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Act 1  
Prologue 

LILLY (Voice over through scene one)   
Are you looking for me? I am in the next seat. 
My shoulder is against yours. 
You will not find me in stupas, not in Indian shrine 
rooms, nor in synagogues, nor in cathedrals: 
not in masses, nor kirtans, not in legs winding  
around your own neck, nor in eating nothing but  
vegetables.  
When you really look for me, you will see me  
instantly-  
you will find me in the tiniest house of time. 

1.  

Southern India 

A small plateau etched into a cliff, soaring above a Jungle.  

A little cave with a blue door sits behind the plateau.  

Lilly Scot (31) is stood at the tip of the cliff clutching a manuscript to her chest. Wild winds blow 
through her long hair. She closes her eyes, surrendering to its power. Hesitantly, she lifts her leg to 
step off the edge but just as the weight of her body is about to propel her off into blue abyss below, 
she quickly throws herself back on to the ledge.  

FLASH  

2. 

PREM  
(whispering) Lilly. Lilly. Lilly.  

Lilly opens her eyes with a jolt.  
A large meditation hall at the Oneness Ashram, Southern India. 

Lilly had dozed off during the Guru’s (Baba Sri Vivekpreet) Satsang. She was beginning to snore 
loudly.  

PREM  
You is falling asleep.  



LILLY  
Right. Yes. Sorry.  

Lilly nods but falls back to sleep as soon as Prem looks away.   

Prem (Indian) and Lilly (British) are an odd couple: Prem is strong, very handsome, confident, and 
dark skinned with long dreads tied on top of his head; whereas Lilly is fair, average looking, 
indecisive, geeky and a little plumpy.   

SRI VIVEKPREET  
Ssso, I am knowing you have all been wanting to be finding out who is this decade’s “chosen one.” 
Issn’t it? Yess? 

Sat on a golden thrown raised above the crowd, Sri Vivekpreet (Indian,86) joyfully addresses his 
devotees.  

SRI VIVEKPREET  
I am seeing all the eager eyes wanting to know if they have been chosen. Is it not so, yes? Is it being 
her? Is it being him? Is it being me? Yes? Look at you Shanti sitting there looking like the perfect 
student—with your big eyes looking up at me in complete devotion—your perfectly ironed white 
clothes—your exemplary meditation posture—your three Mala’s hanging from your neck—you is 
looking like the model student, isn’t it? Totally surrendered to the present moment? Yes? 

Shanti nods, full of pride.  

SRI VIVEKPREET 
Until you probe a little deeper and see your big belly isn’t here at all, your big belly is daydreaming 
about whats for dinner, isn’t it so? Yes? Could it be you?—No. 

Shanti shrinks in shame, trying to suck in her belly.   

SRI VIVEKPREET 
And what about you Ken? Doing service for the ashram every winter, for six-teen years, giving 
giving giving, surely it should be being you? … I mean you are having a heart of gold… which you 
also love to be wearing as huge badge on your Paithani, so everybody can be seeing clearly your 
selflessness, is it not so? So is it being you? Drum roll… no.  

Other students try not to snigger. 

SRI VIVEKPREET 
Oh and who are we having here? A new be, isn’t?  

HENRIETTA 
Henrietta from the USA.  

SRI VIVEKPREET 
Henrietta form the U.S.A. 



Henrietta is a young, rich American from Los Angeles. She dresses like the perfect Indian hippy 
with dreadlocks, beads, and colour.  

SRI VIVEKPREET  
Welcome. The USA? Hmmmm. (he sings and bounces his shoulders, Bollywood style) “Don’t you 
wish your boyfriend was hot like me. Don’t you wish your boyfriend was a freak like me. Don’t ya, 
Don’t ya.”  

His devotees begin to clap along and giggle as he sings—as if this is a normal occurrence.  

SRI VIVEKPREET 
“Don’t you wish your boyfriend was raw like me. Don’t you wish your boyfriend was fun like me. 
Don’t ya, Don’t ya. Ooohhh” 

Shocked and impressed by his bold joyful charm, Henrietta shyly giggle at Sri Vivekpreet.  

SRI VIVEKPREET 
I am knowing America isn’t it? Yes? did I get it right?  

