                 THE STORM’S HOWLING THROUGH TIFLISPRIVATE 

                 PLAY ONE OF `THE WARP’ by NEIL ORAM (c) 1978,79,and 2004

ACT ONE, SCENE ONE
LOCATION ONE. TORQUAY TOOLSHED 1956. PHIL, 18. TEDDY-BOY SUIT, A JAZZ FANATIC, IS ASLEEP IN HIS FATHER’S TOOLSHED. DREAMING IN THE DECKCHAIR, THERE IS A BICYCLE WHEEL ABOVE HIS HEAD. AN OLD RECORD PLAYER ON THE WORK BENCH. THE SHED IS PACKED WITH LAWN MOWER, MANGLE, TOOLS, JAM JARS WITH PAINT BRUSHES. AN OLD WIRELESS IS PROMINENT. NEXT TO THE TOOLSHED, WE CAN SEE PHIL’S MIDDLE-AGED PARENTS WATCHING TV IN THEIR SMALL DINING ROOM.

OFF STAGE - EITHER THROUGH THE P.A. OR SPOKEN BY AN ACTOR DRESSED IN EVENING DRESS, WE HEARS THESE WORDS AS PHIL IS LIT UP:

There is a wheel. Man-made

which rises to the blazing sun. A wheel

which plunges to the darkest hell.

There is a wheel. A wheel which turns

invisible in the bluest heaven.

A wheel on which we ALL struggle and die!

A wheel, turned by humanity’s fear

of eternity!

LOCATION TWO IS LIT UP. PHIL ALSO REMAINS LIT UP, AND MAKES OCCASIONAL GROANS. THE STAGE IS SET FOR BAVARIA IN 1457: COBBLED STREET. PHIL, VERY POOR, IS SITTING ON BLOCK OF WOOD. ABOUT 30. WEARS MEDIEVAL CLOTHES WITH APRON.  BEHIND HIM - HIS HOUSE, DOOR OPEN. STANDING IN DOORWAY - HIS WIFE. VERY BEAUTIFUL. LONG DARK HAIR. LONG SKIRT AND WHITE SMOCKED BLOUSE. SHE STANDS BEHIND HIM AND PUTS HER ARM AROUND HIM.

PAUL:
The touch of your body quickens my spirit. Hold me tight.

WIFE:
There’s no good in what’s astir, my love. The village clings to the baron’s will, like a cringing babe. You know what will happen, if you do not go into battle with the other men!

PAUL:
Hold me tighter, and do not chill my bones with talk of war. The baron knows quite plain the nature of my intent. And I know his full well. Hold me tight, woman, for only you can give my tortured mind some warmth. The baron’s rotten to the core and wants me far away. No doubt he’s planned that I be bludgeoned, long before the bloody fields of battle come to view. 

I’m no fool woman. The coward’s had his eyes on you for many a moon, and thinks he’ll have you at my death, and so pursues his twisted way, and pulls with one foul jerk the sleeping village into his fetid mind. 

Mary,love you as I do, beyond the darkness of my fear - I’ll not fight the baron’s battles - for if I did and falsely raised my fist...I’d betray my living soul...and so become nothing more than a walking bag of shadows. No, Mary,NO! Never! Never will I take up arms against another, for even those who aim to slaughter all they see - even the baron is a heavenly soul, though veiled in the murk of evil madness. No!  Kill or maim I’ll not. No. Never!

WIFE:
How can I be your wife, and proud to be the mother of your child, if a coward you really be? Oh husband, see the predicament of my heart.

PAUL:
Cursed be the day the baron’s eyes beheld you. Listen! It’s the rabble’s roar.

WIFE:
Oh, love, love. Please, please change the inclination of your heart. I cannot bear this sorrow and still live. (SOUND OF MOB APPROACHING)

PAUL:
Mary, God is pure and all our strength lies there. I’ve tried to live by truth, and now the truth says `life ends here’. Please fear not now I beg, but give me the solace of your fervent love. I do not fear this death, but wish to meet it standing open-eyed. (AS THE MOB RUSH UP TO HIM HE STANDS UP AND WALKS TO THE MIDDLE OF THE STAGE. MARY CLINGS TO HIM)

Mary, stay open in your heart - trust in Christ and look after our son. I am not a coward.(KISSES HER AS THE MOB GRAB HIM AND PULL HER AWAY FROM HIM. TWO MEN PUSH HER INTO THE HOUSE AND FOLLOW AND SHUT THE DOOR. PAUL SAYS NOTHING, NOR RESISTS THEM TYING HIS HANDS BEHIND HIS BACK. WITH A ROPE AROUND HIS BELLY AND HIS SHIRT RIPPED OFF, HE IS DRAGGED TO A WATERWHEEL TO WHICH HE IS LASHED TO THE TOP.  HUBBUB OF NOISE. BEHIND THE MOB MARY IS STANDING BETWEEN TWO SOLDIERS WHO ARE HOLDING HER ARMS ROUGHLY. SHE IS EXTREMELY DISTRAUGHT - SOBBING LOUDLY. THE BARON APPROACHES THE MOB. THEY PART TO MAKE A PASSAGE IN A VERY SERVILE WAY. THE BARON IS DRESSED IN BLACK. HE WALKS UP TO PAUL AND PULLS OUT HIS LONG THIN GLEAMING SWORD AND HOLDS IT ALOFT ABOVE PAUL’S THROAT. THE CROWD SILENT. SOUND OF MARY SOBBING. THE SOLDIERS HAVE HANDS OVER HER MOUTH TO STOP HER SPEAKING)

PAUL:
Why don’t you finalise your little sordid spectacle, Baron?

BARON:
Varlot, thy filthy tongue will cease to snake the air before thy windbags fail.  (LOOKING TOWARDS MARY) But look what a gift of beauty meets my gaze. The lady looks a pretty sight indeed. Let her dote upon the severing of your tongue. Guards! Hold his filthy tongue apiece! (GUARDS RUN UP TO PAUL)

PAUL:
Oh, Jesus Christ, Mary Mother of God, have mercy on my soul. And for... (THE GUARDS GRAB HIS TONGUE AND FORCE HIS MOUTH OPEN. THE BARON BRINGS THE EDGE OF HIS SWORD TO THE BASE OF THE TONGUE)

BARON:
This coward, fair lady, can foul this sweet air no more, nor poison your heart with his hideous deceit. (HE CUTS PAUL’S TONGUE OUT. THE MOB ROAR WITH APPROVAL AS THE BARON HOLDS THE TONGUE IN THE AIR AT THE END OF HIS SWORD. PAUL’S MOUTH POURING BLOOD - MAKING NOISES OF EXTREME PAIN)

BARON:
(SIGNALS TO MEN HOLDING THE WHEEL) Now journey to the Underworld and (THE WHEEL STARTS TO TURN) let my people raise a tumultuous celebration for every coward dead has rid this fine and healthy land of a black disease. Be gone and join the devil’s crew!  Hold the wheel men. (LONG PAUSE) Now let it raise the rat to daylight once again. (PAUL REAPPEARS. HIS EYES STARING. MARY BREAKS AWAY FROM SOLDIERS AND RUNS UP TO THE BARON WHO HOLDS HER AT BAY WITH SWORD - WITH PAUL’S TONGUE ON END)

BARON:
Halt in obedience to the law of force, my lady. Madam, you still have much to learn.

MARY:
Swine! Bastard! Swine! Bastard! (A GUARD GOES TO GRAB HER)

BARON:
Oh look here my fine and hearty folk. Tis a lady of fire we have for sport. Ay, good sport indeed methinks will come of this. A fitting match to your kind and noble lord. I think the gods have blessed me with a lady strong and fair. So let us then awhile, call halt to battle, and marry me, we’ll merry be, at a marriage feast. (MOB ROARS WITH APPROVAL) Hold the varlot under in the drink.

MOB:
Yes!

BARON:
May his spirit dwell in Hell.

CROWD:
Yes!

BARON:
And let us all mark well this lesson - a tongue which speaks against its kin, leads that same fool to haunt the halls of Hell. Now let him rise for the third time men. (PAUL APPEARS) Now then, block the wheel, and let the flesh be bared to the ravenous hawks to take their fill, but this (MEANING THE TONGUE) ugh! This is for the yapping mongrels. Here (FLICKS TONGUE OFF SWORD TO FLOOR) and now we must prepare for song and celebration (MOB CHEER). 

BARON:
(WALKS SLOWLY OVER TO MARY) But first things first, and so My Lady, your warm and slender hand, this mighty lord requests.

LIGHTS FADE ON LOCATION TWO, LEAVING PARENTS STILL WATCHING TV WHILST, IN THE TOOLSHED, EVA, (PHIL’S 17 YEAR OLD GIRLFRIEND) APPEARS WEARING BLACK SKIRT, TURTLE NECK SWEATER, HIGH HEELS AND BLACK SILK STOCKINGS. SHE AND PHIL BOTH SPEAK WITH BROAD DEVONSHIRE ACCENT.

EVA:
Phil!

PHIL:
Jesus, Eva. What a dream!

EVA:
Yeah, I could hear you outside. I thought you had the wireless on.

PHIL:
Was I shouting? (SHE CLOSES DOOR, WALKS IN, CHECKS THE WIRELESS, THEN LEANS AGAINST THE BENCH)

EVA:
Sounded like poetry!

PHIL:
Poetry!! I must have been talking in my sleep. It was bloody murder! I was killed. Snuffed out! That was no dream! That was really real. 

EVA:
(SHE PULLS UP HER SKIRT, SITS ON THE BENCH OPPOSITE HIM. SHE IS KNICKERLESS. HE CARESSES HER LEGS AS HE TALKS) Blimey! You’re sweating like a...

PHIL:
Eva...this is important! I was a leather-tanner, babe. I even know the year. It was 1457. In Bavaria. I was married to this very dark haired woman. Beautiful...

EVA:
Oh yeah! (SLIGHT POUT)

PHIL:
But treacherous! Not like you, Eva. I can trust you! She was in league with the baron, I know it. Even though she screamed...

EVA:
Oh baby, I don’t want you to go away! (SHE OPENS HER LEGS AS FAR APART AS HER SKIRT WILL ALLOW)

PHIL:
It’ll be alright, love, I promise.

EVA:
But Africa...

PHIL:
God, that dream was so real! I was so terrified, because I knew what was coming, but I’m doing my best to mask my fear. She’s pleading from our front door that SHE WANTS ME TO GO TO WAR!

EVA:
(SOBBING) She must have been a cow!

PHIL:
She was cow-towing to the baron’s will, and even kissed him as I was drowning.

EVA:
Drowning?

PHIL:
Yeah... I was drowned, tied to a water wheel. A wheel which went UNDER... UNDER... and my head, my HEAD... went BANG... ANG... ANG... ANG... ANG... inside a GONG OF LIGHT... RINGING ON... and ON and ON and ON. Waves of endless LIGHT!

EVA:
(MOVING HER FINGER ONTO HER GLISTENING CUNT) Phil, Africa will seem LIGHT years away when you’re there. (SOBBING). And now, fuck it, I can feel this crying’s made all my mascara run. (SHE GETS HER MIRROR AND MASCARA AND DOES HER EYES WHILST PHIL STROKES HER THIGHS)

PHIL:
But it’ll only be for a year, love. That’s not  so long. We’ll be together - all the time - cos our love is real and strong - so strong, nothing can separate us!

EVA:
But I’m not sure about Africa, honey. I mean, what if there’s no modern jazz there?

PHIL:
There must be... sure, after all, it’s where it ALL started!

EVA:
(IN A VERY SEXY VOICE) But will they jive the way we do? I couldn’t bear that trad style! (PUTS HER MIRROR AND MASCARA AWAY AND STIMULATES THE ATTENTIVE EAGER SLIVER OF PINK SINEW ONCE AGAIN)

PHIL:
If they don’t... we’ll turn them onto it. What did you say I was saying as you came in? Poetry? Was it about a baron?

EVA:
Bay-bee, your hands make my thighs feel like... blackcurrant juice... I’m DRIPPING like a ripe pear... DRIPPING.

PHIL:
Eve! Christ, you drive me MAD when you do THAT!

