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THE ULTIMATE OLYMPUS
by Cruden Rodger

Thesceneis the top of Mount Olympuswith a backdropof skyand clouds. There
are severallarge bouldersscatteredaround the stage.As the curtain rises,
the stage is empty.

(HERMES enters, grumbling to himself).

Hermes: I've had enough! Three thousandyearsof it, surely that’'s enoughfor
anyone?And why doesit always have to be me? Why can’t Apollo or
Dionysiusdealwith the situationfor a change®EvenZeusmight makesome
sort of an effort sometimes- other than bunging the odd bad-tempered
thunderboltaboutthe place. The fact is, they’ve all got lazy, lying around
hereon Olympusall day with nothingto do but argue. (He movesto front
stageto look out at theaudience).And you’d think thesehumans(indicating
theaudience)might havelearntto look afterthemselve$y now. But, oh no!
Theystill jump ateveryopportunityto slaughtereachother. It's really a full-
time job, baby-sittinghumans. And anyway, it shouldbe doneby ALL the
immortals- notjust me! I'm sick of beingthe messengeboy. Hermes,do
this. Hermes,do that. Hermes pop overto Moscowandcalmthe Russians.
Hermes,dropin at the White Houseandtell the presidentto cool it. Oh, it
just never endsand I’'m worn out. (Suddenly,his attention is caught by
somethinglownthe mountainsidei.e. in theaudience).Oh-oh! What'sthis?
(Pausewhile he looks intently). Well now, if it isn’t a couple of humans
coming up the mountain. They don't look like shepherdsMore like city
people.What are they doing here? | cansmellit. Trouble! Well, this time
I’m notgoingto do anythingaboutit. I'm goingonstrike. Let the otherssort
it out. (He movesto back stageand sits downagainsta boulder, closing his
eyes).

(Soundsf a heatedargumentoffstage approaching. EnterZEUS ,APOLLO,ARES
and DIONYSIUS).

Ares. | don't careif you are the bossgod around here, Zeus. You're talking
nonsense.

Zeus. I'm talking nonsenseam|I? You're just out of date,Ares. Thereisn’t room
for a god of war any more. We can’t afford it.

Ares. And what am | supposed to do? Retire?
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Dionysius. Why not switch overto football? Now that'sa goodidea. Becomethe
god of football.

Apoallo: I think Englandhasalreadymadehim THAT, Dionysius. You shouldhave
seen the fight at the last International!

Ares. Havery ha! | supposeyou think that's humorous. Why don’t you go and
steal a few cows, Apollo? That's about all you're good for.

Zeus. But seriously,Ares. They're not playing with swordsand gunpowderany

more.

Dionysius. That's right. They're growing mushrooms. Bigger and better
mushrooms.

Ares. You stay out of this, Dionysius. Go and pour yourself anothernectarand
tonic.

Zeus. You're altogethertoo flippant, Dionysius. And asfor you, Ares, remember
what happenedo Prometheus.He’s still thereyou know, spread-eagledn
the rock with the vultures eating his ....

Dionysius. Spare us the details, Zeus. We know them anyway.

Apollo: Where’s Hermes? He should be back by now.

Hermes: (rising and walking past the group of gods to front stage). here.

Zeus. How did it go?

Hermes. So-so. (As he speakshe keeps looking“down the mountain” at a
particular pointin the audience)|The restof this speechcan be replacedwith current
affairs news at the time of production] I've preventedthe Lebanesewar from
spreadinginto Israel, but the Palestiniansare getting restlessso it's only
temporary.

Zeus. (To ARES).There you are, you see. We've really got to do something.

Ares. You can't stop human beings from fighting. It's in their blood.

Zeus. Ohyes | can! A thunderbolt or two ought to fix it.

Ares: You andyour thunderbolts!You accuseme of beingout of date. Theydon’t
careafig for your thunderbolts. They’ve fashionedheir own a million times
more powerful.

Dionysius: Mushrooms. Lovely clouds of mushrooms.

Apollo: Can’t we change the subject?

Dionysius: | agree, but what to?

Apollo: Well, for example] overheardPallasAthenetalking to the othergoddesses
yesterday.

Dionysius: That was sneaky of you, Apollo. What were they talking about?

Apollo: Women'’s Lib.

Zeus. Women’s what? | won't have any smut, | warn you!

Apollo: Honestly, Zeus, sometimes you amaze me!

Zeus. Then what is this Lib thing?



Apollo: You really have beerswitchedoff for the lastfew hundredyears, haven't
you?

Zeus. And what's wrong with that? Everyoneneedsa rest. Besides,Hermeshas
been doing a perfectly good job, hasn’t he?

Apollo: That's not your REAL reason.

Zeus. All right, | admitit. Thesehumansdon’t pay much attentionto me any
more. They've even stopped giving me different names.

Ares. That's because/ou’ve gone softZeus. Now, if you’'d let me stir up a really
large scale war ....

