:
Alfred you’ll never know how much I love you. (Breaks from the embrace) Now you were saying.

ALFRED:
Now I say if and only if the true and living God should prevail I’m sure the King would restore my inheritance.

EBBA:
That had crossed my mind but there’s still my father to consider and I shall never ever go to confession again like you. Don’t you see you’re asking too much from me!

ALFRED:
I know it’s not easy but sooner or later it would have come to this.

EBBA:
(Sighs) That’s… why I wanted to run away.

ALFRED:
You’ve made your choice.
EBBA:
Yes, but can you see, I’ve abandoned the Catholic faith forever.

ALFRED:
But you can change-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) Look, I’ve been into Valhalla itself and crossed the bifrost, a rainbow bridge through the court into Woden’s great hall. He sat there among the dead Saxon heroes, who died on the battlefields but...

ALFRED:
But…

EBBA:
Hear me out, the huge chamber was formed by spears and the roof was covered in gleaming shields and breastplates lay on the benches. In the evening the great hall was lit by flashing swords that reflected the huge fires burning in the midst of the festive tables. It was awesome and when the Valkyries rode their steeds in the thunder and lightning, oh… the sense of power.

ALFRED:
And what did the so called heroes talk about in the great hall?

EBBA:
They’re talked about war hunting and war.

ALFRED:
And how did you feel after this trip?

EBBA:
Filled with fear, overwhelmed with power. I begged my father to never let me go there again.

ALFRED:
How did he react?

EBBA:
Upset but that didn’t stop him going there again. Although Valhalla thrilled me, it felt like a living hell.

ALFRED:
And that’s what it is Ebba, you don’t-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) But don’t you see the Saxon gods still have their hold over me.

ALFRED:
Ebba this hold over you can be broken, you mentioned fear.

EBBA:
Yes the sense of power filled me with fear.

ALFRED:
God said that perfect love casts out all fear.

EBBA:
(Pause) Funny I remember hearing that somewhere before, although my father forbade me to have anything to do with Catholicism. But I still remember Saint Felix when he first came to Babingley; he shone with God’s love.

ALFRED:
(Excited) Have I got a surprise for you, he’s back.

EBBA:
What Saint Felix?
ALFRED:
Yes…
EBBA:
Why didn’t you say so before?
ALFRED:
Sorry… and King Sigbert.
EBBA:
This is wonderful news, did you know I was born in Exning and remember King Sigbert being crowned and during his reign it seemed as though a great cloud was lifted? Oh those were the happy days, playing in the flowery meadows, beneath the sunny branches hanging over the running stream.

ALFRED:
Ebba, I’ve never seen you so happy.

EBBA:
Then… King Sigbert banished my father to Babingley, for Felix to keep an eye on him. I’m sure if it wasn’t for my mother’s influence he would have been hanged. 

ALFRED:
What ever did he get up to?

EBBA:
Soon after Eorpwald’s death, my father among others reverted to the Old Saxon ways.

ALFRED:
The same old Herefrith.

EBBA:
This may surprise you; he lived for many years above reproach. He even deceived my mother and went to mass regularly, and never put a foot wrong.

ALFRED:
Biding his time.

EBBA:
You can say that again, that dark cloud descended again when Felix went away to Dunwich. My… mother died… I shall never know what happened. All… I know is that I have to live under the same roof as his cheap concubine. - Oddly, things did improve when were banished to Wolferton.


ALFRED:
(Comforts her) That’s a matter… Ebba, just try and think about those good times in Exning. Do you remember when we were children and Saint Felix talked about a new heaven and earth?

EBBA:
It’s on the tip of my memory, carry on.

ALFRED:
About the New Jerusalem, when God will wipe away every tear.

EBBA:
(Excited) That means no more fear, you’ve just opened up a well within my soul I thought was bone dry.

ALFRED:
And flowing from the throne of God and the Lamb in the holy city the river of life, clear as crystal.

EBBA:
It’s all flooding back, at the end of time the sun and moon will go out and God will shine His light forever.

ALFRED:
And think how much you like jewelry, the city will shine in gold and precious stones. (EBBA looks downcast) Ebba there’s no need… (Goes to comfort her and she moves away)

EBBA:
But I remember Saint Felix’s words, nothing impure will enter there.

ALFRED:
True, only if you’ve been washed in the blood of Christ.

EBBA:
(Screams) Stop it… stop… darkness has clouded my vision.

The crows are heard cawing.

ALFRED:
Let’s get away from here, Herefrith can’t be far away.

ENTER FELIX

FELIX:
Alfred, what’s going on..?

ALFRED:
Thank God you’re here, this is Ebba.

FELIX:
Oh…?
ALFRED:
She needs help.
EBBA:
(She falls down before FELIX) Saint Felix, thank God, I feel so unclean.
FELIX:
Ebba, my word you have grown into a beautiful young woman. But first I must delay Herefrith. (Kneels to pray) Will you kneel too Alfred. Dear Heavenly Father, I pray for a miracle that your holy angels will block Herefrith’s path.

EBBA:
(Speaks in a demonic voice) Keep away from me Man of God.

FELIX:
You better hold her, (ALFRED does) Spirit of fear and darkness I cast you out in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ. (EBBA screams as the evil spirits leave her) 

The light fades and returns.

HEREFRITH:
(Shouts off stage) What’s this force that’s blocking my path?
FELIX:
Ebba, I remember baptizing you, but I must pray for your protection or there’s the danger that evil spirits will return.

FELIX:
 (He takes out his container of holy water and makes the sign of the cross on EBBA’S forehead) I pray that Christ’s blood, will stop any evil spirits re-entering your soul. In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sanctus. Now please stand Ebba. (They all rise)

EBBA:
(Elated) I feel so much… I feel much cleaner and forgiven.

FELIX:
Give all the glory to God…

HEREFRITH:
(Shouts off stage) Ebba…
FELIX:
It’s time to go, come on Alfred. (Goes to stage left)

EXIT FELIX

ALFRED:
I’ll be right behind you. (Kisses and embraces EBBA)

EXIT ALFRED

EBBA:
(Turns to stage right) Everything alright?

ENTER HEREFRITH

HEREFRITH:
No everything’s not alright, flashes of light have been blocking my path and goodness knows what else.

EBBA:
How strange…
HEREFRITH:
It’s strange alright, how dare you defy me, how long have you been seeing Alfred behind my back?

EBBA:
Just a few months, I’m in love with him.

HEREFRITH:
In love with him, (Strikes her and she cries) I should have-

EBBA:
(Cutting in) Murdered him like…

HEREFRITH:
(Strikes her again and she falls) So that’s what he told you!

EBBA:
(Shouts) But… did you? I told him there was no proof, I defended you.

HEREFRITH:
(Mocks her) Defended me… (Stares at her)
EBBA:
Believe it or not… you’re not to harm Alfred. Why are you staring at me like that?

HEREFRITH:
You’ve changed.

EBBA:
Changed!

HEREFRITH:
Stop playing the innocent with me. (Strikes her again) Come on, out with it. Get up… (She rises)

EBBA:
Alright but please don’t hit me again.

HEREFRITH:
I’ll make no promises, well…

EBBA:
I’ve decided to go back to the Catholic faith.

HEREFRITH:
I thought as much, how could you after all those years you’ve spent here with me in the Saxon culture. (Points at her) Do you realize what you’ve done; you’ve rejected me and your Saxon heritage.

EBBA:
I repeat I’ve gone back to the Catholic faith-

HEREFRITH:
(Rage) Catholic….Catholic … you ain’t no… Catholic (He draws his sword) I’ll show you who’s master here, renounce your faith.

EBBA:
(Moves backwards) Father … no… no… not your own flesh and blood, what’s the difference you killed mother.

HEREFRITH:
There’s no proof.

EBBA:
There never is, go on then kill me… (Points his sword at her) Go on then what are you waiting for?

HEREFRITH:
(Puts his sword away) You’ve really changed, so Felix has been up to his old tricks again?

EBBA:
Yes, if you’d like to call it that.

HEREFRITH:
Felix…I thought I knocked that out of you when I trained you in magic as a child.

EBBA:
I’m afraid not Father, give up this nonsense of yours, I’m sure that King Sigbert will go easy with you.

HEREFRITH:
Give up… I’ve got the gods on my side. Ebba, don’t bother to come home tonight, go and stay with your aunt after you’ve collected your things.

EBBA:
Why… have you decided to let me live?

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) I have my reasons, the bigger the challenge the greater the power. Now listen what the Saxon gods think of you.

MIMIR’S, the giant’s voice is heard coming from the shrine.


Traitor… how dare you defy me..?

EBBA:
(She shakes with fear and HEREFRITH sees her holding an amulet of Frig, hanging round her neck) My God will protect me.
HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) A Catholic, you’ve still got Saxon blood flowing through your veins. Sweet dreams.

EXIT HEREFRITH

EBBA:
Yes I’m a Saxon but first I’m a Catholic.

HEREFRITH:
(Off stage) We shall see… we shall… see, time will tell where your heart really lies. 

EBBA:
(Speaks to herself) What have I done… my life’s all changed within the space of an hour.

EXIT EBBA
ACT 1 SCENE 3 EARLY EVENING

The same

ENTER EBBA

EBBA:
(She stumbles by the shrine and is upset) I… can’t face another beating… like that from my father. He’s like a wild animal. I…I should never have become a Catholic again. (Stares at the shrine and moves away) I’ve stirred up the wrath of the Saxon gods. If… only Alfred was here.

ENTER ALFRED

ALFRED:
(From stage left) Ebba, who did… this, your father?

EBBA:
Now promise you’ll stay calm.

ALFRED:
I’ll have his hide, if it’s the last thing I do.

EBBA:
Alfred, there you go again, if you’d listened to me we’d be far away from here by now, you… and your hare-brain ideas.

ALFRED:
Ebba what’s got into you?

EBBA:
I should never have had that exorcism.

ALFRED:
Ebba you shouldn’t talk like that.

EBBA:
Why not… I’ve lost everything.

ALFRED:
That’s just typical of you, here today gone tomorrow.

EBBA:
Alfred you’ve hit the nail on the head. I’ve been thrown out of my father’s house today and goodness knows about tomorrow.

ALFRED:
(Points to himself) He did the same to me.
EBBA:
And you’re bitter as any gall, but he’s sent me to my aunt’s house and it’s worse than a pig sty, until-

ALFRED:
Until what..? (Walks towards stage right) 

EBBA:
Alfred, where do you think you’re going?

ALFRED:
Something I should have done a long time ago.

EBBA:
(Sighs) The same old Alfred. (Stands in front of him) You’re not going anywhere.

