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Dedicated to TheBear for loaning us his favorite redhead's nickname.
Teaser
Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Classroom – Afternoon

The redheaded Watcher stood in front of the white dry-erase board. On the board were various runes and symbols. [image: image1.jpg]e Five fold Rule
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"So to recap: the Ogham alphabet was used in the British Isles between the 4th and 7th centuries C.E.; the Runic 'futhark' alphabet was first used in southern Europe in the 1st century C.E., but migrated with the Germanic tribes to Germany, the Balkans and the British Isles; and the Orkhon alphabet, dating from the 8th century C.E., is very similar to the Runic alphabet of Western Europe, but is the earliest known example of writing in the Turkish language and reached as far east as Siberia and Mongolia. If you need help with your assignment for the Orkhon section, I suggest you see Miss Allister, who is fluent in both modern and ancient Turkish." Willow paused a moment. "Although, make sure you catch her on a good day or she'll tell you siktir, and I don't think that's a very nice word. Any questions?"

Willow faced the multi-age class, which contained mostly Slayers. Marsha was sitting next to Andrew and Jeff Lindquist, who sat looking out the classroom's window. Andrew raised his hand and Willow pointed to him.

"Umm, isn't the 8th century a bit 'recent'?" Andrew asked. "I mean, Turkey's been around longer than that, hasn't it?"

"Research your history, Andrew," Willow said firmly, but not unkindly. "We're talking about the Turkish language and not the geographical area now known as Turkey. I'll expect you to include that in your report."

Andrew nodded and made a note on the paper in front of him as Willow looked to see if there were any more questions. "All right, then," she said glancing at the clock and smiling widely. "Class dismissed and enjoy your weekend."

All of the energetic Slayers jumped from their seats and rushed from the room, but Willow managed to snag Marsha before she could fly past her. Marsha dramatically rolled her eyes at her Watcher.

"Come on, Willow!" the young blonde girl whined. "I've only got a free hour before I have to start kitchen duty."

Willow sighed. "Far be it for me to interfere with your world-shaking discussions of boys with your peers," she said.

"She sounds like Mr. Giles," Andrew said to Jeff, who grinned but didn't reply, as Willow shot them both a look to quiet them.

Marsha giggled. "It's okay, Willow," the Slayer said. "I won't hold it against you. Can I go now?"

"Yeah," Willow said, "but meet me after supper. You and I are on patrol tonight."

"Who with this time?" Marsha asked. "Kennedy or Vi?"

"Neither," Willow smiled bouncing on her toes. "Just you and me."

"Really?" Marsha said excitedly. "Cool! I'll be there!"

With that, the Slayer bounded from the room. Willow began to gather her notes into her briefcase and she looked up at Andrew talking softly with Jeff. [image: image2.jpg]



"You boys have any more questions about the lecture?" Willow asked.

"Um, no," Andrew said. "But I was wondering if we were going to do something special tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow?" Willow asked confused.

"Yeah," Andrew said. "You know, for Beltaine?"

"Tomorrow isn't Beltaine, Andrew," Willow said.

"But…" Andrew began. "I thought it fell on May 1st."

"We did the Sabbats three months ago, Andrew," Willow said with a frown. "May Day is a fixed holiday, but when does Beltaine happen?"

Andrew looked panicked for a second as if trying to remember. After a moment Jeff spoke up, "When the sun enters fifteen degrees of Taurus."

"Right," Willow nodded. "So when is that, Andrew?"

"Umm," Andrew began to squirm. "Umm, not…tomorrow?"

"Tuesday at midnight our time," Jeff helped.

"Right again," Willow smiled at the young man.

"Sorry," Andrew said, then thought a moment. "Hey! That's the night of the full moon. Won't that make it extra special?"

"Any magic performed that night should be extra powerful," Willow said as she nodded thoughtfully. "It is perfect timing when you think about it…the power of the goddess and the god coming together at the same exact time right at Beltaine. Should prove to be interesting. I'm afraid, though, that other than the regular Esbat, we haven't had time to plan anything."

"Why don't we do something anyway?" Jeff suggested and Willow looked at him surprised. "I mean, doesn't have to be any heavy ritual thing, but maybe we can just have a big picnic and throw in a few of the fun pagan practices like the maypole and fire jumping?"

Andrew smiled at the idea, but Willow looked doubtful. "I don't know," Willow said. "It seems like a lot of work and a short time to do it in. I already feel worn down from the Coven classes, the Watcher classes –."

"Jeff and I can get everything set up and we'll recruit Slayers to help us," Andrew put in.

"Is that what you want to do, Jeff?" Willow asked, looking closely at the young man.

Jeff looked back, meeting Willow's eyes. Finally he nodded. "Yeah," he said. "It'll be fun."

"Okay," Willow said. "As long as you clear it with Giles."

"Clear what with me?" a voice asked from the doorway. The trio looked to see the tall Watcher enter the classroom.

"Jeff and Andrew want to have a Beltaine celebration in a few days," Willow said.

Giles looked over at the young men. "On the school grounds?" he asked.

"Yes," Andrew said. "We'll have food and games and lots of fun stuff. Everyone at the Council is invited. It'll be great. Willow said it was okay if it was all right with you."

"We'll do our best, Mr. Giles," Jeff said more calmly than his friend, but Giles seemed to notice his excitement.

"Very well, then," Giles said. "Provided you obtain the necessary permits for us to hold it, I'll give everyone the day off."

The boys jumped to their feet. "Come on!" Andrew said to Jeff. "We've got just enough time to get to city hall."

They rushed from the classroom and Giles had just turned to Willow when Andrew ran back in. "Oh, Mr. Giles!" he said. "Can we borrow your car?"

Giles rolled his eyes, but then reached into his pocket and pulled out his keys.

"Thanks!" Andrew said, grabbing the keys and running from the room again.

"Do be careful! I want it back in one piece," he yelled. "AND undamaged," he added in afterthought. "Practical advice never hurts with those two," he told Willow, making her chuckle.

"They seemed awfully excited," Giles remarked to his colleague as she finally snapped her briefcase closed.

"The boys want to party," she explained as she led him to the door, reaching around to turn off the overhead lights as he preceded her. "And frankly, I think it's a great idea. Did you notice Jeff's enthusiasm? This is the first interest he's taken in anything Wiccan for a while now. Plus I think it'll be great for moral…a chance to get outside and enjoy the spring weather. I'll tell ya, this is one California gal who'll be happy for the return of the sun."

"Ah yes." Giles grinned. "I look forward to your rich bronze skin tone. That is, of course, after you burn and peel and burn and peel."

"Ha ha," she said sarcastically. "I meant the warmth. At times this past winter, Cleveland reminded me of Cocytus, but I don't quite think we're at the ninth circle of Hell just yet."

"And while Cleveland does lack the burning sands of the seventh circle, the stench of the city in the summertime bears a remarkable resemblance to the Malebolge," Giles retorted with concealed glee.

"I wouldn't be surprised if Dante lived on top of a Hellmouth, too," Willow chuckled.

"You're right about young Jeff," Giles said putting their banter aside. "He does seem much better lately. This planned celebration should be good for everyone's moral overall." [image: image3.jpg]



"I'll talk to Robin about arranging some extra security," Willow said thoughtfully. "We'll give the Slayers and staff the day off. A-and I'm sure Becca will enjoy a good old-fashioned pagan love fest," Willow added playfully as if truly happy for Giles.

"I'm warning you now, Willow," Giles said sternly holding up a stiff finger, "if I hear one joke comparing Beltaine to a good shag then I'll…well, I'll skip out and leave you to supervise the kiddies."

Willow's eyes grew wide at the threat. "I promise," she said, crossing her heart. "No shag jokes."

Giles's stern expression turned amused. "Well, then," he said. "Shall we complete the week's business before supper?"

"Lead the way," she said and followed him down the hall.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Cuyahoga County Clerk's Office – Short time later

Andrew fidgeted as the clerk worked at his computer terminal. Jeff stood calmly next to him, only moving to pick up Giles's set of keys from the floor when Andrew didn't notice he'd dropped them.

"So Willow said we could if Giles said it was okay and Giles said it was okay if you said it was okay," he rambled at the clerk. "So is it okay?"

"I already said it was, Andrew," replied the clerk, whose name badge read 'Timothy Slater.' "I'm always willing to help the school out. Now, you said you'd be having the celebration on the grounds itself, correct? Will it just be the students and faculty?"

"Pretty much, except for a few invited guests, like Mr. Giles's girlfriend. Oh, and we should probably invite Brell and his family," he added turning to Jeff.

"Good idea," Jeff said. "I' d say no more than three hundred at most. Is that okay?"

"Sure," Slater said. "You have the room for it." He looked at Jeff's hastily written notes. "So you'll have games and activities. Gee, I haven't seen a maypole dance since I was a kid." He finished filling in the online form and after a moment, the laser printer activated. He handed one copy to Andrew and stuck the other in the large paper file on his desk. "Here you go, Andrew. Tell Faith thanks again for saving our butts that night. I don't think my wife and I would have been able to fight off that weird-looking mugger if she hadn't come along. I'm glad she's helping to make Cleveland a safer place."

"It already is, Mr. Slater," Jeff said sincerely.

"Thanks, Tim," Andrew said folding the paper and slipping it into his shirt pocket. "Bring your wife by after work and grab a hamburger or two. We'll have plenty."

"I just might at that. Bye boys," Slater said. "Have a great time." [image: image4.jpg]



Cut to:
Int.
Cuyahoga County Clerk's Office – Moments later

Timothy Slater passed by one of his co-workers on his way outside the building for a cigarette. The co-worker carefully waited until the pleasant man was gone and then picked up the telephone. He paused and then spoke, "Let me speak with Bonnie, please."

Fade Out
Act One
Guest Starring:
Elijah Wood as Jeffrey Lindquist, Jennifer Connelly as Althenea, Carly Schroeder as Marsha, Stephanie March as Bonnie, Thora Birch as Tracey, Norika Fujiwara as Mia, Felicia Day as Vi, Indigo as Rona, Christopher Lee as Reverend Gottlieb, David Ogden Stiers as Rabbi Shermann, and Dennis Hopper as Father Dugan.

Fade In
Int.
Adult Education School Hallway – Next Morning
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Willow and Robin strolled through the hallway looking at the various bulletins on the wall of the high school. 

"I wonder what's taking so long?" Robin posed.

"I'm not sure if that's good or bad to be honest," Willow remarked. "But I'm sure it's good, right? I mean Faith did great for the most part so I'm sure she –."

Willow didn't finish. She and Robin noticed Faith slip from a nearby room with a piece of paper in her hand and a maudlin expression on her face. Robin and Willow's hopeful expressions fell as Faith came closer.

"That bad?" Robin asked.

"Hey, we can try again in the fall Faith," Willow quickly answered optimistically. "You've been out of practice for awhile now with the school gig but now you've…"

Faith began to grin slowly and turned the paper around to show 89% marked at the top of it. She handed it over to Willow as Robin looked over the witch's shoulder. "I got 80% total for the degree program."

"You passed!" Robin said excitedly.

Faith nodded firmly with a broad smile. "I passed. I am officially an educated woman."

Robin beamed and picked Faith up in his arms spinning her around as Willow looked at the paper. "Just a B?" the witch asked.

"Hey," Faith said as Robin set her back down on her feet. "A B is 'above average,' right?"

"Well, yeah," Willow answered. "But you did so well with the studying."

"I've never been 'above average' my whole career. Hell, I was lucky if I got a C-minus in all my classes. And to tell the truth, I bombed a couple of tests before I came to see you and I didn't know if I could pick the grades up but…as this proves, the help paid off. So don't rain on my parade here, Red."