Dionysius: Oh, do shut up about your wars, Ares.Can’t you ever talk about
anything else?

Ares. Whatelseis interesting?Noneof you seento realisethathumanbeingsneed
plenty of violence to feel really alive.

Dionysius: Well, I'd arguethatlots of loving doesthe job justaswell. But | want
to hear Apollo’s bit of gossip.

Zeus: Yes, sodol.

Apollo: It's more than gossip, Zeus. It's a serious matter.

Zeus. Serious?

Apollo: Very. You see, thegoddesselhave beenvatching- very closely- theway
womenhave beemoing on in the world andnow PallasAtheneis stirring up
our own ladies. She’s talking about goddesses-lib.

Zeus. Meaning what?

Apollo: Meaning equality for goddesses.

Zeus. With us gods? You mean equal to us?

Apollo: Exactly that.

Zeus. What utter nonsense!

(HEPHAESTUSand HERACLESrush ontothe stage,breathless. HEPHAESTUS
hasa limp. HERMES,during the previousconversation, has beenmoving
steadily across front stage, looking “down the mountain”).

Heracles. There’s a couple of humans coming up Olympus!

Hephaestus. They look like commercial men. Definitely not outdoor types.
Zeus. What are they doing here?

Hephaestus. We didn't get close enough to find out.

Zeus. Hermes, do you know anything about this?

Hermes: (grinning) Not a thing.

Zeus. Then pop on down, will you? Tell ‘em to push off.

Hermes: (shaking his head and speaking very firmig.

Zeus. What do you mean “no”?



Hermes. Whatl said. No. | won't “pop on down” asyou putit. I've hadenough
of “popping on down” - enough to last me several million years, thank you.

Zeus. (getting angry) Who do you think you're talking to? Why I'll ....

Apollo: Hangon, Zeus. Hangon. It might be ratherfun to let them comeup,
don’t you think? A little bit of entertainmenbn our doorstepfor a change.
We're always looking at thesehumans’antics long-distanceand my eyes
aren’t what they used to be, you know. How about it?

Dionysius. Yes, Zeus, it'll be fun.

Hephaestus: | want to know what they’ve come for.

Heracles: Me too.

Zeus. Oh, very well, but | haven't finished with you, Hermes.

Hermes. | have with you. You can do your own dirty work from now on.

Zeus. I've a good mind to slap you down beside Prometheus!

Hermes. Do what you like. See if | care! I've had it!

Heracles. (looking offstage into the wingdjhey’re nearly here.

Apollo: Come on everyone, let's get behind this rock.

Ares. Whatever for? Humans can’t see us, can they?

Apollo: True. | forgot.

Ares. You're always forgetting. | think you're altogethertoo fond of human
beings.

Heracles. Here they come.

(SNODGRAS&Nnd STEINWICHenter. Theywalk pastHERACLESwithoutseeing
him. They are panting and obviously out of condition).

Snodgrass. The things we do for the Corporation!
Steinwich : Please, Snodgrass old man, don't talk for a bit. | can hardly breathe.

(Theysit. TheGODScrowdaround, commenting,makingfaces, fingeringthetwo
humans, etc[This is a space for ad libs]. Finally, they move back to watch).

Snodgrass. What a desolate spot!

Steinwich: We’'ll soon change that. The view’s good.

Snodgrass. I'd rather see it on video.

Steinwich: | know what you mean,but you haveto admitit's got potential, this
place. We can soon get rid of the emptiness.

Zeus. What ARE they talking about?

Snodgrass. Yes, a few multi-storey buildings, lots of plate glassand swimming
pools, a golf courseandsometenniscourts, a few putting greensanda fun-
fair, a good artificial ski-slope - yes, Steinwich, we could soon make it
attractive.



Apollo: | getit. Thesecommercialgentsareplanningto transformour homeinto a
package tour holiday-centre.

Zeus. They can't do that!

Steinwich: Just think how the advertising department will love it!

Zeus. It's sacrilegious!

Snodgrass. Absolutely! I can just seeit, Steinwich.A full pagespreadin the
Sunday supplements. “Come to Olympus, the Home of the Gods”.

Ares. This is disastrous!

Snodgrass. “Spend a superhuman holiday”.

Steinwich: | say, that’s rather good.

Snodgrass. “Sip the nectar of the immortals”.

Dionysius. Not if | can help it!

Snodgrass. “Sup on Diana’s venison”.

Hermes: She won't like that!

Snodgrass. “Sunbathe with Venus”.

Heracles: How dare hel

Snodgrass. “Dance to the pipes of Pan and listen to Apollo’s harp in the
moonlight”.

Apollo: Well, they haven't totally forgotten us, have they?

Hephaestus: They haven’t mentioned ME!

Ares. Who would wantto mentionyou, Hephaestus?They’ve got nuclearpower.
They don’t need fire any more.

Steinwich: It's going to be splendid!

Zeus. This is an emergency!

(ZEUS beckonsto the other gods and they all move backstagetogether,in a
huddle).

