
4 R E T U R N T O T H E F O R B I D D E N P L A N E T Act One 

M U S I C N O . I - W I P E O U T 

{The crew play "WIPE OUT." The lights come up, and the effect is of a spaceship in 
action. On the video screen we see the ship lift off from the earth and then its flight 
through the galaxy. "WIPE OUT" segues into 

M U S I C N O . 2 - A L B A T R O S S 

The crew simulate weightlessness^) 

BOSUN Switch on the artificial gravity. 

( The crew return to normal) 

N A V I G A T O N O F F I C E R Artificial gravity on. 
And, as the Captain has switched off the sign, 
You may, of course, unclasp your safety belts. 

T E M P E S T Bosun! 
Make haste and take the bridge. 
Cookie, go below. 
Fetch us all food and be quick. 
Thou wert best to answer other business. 

BOSUN 

S C I E N C E OFFICER 

Shrug'st thou, malice? 
I f thou neglect's or dost unwillinglv 
What I command, I ' l l put you in the brig. 

(to COOKIE) They want their porridge and their fat bull beaves. 
Either they must be dieted like mules. 
Or piteous they will look like drownec mice. 

(COOKIE exits.) 

T E M P E S T Yond' woman has a mean and liur: 
She thinks too much: Women arc- s. Z i . 

BOSUN Fear her not, Captain. She s n 
She is a noble doctor, and we. 

T E M P E S T Would she were flatter! 
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But I fear her not. 
Yet if my name were liable to fear 
I do not know the woman Fd avoid 
So soon as that Science Officer. 
She reads much. She is a great observer, 
And she looks quite through the deeds of men. 
Women, you see, are never at hearts ease 
Whilst they behold a greater than themselves. 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

»CE O F F I C E R I grant I am a woman, but withal 
A woman well respected. It's on file. 

V--5IC NO. 3 - I T ' S A MAN'S, MAN'S, MAN'S W O R L D 

. R IPEST Fie, fie! Unknit that threatening and unkind brow. 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes 
A woman moved is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill seeming, 

- O S U N 

T E M P E S T 

SCIENCE O F F I C E R 

T E M P E S T 

S C I E N C E O F F I C E R 

T E M P E S T 

S C I E N C E O F F I C E R 

Thick! 

Bereft of beauty. 
Why are your bodies soft and weak and smooth 
Unapt to toil and trouble in this world? 
But that your soft conditions and your hearts 
Should well agree with your . . . external parts 

Come, come, you froward and unable worm 
My mind has been as big as one of yours 
My heart as great, my I.Q. haply more. 

Take thy face hence woman, I am sick at heart. 

Not heart's sickness, but sickness of the mind. 

Mind-sickness, and where did you read that? 

'Tis physic sir, as taught by Sigmund Freud. 

T E M P E S T Throw physic to the dogs, I ' l l none of it. 