EVA:
(HEAVY DEEP VOICE) It’s mu kinda jazz. Finga jazz. I wanna drive you MAD. Over the top before you go! Baby,I’m buzzing and BURNING ALL OVER.

PHIL:
(RESTING HIS FOREHEAD ON HER KNEE) That’s what it FELT LIKE under the water when I DIED! Everything buzzing!

EVA: Phil! Phil!
 We’re alive NOW!  Come on, let’s do it NOW!  We gotta do it proper, once Phil! I must have it proper with you ONCE baby.

PHIL:
Yeah, but...

EVA:
It’s all right! You can COME INSIDE!  But... will we be safe here?

PHIL:
Yeah! You mean... Naw, THEY won’t come here...they’re like a couple of lumps of lard watching TV.

EVA:
Phil, this is our last chance...

PHIL:
For the plunge! (THEY BOTH LAUGH)

EVA:
Lock the door QUICK Phil. Quick, I’ve got so much juice honey, I can DROWN your fear of dying! Open my flood gates Phil. (HE LOCKS THE DOOR AS EVA PUTS ON 1ST LP BY GERRY MULLIGAN - WALKING SHOES 1ST TRACK. SHE UNDRESSES LIKE A STRIPPER AND TURNING HER BACK TO OUR HERO, MOVES HER HIPS TO THE BEAT IN A BLATANT WAY. PHIL DROPS HIS STRIDES AND KICKS OFF HIS SHOES)

PHIL:
You’re so fucking FANTASTIC, Eve! (CLOSES IN WITH YOUTHFUL RELISH) God, I’m so lucky... I’ve got it ALL!

EVA:
Oh come on baby, come ON. Say sexy things to me. I’m bursting for it! BURSTING!
PHIL:
Oh Eve! You’re fucking brilliant! BRILLIANT! God, I’ve got it ALL!

EVA:
Yeah babe! Ugh! Yeah, HOT AND RAW! Yes, right UP! Oh God! God! Fancy STARTING from the rear! (AND SHE WAS RIGHT, HE WAS BEHIND)
PHIL:
(BREATHING HARD) Just a little back service... ugh... to begin... to begin...

EVA:
God... it’s SO GOOD!  Ugh... I NEEDED this, Phil! I NEEDED IT... Ugh... SO MUCH!  Plunge it up to the HILT, PHIL! Ughggggghhhhhhhhhhhhh.

PHIL:
(HEAVY BREATHING) Turn the sound up, honey! (SHE DOES)

EVA:
Fuck this horny slut Phil!  Yes Phil, she wants it so MUCH! Yes, I needed it SO MUCH!

PHIL:
Me too, babe! I needed this FUCK so bad, and we’re ACTUALLY DOING IT! Eve! Eve! We’re actually doing it. I’m actually fucking you.

EVA:
Say it AGAIN!

PHIL:
Actually FUCKING YOU. YOU AND ME. FUCKING. Phil and Eva, on the eve of my trip to...

EVA:
Fuck me HARD BABY. HARD... HARD... FASTER... KEEP IT UP... I’m going... GOING... ELECTRICK! Christ! Flashing ALL OVER. (BOTH COMING TOGETHER) FLASHING through... Ahhhhhhh... Uhhhhhhh THROUGH... Yes through... It’s ALL...

PHIL/EVA:
(TOGETHER) LIGHT... LIGHT... LIGHT

MOTHER:
(BANGING ON DOOR, DOMINEERING VOICE) Will you two turn that noise down! You’re making the whole street sound like High Jail! (PHIL AND EVA SLUMP INTO THE DECK CHAIR. PHIL LEANS OVER AND TURNS THE RECORD PLAYER DOWN)

PHIL:
Mother?

MOTHER:
What is it?

PHIL:
Go and get stuffed!

MOTHER:
What did you say?

PHIL:
Fuck off!!!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO
LOCATION TWO. SALISBURY(HARARE), RHODESIA(ZIMBABWE).  ONE YEAR LATER. THE GARDEN OF THE LARGE HOUSE WHERE PHIL AND TOM HAVE SEPARATE ROOMS. TOM IS TEN YEARS OLDER. A COCKNEY ARTIST/BRICKLAYER. MOUSTACHED, WEARS SHORTS AND BERMUDA SHIRT. PHIL IS WEARING THE SAME CLOTHES AND STILL SPEAKS WITH DEVONSHIRE ACCENT. TOM IS SAT IN A BUTTERFLY CHAIR (LIKE A DECK CHAIR). THE NEGRO MAID WEARS BRIGHT CLOTHES AND HEADSCARF AND APRON. PHIL WALKS ONTO THE SET. TOM LOOKS UP FROM HIS BOOK. HE IS PHIL’S FIRST `CULTURE TEACHER’.

PHIL:
Hey Tom, what ya doing?

TOM:
Relaxing! How d’ya like me new chair?

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) Yeah... it’s great... but I thought you said last night, you had to work hard bricklaying today to pay off debts. You mean...you bought this butterfly chair instead?

TOM:
Sure. (PICKS UP HIS GLASS OF LAGER)

PHIL:
But how could you afford it?

TOM:
I couldn’t, but the never never’s very handy when somefink takes yer fancy. Nice eh? Try it? (HE GETS UP AND PHIL TRIES IT OUT. GRINS AND NODS) You like it?

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND LETS TOM SIT DOWN. PHIL SITS ON GRASS AT TOM’S FEET) Yeah, great... feel to it! It knocks me out, that you could just...not go to work...just like that. That’s freedom! That’s what I want! I loath this job I’m doing in the City Treasury. It’s stifling. It’s MAD! We’re in the middle of wild Africa...and I’m working in an office!
TOM:
(HANDS HIM BEER) Cool down, man. Your time will come. Look, what could be betta? Hot African sun, paw-paws and guava in the garden, ice-cold lager... and for pure enjoyment...Joyce! D’ya want another shot on the buttafly?

PHIL:
Naw... I’ve got to get me things together. I’m playing table tennis tonight.

TOM:
Match?

PHIL:
Yeah it’s the league final. (BETTY, THE MAID, WALKS UP AND ADDRESSES PHIL)

BETTY:
You want a bath, Master?

PHIL:
Ah?... No, I don’t think I’ve got time, Betty.

BETTY:
(SHAKES HEAD) Madam says you must have bath. (TOM LAUGHS, PHIL LOOKS PEEVED)

PHIL:
Betty, I don’t want a bath.

BETTY:
Madam says you can’t sit at dinner...

TOM:
(CHIPPING IN) as long as you pong! (BETTY LAUGHS)

PHIL:
I won’t eat with them, Betty. I’m sick of being told I smell! Who do the Bargers think they are?  What’s wrong with sweat? I don’t mind it!

TOM:
Come on Phil. Don’t take it out on Betty.

BETTY:
(TO PHIL) When shall I say you’ll bath, master?

PHIL:
Say I refuse to bath under their pressure. You know what I mean PRESSURE? (HE PUTS HIS HAND TO HIS HEAD)

BETTY:
(GIGGLES) Yes, master.

PHIL:
Don’t call me master. Call me Phil.

BETTY:
(NODS, GIGGLING) Would you like tea, Phil? (SHE GIGGLES)

PHIL:
That’s a good idea.

TOM:
No thanks!

BETTY:
OK. One tea for Phil. (SHE LAUGHS AND WALKS OFF)

TOM:
She’s a fine, handsome woman.

PHIL:
I’m sick of the Bargers. They keep going on about me smelling!!

TOM:
Forget it. They’re typical white trash. Treat Betty like shit. She’s got more life in her little finger than that whole family rolled up together.

PHIL:
That’s what I can’t stand about this country. All the whites out here, think they’re something special. They disgust me. Barger’s just a bloody electrician.

TOM:
Sparks are always snobbish. Naw, all the whites are going to get a shock one day, when the Africans take over.

PHIL:
You think it’ll happen?

TOM:
Bound to. The white race is on the decline and the blacks know it. They’re great people, who love humour... like Joyce.

PHIL:
Where is Joyce?

TOM:
James Joyce you nit! Look, you not read him?

PHIL:
(HOLDS THE BOOK AND LOOKS AT A PAGE) I’ve only read a few books, Tom... Animal Farm... Micky Spillane and books on hypnotism. That’s about it. Modern Jazz is all I’ve ever really been into. A fanatic... really. There’s some way-out jazz in town at Club 43. The Mike Gibbs Quartet. He’s amazing... and he’s got this trumpeter with him called Gerry Annersley, who’s now playing like Clifford Brown. (BETTY COMES IN WITH TEA)

BETTY:

Here we are Phil. (SHE LAUGHS) Madam says you’ll have to eat in your own room.

PHIL:
Thanks for the tea, Betty. Tell madam that’ll suit me FINE! (THEY ALL BURST OUT LAUGHING. BETTY WALKS AWAY)

TOM:
This trumpeter sounds good!

PHIL:
Good, he’s incredible, but he was terrible until I hypnotised him at a party!

TOM:
No kidding!

PHIL:
Yeah, I learnt how to hypnotise a few weeks ago and I told him he was playing next to Clifford Brown and Chet Baker and he played this amazing SOLO in front of the rest of the group and they couldn’t BELIEVE IT! I’ve given him a post-hypnotic suggestion...that he’ll always be brilliant! You must go to hear the group. They’re really SHARP.

TOM:
I’ll have to.

PHIL:
This book seems really WEIRD. As if it’s written in a dream.

TOM:
Not bad! Perhaps it explores the dream we all live in.

PHIL:
How do you mean?

TOM:
We’re not conscious of what patterns we’re weaving with our life. We move from one point to another, because of strange connections which might have existed... before we were born. Time is a peculiar pack of cards, you must have noticed that, waiting for your girlfriend to arrive.

PHIL:
It’s been nerve-racking. Thank God, she’ll be here in a few days. She should have docked in Cape Town this morning. Train arrives here at seven in the morning on Sunday. You’ll like her. She’s mad on jazz and jiving like me. The only thing which worries me is... I think she’ll find the jiving here a bit weird!

TOM:
Don’t count on it! She’ll have changed!

PHIL:
Fucking hell! Don’t say that Tom. It’s only 375 days! I’ve not changed!

TOM:
You have, but you haven’t noticed it, because you’re obsessed by your memory of her. That’s not love Phil, so make sure you don’t stifle her with the past. Where’s she going to kip? In that little room with you?

PHIL:
Naw, I don’t want the Bargers to influence her. I’ve fixed up a room for her in town. House owned by a woman who’s got a really RANDY daughter called... Joyce... How about that?’

TOM:
You think it’s a coincidence Phil?  Give us the book. Ulysses! Once you get into this, you’ll know all about strange connections and mental jazz. Circuits of language, Phil. Yep, if one net don’t catch you, the one behind will. You see Phil, existence is determined by a series of filters. DH Lawrence might be a way of getting into it. Give him a bash. He’s great. Modern, very passionate AND poetic. You know what I mean? D’ya like poetry? (PHIL DRINKS HIS TEA. SHAKES HIS HEAD. STANDS UP AND STRETCHES)

PHIL:
... poetry? ... it just seems SOPPY to me. The only poetry I ever came across, was at school but...

TOM:
Listen, Phil, get this clear. Poetry AIN’T SOPPY! They purposely kill your feelings and therefore your imagination at school... that’s why you think it’s soppy. Have a dekko at TS Eliot. The Wasteland and The Four Quartets. I tell you mate, Eliot ain’t soppy!

PHIL:
Well, what’s he on about then?

TOM:
Lots of fings! The mysterious relationship between movement and rest. Cycles of time. The emptiness created in the world by the Western obsession with distractions. And the way the white man is destroying all colour from the world. Look at the dullness of the Yankee mind, compared to the wonderful magical way of life of the Red Indians, who the Europeans have massacred! You can feel all these flavours coming through when you read Eliot, but you can’t explain poetry, by its content or persuasions. How would you explain the meaning of jazz?

PHIL:
Well, if it ain’t got that swing, it don’t mean a thing! That’s for sure!