"Of course not," Willow told her with an apologetic smile. "I'm proud of you Faith. You've done a great job."

"No, we did a great job," Faith told the pair. "I wouldn't have passed without you guys helping me."

"You're very welcome. But don't forget you did the work, Faith," Willow explained. "Oh, and now, we can go get those college brochures!"

"Whoa," Faith said putting her hands up. "No one said anything about college."

"What's stopping you?" Willow challenged.

Faith considered the question for the moment. "Nothing now, huh?"

Willow nodded with a grin and handed back the paper.

"I'll think about it. No promises though," Faith told them.

"Absolutely," Robin answered as the trio began to walk from the building. "So, does this mean we can tell everyone else now?" he added.

"Are you proud of your girl? Gonna hang this on the fridge?" Faith quipped as she shook the test paper.

"You betcha," Robin said putting his hand around her shoulder.

"Then yeah, feel free to gloat," Faith wisecracked as Robin and Willow chuckled.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair Device Room – Later that day

Bonnie entered the lair and handed a lesser minion her briefcase as she approached Larmin. As usual, the Engineer was busily working on the device, with Larmin's two counterparts directing the enforced laborers on his silent orders. Bonnie and Larmin watched a moment.

"It's nearly finished," Bonnie commented as if in awe of the nefarious machine.

"Yes," Larmin said proudly. "Perfect timing as well. The witch will soon reach the height of her power and then we'll be ready to fully activate it. You know what to do?"

"Eliminate as many Slayers as possible," Bonnie nodded.

"Exactly," Larmin replied. "Most of your attempts thus far have proved fruitless."

"Luck seems to favor the Council," Bonnie said ruefully. "However, I think I've figured a way to get some of the Slayers killed or arrested. Either way, they'll be out of our hair."

"Spare me the boring details," Larmin said dryly. "Just make sure the witch is unharmed."

"Of course," Bonnie replied.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Ginoette's Restaurant – Later that afternoon

Bonnie entered the warm and cozy restaurant and handed her coat to the hostess. After the woman hung the expensive Italian leather coat on the rack, she led the real estate agent to a corner booth where an elderly, stern-faced man was nursing a soft drink. [image: image6.jpg]



"Reverend Gottlieb!" she exclaimed as the gentleman rose from his seat. "I'm terribly sorry if I'm late."

"Not at all, my dear," the Reverend proclaimed sitting again after Bonnie took her seat across from him. "I'm always a bit early. It's so nice to see you! It's been much, much too long."

Bonnie turned to the waitress who had appeared after the hostess left. "Hot tea with lemon, please," she said and then smiled warmly at the Reverend. "I know it has, but I've been so very busy."

"Too busy to come to church?" he said as he looked at her with mock sternness and Bonnie laughed softly.

"Yes, Reverend," Bonnie said. "Although I have faith, I haven't been able to faithfully attend church. Business is booming. It seems that Cleveland is the place to be this year."

"Excellent!" Gottlieb replied. "And have you found a nice piece of property for our planned Homeless Outreach Center?"

"Not yet, Reverend," Bonnie said, her eyes forlorn. "I do wish you had been interested in that lakefront location."

"Where the new private school is?" Gottlieb asked, surprised. "That place was too big and too expensive for our budget. Besides, I hear the school has done an excellent job restoring the property."

"Oh, they have!" Bonnie said quickly, but then added. "However, I'm not exactly sure the education those students are getting is worth the pretty face on those old buildings."

The Reverend opened his mouth as if to ask the blonde woman to elaborate, but the waitress arrived to deliver Bonnie's teapot and take their order. After she left, Gottlieb turned to Bonnie and asked, "What do you mean by that?"

Bonnie paused and Gottlieb nodded for her to continue. "I saw something very disturbing this morning when I passed by that so-called 'magic shop' over on Seventh."

"You mean that one named after the bird?" Gottlieb frowned.

"That's the one," Bonnie nodded. "In the window was a poster advertising a…a pagan festival to be held at the school." Bonnie's voice grew lower as she leaned over the table to get closer to the Reverend. "I went inside to ask about it and the salesgirl gave me this."

Gottlieb took the flyer and looked at it. A slight glimmer unseen by human eyes seemed to exude from it for a moment. His body went still and his face completely blank as Bonnie's eyes closely watched him. As the Reverend seemed to come back to Earth, Bonnie gave a sinister smile but pushed it down before he looked her way.

"This…this is outrageous!" Gottlieb cried, his face suffusing with red as his indignation mounted. "It says here that they will be celebrating ancient fertility rites. Fertility! What are they teaching those innocent students?"

"I have no idea, Reverend," Bonnie said, a note of sympathy in her voice.

"We must do something about this," Gottlieb said.

"Indeed," Bonnie said. "Reverend…I was thinking. Perhaps this would be an excellent time to unite the community under a common cause? I have a meeting this afternoon with Rabbi Shermann and I could bring this to his attention also if that's all right. I think your parishioners might want to be aware, too."

"Hmm," the Reverend pondered.

"I have more of these flyers in the car that I can give you to show them, Reverend," Bonnie said. "I think when the members of the churches, synagogues and mosques realize what's been going on right under their noses they'll want to put a stop to this right away. God goes by many names, as you know – Allah, Jehovah – but the thing is: no matter what type of holy place you enter, He's still the only one true God and not some pagan invention."

"You're right, Bonnie!" the Reverend said finally tearing his eyes away from the brochure in his hand. "This is an excellent opportunity to unite the people of this community. We can't allow this to happen. What about the local government? I could speak with the commissioners."

Bonnie shook her head. "I already made a trip to City Hall before I came here," she said. "They've issued a permit allowing the gathering on the school grounds. I believe they're afraid of getting involved in a 'religious' matter. They started spouting rhetoric about the separation of church and state."

"Cowards!" Gottlieb fumed. "We'll just have to do it ourselves then!"

"I'll make the conference room at my offices available for the leaders to meet and discuss strategy," Bonnie offered. "Say, seven p.m. tonight? In the mean time, perhaps I should get a permit as well to protest the site. If they work within the law, there's nothing that says we can't work within it as well."

"Excellent," Gottlieb signaled the waitress for the check.

"Let me get it, Reverend," Bonnie said, indicating the bill.

"Nonsense," he said. "You have done us a valuable service by bringing this to our attention, my dear, a valuable service."

"Thank you, Reverend," she said, the sincerity in her voice clear. "It's up to the people to protect their community. Especially against degenerate newcomers."

"Indeed, my dear," the Reverend agreed. "Indeed."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Temple Beth El – Afternoon

The bright spring sun shown down on the couple standing near a long silver Cadillac. Bonnie's BMW was parked nearby with the trunk open. A tall man in a dark suit with a neatly trimmed beard was reading a flyer. [image: image7.jpg]



"This is true?" the Rabbi asked the blonde woman. "They wish to revive these old practices?"

"Yes, Rabbi," Bonnie said.

"Barbarous!" he exclaimed, the fury in his eyes blazing. "To subject such young children to this kind of profanity! We must do something!"

"We will, Rabbi," Bonnie soothed. "There's a seven o'clock meeting tonight in my offices to discuss this."

"Good, good!" he exclaimed. "I will talk with the other area rabbis and bring them as well."

"Then take some more flyers," Bonnie said reaching into the trunk and pulling out a ream-sized box of papers. "And Rabbi…I'm terribly sorry for disturbing you on the Shabbat."

"That's quite all right, child," Shermann said, tucking the box under one arm while patting Bonnie soothingly on the shoulder with the other hand. "The Creator of the universe understands these things and makes allowances…especially when children are threatened."

"Thank you, Rabbi," Bonnie said as she closed her trunk. "I'll see you tonight, then."

Cut to:
Int.
St. Mark's Catholic Church [image: image8.jpg]


Rectory – Same time

Gottlieb entered Father Dugan's warm office and placed a box on the dark cherry wood desk. The two men were dressed similarly, both wore black suits with the white clerical collars, but Father Dugan was short and compact, while Gottlieb's lean stature reflected his German heritage. 

"Frank!" Gottlieb boomed, holding out his hand to the priest.

"Werner," Dugan replied, shaking the thin-fingered hand of the Reverend. "This is a nice surprise. To what do I owe the pleasure?"

"A matter of some urgency has come up," Gottlieb said reaching into the box and pulling out a flyer.

Dugan took the flyer and froze for a moment as he glanced at it. "This is that new school near the lake?" he asked.

"It is!" Gottlieb answered. "We had no idea this is the sort of profanity they were going to be teaching their students. Disgusting rites and practices! What is this world coming to when a…a…depraved cult such as this can just move into a decent neighborhood? We're meeting at the real estate offices this evening. Will you join us?"

"I shall!" Dugan said. "And Heaven help those poor young souls if we can't put a stop to this."

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Lakeside Mosque – Later

Bonnie intercepted the bearded man walking out the door of the mosque. He looked at her a moment and then took the flyer she was handing him. After a moment, the blank expression on his face cleared and turned to indignation, and he began spouting in a foreign language. Bonnie spoke a few words and then handed him her business card. He took the card and nodded agreeably. Bonnie smiled as he turned around and hurried back into the building.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Late afternoon

Willow wistfully watched Rowena as the blonde Watcher scanned the shelf of late fifteenth century books. Rowena didn't appear to notice Willow's gaze, but her attention to the books seemed to be distracted. After she finally chose a book, she squared her shoulders and appeared to come to a decision. Before Willow could look away, Rowena turned to her and smiled at Willow's blush at getting caught staring.

"Hey," Rowena said softly.

"Hey," Willow repeated, then scowled at herself as if wishing she could have said something more coherent. "Umm, look Ro…I was talking to Becca…about what happened when we were playing the piano the other night and about…that thing that almost happened. A-and I wanted to –."

"No, hey, it's okay," Rowena said. "Don't worry about it."

"I'm not, but I wanted to –."

"Really," Rowena interrupted. "It's okay. Just forget about it. Say, are you up for a match of chess tonight?"

Willow's eyes darkened in disappointment as she noticed the blonde quickly changing the subject. Instead of pushing, she replied, "I would love to play chess, but I promised Marsha I'd take her to the movies tonight, kind of a celebration of her first solo patrol."

"Yes," Rowena said happily. "I saw the report. She really took down a vampire on her own?"

"You forget it's not her first, though," Willow [image: image9.jpg]


answered. "Although I don't know if Eemia can be considered a vampire, but still a demon." 

"True. I think you're going to have your hands full a few years from now."

"Are you kidding?" Willow grinned. "I have my hands full now. Anyway, Andrew was going to take her to see that new teen flick, but he's busy planning the Beltaine celebration with Jeff so I volunteered."

"What's the movie?" Rowena asked.

"Mean Girls," Willow shrugged. "Apparently about a girl who starts at a new school and has a run in with the popular crowd. Sounds like my entire high school career."

"Not so sexy when you're pouting," Rowena laughed. "I'm sure it wasn't that bad," she said, moving closer to where Willow was sitting.

"Oh no," Willow agreed. "It was worse. Anyway, wanna come along? I could always do with some adult type company." Rowena arched an eyebrow at the word 'adult' and Willow's eyes widened. "I mean like grown-up time, not just kid stuff. So, you up for it?"

"Sure," Rowena said. "Not my kind of flick, but I'm sure we'll manage."

"Yeah," Willow said. "Give me a big tub of popcorn, a large soda and someone to share it with and I'm one happy witch." Willow paused, looking as if she was embarrassed by her enthusiasm. "Um, well, you know what I mean," she lamely concluded.