Henrietta nods sticking up her thumbs.   

SRI VIVEKPREET 
Seventy years ago, to-the-day, my guru was picking me. Out of everyone. Me. Isn’t it? I was being 
sixteen years old and very strapping—may I add. Muscles like that. Can you be believing it? 
Sixteen? AND it was being my first day at the ashram. Isn’t it true, yes? When he was seeing me. 
He was knowing precisely how special I was being. Isn’t it? He could see my strength of mind, 
strength of body, strength of spirit. Just like I can be seeing it in you.  

Proudly, with a huge smile on his face, he looks over his devotees.  

SRI VIVEKPREET 
Since then, every ten years I have been picking one man to do the same three-month solo—fasting
—deep jungle—retreat, isn’t it? I would be saying the “hardest” journey a man can ever be taking. 
The hero’s journey. If yous are not starving to death from fasting or going crazy with meditation 
then there is always the possible a tiger will eat you. Hehehehehe. Yes? Isn’t it?  

PREM  
Lilly. Lilly. Lilly… LILLY WAKE UP.  

Lilly opens her eyes with a jolt.  

LILLY  
Jesus, what was...  

PREM  
You is been sleeping again, isn’t it?  

LILLY  



I was? Sorry. My bad. Too much lunch. I really should not have eaten all that rice. Eyes are 
beginner than tummy. Naughty eyes.  

PREM  
You can’t be sleeping now. My father is just about to be announcing the “chosen one.”  

LILLY  
Oh right yes. 

SRI VIVEKPREET  
Ten years ago, to this very day, I was being delighted to select my very own son, isn’t it? My very 
own flesh—Prem. What an honour that was being.  

Devotees turn to look at Prem.  

SRI VIVEKPREET  
Who, I am being delighted to be sssaying, was reaching the “forth” state of enlightenment—not 
quite living up to his fathers achievements of the eight and final stages of enlightenment but a very 
good effort—Isn’t it?  

Prem nods, slightly disturbed by Sri Vivekpreet statement.  

SRI VIVEKPREET   
Sssso today he is to be announcing this decade’s “chosen one.” And like custom, he will be acting 
as their Guru through this difficult process.   

Prem walks to the stage. 

Dramatically, Prem bows and kisses his father’s feet.  

PREM  
Thank you, Father. I’s couldn’t be asking for a more fortunate birth to be having you as my father.  

Again, he kisses his father’s feet.  

PREM  
I am being honoured by you, Father, to be announcing this year’s “chosen one.” But before I am 
announcing who it is being, I am wanting to be cashing in respect to my father. 

He pulls out a long list of Notes.  

PREM 
If it wasn’t being for you father, I would not be being the man I am today. Ten years ago, when I 
was taking on this retreat, I was having no idea how difficult this retreat would be being, isn’t it? 
But yous were picking me because you are knowing that I— 

Behind Prems back Sri Vivekpreet mimics that Prem is talking to much. Some people try to restrain 
laughter, Prem begins to become a little insecure making his speech shorter  



PREM 
I—out of all your nineteen sons and thirty-nine daughters, I—would be the one that would be able 
to be completing it. You hand faith in me that I would be making you proud. So thank you to my 
dearest father, who at sixteen years old, accomplished something extraordinary.  

He bows to his father, realising Sri Vivekpreet had been making jokes behind his back.   

PREM 
We truly are being blessed.  

Prem bows, the devotees follow.  

PREM  
(to the devotees) Before I am putting your mind at ease, I want to be reading you this quote: “If you 
want the moon, do not hide from the night. If you want the rose do not run away from the thorns. If 
you want to love do not hide from yourself.”  

Board, Lilly yawns and takes a large drink from her water bottle.  

PREM  
The “chosen one” of the 2010s is being the first woman to ever take on such a journey at this 
ashram. It is being no other than my future wife—LILLY SCOT.  
  
Choking on Prem’s words, Lilly dramatically spits water everywhere.  

Shocked, Devotees turn to look at Lilly. Embarrassed and stunned she fumbles, trying to conceal 
her choking.  

3. 

Night.  

Just west of London, UK. 