TOM:
(GETS UP) That’s just it, Phil. Eliot does SWING. He swings between imagination and reason, so much, it’ll make you THINK... which is what will SWING the doors of your mind... WIDE OPEN! (TOM WALKS OFF. PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD THEN SETTLES INTO TOM’S CHAIR)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE
LOCATION THREE. RAILWAY STATION. EVA IS STANDING ON THE PLATFORM WITH A PILE OF CASES. PHIL, WEARING THE SAME SUIT AS IN SCENE ONE, COMES RUNNING ONTO STAGE. OUT OF BREATH. GOES UP TO EVA WHO IS WEARING VERY SOPHISTICATED CLOTHES AND HAIR STYLE. SHE LOOKS ANNOYED.

EVA:
(TALKS WITH SNOOTY VOICE) At last! You’re late! Very late!

PHIL:
(LOOKS DISMAYED, PUTS HIS ARM OUT TO HOLD HER BUT SHE MAKES NO GESTURE OF RESPONSE) (AWKWARD) I know (BREATHING HARD) I couldn’t get the car started. (STARES AT HER)

EVA:
Well, I don’t intend to camp on this platform. (PHIL STARES AT HER FOR SOME TIME. LIFTS HIS ARMS TO HUG HER; THEN DROPS THEM AND STARTS PICKING UP THE CASES. SHE, IN A HUFF, PILES MORE AND MORE ON UNTIL HE CAN HARDLY MOVE. HE SHUFFLES ACROSS THE STAGE... EVA WALKING BEHIND WITH SHOULDER BAG AND COSMETIC BAG AND ROLLED-UP PARASOL. SUDDENLY PHIL TRIPS AND DROPS THE LOT - CASES OPEN AND STUFF ALL OVER THE PLACE)

PHIL:
God! My skittles.

EVA:
(SCREAMS) What are you talking about?

PHIL:
THE WAR! TORQUAY STATION. I’m five, I’ve dropped my navy blue attaché case and my skittles are all over the platform and my fucking mother is humiliating me!

EVA:
I’m not your fucking mother and my clothes are not your skittles. Has the African sun driven you MAD?!

PHIL:
(VERY SHAKEN) Eva... I’m sorry. (PICKING UP EVA’S CLOTHES)

EVA:
So you should be. FIRST you’re LATE, and now... look at all my clothes and my new book of modern English poetry.

PHIL:
Poetry? (STOPS PICKING CASES UP) Poetry? What’s happened to you? You’re not wearing the ear-rings I gave you... or the ring.

EVA:
No, this is 1957 you know. Not 1956. I can’t understand how you are still wearing that silly outdated suit. You look ridiculous.

PHIL:
But you loved this suit. What’s happened to you?

EVA:
(OFF HAND) I’ve grown up. Don’t you have any new clothes?

PHIL:
Well, I’ve got some shorts and...

EVA:
Shorts! God!

PHIL:
Look, I couldn’t afford to buy any new clothes because I’ve been sending you money every month so you could come here.

EVA:
Well, I am here and what a welcome!

PHIL:
It’s not fair. I’ve got a room for you and a car...

EVA:
Which doesn’t go.

PHIL:
It does go. It just didn’t...

EVA:
(SARCASTIC) ... start. Oh God, I could have come to Salisbury from Cape Town in a white sports car... and I wish I had.

PHIL:
I don’t know what’s happened to you.

EVA:
Could we please get this platform scene over with. I’m getting bored.

PHIL:
Jesus, I’ve waited 378 days for you to come here and you treat me like a stranger.

EVA:
We are strangers and this whole African venture seems a dreadful mistake. I’m embarrassed to hear you speak the way you do. You’re so uneducated.

PHIL:
Well, I know a lot about jazz and you can’t deny that! And do you know what, there’s a really great jazz club here.

EVA:
I couldn’t care less! I don’t bother much about jazz any more.

PHIL:
I can’t believe it.

EVA:
You want to open your mind. You don’t know anything, I can tell. I’m interested in culture. Classical music, literature. Whilst you’ve been here I’ve been meeting interesting people. People who read Keats and Shelley. Who go sailing, play golf and who drive sports cars which start first time.

PHIL:
You’re being so awful to me.

EVA:
And let me tell you something else. I don’t need to go to your room, and don’t moan to me about your measly money to bring me out here on a third class ticket. I’m going to act in a film soon.

PHIL:
What are you talking about? I know what women are like at sea. You’ve been unfaithful to me haven’t you?

EVA:
Well, actually, I met an Italian film director on the ship and he’s offered me a part in the new film which he is going to make here in Salisbury. And you can have your money back.

PHIL:
Look, you’re shattering me. I’m sorry about being late and still wearing the same suit and still talking with a Devonshire accent and still loving modern jazz but I’ve met a really educated bloke who reads TS Eliot and I...

EVA:
TS Eliot! God what a bore. Can’t you remember what The Duke said, ‘if it ain’t got that swing it don’t mean a thing.’

PHIL:
Look, I’ve not read TS Eliot I was... Look Eva, do you want to be with me or not? I’m sick of all this. Do you want to be with me or not?

EVA:
Not really. No. There’s no reason why we might not become friends but I...

PHIL:
Friends! Friends! (STARTS KICKING HER CASES AROUND THE STAGE) Fuck you and your film star stupidity and your yachts and sports cars. Fucking stuff it.

EVA:
You idiot, stop kicking my cases. Fuck off. Fuck off.

PHIL:
Listen. Take that (HITS HER IN THE FACE) before I go. I hate you.

EVA:
(HITS HIM BACK) I hate you. Fuck off! Fuck off!

PHIL:
(STORMS OFF) O Jesus, so my father was right!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR
LOCATION FOUR. A ROOM IN GOODGE STREET, LONDON. A YEAR LATER. PHIL IS STAYING IN THE KITCHEN OF A FLAT BELONGING TO JOHN THRUSHMAN WHO IS 30. THEY ARE STARING AT EACH OTHER NOT MOVING. THEY DO THIS FOR SOME TIME - FIVE MINUTES. THERE IS A CLOCK ON THE TABLE BETWEEN THEM.

JOHN:
That’s it.

PHIL:
(MOST OF HIS DEVON ACCENT GONE) Wow. (SHAKES HIMSELF) That was amazing. Your face was like a TV set, and I felt I travelled through it, then out into space and then came back to myself through my past. Bits from all over the place. Some of it’s very sad.

JOHN:
Do you want me to audit you on it?

PHIL:
(STARTS TO BREATHE HARD AND STARTS CRYING)  It keeps happening to me. I keep getting heartbroken. Crushed. It’s like there’s something or some force or spirit who messes up my life.

JOHN:
Do you know what an SP is?

PHIL:
A suppressive person?

JOHN:
Yes. Have you any present time problems?

PHIL:
Look John, do you know what happened today?

JOHN:
You want to tell me?

PHIL:
Yeah, I suppose I do.

JOHN:
Good. Carry on.

PHIL:
Look, I told you about Eva. Right?

JOHN:
Yes.

PHIL:
It was an ARC break. But it completely fucked me up. So I went into making money. I sort of helped run this night club in Salisbury. I used to work on the door and fiddle the takings. I used to take £20 a night out of the take... because Jerry, who ran the club, promised me a cut... but never gave it... 

Then one night, I’m on the door, and these really big blokes, about four of them, barge by... and smash the club up completely. I couldn’t believe it. Jerry was petrified. He just sat down with his head in his hands, whilst they demolished the place. They said things like, ‘just like old times, eh Jerry?’ ‘We believe in balancing things out.’ ‘Wouldn’t like to think of you having the only club in town.’ Of course, they opened their own club down the road. They were villains from the East End! In Rhodesia! It’s ridiculous. 

Anyway, feeling pretty shaken, I walked home to my flat, and on the way I got these strange feelings in my head, and a voice kept saying, ‘je suis un poet.’ ‘Je suis un poet,’ and it was weird because I’ve never written a poem in my life, but I began to feel - really believe, that I am a poet, and it felt good - I felt crisp... everything seemed brighter. After a few days, I went to this party, which was unusual for me, because the parties there are a real drag - Bill Haley and Little Richard, Lion beer, khaki shorts and weird jiving. Anyway, I just popped in to this typical party and had not been there long, when this fantastic woman walks in... stunning looks, like a dazzling film star - blonde, long hair, tall, lithe body with beautiful hips and incredible confidence. She walks into the middle of the room, and stands there staring at one man after the other. She’s looking incredibly sexy - a tight, clinging wool dress - and I get up and walk over to her, and ask what she’s doing. ‘Sorting out the men from the boys,’ she says. I just love her right then, and hold her tight. I melt into her. I can feel those hips now!

‘What are you interested in?’ she says as we start to smooch along. ‘Jazz, poetry and sex,’ I say. She holds me tighter and whispers, ‘it’s a good trio, but you’ve got them in the wrong order.’ I felt so excited. She said, ‘I’ve just popped in for a moment, and I’ve come with that man over there. I have to leave in a minute, because I’ve got a little boy at home, and my father’s looking after him, and I’ve got to go back in a minute and see everything’s OK, but tell me where you live, and I’ll be there when you get back from here.’

And so she left, and I stayed on for a few hours, and tried to stop myself getting too excited about the prospect of her being in my flat when I got back. She’s called Paula Dimitra, and is part Greek. She’s got a sister who’s two minutes older - from a different mother, how about that? Anyway I opened the door of the flat very quietly and crept in, and I couldn’t believe it! There in my bed - on the pillow, her golden hair. She was asleep, her clothes in a pile on the chair. In trepidation, I cleaned my teeth, looking at her through the bathroom mirror - her bare shoulder protruding from the sheets - I undressed in a nervous frenzy, and crept across the floor, and gently slipped into the bed.

The flat had frosted French windows, and so you could see quite well (without the light on) from the street lights. No sooner I got into bed, she woke up and said in a sexy voice, ‘don’t you want to make love to me?’ ‘Of course, of course I do,’ I replied and no sooner I entered into her she came, and then she came again, and again, and I was immersed into the liquid golden beauty of her love. We made love for hours. She taught me many ways of making love according to the Tantric tradition. I was blown wide open. I fell in love with her completely. I worshipped her, and you must understand, that I had been wandering the streets for two years without a woman! Two whole years, wound up to a breaking point, and suddenly, I’m with a goddess who loves me.

She moves in with me and her four year old son Jake. We’re all so happy together. She teaches me everything she knows. I start reading Hemmingway and DH Lawrence and Ulysses, and one day, we went to see an exhibition of European painting in the New Art Gallery of Salisbury. And it changed my life. I looked at Modigliani, and I became a painter. I knew intuitively what painting is all about - I’m bursting with it - so she says, ‘you have to go back to England. You are Europe not Africa.’ I didn’t want to leave her, but I knew she was right. I felt I had to study painting, and soon I was imagining I was a painter. She said she would follow me. Anyway, I eventually left, came here, met you, and today I got a letter from her to say that she’s not coming. (PHIL STARTS TO SOB) I feel so lost... lost.

JOHN:
Do you want me to run this?

PHIL:
Yes, OK. Perhaps I should.

JOHN:
OK. I’ll run it now until you feel better. Do you agree with this?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good. Do you know who I am?

PHIL:
You are an auditor.

JOHN:
Good. Do you have any disagreement with me running this session?

PHIL:
No.

JOHN:
Good. Will you stand up? Good. Walk round the room, shake your arms, whatever you feel like doing... good... change what you are doing... good... stop... good... start... (PHIL DANCES ROUND THE ROOM)... good... change... good... stop... good. Can you sit down on that chair... good... (JOHN OPENS BOX ON TABLE - IT’S AN E-METER) Can you hold the cans?  Good. Have you a present time problem?

PHIL:
Yes, I feel completely lost. And I’m afraid to feel it.

JOHN:
Thank you. State your present time problem.

PHIL:
I have lost the woman I love, and I feel I’ve lost the meaning to being alive.

JOHN:
You have a present time ARC break?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) The E-Meter.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something else you can have in this room.

PHIL:
The chair I’m sitting on.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something else you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The curtains at the window.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me, have you got a present time problem?

PHIL:
I have a feeling of loss.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me a previous incident when you felt loss.

PHIL:
When Eva came out to Rhodesia and behaved in a very cold way. Cut me off. Rejected me.

JOHN:
Thank you. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
Yes. (PAUSE) I know, it was in a dream before I left for Rhodesia. I dreamt I was running away from enemies - and then, I was shot down by my friends - killed, machine-gunned. I lost my life!