Rowena smiled warmly. "See you after dinner then."

Willow nodded and watched as Rowena took her book and left. With a small smile on her face, she went back to work.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
High-rise Office Building – Evening

Bonnie nodded at a bearded man in traditional Islamic garb as he walked past her into the almost full conference room. She glanced at the figure standing on the other side of the door from her and narrowed her eyes at his sneering expression.

"Watch that," she warned. "Make sure you and your crew keep your control. I see one bumpy face and you'll all end up in some dimension where there's permanent daylight."

The vampire looked uncomfortable. "Sorry," he said. "It's just that with so many holy men in one place…perfect time for a slaughter."

"I know," Bonnie said, looking at the crowd inside. Many of them were either talking or getting food from the buffet. "But right now those men…and a few women in case you didn't notice…are useful to the Presidium."

Without another word, Bonnie turned and entered the room. The vampire slowly closed the door behind her.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Sandy's Ice Cream Parlor – Evening

"So then Andrew said that the Haskin's house three blocks away from the Council had a tree knocked down in that storm last week, so him and Jeff offered to cart it away for them and Mr. Haskin was happy to let them do it. Andrew said it'd be perfect for the maypole dance once they trim it. And guess what kind of tree it is?" [image: image10.jpg]



"What?" Willow asked Marsha with a small smile at Rowena. The trio was sitting at a glass-topped iron table waiting for their order to arrive.

"A willow tree!" Marsha answered excitedly and Rowena laughed.

"Not bad," Willow said, nodding thoughtfully. "And since it was knocked down in the storm, it's an extra special gift. I should save some of the branches to make a few wands."

"But aren't willows associated with the goddess?" Rowena asked.

"True," Willow said. "But traditions can be bent to suit the need." In a shy look to Rowena she added. "No pun intended."

Rowena and Marsha both chuckled and Willow turned to the Slayer.

"Don't tell me you got that joke."

"Hey, I'm fourteen. I live with teenagers who are years older than me. We don't need to have the birds and the bees talk. I know how these things work…no pun intended," she mocked. "But if you'd like to have the Human Sexuality 101 chat then –."

"No," Willow answered firmly. "Not right this second, but someday soon, maybe. Well, probably. Okay most definitely. Anyway," Willow sighed trying to get back on topic, "Xander says the Council definitely has a strong feminine presence so I don't think using a willow tree for the maypole will anger the gods."

The waiter arrived with their order…a chocolate egg cream for Rowena, a banana split for Willow and a huge Sandy's Special consisting of four kinds of ice cream layered with four kinds of syrup and topped with a variety of nuts, sprinkles and whipped cream for the Slayer.

"Are you sure you can eat all that, little girl?" the waiter asked Marsha as she picked up her spoon.

"Watch me," the teen challenged and dug in.

The waiter blushed as Willow and Rowena laughed. "If you ladies need anything more, just ask," he said and moved away.

"So what kind of willow tree is it?" Rowena asked the Slayer as she unwrapped a straw and took a sip of her drink.

Marsha shrugged. "How many kinds are there?"

"Lots," Willow answered, licking the hot fudge off of her spoon. "There's white willow, black willow, red willow –."

"That'd be your kind," Marsha interrupted.

"Funny," Willow said. "But actually the red willow is more of a bushy plant than a tree."

"Oh, and don't forget the weeping willow and the ever popular pussy willow," Rowena added with a smirk and laughed at Willow's face turning the same color as her hair.

Marsha laughed and Willow turned to her with a stern eye, but it didn't stop Marsha from continuing, "Hey! That's your kind, too, Will!"

"Okay enough," Willow warned her Slayer and then said to Rowena, "And stop encouraging her! She's only fourteen."

"Says who?" Rowena asked innocently.

Willow rolled her eyes and nodded toward Rowena's glass. "How's your egg cream?" she asked the blonde Watcher.

"Yummy," Rowena said, finishing the last of her drink with an audible slurp from the straw. "Almost as good as they make back home. How about yours? I don't think I've ever seen anyone eat a banana split with so much topping."

"You can never have too much chocolate sauce," Willow said and then loaded her spoon with ice cream, a piece of banana and some of the syrup. "Here, taste," she offered holding out the spoon to Rowena.

Rowena paused a moment. Then she leaned forward and took the spoon into her mouth, her eyes closing in pleasure. "Mmmm," she said pulling back and licking her pouty lips. "That is good."

"Oh yeah," Willow whispered, also licking her lips. "Very good."

Rowena opened her eyes and looked deeply into Willow's.

"Willow?" Marsha said and the two Watchers seemed to return to reality.

"Hmm?" Willow said, reluctantly turning to her Slayer.

"You've known Andrew a long time, right?" Marsha asked.

Willow's eyebrows scrunched together. "Uh, a few years now," she answered.

"But you went to school with him," Marsha pointed out.

"Yeah, but he was a couple of grades behind the Scoobies," Willow said. "Why?"

"I was just wondering if he had a girlfriend in high school," Marsha asked, scooping up the last of her ice cream.

"Um, well, I don't think he likes…that is, no…not that I know of," Willow stammered.

"Oh," Marsha said and then finally put down her spoon and wiped her mouth. "I'm gonna go play a game," she announced and headed for the video machines.

"What was that about Andrew?" Rowena asked.

"I'm not sure, but I think I'm starting to get an idea," Willow said. "I'll talk to her later about it. Maybe after she comes off of her ice cream high."

The waiter arrived and looked at Marsha's empty dish. "I guess she wasn't kidding," he said placing the check on the table. Willow glanced at it and then handed it back to him along with her credit card.

"She never jokes about serious stuff like ice cream." Willow smiled.

"I could have gotten that," Rowena said after the waiter left.

"Not a problem," Willow shrugged.

"But you paid for the movie tickets," Rowena protested.

"Ro, it's okay," Willow said and reached out to place her hand on Rowena's arm. "It's not like you have to be obligated or anything. I mean…not like this is a da –."

"I know," Rowena cut in and placed her hand on top of Willow's, gently stroking the redhead's soft skin. "But if it were, aren't there certain rules?"

"Rules?" Willow parroted.

"Yeah, like picking up the tab and opening doors and all that? I wouldn't want to step on any butch or femme toes. I just…I don't know how these things work."

Willow blinked in surprise and opened her mouth to answer when the waiter reappeared with the credit receipt. Rowena pulled back and stood up.

"I'm gonna go check on Marsha," she said and left the table.

Willow sighed and picked up the pen to sign the receipt.

Cut to:
Int.
High-rise Office Building – Same time

Bonnie sat back with a satisfied smirk. The conference room was disheveled, with empty soft drink cans and bottles, leftover plates and the scattered remains of the buffet table on the side. Her vampire minion entered the room.

"They all get home safely?" Bonnie asked and the vampire nodded. "Good. I'd say that was a productive meeting."

"Are you joining their 'delegation party'?" he asked.

"No," Bonnie said, shaking her head. "They'll do quite well on their own tomorrow without me. And after the Council rejects their request, we'll get to work on the faithful."

"Think your plan will succeed?" he asked.

"It has to," she said darkly. "Now get out there and see if you can make yourself useful by taking down a few Slayers."

The vampire looked doubtful, but he turned to obey her orders.
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Next day

Andrew unlocked the lobby doors and opened them to find three imposing men standing in the bright morning sunlight.

"Can I help you gentlemen?" he asked, placing his slender body in the doorway.

"You may," Gottlieb said, forcefully pushing past Andrew into the lobby. Rabbi Shermann and Father Dugan followed and looked around. "I wish to speak with whomever is in charge at this so-called school," Gottlieb continued.

"Um, okay," Andrew said and hurried over to the intercom near the reception desk. "Attention…code 616…repeat…616." Andrew clicked off the device and slowly walked back to the men.

"Secret code?" Dugan asked. "What's 616?"

"Trouble," Giles answered coming down the stairs with Becca at his side. They were followed a moment later by Willow, Rowena and Robin. Xander, Faith and Kennedy arrived from the Slayer's entrance and even Tracey appeared from the kitchen.

"I'm Rupert Giles, the headmaster," Giles said holding his hand out to Reverend Gottlieb who was standing at the fore. "I trust Andrew is exaggerating."

"Don't be so sure of that, Mr. Giles," Gottlieb replied, taking Giles's hand after a moment. "I'm Reverend Gottlieb and these are my colleagues Rabbi Shermann and Father Dugan. We have come here on behalf of the members of the community."

"Indeed?" Giles asked. "And how may we assist you gentlemen?"

"Is it true that you plan on holding a pagan ritual in two days time?" Gottlieb asked.

"It's more of a outdoor celebration," Giles said warily. "Sort of a glorified picnic, if you will."

"But will you not have such practices as the maypole dance and fire jumping?" Dugan queried.

"Again, a chance for our students to enjoy themselves and display their athletic prowess," Giles explained.

"But is it not true that the maypole represents the…" Shermann coughed uncomfortably, "…the male 'member' and by wrapping ribbons around it during the dance, the dancers are simulating the sexual act?"

"At one time, yes, that was true, but these days maypole dances are a simple expression of –."

"And is it not true that fire jumping is usually done…naked!" Gottlieb accused as he interrupted Giles. [image: image11.jpg]



"I certainly hope so," a voice with a warm British accent said with amusement. Everyone turned to the newcomer standing at the entrance. "It's much too dangerous to jump through the fire with your clothes on."

"Althenea!" Willow said in a happily surprised tone.

Fade Out
Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

Willow rushed over to give Althenea a hug. "What are you doing here?" she asked. "Why didn't you tell us you were coming? We would have sent someone to pick you up at the airport. You did come by the airport, I'm assuming? You didn't teleport or anything?"

Giles coughed uncomfortably at Willow's faux pas in front of present company. Althenea smiled indulgently and gave Willow a final squeeze before letting go.

"Yes, I flew good old British Air, but I caught a cab from the airport," Althenea said.

"Who are you?" Gottlieb demanded, as if infuriated by the witch's interruption.

"Good morning," she replied. "I'm Althenea Dimmons from the Coven of Devon in England. And you are?"

"A witch!" Gottlieb roared as Father Dugan crossed himself.

"Really?" Althenea smiled. "So am I. Although I must confess it's very rare to see a Wiccan wearing a clerical collar." She turned to Willow and asked, "Is that something peculiar to you Yanks?"

Willow rolled her eyes and shook her head at her friend while Gottlieb's face turned red as he sputtered.

Rabbi Shermann turned to Giles. "Mr. Giles," he said. "We have come here to ask you not to hold your 'celebration' this Tuesday. The religious leaders of the community have decided it would be a terrible influence not only on your students, but on the many families of the community."

Andrew made a small sound of dismay at the rabbi's request. [image: image12.jpg]



"Excuse me, Rabbi," Gottlieb said finally getting himself under control. "Mr. Giles, we demand you not practice your pagan rites in this community!"

Giles looked at the three men one at a time. "Gentlemen, I assure you that our party will not do any harm to our students or the community."

""We cannot allow it," Gottlieb said. "It's not decent!"

"We got the permits from the Cuyahoga clerk's office," Andrew protested. "It's all legal."

"It may be legal, but it's not moral," Dugan said to the young man.

"Mr. Giles!" Andrew whined. "Jeff and I have worked very hard getting this together."

"Don't worry, Andrew," Giles said putting up his hand toward him, but keeping his eyes on the delegation. "The May Day festival will take place, gentlemen. All of us here respect your individual beliefs and support the right for you to hold them, but under the U.S. Constitution, we have the right to our own beliefs and to practice in our own fashion however we choose, without interference. Our celebration will be conducted on private property and as our school is not government funded, we are not required to separate the secular from our religious practices."