ALFRED:
Stand aside Ebba.

EBBA:
You’re stubborn as an old bull.

ALFRED:
It’s a matter of honour Ebba.

EBBA:
I’d call it revenge, what would that achieve if you killed my father?

ALFRED:
What would it achieve; I’ll tell you an end to a lot of suffering for many people.

EBBA:
Alfred I know how you feel but my father’s a powerful foe.

ENTER FELIX and SIGBERT

FELIX:
(From stage left) Listen to her Alfred, vengeance is mine saith the Lord.

EBBA:
(She runs to hug FELIX) Felix….

FELIX:
Your father did this to you Ebba?

EBBA:
(Cries) He… went berserk…

SIGBERT:
I’ll… know how she… I’ll have him exiled.

ALFRED:
And I would like to sever his head from his shoulders.

FELIX:
Alfred, you must try and control your anger; otherwise you’re playing right into his hands. 

SIGBERT:
Yes… we must do it God’s way.

FELIX:
And in His perfect timing.

EBBA:
(Releases her hug) Thank God you turned up when you did Felix.

FELIX:
Somehow I think you restrained the stubborn old bull, only a lady could do that.

ALFRED:
(Restless) But I’m still rearing to go.

FELIX:
And so you shall, but only at the right moment.

EBBA:
Felix I’ve got a confession to make.

FELIX:
Go ahead my child.

EBBA:
In my confusion. (Pause) I…
FELIX:
Continue.

EBBA:
I said that I regretted being a Catholic.

FELIX:
That’s perfectly natural under the circumstances. 

EBBA:
I know but I still feel so guilty.

FELIX:
This often happens when God starts a good work and we’re standing on Satan’s ground at the moment. (Pause) Are you thinking what I’m thinking my King? 

SIGBERT:
Yes, what a lovely summer evening and Vespers is about to begin throughout all the monasteries in England.

Gregorian chant is heard in the background.

FELIX:
And it’s time for mass. 

SIGBERT:
I’ve got some consecrated bread and wine. (Offers it to FELIX)

FELIX:
Thank you my King, please sit down. (SIGBERT, ALFRED and EBBA kneel while FELIX performs the mass in Latin and holds up the host) Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus. (Offers the bread) Accipite et comedite: hoc est corpus meum. (Pause) Kyrie eleison, Christi eleison, Kyrie eleison. (Pause and offers the wine) Bibite ex hoc omnes: hic est enim sanguis meus novi testamenti, qui pro multis effunditur in remissionem peccatorum. (Pause)

EBBA:
(EBBA, ALFRED and SIGBERT rise) God has filled my heart with love, I’m forgiven and there’s not a trace of guilt.

ALFRED:
And all my anger’s gone.

SIGBERT:
Oh… these times of refreshing from the Lord.

FELIX:
Yes, God is good all the time, but we mustn’t forget our plight.

SIGBERT:
In heaven but down to earth as usual Felix.

FELIX:
Yes thinking about earth, the time has come for us to attack the second root of the world ash.

SIGBERT:
Mimir the giant.

FELIX:
This would destroy Herefrith’s access to wisdom.

SIGBERT:
You… mean Mimir’s wisdom.

FELIX:
One of the same things.

SIGBERT:
Herefrith will go berserk.

FELIX:
And hopefully he’ll make some rash decisions.

SIGBERT:
We’ll… be stirring up a hornet’s nest.

FELIX:
What’s the matter, I thought you… the time’s right now, the first root’s weakened from lack of water to the Norms.

SIGBERT:
Sorry… let’s go for it.

FELIX:
But first we must pray for protection, let’s all bow our heads. Heavenly Father we ask you to cover us in the blood of your Son and protect us from all the powers of darkness. Amen. (Long pause)

SIGBERT:
What is it Felix?

FELIX:
I feel there’s a British deity around here as well, still one thing at a time.

SIGBERT:
A British deity, Fursey would soon-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Fursey…what that blundering ox. 

SIGBERT:
That’s unkind; all I’m saying is Fursey would have dealt with it.

FELIX:
Please, not now my king. I must concentrate. (He pours dust of relics from his container into the shrine) Dear heavenly Father, we pray in faith that the relics of your saints would cause the second root of the ash to wither. In nomine Jesu Christi, et Mariae benedictae Matris Dei. Remember it’s not just the relics themselves but also our level of faith. (They all kneel) Now keep praying. 

MIMIR the giant makes a terrific noise from the shrine and the light fades and the sea roars.


(Shouts) Keep praying we’re in a battle. (Long pause)

Peace is restored and the light returns.


Praise God that the second root’s rendered inactive.

SIGBERT:
Two roots gone, one to go.

EBBA:
That should get my father’s back up.

ALFRED:
This is what I’ve been waiting for, come to Alfred.

HEREFRITH:
(Speaks from the Shrine) Felix you and your companions are doomed, you’re about to be wiped off the face of the earth.

FELIX:
How many warriors do you think he’ll send?

EBBA:
About twenty.

ALFRED:
Come on… let’s be having you.

SIGBERT:
It’s… nothing to rejoice about, there’s too many… we’ve only got two swords.

FELIX:
Then we must reduce their numbers, which way are they likely to come?

EBBA:
Around the back of the cliffs.

FELIX:
Pass Fenrir.

SIGBERT:
But he’s chained…what do-

FELIX:
Then he must be released.

ALFRED:
But how, he’s chained by magic?

FELIX:
Through prayer, let’s kneel.

ALFRED:
Before you pray, I’ve got some weapons hidden near by.

FELIX:
Good idea, be as quick as you can. 

EXIT ALFRED

(Opens his red book) Whatever you bind on earth will be bound in heaven, and whatever you loose on earth will be loosed in heaven. We pray that Fenrir will be loosed from his magic chain in nomine Jesu Christi, et Mariae benedictae Matris Dei. (Long pause)

The warriors are heard screaming and FENRIR howls.

EBBA:
It must have worked!

FELIX:
Father I thank you for answering our prayer and I pray that Fenrir will be sent to your appointed place. Amen.

FENRIR is heard howling from the shrine and the sound grows fainter.


Praise God, Fenrir’s gone into lower earth.

ENTER ALFRED

ALFRED:
(Brings two shields, two swords and staff) Fenrir’s gone… good riddance; this is the best I could muster in the time.

FELIX:
Good, Fenrir must have devoured quite a few of the warriors.

ALFRED:
But we don’t know how many, I’ve got an idea we’ll ambush them on the way.

FELIX:
Spring a surprise..!
SIGBERT:
Sorry I…-
ALFRED:
(Cutting in) Sorry my king, there isn’t much time.

SIGBERT:
(ALFRED gives him a shield and pushes a sword in his hand) I’m…not really sure... (His sword hand starts shaking)
ALFRED:
Ar… that’s the spirit…
SIGBERT:
You… don’t under…-

EBBA:
(Takes the shield and sword) It’s been a long time since I wielded a sword.

ALFRED:
Come on Ebba, you fight like a dragon when you’re riled.

SIGBERT:
(Still shaking) I’m not sure if I can really go through with this.

ALFRED:
I can see the warrior spirit welling up in you. 

SIGBERT:
Stop it…!

FELIX:
(Holds his staff) Let’s hope I don’t have to use this, prayer’s my real weapon.

ALFRED:
We’re going to need it, come, we must hurry or we’ll lose the element of surprise.

EXIT ALFRED, SIGBERT and EBBA

FELIX:
(FELIX kneels to pray with open arms to heaven, long pause) Dear Lord, protect your children in this hour of need.

The clash of swords and shields are heard and cries of death, then silence.


This is getting much too close for comfort. (Long pause and he rises to pick up his staff)

ENTER ALFRED and THREE SAXON WARRIORS
ALFRED:
(Shouts) I could do with some help my king.
ENTER SIGBERT
SIGBERT:
(Stands still with his sword) I’ll… never use a sword again.
ENTER EBBA 
EBBA:
Coming Alfred. (She fights one of the SAXON WARRIORS and FELIX hits him on the head with his staff)

ALFRED:
Good thinking Bishop. (He kills one SAXON WARRIOR and the other raises his sword when ALFRED slips and falls but EBBA stabs the WARRIOR in the back and he dies) Ebba, you saved my life. (Rises and gives her a hug)
FELIX:
What actually happened back there?
ALFRED:
I’d rather not say if it wasn’t for Ebba.
FELIX:
I’m so grateful to you both, could you leave us for a moment.
EXIT ALFRED and EBBA

SIGBERT:
Just say what you want to say, your face looks full...- 

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Whatever were you thinking of?
SIGBERT:
It just goes to show how short sighted you are.

FELIX:
What’s that supposed to mean?
SIGBERT:
I thought that would have been obvious. 

FELIX:
What, you stand there looking on, like some…
SIGBERT:
I think you ought to realize who you’re speaking to. 
FELIX:
When you start acting like a king, my response would be quite different.

ALFRED:
What and play straight into Herefrith’s hands. Yes my father bullied me into being a gallant Saxon warrior. I had to leave England before I slipped too much into the Old Saxon culture.

FELIX:
You could still be a warrior king; Christ Himself is a lion and a lamb.
SIGBERT:
What… have I got to do to convince you, have you got any idea how I felt when I grasped this sword? (Throws his sword down) I don’t want to finish up like the other Saxon Kings, attacking each other’s kingdoms. Can’t you see that’s what Herefrith’s trying to get me to do?

FELIX:
I don’t believe this.
SIGBERT:
Can’t you see… what the hell do you think Herefrith’s trying to do?

FELIX:
We’re in a battle, kings are anointed by God.

SIGBERT:
We’re not going through that again; you’re just the same with Fursey.

FELIX:
What that lazy lump.

SIGBERT:
Fursey comes from a Celtic heritage like yourself, yet you still insist on inflicting your beliefs… (FELIX raises his staff) Don’t you do that ever again?  (SAXON WARRIOR starts stirring) It’s time to call Alfred.
FELIX:
Alfred! (Long pause)

ENTER ALFRED and EBBA
ALFRED:
Shall I finish him off?
FELIX:
No, there’s been enough blood spilt.
SIGBERT:
Hear…hear…

ALFRED:
After all my..?-
EBBA:
(Sighs) Yes, it’s so sad it come to this, all through my father.

FELIX:
Alfred, we need to get rid of the bodies.

ALFRED:
Good idea, (Turns to SAXON WARRIOR) Now pick your friend up and get out of here. (He obeys) Keep an eye on him Ebba. ALFRED picks up the other body) 

EXIT ALFRED, EBBA and SAXON WARRIORS
FELIX:
I think this is the time to apologize my king.