Snodgrass. We'll make a bomb out of it!

Zeus. We've got to do something!

Snodgrass. Company profits will break all records.

Hermes. Don’t ask me to do anything. I'm on strike.

Steinwich: No doubtaboutit. We’'re ontoarealwinnerhere. Mind you, there’sa
lot to be done. First off, we’ll haveto flatten someof the mountainto make
an airstrip.

Ares. Flattenthe mountain! Whata nerve! For onceyou're right, Zeus. We've
got to act. We can'’t allow these humans to mess up our home.

Snodgrass. (who has movedbackstageand intentionally droppedsomethingirom
his pocket) say, Steinwich, come and look at this!

Steinwich: What is it?



Snodgrass. Come and see.

Heracles. How are we going to stop them?

Ares. We've GOT to stop them!

Heracles: Yes, but how?

Ares. We've allowed these humans to get much too big-headed, that’s a fact.

Dionysius. What's he up to now?

Apollo: I've been watching him. He’s a sly one.

Steinwich: (bending down and picking up a coifRantastic! But this is amazing!

Snodgrass. You see? | knew this place was dead right.

Dionysius. What's he picked up?

Apollo: A coin.

Steinwich: But isn’t this Roman?

Snodgrass. How would | know?

Apollo: Because you planted it there, my friend.

Snodgrass. Anyway, Roman, Greek, whatdoesit matter? We mustput it into
our feasibility report and make sureit’s leakedto the press.“Ancient coin
found near mountain top. Archaeologicaltreasureson Mount Olympus”.
Useful publicity, eh?

Steinwich: There’s just one drawback.

Snodgrass. Somethingmorefor the advertisingpeople. “Look for buriedtreasure
near the forge of Hephaestus”.

Hephaestus: Hooray! He’'s remembered me!

Snodgrass. “Come and hob-nob with the gods”.

All the Gods. (Together, aghast)Hob-nob!

Steinwich: Slow down, old man. | really don't think it's advisableto publicise
this sortof thing. It might backfireon us. The Greekgovernmenimight not
give us the go-ahead to develop the area.

Zeus. Well done,Stainway.... Stoonway.... whateveryour nameis. He's givenus
the solution. All we haveto do is flood the hillsideswith someof that old
Greek junk that Venus likes to play with.

Apollo: And make sure the papers get hold of it.

Snodgrass. Wouldn't worry aboutthat, old man. The Corporationalreadyhasfull
title deeds to Olympus. It's all signed and sealed.

Apollo: Which takes care of that idea.

Zeus. We'll have to think again.

Ares. It's your own fault, Zeus. Leavinganunderlingto handleyour affairs with
mankind. Now, if you'd ....

Hermes. Who are you calling an underling?

Ares. Who else but an ass who puts wings on his feet.

Hermes. And you're getting to sassy for your sandals, Ares.
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Zeus. Stop squabbling you two. This is a serious matter.

Snodgrass. You see? | told you. We're onto something really big here.

Steinwich: You're right. We'’re goingto makeakilling. But it's goingto costa
bit. We’ll haveto put up a few ruins of templesand that sort of thing.
Expensive business - building ruins.

Snodgrass. True. Butit'll be worth it.

Zeus. | can'tlistento any moreof this. A pollo, stoptime for a minute,will you?
We've got to talk this out.

Apollo: Perhaps I'd better make it more than a minute.

Zeus. This is no time for jokes! Get on with it!

(APOLLO goesthrough a complicatedritual at the end of which thereis a flash
with, perhaps,a crash of thunder; SNODGRAS%nd STEINWICHfreeze.
They remain frozen in these positions throughout the following sequence).

Zeus. Now, listen, you gods.We've GOT to stopthesehumansfrom desecrating
our home. It's badenoughthe way they’ve spreadall overthe world wiping
out other specieseverywhere,but when they start talking about making
Olympus into a Holiday Centre, well, that’s going too far!

Dionysius. Surprisingly, we agree with you, Zeus.

Zeus. | mean, can you imagine what it would be like?

Dionysius: All too easily. They'd be crawling all over Olympuslike ants, except
thatantsare more organised. And the noise! Haveyou heardthe stuff they
call music these days?

Hephaestus: | certainly have. It sounds like pigs being prodded with blunt spears.

Dionysius. Exactly. And they’d haveit blaringright acrosghe hillsideswith those
things they call shout-squeakers.

Hermes. You mean loud-speakers.

Dionysius: Whatever they are. Just think. It'd be like living in a slaughter house.

Hermes: | quite like their music.

Ares. You would!

Zeus. We're not holding this council to discussthe aestheticvalue of Boulder
music.

Hermes: It's rock.

Zeus. Whatever the geological term. Has anyone any suggestions?

Hephaestus. The obvious one.

Zeus. What's that then?

Hephaestus: Well, it's obvious.

Zeus. You're beginningto make me angry, Hephaestusand you know what
happens to gods who make me angry ....