Gottlieb appeared ready to explode. "We'll just see about that, Mr. Giles!" he said and stormed out of the door. Dugan followed silently, but the rabbi bowed his head. "Good day," he said cordially and left.

Silence reigned for a moment in the lobby in the wake of the delegation's departure.

"Seems I came at a most auspicious time," Althenea quipped.

Giles smiled and came forward. "It's so good to see you again, dear," he said, giving her a peck on the cheek.

"And you," Althenea said. "I'm glad to finally have a chance to visit. It's been so long since I've seen you and Willow and you too, Ro. You're looking so much better than the last time I saw you." [image: image13.jpg]



Rowena stepped toward the tall witch. "They take good care of me here," Rowena said.

"We try," Willow smiled and Althenea's eyebrows raised as a look passed between the two Watchers.

Giles made introductions all around and Althenea gave a warm smile to each one. Everyone except Willow, Rowena, Xander, and Giles returned to their duties and Becca followed Tracey and Andrew into the kitchen.

"What brings you to Cleveland?" Rowena asked.

"Willow," Althenea replied and Willow looked surprised. "I bring messages from the high priestess. Can we talk privately?"

"Of course," Willow replied and took one of the bags sitting by the door. "I'll show you to our guest suite."

"Thank you," Althenea said reaching for the other bag. Xander darted forward and grabbed it before she could.

"I'll help you with that," he said.

"That's all right, Xander, I can manage," Althenea said, taking the bag from his reluctant hand. "I really need to speak to Willow for a bit, but I'd love to meet with you later and chat if that's agreeable to you?"

"Sure!" Xander said, smiling and bouncing on his feet. "I'll be here!"

Willow led the tall brunette up the stairs as Xander watched, his head tilting down as his eyes followed Althenea's progress.

"Xander," Giles said.

"Hmm?"

"Xander," Giles said louder to catch the young man's attention.

"What?" Xander said, finally turning away as the two women disappeared upstairs.

"Don't bother," Giles advised.

"What?" Xander said guiltily.

"Althenea," Giles said. "She's not interested."

"You mean I'm not her type?" he asked.

"I mean, she's more like Willow's type," Giles answered.

"Oh," Xander said, disappointed. "That true?" he asked Rowena.

"Yes," Rowena answered.

"Great! Just great. Should I even act surprised by this news? The best gals are either gay, taken or demons. I can't win." He turned and headed off in the direction of his workshop.

Giles chuckled and also left. Finally, the lobby stood quiet with just Rowena looking thoughtfully at the empty stairs.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Guest Suite – Moments later

Willow opened the door to the guest suite and allowed Althenea to enter first. The witch looked around and commented, "Very nice." [image: image14.jpg]



"Only the best for our guests," Willow said, placing her bag on the loveseat. "How have you been, Al?" she asked.

"Well," the brunette replied as she rummaged around in one of her bags. "And you?"

"Oh, fine," Willow said. "A little tired, but that's to be expected, I suppose. Between Council and coven duties, there's hardly any free time for private stuff."

"Like private stuff with Rowena Allister?" Althenea asked, sitting next to Willow on the couch, placing a wrapped box on her own lap.

"With Ro?" Willow said. "Yeah, we're friends, but –."

"Willow…" Althenea warned in a stern, but friendly voice.

Willow groaned melodramatically and leaned forward to put her face into her hands. "She's driving me nuts!" Willow finally said.

"Good nuts or bad nuts?" Althenea asked.

"Good, bad, both, neither," Willow said and flopped back on the couch. "I never know if I'm coming or going with her. One second she's flirting with me and the next, she's running away. Just watch," Willow paused thoughtfully. "You'll see. She does it on purpose." 

"Have you asked her out?" Althenea asked. "As far as I know, Ro's never had a relationship with a woman. In fact, as far as I know, she's only had one serious relationship and it ended badly."

"I know…I had the displeasure of meeting the bast…er, her ex," Willow said. "We've gone out a few times, but never just the two of us. It always seems as if she arranges for someone else to come along. As if she needed a chaperone or something."

"Rowena's a wonderful person, Willow," Althenea said. "But despite seeming to have an easy time of things, life hasn't been that good to her. She needs patience and understanding. Give her time. She might come around."

"You think?" Willow said hopefully and Althenea nodded. Willow sighed and then changed the subject as she sat up. "So, what brings you to Cleveland? I'm sure you didn't fly over an entire ocean just to discuss my disastrous love life."

"Indeed I have not," Althenea said and handed Willow the box. "I bring you a gift from the high priestess."

Willow smiled and eagerly tore off the wrapping paper. Inside was a thin leather garter with a silver clasp and the words Honi soit qui mal y pense embossed on it. Willow removed the object from the box and looked at Althenea with wide eyes. "The garter of high priestess?" she asked.

"Congratulations, Willow," Althenea smiled. "I'm here to raise you to the third degree."

"But…" Willow sputtered. "But…"

"But what?" the witch asked gently.

"I'm not sure what to say…am I worthy of this?"

"What do you honestly think?" Althenea countered. "The work you've done this past year has been exemplary. You're leading a working coven…true, it's small, but size doesn't always matter. You're teaching new students and your magic use has had a positive effect on you and the people around you. Not to mention the ritual you performed with Mr. Harris. That fact alone is…it's beyond modern comprehension. Believe me when I say you're ready, Willow."

"Oh boy," Willow breathed, looking at the garter. "Are you sure? I mean, you know everything that happened before I met you…the terrible things I did."

"I know," Althenea confirmed. "But that was before, Willow. You've changed and grown so much. The coven feels you no longer need our supervision. You've earned our trust and respect."

For the first time since opening the box, Willow smiled. "Thank you, Al," she said and pulled the other woman into a hug. "That means so much to me."

"Now, let's get down to business," Althenea said after a moment. "We'll do the ritual on Beltaine night and the full moon. I'm glad to see you're holding a festival despite what some of the local chaps are saying."

"Andrew and Jeff's idea," Willow said. "Giles and I gave them the go ahead as a way to boost morale."

"How is the boy doing?" Althenea asked. "Your last report said he was still somewhat distant."

"Improving," Willow said. "But it's going to take time. He shows so much promise. I'm just afraid any more trauma he might endure could push him over."

"Then he's very lucky to have you as his mentor," Althenea said. "You're welcome to send him, or any other of your students to me for special training, Willow. Just because you'll have the right to break your ties with the mother coven doesn't mean you have to."

"I know," Willow said. "So...Tuesday?"

"Right," Althenea replied. "You're familiar with the third degree ritual?"

Willow nodded. "Yes, I've studied it," she said.

"And you have no problem with you and me and the Great Rite?"

"No, why would I?" Willow asked, and then laughed. "Hey! Did you volunteer for this?"

Althenea laughed heartily. "There were many priestesses and quite a few priests who volunteered to come to America for you, Will," she said. "But the high priestess knows we're friends and she felt the love we already share for one another will only enhance the ritual and not detract from it."

"She's very wise," Willow smiled.

"Which is why she's the high priestess," Althenea said. "We can go over more of the details later. And I'd like to spend some time in your coven room. I'll need to tune into the space and get used to the energies. That you've done a lot of work there will make it easier for me, however."

"Okay," Willow said. "Why don't you rest for a bit and we'll give you the grand tour later?"

"That'd be lovely," Althenea said. "It's my first trip over the pond and I never realized how exhausting it was."

Willow gave her a small kiss on the cheek. "I'll leave you then and get back to work."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
High-rise Office Building – Afternoon

"The temerity of those people," Gottlieb shouted as he paced around Bonnie's office. 

"Please, calm yourself, Reverend," Bonnie soothed, leading the tall man to the plush chair and making sure he seated himself. "The community can't afford you getting sick [image: image15.jpg]


at this time."

"She's right, Werner," Father Dugan said. "These are trying times. I simply don't understand what's happening in this country. It seems like evil is taking over everywhere and now we're fighting it right here in our backyard."

"What shall we do?" Rabbi Shermann asked.

"We'll need to contact the other leaders," Bonnie said. "I think it's time we brought this to the congregations."

"But that Giles fellow was right," Shermann added. "Legally we cannot stop them from going ahead."

"No, we can't," Gottlieb said. "But we have every legal right to protest. Bonnie's correct. We need to alert the community. The more people we can get out there on Tuesday, the more chance we have of disrupting their nefarious plans."

"I have a contact in the clerk's office," Bonnie said. "He wasn't able to stop the issuance of their permits to hold their ritual, but he is working on getting us the necessary permits to hold a peaceful protest. The area outside the school's grounds is public property. We have every right to be there."

"Excellent," Father Dugan said. "I'll talk with the other priests in the parish and we'll begin talks with the people."

"And I'll contact the other leaders who were here last night and advise them of what's happened," Bonnie said.

"Good," Shermann nodded. "Those poor children. I can't believe those seemingly nice people could be so cruel as to subject children to such perversions."

"It's not going to happen, Rabbi," Gottlieb said, shaking off Bonnie's comforting hand and standing up. "We're going to put a stop to this. Come, we have work to do."

As the three men filed out of her office, Bonnie's smile turned sinister.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council R&D Workshop – Same time

"And I've saved the best for last," Xander said as he lead Althenea into the room.

"Nice," the witch said appreciatively of the tidy and organized room. "I'm sensing this is your domain."

"Indeed, it is," Xander said proudly. "Andrew will tell you his kitchen is the heart of the Council, but this is where progress is made."

"Have you done much research into creating magical weapons?" Althenea asked.

"Not a whole lot," Xander said with a wry expression. "I'm really not one for the mojo. But Andrew and Jeff have been telling me it's something we should consider. Willow already does most of the blessing for the stuff like holy water, but she's way too busy and tired lately to take the time to work with me."

"If Andrew could spare the time, I'm sure he'd be glad to assist you," Althenea suggested. "From Willow's reports, his training is coming along nicely. I wouldn't be surprised if he'll be ready to raised to a priest by Samhain at the latest."

"Now that's a scary thought," Xander said and paused for a moment. "He won't make me call him Father Wells will he?"

Althenea chuckled. "Willow was right about you. You are quite funny."

Xander smiled. "Actually with all this priest talk, I am curious..."

"About?"

"Willow mentioned that's the reason you're here. Again, not sure how that stuff really works. I thought she was already a priestess."

"In many Wiccan traditions, there are no lay people," Althenea explained. "A person will train with a coven for a period of time, usually a year and a day, and then they'll be initiated as a first-degree priest or priestess. They'll remain with the coven until they receive their second degree, after which they have the right to form their own coven, but they still are tied to the mother coven. And when the high priestess of the mother coven feels they're ready, they'll be raised to the third degree and the ties may be broken if they wish. But after that, they'll be high priestess of their own mother coven and can hive off new covens. It's an ever growing and ever changing religion."

"So you won't be working with Willow anymore?" Xander asked.

"I'm sure we will be," Althenea assured. "Willow and I are good friends and since we were trained by the same coven, we'll always consider ourselves sisters in the Craft. And the coven's ties with the Council remain strong."

Xander nodded thoughtfully and then said, "It seems Willow hadn't been in England long enough to train with you for a 'year and a day'."

"Willow received her first degree from Tara Maclay," Althenea explained. "By the time Willow arrived in England, she was already way beyond the requirements for the second, but as you know, she lacked proper focus. So after training with us and feeling she was ready, she was bestowed the second right before she left. We would have liked to have more time to work with her, true, but as you well know events in Sunnydale required her presence in California. However she's proven herself, especially this past year. And you had a lot to do with that, Xander."

"Me?" he asked surprised.