SIGBERT:
That’s a step in the right direction.

FELIX:
Sorry, I was just worried about your kingdom.

SIGBERT:
Why can’t you… leave things as they are? (Picks up his sword)

FELIX:
It’s a bit late for that now. (Long Pause and SIGBERT throws down his sword)
ENTER ALFRED and EBBA
ALFRED:
That’s taken care of that ... what’s next?
FELIX:
We’ve got to keep one step ahead of Herefrith, no doubt he’s riled. Now it’s time to go for the third root.
SIGBERT:
What… Nidhogg is the source of power behind the roots?
FELIX:
Exactly and we’ll go for the branches at the same time.

SIGBERT:
But that’s the domain of the fertility gods and goddesses in the upper world.

FELIX:
Yes black and white, God creates the light and the darkness.

SIGBERT:
He’s… above all, brilliant Felix.

FELIX:
Come we must prepare, let’s all kneel in a circle. (They all kneel) I must warn you this is going to be a make or break situation. Now direct your hearts to the living God and don’t stray to the right or left. Remember that faith can move mountains. Dear heavenly Father, creator of light and darkness, we pray that the third root of the ash will be made inactive in nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.

A wind is heard blowing in the darkness as NIDHOGG roars from the shrine and the sea also roars.


Let’s hold hands.

The light slowly returns and NIDHOGG is heard groaning from the shrine.

SIGBERT:
What’s…happening..?

FELIX:
Something’s not right.

EBBA:
Now you tell me…

ALFRED:
Quiet Ebba.

FELIX:
Concentrate everybody; we must go for the branches. Dear heavenly Father we pray the life and light from the branches would be made inactive in nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.

The light becomes very bright and the wind blows and the branches are heard creaking in the chaos. Then everything returns to normal. 

SIGBERT:
(They all rise slowly) Is that it..?

EBBA:
It seems too quiet for me.

ALFRED:
Spooky I’d say something’s about to happen.

FELIX:
We can only wait.

NIDHOGG makes a deafening roar from the shrine.

SIGBERT:
He seems alive and well…

There’s a blinding flash and the OLD WOMAN’S voice is heard from the shrine.


Black is white and white is black and all is well.

EBBA:
Felix we’ve failed.

FELIX:
I can’t think what happened.

SIGBERT:
(Walks around) Our… prayers haven’t worked, this hasn’t been my day. 

FELIX:
This hasn’t been anybody’s day, my King.

ALFRED:
Now what happens?

FELIX:
Your guess is as good as mine.

ALFRED:
But you’re supposed to know all the answers.

FELIX:
I think we all need to calm down. (Pause)

ALFRED:
What is it Felix?

FELIX:
I don’t quite understand God has given me a picture of an amulet.

ALFRED:
Amulet, (He pulls the amulet from around EBBA’S neck) Is this what you’re looking for? (Gives it to FELIX)

FELIX:
It’s the Saxon goddess Frig…
ALFRED:
Frig you and your jewellry.

EBBA:
But don’t you see Frig has beaten us. (Cries) I knew I should never have become a Catholic. 

ALFRED:
Sometimes I wish I’d never set eyes on you.

FELIX:
Don’t be too hard on her Alfred; the amulet could have saved her life.

ALFRED:
From her father… I’m sorry Ebba.

EBBA:
(In a trance) Frig is faithful.

SIGBERT:
She needs deliverance Felix.

FELIX:
Not now…

The three NORMS are heard from the shrine.


We’re back; we’re back, back…
SIGBERT:
Felix… what’s…?
FELIX:
(Picks up a shield and throws it at the shrine) Blazes, blazes…
SIGBERT:
Felix, calm down!
FELIX:
You know how I hate disorder…
The giant MIMIR speaks from the shrine.


I’m back again Felix…

SIGBERT:
Don’t let-

FELIX:
How can I, my head’s splitting apart. (Put his hands on his head)

They hear the pair of crows cawing.


It’s those eavesdropping crows again; I wish I was miles from here.

SIGBERT:
Felix get a…. grip on yourself we need you; we’re right back where we started.

FELIX:
Don’t you think…. oh what’s the use.

HEREFRITH’S voice is heard from the shrine.

HEREFRITH:
Not faring very well er… Felix, the ash is restored to its former glory thanks to my daughter Ebba and Frig… (Laughs)
EBBA:
Frig…………

                                                      CURTAIN

ACT 2 SCENE 1 Late Evening

This scene takes place at Wolferton on the Norfolk coast.

ENTER FURSEY
FURSEY:
(From stage left holding his staff) Ar… what a beautiful spot, a nice warm evening and the sun’s setting over the sea. At last a place to lay my head and rest my weary feet. (Lies down to sleep) Busy… day tomorrow… (Sleeps and starts to snore)

A noise is heard coming from the shrine.


(Wakes up with a start) Whatever was that?  (Rises and goes to the shrine) I might have guessed it’s those Saxon heathens and their magic runes. (Stretches his hand over the shrine) I pray in the precious name of Christ for these spirits to be silent. Amen. Why should I be robbed of my sleep? (Lies down again to sleep)

ENTER IMOGEN

IMOGEN:
(From stage left, she dances and stumbles over FURSEY’S feet) Er… what’s going…
FURSEY:
(Sits up in anger) And what do you think you’re doing?

IMOGEN:
There’s… no need to shout.

FURSEY:
(Shouts) Speak up girl….

IMOGEN:
(Shouts) I said… there’s no need to shout.

FURSEY:
I’m not deaf.

IMOGEN:
Neither am I.

FURSEY:
(Rises) At least you could say you’re sorry.

IMOGEN:
(Shrugs her shoulders) Mmm… over my dead body.

FURSEY:
I see you’ve got a will of your own.

IMOGEN:
(Laughs) What you stick your great big feet across the path… and think-

FURSEY:
(Cutting in) Do you realise who I am?

IMOGEN:
Yes, a hog headed old man.

FURSEY:
(Sighs) I think we ought to start again.

IMOGEN:
Hmm…sounds good to me, my name’s Imogen.

FURSEY:
I’m Fursey, (They shake hands) an Irish pilgrim.

IMOGEN:
A holy man, it doesn’t seem… you’re a long way from home.

FURSEY:
Yes and where might you live?

IMOGEN:
In Babingley, not far-

FURSEY:
(Cutting in) Babingley, is Saint Felix church still flourishing there?

IMOGEN:
Until last year, hmm… why should I care, I’m leaving.

FURSEY:
Leaving, why?

IMOGEN:
You don’t half ask a lot of questions.

FURSEY:
That’s the only way to find things out.

IMOGEN:
Is it now..?

FURSEY:
Look, I’m sorry you seem-

IMOGEN:
(Cutting in) You must know that most of us Britons are either made slaves or driven to the west by the Saxons.

FURSEY:
Are you a slave?

IMOGEN:
There you… no never.

FURSEY:
I didn’t think so; the Saxons are not as bad as you make out. King Sigbert has built me a hermitage in the castle Burgh. Not only that he provides me with deer, wild boar, fresh game and all the mead I can drink.  (Rubs his stomach)

IMOGEN:
Hmm I can see that, it’s all right for some.

FURSEY:
I could put a good word in for you.

IMOGEN:
Now why should you want to do that?

FURSEY:
Do you really want to leave home?

IMOGEN:
And why do you think I should stay?

FURSEY:
Are you happy at home?

IMOGEN:
(Sighs) Mostly, my father’s a fine craftsman and provides a fairly good living, we get by. I often lend him a hand in making all sorts of footwear-slippers, shoes, and gaiters; bottles, reins, and trappings; flasks and leather vessels, spur traps and halters, bags and purses…you name it.

FURSEY:
I see he’s a shoemaker; it helps folk to pass through the winter.

IMOGEN:
Yes it does that alright, but I’ll have you know that his father was a Celtic chieftain until…-

FURSEY:
(Cutting in) So that’s why you’ve got an axe to grind?

IMOGEN:
Hmm…and you’ve got a sharp tongue…

FURSEY:
And it’s about time you stepped off your high horse, you forget I’ve got Celtic blood flowing through my veins.

IMOGEN:
But you’re not under the Saxon yoke. 

FURSEY:
(Pause) But you seem to have mastered the language well.

IMOGEN:
It’s never been a problem, my mother brought me up to speak in a British and Saxon tongue.

FURSEY:
She sounds very wise; I would like to meet your parents.

IMOGEN:
Hmm…is there any point?

FURSEY:
Look, King Sigbert is a godly man and he’ll take care of all your needs. Also he’s friendly with Saint Felix, the Bishop of Dunwich.

IMOGEN:
Is that so? (Folds her arms and FURSEY notices the garland of flowers on her head) Hmmm…I wondered when you’d get around to that.

FURSEY:
I can see you’re not a Catholic.

IMOGEN:
True, although I would say that things were better when the hamlet was Catholic. But the so called Catholics have returned to their Saxon gods. 

FURSEY:
But what went wrong Imogen? 

IMOGEN:
An Ealdorman named Herefrith who lives in Wolferton is practicing Saxon magic.

FURSEY:
Is he now?

IMOGEN:
Have you heard the wolf howling?

FURSEY:
Yes, I’ve never heard anything like it, not even in Ireland. Then why do you stay here?

IMOGEN:
Hmm…isn’t that what I’ve been trying to tell you and the British gods were strong here until-

FURSEY:
(Over lapping) Herefrith, what British god do you follow?

IMOGEN:
There you go again, Ludd the river god, now you know why I must leave here.

FURSEY:
To be with your own people and your gods.

IMOGEN:
Speaking to you has convinced me I’m doing the right thing, so farewell Fursey. (Walks to stage right)

FURSEY:
Not so hasty, King Sigbert will sort things out.

IMOGEN:
Hmm…so you’ve said before.

FURSEY:
Wait…

IMOGEN:
(She stops and turns) Perhaps I’ll wait, the spirit’s getting stronger.

FURSEY:
Now what spirit might that be?

The lighting turns green.

ENTER THE GREEN MAN


(THE GREEN MAN stands behind FURSEY who turns around.) I can’t see any spirit. (THE GREEN MAN kicks him up the behind) Who did that..?

IMOGEN:
(Laughs) I haven’t got a long enough foot.

FURSEY:
What witchcraft is this?

IMOGEN:
It’s not witchcraft, can’t you see I’m in touch with the forces of nature.

FURSEY:
Are you now, in touch…with. (Keeps turning round) 

IMOGEN:
You’re getting yourself all in a stew. (Laughs as THE GREEN MAN hits FURSEY on the head) 

FURSEY:
(Hits out) Get away from you fiend.