A new Mercedes Benz. An extravagant interior, red leather seats, high tech appliances and a little 
Tigger bear sitting on the dash board. Perfectly clean.  

Violet Scot(72) waits, engine running.  

The doors swing open. In shuffle Harold Scot(63) and Simon Scot(35).  

SIMON  
‘ello, Mother ‘en.  

VIOLET  
Did ya wipe you feet?  



SIMON  
Dey’re clean, we just been in da pub, init? 

VIOLET  
Yeah, I know. I can smell it. You stink of a brewery.  

SIMON  
Dat’s allll da old man. Not me.  

HAROLD  
Did you get hold of her? 

Violet starts the car and begins to drive.  

VIOLET  
She must ‘ave been disconnected again and forgotten to send ‘er new number.  

HAROLD  
And did she not reply to our email? 

SIMON  
Mooother ‘en. 

VIOLET  
No. No email.  

SIMON  
Mother ‘en.  

VIOLET  
Alrigh’ Simon. 

SIMON  
Do ya know what Mike said tonigh’ while ‘aving da curry? 

Simon pushes his glasses up his nose.  

SIMON  
‘e said dat men ‘ave a ‘igher intelligence dan women an dat’s why men rule da world.  

HAROLD  
Simon, don’t be a plonker.  

SIMON  
Whaaat? ‘e said it. I swwear to god ‘e said it.  

HAROLD  



It was a joke, Simon.  

SIMON  
Not a very funny joke—I’s jus’ sayin’—is it Mum? A bit sexist, if you ask me.  

HAROLD  
Well, we’re not asking you.  

VIOLET  
You better not be makin’ a mess back dere. I’s jus’ cleaned it.  

SIMON  
‘ow could I’s be makin’ a mess?  

VIOLET  
Simon, you could make a mess jus’ by lookin’ at somethin’.  

SIMON  
Narrrr.  

HAROLD  
Maybe we can call someone there. Maybe they know where she is.  

Simon lets out a big burp. 

VIOLET  
Simon! 

SIMON  
Pardon me, I is stuffed. I ‘ad to finish Dad’s curry, as well as me own, and den I had to ‘elp Mike. 
Dese’s weaklin’s not bein’ able to ea(t) a real man’s meal.   

HAROLD  
We need to get hold of her, Violet.  

VIOLET  
I know, ‘Arold, we will. Yous jus’ suddenly get the bee in yous bonne(t). Ya ‘ave to speak to ‘er an 
she’s in India an it takes time.  

SIMON  
Who is disss den? (putting on an accent) “CAN I SMELL IT. CAN I SMELL IT?”  

Simon giggles uncontrollably to himself, his large belly bouncing. As he rolls around in laughter, he 
lets out a large fart. 

Without reaction, Violet rolls down the window.  

VIOLET  



That’s the last time I am pickin’ you up.  

SIMON  
Sorry. Sorry. Sorry.  

Simon cannot contain his laughter.  

HAROLD  
Stop the car, Violet. He can walk.  

VIOLET  
‘Arold, leave it. Don’t react.  

HAROLD  
No, he can walk. He wants to be the fool, then let him walk.  

SIMON  
I’m sorry. I’m sorry. It waas da curry. You shouldn’t ‘ave made me eat so much curry.  I’m sorry.  

HAROLD  
I don’t know why I have to put up with you.  

SIMON  
Alrigh’ old man. Chill. It’s not like you don’t fart.  

HAROLD 
Right. OUT.   

VIOLET  
‘Arold, it’s rainin’.  

HAROLD  
I am not putting up with his shit. 

VIOLET  
‘Arold, don’t swear.  

SIMON  
Tut, tut, Dad. Wash your dirty mouth out.  

Harold jumps to say something.  

VIOLET  
Don’t react, ‘arold, we’re nearly ‘ome. Count to ten.  

A LONG MOMENT.   

SIMON  



I might go down Smokie’s later, play some pool, meet da ladies. Dan’s dere already.  

VIOLET  
With what money?  

SIMON  
I only ‘ad forty dis week.  

VIOLET  
Yeah, but you owe me fifty for last week.  

SIMON  
Narrr. For what?  

VIOLET 
Another phone cover, to add to hundreds you ‘ave in your room.  