Althenea gently touched his cheek and leaned closer to look into his odd-colored eye. "As I told Willow, this was a remarkable feat the two of you accomplished," she said.

"It was Willow," he said, his face flushing at her closeness. "I just…well, you know."

"The magic came from inside of you, Xander," Althenea said. "Willow was only your guide, however, when we received news of the ritual's success, the coven knew Willow was almost ready. We decided to wait until Beltaine as it is a more auspicious time."

"Yeah," Xander said. "All the Wiccan types around here are excited and they've got most of the younger Slayers in a tizzy. Getting so a guy can't get any rest around here."

"Beltaine is a wonderful time for Wiccans," Althenea said. "It's when we celebrate life and all the wonderful pleasures the gods gave us to enjoy."

"Andrew was going on about something called the Great Rite," Xander said. "I got the idea it was pretty special, but he seemed glad that he wouldn't have to include it as part of the celebration this year. What is it?"

"The Great Rite is the coming together of the goddess and the god," Althenea explained. "For ancient people, the performance of the Great Rite ensured fertility of their crops, which is why Beltaine is very special."

"Oh…" Xander said thoughtfully. "Kinda like when Willow fixed my eye."

"Yes," Althenea said. "But that was sex magic. The Great Rite is more a reenactment of the goddess and god's mating."

"So Wiccans only do it at Beltaine?"

"It should be done at Beltaine, but it doesn't have to be, nor is it limited to only Beltaine. In fact, during each full moon Esbat, the priest and priestess will symbolize the Great Rite during the blessing of the wine."

"How's that work?" Xander asked.

"The priest will insert his athame into the cup of wine held by the priestess," Althenea explained. "You look like a smart boy, I'm sure you can figure out the symbolism."

Xander laughed along with Althenea. "Yeah, I get the idea."

"And the Great Rite is also reenacted during certain rituals, such as the third degree initiation," Althenea commented, casually looking through a box of tools.

"Interesting," Xander said absently then seemed to make a connection. "So that means that you and Willow…?" Althenea nodded and Xander looked vaguely troubled. "Um, Al," he started, "I know we only just met, but you seem like someone I can trust…" [image: image16.jpg]



"I hope so, Xander," Althenea said, looking up at him. "Please, speak freely. I'll take no offense. Your friendship with Willow and your dedication over the years to fighting evil shows you're an honorable man."

"I…uh…I'm pretty sure that Willow is in…well, I know she's very fond of Rowena," he said looking as if he was afraid of angering the witch.

"Yes, Willow is very fond of Rowena," Althenea laughed. "And while I haven't had a chance to talk to her yet, I would be very surprised if Ro did not feel the same way."

"Then your ritual with Willow will just be the 'symbolic' kind?"

"No," Althenea said and then seemed to realize what Xander was trying to say. "Oh, Xander," she chided gently, "You of all people should understand how such rituals usually only serve to bring people closer together. I'm not a threat to Willow and Rowena's blossoming relationship and if I even thought that for a moment then, yes, it would be the symbolic kind."

"But what about Rowena?" he asked. "She's not Wiccan and when Willow and I…I mean, I was so afraid that it would mess up her and Kennedy. And even though she said it wouldn't…I still wonder if it was my fault it ended between them."

"Is that so?" she asked.

"Yeah," he answered with a nod. "But after seeing them every day these past couple of months… sometimes I kind of get the feeling it would have happened anyway. I'm not sure if that makes sense. "

Althenea put a supportive hand on Xander's arm. "From Willow's emails, before your ritual and after her break-up, I don't feel anyone can be blamed," Althenea explained.

"Like I said, Ro's not a Wiccan so I don't know how she'll take it. I know Kennedy wasn't very pleased to say the least."

"You're right, Rowena's not Wiccan, but I've known her a long time and I think any problems she might have can be worked out somehow. But thank you for your concern. I'll be sure to speak with her."

"Okay," Xander said with a small smile. "Didn't mean to insult you or anything. In fact, if you weren't part of the Sapphic set, well…frankly I'd be all over you."

"Even though I'm not a demon?" Althenea joked.

"I'm gonna have to start censoring Willow's emails to you. She is telling you way too much," he said throwing up his hands as Althenea laughed.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Minutes later

Xander and Althenea found Andrew and Tracey working on the dinner preparations while Rowena worked at her favorite table tucked in the corner.

"Don't you ever take a break?" Althenea teased the blonde.

Rowena smiled. "I think I can use one," she said. "Want to take a walk? I'll show you the lake."

"I'd love to," Althenea said.

Rowena closed the notebook she had been writing in and led Althenea from the kitchen.

Cut to:
Ext.
Lake Erie Waterfront – Minutes later [image: image17.jpg]



Althenea and Rowena slowly walked along the quay, the afternoon sun providing warmth against the chilly breeze coming off the lake. The silence between them seemed almost comfortable, but every now and then Althenea would glance at her companion as if expecting her to speak. Finally she said, "What's up, Ro? I'm sensing that something's on your mind."

Rowena smirked. "Have you added empath to your job description?" she asked.

"Was already there," the witch replied. "So, what's going on? And specifically, what's going on between you and Willow?"

"Wow, kudos to you," Rowena joked and then asked warily, "She said something, eh?" 

"She mentioned she's getting a lot of mixed signals, yes," Althenea confirmed. "Do you have feelings for her?"

"No!" Rowena emphasized, then sighed. "I don't know. Maybe."

"Then what's the problem?" Althenea asked.
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"Al," Rowena stopped walking and turned to look at her friend. "I'm not a lesbian."

Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In
Ext.
Lake Erie Waterfront – Same time

[image: image19.jpg]


Althenea looked at her friend, whose tears were beginning to spill over on to her cheeks. With a blush, Rowena wiped at her eyes and turned off the path, sitting down on a park bench. She held her face in her hands, her soft crying filling the warm air. 

After a moment, Althenea joined Rowena on the bench and pulled a linen handkerchief from her hemp shoulder bag and handed it to the Watcher. Rowena took it with a mumbled 'thanks' and wiped her face. When she seemed composed, Althenea said, "Okay, so you're not a lesbian. Then you have no feelings for Willow beyond friendship?"

"No, I do," Rowena admitted.

"Strong feelings?" When Rowena nodded, Althenea continued, "Are you physically attracted to her?"

Rowena looked up from the ground into Althenea's eyes, her expression confused. "I don't know!" she said with frustration. "No one has ever made me feel the way she does. When she comes into a room, it's like the sun has risen and her mere presence fills me with warmth. And when she touches me, even just a simple caress on the arm…it's like an electric shock goes through my entire body and I just want to melt into a puddle at her feet."

Althenea nodded thoughtfully, but a small smirk graced her lips. "Quite poetic. I'd say you're definitely attracted to her."

"Does that mean I'm a lesbian?" Rowena asked.

"It means you want Willow."

"But…" Rowena paused and Althenea nodded encouragingly. "But what about Jordon? We were together for a while…you know, that way. Okay, so maybe there weren't any electric shocks, but it was…nice."

"Maybe with Jordon, you were just comfortable," Althenea pointed out. "You'd known him almost your whole life, he was familiar and I remember he could be quite charming. Several girls in the Coven spoke of him. But Willow…she's not comfortable, nor safe. She's fiery and passionate and she shares your interests and your profession."

"And there's another point," Rowena said. "We work together. It's not ethical to get involved with someone you work with."

"Why not?" Althenea asked with a laugh. "Maybe in certain areas of the corporate world, but the new Watchers Council is not your average organization. One of its strengths is the close familial ties your senior members share. Have there been any problems between Robin and Faith?"

"No," Rowena shook her head. "They had a rocky patch in their relationship, but neither of them allowed it to affect their work."

"And I know both you and Willow well enough to be certain that neither of you would ever let anything affect your work."

"Okay, then…but what about Kennedy? I was her Watcher," Rowena pointed out heatedly. "She allowed their breakup to endanger herself and a lot of people and if Willow and I ever do move beyond friendship..."

"That was Kennedy," Althenea said. "But tell me honestly now, did you play any part in their breakup?"

"No," Rowena pouted reluctantly.

"Then I see no dishonor on your part," the witch reminded. "People simply fall in love and you're no different. Neither is Willow. She's…"

"I know," Rowena sighed. "She's Willow."

"Yes," Althenea said. "She tells me she's also confused. Sometimes she feels you're receptive, but then she feels you're not. Why do you think that is?"

Rowena shrugged and looked out at the lake. "She took me dancing a few weeks ago," Rowena finally said and then chuckled. "Actually, both she and Xander took me out. When I was dancing with Xander, I looked over and saw her and Faith dancing. It was a slow song and at first all I could think was 'Oh my god, there're two women dancing together!' And then the next moment, I desperately wished it was me dancing with her instead of Faith."

"What happened then?" Althenea asked.

"When the song changed, Willow came over to cut in," she answered. "At first Xander thought Will wanted to dance with him, but she meant with me. I didn't even think about it, I immediately said yes and we spent the rest of the night dancing together. I completely forgot about Xander."

"Did you have a good time?"

"Yes," Rowena smiled. "Willow and I ended up walking home from the hall. We talked all the way about nothing and everything and it was…perfect, you know? She was perfect and when she walked me to my door I wanted so much to…"

"To what?" Althenea asked softly.

"I didn't know," Rowena admitted. "I just knew I wanted something. I realized I had just been out on a wonderful date with another woman and I guess I freaked. I mumbled something about being tired and slipped quickly into my room, leaving her standing there. I couldn't sleep that night, so I buried myself in work, trying to forget the look on Willow's face as I closed my door."

They both fell silent for a while, only the cheerful chirping of birds and the rumble of a distant lawnmower filling the gap. Finally Althenea turned again to her friend and asked, "Are you afraid of people thinking you're gay?"

"We're in the States, Al," Rowena snorted. "Let's face it, Americans are not exactly the most tolerant of people when it comes to homosexuals."

"True," Althenea said, "but things will change. Hopefully for the better. And even if they don't…you are Canadian. I'm sure Willow wouldn't mind a trip across the border for a June wedding."

"Stop!" Rowena chuckled, playfully swatting the witch on the forearm.

"Seriously, Ro," Althenea said. "What is it? Are you afraid that Willow will hurt you?"

"There is that whole trying to end the world thing," Rowena said, but sarcastically as if she didn't believe it.

"Willow's learned so much about magic, Wicca and herself since then," Althenea said patiently. "She'd never hurt you."

"You can't know that," Rowena said. "She hurt Kennedy."

"From what Willow told me, she believed she would end up hurting Kennedy so much more," Althenea said.

"Probably," Rowena said, leaning over and plucking a tuft of the new green grass and holding them to her nose to sniff the fresh scent. "I don't think Willow would ever intentionally hurt me, no," she finally answered.

"Then are you afraid because of what happened at the academy?" Althenea said, her voice compassionate, but strong, as if she believed this was the root of her friend's problem.

For a moment, fear entered Rowena's eyes as she threw down the grass leaves and jumped up from the bench. She walked a few feet away, her arms crossed as if the temperature had just dropped a few degrees. "No," she said still facing the lake, her voice cracking a bit.

"Are you sure?" Althenea pressed. "Because I seem to remember us having a similar conversation when things started heating up between you and Jordon."

"No," Rowena repeated and then turned back to the other woman. "Look, we should get back. It might be Sunday, but I still have lots of work to do."

Althenea looked at Rowena a few moments and then nodded. She picked up her bag and slung it across her shoulder as she took Rowena's elbow in a friendly gesture. "I obviously struck a nerve as they say over here. And I apologize."

"Don't be silly," Rowena answered brushing her off.