JOHN:
Move to one minute after this loss. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
(STARTS SHAKING) Oh God - it was an explosion of light - a bang - ringing, reverberating, and then light.

JOHN:
Thank you. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
When I was three, I came back with my mother to our house from Grandma’s and my cat was gone. I thought my mother had killed it! I felt utterly lost. My cat was my only friend. She said someone stole it. I lost contact with my warmth. I used to lie with my head next to his tummy, and made him purr. He made me feel safe and warm.

JOHN:
Thank you. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
When my dad went away to the war. There was a great hole ripped inside of me.

JOHN:
Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Jesus.

JOHN:
Describe the incident.

PHIL:
I’m lying in my pram. The sun’s shining. There’s a canopy above my head with tassels. I’m looking up at the front door. I must be about nine months old. I can see the blisters that the sun has made on the paintwork. There are these two people looking down on me. One of them is my mother. The other is a neighbour. Strange sounds are coming from their mouths, which are opening and closing like a fish’s. Suddenly I understand the meaning of the sounds for the FIRST time. The sounds are coming at me like Wommmmmm Bommmmmm... suddenly, I understand that they’re talking about ME. They are saying, ‘isn’t he a lovely baby? Aren’t his eyes big?’ I felt horrified. I didn’t trust what they were saying at all. Their faces seemed like some sort of animal. I felt they weren’t talking about me at all. There I was, lying in my pram. Understanding language for the first time! Feeling completely cut off. I didn’t WANT these people to look after me. They seemed like robots. I felt CRUSHED. Crushed and lost, in a desert of sound - in the endless mesh of talk.

JOHN:
Thank you. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss? What was that?

PHIL:
Black.

JOHN:
Year?

PHIL:
Crikey! 1870!

JOHN:
Thank you. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
It’s all darkness. Darkness. Awful loss... Darkness. I can’t see, I’m lost, falling into darkness. Mother. Where’s mother? Where’s Mary? Mary! I’ve lost Mary!

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you see in this room.

PHIL:
(LONG PAUSE) You.

JOHN:
Thank you. Who am I?

PHIL:
The Auditor.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you can have in this room?

PHIL:
The carpet.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something else you can have in this room.

PHIL:
My fear of the dark.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you can have in this room.

PHIL:
The chair you’re sitting on.

JOHN:
Good. Tell me something you can’t have in this room.

PHIL:
The blackness.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something else you can’t have in this room.

PHIL:
My fear that the session won’t cure anything.

JOHN:
Thank you. Locate the blackness.

PHIL:
It’s my mind.

JOHN:
Thank you. Locate the whiteness.

PHIL:
(PAUSE) OK.

JOHN:
Locate blackness.

PHIL:
(PAUSE) OK.

JOHN:
Thank you. Turn the blackness white.

PHIL:
How?

JOHN:
Thank you. Turn the blackness white.

PHIL:
(TRANCELIKE) I can’t, I’ve lost Mary in the blackness. Mary! I can’t believe you’re dead! You’ve left me blind and all alone in this cold loveless dark. Blind and alone! All alone! I’ve lost everything! I lose everyone I love. Everyone!

JOHN:
Thank you. How old are you?

PHIL:
Twenty one.

JOHN:
Name?

PHIL:
Philip Bourke-Marston.

JOHN:
Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
Mother!.... I didn’t WANT YOU TO DIE!

JOHN:
Thank you. Year?

PHIL:
1870!

JOHN:
Thank you. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
Mother’s dead... and I can hardly see... I’m... I’m... DESPERATE... except... I’ve got Mary with me then. How I love her... then she DIED! And I was totally blind at that time... and I still kept loving her... even though she was DEAD. I couldn’t... face she was gone! I loved her more than my own life. My existence became Hell without her. Oh Mary, I still NEED YOU. Where are you NOW? Where are you? I must find you!

JOHN:
Thank you. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
Oh God. It’s my eyes. My eyes. I’ve nearly lost my sight! It’s getting DIM. What’s happened?

JOHN:
Thank you. Move back one day from this incident. What year is it?

PHIL:
1853. It’s a sunny day. I’m small, about three. I’m playing in the garden. In London. Playing with a friend. I’m very happy. I love my mother who is very gentle, and my sisters and my friend. We’re playing with our dog. He’s barking at butterflies.

JOHN:
Thank you. Move forward to the incident of loss.

PHIL:
Oh God. It’s my eyes. A bottle on a piece of string. A green bottle, swinging from the trees. Arthur’s swinging it to me, and it’s smashed on a branch, and my eyes! Ah! Ah! Eyes! The bottle’s smashed into my eyes. There’s blood. I’m crying. Mother comes running down the garden. Arthur’s crying, crying. Blackness, blackness.

JOHN:
Thank you. Move back to the beginning of this incident. OK.

PHIL:
Yes. I’m playing with Arthur in our garden. It’s sunny. Flowers. We’re swinging an old bottle filled with water. It’s hanging from an old tree. It comes towards me... oh... I hit it with a stick and it... it explodes in my face. Ugh! Ugh!

JOHN:
Thank you. Move back to the beginning of this incident.

PHIL:
Yes. I’m about three. I’ve got on dungaree-type trousers. Fawn. A sort of frilly shirt. I’m playing with Arthur, my friend. He’s got a sort of sailor suit on. We’re swinging this bottle between us. There are birds singing. The bottle comes towards me. I go to hit it back, and it explodes. I scream. Blood. Mother comes running down... I’m terrified. Mother says, ‘Philip my darling, my sweet, your eyes. Oh my God, your eyes. What’s happened to your eyes.’

JOHN:
Thank you. Move forward one year from this incident. Can you tell me any incident.

PHIL:
I’m sitting on mother’s lap by the fire. Mother is reading to me, and stroking my head. I love mother. I can see the fire, but not very well. It’s like I’m looking through a fog. Mother’s kind to me. She reads me little verses. I love songs and verses. She wants me to be a poet.

JOHN:
Thank you. Now move back one year to the incident with the bottle.

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good! Can you confront it now?

PHIL:
Just about.

JOHN:
Good. Is there a previous incident when you felt loss?

PHIL:
Oh nooooooo!

JOHN:
What year?

PHIL:
1743.

JOHN:
Thank you. Location?

PHIL:
Arizona.

JOHN:
Thank you. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
Oh God, God, God. Look what’s been done to us. Look what’s been done! Our land and people, destroyed! Nothing left but dead, mangled bodies!

JOHN:
Thank you. Move to the beginning of the incident. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
I can see fire... fire... everything’s on fire. I’m an Indian. There’s screaming and gunfire. It’s the bastard white men!

JOHN:
Thank you. Move to the beginning of the incident. Describe the incident.

PHIL:
I’m an Indian. I can see tipis. Squaws. Blue sky. Tipis, brightly painted. I have five children with my squaw. She is pure. I can hear her laughing. We really love each other. Our tribe lives very peacefully, blessed by the Great Spirit. Our chief is guided by the Great Spirit.

Suddenly there’s PANIC. Screaming! Horses bolting! Gunfire. Then the tipis are on fire! My squaw is falling... with blood on her lips. I’m holding her... our... our children... are screaming... our home on fire... all our people are being killed by white men, who are riding through our burning tents, shooting everyone. This man, he sees me, holding my dying... my dying squaw, and he shoots me in the head! I can see his eyes as he shoots. I’m holding her tight as my head SNAPS.

In our souls, we are together. In our souls, we cry for the earth and plead with the Great Spirit, to save the land from the curse of the white man. As we die, we can still see the burning tipis below. Yes, all together we float away...and it gets brighter and brighter as we fly...like a vast bird...we are all parts of that vast bird...that native bird of paradise...and there’s rainbows of light and song and winds of perfume, as we sail...sail into an inferno of colour, a vast blaze which does not harm but heals us of our sorrow. And all together we sing our soul songs as we enter the... WOW! Just JOY! JOY! JOY!

JOHN:
Thank you. I shall end the session here. Is that OK with you?

PHIL:
Yes. Absolutely. I feel FANTASTIC. Wow, what a background I’ve jumped out from! I feel ready to confront ANYTHING NOW! (DOORBELL RINGS) I’ll get it. (OPENS DOOR. IT’S A YOUNG CONSTABLE IN UNIFORM) Hello... er... can I help you?

COPPER:
(NORTHERN ACCENT) I don’t know lad. You might one day. Can I come in John?

JOHN:
(EMBARRASSED) Yes, of course, Sid. (POLICEMAN TAKES HIS HELMET OFF) How are you, Sid? Sit down!

COPPER:
(IN A SLIGHTLY CAMP VOICE) Well, I could be better. It’s a bit of a slog, this job.

JOHN:
This is Phil, Sid, who’s recently arrived in London from Rhodesia.

COPPER:
Where’s that?

PHIl: Central Africa, Sid. Next country up from South Africa.

COPPER; I thought from what I heard outside door lad, you were foreigner.

JOHN: No, Sid, Phil’s English. He was trying out a new poem! (PHIL LOOKS CONFUSED)

PHIL:
(LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW) John, do you know who that regal looking tramp is standing on the other side of the road in that shop doorway?

JOHN: (LOOKING OUT) That’s King David...a very noble man...in fact he’s actually an aristocrat who went native.

COPPER: (LOOKING OUT) Well if that scarecrow’s a king...I’m queen of England.

JOHN: No, I’m the queen of England, dear.

PHIL: Actually, I think I’ll be off. I fancy a walk. See you later John... and... er...

COPPER:
Sid.

PHIL:
Yeah. Cheers, Sid. Thanks John for everything. (PHIL GOES OUT)

(WHEN THEY HEAR PHIL SHUT DOWNSTAIRS DOOR, THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. THEN SMILE AND POLICEMAN STARTS TO TAKE OFF HIS UNIFORM AS JOHN, LAUGHING, UNDRESSES)
LIGHTS FADE
ACT TWO, SCENE ONE
PHIL AND KING DAVID ARE WALKING IN THE DIRECTION OF CHARING CROSS TUBE STATION. DAVID IS VERY TALL AND WEARS TWO OVERCOATS, A PORK PIE HAT, BLACK WORKMEN’S BOOTS AND HAS A BEARD. HE HAS A VERY REGAL BEARING

PHIL:
What did you mean when you said that they got it all off the wireless?

DAVID:
(STAMPS THE GROUND) Look at it! Trillions and billions of atoms, listening to every word I say. War of the Roses. It’s suffering, it’s all suffering down there! Do you think it’s fun being dead? That’s what they’re waiting for. That’s what they’re waiting for. But I don’t know how to die. (LAUGHS)
PHIL:
How old are you then?

DAVID:
(PINCHES THE SKIN ON HIS HAND. EXAMINES IT) Err... a few million years I suppose. (HE POINTS TO THE RIVER) Does that water ask to be cut up by that boat? The bows of the boat like it though, don’t they? Cut her in two, cut her in two, ha ha, that’ll make her scream! I’ll play the waiting game as well.

Just like the pigeons. They’re all playing the same game. They’re all pretending they don’t know the word. All cosy in their criminal sleep. All waiting for me, to say the word, and then what do you get? Antony and Cleopatra, Wars of the Roses, lots of blood on the earth, the earth loves blood, that’s its chief form of sex you see, lots of blood. Then down comes Julius Caeser, walking down the cool marble steps followed by CLIVE and all the tropical luxuries of India, and yes, everybody’s enjoying it, lots of battles at sea, and plenty of sex, yes lots of choirboys to fuck in the vestry...but suddenly it’s World War TWO and there’s fighter bombers everywhere...BOMBS...BOMBS...BOMBS and suddenly nobody likes it! So who started it all? (HE POINTS HIS FINGER AT HIMSELF) Him! Him! Him! Him! He started it all! He made it all real! It was all right before, you didn’t get hurt, it was just a story, a dream but then he changed it all! Yes, he’s the sod who’s made us all suffer!  We’ll get him! Send him into hell! Make the bastard pay for it! Riddle him with machine gun fire! Fry his balls on a spit! Make him scream for mercy! Mercy! Ugh, If you think that’s what I’m going to do, you’ve made a BIG mistake old boy. I’m just a little nancy boy, like everyone else, who doesn’t know THE WORD. (PARTLY SINGING. PISSING AGAINST A TREE. WHISTLES) They like being pissed on, trees. That’s their chief form of sex. Ah well, I suppose I’d better be getting on with my meditations.