IMOGEN:
As you can see, that wasn’t me or was it… are you blind?

FURSEY:
It’s you who’s blind. (Keeps turning around) 

IMOGEN:
Hmm… That’s why you’re dancing to his tune?

FURSEY:
Because there’s no one there.

IMOGEN:
Would you like to hear him speak?

FURSEY:
Yes, I’d like to know what I’m dealing with.

IMOGEN:
(Clicks her fingers) Now listen ….

G. MAN:
The green man bares his torch’s flame,


Lights those depths of the human soul,

That brings forth bright spring days again;

And leafy boughs play out his role.


His spirit hides beneath the bark, 


Straight down the roots to a land of fear,


Ancient giants tread round in the dark,


Demonic Celtic spirits appear.


Way in the forest evergreen,


He stands beside the bubbling springs,


Hears the ancient druids chant,


Who worship all created things.


In future, present and the past,


He makes his presence pass through time;

Hides his face behind a mask,


Always there in the human mind.

IMOGEN:
Did you hear that?

FURSEY:
Yes, I heard, it’s the Green Man, in other words Cerenunnos, a deity of the British gods. Now get rid of him, he’s annoying me.

IMOGEN:
(Points to THE GREEN MAN) Go back into the wood.

EXIT THE GREEN MAN

FURSEY:
I suppose, you thought that was clever.

IMOGEN:
Now be careful what you say… or I’ll call him back.

FURSEY:
Don’t you dare threaten me Imogen; it seems to me the Saxon yoke is not the only yoke you’re under.

IMOGEN:
Under, under, the Green Man has given me rebirth in my soul and makes me feel one with nature.

FURSEY:
But he’s wearing a mask.

IMOGEN:
Hmm… how do you know, you’ve never seen him?

FURSEY:
Look, as I’ve said before I’m Celtic. I’ve seen the Green Man’s carved images all over Ireland, you heard those lines in his poem, worship all created things. I worship the creator Himself.

IMOGEN:
I’ve read… and heard-

FURSEY:
Where did you learn to read?

IMOGEN:
My father used to be friendly with the local Reeve, his wife taught me until I was sixteen.

FURSEY:
Then what happened?

IMOGEN:
You’re nosy old…

FURSEY:
I like to get to the bottom of things.

IMOGEN:
(Laughs) Well, as you said before, you won’t know if you don’t ask. One day when we were alone he tried to kiss me.

FURSEY:
I bet he didn’t-

IMOGEN
(Overlapping) Let me finish, soon after that all the Catholics, well those who survived turned their backs on God.

FURSEY:
Imogen, you mustn’t let this experience rob you of the greatest chance you’ll have in life.

IMOGEN:
Hmm…I’m listening…

FURSEY:
Good, you worshipped the British god Ludd one of the children of Don, god of the sky, also the children of llyr such as Bran from the underworld.

IMOGEN:
That’s right, what are you getting at?

FURSEY:
As you probably know the Saxons also have a lower and upper world for their gods.

IMOGEN:
You mean good and evil?

FURSEY:
Very good, in other words good and evil in the British and Saxon cultures are both under a curse.

IMOGEN:
And who says so..?

FURSEY:
God Himself, His Son took the curse of good and evil and gives eternal life to those who believe on Him.

IMOGEN:
(Pause) You mean the curse from the garden of Eden, when Adam and Eve ate from the tree of good and evil?

FURSEY:
Where did you learn that..?

IMOGEN:
Never you mind, it’s Ludd and the Green Man who fill me with energy.

FURSEY:
The wrong sort of energy.

IMOGEN:
(Laughs) But… but The Green Man made rings round you.

FURSEY:
(Surprised) Did he now..?

IMOGEN:
Alright then, prove to me… your God’s stronger than the Green Man.

FURSEY:
Er… how do you expect me to do that?

IMOGEN:
(Points to stage centre) His sacred grove’s just over there.

FURSEY:
Very well, but first I need an axe, (Looks around and sees the weapons on the ground) What’s been going on? Here’s one Praise God. (Picks the axe up and goes to back stage centre)

IMOGEN:
Wait… (Follows him) What are you going to do..?


FURSEY:
I’m going to settle this once and for all.

IMOGEN:
(Grabs hold of him) But you can’t…

FURSEY:
I can and I will…now step aside. (She steps aside)

EXIT FURSEY



IMOGEN:
(Shouts) What… have I done…. go on you hog headed old man?

FURSEY is heard chopping down a tree.


(Screams) What….happening to me…? (She falls down and convulses) Arrr…
ENTER FURSEY

FURSEY:
(Comes running and drops his axe) Imogen… (Bends over her) Are you alright…?

IMOGEN:
(Rises and angry) Does it look…what have you done..? I wish I’d never met you. 

FURSEY:
You should be fine now.

IMOGEN:
Hmm…I should have left when I had the chance.

FURSEY:
But you’ve been freed.

IMOGEN:
Yes but the gods always take their revenge.

FURSEY:
True.

IMOGEN:
I wish… I’d never set eyes on you, however did I get myself into this mess? (Storms to stage right)

FURSEY:
Where do you think you’re going..?

IMOGEN:
What do you think; get as far away from you.

FURSEY:
That’s not very wise, you’re open-

IMOGEN:
(Stops and turns) Open… to what..?

FURSEY:
Calm down…

IMOGEN:
How can I after just what’s happened, I said open to what?

FURSEY:
The spirits could return seven times stronger with goodness knows what.

IMOGEN:
Now you tell me, what do I have to do?

FURSEY:
Accept Christ as your Saviour.

IMOGEN:
Do I have any choice?

FURSEY:
Not really.

IMOGEN:
You… tricked me.

FURSEY:
You’re wasting my time.

IMOGEN:
You’re… enjoying this.

FURSEY:
Goodbye Imogen.

IMOGEN:
Goodbye, what do I have to do?

FURSEY:
You’re sure this is of your own free will?

IMOGEN:
Yes… let’s get on with it.

FURSEY:
Ask the Lord to take away your sin.

IMOGEN:
Lord… Lord… (Her voice fades) I can’t get the words out, what’s going on?

FURSEY:
Heavenly Father, I ask you to free her from these evil influences and loose her tongue. Now try…

IMOGEN:
Lord God, please forgive my sin.

FURSEY:
Good, now ask Him to come into your heart.

IMOGEN:
Would you, please come into my heart. Now what?

FURSEY:
Just wait a few moments. (Long pause)

IMOGEN:
I can feel His love welling up in my heart. Fursey I’m free. (Hugs FURSEY) Thank you for your help.

FURSEY:
(Points up) Thank Him.

IMOGEN:
Thank you Lord for your dear Son. (Starts crying) I’ve never felt such love.

FURSEY:
And it’s eternal love.

IMOGEN:
(Gazes round) I feel different, everything feels different and nature seems more vivid then before, softer hues and sweeter greens. What’s happened to The Green Man?

FURSEY:
There’s no need to worry about him anymore. This is only the beginning; your God will take you deeper into nature than ever before and enrich your Celtic heritage.

IMOGEN:
Yes, I can feel such an empathy with nature.

ENTER THE GREEN MAN

G.MAN:
(From stage centre and wounded) You haven’t heard the last of me Fursey.

FURSEY:
Showing yourself in your true colours?

IMOGEN:
You can see him?

FURSEY:
Clear as the day and it seems the axe has wounded him.

G.MAN:
I’ll recover.

FURSEY:
But not around here for a while.

G.MAN:
But hear this before I go, I’ll be seen in the future in the wood carvings and set in stone in the English churches. I’ll come alive again in the end times. (Points to IMOGEN) Woe to you Imogen for turning your back on your Celtic heritage.

IMOGEN:
Hmm… I’ve found something much better.

FURSEY:
Good for you Imogen. In the meantime, Green Man I ask you to depart in the name of Christ our Saviour. Amen.

G.MAN:
I’m going…. (Goes to stage centre and black out)

ACT 2 SCENE 2 NIGHT

THE SAME

IMOGEN:
What’s happened, its pitch black?

FURSEY:
We’ve just got rid of the darkness.

IMOGEN:
You could have fooled me, wherever did the Green Man go?

FURSEY:
God only knows, but as he said he’ll be back some day in some shape or form.

The light slowly returns.


Good, it’s getting lighter.

IMOGEN:
The moon’s just coming from behind that cloud. Ar… that’s better. I love to see the moon shining over the sea, it looks so peaceful. Praise God.

FURSEY:
I’m glad you’re giving God the glory.

IMOGEN:
Who else..?

FURSEY:
That’s the… it’s getting late, wont your parents start worrying?

IMOGEN:
No… I often used to take walks in the moonlight, is there anything wrong?

FURSEY:
I thought I heard-

IMOGEN:
I think you’re right.

ENTER FELIX, SIGBERT and ALFRED

FURSEY:
(Surprised) I don’t believe this….

SIGBERT:
Why, it’s… Fursey in the flesh… what’s been keeping you?

FURSEY:
(Slaps SIGBERT on his back) It’s so good to see you.

SIGBERT:
(Winches in pain) Steady… my back’s raw…

FURSEY:
Sorry…what happened?

FELIX:
Sorry… sorry… he’s your King…
FURSEY:
(Pause) Oh it’s you, been up to your old tricks again?

FELIX:
What do… you don’t seem to have changed.

FURSEY:
Neither have you.

SIGBERT:
(Coughs) Now… this is not the time, what have you been up to Fursey?

FURSEY:
Meet my new convert.

SIGBERT:
Good…evangelism as usual. (He shakes hands with her and she bows) I‘m delighted to meet you. Er…

FURSEY:
Imogen.

FELIX:
So this is Imogen.

FURSEY:
Have you two met?

FELIX:
Not exactly, delighted to meet you Imogen. (They shake hands) I’m Felix the Bishop of Dunwich.


IMOGEN:
(Bows) Hmm… Who would ever believe I’d meet a king and a bishop all on the same day.

FELIX:
All a bit overwhelming I’m sure, do you know Alfred?

IMOGEN:
You could say that.

ALFRED:
Yes… our paths have often crossed, when I’ve been out hunting.

FURSEY:
(Shakes hands with ALFRED) He looks a good and healthy warrior to me. I seem to remember passing the time of day on the beach this morning.

ALFRED:
I haven’t forgotten, I mentioned it to Felix.

FURSEY:
(Laughs) Did you now, I bet that made him happy.

SIGBERT:
Fursey, that’s enough.

FURSEY:
It’s better than going around all miserable.

FELIX:
Sorry, I’m not going to rise to the bait.