"I wasn't being silly, just concerned. Remember I'm only a phone call away – any time, day or night." Rowena just nodded. "Come on then," the witch said. "I need to make sure Willow's properly transcribing my Book of Shadows."

"As if she'd make a mistake," Rowena smirked, relief evident in her eyes as the two women began to retrace their steps. "But knowing Willow, she's probably scanning it into her computer rather than copying it by hand."

"She better not if she expects me to raise her to high priestess," Althenea chuckled. "We're going traditional all the way."

Rowena laughed and then asked, "Which mythos are you doing?"

"Ishtar and Tammuz."

"Hmm," Rowena said thoughtfully. "Interesting…"

"No problems with that?" Althenea asked.

"Me?" Rowena asked. "Why?"

"For one thing, you just admitted to me…and to yourself, I might add…that you have feelings for Willow," Althenea said. "An it harm none…remember? If you were to be hurt, then we'd do the initiation another way."

"Don't change things on my account," Rowena chided. "Besides this is important to Willow."

"Just remember…so are you." Althenea patted Rowena's arm and they continued walking along the quay.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Next Day

Andrew looked frantic as he pressed the next [image: image20.jpg]


button on the reception desk's multi-line telephone system. 

"Watchers Academy, this is Andrew. How may I help you?" he said into the boom microphone of the headset he was wearing.

"Yes? Yes? Oh, I see," he said and his eyes rolled in their sockets. "Yes, I understand madam. Please hold a moment."

He pressed a button and looked helplessly at the flashing lights on the system.

"What's going on?" Willow asked coming in to the lobby and seeing Andrew's frustration.

"The phones are ringing off the hook," he stated showing her the panel. "Callers are either demanding we stop the celebration tomorrow or they want to know how many virgins we'll be sacrificing?"

"Oh gods," Willow said, rolling her eyes in imitation of Andrew a few moments ago.

"What should we do?"

"I have an idea," she said holding her index finger up. She moved the phone forward and reached behind, unclipping the large connection. In an instant the entire panel went dark. "There," she said wiping her hands together. "That solves that. If anyone like Buffy needs us, they have our private cell phone numbers."

"Okay," Andrew said. "Thanks!"

Cut to:
Int.
Municipal Community Auditorium – [image: image21.jpg]


Same time

Bonnie watched from behind the stage curtain as Reverend Gottlieb strode confidently up to the podium and faced the crowd that consisted of most of the members of the congregations of the area surrounding the Watchers Council. The various leaders were sitting behind the podium, looking stern and imposing. 

"My friends," Gottlieb said in a deep voice trained from years behind the pulpit, "a dark and sinister force is threatening you, your children and your community."

Bonnie nodded to her vampire minion and he spoke into a walkie-talkie phone. Seconds later a group of men and women started handing out flyers to the people in the audience.

"When I first learned that a new private school was opening up in our neighborhood, I was thrilled!" Gottlieb continued. "Knowledge should be shared by everyone. But some knowledge is best left buried! That school is teaching those children ancient pagan practices that burned out long ago when mankind was given the gift of enlightenment. Those children are being taught to run around naked! To honor pornographic symbols and to indulge in the corruptions of the flesh!"

As the crowd read the flyers and listened to Gottlieb's words, the noise level began to rise. Angry faces replaced confused ones and Bonnie's smirk grew wider.

"We cannot allow this to happen!" Gottlieb cried. "We must stop them."

"But it's their property! They have a right to do whatever they want," someone from the crowd called out. Gottlieb looked irritated at the interruption and Bonnie's vampire spoke softly into his microphone.

"Yes, but we must protect our homes!" Gottlieb said. No one around the man who had spoken seemed to realize when a couple of figures lifted him from his seat and dragged him out the door.

"Think of the children!" Gottlieb said, his amplified voice booming through the auditorium. "Think of those poor innocents in that den of iniquity."

"What can we do?" someone else called out.

"We can save them!" Gottlieb said triumphantly. "Tomorrow at noon I want everyone here to go to the school. Bring your signs protesting their nefarious practices. We shall raise our voices on high until the trumpets of the angels themselves drown out the blasphemers."

"Reverend," another woman near the front of the auditorium stood up. "These things have a tendency to get out of hand. What if things get out of control? What if some of the children we're trying to save get hurt or worse?"

"God will take care of his own, my child," Gottlieb smiled beatifically down at the woman and again, no one seemed to see her being dragged away.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair – Later that evening

"How is your progress?" Larmin asked Bonnie.

"Things are going to plan," the real estate agent answered. "The flyers are doing their job well. By tomorrow, the good people of Cleveland will be so worked up over the Council's activities, they'll do exactly what we need them to do."

"You sound like you're surprised," the demon pointed out.

Bonnie sighed. "Amy Madison had more magical talent in her little finger than the boy has in his whole body," she answered. "I didn't know if he could enchant them properly."

"It worked," Larmin said. "That's all that matters. And your vampires? Do they know what to do?"

"Yes," Bonnie said. "Once the sun sets they'll mingle with the crowd and point them in the right direction."

"Excellent," Larmin said. "Just remember…no harm to the witch. And make sure that in all the chaos nothing disturbs the ritual. It is vital to the Engineer's plan that she reaches the height of her power. The Presidium has waited many years for the right convergence of events to occur. Nothing must stop us now."

"It shall be done," Bonnie replied.

Cut to:
Int.
Ginoette's Restaurant – Same time

Willow, Rowena, Althenea, Xander, Giles and Becca paused as the waitress laid their dishes on the table and then they resumed their conversation.

"I visited with Robson while in London before catching my flight here," Althenea said as the group dug into their meals.

"How is the old chap?" Giles asked.

"Sharp as ever," Althenea reported, "but physically still weak. The Slayers take good care of him, but he still has a hard time. It's a lot of responsibility for just one man."

"He promised to send us as many Slayers as he can spare," Willow said, biting her lip. "I'd hate to leave him without help."

"He'll be fine," Althenea assured. "He has the staff you've hired to assist him with the more mundane tasks. It's just that he refuses to take the pain medication the doctors have prescribed and it takes its toll."

"I wish we had more Watchers trained to help him," Rowena said. "But we won't have anyone near enough ready until after summer."

"We might be able to send one or two before then," Willow pointed out.

"Not fully trained, though," Giles said. "But on the other hand, I hate the thought of Slayers out there without Watchers to help them."

The group fell silent for a few minutes, simply enjoying their meals. Finally Becca asked, "How are the preparations for tomorrow's celebration coming along?"

"Fine," Willow said, putting down her wineglass after taking a sip. "Jeff and Andrew showed me their outline. I think everyone will have a good time. Have you ever attended a Beltaine celebration before, Becca?"

"Unfortunately not," Becca said. "Ohio is rather conservative as you all know, so before you Californians came along, Wiccans kept a pretty low profile. However I have read much about it. Will you and Althenea be jumping on your broomsticks?"

Althenea laughed. "Oh! That reminds, me," she said, reaching down and pulling a small tissue-wrapped package from her bag. "I heard about your car, Giles and I brought you a present for it."

"For my car?" Giles said surprised, putting down his fork and taking the package. Becca leaned close and rested her chin on his shoulder as he unwrapped the gift. Inside was a vinyl bumper sticker with ornate writing over sheaves of wheat.

"I'd Rather Be Swiving," read Xander, who was sitting on the other side of Giles. Everyone except him laughed heartily while Giles simply blushed. "Okay, spill it," Xander said pointing a finger at everyone. "What's the joke?"

"Swiving means to make love in the fields to encourage the crops to grow," Althenea smirked, obviously enjoying Giles's discomfort.

"And I take it this practice was done at Beltaine?" Xander asked, smiling. [image: image22.jpg]



"Oh no," Willow said. "Any time during the growing season."

"But women who conceived at Beltaine were considered blessed by the goddess," Althenea said.

"Which explains the modern tradition of June weddings," Rowena put in.

"Indeed," Giles said, tucking the bumper sticker in his jacket pocket. "Thank you, Althenea. Next time I speak with Miss Hagness, I shall be sure to tell her your sense of humor hasn't changed one bit."

"Thank you, Giles," Althenea said, an impish grin on her face.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

Tracey was putting on her jacket.

"Tracey!" Andrew said, coming in from the kitchen.

"Hey Andy," she said. "I was just leaving."

"Oh," he said, seemingly disappointed. "I was kinda hoping you'd stay over tonight."

Tracey's face mirrored regret. "I'd like to, but you know I have an early class tomorrow."

"I know," he said. "You will be back after class, right? We need you at the grill."

"As soon as I finish my exam, I'll be here," she promised. "Where's Jeff? You two have been thicker than thieves these past couple of days."

"We're pretty much done with the preparations," he said, his sneaker toeing the marble floor. "Jeff's exhausted so he went to bed early."

Tracey looked thoughtful a moment. "You know what? It is still early," she said. "Up for a game of Cy Girls?"

"Yeah!" his happiness radiated from his expression. "Cool!"

Tracey smiled as he led the way to his room. 

Cut to:
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Int.
Watchers Council Lindquist Apartment – Same time

Jeff face was wet with sweat as he moved restlessly on his bed. With a jerk, his body convulsed throwing the bedcovers to the floor. His flannel pajamas were plastered to his body as he tossed. Suddenly, he sprang upright, his face mirroring fear and terror.

"MOM!" he cried in a strangled voice.

Fade Out
Act Four
Fade In
Ext.
Watcher Council Grounds – Next afternoon

Andrew and Jeff had organized the Slayers into clearing the outdoor obstacle course and running track behind the Council buildings next to the lake. In the center of the area, they had planted the lightning-downed willow tree. At the top of the tree, a wreath woven from willow twigs rested on gaily-colored ribbons hanging down and lightly pegged in a circle around the tree. [image: image24.jpg]



At the far end of the track, the boys had removed the soccer goal and built a rock-lined pit and filled it with wood. At the other end, they had set up temporary picnic tables and canvas shelters to offer shade from the bright sun. A brand-new Weber grill sat nearby. As Giles and Willow walked into the area from the building, they both looked surprised.

"Wow," Willow said. "What a set-up!"

"How much did this cost us?" Giles asked and then paused. "That was a bit um, British wasn't it?"

"Yes, it was," Willow agreed. "And it won't cost nearly as much as an Aston-Martin. The old Council was richer than the Pope, so money is not a problem. Finding Watchers is. We're going to have to start actively recruiting people to train."

"That's going to be a bit harder than recruiting Slayers," Giles said, taking a bottle of juice from a large cooler set under a shelter. He handed it to Willow and grabbed a second for himself.

"Thanks," Willow said. "I know it is. You can't just go up to a potential Watcher and say 'Hi, how would you like to come work for us and risk your life fighting demons and vampires?' At least the Slayers feel different than before."

"I don't think it's as bad as you make out, Willow," Giles said. "You yourself, unknowingly, have been training to be a Watcher for many years. And young Howard Mayfair was always interested in the supernatural. When I first contacted him after your spell located him, he was most eager to join us. He understood the danger and was willing to take that risk."

Willow nodded and the pair looked up as Andrew ran up to them out of breath.

"Mr. Giles, Willow," he said as he reached them. "I just got a call from Tim Slater at the Clerk's office. He said that reverend and a large group of people received permits to stage a protest outside the Council today. Look."

Andrew pointed to the area near the lake outside the Council's fence. Small groups of strangers were starting to gather. "And there are more out front."

"Is Robin's security team in place?" Giles asked.

"Most of them, yes," Willow replied. "But I think we'll need more."

"Go find Robin and ask him to get more guards," Giles said. "And talk to Faith and have her rotate Slayers to augment them. I know we promised everyone a day off, but I don't want any problems."