Apollo: PoorPrometheusl really think it's time you let him go. Living withouta
liver must be rather painful.

Hermes. How true!

Ares. It's hisownfault. All Prometheusasto dois tell uswho the newgodsare
going to be, who’s going to replace us on Olympus. He’s an ass!

Zeus: (shouting) Silence!

(Pause while ZEUS controls himself).

Zeus: This is a council of gods,not a meetingof the Houseof Commons!We've
got a crisison our hands. Let me makeit totally clear. We are not going to
discussPrometheuspr modernmusic, or pig-farming, or any other subject
that may come to your butterfly minds. HephaestusYou said you had a
solution. Stop messing about and tell me what it is!

Hephaestus. It's obvious.

(ZEUS makes a threatening gesture with his thunderbolt).

Hephaestus: All right, all right. It's quite simple. You've already solved the
problem. Just look at ‘emfHe points to SNODGRASS and STEINWICH).

Zeus. You mean turn them to stone?

Apollo: That wouldn’t be any good. You're forgetting there’s an international
corporation behind them. They’d just send more men.

Hephaestus: No, |didn't mean that. | meant leave time stopped.

Dionysius: But that would mean nothing would happen in the world!

Hephaestus: True.

Dionysius: Then what would we gods do for entertainment?

Apollo: Canyouimaginethe goddesseagreeingo that? It's their maininterestin
immortality, gossippingaboutthe latestthingshumanbeingsareupto. Like
women’s lib. | seem to remember mentioning ....

Zeus. (ominously) Apollo .... (slight pause)No. Thatwon't do. Stoppingtime is
too drastic. Come on, everyone! Think!

(A longer pause).

Ares. Well, | know what we shoulddo. It's what I've beensuggestingall along
anywayandit'd solvethe problemaswell asprovideuswith somesplendid
entertainment.

Zeus. You mean,let mankind havetheir Third World War which they seemto
want so much?



Dionysius. Trust you, Ares, to suggest a cure that’'s worse than the disease.

Ares. | don't see that it is.

Dionysius: You wouldn’t.

Ares. You're just soft, Dionysius. Comes of drinking too much wine.

Dionysius. And you're bloodthirsty enough to be a human, the way you go on.

Zeus. Be silent you two! I'm thinking.

Dionysius. Zeus, you're not seriously considering it, are you?

Zeus. Well, for want of anything better ....

Apollo: | have a suggestion.

Ares. Don't listen to him, Zeus.

Apollo: | suggestve getHermeso talk to thesetwo (He gesturesat SNODGRASS
and STEINWICH)beforewe think of doing anythingelse. He might be able
to talk some sense into them.

Zeus. Yes. Yes, that's the most sensible suggestion so far. We’'ll do that.

Hermes. Hold on! You've forgotten: I’'m on strike.

Zeus. You can't be. I'm giving you an order.

Hermes. And I'm refusingit. You cando whatyou like to me but get someone
else to do your dirty work.

Zeus. | wish therewassomeond could appealto to give me patience! All right.
If Hermes won'tdo it .... let’s see .... who ....

(All the GODS start backing away into the wings, all speakingtogether after
HEPHAESTUS’ speech).

Hephaestus. Dear me, | nearly forgot. | promised Hades I'd visit him today.
Ares. Which reminds me. Hera asked me to ....

Heracles. Poseidon sent me a message ....

Apollo: | think Diana’s expecting me ....

Dionysius: Unfortunately, I've got some new wine to ....

Zeus. (Shouts)Just a minute! Stay where you are, all of you!

(The GODS stop moving away. ZEUS considerseach one in turn. Finally, he
decides).

Zeus. Heracles. You'll do.

Heracles: But Zeus ....

Zeus. No excuses.Now be a goodheroandshowyourselfto thesetwo humans.
See if you can make them see reason.

Heracles: But what'll | say to them?

Dionysius: That’s our Heracles! All brawn and no brain.
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Zeus. (looking at DIONYSIUSMaybe you're right. Perhaps you ....

Dionysius. (Hurriedly) No, no. Of course. You're right. After all he wasa
human once, wasn’t he? Oh, clearly he’s the right choice!

Zeus. Just give them the facts, Heracles. Threaten them if necessary.

Heracles. Honestly, Zeus, | don’t think I’'m the right god for this job.

Zeus. Don’'t worry. We'll tell you whatto say,if you're stuck. Go on. Getover
there. That's better. Now, Apollo. Make him visible and start time again.

Apollo: As Zeus orders.

(APOLLO goes through the ritual again, with something added to make
HERACLESVisible. Flashandthunder. SNODGRAS§umpsbackon seeing
HERACLEScloseto him, and STEINWICHfalls backwardswith a screech
of terror).

Snodgrass. How did you get here? The whole mountain top was empty!

Steinwich: (sheltering behind SNODGRASSnd still on the ground) Careful,
Snodgrass. He looks rather a dodgy character!

Snodgrass. (Hopefully) Looks harmlessenoughto me. Don't supposéhe speaks
any English.