SIMON  
Was dat last week, was it? 

VIOLET  
You know it was.   

HAROLD  
Can you pull over.  

SIMON  
I didn’t do it. I didn’t fart. I swear it wasn’t me. I don’t smell nothin’.   

VIOLET  
I can’t smell anythin’ ‘Arold, an we’re nearly ‘ome. You can see our ‘ouse.  

HAROLD  
I said pull over the car.  

Violet pulls the car over. Hastily, Harold opens the door and is sick on the pavement.  

Splashing on the car, Violet looks on in disgust.  

VIOLET  
It’ll stain, I just cleaned it.  

She pulls out a duster and hands it to Harold.  

Harold shuts the door and Violet carries on driving. She stops at their house.  

SIMON  
Dat stunk dat did.  



4.  

Lilly’s cave in the jungle.  

Sweating, Lilly is attempting to meditate on a small floor bed.  

The cave is simple, no electric, a little sink and gas lamp built into the rock.  

Flies creep into her eyes, up her nose, around her mouth.  

Frustrated, she opens her eyes and notices something crawling along the floor.  

LILLY  
What are you?  

She looks closer. 

LILLY  
Oh, hello Mr. Centipede. What’s you doing in here? 

She picks it up and lets it crawl all over her body.  

LILLY  
Wow, you are really beautiful, Mr. Centipede, thank you for the visit. You are really something very 
special. Wow, look at you with all your little legs. What’s that? Oh, you’re a Mrs’s. Sorry, my bad. I 
don’t have my glasses on. I am sure you are very beautiful and feminine. Now, what is it centipedes 
eat? Darn—no Google. HOLY FUCK.  

The centipede bites her. 

Lilly scrambles to get the centipede off her.  

LILLY  
Holy Fuck miss’s, that really fucking hurt. Crap. Fuck. MOTHER FUCKER. Bullocks. Shit.   

Eventually she gets it off after it has bitten her three more times and she has killed it.  

LILLY  
Holy crap can you bite. Sorry, Kristna, for the swearing. Sorry, sorry.  

She holds up its dead body and gently lays it on the table.  

LILLY  
Holy f. What have you done to me? I am sorry for taking your life, that was accidental. But Jesus. 
Look at the size of them (the bites). Jesus. You better not be poisonous. Oh, sweet mother, Prem 
told me to watch out for—what? Oh Jesus.  



Quickly she moves to the red emergency phone attached to the wall, she dials.  

LILLY  
Prem? Hi. BEAT. It’s me. BEAT. Lilly—who else would it be? BEAT. Oh. BEAT. Look, I am so 
sorry for calling but a centipede just bit me and I couldn’t remember what you said about centipedes 
and I don’t have Google. So, I thought I should just phone and check and see. A MOMENT. They’re 
okay? Right. BEAT. Okay. BEAT. I might feel sick. BEAT. Yes. BEAT You’re busy. Okay. Yes. Sorry. 
BEAT. Really? I’m a hypochondriac cause I phoned you? BEAT. As Miss Katie would say—– is that 
true? BEAT. Really? I am. BEAT. Okay, fine, yes, sorry—something else to add to my list of 
neuroses. BEAT. Get back to meditating, right BEAT. Can I just ask—do you get tigers here? I 
thought I heard something last night and I didn’t get chance to Google it before I left. BEAT. Okay. 
BEAT. Fine. Sorry. Yes. BEAT. Love you. Bye.  

Lilly hangs up.  

LILLY  
And I am fine, by the way Prem—bloody starving and hot and bitten to hell but I am fine. My “I 
couldn’t care less—Lilly, I am too busy.” Sorry, Kristna, for swearing.  

Out of the corner of her eye, she notices another centipede.  

LILLY  
No way. What? How did you get in?  

Lilly opens the cave door and walks out on to the plateau hanging above the Jungle. She realises 
thousands of Centipedes are crawling towards her cave. She dashes inside, locking the door and 
huddling in her bed. (This is the same cave and plateau we see at the beginning) 

LILLY  
Holy Fuck. Oh my God, how the hell, this can’t be normal. Sorry, Kristna, for swearing. Don’t tell 
Prem, please. Hang on, do you think he has cameras in here? 