PHIL:
What sort of meditations do you do?

DAVID:
I’ve got to walk these streets old boy. Haven’t you seen it? Murder everywhere. I’ve got to walk around. Up and down. And try to keep it all in order. (HE RUBS HIS FOREHEAD WITH HIS SLEEVE) A full time job old boy. (SUN COMES OUT)
PHIL:
Aren’t you feeling hot with two overcoats on?

DAVID:
Freezing, old, boy, freezing. I can’t find any warmth anywhere.

PHIL:
What about when the sun’s shining?

DAVID:
Don’t mention that gangster to me. There’s no warmth there at all. It’s all torture. An invention of the priest class. Burning bodies, that’s all it is - just burning bodies. Choir boys, and farmers up there, just burning away. Giving that rotten lot, their perverted pleasure, while they sneak about in black robes, torturing everyone. There’s no warmth in it. Freezes me to the bone. People aren’t human beings. Only the other day, I was down in King’s Cross - and I went to the pie stall to have a cup of tea - I was just standing there - no-one said anything - stared at me, as if I was a lion or something - I don’t know, maybe a buffalo - they don’t say to me, ‘hello darling, how are you? Have a cup of tea and a bacon sandwich.’

PHIL:
But that’s terrible. Are you ignored everywhere you go? 

[THEY APPROACH AUDREY, WHO IS SITTING ON THE PARK BENCH. DAVID SEES HER, STOPS AND GRUNTS]
DAVID:
Never ignored old boy, never ignored. I’m fucked day and night, up my legs, through my ears, by every insect that walks the planet. I can never get a good night’s sleep, because of those bastard insects. Always trying to get inside my ears and whisper some infernal message. I don’t want to know about it old boy. I’ve had enough of it. They call it poetry. And think it’s great fun. But I know the torture that goes on, behind it. And you can keep your Matthew Arnolds. If you want to talk about poetry, I suggest you go to Oxford. It’s no use you talking to me. I’ve got too much work to do. She’ll keep you busy.

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO
PHIL, WEARING HIS TEDDY BOY SUIT BUT LONG HAIR, STANDING OUTSIDE SAM WIDGES CAFE IN SOHO, LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW. ALSO STANDING OUTSIDE IS KING DAVID. DAVID IS STANDING VERY STILL RUBBING HIS HANDS TOGETHER BECAUSE HE IS COLD. PHIL KEEPS GLANCING AT DAVID, THEN THROUGH THE WINDOW - WONDERING WHETHER TO GO IN OR NOT. DAVID STARES AHEAD AND SEEMS TO BE OBLIVIOUS TO THE WORLD. EVENTUALLY, PHIL WALKS PAST DAVID AND GOES INTO THE CAFÉ. THE CAFE HAS WOODEN TABLES, BENCHES ROUND THE WALLS. AN OLD VICTORIAN PUB DECOR. BEHIND THE COUNTER IS REG, WHO IS FAT, ITALIAN-LOOKING, WITH BALD HEAD AND HEAVY BLACK MOUSTACHE, WEARING WHITE APRON AND SHIRT, ROLLED UP SLEEVES. AT THE BACK OF THE CAFE IS ERNEST, THE ASTROLOGER, ABOUT 60, LONG WHITE HAIR AND BEARD, BRIGHT, TWINKLING EYES. THERE IS A LITTLE CARDBOARD PLAQUE ON THE TABLE IN FRONT OF ERNEST, WHICH READS ‘ERNEST - ASTROLOGER - HOROSCOPES - 5/ -’. SAT BESIDE HIM IS BILLY MCGUINNESS - AN IRISH GYPSY ORATOR – TOOTHLESS, ALWAYS LICKING HIS LIPS. FURTHER ALONG THE BENCH IS SAT MARTY, LONG BLACK CURLY HAIR, BLACK JEANS AND BLACK SWEATER - THERE’S SIGNS OF HIM BEING A PAINTER (ON HIS JEANS AND SWEATER). DIRTY DAVE, WEARING A BERET, LOOKS LIKE A DUSTMAN, IS LEANING AGAINST THE COUNTER TALKING TO MARION, THE SEXY WAITRESS WHO IS WASHING UP BEHIND THE COUNTER. ANGEL, A TRANSVESTITE, IS LEANING AGAINST THE JUKEBOX, THEN JIVING ABOUT BY HIMSELF. BRENDA THE WHIP, ALL IN BLACK, HIGH HEEL BOOTS. SWINGING SID, JAZZ-STYLE BERET, WALKS WITH A LIMP. SANDOR, WHO IS WEARING A SMARTISH SUIT, THE HUNGARIAN OWNER, GOOD LOOKING, DARK, HORN-RIMMED GLASSES. DOMINIC, TALL, VERY THIN, BLONDE HAIR, VERY SHARP FEATURED FACE, BIG EYES, HOOK NOSE, VERY QUICK MOVEMENTS. EILEEN, 45, BLACK CURLY HAIR, HEAVILY MADE UP. BLACK SKIRT WITH SLITS AT THE SIDE, BLACK SEAMED STOCKINGS AND HIGH HEELED SHOES. HAZEL, TALL, LARGE REDHEAD, BIG HEART, PENCIL SLIM SKIRT ALSO SPLITS AT THE SIDE, BOTH WITH HANDBAGS, SAT NEAR JUKEBOX. SPADE GEORGE, PUSHER, BLACK, SHORT, BELTED ITALIAN MAC, ITALIAN SHOES AND TROUSERS, STRIPED SHIRT. THE JUKEBOX IS PLAYING ‘THE TRAIN AND THE RIVER’ BY JIMMY GUIFFRE TRIO. PHIL WALKS UP TO BAR, VERY SHY, AND ORDERS A TEA. CARRYING THE TEA, HE LOOKS AROUND, AS REG HOLDS UP A PLATE OF STEAMING SPAGHETTI BOLOGNESE. PIANO TO RIGHT OF CAFE. (NOTE FOR STAGING: BAND NOT TO PLAY UNTIL PHIL HAS THE NOSTRALINE)

REG:
(SHOUTS) One plate of steaming hot delicious spaghetti bolognesi. (ANGEL WALKS IN A MINCING WAY UP TO COUNTER)

ANGEL:
Thank you Reg darling. Brenda The Whip give’n you a strawberry jam bath recently? (ANGEL HOLDS REG’S STARE AND WINKS AS HE/SHE TAKES THE PLATE OF SPAGHETTI. PHIL TAKES CUP OF TEA OUTSIDE AND GIVES IT TO KING DAVID WHO NODS. PHIL COMES BACK AND PICKS UP ANOTHER TEA AND MOVES ACROSS CAFE TOWARD THE BACK).
BILLY:
(IRISH ACCENT) Come and sit down here lad. You’ll be safe here beside me... that’s if you’re looking for pure unadulterated sin. (LAUGHS) (PHIL NODS SHEEPISHLY AND SITS DOWN. PUTS HIS TEA ON THE TABLE) Once you’ve tasted life in Sam Widges, you’ll lose your passion for television. Here, we watch each other. And how did a good-looking bright lad like you, bump into a den of iniquity like this?

PHIL:
I was just wandering around and that tramp outside brought me here. Do you know him? He’s very interesting.

BILLY:
That’s King David. A saint among sinners. A child of God. One of my own little ones. A strong spirit who has the gift of tongues. And you, me lad? I saw ya staring in the window, like an eager child wanting to taste the fun. Eh? Is that right? Let me introduce you then to the King of the Poets!

PHIL:
The King of the Poets?

BILLY:
Yours truly. The King of the Poets is God and we gypsies don’t say a man is mad! Never mad! We say that God has taken his mind. Now when God takes your mind, you’re left with nothing, and nothing is God. So you see, I am God. Now, this raises a very important point indeed. You’ve read the Bible, I suppose?

PHIL:
(LOOKING CONFUSED) Well, bits of it.

BILLY:
So you’ve read what I said. I’m not going to quote from my own book, but I’ll point out an important fact! You see, I’ve just popped back to earth to collect my royalties, which are long overdue. Now a cup of tea from you Sir, would be a help to this ancient gentleman, and I’m not referring to this relic on my left, though no doubt, he is also parched to the bone, from doing all that intensive intellectual horoscoping. Is that not right, Ernest? (ERNEST NODS IN GAY AMUSEMENT) So, two teas for two old entertainers, in the midst of man’s miserable mess! (HE GESTURES TO THE WHOLE CAFE) But first, what’s your name, sir?

PHIL:
Philip Masters.

BILLY:
Masters, eh? And what can you master, Masters?

PHIL:
I’ve got quite a good memory and I think perhaps I’m a poet, but not like you, ‘King of the Poets’.

BILLY:
Show me the colour of your money then, poet. Marion, two teas! One for the hoary astrologer and one for God. (BILLY WALKS UP TO COUNTER. ERNEST IS GAY & FANCIES PHIL)

ERNEST:
(LEANS OVER TO PHIL) That’s kind of you to buy me a tea. Do you mind if I guess your sun sign?

PHIL:
No, not at all. God, this is a real stroke of luck that I found this place.

ERNEST:
Well, now, you look pretty solid, so there’s earth there, and very alive and keen, so I would say you’re Capricorn with Leo rising.

PHIL:
That’s fantastic. I am a Capricorn, but I don’t know if I’m Leo rising. I don’t really know what it means.

ERNEST:
Well, what time were you born?

PHIL:
At 8.30 pm on 2nd January 1938.

ERNEST:
I’ll tell you in a minute if I’m right.

PHIL:
Wow, thanks very much. Well, look, here’s 5/-. Could you do my horoscope?

ERNEST:
Of course, of course, delighted. What’s your name?

PHIL:
Philip Masters. (BILLY COMES BACK WITH THE TWO TEAS. JOHN THRUSHMAN COMES IN AND WAVES TO PHIL)

BILLY:
Ah, there’s a gay bird for you, Masters. Hello Johnny. (JOHNNY IGNORES BILLY’S JIBES AND GOES UP TO THE COUNTER AND CHATS WITH REG. ON THE NEXT TABLE DOMINIC JUMPS ON THE TABLE AND DOES A PIROUETTE ENDING WITH ONE LEG IN THE AIR. ANGEL CLAPS AND CHEERS)
DOMINIC:
(SHOUTING TO ANGEL) Don’t laugh too much or your tits will slip.

ANGEL:
(VERY CAMP) Oh don’t crack my front, darling.

SANDOR:
Hey, Dominic, not on the table.

DOMINIC:
(BOWS IN EXAGGERATED FASHION) The activities of your establishment are beyond redemption, but being an officer and a gentleman, I will, of course, accord with your wishes! (JUMPS OFF TABLE, PIROUETTES IN THE AIR AND LANDS ON FLOOR VERY GENTLY AND BOWS AGAIN.)

SANDOR:
Thank you Dominic. (JOHN WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND BILLY AND SITS OPPOSITE AND PUTS HIS TEA DOWN)
BILLY:
And how’s Soho’s most celebrated Queen? (PHIL LOOKS VERY CONFUSED AT THAT REMARK) I see you’ve made a move towards this young poet in our midst. I hope you’re not corrupting him with your weird designs?

JOHN:
Phil is an old soul, a poet in a previous life, and I’m sure will not be overshadowed by my flights of fancy.

ERNEST:
Ah, I see. So you’ve been researching this young man as well. Yes, it doesn’t surprise me that he’s a poet. Phil is a Capricorn, with Leo rising. Lots of fire and purpose. Sun, Moon, Mercury and Venus, all in Capricorn in the fifth. I’d agree, an old soul and (HE WINKS AT JOHN) very passionate, I’d guess!

PHIL:
Now, why didn’t you tell me about this place, John? It’s incredible.

JOHN:
I would have done, but it’s better that you found it yourself. And have you met Marty yet? (HE GESTURES TO PHIL’S RIGHT) Marty, this is Philip Masters, a young poet.

MARTY:
(IN A LAZY VOICE) Spanish White, and mandolins. I’ll kill myself, Madeleine, Madeleine.

PHIL:
With one red rose, and one black rose.

MARTY:
Ah, I see, you hear the edge of a distant frown.