Andrew nodded and ran off.

"Is the celebration worth it, Giles?" Willow asked.

"The Council has always worked in secrecy, Willow," Giles said, looking at the crowds gathering outside the fence. "But that was before. I think if we cancelled now, it would look more suspicious and send a message of weakness. The Watchers Council will be a presence in this town for many years to come. We need to let the community know we won't be pushed around."

Willow looked thoughtful for a moment. "Perhaps it's not the community that's doing this?" she asked.

Giles looked at her. "You mean they're being influenced?"

"Perhaps," Willow said. "What if they're just a diversion?"

"A diversion for what?" Giles said. "Wait a moment! Other than our innocuous little party today, the only other event of importance occurring is your investiture to high priestess. What if all this is to stop that from happening?"

Willow looked at him with an expression of recognition. "The Presidium."

"Precisely," Giles said. "Tonight is Beltaine and the full moon. Althenea said the Coven waited until now so that you would gain the most power from the goddess. It stands to reason that whomever is behind this would want to keep you from that gift. You already are a most formidable witch, but by having your initiation tonight, you stand to become even more powerful."

"So what should we do?" she asked.

Giles sighed. "We must make sure the ritual goes ahead as planned and without disruption," he said.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Street Level – Same time

Tracey hiked her backpack higher on her shoulder as she made her way through the crowd to the front entrance of the Council.

"Excuse me," she said as a large woman blocked her way.

"You can't go in there!" the woman said, getting her face close to Tracey's.

"I work there, lady," Tracey said, moving back as if the woman had bad breath.

"You can't!" the woman insisted, grabbing Tracey's arm. "There are witches and demons. They're going to sacrifice babies if we don't stop them."

"What?" Tracey asked, holding back a laugh. "No one is sacrificing anyone. Please get out of my way," Tracey said as she moved sideways, but someone else blocked her way.

"That place is full of evil and depravity," the man said, grabbing Tracey's other arm.

"Let go of me!" Tracey yelled, yanking free from the woman and using that hand to punch the man until he also let go. As she pushed her way closer to the entrance, more hands reached out to stop her. A security guard standing behind a barricade noticed the commotion and spoke into his headset mouthpiece. Moments later he was joined by three others and they began to make their way to the beleaguered college student.

The crowd hesitantly moved out of the way of the security guards as they finally reached Tracey.

"You okay, Miss?" one asked.

Tracey nodded. "Let's just get inside," she said pointing to the Council. As the guards escorted her inside, the large woman darted forward and slipped a flyer into the side pocket of Tracey's backpack.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later

Andrew and Xander came running into the lobby as the guards led Tracey inside.

"Are you okay?" Andrew asked.

"Yeah, I'm fine," Tracey said. "What a bunch of nuts!"

Kennedy and Robin walked in from the Slayers quarters. "What's going on?" Robin asked.

"The crowd outside is trying to stop anyone from entering, Mr. Wood," the security guard said. "Are you expecting anyone else?"

"Yes," Kennedy said, "Becca's not here yet. She was coming by after she closed the shop."

"I'll send a couple of Slayers to pick her up," Robin said. "What about Brell and his family? Weren't they coming?"

"They arrived early this morning," Andrew said. "Marsha and the other youngsters have been playing with the kids."

"Good," Robin said. [image: image25.jpg]



"Hey, what's this?" Xander asked reaching down and picking up a piece of paper that had fallen from Tracey's backpack when she dropped it to the floor. He started to read out loud. "To all God fearing people, it's come to our attention…" He trailed off from speaking but continued to scan the paper.

"Xander?" Robin asked as the dark-haired man's face suddenly went blank. As they watched, Xander's face suddenly contorted in anger.

"Heathens!" he cried. "Harlots and idolaters! Don't you realize what you're doing here! This is not natural!"

"What the hell?" Kennedy said.

"Hell is where you're all going, young lady," Xander said moving towards her and swinging his fists. As he got closer, Kennedy grabbed at his hand, but Xander moved away too quickly for her. However, Robin came up behind him and with a blow to the back of the head, knocked him to the floor before he could attack the Slayer again.

Andrew rushed forward and checked on him. "Unconscious," he declared. "What happened to him?"

Tracey moved forward to pick up the flyer that Xander dropped in the scuffle.

"Don't touch it!" Robin warned and Tracey jumped back.

"It's enchanted," Andrew said, kneeling down by the flyer and looking at it.

"How do you know?" Tracey asked.

"I can see the signature," he explained. "It's familiar, but I don't recognize it. Better get Willow."

"On it," Kennedy said.

Just as Willow and Giles followed Kennedy to the lobby a few minutes later, Rowena and Althenea arrived from upstairs.

"Xander!" Rowena said, rushing to the fallen man.

"He read this flyer and started spouting damnation," Robin explained. "He tried to attack Kennedy so I…gave him a time out."

Willow grabbed a pencil from the desk and used it to turn the flyer over. It was blank. "So this is what they used," she said to Giles.

"Indeed," the Watcher said. "Ingenious."

"Wanna explain it to us non-magic folks?" Kennedy requested.

"Someone put a mind-control spell on this paper," Willow explained. "Anyone who touches it will start to act as if they're the chief inquisitor of the Spanish Inquisition. Everyone outside must have gotten a hold of one of these."

"Who cast it?" Rowena asked.

Willow studied the paper. "Not sure," she said.

"Andrew, you said you recognized it," Robin reminded.

Andrew nodded, bending down next to Willow. His face looked confused and then he said, "No, it can't be."

"Who?" Willow asked.

"It looks like Edgar," Andrew said. "But he's in St. Petersburg doing an internship at the Hermitage."

"Is the shop still open?" Rowena asked.

"Yes, but he hired a manager for the summer while he's gone."

"We'll have to check it out later," Giles said. "Right now, is there anything we can do for Xander? Is he still under the spell?"

Althenea kneeled next to Xander and touched his chest with both hands. Chanting under her breath, a blue glow emanated and spread over him. A moment later, Xander's eyes fluttered and a wide smile appeared on his face as if he was waking from a pleasant dream.

"Oh yeah," he muttered. "Right there, oh baby that feels soooo good."

Giles coughed uncomfortably while Althenea laughed. She lightly slapped Xander's cheek until he opened his eyes, surprised to see a crowd of faces peering down at him. "What's going on, guys?" he asked.

"You don't remember?" Giles queried.

"No," he said, sitting up to his elbows. "How'd I get on the floor?"

"You attacked me," the Slayer said.

"I did!" he said. "Why?"

"Not your fault," Willow said. "You got a dose of the same magic that's affecting the people outside."

The sound of the crowd was getting louder and Giles asked Althenea, "Can you cancel the enchantment on them as well?"

The witch shook her head. "I'm afraid not," she said. "It requires direct contact and I don't think they'll let me get that close."

"That'd be too dangerous," Willow agreed. "So now what? Stop the celebration?"

"No point in that if whomever did this intends on disrupting your ritual tonight. We'll just have to go ahead as planned," Giles decided. "Hopefully, the enchantment will wear off soon. But make sure that no one gets hurt. Those are innocent people out there not in control of their actions. And if Xander's reaction is any indication, they're growing more violent."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Watcher Council Grounds – Late afternoon

Willow was sitting next to Rowena on a large blanket watching the maypole dancers laughing as they wove their way around the pole holding their ribbons. As the ribbons were weaved, the willow wreath moved its way down the pole.

"You must wake and call me early, Call me early, mother dear; For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o' the May." Willow quoted.

"Come all ye lads and lassies, Join in the festive scene, Come dance around the maypole, That will stand upon the green," Rowena replied.

Willow smiled warmly at Rowena and then reached behind her back and pulled out a single white daisy. "I didn't have time to gather knots of flowers, and buds and garlands gay this morning," she said handing the flower to Rowena. "But I did find this for you."

Rowena's smile matched Willow's as she took the offered flower. "And I was much too lazy to wake up at dawn to go a-maying," Rowena replied, but she pulled a daffodil from behind her back and handed it to Willow. "But I did find this for you."

Willow's face mirrored her delight as she took the small flower. "Thank you," she said. Willow started to move forward as if to kiss Rowena, but before she could, Rowena looked away.

"Oh look!" Rowena said. "There's Al." She waved at the brightly dressed witch, who immediately came to join them.

"Merry meet," Althenea said, folding her legs and sitting on the blanket.

"And merry meet to you," Rowena said. Willow smiled at her friend, but her eyes showed her disappointment.

"Your boys have done a wonderful job, Willow," Althenea said. "Congratulations. They're a credit to your leadership."

"Thank you, Al," Willow said.

"So," Rowena put in. "Are you both ready for tonight?"

Althenea nodded while Willow replied, "All set to go."

"You really are the May Queen," Rowena said to Willow. "Congratulations again, Willow. I'm very happy for you."

Willow blushed and Althenea chuckled softly. "She's earned it," the witch said and Willow's blush deepened.

"Tell me, Al," Rowena began. "I thought the Great Rite had to be done only between a man and woman."

"Not at all," Althenea said. "Our tradition trains us to balance the masculine and feminine energies within us all. Sometimes during rituals, the priest and priestess will switch roles to aid in that process."

"That's right," Willow agreed. "Oddly enough, Andrew has more success drawing down the moon than he does the sun."

"Now why doesn't that surprise me?" Rowena laughed. "Andrew always has seemed more in tune with his inner goddess."

"But it's also important for him…and for all of us…to get in tune with the inner god," Althenea pointed out.

"But still, sources such as the Farrars and Buckland state that the Great Rite can only succeed if physically done between the representative of the goddess and the god," Rowena continued.

"You have to understand that at the time when Wicca was gaining its rebirth in England with Gardner and here later on in the States with Buckland, the presence of the goddess had all but disappeared under the tyranny of the patriarchy. For them, by concentrating on the goddess, they unconsciously sought to regain that balance," Althenea explained. "Now, however, we recognize that it is more important for us to maintain that balance in ourselves."

"The goddess is within," Willow said.

"Exactly," Althenea replied. "But so is the god and that's why it doesn't matter that Willow and I are both women. The power of both the goddess and the god will transfer through me to her." [image: image26.jpg]



Rowena was silent a moment, then she looked at the beribboned maypole and wistfully said, "I wish I could be there to observe that."

Willow smirked and leaned closer to Rowena. "Well, if you play your cards right, I'd be glad to give you a private demonstration later on."

Althenea laughed heartily at Willow's jibe and Rowena's embarrassed expression.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Watchers Council Street Level – Evening

The crowd outside the Council grounds had swelled so much that the streets were packed with protestors for several blocks.. Security guards had attempted to move the barricades farther away from the building without success. As Robin and Giles watched from just outside the entrance, another group of the mystically-maddened people attempted to push through. Faith, Vi and Rona moved quickly to assist the guards in [image: image27.jpg]


holding them back.

"Any sign of the police or the press?" Giles asked.

"No," Robin replied. "I spoke with the chief and he agreed to keep officers close but things quiet. And since there's nothing on the blotter, the press hasn't gotten wind of anything yet." 

"Let's hope it stays that way," Giles said.

"And the witches?" Robin asked.

"They've already begun," Giles said. "Althenea said their circle should keep the noise out, but I don't want to take any chances of anyone getting through the guards. As soon as Andrew and Jeff have finished, make sure everyone gets inside."

"You got it, boss," Robin said and Giles disappeared into the Council.
Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Grounds – Minutes later

Becca smiled as Giles approached and put her arms around his waist, hugging him tightly. They watched together as the last rays of the sun went down and then as Jeff and Andrew addressed the assembled Slayers, Watchers in Training and guests explaining the significance of the day.