Lilly looks suspiciously around the cave.  

5. 

The Scots Kitchen.  

Violet bursts in, followed by Harold.  

HAROLD  
Simon told me he tidied up.  

VIOLET  
I don’t know ‘ow you and Simon can call this “tidin’ up.” I think you both enjoy me reactin’. I think 
that’s the problem.  



HAROLD  
How can this not be tidy? 

Harold glances over the impeccably clean kitchen.   

Annoyed, Violet pulls out a magnifying glass from the draw.  

HAROLD  
Violet this is going too far.  

Violet bends down to examine crumbs with her magnifying glass.  

VIOLET  
You wouldn’t be sayin’ this if this was about your Porsche. Someone jus’ pu(t)s a finger prin(t) on it 
an you are swearin’ your ‘ead off.  

HAROLD  
When was the last time you heard me swear?  

VIOLET  
Look, dere.  

HAROLD 
I can’t see anything.  

Violet hands Harold the magnifying glass, he examines the floor.  

HAROLD  
One crumb. 

Harold’s hair slips off his head. Quickly grabbing it, he tries to stick it back on.  

VIOLET  
Yes. You two ‘ave le(t) me down—again. 

HAROLD  
This is really getting obsessive.  

Harold’s eye brows and beard now slip off onto the floor.  

VIOLET  
Now you’re dropping your hair all over my clean floor.  

Harold tries to stick them back on his face.  

VIOLET  
Look at the mess you’re makin’.  



Harold’s teeth now begin to fall out. 

VIOLET  
It took me four ‘ours to clean the kitchen today. Four ‘ours—I’m seventy-two and I’m not gettin’ 
younger.  

Harold tries to catch his teeth and put them back in but dribbles blood instead.  

VIOLET  
I ‘ad everythin’ out. The chairs, the matts. Simon was with ‘is birds in the garden. ‘e said ‘e’d ‘elp, 
bu(t) did ‘e?—No.  

Harold’s hand now drops off, blood splattering on the floor. 

VIOLET  
Oh ‘Arold, you ‘ave to do tha(t) over the sink. Don’t jus’ stand there. Think. Look at the mess now.  

Quickly, Harald dashes to the sink.  

FLASH 

6. 

PRANAYA  
Hello. Hello? 

With a jolt, Violet opens her eyes.  

Pranaya stands above Violet, who has dozed off in the reception area of the Oneness Foundation in 
the UK. Laced with incense, flowers, bright colours, it couldn’t scream Indian spirituality any more 
than it does. 

PRANAYA  
Thank you for waiting. I am ready for you now.  

Hesitantly, Violet follows Pranaya to the front desk.  

PRANAYA  
Good morning to you, how may I help you?  

VIOLET  
My daughter is currently stayin’ at your main ashram in India. An I think she ‘as ‘ad a problem with 
‘er mobile phone. Maybe she changed phones an forgo(t) to update us or—Well, anyways, I was 
wonderin’ if you could get a letter to ‘er.  

PRANAYA  
Did you try to email her?  



VIOLET  
Yes, but I think that she’s maybe not online at the momen’. Maybe she’s in one of dem, 
dem… 

PRANAYA  
Yes? 

VIOLET  
I forgo’ wat they are called. You know, when they do that meditatin’ and yoga and all. 

PRANAYA  
Retreats?  

VIOLET  
Yes.  

PRANAYA  
Right.  

VIOLET 
It’s a family emergency.  

PRANAYA  
I am sorry to hear that, but life works in mysterious ways. Often when we think something is bad, 
we often find out it’s a blessing in disguise.  

A MOMENT 

VIOLET  
Maybe there is a manager I could speak to?  

PRANAYA  
Normally we don’t contact people that have chosen to do a retreat with us. We leave it down to 
them to contact their family.  

VIOLET  
Yes, but she doesn’t know that we are tryin’ to contact her and beside, she might not be doing a 
retreat, she’s been livin’ there over a year now.  

PRANAYA  
Look. If you have been phoning her and emailing her, I am sure she is aware that you are trying to 
contact her.  

VIOLET  
What are you tryin’ to say? Tha(t) she is ignorin’ us?  