JOHN:
Marty is Soho’s master Dadaist.

PHIL:
What luck! Two kings battling for the centre of the wheel. (ANN WALKS INTO THE CAFE. BLACK CLOAK. BLONDE HAIR, 22. TALKS IN EXTREMELY EMPHASISED ACADEMIC VOICE. NODS TO MARTY AND GESTURES IF HE WANTS A TEA. HE NODS)
BILLY:
The Queen’s battle, lad, not the King’s. Look, it’s a night of the Gods tonight, Ernest. The culture vulture’s here, to gather thrills. (ANN WALKS OVER WITH TWO CUPS OF TEA AND SITS OPPOSITE MARTY. HE NODS AND GRINS. SHE DOES TOO) And what about you Johnny, dear? How’s your scribbling doing?

JOHN:
I’m researching the background to Mithraism at the moment. Ahura Mazda. The religion of the Roman soldiers, and its roots in Persia.

BILLY:
You’re on the wrong track, man. The Persians knew nothing. It’s the Egyptians you want to study. They knew the core of the hub. Astrology came from Egypt. Jack and Jill went up the Hill - Gemini. Gemini, you get it? To fetch a pail of water - Aquarius - the holder of life’s female secrets. (AUDREY WALKS IN, LONG BLACK HAIR AND GREEN CLOAK. DARK EYES. VERY BEAUTIFUL) Well, what’s happening here? (AUDREY WALKS UP TO THE BAR. PHIL SEEMS VERY INTERESTED IN HER) The gypsies came from Egypt. And that woman’s Cancer, I swear. If there’s something you don’t know - ask a gypsy, and he’ll be bound to lie to you, to save you from the embarrassment of finding out you’re a fraud! A gypsy never lies to God. But he’ll lie to people... who are full of bullshit!

JOHN:
God, you accuse me of having Fascist sympathies. Well, what you just said...

BILLY:
(INTERRUPTING) I didn’t say a dickybird man - that wasn’t this bag of shadows talking, it was the old man himself. The geezer you call God. Listen. Understanding is the end of anger. Listen to this. Enlightenment, is when you go so far north, your compass is pointing south!

JOHN:
Wow, you do talk some rubbish. (SANDOR COMES OVER) And how are you, Sandor?

SANDOR:
Just great. Great! It’s going to be a good night.

JOHN:
This is a friend of mine, Philip Masters. He’s a young poet with an old soul.

SANDOR:
Hello. Hey, that’s great news, because there’s going to be poetry and jazz tonight, with the Tom Davidson Trio. Would you give us a sample of your work?

PHIL:
Well... er... why not? I’ve not got anything written down here, but it would be great to do something with jazz. (HE IS NERVOUS AT THE PROSPECT)

SANDOR:
That’s great, great. I’m Sandor. And how are you, Ann?

ANN:
Oh, alright. (AUDREY COMES AND SITS DOWN OPPOSITE PHIL) (TOM DAVIDSON AND TWO OTHERS COME INTO CAFE. TOM TAKES OUT HIS TENOR SAX, JOHNNY SITS AT PIANO AND FRANK TUNES UP DOUBLE BASS)

BILLY:
(TAKES OUT A TUBE OF NOSTRALINE. UNDOES THE BACK AND TAKES OUT A ROLL OF COTTON WOOD LOOKING PAPER. HE CAREFULLY STRIPS OFF A SHEET, ROLLS IT UP AND POPS IT INTO MOUTH. TAKES OFF ANOTHER SHEET AND GIVES IT TO PHIL. PHIL IS STARING AT AUDREY AND SHE AT HIM. PHIL FEELS THE NOSTRALINE IN HIS HAND) Eat it quick Man. You want to be high when you read your poems! (PHIL SWALLOWS WHILST STILL STARING AT AUDREY) (BILLY STRIPS OFF ANOTHER PIECE AND LEANS OVER AND PLACES IT IN MARTY’S HAND WHO NODS IN APPROVAL AND SWALLOWS. THEN SOME TO ANN. JOHN REFUSES. THEN TO AUDREY WHO SMILES AND SWALLOWS) Well, we shouldn’t have any trouble with concentration tonight!

(THE BAND IS WARMING UP. DOMINIC AND ANGEL ARE JIVING ABOUT. BRIAN WALKS IN WEARING A WESTMINSTER CITY DONKEY JACKET, CARRYING A LEATHER BAG OVER HIS SHOULDER. HE IS VERY DIRTY AND UNSHAVEN)

SID:
There you go, Brian.

BRIAN:
(BRIAN STOPS IN HIS TRACKS AND IN A LOUD VOICE) What d’ya mean, there you go? There you go? I’ve just come in haven’t I? (SID SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS. THE OTHERS GIGGLE)

WAITRESS:
Don’t you ever wash, Brian? You look as filthy as Dirty Dave here. (DAVE PUSHES HIS BERET FORWARD)

DAVE:
(VERY BROAD, GRUFF, COCKNEY ACCENT) Come off it. If I washed, I’d lose me sex appeal, wouldn’t I? Just like Samson losing his hair. (EVERYONE STARTS TAPPING THE TABLES TO THE MUSIC. PHIL AND AUDREY ARE STARING AT EACH OTHER WHILST THE MUSIC IS PLAYING. WHEN IT STOPS, SANDOR STANDS UP)
SANDOR:
That was great. The Tom Davidson Trio. (PEOPLE CHEER AND BANG TABLES IN APPROVAL) As usual, we invite poets to join in with the jazz and tonight we are lucky enough to have with us a young poet, who’s only recently arrived in London and this is his first visit to Sam’s. So let’s give Philip Masters a warm welcome. (LOUD APPLAUSE AND CHEERS AS PHIL, LOOKING RATHER WORRIED, SINCE HE’S NEVER WRITTEN A POEM IN HIS LIFE, WALKS UP TO TOM DAVIDSON AND NODS TO EACH MEMBER OF THE GROUP)

PHIL:
(TO TOM) Can you just play something sorta funky and blue - you know, swing along, and not take any notice of me, so I can move in when it comes?

(TOM NODS AND THEY START PLAYING. PHIL STARES AT AUDREY AND SHE AT HIM) 

(MARTY AND ANN AND DOMINIC ARE HAVING A JOINT DISCREETLY. AS PHIL STARTS TO SPEAK, DOMINIC TAKES A DEEP DRAW ON THE JOINT AND DOES A PLIÉ AS HE DRAWS IN, AND HOLDS IT CROUCHED ON THE FLOOR)

PHIL:
(STARING AT AUDREY)

O Goddess of Fire

Once there was a people

who lived on a wild land

now called America

And those people

raw as rock

raw as eagle

loved the land

loved the air

loved the sun

loved the winds

loved the animals

loved the spirits

loved each other

and loved as one tribe

the Great Spirit!

and the brave loved the squaw

with a love strong and silent

and she loved him, with a heart

soft, deep and rich

and they knew how to SEE

deep into each other’s soul

and could pass beyond

into the Great Mystery

and at night, beneath the bobbing stars

they would melt into one another, and soar

as one soul, through the endless

sparkling mystery

(MARTY AND ANN AND DOMINIC ARE GIGGLING)

And the whole tribe

united in truth’s passion

would fly as one song

through eternity’s living love.

And whilst they glided

through the heart of infinity

(MARTY AND ANN GIGGLE)

The Great Spirit

would protect their surrendered bodies

holding the circle of painted tipis

with his gentle light.

And they lived a true life

harmonising strength and beauty

But then one day

the white man

anaemic with reason

smashed into their soft circle

and ripped them apart

with his cruel corners

And we stared into each other’s anguished eyes

and loved through the hammering burning HATE

And the wounds hurt HURT H U R T

and we were crushed crushed CRUSHED

of life

but we stayed, seeing deep, deep into the heart

as we died died DIED

And we left our strangled mangled charred

bodies

smouldering on the compost of our culture

as we floated as ONE soul

into the other world

and then...

we came back back BACK

and I’m here

and you’re here,

and I’m a spy for love, yeah

I’m a spy for love

MARTY:
Get you dear.

I’m the beaten Indian in a white man’s body

cos I’m a spy for love

yeah, I’m a spy for the Great White Spirit

Yeah, I’m a spy for love

(AUDREY HAS BEEN PLAITING HER HAIR DURING THE POEM, AND NOW HAS A HEAD BAND WITH A FEATHER IN HER HAIR LIKE A SQUAW)

And you, Oh woman,

 carry the pitcher of knowledge

in your heart

and I’ve got the eyes of light

the Great White Spirit gave,

to see with

to see with

and you’ve got to give that juice

give that juice

give that juice

(MARTY AND ANN GIGGLE)

cos we need it

to fly with

to fly with

and I adore you

cos I SEE who you are,

cos I’ve jumped time baby,

O yeah

I’m a spy for love

a spy for love

yeah, a spy for love!
(AS MUSIC STOPS EVERYONE SHOUTS APPROVAL AND CLAPS. THE POLICE BARGE IN. TWO CONSTABLES, A SERGEANT AND INSPECTOR FLEECE. THEY KNOCK PEOPLE OVER AND MARCH UP TO THE COUNTER. TWO CONSTABLES STAND BY THE DOOR, STOPPING ANYONE GOING OUT OR COMING IN. KING DAVID STILL STANDS OUTSIDE, UNCONCERNED SIPPING HIS TEA)
FLEECE:
I want the names and addresses of everyone here. And I want to see your catering license. (TO REG WHO TAKES IT DOWN FROM WHERE IT IS PINNED BEHIND THE COUNTER. THE SERGEANT TAKES NAMES AND ADDRESSES)

SANDOR:
(WALKS UP TO FLEECE) What’s the meaning of this ugly intrusion?

FLEECE:
Listen, sonny, shut your gob. I’m going to close you down! Do you get it?

SANDOR:
What do you mean, close me down? You’re behaving like a Gestapo bully. You’re supposed to be protecting me, not threatening me. This sort of thing is...

FLEECE:
Listen, little upstart. If I get you in a back double, you won’t come out walking! Look at this place. It’s a den of iniquity. (EVERYONE LAUGHS AND CHEERS AS THE BAND STARTS PLAYING AGAIN. PHIL IS STILL STARING AT AUDREY WHO SWAYS TO THE MUSIC) Stop that music! Stop that music! (BAND GOES ON) Stop that music! You’ve got no music and dancing licence. Stop dancing! (NO-ONE TAKES ANY NOTICE) Stop that music! (FREAKS. WALKS UP TO TOM DAVIDSON WHO CARRIES ON PLAYING, LOOKING STRAIGHT AT FLEECE)

PHIL: (TO THE MUSIC)

Here in Britain

The sleepers say they’re free

(EVERYONE CLAPS)

Conscience is buried

deep deep deep

in the heart of decay

FLEECE:
Stop that nonsense.

PHIL:

One day the people will see
there’s a war, between

the controllers and the controlled!

between the police

and the people

(FLEECE WALKS UP TO PHIL AND PUSHES HIM OVER. PHIL KNOCKS TOM ONTO THE DOUBLE BASS PLAYER WHO FALLS OVER. EVERYONE IN THE CAFE BOOS)

FLEECE:
(TO SANDOR) Right, Mr Hadfield. I shall be taking you to court, for this offence of having music and dancing on the premises, without having a licence! And, I want everyone’s names and addresses! Is that understood? (SILENCE) (PHIL WALKS UP TO AUDREY AND KISSES HER ON THE FOREHEAD. THE BAND GET UP AND PLAY AGAIN. EVERYONE TALKS AND LAUGHS AS SERGEANT GOES AROUND GETTING NAMES AND ADDRESSES. FLEECE STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE CAFE, GLARING. AUDREY LEAVES)

FLEECE:
(POINTING TO KING DAVID) Is he part of this cafe? (EVERYONE BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) Take his name and address, Sergeant.

SARGE:
Yes, Sir. (PHIL GIVES FALSE NAME AND ADDRESS. THEN BOWS TO FLEECE AND EVERYONE)

SANDOR:
That was really great Phil. Great. Let’s all give Philip Masters a big hand for the performance. (SHOUTS AND CHEERS)

MARTY:
Watch the angles of the storm.

ANN:
And the sinew in the lightning.