Heracles. Of course | do. | speak every language in the world.

Snodgrass. EVERY language”Oh, really. That’s nice. Jolly good. Live round
here, do you?

Heracles. Yes, Ilive on Olympus.

(Pause).

Zeus. Oh, do get on with it, Heracles!

Heracles: I'm trying to.

Snodgrass. | beg your pardon?

Heracles. Sorry. | was just talking to Zeus.

Snodgrass. Who?

Heracles: Zeus.

Snodgrass. The king of the gods, you mean?

Heracles:. Who else?

Snodgrass. It's all right, Steinwich. A simple nutcase.No problem. Do getup
off the ground.

Steinwich: (getting up) | hope you're right, Snodgrass.

Snodgrass. Of coursel’'m right. (Turningbackto HERACLES)Farmaroundhere,
do you?

Heracles. Farm? No. I'm resting from my labours.
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Snodgrass. Oh really? How interesting. (To STEINWICH). We must humour
him. (To HERACLES).By the way, my name’s Snodgrassand this is Mr
Steinwich.

Heracles: | know.

Snodgrass. You've heard of us? T hat’s very gratifying, | must say. And you, sir?

Heracles. Me?

Snodgrass. Your name?

Heracles: Heracles.

Snodgrass. Didn’t the Romans call you Hercules?

Heracles. That's right.

Snodgrass. | must say | always thought Hercules was a bigger man, more muscly.

Heracles. Ohno, I've neverbeenbig, butl am strong. Would you like me to
show you?

(HERACLES grabs both of them by the scruff of the neck).

Steinwich: (nervouslyN..N..No thank you very much! We’ll take your word for it.
Heracles: | could throw you round the world, if you like - AND catch you again!
Snodgrass. Not necessary, | assure you.

Zeus. Do get on with it, Heracles!

(HERACLES, turning towards ZEUS backstage, drops SNODGRASSand
STEINWICH in a heap on the floor).

Heracles: (goingbackto ZEUS) Really andtruly, Zeus, | don'’t think I cando
this.

(ZEUS speaksto HERACLESsotto voce, while STEINWICHand SNODGRASS
pick themselves up and converse).

Snodgrass. He’s talking to fresh air again.

Steinwich: Honestly, Snodgrass, I'm scared. | think we should leave.

Snodgrass. | agree, but we mustn’t be too sudden. Madmenhaveto be handled
gently. Just leave it to me.

Zeus:. (finishing with HERACLESNow go on back there and tell them!

Heracles: (returningto the two humans) Zeussaysyou've got to give up theidea
of building a Holiday Centre on Mount Olympus.

Snodgrass. (Sharply) Now how did you know aboutthat? It wassupposed tbe
top secret!

Steinwich: That's bad. Must be a leak in Head Office.
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Snodgrass. Who told you, Mr Heracles?

Heracles: You did.

Snodgrass. |did? When?

Heracles. Just a little while ago.

Snodgrass. Ah, thatexplainswhy we didn’t seeyou before. You werehiding up
here and overheard our conversation, eh?

Heracles. (Mildly) | wasn’t hiding.

Snodgrass. No, of courseyou weren't. Well now, I'm surewe can cometo an
amicable arrangement.

Heracles. Good. That's what we want.

Snodgrass. Exactly, exactly. Let's see now. How does 20,000 sound to you?

Heracles: 20,000 what?

Snodgrass. Pounds, of course, pounds. Not dollars.

Steinwich: A bit steep isn’t it, Snodgrass?

Snodgrass. Let me handle this, Steinwich. | know what I’'m doing.

Apollo: He’s trying to bribe you, Heracles!

Heracles. Is he? |didn't realise. Thanks, Apollo.

Snodgrass. There’s someone else here besides Zeus?

Heracles. Yes, several of the gods and Apollo says you're trying to bribe me.

Snodgrass. Now would | do that? Never! I'm merely trying to arrangea
reasonableand honestcompensation. Perhaps20 thou is a bit low. How
about 30,0007

(HERACLES shakes his head).
Snodgrass. 50,0007
(HERACLES shakes his head again).

Snodgrass. 100,0007?

Steinwich: Steady on, Snodgrass!

Heracles. It's no good offering me money. All we want is for you and your
corporation to go away and leave us in peace.

Steinwich: (stepping in quickly)Yes, yes. Of course! Absolutely! We agree.

Heracles: Good. You promisenotto botherusany morewith yourideasof ruined
temples and flattening the mountain and all that sort of thing?

Steinwich: We promise. Definitely.

Heracles: (To SNODGRASSANd you? You promise too?

Snodgrass. My dear sir, of course! Please accept our apologies for any
inconvenience. And now, if you'll excuse us, we really must leave.
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Apollo: They're lying to you, Heracles.
Snodgrass. It's been a pleasure meeting you.
Steinwich: Yes, indeed!

(Astheymoveto walk pasthim, oneon eachside, HERACLESutsout bothhands
and holds them back).