PRANAYA  
No, no, no, no. Not at all. But when she is ready to check her phone and mails, she will. 



VIOLET  
Bu(t) wat I am tryin’ to say to you is—if you will listen—tha(t) she doesn’t know we are tryin’ to 
contact ‘er. If she knew abou’ the family emergency then she would contact us.  

PRANAYA  
The choice needs to remain with her, not us. 

VIOLET  
Bu(t) ‘ow the ‘ell can she ‘ave choice if she doesn’t know? 

A MOMENT 

VIOLET  
She needs to be told.  

A MOMENT 

VIOLET  
‘ow abou(t) if I threa’en to go the media? Will tha(t) make you change your mind?  

A MOMEMT.  

VIOLET  
‘er name is Lilly Scot.  

Pranaya suddenly looks concerned.  

VIOLET  
All I wan(t) you to do is make sure she gets this letter. I just wanna make sure she knows wats goin’ 
on back ‘ere.  

PRANAYA  
One moment.  

Pranaya disappears to the back office.  

Violet looks around, her eyes resting on a huge picture of the Guru Baba Sri Vivekpreet.  

Pranaya reappears.  

PRANAYA  
Okay, we will make sure she gets the letter.  

Violet pulls out the letter from her bag. 

VIOLET  
As I said, it’s urgen(t).  



7. 

Lilly’s cave, evening.  

A fortress is built around Lilly protecting her from the centipedes. 

Branches crack in the jungle. Lilly bolts up in fear, a homemade club in one hand.  

Prem walks in.  

Quickly, Lilly hides the club.  

PREM  
What are you doing?  

LILLY  
Oh, hi sweetness. My sexy Guru. My Indian Worrier. Did you have a good day?  

PREM  
What is being this? 

LILLY 
Oh, you know. We had an invasion. It’s been quite the day in my little old cave.   

PREM  
What? 

LILLY  
I know. You will never guess what happened. This, like, flock, or gang, or herd… I don’t know what 
you call them—of centipedes came up the cliff and crawled over my cave. Thousands, the whole 
way over my cave. 

PREM  
Where?  

LILLY  
They are gone now. And it turns out centipedes are not as friendly and cute as they look. I 
remember centipedes being depicted on children’s TV as being friendly with all those little legs 
moving in harmony. BUT, they are not, they are not, they are not friendly.  

PREM  
I am not knowing what you are talking about. What is being children’s TV? 

LILLY  
Oh right. Well it is TV for children. Kids Television. They play it on Sunday mornings.   



Prem shrugs.  

PREM  
I am not seeing any centipede now. 

LILLY  
They went. BEAT. They made it over the cave by sundown, now they are gone. I have a couple of 
dead ones on the bedside table. I didn’t murder them, it was accidental death—although they didn’t 
play fair. The second one, I tried to save. It was heading into the sink and the mother of Mary bit 
me.  

Lilly stands, showing Prem the dead centipedes.  

LILLY  
There is something on my back. Fuck, it’s them. Get it off. Fuck. Yugh. Yugh.  

Prem watches Lilly.  

LILLY  
It’s on my back. Get it off, get it off.  

Prem doesn’t move.  

LILLY  
Prem get it off. Ugggg. 

PREM  
Lilly, there is being nothing.  

LILLY  
There isn’t? You’re sure?  

A MOMENT.  

LILLY  
Prem. Are you sure your father was meant to pick me? Maybe he made a mistake. Maybe he was 
meant to pick another Lilly. You know, lots of people are having the name Lilly. It is being a very 
common name in England.  

PREM  
Are you saying my father is making a mistake?  

LILLY  
No. No. Not at all. BEAT. You think he could have?  

PREM 
Lilly if my father is saying it is to be you then it is being you. Do you think I am having a father that 
is making mistakes.  



LILLY  
No of course not but do you know what your father once said to me? He said it’s better that 
westerners concentrate on service practice rather than meditation. He said westerners are too 
neurotic for true meditation. And you know what, I think he meant me… 

PREM  
Lilly what have I been telling you about the rambling on and the talking too much?  

LILLY  
Oh.  

PREM  
It is being very unattractive. Nobody is wanting a wife that is talking too much isn’t it? All your 
talking is making my tummy feel all upside down and my sexual appetite is beginning to decrease.   