PHIL:
Au revoir, mes amis. Les enfants terribles en Sam Widges. (PHIL AND AUDREY LEAVE TOGETHER. OUTSIDE PHIL GOES TO GIVE KING DAVID SOME MONEY)
KING DAVID: I don’t touch the stuff old boy. It would give me flu.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE THREE
(THEY HAVE BEEN WALKING SILENTLY SINCE LEAVING THE HOUSE OF SAM WIDGES. AS THEY ENTER ST JAME’S PARK, THEY BOTH TAKE OFF THEIR SHOES).

AUDREY:
That was such a great poem. When did you write that?

PHIL:
It’s not written down. I made it up as the band played.

AUDREY:
(STOPS AND LOOKS INTO HIS EYES) Is that true? (HE NODS) What, just came through? (HE NODS) That’s amazing. Did you know you could do it?

PHIL:
Well, for over a year now I’ve had these strange feelings of being a poet - but I’ve never written a poem down, although what came through just now is linked to the strange back-tracking I did recently with John Thrushman.

AUDREY:
Really! Well, I felt you were speaking to my soul, as well as to what is ageless in us all.

PHIL:
(STARTS TO WALK) Perhaps its down to that strange nostraline Billy gave us... It doesn’t half help one’s concentration. (TRANCE LIKE)

Walking down the lane alone,

conscious of my every step

I turned the bend, and felt you there,

waiting in the morning mist.

And in the darkness of my heart

I saw your eyes shine clear and bright,

but nowhere could I feel your form

as coldness fell across my brow.

And standing by your sleeping bones,

invading anguish gripped my mind,

I could not see, nor could I run,

I felt my joy forever gone!

And then, I heard a mocking crash,

the sea applauding, endless grief.

I traced with fingers on the stone,

the name of love, forever gone!

(PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD, THEN VIOLENTLY SHAKES ALL OVER. AUDREY HOLDS HIM TIGHT)
PHIL:
What was that? Wow, I don’t know where that came from?

AUDREY:
You mean... you mean that just came through as well? (HE NODS) Wow, wow, WOW! Well, what do you want to do with me? (THEY STOP AND STARE INTO EACH OTHER’S EYES)

PHIL:
I see your third eye blazing out a light of such green brilliance. You’re a Sibyl in disguise. I want to travel with you... and yet, to do that, I have to travel through you, first. (THEY ARE STANDING BENEATH A TREE) I can see your face flicker. Flicker fast through the past. I can see the whole of human history. Yes I can see down the corridors of the mind, whilst the Lord’s blessing comes streaming through your eyes. Oh woman, your bones are a still fire. I can see in you, the peace you’ve kept, whilst I’ve played at murder and self praise. (AUDREY STARTS TO DO A MIME DANCE AROUND THE TREE AS IF SHE WAS PICKING UP MESSAGES FROM THE BRANCHES AND THE GRASS)

You’ve witnessed all my wars,

communing with the stars above,

who look on you, with awe and grace,

wondering how you stand the pace,

this race of blood, I chase you through,

and yet, you do. (HE HOLDS HER)

O woman let me taste the tides of life.

I’m sick of endless, shallow, talk.

(STARES AT HER)

AUDREY:
Then come, explode your bomb of fear.

PHIL:
Oh Jesus, Jesus, you’re dissolving, dissolving.

AUDREY:
Dance with nimble feet, upon this timeless cloud. (TOGETHER THEY MIME DANCE AROUND THE TREE. THEN AUDREY STARTS TO WHIRL LIKE A DERVISH AND THEN SINGS OUT IN AN INDIAN FASHION. THE MOON IS SHINING ON THEM. PHIL DANCES AROUND THE TREE AND AUDREY. THEN PHIL STANDS STILL AND AUDREY STOPS. PHIL LOOKS UP, HE GASPS)

PHIL:
My God, I am what I think. I wondered if I could move that cloud away, and it MOVED... Look, I can move all the clouds, I’m making the sky clear, without any effort... I’m bringing the stars out! They’re getting brighter and brighter. Oh God, God, I am the universe. (HE FALLS TO HIS KNEES) We are so small, so small. Bless me lord, with the courage to be real. (A GENTLE WIND BLOWS FROM THE TREE. HE TAKES AUDREY’S HAND) I must sit down. (THEY WALK TOWARDS THE PARK BENCH. THERE IS ABSOLUTELY NO-ONE ELSE IN THE PARK. IT IS ABOUT MIDNIGHT. THEY SIT DOWN. HE LOOKS AT HER) Did you feel that wind?

AUDREY:
(NODS) Yes, it is an acknowledgement. A sign to our spirits that we are in contact with Life and Truth.

PHIL:
(LIES DOWN AND PUTS HIS HEAD IN HER LAP AND LOOKS UP) We have been blessed. Look, woman, at that sky. Every star is linked in an enormous web of living light. I see minute drops of gold light, travelling along the fibres of the web - from the farthest star to here. Here, the whole sky has one form - three dimensional, or four dimensional, a huge dome - we are looking into the Mind of God! Oh, it’s too much, too much - the energy. (A POLICEMAN WALKS UP AND SPEAKS IN A TRANCE-LIKE,CONFIDENTIAL, REVERENTIAL TONE)

COPPER:
Excuse me Sir, I wonder if you’d mind sitting up, as there are other people, who might want to sit down. (THEY BOTH STARE AT HIM, AMAZED BY HIS INCONGRUOUS STATEMENT AND BEHAVIOUR) Thank you, Sir. Good night. (HE WALKS ON)

PHIL:
You see, it always happens like this. It was the same with poor Coleridge in the middle of Kubla Khan! The intrusion at the critical point. (THEY GET UP AND START WALKING THROUGH THE PARK)

AUDREY:There will alwauys be Interference, Phil. You’ve got to get this right, first time! Grumbling’s a drag.

You see, energy reaches a critical point, as you say, and then a gap occurs. Well obviously, depending on what happens in that gap, TOTALLY determines which way a person’s life unfolds. Because, either you get a world of inertia, or a different energy from a totally different dimension, that can fill that gap. Either way it’s useless complaining about the interference from the world. It’s bound - because you’re bound to it. It’s bound to come in at this point - the thing is not to crash into this inertia or you’ll be deflected every time from your true purpose; you have to let the inertia flow through the gap and, at the point at which it occurs, you must draw on the energy of your original intention. Now, if your original intention is good, let us say you want to find God, then at that moment you draw on the energy of the original impulse - if you don’t do this, you will loose all your energy and never gather enough momentum together to really break through.

PHIL:
Wasn’t I through then?

AUDREY:
Yes, partly. Yet it’s up to you to stay open. It’s useless to complain about the interference from the world. The world is BLIND. Asleep. People are sleep walkers, like that policeman; when they bump into an alive mind...they simply behave like automatons. Now, a man or a woman who is attempting to awaken must not react to their blindness. It’s pointless - putting a kettle onto boil, and then getting enraged every time your sleep walker takes it off the heat. Just discreetly put it back again. Of course, this totally depends on your intention. Cos, unless you’re totally convinced that you want it to boil, you will simply see the world’s interference as an excuse to indulge in your own deadening hypocrisy.

PHIL:
My god, woman, I said you were a Sibyl. How do you know all this?

AUDREY:
There is a teaching. It is known as... THE WORK. I have a friend, a very wonderful person who is my teacher - you may meet him one day if you really wish to pursue the possibility of embodying a complete cosmic conscience. You see, almost everyone when they first struggle to awaken, needs the spiritual protection of a real esoteric school.

PHIL:
How does one make contact with such schools?

AUDREY:
You contacted it tonight. Have you heard of the work of... Mr Ouspensky?

PHIL:
Wow, that’s weird! Coming back on the boat from Rhodesia, I met this Jewish woman called Rozelle, and in her cabin she had two books - one was `The Elegies’ by Ranier Maria Rilke, and the other was called `The Psychology of Man’s Possible Evolution’ by Ouspensky. Now, I knew instinctively just by looking at the titles that both books would be important to me, but I also knew that `The Elegies’, which I never read, I mean I never even knew they existed, but I knew they would excite me so much...they would stop me writing poetry, so I read the Ouspensky.

AUDREY:
And what did you understand from that?

PHIL:
That I am not a single person...but a bunch of warring personalities...each seperate personality claiming it is who I AM! But there is one ` me’ amongst all the others which is drawn to the TRUTH and this personality is called the Magnetic Centre. Now, this Centre realises that real life can only come into existence by being bathed in true LOVE ESSENCE. Right? Now, the Magnetic Centre realises that IT is not who I really am, but it also realises that it must make way for a real soul to come into being. The Magnetic Centre is like one TRUE person in a room full of liars. Only the Magnetic Centre can lead me to the Master, which is who you really are. The rest of the people in the room are going to try to prevent me from waking up, since their existence depends upon me staying asleep.

AUDREY:
Very good! And so...why do you think we are together right now?

PHIL:
Well, I presume that my Magnetic Centre recognises that you are a doorway to truth, a passage which if I entered would lead me to the possibility of embodying my true nature.

AUDREY:
That sounds like you read the book!  Look Phil, It’s ENTIRELY up to you whether you make this actual or not. Do you realise the price you’d have to pay to move on from here?

PHIL:
I can guess... my whole life.

AUDREY:
And are you prepared to give your whole life to find truth?

PHIL:
I hope so...but it’s difficult to know how deep is one’s conviction.

AUDREY:
That’s the beginning of HONESTY. Most people when faced with that question completely bullshit. Look, here’s a number. In a month, when it feels right, ring up and say who you are. Say Audrey gave you the number and you wish to speak to Dr B. That’s all.

PHIL:
You’re an angel. I love you. (SLOWLY THEY TAKE THEIR CLOTHES OFF AND START TO MAKE LOVE)

PARK WARDEN:(SHINES TORCH ON BOTH OF THEM)  OK, that’s enough of that! Get up! Both of you! Stop all that and get up!(PHIL AND AUDREY TAKE NO NOTICE) I’m warning you. Get up NOW. Do you hear me? Get up!(WALKS OVER TO THEIR HEADS,& HIS FEET ALMOST TOUCH THEM. HE SHINES HIS TORCH UP AND DOWN THEIR MOVING BODIES.SUDDENLY PHIL AND AUDREY MAKE SOUNDS OF ORGASM AND,THEN,CLING TO EACH OTHER)I am telling you both, you’re in a lot of trouble. Now get up.

PHIL:(QUIETLY) Why don’t you go away, and stop interfering with something that has nothing to do with you?

PARKIE:
This is the last time I’m warning you. Get up and put your clothes on! and follow me.

(AS THEY DRESS AUDREY SAYS:-)

AUDREY:Don’t let him ask me any questions! I’m not supposed to be in this country.

LIGHTS FADE
ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR
IN THE PARK WARDEN’S OFFICE. HE HAS TAKEN HIS HAT OFF AND IS SAT BEHIND A DESK WITH LOADS OF PAPERS, ETC. PHIL AND AUDREY ARE STANDING UP WITH THEIR BACKS TO THE AUDIENCE. BEHIND THE PARKIE’S HEAD ARE CUPBOARDS. ONE IS SLIGHTLY AJAR
PARKIE:
I’m going to charge you both with indecent behaviour. Your activity is an offence against the Queen.

PHIL:
Against the Queen! This isn’t the Queen! I wasn’t screwing the Queen! You’ve made a mistake in the dark.

PARKIE:
Very funny. That kind of cheek won’t get you very far.

PHIL:
I’ve travelled lifetimes on it, so far. How far do you think I should go?

PARKIE:
You’ll both be going down the road...do you know where I mean?  Not the Old Bill. No, I’m sending you down to The Old Bailey. I’ve sent four couples there this month.  Filthy lot, they were! You lot are all the same! Polluters of Public Parks!

PHIL:
God, I would be sickened by my own breath if I was you. You disgust me! You’re subhuman. You must be, to do a job like this.

PARKIE:
I carry out an important duty, in ensuring that the Royal Park is kept free of indecent behaviour.

PHIL:
(LOOKS AT AUDREY) Indecent! Do you know what? You should be charged with insulting behaviour, treating the sensitive feelings of human beings as if they were dummies stuffed with clippings from ‘Men Only’ and ‘The Reveille’. That’s the sort of stuff you drool over, isn’t it?