FURSEY:
What a pity. I wonder if I could ask you for a favour, my king.

SIGBERT:
Go ahead.

FELIX:
Is there any chance of Imogen settling down in Babingley?

SIGBERT:
Certainly, after things have been sorted out.

FELIX:
A new convert for my church.
FURSEY:
I thought that might please you Felix.

IMOGEN:
Hmm… we’ve got to get rid of Herefrith first.

FELIX:
Herefrith… Herefrith… he’s beginning to get on my nerves, still it’s good to see someone come through for God. Well done Fursey.

FURSEY:
Giving me some credit, don’t over do it. (ALFRED and IMOGEN move aside and talk ad lib) What’s going on around here? First I heard a wolf howling, followed by a dreadful storm and some strange voices coming from that shrine.

SIGBERT:
Herefrith bound the wolf through his magic that caused that storm.

FELIX:
And stole the hearts of the people.

SIGBERT:
Yes, that’s only the beginning; Herefrith’s a shaman and has tapped into the power of the Old Saxon gods. This is the last pagan stronghold left in East Angles. It’s… so good to have you on board Fursey.

FELIX:
I suppose so… under the circumstances.

SIGBERT:
At…. least you could show a bit more… enthusiasm, Felix. (Turns to FURSEY) Was… it you chopping that tree down, we heard a scream and it went pitch black?

FURSEY:
I just got rid of The Green Man, well for a while.

FELIX:
We’ve wanted to get rid of that British deity. Fursey you’ve really excelled yourself.

SIGBERT:
What… have I been trying to tell you Felix?
FURSEY:
It’s so refreshing to hear you eating humble pie Felix.

FELIX:
If there’s any pie around, I’m sure it would have been eaten by now.

FURSEY:
So would you after a seven day fast.
FELIX:
Come on Fursey...

SIGBERT:
I do…wish you two would stop rubbing each other up the wrong way. Alfred… (ALFRED’S taken with Imogen) Alfred…

ALFRED:
Er… sorry my King.

SIGBERT:
Would… you kindly fetch some mead and game for Fursey?

ALFRED:
No trouble.

SIGBERT:
Take… Imogen along for help, we could all do with some food.

ALFRED:
Thanks… it’s good as done my King.

EXIT ALFRED and IMOGEN

FELIX:
I don’t think that was a very good-

FURSEY:
(Cutting in) Now what’s got into you Felix.

FELIX:
You’ve got the wrong end of the stick, as usual Fursey.

FURSEY:
Have I now, it seems that I’m not the only one who’s been on the wrong end of the stick.

FELIX:
(Turns to SIGBERT) Have you been talking behind…surely you must have noticed the charisma between Alfred and Imogen?

FURSEY:
They’re both young.

FELIX:
That’s not the point, Alfred’s already spoken for.

SIGBERT:
I agree… this… is not the time to stir up a hornet’s nest. 

FURSEY:
What is done is done; would somebody please tell me what this is all about?

SIGBERT:
Alfred’s courting Herefrith’s daughter, Ebba.

FURSEY:
Herefrith’s daughter..!

SIGBERT:
She’s… recommitted her life to the Catholic faith, much to Herefrith’s fury, who gave her a good beating.

FELIX:
He would have killed her but for the amulet she was wearing.

FURSEY:
What kind of amulet?

SIGBERT:
Frig… the Saxon-

FURSEY:
(Cutting in) But I thought you said she’s a Catholic.

FELIX:
She is, but you know what these Saxons are like.

SIGBERT:
Not… all of us I hope.

FURSEY:
You’re not doing very well Felix.

FELIX:
I’ll speak for myself, if I may.

FURSEY:
You may, but what I would say your King’s been very kind to me.

FELIX:
Please… don’t remind me, that … nice little monastery at Burgh castle for the last six years, too long as far as I’m concerned. Then there’s all that…time you spend together, I’m sure it’s not all in prayer after what I’ve heard today.

SIGBERT:
(Walks up to FELIX) Felix…have you quite finished, what’s got into you?

FURSEY:
You’re coming round to my kind of thinking, my king.

FELIX:
A king indeed, but thanks to your influence he’s thinking of becoming a monk.

SIGBERT:
(Shouts) For… the last time, that’s enough, we must all work together.

FELIX:
What with a hermit and with the tribal monastic Celtic church.

FURSEY:
So this is what it’s all about. Ever since Rome fell to the barbarians the Pope runs the state and the church. I’m also led to believe the Pope wears the same clothes as the Emperor himself and he calls himself Pontifex Maximus. Furthermore Saint Augustine wrote about the City of God, in other words the heavenly Jerusalem, not the city of Rome.

FELIX:
Have you quite finished? Your so called Celtic Church still dwells within the realms of nature.

FURSEY:
And it’s more down to earth, God’s glory is reflected in nature. There are numerous examples in scripture such as the tree of life in the Garden of Eden.

FELIX:
Garden of Eden let me tell you this reminds me of the heretic Pelagius, who denied the doctrine of original sin.

FURSEY:
You’re forgetting the Celtic church spread Christianity before you even set foot on these shores.

FELIX:
Good for you, but let me tell you the Celtic Church will submit to the Catholic Church and not so far in the distant future.

FURSEY:
That wouldn’t surprise me in the least; the British will revert to their Roman conquerors as before, only through the church this time. Sadly this will happen in the end times in Church and state.

SIGBERT:
I… think you’ve had your say Fursey.

FURSEY:
I could say more.

FELIX:
Don’t bother.

SIGBERT:
Felix… I think you ought to realise we’re not fighting the British or Roman gods at this present moment.

FELIX:
But is Fursey able to face up to the Saxon gods?

SIGBERT:
Felix… I think you ought to know that once Fursey’s spirit left his body from sunset to cock crow.

FELIX:
Is that so.

SIGBERT:
(Sighs) Perhaps you’d like to tell Felix yourself what happened 

FURSEY:
With pleasure, I heard and saw the choirs of angels singing in heaven. The saints shall go from strength to strength. The God of Gods will be seen in Zion. (Pause)Then I returned to my body and after three days my spirit left my body again. This time I was attacked by evil spirits but reached my goal, through the protection of angels, where I spoke with angels and saints about good and evil.

FELIX:
Really…?
FURSEY:
Then I looked down from a great height and saw what appeared to be a gloomy valley with four fires burning. I asked the three angels what this meant and one of them said that these four fires would consume the world.

FELIX:
And who were they?

FURSEY:
The first fire was falsehood, the second was covetousness, the third was discord and the fourth was cruelty. These four fires came together in a great conflagration. The three angels paved a way through the fire but a malicious devil accused me and burned my jaw and when I returned to my body, I found my jaw and shoulder had been burned.

FELIX:
(Surprised) What you actually spoke with the angels and saints in heaven!

FURSEY:
Yes, I saw the heavenly hosts and the saints from my own nation.

FELIX:
(Pause) Fursey… strange you only saw the Celtic saints in heaven.

SIGBERT:
Felix does seem to have a point.

FURSEY:
Perhaps the Catholic saints were hiding in their shrines or far too high for me to see in heaven.

FELIX:
Fursey… I’m glad to see the Celtic saints made it off the ground. I thought that most of them would still be in the rivers or springs.

FURSEY:
Yes in nature and alive, not like some remote-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) I’ve just about…had enough-

FURSEY:
Have you now… (FELIX raises his staff) so you think you’re going to beat me black and blue like your king. (FURSEY raises his staff) Come on Felix, let’s be having you.

SIGBERT:
Stop… I say… stop this madness at once…can’t you see the Devil’s using your own weaknesses. 

FELIX:
No… no… Fursey’s got to be punished…don’t you see.

FURSEY:
Punish me… come on…nothing would give me greater pleasure, punish. (They fight each other with their staffs and FURSEY’S weight forces FELIX backwards) You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this moment. (FURSEY stumbles and falls)

FELIX:
Why you clumsy oaf. (Beats FURSEY)

SIGBERT:
(Tries to stop FELIX) Stop…this violence Felix or you’ll break his bones.

FELIX:
(Laughs) He’s much too flabby for that… (Carries on beating FURSEY)

SIGBERT:
(Shouts) I command you to stop as your king.

FELIX:
(Stops) Just as I was-

SIGBERT:
(Overlapping) beginning… to enjoy yourself.

FELIX:
Justice has been done as far as I’m concerned…

SIGBERT:
What…striking your brother in anger.

FELIX:
Its Herefrith’s influence… I assure you.

FURSEY:
Herefrith… it’s your own brutal nature Felix with a green streak of jealousy-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Jealousy is it… thanks to your influence my King has abandoned his throne to become… a monk.

SIGBERT:
Felix, that’s quite enough… (Attempts to help FURSEY up) Would you lend him a hand Felix? (FELIX goes to help)

FURSEY:
Keep your dirty hands off me.
SIGBERT:
Fursey it’s…no use bearing a grudge. (Rises slowly to his feet with SIGBERT’S help)

FURSEY:
What… he’s beaten the daylights out of me and he’s unrepentant, look at his face.


The crows are heard cawing

FELIX:
Its Herefrith… trust him to show up at the wrong moment.

SIGBERT:
Herefrith… must have seen and heard everything through his magic, we must settle our differences.

FURSEY:
Crows cawing at night, this place is weird.

FELIX:
(Points to the crows) They’re Woden’s couple of crows, his eyes and ears.

FURSEY:
Yes I’ve heard of them but… they must be a bit old in the tooth.

SIGBERT:
(Laughs) No… it’s Herefrith reviving the Old Saxon magic.

FELIX:
We must pray and get rid of them.

SIGBERT:
It’s… a bit late for that now, the deed’s been done.

FURSEY:
(Winches in pain) And don’t I know it.

FELIX:
Fursey you’re not helping things.

FURSEY:
It’s alright for you.

SIGBERT:
I… think we ought to put Fursey in the picture.

FURSEY:
Hang on…if it wasn’t for your king, I would have put as many miles between us as possible.

FELIX:
This isn’t going to get us anywhere Fursey; you’re in this right up to your neck.

SIGBERT:
(Comforts FURSEY) He’s right Fursey, please try and listen. (Pause) We… prayed and God made the first and second root of the world ash inactive. 

FURSEY:
In other words the Norns in the Well of Wyrd and the giant Mirir.

FELIX:
(Surprised) My word Fursey.

SIGBERT:
We prayed with Ebba in our group, who wore an amulet of Frig…

FURSEY:
So the first two roots of the world ash were restored-

SIGBERT:
(Cutting in) To its former glory.

FELIX:
Leaving us in a worst position than before.

FURSEY:
And whose fault might that be?