"Are you enjoying yourself, dear?" he asked.

She nodded and pressed her face to his chest as they both watched the boys light the fire. "Thanks so much for inviting me," she whispered so only he could hear.

"Thanks so much for being a part of my life," he returned, gently stroking her hair. She moved until she was looking up at him.

"You make it easy," she said. "I feel as if I've waited my whole life for you. With Willow and Andrew and the others, I feel as if I've become part of a large and wonderful family."

"You have," he smiled and leaned down to kiss her.

The couple was interrupted a moment later by a shout from the crowd. The line of Slayers waiting to jump the fire paused as everyone watched the mob outside break through the barriers and rush the fence.

"Everyone, get inside!" Giles called out.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Street Level – Same time

Bonnie's vampire minion approached Reverend Gottlieb where he was standing with Father Dugan and Rabbi Shermann near the entrance of the Council.

"What's that?" Gottlieb demanded as a large roar from behind the buildings filled the street.

"They're doing it, Reverend," the minion gasped as if pretending to be out of breath. "They've started the fire and they're going to start sacrificing the children."

The news began to travel throughout the crowd until the noise from the front matched that coming from the rear.

"We must stop them!" Gottlieb cried loudly and the crowd began to push forward.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

"They're breaking through," Faith reported as Kennedy and Vi returned from the weapons room carrying clubs and staves and passing them out to everyone. "Reinforce the doors," she pointed to them as they began to strategically place some of the clubs in the handle.

"Faith," Giles warned as he reluctantly took a club. "They're human, not demons. We can't hurt them."

"I know that, Giles," Faith said. "But what the hell are we supposed to do? Let them hurt us? That mob is out for blood."

"It's your job to protect people," he pointed out.

"I know that, too" she said, gritting her teeth in frustration. "But it's also my job to protect the Council."

Reluctantly Giles's face showed agreement. "Try not to hurt anyone," he added.

"We'll try," she answered. "But if it comes down to a choice of protecting us over them, I'm keeping our girls safe."

The sound of breaking glass filled the lobby as a rock smashed through the front door.

"Here we go," Faith muttered.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Same time

Andrew handed Tracey a baseball bat and took a protective stance between her and the exposed window.

"I'm sorry I got you into this. It really was supposed to be a relaxing afternoon off," he said to Tracey. She rolled her eyes at him and stepped up to stand by his side.

"It's okay, Andy," she said. "I've got your back."

Andrew gave her a grateful smile as he braced himself, determined to protect his domain.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Slayers Quarters – Same time

Mia and Kennedy ran in to find Rona, Marsha and the other younger girls standing guard as the noise outside grew even louder.

"Everything okay in here?" Kennedy asked the younger Slayer.

"Fine," the blonde girl said. "I think we can handle it. Go protect the Watchers."

Mia nodded. "They're concentrating their attack on the other building," she said.

"Stay with them," Kennedy told Rona. "If the mob breaks through over here, don't fight. Just run like hell to the Council building. Got it?" Kennedy said. Rona and Marsha both nodded in the affirmative and the pair went back toward the Council.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Street Level – Same time

The reverend, the priest and the rabbi led the charge to the front entrance, dozens of their followers bringing up the rear. They smashed against the hinged double doors of the entrance trying to force their way inside. Faith, Kennedy, Lori and a half dozen of the other older Slayers barely managed to keep them back.

"Let us in, Jezebel," Gottlieb said to Faith through the bowing door.

"Bite me," she yelled through clenched teeth.

"You'll burn in Hell for that!" he cried.

"Yeah, whatever."

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Grounds – Same time

The crowd finally broke through the fence and rushed near the rear entrance. Vi and her team felt the door they stood against physically shake under the banging of the mob.

"They're at the rear door too," she said into the headset she was wearing. "Converging from both sides, Robin."
Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

"Copy that," he replied. "Giles, they're at the back now."

Giles nodded nervously and watched as Faith and Kennedy, with their teams, pressed their bodies into the door with all their strength while the other Slayers stood by as a wall of defense in case the door gave way.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Coven Room – Moments later

Willow and Althenea laid before the altar, oblivious to the noise and commotion going on outside. Willow rolled them both over and lifted herself up to look down at Althenea. [image: image28.jpg]



"Awaken, my lord," Willow said, her voice hoarse with passion.

Althenea's eyes flew open at Willow's command. "Thou art goddess!" she cried as her body convulsed.

Willow sat up as she threw back her head and cried out unintelligibly.

As Willow's arms opened to embrace the power of the goddess, she stiffened in ecstasy and an ethereal blue glow engulfed her body. Willow's green eyes momentarily reflected the blue as she seemed to absorb the power and then her body spasmed and the glow spread outward.

For a moment, the radiating mist seemed to pause at the boundary of the circle, but with a final spasm, Willow's body collapsed on top of Althenea's and the glow radiated outward, reaching the heavy door of the room and beyond.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later [image: image29.jpg]



The front door finally gave way, knocking Faith and Kennedy several feet away. It was clear that the Slayers were only seconds away from being overcome by the mob rushing toward them when suddenly the lobby was filled with an eerie blue light. As the wave overtook them, the Slayers and Watchers dropped their weapons, their faces all mirroring confusion and then pleasure. As the wave passed them to continue outside the building, the noise from the mob changed from anger to ecstasy.

"What the hell was that?" Faith asked as she walked over to Kennedy.

"Willow," Kennedy answered, her breathing heavy as if she had just finished running a marathon. "That was Willow."

"Jesus!" Faith said. "No wonder you got so upset when she dumped you."

Kennedy didn't appear to hear Faith's comment as she suddenly focused on Mia standing next to her. The Asian-American Slayer had a predatory look on her face. [image: image30.jpg]



"Oh boy," Kennedy breathed.

Confused and slightly alarmed, the former mob began to look at each other and their surroundings. With little chatter, they all began to walk away a bit dazed by their whereabouts.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later

"Everyone all right?" Giles asked as he and Becca began to look at the Slayers who stood against the first wave of protesters. The lobby was now littered with discarded protest signs and homemade billyclubs.

The Slayers all nodded and Faith moved to the entrance. Xander joined her a moment later.

"Holy crap!" Xander said looking out the broken doors.

"What's going on?" Giles said moving forward with Rowena by his side. "Are people hurt?"

"More like basking in the afterglow than injury," Faith said.

"Dear Lord!" Giles said looking outside at the tide of spent people. A moment later, he pulled his glasses off and began to polish them as if he didn't want to see what was going on.

"Well, it's nice seeing the world's religions coming together," Xander quipped and Rowena smacked the back of his head. "What?" he cried, grabbing his head. The blonde Watcher rolled her eyes and shook her head in exasperation.

"What happened, Rupert?" Becca asked, her face flushed. "I mean I know what happened, but how?"

"Good question," he replied. "It appears that Willow and Althenea's ritual got away from them."

"Good thing for us," Xander said. "Her little explosion just saved our hides. I don't think we would have been able to hold them off much longer."

"That shouldn't have happened," Rowena said disturbed.

"No," Giles agreed.

"Are you all right?" Becca asked softly, taking Rowena aside.

"I'm okay," Rowena replied, her face still troubled.

Becca paused a moment. "Good because if I didn't know any better I'd say it looks like the waterworks might go off at any moment," she pressed. When Rowena didn't say anything she continued. "I'm thinking that you've been too calm about this whole thing with Althenea from the start."

"I'm not sure what you're talking about," Rowena said, her tone harsh as she focused on Becca.

"Does this line work on everyone, except me?" Becca asked. "I better tell Rupert. I've discovered I've got some special powers of my own."

Rowena gave a brief smile. "Honestly, I have no reason to be jealous of Al. It's not like Willow and I are involved or – or more than friends. And I understand that this is a part of Willow's religion. She's not shackled by the restraints of..." Rowena broke off as Becca looked at her with a kind expression. "Okay, yeah, I'm a little upset here. It makes no sense. It's not logical whatsoever but…"

"Love seldom is," Becca chuckled. "And sharing isn't always the easiest thing to do."

Rowena shrugged. "But it's not sharing. It's a ritual. That's all. I know how Willow feels about Althenea."

"And no matter what your head's telling you…?" Becca prompted.

"My heart doesn't understand. But there's nothing I can do about that now," Rowena confessed quickly. With that the blonde Watcher moved away, rubbing her forehead as if trying to fight a growing migraine.

"Where're Andrew and Tracey?" Faith asked.

"They were in the kitchen guarding the windows just in case," Robin said.

"I'll go check," Kennedy said moving away from Mia's gaze and trotting through the door to the kitchen. A moment later she trotted back, her face a bright red.

"They're, uh, they're good. Better than good actually," she reported and Faith began to smirk.

"Dear Lord," Giles repeated and pulled his glasses off again.
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Later that evening

The younger Slayers had made good progress cleaning up the debris in the lobby as Xander finished boarding up the broken doors. With a flourish, he spun his hammer and slipped it into his tool belt as if he were a gunfighter holstering his six-shooter.

"That'll take care of that, pardner," he drawled, making Marsha laugh. The Slayer dumped a pail of glass into the trash and took it and her broom into the kitchen.

"Hey," Willow said to her friends as she and Althenea came down the stairs. Giles and Rowena looked uncomfortable as Faith whispered to Becca and the two began to laugh again.

Willow looked around at everyone staring back at her. "What's going on?" she asked. "What happened?"

"Well, well," Xander said. "If it isn't Little Miss Orgasmabomb."

"What?" Willow's face turned bright red. "Giles?"

"Um, well…um," Giles began.

"Things must have gotten a little out of control up there," Faith said. "Thanks for sharing Red, but next time keep it to yourself, or save it for Blondie over there. I like to get mine from my man, okay?"

"Faith," Rowena warned and the Slayer smirked.

"Oh, like it's a big secret," Faith added sarcastically to the Watcher.

"I don't understand. What exactly happened out here?" Willow said, her embarrassment growing.

"It seems your circle couldn't hold in all your energy, Willow," Xander explained as if he took pity on his best friend. "But hey, it's a good thing, because you managed to sooth the angry mob before any real damage could be done." [image: image31.jpg]



"At least physical damage," Becca put in with a grin, pointing to the door and broken windows. "I think some oaths of celibacy might be considered a bit stretched now for some."

"Oh goddess," Willow said.

"Gotta love the full moon," Althenea said, amused. "Since no one has been harmed, I'll say good night all. I'm knackered and off to bed."

"I'll bet!" Faith smirked again as the witch made her way back upstairs to the guest suite.

"Was anyone hurt?" Willow asked again just to be sure.

"Nah," Faith reported as she lifted a can of garbage. "Just a few bruises. Say Red, next time you have one of your full moon things let us know, okay? A little advance warning will give us all time to get in the mood too, you know?"

"That's it!" Willow said, throwing up her arms. "Leaving now."

"Don't worry, I'll go," Faith offered, showing her the can. "You stay…enjoy the moment. Have a cigarette even." Faith laughed and continued on her way to the kitchen to deposit the can.

Willow sighed and turned to leave anyway when a sharp knock came from the boarded up door.

"Oh good heavens!" Giles said. "What now?" [image: image32.jpg]



Xander unhooked his makeshift lock and pulled the rickety door open to reveal a petite blonde figure. His eyes widened in astonishment and he stepped backward, as if almost in shock.

"I heard you put out an ASB – All Slayer Bulletin," Buffy Summers said, walking through the door. When no one said anything but continued to stare slack-jawed she added, "Oh come on…you didn't think I'd miss this, did you?"

Fade to Black