Heracles: Apollo says you're lying.

Steinwich: Oh dear. Oh dear.

Snodgrass. Be quiet, Steinwich! (To HERACLES).Apollo, did you say?(He
makesa sweepinggestureround the stage). Which one of thesegods is
Apollo? Perhapsf you pointedhim out to me, | could persuadenim how
utterly trustworthy we are.

Steinwich: (fearfully looking around)What gods?

Heracles: (pointing) He’s over there.

Snodgrass. Thank you.

(He crossegowardsAPOLLO but misseshim and startstalking to freshair, while
APOLLO stands behind him copying his every gesture).

Snodgrass. How do you do, Mr Apollo. (He pretendsto shakehands). Your
friend here hasadvisedus that you're not too happyaboutour agreement.
Let me assureyou that we belongto one of the world’s greatestand most
reliable corporations, and I, as an accreditedexecutive, can positively
confirm that we will honourthe agreementindtrouble you no longer. (He
bows). Thankyou for allowing me so muchof your valuabletime. | knew
you would understand.(He returnsto HERACLES). Thereyou are. Apollo
says he’s quite happy now.

Heracles: Apollo didn’t say anything.

Snodgrass. He didn’t? Er .... no, of course he didn’t. But we shook hands on it.

Ares. We're wasting time.

Zeus. Freeze them!

(APOLLOdoesa hurriedritual, thunderandlightning, and catchesSNODGRASS
and STEINWICH just as they are about to leave the stage).

Zeus. You really made a hash of that, didn’t you Heracles?

Heracles: |told you | wouldn’t be any good at the job.

Dionysius: Why don’t we all appear to the humans? Surely then ....

Ares. No good. They'd die. They can’t take more than one god at a time,
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especially these days.

Dionysius. Well then, what are we going to do?

Hephaestus: There’s really only one other alternative.

Zeus. And what's that?

Hephaestus: Make them immortal.

Zeus. Hmm ... A bit drastic,isn’t it? You mean,makethesetwo city gentsone of
us?

Apollo: Not one. Two. Two of us.

Ares. Don't doit, Zeus.You're just playing into Apollo’s hands.You know very
well that’s what he’d like to do with all humanbeings.Make themall into
gods.

Apollo: | didn’'t suggestit. It was Hephaestus’idea. But it's a good one
neverthelessOncethey’ve becomeimmortal, they won't wantto build this
wretched holiday camp any more.

Zeus. That's true.

Ares. I'm warningyou, Zeus:nothinggoodwill comeof it! Let megetafull scale
war underway. That'll fix it nicely.

Apollo: And how long do you think that would last? With the weaponsthese
humans have nowadays, I'd estimate twenty minutes, perhaps.

Dionysius. And there’dbe hardly any of themleft to entertainus.| don’t think the
goddesses would be too happy about that.

Zeus. Oh, very well.

ZEUS crossesto SNODGRASSnd STEINWICH and waves his thunderbolt.
Thunderand lightning. SNODGRAS&nd STEINWICH‘come alive”, move,
look around them in consternation at the company of gods.

Snodgrass. What's happening? We were just leaving. Who are all these people?

Apollo: Not people. Gods.

Snodgrass:. | feel funny.

Steinwich: Bandits! We've had it, Snodgrass!

Dionysius: No, Steinwich.You'll haveto get usedto the idea. You're one of us
now.

Steinwich: One of you? How do you mean? | don’t understand.

Dionysius: You've become an immortal.

Snodgrass. What nonsense!

Apoallo: It's a fact, Snodgrass.

Snodgrass. | must be going mad!

Dionysius: | find it a most enjoyable state myself.

Snodgrass. (Lookingat STEINWICH)But we can’t both be goingmadin the same
way. I've got a sort of tingly feeling.

Steinwich: So have I! Oh dear!
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Zeus. Don’t worry aboutthat. It's just the after-effectsof beingtransformedIt’ll
soonwear off. Well everybody,a job well done! Now let’'s go andjoin the
ladies. | feel like a celebration. We’'ll have a banquet.

Apollo: Give them a chance, Zeus. They haven’t got used to being gods yet.

Snodgrass. Strangel wantto believeit. | sort of feel it. And yet commonsense
dictates ...

Ares. Common sense? Leave that to the common herd. It's not for us.

Apollo: | understanavhatyou're goingthrough,Snodgrass-ere,let me proveit to
you. Comewith me! (He takesSNODGRASS®Yy the arm to front stageand
gestureut at theaudience)Thereyou are. Takealook. It's betterthanyour
TV, isn’'t it? The whole world going about its normally underhand business.

Snodgrass. Fantastic! | say, Steinwich, do come and have a look at this!

Steinwich: (Dazed,after crossingto standbesideSNODGRASSNd looking) So
it's true.

Snodgrass. It MUST bel!

Spacehere to insert extra dialogue on current world newswhetherad libbed or
scripted.