LILLY  
Oh. Sorry.  

PREM  
It is being okay.  

Prem takes his shirt off to reveal an amazing six pack. 

PREM  
You know when I am being the Guru I am going to be making it mandatory that all wives are 
writing down how much they are speaking and making sure they are not talking more than a usual 
amount to speak.   

LILLY  
Really?  

PREM  
Yes it is being a big problem here in India—the wife is talking too much. It is being an epidemic. 
Don’t you think that is being a fantastic idea? 

Lilly giggles as if it is a joke.  

LILLY  
It maybe a little hard to determine a “usual” amount of speaking.  

Prem looks up at her—Lilly tries to stay focused on their conversation and not distracted by his 
incredibly handsome looks.  

LILLY  
But totally doable.  

BEAT 



PREM  
So, you are being alone a little time with no one to talk to and your mind thinks you are being 
invaded by centipedes?  

LILLY  
I WAS! 

PREM  
I have been living here my whole life and I have never been hearing anything like it. 

LILLY 
I swear to god, Prem, and cross my heart and hope to die.  

PREM  
You see this is being the problem with the woman when nothing is happening then they are creating 
the drama. Isn’t it? And then talk talk talking about it. You know what my fathers new wife is telling 
me the other day. She is telling me that my father is wanting to be having the sex all day and all 
night even at eighty six, isn’t it. She is saying she is getting exhausted. You see? Drama. 

Lilly Giggles.  

PREM  
And what with you being a writer you is like being two time as bad than a normal woman, you is 
always wanting to be talking all the time.  

LILLY  
Prem, you’re telling me: I imagined this just so I could then talk about it and make a drama? 

PREM  
Maybe there were being like ten, if that. Isn’t it?  

LILLY  
No. 

PREM  
Okay, twenty.  

LILLY  
Seriously, you think my mind made all that up?  

PREM  
You is being a writer, this is what writers are doing, isn’t it? 

LILLY  
What are you trying to say, writers lie? 

Prem takes of his dhoti (Indian man skirt). He has an amazing body.  



PREM  
Maybe you just dozed off. Isn’t it? Did you having a nap?  

LILLY  
Yeah. It was hot and…  

PREM  
Well that explains it.  

Prem looks at Lilly’s bites.  

PREM 
This is happening all the time with Westerners, isn’t it? People are getting bitten, not drinking 
enough, and then all types of things are happening in their imagination.   

LILLY  
But I drunk.  

PREM  
Don’t be feeling bad. You remember that American girl? The one that walked in the forest and was 
getting lost and she was thinking that a gnomes was after her.  

LILLY  
Oh yeah, Camila.  

PREM  
See.  

LILLY  
Far out. 

PREM  
But how funny that is sounding, it is like an alien invasion of thousands of centipedes.  

LILLY  
Yeah that is is strange isn’t it?  

Lilly begins to giggle.  

LILLY  
That wasn’t real? Seriously? That was crazy, it felt so real. Oh my God. 

Lilly begins to laugh uncontrollably.  

LILLY  
I can’t believe I thought it was true.  



Prem begins to laugh.  

PREM  
Centipedes invasion. Hehehehe. Isn’t it?  

LILLY  
I know what a twit.  

PREM  
What am I going to be doing with you my plumpy-juicy-Angel.  

LILLY  
Huuuum I could think of many things…  

Prem pulls her in for a kiss.  

PREM  
My juicy Angel. Come to me. I am thinking that being in this cave alone is being very good for 
your mind. Isn’t it? Sorting out all that nonsense that is locked in there. Yes?   

He pulls her in for a passionate kiss, she melts in his arms.  

Prem picks her up and throws her on the bed, knocking down the barricade.  

LILLY  
Oh yes, there’s my Amazon WORRIER. Rrrrraaahhh. 

PREM  
RAAAAWWWWW.  

LILLY  
RRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWW.  

LATER.  

Lilly and Prem are making love.  

There is a knock at the door.  

They stop abruptly, shocked by the knock.  

Another more insistent knock.  

Prem jumps out of bed. He grabs his dhoti and wraps it round his waste.  

He opens the door.  