FELIX:
(Downcast) Going on… again… we’re all doomed.

SIGBERT:
(Shouts) Felix… that’s enough, we need to pray against those two crows.

FELIX:
Can’t you see… it’s too late….

SIGBERT:
Stop… it Felix, pull yourself together, I’ll pray. (They all kneel) Dear Heavenly Father we pray you’ll blind the eyes and block the crows listening ears. In nomine Jesu Christi, et Mariae beneditae Dei. (Pause) Good… now we’ll spring a surprise, we’ll go for the three roots all at once.

FURSEY:
That’s the spirit, Herefrith won’t be expecting that.

FELIX:
But it’s the third root I’m worried about. The Well of Wyrd can track our destiny, Mimir the giant can provide wisdom for Herefrith, but the third root is Nidhogg who is sheer power. Oh what’s the use…. can’t you see it’s hopeless.

FURSEY:
Can you see Felix, we’ve got no choice.

SIGBERT:
Fursey’s… right, but all things are possible with God.

FELIX:
I’m afraid, not this time...

FURSEY:
Afraid of what… there’s no point in being gloomy. We could all do with some meat and mead to cheer us up, (Looks around) Where has Alfred and Imogen got to?

SIGBERT:
I…agree, perhaps if we go the hunting lodge we might meet them on the way, it’s better than moping around here. 

FURSEY:
I’m the one who should be moping.

FELIX:
Come on Fursey, a little bit of chastisement is good for the soul.

FURSEY:
What! your soul, you don’t look too happy at-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) You don’t know when… I must confess I don’t feel like fasting at the moment or is there any point is closer to the truth.(Pause) Fursey I would appreciate if we could keep our differences to ourselves, we don’t want to discourage the others.

FURSEY:
My lips are sealed. I think we could all do with stretching our legs before we go into spiritual battle. (He walks along in pain and they all go to stage left) 

EXIT FELIX, SIGBERT and FURSEY

Long pause and the crows are heard cawing loudly and gradually fade.

ENTER ALFRED and IMOGEN

ALFRED:
(Carrying the food and mead and puts it down) Strange, where’s everybody got to?

IMOGEN:
We have been gone for quite a while.

ALFRED:
Lost on the old magical British pathways. I’ll never live this down.

IMOGEN:
Don’t be too hard on yourself, it was fun.

ALFRED:
(Moves closer to IMOGEN and looks around) Herefrith must have diverted us, (Pause) Imogen you’ll never know how much I love you

IMOGEN:
(Steps back) Alfred, what do you think you’re doing, we must try and think about Ebba?

ALFRED:
I know, but it’s no use.

IMOGEN:
Alfred you’re not being fair. (Grabs her) What do -?
ALFRED:
Come on Imogen.

IMOGEN:
(Struggles then yields) Oh Alfred… Alfred… (They kiss and don’t notice EBBA approaching from stage right)

ENTER EBBA
EBBA:
Alfred… (ALFRED and IMOGEN break from their embrace) 

ALFRED:
Er… Ebba… this is …er.

EBBA:
 (Sarcastic) Imogen, you’ll never know how much I love you.

ALFRED:
You heard..!

EBBA:
Of course I heard and saw everything, fancy involving yourself with a British whore.

ALFRED:
Ebba that -

IMOGEN:
(Cutting in) Just watch that sharp tongue of yours…Watch… it Ebba or I’ll wring your neck like a chicken. (Snaps her fingers)
EBBA:
Come on then..! 

ALFRED:
How did I get myself..? 
EBBA:
Alfred… yes how did you … is this all I get after saving your life?  As far as I’m concerned you lied to me and making all those excuses for not running away with me, while… while you’ve been doting yourself on a British slave girl. (IMOGEN moves towards her)  Come on; let’s see what you’re made of. (ALFRED grabs IMOGEN)

ALFRED:
No, let me handle this Imogen…

IMOGEN:
Hmm… she better hold her tongue.
EBBA:
Let’s be having you, she wolf.

ALFRED:
Ebba, control your tongue.

EBBA:
Would you having caught me in the same position? (Cries) And my father’s… just thrown me out.

ALFRED:
(Goes to comfort EBBA) Ebba, I’m so sorry.
EBBA:
(Pushes him away) Is that all you can say?

IMOGEN:
Now… you know what it feels like when you turned us Britons out of our homes.

EBBA:
That’s plenty good enough for you.

ALFRED:
Ebba, remember how your father disinherited me.

EBBA:
And he was right, I should never have disobeyed my father, you leave me no choice.

ALFRED:
What do you intend to do?

EBBA:
(Shouts) Support my father, I’ll enjoy seeing your bodies rot in the dragon’s pit. (Walks to stage right)

ALFRED:
Ebba wait, you’re forgetting something.

EBBA:
(Turns) I don’t think so, what’s that?

ALFRED:
What about your Catholic faith.

EBBA:
Not any more.

ALFRED:
There’s no turning back.

EBBA:
(Cries) Alfred I wish I’d never set eyes on you. (Stamps her feet in anger) Alfred, this… should have been the happiest day of my life. Imogen you don’t know what you’re letting yourself in for.

IMOGEN:
I’m not so sure about that but I think that Alfred’s had a lucky escape.

EBBA:
(Shouts) Why you brazen bitch… I’ll tear you apart…

IMOGEN:
(Beckons her) I’m waiting….

ALFRED:
(Steps in front of her) Ebba, please calm down.

EBBA:
Get out of my way… (Hits ALFRED in the face and stuns him and she lunges at IMOGEN and they fight) I’ll kill you.

IMOGEN:
Why you… (They fall to the ground fighting)

ENTER FELIX, SIGBERT and FURSEY

FELIX:
(Firm) Stop this nonsense at once, get up…

IMOGEN:
(They stop fighting and they rise) Count yourself lucky.

FELIX:
Imogen that’s enough.

EBBA:
Felix… (She runs into his arms)

FELIX:
Alfred, this is hardly the time or the place.

ALFRED:
Is there ever a time or place?

FELIX:
(Angry) Look we’re just about to face the power of the Saxon gods. (Breaks from EBBA’S embrace)

EBBA:
Alfred we could have been miles away from here.

ALFRED:
Are you still going on about that Ebba.

FELIX:
Alfred she’s right about one thing, we’re in the wrong place at the wrong time… what’s the use, we’re all about to face the Saxon gods full on...

FURSEY:
Felix you hypocrite, I thought you said we’re not to dishearten each other.


FELIX:
(Raises his staff) Don’t… you speak to me like that.
FURSEY:
Don’t even think about it, you’ll never ever beat me again.

ALFRED:
What’s been going on..?

FELIX:
He’s blurting everything…. he’s stirring up a hornet’s nest

FURSEY:
You’re the only hornet round here and your staff’s the sting.

FELIX:
It’s...it’s for chastisement.

FURSEY:
Chastisement, that’s what you call it, who are you trying to punish?

FELIX:
(Turns to SIGBERT) Don’t you… keep staring at me like that…at least I’m clear about my role as a bishop.

SIGBERT:
I… could have you removed from that position.

FURSEY:
I couldn’t have handled it better myself.

FELIX:
(Laughs) That’s if any of us are alive to tell the tale…I’m surrounded by chaos…

FURSEY:
Everybody except yourself.

FELIX:
(Shouts) Yes if you want to put it like that.

FURSEY:
It doesn’t seem like that to-

FELIX:
(Cutting in) Its Herefrith… I tell you… Herefrith.

FURSEY:
There’s no smoke without fire, are you sure this has got nothing to do with your family?

FELIX:
(Angry) Leave my family out of this…do you hear me… (Turns to SIGBERT) have you been speaking behind my back with Fursey?
SIGBERT:
Yes… we did have a quiet word, I was worried.

FELIX:
What… with him… why you Devil… (Turns and strikes FURSEY with his staff and he falls) I should have finished you.
ALFRED:
(Draws his sword and holds it at FELIX’S throat) Just say the word. 

NIDHOGG is heard laughing from the shrine.

FELIX:
It’s Nidhogg, we’re all doomed and (Yawns) I feel so weary…

SIGBERT:
I… feel my energy’s being sucked from me. (Takes hold of FELIX’S staff for support)

FELIX:
We must fight it… it’s no use… we’re doomed. (They all fall asleep except for SIGBERT)

SIGBERT:
I must…stay strong…I’m the King. (Gradually sinks to the ground and falls asleep and dreams about his future kingdom) No…my people please don’t force me to fight on the bloody battlefield!
The NORNS taunt SIGBERT from the shrine.


King Sigbert we’ve come to predict your destiny. Listen hard, for your arch enemy Penda’s approaching with his Mercian army. 

The Mercian army is heard approaching and grows louder.

ENTER SAXON WARRIORS

SIGBERT:
(Talks in his sleep) No…. no… go away I say…

The giant MIMIR speaks from the shrine.


You’re a king, now rise and draw your sword to protect your people and kingdom.


(SIGBERT tosses to and fro) Stop it… I’m a monk… I’m a monk.

MIMIR speaks again.
What about your people?


(SIGBERT rises and draws his sword) Death to my foes…
MIMIR speaks again.

That’s more like it, you’re a king… (Laughs)


(SIGBERT throws down his sword and picks up his staff)

MIMIR speaks again.

What do you think you’re doing..?


(SIGBERT holds up his staff) May the Lord bless all my foes. Arrrr… (The SAXON WARRIORS slay him and he falls)
The Mercian army gradually fades.

EXIT SAXON WARRIORS

FELIX:
(Wakes and sees SIGBERT in a state and comforts him) My King…
SIGBERT:
I’m a monk… I’m a monk…
FELIX:
Calm down, you’ve having a nightmare…

SIGBERT:
But didn’t… didn’t… you hear the Mercian army?

FELIX:
Come, wake up…

SIGBERT:
(Wakes up) I… saw my Kingdom being destroyed by Penda of Mercia. I saw my own death, struck down holding this staff. Felix it felt so real…my people forced me to be king.

FELIX:
So you used the staff instead of your sword to defend yourself?

SIGBERT:
Yes, I pronounced blessing on my foes.

FELIX:
(Excited)) My King my… my King, don’t you see..?

SIGBERT:
See what… I don’t see anything to rejoice about.

FELIX:
You’re a martyr… not only that, you’ve saved all our lives. (All the others start waking up) Look… they’re stirring….

SIGBERT:
But I didn’t…look at it…-

FELIX:
Never mind Nidhogg would have sucked the life out of all of us with his power.

SIGBERT:
But… it’s not like Herefrith to spare our lives.

FELIX:
He didn’t, he couldn’t resist playing his games.