Snodgrass: Tell me, Mr Apollo ...

Apollo: No need for the “Mister” between gods, Snodgrass old man!

Snodgrass: Thank you. Tell me, Apollo, if we're immortal now ...

Apollo: Which you are.

Snodgrass. What sort of powers have we got?

Apollo: Oh,theusual.You canputthoughtandfeelingsinto humanminds.Most of
the time it works but it takes a bit of practice.

Snodgrass. Perfect! How absolutely splendid! Steinwich! Don’t you see?

Steinwich: (Hesitantly)See what, old man?

Snodgrass. Not evenin my wildestdreams... (he givesa suddenand unexpected
whoop of joy, picks up STEINWICH and dances him around the stage)

Zeus: It's gratifying to see them so happy.

Apollo: (Beginning to look worriedPerhaps.

Steinwich: | say, steady on old boy!

Snodgrass. (Stopping)Sorry,old man.Feelingratherlight-headeddon’t you know.
The set-up’s so ideal!

Dionysius: Glad you like it. Now you really mustcome and meetthe goddesses.
They’re going to be fascinated by you two.

Snodgrass. (Becomingserious and shaking his head) Naturally we're looking
forwardto it immenselybut| regretit’s just not possibleat the moment.Far
too much to do.

Dionysius: But you've got all eternity to do it in!

Snodgrass. Nevertheless, work must come first.
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Zeus. Work? What work?

Snodgrass. The World Corporation Holiday Centre, of course.

Zeus. Your senseof duty is mostcommendableYes, we mustget moving on that
andpreventany furtherdevelopmentsYou're quiteright. By theway, | don’t
supposeg/ou two arewilling to takeoverHermes’job, areyou?!’ll makeyou
the gods of Politics and Economics. How about that?

Snodgrass. We'd be honoured. Very kind of you.

Steinwich: Most kind.

Zeus. Well? How about it then?

Snodgrass. Yes, of course. With pleasure. Don’t you agree, Steinwich?

Steinwich: Oh, absolutely!

Zeus. Good. That's settled. (He turns to the other gods) Anyone for a pint of
nectar?

Dionysius. Aphrodite has a fine brew going at the moment.

Zeus. On we go then. We'll leave the gods of Politics and Economics to their work.

Theyall troop out chattering, exceptAPOLLO who pretendsto go out with the
others, but returns and hides behind a boulder.

Snodgrass. (Checking that everyone has Ieft)ey’ve gone. Now we can talk.

Steinwich: A plan of action.

Snodgrass. Quite. Clearly, the first step is to take over the Corporation.

Steinwich: You mean, you and | as joint presidents?

Snodgrass. Not quite. Since it's my idea, | think you should be vice-president.

Steinwich: Oh, | say Snodgrass, aren’t you being rather high-handed?

Snodgrass. We mustn’tbickeroverit. Thisthing’s muchtoo bigto argueoversuch
trifles.

Steinwich: | suppose so.

Snodgrass. Oncewe’ve got the Corporationundercontrol, thenwe cango ahead
with the development here on Olympus.

Steinwich: Oh. | thought we had to drop that idea.

Snodgrass. Whatever for? It was economically viable before and it's still
economically viable.

Steinwich: But didn't Zeus say ...

Snodgrass. He’s anold fuddy-duddy.All of ‘em needpeppingup a bit, don’t you
think? We’'ll have to changeour approach,customer-wiseof course.No
more package-deals for the rabble.

Steinwich: Yes, | see. At least, | think so ...

Snodgrass. We'll be attractingthe rich andthe powerful. World leaders’holidays.
Itll be absolutelyideal! We'll be ableto control themall without havingto
move a foot off Olympus!

Steinwich: Oh, | say! What a fabulous idea!
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Snodgrass. Yes, | thoughtit wasrathergood.(Musing) We’'ll useeverypennythe
Corporationpossesseand build the most fantastichotel the world hasever
seen.The ultimate- yes,we’ll call it the Ultimate Olympus.The ultimatein
comfort, the ultimate in everything!

Steinwich: What a vision! Brilliant!

Snodgrass. And as for Zeus and the rest, they’ll just have to acceptthe fait
accompli. They'’re so slow and backward. No zip!

Steinwich: Yes, | must admit, for gods, they are rather low-key, aren’t they? |
mean, living on this barren hillside like peasants.

Snodgrass. We'll soonchangeall that,don’t you worry. Plentyof pipedmusicand
vintage port, eh? Come on Steinwich! We've got a lot to do!

Steinwich: Absolutely. Not a minute to waste. I’'m with you all the way, Snodgrass!

SNODGRASS and STEINWICH exit.

As soon as the stageis empty, APOLLO comesout from behind the boulder,
thoughtfully, talking to himself.

Apollo: | wonder... Couldit be?Prometheussecretis it? It certainlylookslike it.
First of all the Titans ruled but we conqueredhem. Then Zeustook over.
And now WE'RE going to be beaten.A new ruler: Snodgrassthe god of
Money, Economicstriumphant! It fits! (He shakeshis head sadly) Well, |
supposel’d bettertell the others.(He turns and shoutsbackstage)Zeus!
We’'re in trouble!