PREM  



Shanti? 

Shanti is an older, small, plump German lady dressed in a white sari. 

SHANTI  
I am sorry to disturb you at sis hour. I vas vondering if I could speak with Lilly?  

Lilly wraps a white sarong around her.   

LILLY  
Shanti?  

SHANTI  
Good evening Lilly. Nice to see you. I vas vondering if ve could have a vord in private?  

Lilly looks totally confused.  

PREM  
Shanti, she is being on the “chosen’s one” solo retreat, isn’t it? 

SHANTI  
Davi sent me, it is wery important.  

PREM  
Davi? I am knewing it. I knew he would be trying to stick his nose in, isn’t it.  

SHANTI 
It is important.  

Shanti waits for Prem to leave them alone.  

PREM 
Shanti—I am being her Guru, isn’t it? Whatever you are telling her, I can be hearing, yes?  

LILLY  
What? What’s wrong?  

SHANTI  
Davi instructed me… to tell her alone.  

PREM  
Of course he did, isn’t it. 

LILLY  
What? Tell me what? 

PREM  
My brother is always trying to be getting one higher than me. Typical.  



LILLY  
Tell me what, Shanti?  

PREM  
Tell her Lilly I can be hearing. 

LILLY  
Yes, he can hear.  

SHANTI  
Maybe you are vanting to sit down.  

LILLY  
Is it my mum? Is my mum okay?  

SHANTI 
It’s your father. He… I’m sorry to tell you sis. Apparently, your mother has been trying to contact 
you. But... your father has terminal cancer and he is needing to speak vith you.   

Lilly looks at Shanti in shock, Prem rolls his eyes.  

SHANTI  
Ve are not sure if you knew and didn’t respond to her or you didn’t know.  

PREM  
Of course she is not knowing, isn’t it? What are you saying?  

SHANTI  
Nothing. Nothing.  

PREM  
She was cutting off contact with them when she took her vows here and to me, one and a half years 
ago. What are you implying? Didn’t she? Didn’t you?  

SHANTI  
Your mother came into se English Ashram yesterday and started talking about contacting the media. 
I mean ve… Sis could be a disaster if she did. Lilly, you are still a house hold name. Ve… Ve just 
feel ve are going to have to act—do somesing. Your family could twist it in to some wery strange 
story in se press. 

LILLY  
They’re not like that. They wouldn’t.  

SHANTI  
She came in yesterday and sreatened us.  

LILLY  



How long does he have?  

SHANTI  
She didn’t say. He’s on palliative care.  

BEAT.  

SHANTI  
Ve have decided to bring our lawyers into sis, sere will be a meeting tomorrow. Maybe ve have to 
come to a settlement with your family.  

BEAT.  

LILLY  
They are not like that. Please don’t do that to them. They wouldn’t go to the press.   

BEAT.  

LILLY  
I just need a moment. 

SHANTI  
Of course.  

Prem walks Shanti out.  

Silently, Lilly breaks down crying, pain bending her body.  

PREM  
My father has been making it very clear to Davi, I am to be marrying Lilly and when my father is 
passing I am the next in line as GURU. When is my brother going to accept that and stop trying to 
sabotage my projects.  

SHANTI  
Prem. I sink sere has been a misunderstanding, she needs to know. 

PREM  
No. She is cutting them off over a year and a half ago isn’t it. Illness or not illness. He is knowing 
this. 

Shanti shrugs. 

SHANTI  
I vas just delivering the message.  

Shanti bows, touching Prem’s feet before walking off into the jungle.  

Lilly hears Shanti leaving. Quickly, she wipes away her tears, composing herself.  



PREM  
Can you be believing she just did that? My brother is always trying to beat me, it never ends. Isn’t 
it? He was just wanting to tell you to try and be getting access to you. Isn’t it.  

LILLY  
Yeah.  

PREM  
I am being sorry about your father, but he is dying to you when you made your commitments to this 
place, to me. Isn’t it. Yes?  

LILLY 
Yeah.  

PREM  
Really you should have been clearer when you cut them off: illness or death doesn’t mean contact. 
Isn’t it. 

LILLY  
Yeah.  

Prem walks over and gives Lilly a hug. 


