MIKE:

Now, Eva - I want to do the scene with Eurydice and Aristaeus.

RICHARD:

Who's Aristaeus?

MIKE:

That's you - Pluto visits Eurydice disguised as a shepherd.

BARNEY:

Dressing up again, Richard.

RICHARD:

Ha, ha.

MIKE:

Now, I want your meeting in the cornfield to be far more passionate than it's normally done.  This scene is often confusing because it's not only Richard who doesn't understand who Aristaeus is, it's usually the whole damn audience.  So I want you to make it clear that it's really Pluto in disguise, and that these two really have something heavy going on between them.  They can't keep their hands off each other.  Sheer physical lust.  Are you OK with that, you two?

RICHARD:

Fine - fine -

Eva:

We've already discussed this, and I think Richard understands exactly how I want to do it.

RICHARD:

(aside)

Oh god -

MIKE:

Right - good.  Now let's see how much erotic passion, lust and longing you can put into this.  You should be really good at this, Richard.  Don't worry about the blocking just yet, what I want is the physical desire to come across in your voices.  Oh, where's Doris?

BARNEY:

Haven't seen her.  Why don't we go and look for her, Mike.  These two can practise their animal lust together.

RICHARD:

No, I'll go if you like.  Perhaps Barney and Eva can do their seduction scene first.  Eva's already got herself into the mood of the piece, so it should be quite easy to get it on with Barney, don't you think?

Doris enters.

MIKE:

Ah, there you are, Doris.  We were just about to start.  Page 19 in the score.

Eva:

Just a minute.  Before we start, I need to centre myself.

BARNEY:

(aside)

I hadn't noticed she was off-centre.  Was that you?

RICHARD:

What?

BARNEY:

Knocked her off-centre?

RICHARD:

Shut up.

MIKE:

Right - OK - ready now?

Eva:

(When Harry met Sally performance)

I feel it.  I feel it.  The longing, the desire, the pain, the loneliness of a wife deserted, deceived.  Ah, her pain!  Her pain!  Revenge!  Yes, revenge!  Oh, the passion, engulfing her very soul.  Surrendering her very being to the desires - of a god!  Ah!

She subsides.

MIKE:

Right - well - page 19, Doris.

BARNEY:

Mike, sorry to stop you in mid flow there, but Jack's not here yet.

MIKE:

Ah, yes - you're right.

BARNEY:

He was very insistent that he came to every rehearsal.  Sort of quality control measure, wasn't it?

MIKE:

Yes, you're right. Eva, darling -

BARNEY:

I was wondering if we couldn't just run some lines while we're waiting.  And maybe Eva could give us some insights into how she had played it before.

MIKE:

Well, I -

Eva:

I would be happy to, darling.  The problem is, there have been so many great performances, So many different towering interpretations. Which one?  Ah, which one?

MIKE:

Well, perhaps you could tell us -

BARNEY:

Which one you were planning to give us.

Eva:

Ah, yes.  Well, I feel that Eurydice is the archetypal free spirit, confined for too long under the smothering cloak of the ordinariness of her life with the boring, untalented, uninspired, self-obsessed Orpheus.  To be frank, she deserves her passionate affair with Pluto.  Orpheus is clearly overwhelmed and infatuated with the undeserved adoration given him by his students, leaving him with no time for what should be the Grand Passion of his life - his wife, Eurydice.  Is it therefore so surprising that when she is ignored, spurned, slighted by the boorish Orpheus, that she turns to another for her self-fulfilment?  And to who else, but a god!  A god who surely stands so far above the mere mortal passion she has known and discarded as dust beneath her feet.  A god who can satisfy her every desire!  An immortal, holding out the promise of eternal ecstasy.  Who could blame her for straying with Pluto?

RICHARD:

So Pluto is like - fantastic in bed?

Eva:

Oh, far, far more than fantastic, more than wonderful, more than any adjective you might choose.  The passion between them moves worlds; moves the universe!

RICHARD:

That good, eh?

Eva:

Oh, yes - and better!  But then, as is the destiny of all who love completely, entirely, she is betrayed.  Pluto has feet of clay.  God though he is, in his very essence, he is just - a man.

RICHARD:

Yes?

Eva:

And as with all men, he cannot sustain.

RICHARD:

Sustain?

Eva:

Sustain.

RICHARD:

Oh.

Eva:

He grows bored with her.  No matter what she does, it is not enough.  She is only mortal.  And to the gods, in the final analysis, mortals are merely playthings.  And having played -

RICHARD:

Yes?

Eva:

He grows less passionate, less loving, less - sustained.

BARNEY:

Sustained?

RICHARD:

Sustained.

BARNEY:

Oh

Eva:

But even though his passion has waned, like all men, he cannot release his conquest.  And so she languishes, condemned to a hell of endless boredom, endlessly ignored, endlessly overlooked.

BARNEY & RICHARD:

Oh.

Eva:

Until -

RICHARD:

Yes -

Eva:

Until -

BARNEY:

Yes

Eva:

Until -

BARNEY & RICHARD:

Yes, yes -

Eva:

Until, at last, her imprisonment is ended by another god.

BARNEY:

That's me -

Eva:

A god who is so far above Pluto, that she is blinded by his presence.  Overwhelmed by his essence

BARNEY:

I knew it was me -

Eva:

Engulfed by his being -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

She gives herself to him instantly -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

Matching his desires with her own -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

And so they mount -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

The two of them -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

To heights neither has ascended before

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

To a culmination of their passion -

BARNEY:

Yes -

Eva:

An orgasm of lust and licentiousness -

BARNEY:

Oh, yes!

Eva:

Ending in the one inevitable moment -

BARNEY:

Yes!

Eva:

That moment she reaches -

BARNEY:

Yes!!

Eva:

Her top C!

BARNEY:

Oh.

RICHARD:

What did you expect?  He's disguised as a fly.

BARNEY:

Oh.

Eva:

But Eurydice's final triumph is yet to come.  Her ultimate, culminating conquest is that, at the end, she chooses neither Pluto nor Jupiter.

BARNEY:

No?

Eva:

Nor is she forced back to her unloving husband by the dead hand of public opinion.

RICHARD:

No?

Eva:

But frees herself from her male-dominated past, throws off the shackles of female domesticity, takes on the responsibility of self-determination, and becomes in a final, spiritual moment of climax, her own woman, independent, alone.  But self-satisfied, able to choose her own path, without the expectations and subtle entrapments of male-dom.

BARNEY:

Really?

Eva:

At last she can choose.

RICHARD:

Right.

Eva:

She can choose to be and do whatever she desires.  Unfettered, unhindered, unconstrained.

BARNEY:

So what does she choose?

Eva:

She chooses to become a Bacchanal.  Or, to be precise, a Bacchante.

RICHARD:

A what?

MIKE:

A follower of Bacchus.

RICHARD:

Right - a what?

BARNEY:

A drunken slut who helps out at orgies.

RICHARD:

Oh.  Right.  Is that good?

MIKE:

Let's get on, shall we?