SIGBERT:
Overstepped his mark, just like the Devil, but on the other hand the dream could have come from God.

FELIX:
Yes that’s possible, we’ll discuss it later, but we mustn’t waste any more time. (They wake the others who are slow to respond)

SIGBERT:
It’s… good to see this new spark of life in you Felix.

FELIX:
Yes my King, I feel as though I died before…but that’s in the past. We must seize this opportunity; Nidhogg will be back with a vengeance. (SIGBERT doesn’t respond) Come on…we-

SIGBERT:
Do… you think…that nightmare was true?

FELIX:
My King. We must make haste...

SIGBERT:
My people can’t force me to be a king; I’ll always be a monk at heart.

FELIX:
What did I tell… never mind, you’ve saved the day.

ALFRED:
(Rises) What’s happening, I don’t think I’ve ever been in such a place of darkness?

EBBA:
I wish I’d never woken up.

FELIX:
Life is precious…

EBBA:
For some….

IMOGEN:
Ebba, this isn’t going to get us anywhere, we need each other.

FURSEY:
(Rises) Not a truer word spoken.

FELIX:
Come on Ebba, stand up please. (Helps her to her feet)

EBBA:
What’s the use, I just want to curl up and die?

ALFRED:
(Pleads) Give it a rest Ebba.

EBBA:
Alfred stop treating me like a fool, it’s the passion you have for one another.

ALFRED:
I can’t deny...

IMOGEN:
Ebba I’m so glad you don’t think we did this to spite you.

EBBA:
That’s different to what you said earlier.

IMOGEN
I’ve forgotten.

EBBA:
Forgotten, I haven’t…

IMOGEN:
And you called me a British whore and slave.

EBBA:
Bitch, I’ve lost everything.

IMOGEN:
I think we ought to settle this, once and for all.
FELIX:
(Steps in between them) Ladies, ladies, this just won’t do, Imogen move over there. (Moves next to ALFRED) Ebba, you still have your faith and your home if we come through this. I don’t think Alfred and Imogen planned this; it’s one of the mysteries between a man and woman. Listen I don’t know quite how to say this, I’ve held bitterness… in my heart for many years… about my family and denied it was ever there. I do hope you can find a place in your hearts to forgive me. Sorry, I don’t find this very easy.

FURSEY:
(Goes and hugs FELIX) You’re a brave man Felix, that must have taken some doing. (The rest pat him on the back except EBBA)

FELIX:
I would also like to mention that our King saved all our lives, but there’s not time to go into detail at this present moment. (They all bow to the king except EBBA)

EBBA:
That’s a pity…

FELIX:
Ebba you must stop this bitterness, it almost destroyed me.

EBBA:
What… for all those years you held onto bitterness and expect me to forgive for what Alfred and Imogen did a short while ago?
FELIX:
Yes, can’t you see the difference it’s made to me?

EBBA:
(Stares at FELIX) Yes I can… I’ve been so wrapped up in my own sorrows, it looks as though a black cloud has been lifted from you. I’m a Catholic now, I’ll try and let go.


FELIX:
(Hugs her) Ebba you don’t know how happy that makes me feel to hear you say that. (Notices the amulet round her neck) What’s that hanging around your neck?

EBBA:
(Moves away) It’s my amulet…

FELIX:
But I thought we threw it away.

EBBA:
I had another.

FELIX:
But you know what happened before.

EBBA:
But you said yourself it saved my life.

FELIX:
From your father, now give it to me.

EBBA:
What and remove my protection!

FELIX:
Ebba I beg you, time’s running out, don’t you remember the ash was restored because of your amulet, but now you’re a Catholic and the cross should be your protection.

The crows are heard cawing.

SIGBERT:
It’s… those wretched crows again, I do wish they’d shut up. (EBBA walks backwards into ALFRED, who tries to remove the amulet)

EBBA:
(Screams) Let me go…

Groans are heard coming from the shrine.

FELIX:
Leave her Alfred, the power of Nidhogg is just about to erupt.

SIGBERT:
But… we’ve got nothing prepared.

FELIX:
I’ve got an idea, quick let’s form a circle. Ebba, stand next to me.

ALFRED:
But what about the amulet?

SIGBERT:
Alfred’s… right, we can’t take any chances. (Goes to get the amulet) I…. can’t… move.

ALFRED:
And I’m starting to feel weary again…

FELIX:
(Firm) It’s too late, now everybody just concentrate as there are five of us in number I’ll recite the five wounds of Christ for our protection. (Reads from his red book) Lord Jesus, I pray the crown of thorns that pierced your head will protect our minds. And the spear that pierced your heart caused the blood and water to flow from your side to protect our emotions. Those nails in your hands to protect us from wrong doing and the nails in your feet and we’ll walk in your ways. The scourging on your back will protect us from all diseases. Your blood will protect us from all the cosmic powers of darkness. In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.

Noises are heard coming from the shrine.


Stand firm everybody, it’s started…

SIGBERT:
I can’t stand it… (He falls and so do FURSEY and IMOGEN)

ALFRED:
I must… (He falls and crawls towards EBBA and pulls off her amulet and throws it in the shrine.)

There’s thunder and lightning and the sea roars.

FELIX:
Good thinking Alfred. (Prays over EBBA) Spirit of Frig… I command (His voice fades)

FURSEY:
You to leave Ebba’s body in the name of Christ. Amen. (EBBA screams and convulses on the ground as the spirit of Frig leaves her)

FELIX:
Well done Fursey, the powers of darkness are waning, hold fast everybody. (EBBA stops shaking) It’s over my dear.

EBBA:
Thank… you…Felix…

FELIX:
Just lie down and rest. (Holds her in his arms)

The OLD WOMAN’S voice is heard from the shrine.


Your efforts are futile Felix…

FURSEY:
Who’s that…?

FELIX:
It’s a black and white female monster that lives in lower earth. Keep praying (FELIX goes and empties the relics from his container into the shrine and is thrown to the ground) 

SIGBERT:
Felix…
FELIX:
Keep praying that the powers of darkness, the Norns from the Well of Wyrd, Mimir the giant, Nidhogg the dragon and the old woman to be banned from this region in East Angles. In nomine Jesu Christi, et Mariae benedictae Matris Dei.

The NORNS from the Well of Wyrd, the giant MIMIR, NIDHOGG and the OLD WOMAN are heard screaming and roaring in the air.

EBBA:
(Starts shaking and so do the others) They’ll… never leave us…

FELIX:
Resist them; they’re only alive as much as you make them alive.

It goes completely quiet.

SIGBERT:
(Rises) Felix … it’s all over, even the crows have gone… (Falls to the ground) I… still feel weak.
FELIX:
We’ve all been drained, we must regain our strength, but I must thank you all for your courage and determination. How are you feeling Ebba?

EBBA:
I feel tired but my spirit feels free, now Frig’s spirit has left me.

SIGBERT:
Yes the sense of heaviness has left the air.

FELIX:
And what about you Fursey?

FURSEY:
I’ll be all right after I’ve slept a week.

FELIX:
I must agree with you for once and well done Alfred. Now it’s time for rest.

The light fades.

HERERITH:
(Speaks from the shrine) So you think it’s all over.

FURSEY:
Who’s…. that’s Herefrith?

FELIX:
Yes that’s him, (Rises) I feel my strength is returning.

HEREFRITH:
You’re going to need it.

EBBA:
(Rises and so do the others) You can be sure he’s got something else up his sleeve.
FELIX:
(Shouts down the shrine) Herefrith, it’s all over!

HEREFRITH:
You may have appeared to be triumphant over the inner world, now listen. (Laughs)

FELIX:
Now look here…

Fenrir is heard howling and lighting goes almost dark


He’s sending Fenrir… to…
FURSEY:
What? That wolf makes my blood run cold.

EBBA:
A creature of pure cunning and evil, what… are we going to do?

FELIX:
First we all pray silently in our hearts.

ALFRED:
We’ll certainly need to do that, it’s a full moon tonight and Fenrir will be at the height of his powers.

Fenrir is heard howling again.

He’s getting closer, we haven’t got much time.
IMOGEN:
I think we ought to get out of here as fast as we can. (Starts to move) My feet feel as heavy as lead.

EBBA:
Yes, my father’s using his magic. Alfred, what are we going to do?

ALFRED:
What do you expect me to do?

EBBA:
We’ll all finish up in Fenrir’s belly.

SIGBERT:
And we’ve used up all the relics.

FELIX:
Now you tell me.

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs from the shrine) Fenrir’s feeling very hungry.

FELIX:
(Shouts down the Shrine) We’re not dead yet Herefrith, face up to it you and your kingdom are finished, do you hear finished.
HEREFRITH:
I do believe you’re getting quite emotional Felix.

FELIX:
What’s the use, you’re sick in the mind.

EBBA:
It’s no use riling him.

FELIX:
I’d like to do more than that, the way I feel at the moment.

SIGBERT:
Felix, you must try and keep calm for all our sakes. I feel sapped again…

ALFRED:
And I…. but we must fight it.

FELIX:
Is there anyway of slaying Fenrir?

ALFRED:
It looks as though it’s all down to me, I’m not really sure if I’ve got the energy.

IMOGEN:
I’ll come with you.

ALFRED:
No, you stay here.
IMOGEN:
No, we might as well die together.

ALFRED:
I’ve got an idea…
FELIX:
I’m glad someone has.

ALFRED:
Herefrith’s listening.

SIGBERT:
What if I pray silently over the shrine?

FELIX:
Good idea, go and join him ladies. (They obey)

HEREFRITH:
Very clever, but it won’t save you, ar…... 

ALFRED:
Good it seems to be working. 

FELIX:
Now what do you have in mind Alfred?

ALFRED:
According to legend the only way to kill a werewolf is with a silver arrowhead or sword in his heart.
FELIX:
But Fenrir’s not exactly a werewolf.

ALFRED:
But he’s still a magical being.

FELIX:
Yes, it might just work; the only problem is where are we going to find a silver sword?

ALFRED:
I have a silver dagger; I used to play with it as a boy. I buried it behind the shrine years ago. 
FELIX:
A long shot, but it could work.

ALFRED:
I hope the dagger’s still there. (He goes behind the shrine and holds up his dagger) After all these years, now here’s the plan, everybody lie down flat. (They all lie down) I’ll be the first to face Fenrir. (He lies down) 
Fenrir howls and growls.


Wait for it; he’s almost here…keep praying in your hearts.
HEREFRITH:
(Speaks from the shrine) Prepare to die….. (Laughs)

IMOGEN:
Alfred..!