All the GODS except HERMES rush on with “what's happened?”, “what’s
wrong?”, etc.

Apollo: They're going ahead with it.

Zeus. What did you say?

Apollo: They're going ahead with it.

Zeus:. You must be joking!

Apollo: | promiseyou I'm not! They intend building a monstrositycalled “The
Ultimate Olympus”.| overheardhemtalking. It's definite. They’ve goneoff
to start work on it straightaway.

Zeus. Oh no! We've got to stop them!

Dionysius: Yes, but how?

Ares. Who knows? YOU made them into gods, Zeus! | told you not to!

Zeus:. (Roaring in anger)’ll pin ‘em down beside Prometheus when they get back!

Hephaestus: IF you can get your hands on them!

Apollo: Exactly! They're not likely to come anywhere near you, are they?

ZEUS gives a roar of frustration. The GODS cower back.

Zeus:. (ShoutingHermes! Where’'s Hermes?

Hermes: (Strolling on nonchalantly)’'m here, but simply as an observer.Don’t
forget, I'm on strike.
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Zeus:. (Controlling himself with difficultyHave you heard what’'s happened?

Hermes: | knewaboutit all along.l haven’'tbeendealingwith humansfor the last
three thousand years for nothing, you know!

Zeus. Then why didn’t you SAY something?

Hermes: Didn’t need to.

Zeus. (Roars)Didn’'t needto! Here we are facing total disasterand he sayshe
didn’t needto! (Controls himself)Listen, Hermes.I'm not angry with you.
I’'m pleadingwith you! You're the only oneof uswith the experienceYou're
the only one who can save us. Please ... please ... Do something!

Hermes: Do you promise not to use me as a messenger ever again?

Zeus: | promise. | promise.

Hermes. Swearon your thunderbolt.Tell it to strike you downif you evergo back
on your word!

Zeus: | swear.

Hermes: Go on. Do it properly.

Zeus: | swearon my thunderbolandmay it strike medownif | evergo backon my
word; | promiseneverto useHermesasa messengeagain- exceptfor this
one last time!

Hermes. And you won't threatenme everagainwith Prometheuspunishmentor
anything like it?

Zeus. | promise never to threaten Hermes with any sort of a punishment ever again.

Hermes: Good.

Zeus. Then you'll do it?

Hermes. Of course. Except that | don’t have to DO anything!

Zeus. What do you mean?

Hermes. Honestly, sometimes | think you’ve all gone senile!

Zeus. (Bristling) I've a good mind to ...

Hermes. Now then! Naughty, naughty!

Zeus. Sorry.

Dionysius: Come on, Hermes, tell us!

Hermes. Well, it's quite simple really. You don’t think thesetwo baby godsare
going to be able to usetheir untried powerssuccessfully,do you? It takes
centuriesof practice.l shouldknow! I've sweatedto perfectthem! So it's
simple:they’ll makea hashof it. All we’ve gotto dois watchandenjoythe
show!

Zeus. By myself, he’s right!

Hermes: Of course | am!

Zeus. What a relief!

Hermes. (Aside)Perhaps. It's certainly going to solve MY problem!

Zeus. What did you say?
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Hermes. Nothing.

Hephaestus. (From front stage,looking into the audience)Come on, everyone.
You’re missing it!

All the GODS line themselves along the front of the stage.

Heracles: (Pointing) Look at that! Snodgrass has reached the White House!

Dionysius: And Steinwich is drinking vodka with the Russian leaders!

Apollo: Wow! What a deus ex machina this is going to be!

Hephaestus: They're trying to get them to book holidays in the Ultimate Olympus.

Ares. (Laughing)And the Russiansreconvincedit’'s anevil capitalistplot to wipe
out world communism.

Apollo: The Yanksaregettingequallyparanoid!But whatarethosetwo fools up to
now? Did | hear right?

Hermes: (With a smile) You did. They've persuadedoth superpowerghat they
now have a 100% effective defence against nuclear attack.

Zeus. That ought to stop the arms race.

Apollo: (Horrified) On the contrary.lIt’s the final straw. Now they feel safefrom
attack,both sidesare planningan immediatefirst strike! We've got to stop
them!

Zeus. Hermes! Do something about it!

Hermes: It's too late. And anyway,l've achievedmy brief: therewon’t be anyone
left around, in a few moments, to build the Ultimate Olympus.

Zeus: Oh, no!

Hermes: Oh, yes!

Heracles: Oh dear!

Ares. Hooray!

Apollo: America’s pressed the button!

Hephaestus: So have Russia!

Dionysius: Ooh! Don't they look beautiful, gliding through space like silver spears!

Zeus: It's the end!

Total black out.

One bright flash.

A loud explosion, preferably from the back of the auditorium.

CURTAIN
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