ALFRED:
Don’t move Imogen... I slay you Fenrir in the name of the Lord my God. (Thrusts his dagger upwards)
The lightning flashes and Fenrir howls and growls, then shrieks in pain. The lighting turns red and the rumbling of hell is heard. (Blackout)

Ar………..

ACT 2 SCENE 3 NEXT MORNING
THE SAME

The birds are singing as the morning light dawns.

ALFRED:
(Awakes and sits up) Are you awake Imogen?

IMOGEN:
(Yawns and sits up) I slept like a log, it’s so good to hear the birds singing again, thanks to you Alfred. (They hug)
ALFRED:
And the Lord. (They sit down together)
IMOGEN:
Yes of course, what exactly happened?
ALFRED:
(They both rise) Do you really want to know?
IMOGEN:
This sort of thing doesn’t happen every day.
ALFRED:
Very well, Fenrir lifted his head and howled, I realized my chance and plunged my dagger into his heart. – I looked into his nostrils and saw the fires of hell, the smell was awful.
IMOGEN:
(Looks around) Where is the dagger?

ALFRED:
Good question, it must have gone down to hell with Fenrir.

IMOGEN:
And there’s no blood anywhere.

ALFRED:
All rather strange. I suppose we ought to wake the others, it looks as though Felix is stirring.

FELIX:
You should have woken the rest of us up.

ALFRED:
We’ve only just woken up ourselves.

FELIX:
We can’t be too careful, Herefrith’s still on the loose.
ALFRED:
I should think he’s grief stricken.

FELIX:
Seeking his revenge more like it. (Kneels over SIGBERT) It’s time to wake up my King.

SIGBERT:
(Stretches and rises) Praise God for the morning.
FELIX:
No more nightmares.

SIGBERT:
No, thank God. Alfred, thank you for last night, you’ll be richly rewarded.
FELIX:
(Pats ALFRED on the back) Yes well done Alfred, you saved all our lives.

A dragon is heard roaring.

EBBA:
(Wakes up with a start) What… not… again…

FELIX:
(FELIX comforts her) Calm yourself Ebba.

EBBA:
My father must have cut the dragon loose.

FELIX:
The dragon, Herefrith must be desperate.

The dragon roars again.

EBBA:
(Cutting in) My… father hasn’t fed him for days, er… it’s a flying dragon and breathes fire. 

FELIX:
And why does your father keep such a creature?

EBBA:
To guard his treasure among the barrows.

ALFRED:
(FURSEY’S snoring) Fursey’s still in a deep sleep, snoring like a pig, shall I wake…

FELIX:
No, it’s my pleasure. (Kneels down and shakes FURSEY) Come on Fursey it’s time to wake up…
The dragon roars again.

FURSEY:
(Wakes up with a start) You’ve got a loud voice, what… what the hell’s going on here Felix?

FELIX:
(Laughs) It’s not me, it’s a dragon and he’s very hungry. 

FURSEY:
It seems like one thing after another…first a wolf and now a dragon, what’s the matter with Saxon England?
FELIX:
I won’t answer that, but one thing’s certain, he’s coming after us.
FURSEY:
(Rises) Enough said, it couldn’t have come at a worst moment as far as I’m concerned.

FELIX:
At least we got a little more time to prepare.

ALFRED:
I’ll go and fight the dragon. (Picks up a sword and shield and goes to stage right) 

FELIX:
Alfred, wait, you can’t go into battle like that and he’ll scorch you to a cinder with his fiery breath.

ALFRED:
And what else do you suggest?

FELIX:
(Pours holy water from his container onto his fingers) Hold out your shield. (Makes the sign of the cross on the shield) I pray protection from the dragon’s flames. In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Now go Alfred.

The dragon roars again.

ALFRED:
It’s getting closer.

FELIX:
Wait, remember that pitch I mentioned.

ALFRED:
Yes, I’ve got a bucket full not far from here.

FELIX:
Good, is there any meat left..?

EBBA:
There’s some left here, it’s mostly fat. (Gives the meat to ALFRED)

FELIX:
Good… the more the better.

FURSEY:
What about some food?
FELIX:
It’s not for you.
FURSEY:
(He puts his hand in the bag and takes out a piece of meat) Breakfast at last. (FELIX snatches the meat from his hand and puts it back in the bag) But I’m hungry!
FELIX:
You’re always hungry. Alfred will you mix this fat with the pitch and make it into a ball and feed it to the hungry dragon. 

ALFRED:
I’m getting the drift… (IMOGEN moves and embraces him)

IMOGEN:
Take care my love, may the Lord protect you.

FELIX:
Now hurry…

EXIT ALFRED

IMOGEN:
Wherever did you get that idea Bishop Felix?

FELIX:
From Daniel the prophet in the scriptures, now we can only hope. Let’s join hands and pray. (They join hands and form a circle)

EBBA:
You’ve got more faith than me.

FELIX:
Ebba, its imperative we concentrate on God, now pray in your own words. (Ad lib)

The dragon roars again and bright red lights the stage.


The dragon’s breathing its wicked fire; let’s hope that Alfred has survived.

SIGBERT:
The… air smells full of brimstone.

FELIX:
It’s foul… (They all start coughing) that creature’s only fit for hell.

IMOGEN:
I do hope Alfred’s… not overcome by the fumes.

EBBA:
Nobody has overcome the dragon before; you ought to see it and we’re all going to die…
FELIX:
(Comforts her) Take heart Ebba, God has overcome the powers of darkness in the inner world.

EBBA:
But in the outer world we meet our enemy face to face.

The stage lights up red again.


He’s breathing his fire again.

FURSEY:
At least Alfred’s still alive.

EBBA:
He doesn’t stand a hope in hell. (They all start coughing again)

The dragon shrieks.

ALFRED:
(Shouts off stage) Die you monster…
FELIX:
He’s got… the pitch has…

An explosion lights the whole stage.


What… (They’re all thrown to the ground) 

The light fades and returns again.


(They all rise and cheer) Alfred’s done it… praise God. (Long pause)

ENTER ALFRED

ALFRED:
(Still holding his shield and sword) He’s finished, I’ve cut the dragon’s tail off. (They all surround ALFRED)

FELIX:
Magnificent victory Alfred…

SIGBERT:
Wolferton… and Babingley… and the surrounding region are free. Praise God.

IMOGEN:
(Embraces ALFRED) Thank God you’re safe.

ALFRED:
I feel exhausted…
FELIX:
Here, sit down and have some water.

FURSEY:
(Brings the water) A drink for our hero.

ALFRED:
(Drinks) With a lot of help from God.

FURSEY:
Yes, and we should reap a harvest of souls.

ENTER HEREFRITH

HEREFRITH:
(From stage right full of fury) Not this soul, die traitor… (Stabs EBBA who falls wounded)

IMOGEN:
Ebba…. (Goes to assist her)

HEREFRITH:
You’re all going to die… die…

FELIX:
(Shouts) Stop Herefrith, it’s finished…

HEREFRITH:
(Looks at his daughter) What have I done… but she deserved it like the rest of you?

SIGBERT:
(Picks up his staff) Why you foul fiend…

HEREFRITH:
(Strikes and cuts the staff in two) Now die… (ALFRED rises just in time and sword fights with HEREFRITH) The dragon’s knocked the stuffing out of you… (Plays with ALFRED) Why it’s our young hero. (ALFRED defends as best as he can)

ALFRED:
Herefrith face it you’re finished…

HEREFRITH:
And so are you, you can barely stand. Look at you. (HEREFRITH stands back and mocks him)

ALFRED:
Lord God, please strengthen me…

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) He’s deserted you.

ALFRED:
And your gods are vanquished…

HEREFRITH:
(Furious) Why you… (Rushes at ALFRED who sidesteps him and stabs him) Ar… (HEREFRITH falls wounded)

FELIX:
(Sighs) I’d never thought I’d say this, what a relief.


EBBA:
(IMOGEN holds EBBA in her arms) I… never… thought it would end like this.

IMOGEN:
Try not to talk Ebba, save your energy.

EBBA:
No… (Coughs) my life’s slipping away… I’ve… forgiven you, to be honest I’m not really sure if things would have worked out between me and Alfred. (Looks to ALFRED) Alfred, make sure you look after Imogen…

ALFRED:
(Kneels down) Ebba…

EBBA:
Don’t worry, I wish you and Imogen all the best.

ALFRED:
Thank you for that Ebba.

EBBA:
(Coughs) At least I’ll die as a Catholic.

FELIX:
You’ll meet with God in all His glory.

EBBA:
Thank… you Felix, you’ve… always been a great comfort to me. (Dies)

FELIX:
She’s gone. (Closes her eyelids)

HEREFRITH:
How very touching…

FELIX:
She’s your daughter.

HEREFRITH:
A traitor…
FELIX:
You don’t give up Herefrith, but there’s still time to repent.

HEREFRITH:
(Laughs) Repent… repent… (Coughs) what for…?

FELIX:
There’s no point in casting pearls before swine.

HEREFRITH:
You’re full of anger Felix…

FELIX:
Don’t you feel any remorse for murdering your daughter?

HEREFRITH:
Felix, she was fine until you polluted her with your Catholicism.

FELIX:
At least she’s gone to a kingdom that will endure.

HEREFRITH:
Now listen Felix, the Saxon gods will pass from mouth to mouth through each generation, (Coughs) written down in books as myths and later appear as images and then brought back to life in the last days by men like myself. (Dies)

The OLD WOMAN speaks from the shrine.


We’ll all be back in the end times. (Laughs)
SIGBERT:
Well, that’s it.

FELIX:
Yes, for the moment.

SIGBERT:
You don’t-

FELIX:
Remember the prophecy in Daniel, the iron and clay mixed in the ten toes of the statue.

SIGBERT:
A revived Roman empire.

FELIX:
And a revival of the pagan cultures world wide.

FURSEY:
Come on, in the meantime we’ve got souls to save.

FELIX:
That’s something we’ll always agree on Fursey. Are you coming Alfred, Imogen?

SIGBERT:
Yes, would you both like to come and reclaim your inheritance?

ALFRED:
We’ll be with you in just a moment, King Sigbert.

EXIT FELIX, SIGBERT and FURSEY

IMOGEN:
It’s funny how things end.

ALFRED:
(Embrace) As you’ve just heard they can so easily begin again. (They kiss)

IMOGEN:
Like now…

ALFRED:
It seems we ought to get to know one another better, although it seems like I’ve always known you.

IMOGEN:
Give all the glory to God.

ALFRED:
Yes, He’s given us the desires of our hearts.

ALFRED:
You can say that again, it’s so good to gaze on the Christian Hills once again in the sunlight.
                                                  CURTAIN