PARKIE:
Everyone’s got a job to do. When I took this on, I was aware that it entailed arresting people like you lot.  Sometimes...I’ve not exactly enjoyed it, but I’ve become rather good at it.

PHIL:
Good at being a sneak. Your wife must have become anaesthetised against spiritual infection, if she has to live with the stink of your rotting mind around her.

PARKIE:
PAUSE) My wife left me years ago, because of the late hours I have to keep.

PHIL That’s the tall story you want to believe. I bet she got sick of feeling she was married to a pervert!  Why don’t you start walking back, along the road to human decency and let me and this beautiful goddess get out of your stinking office. Then you can over-rule your lousy conscience and wank yourself into a frenzy...imagining us!  (THE PARKIE GOES TO SHOUT AND GET UP WHEN THE CUPBOARD DOOR OPENS AND A WHOLE LOAD OF REVEILLES, TIT BITS, AND MEN ONLY FALL ON HIS HEAD. HE SLUMPS DOWN AND PUTS HIS HEAD ON THE DESK, COVERED IN MAGAZINES AND GESTURES WITH HIS HAND ACROSS THE DESK TO PHIL AND AUDREY TO LEAVE HIM ALONE. THEY WALK OUT SMILING)

AUDREY:That was brilliant. Let’s go and see Marty and have a cup of tea.

PHIL:  What, the painter who was in Sam Widges?

AUDREY:Yeah. He’s got a place the other side of the park.

PHIL:  He seemed very forbidding.

AUDREY:Very! He’s transcended the human dimension. Actually, he’s a Surrealist Saint. A genius of the fifth dimension.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE
MARTY’S STUDIO. HE IS SAT IN A CHAIR. AUDREY AND PHIL SIT DOWN ON THE FLOOR. BEHIND MARTY A LARGE UNFINISHED ABSTRACT PAINTING. ANN WALKS IN WITH TRAY OF TEA. HANDS ONE TO EVERYONE. SHE SITS DOWN IN A WICKER CHAIR. IN THE CORNER ARE A PILE OF PAINTINGS WITH THEIR BACKS FACING OUT
ANN:
So what have you two been up to?

AUDREY:
Phil has been opening up the night.

MARTY:
He usually does when there’s a lady around. (ANN LAUGHS)

PHIL:
How can you say that? You don’t know me!

MARTY:
Don’t I? The agony in the shadows. Oh dear, dear, don’t fret little Gigolo, the roses have their thorns.

PHIL:
It feels more like machine gun fire.

AUDREY:
(TO MARTY) You don’t treat Phil with the respect he deserves.

MARTY:
Ah, I see you’ve come here with a well rehearsed script.

AUDREY:
It’s not a script Marty. We’ve just been through something together which is very sacred.

MARTY:
I suppose you’ve been floating off to visit the Red Indian Great White Spirit?

PHIL:
God! What’s your game? Smashing up people’s minds?

MARTY:
Don’t you enjoy your little mind being pulverised then?

AUDREY: Marty,you’ve got to stop this arrogant little game of yours.

MARTY:
Ah. Ah. Sweet lady of the pulsing night. Such a rare jewel to float into the panting austerity of my harsh abode.

AUDREY:
Oh mangled magician, canst thou not give heartfelt warmth to two weary pilgrims of the soul. (MARTY AND ANN SNIGGER)

MARTY:
A little pain in the heart does you good, you know. That is, of course, if you enjoy Christ’s passion. Like Johann Sebastian Bach, for instance. Perhaps a little piece from the St Matthew Passion would go down well at this moment. (PUTS RECORD ON)

ANN:
You both need a smoke!

MARTY:
Yes, that would make the spying dolls sing!

PHIL:
(TO MARTY) Do you live alone here or with Ann?

MARTY:
I can’t afford the luxury of an abandoned woman, if that’s what you mean. I’ve got too much work to do, and I get enough interference as it is, what with burning wires (LIGHTS JOINT AND HANDS TO AUDREY) around my ankles and the sudden blasts of rotting eggs stenching out the room. All little infernal tricks, played on me by that slimy little bastard who thinks he’s so clever. (PHIL JUMPS UP AND AUDREY HANDS HIM THE JOINT. HE’S NEVER SMOKED GRASS OR HASH BEFORE.) (TO PHIL) Deep breath. (PHIL DOES A PLIÉ AS HE DRAWS IN AND HOLDS IT) Ah, I see you admire Dominic’s style. (PHIL STANDS UP AND REPEATS THE PLIÉ, DRAWING IN THE SMOKE)

AUDREY:
(TO MARTY) Who were you talking about?  An awkward neighbour or Lucifer?

MARTY:
I’m talking about the Prince of Darkness, who controls this little lot from Pole to Pole, from start to finish. Christ, I wish he’d fucking show himself, so I could smash him one between the eyes!  Ah yes,there’s no greater lover of beauty, than that author of pain.

AUDREY:
So what place has a woman in your scheme of things? (PHIL HANDS JOINT TO MARTY THEN PACES UP AND DOWN)

MARTY: 
Listen how the room pants. Ah, ah. What it is to be a footstep in the night. Woman, is the second shape of solitude, but those high pitched little astral sneaks have got it coming...one day! I wish I could just get hold of one of them right now, and burn his fiery eyes out with red hot needles.

PHIL: Marty,who the hell are you talking about?

MARTY:
Oh sweet little twinkle toes. They just can’t keep still. Is it because you’re caught in the romantic mill?

ANN:
With a soggy will?

PHIL:
Ah, at last the chill lady speaks her mind.

MARTY:
With the reins of Boadicaea round the heart.

AUDREY:
You’re all getting lost in the Rimbaud marsh again.

MARTY:
(LOOKING AT PHIL) Where’s the will o’ the wisp, is the young man’s flame.

Singeing up the curly shins again!

Ah what ecstatic pleasures on the spit!

How he loves to suck us, as we drip.

PHIL:
Who? Who? Who?

MARTY:
Why do you pretend that you’re blind?  Got you safely hypnotised did they? (PAUSE) I’m talking about that grey-robed, snivelling lot, who torture me, day and night.

AUDREY:
Are you talking about real people or spirits? (ANN AND MARTY BURST OUT LAUGHING)

MARTY:
It’s the same thing, if you can see! It’s their philosophy which has hypnotised you, into believing that there is a distinction between people and spirits. No-one will face the obvious truth.

PHIL:
(PARANOID) What truth?

MARTY:
Ah ah, he’s getting worried of having their game exposed?  Look, you know very well that we’re a defeated race! We LOST THE BATTLE and are NOW being controlled by these little creeps, who sneak about and whisper instructions in your ear, that it would be a good idea to have this disease or that one, or, we should have a war in Vietnam, or perhaps strangle your wife or husband. Do you get it?

PHIL:
How do I know if they really exist? (ANN AND MARTY LOOK AT PHIL AND AUDREY AND SNIGGER)

MARTY:
I don’t think you will, until you wake up and face what’s going on around the world! They’re not invisible, you know!  They’ve simply hypnotised the human race to not notice how they’re being controlled. (TO PHIL) You never stop moving. Why don’t you keep your feet still? (PHIL WALKS OVER TO THE PILE OF PAINTINGS AND TURNS ONE AROUND AND STARTS TO STARE AT IT FOR SOME TIME. PAUSE)

PHIL:
Blimey, I’ve never seen colour EVER before. It’s amazing. This painting’s become transparent! I’m being bathed in transparent coloured light. I’m being pulled into the painting.

MARTY:
You’re off again. You’re far too luscious, do you know that?

ANN:
(LAUGHING) It’s his Italian style! The Don Juan of Darblay Street. (ALL LAUGH)

PHIL:
OK, so you all enjoy sending me up. Did you do this painting Marty?

MARTY:
No, it’s John Thrushman’s.

PHIL:
God, can he paint as well? What visual power.

MARTY:
It’s a complete load of rubbish.

PHIL:
I think you’re jealous! (THE OTHERS LAUGH)
MARTY:
Oh, our fresh red Indian poet is getting frosty. Do you fancy John Thrushman then?

PHIL:
What a load of bollocks. It’s got nothing to do with fancying John Thrushman! It’s got to do with the amazing way that the spatial relationships in this painting develop.

MARTY:
Ooh, very academic.

PHIL:
It’s not academic. It’s to do with what I’m SEEING with my eyes.

MARTY:
Exactly. Your eyes! Nothing to do with the painting!

PHIL:
Why do you try to make me doubt?

MARTY:
Oh,don’t get so paranoid. You’re just stoned. (ALL LAUGH)

PHIL:
I still think that painting’s fantastic!

MARTY:
You just adore your own projections. (PHIL STARTS TO MIME A DANCE REPRESENTING A SAILOR PICKING UP A WHORE. EVERYONE ROARS WITH LAUGHTER)

ANN:
What a treat. Speak poet, speak!

PHIL: (IN AN EXAGGERATED DRAMATIC FASHION)

I stumbled across the desert of my stare,

a silent needle leading to the moon

The dew-stars trembled on night’s icy web,

And I in terror thought I’d break the threads

And cause the holy stars to fall like rain;

and so my tower was flattened, once again.

(MARTY AND ANN CLAP)

MARTY:
More. More. You’ll make Dylan Thomas jealous in his grave, with this stuff.

PHIL: (TRANCELIKE)

The ripples of the moon have been my bed,

Glistening horns I wore which flashed like swords.

I rode that chariot rare of polished pearl

whose inner orchestra set free my soul

by pulsing my lead heart with

rainbowed ecstasy!

And simple truth

Knowing what will be

Sudden insight

ripples from a tree

MARTY:
Yes. That’s a better stab at the Crucifixion. Much better!

PHIL:
Wow, thank you. (HE GOES OVER AND PUTS HIS ARM ROUND AUDREY)

MART:
You can both kip next door if you want.     LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE
THE HOUSE OF SAM WIDGES COFFEE BAR.  EVENING. KING DAVID STANDING OUTSIDE AS USUAL. INSIDE, SANDOR --THE OWNER--SITTING AT A TABLE. REG, THE COOK, AND MARION, THE WAITRESS, BEHIND BAR. ERNEST IN SAME POSITION. NAT SCHAFFER, A STREET MUSICIAN IS PLAYING ACCORDION THROUGHOUT SCENE. DIDO, TALL, THIN, EAR RINGS, PORKPIE HAT, IS SITTING NEAR ERNEST THE ASTROLOGER. WELSH DAVE AND HAZEL ARE SAT BY JUKEBOX. PHIL IS SEEN HANDING KING DAVID A CUP OF TEA OUTSIDE, WHO NODS. PHIL THEN COMES INTO THE CAFE AND WALKS UP TO THE BAR AND ORDERS A COFFEE. DOMINIC IS ALSO THERE PRANCING AROUND.
DOMINIC:
(TO PHIL) Is that gentleman outside a friend of yours?

PHIL:
Sort of. He’s an extraordinary man - King David. (PHIL WAVES TO SANDOR WHO WAVES BACK)

DOMINIC:
(EXAGGERATED EXPRESSION) A King! A King in Soho. It eez very French here is it not? I’m glad to see you again. Sometimes I am Dominic, sometimes called Peter, famous through history, if you know what I mean - supposed to have betrayed my mate three times (FALLS TO HIS KNEES) It IS true, Sir, it IS true - NO NO (GETS UP) no more of all this - let us sit down. You look like a man with a purpose. (THEY GO AND SIT NEAR DIDO AND ERNEST)
ERNEST:
Philip, I’ve finished your horoscope. Here it is. Quite an extraordinary life I would say you’re going to have. Dido, listen to this! This young man is an inspired poet. You should have heard him last night. Sensational. He’s got four planets in Capricorn in the fifth - that’s the Leo House. The Lion and the Unicorn - and Leo Rising to boot. So my friend, you are very blessed with a beautiful poetic soul.  Dominic, would you agree?

DOMINIC:
(HUMOROUS AND EXAGGERATED) Agree? Agree?? But is he FREE? Is he a poet indeed? A poet! A poet! On my oath a poet..but Phil can’t believe it! And what’s this? (PICKS UP BOOK) `Astral Projection and the Other World’?  I’m surprised you read stuff like this, Dido?

DIDO:
(COCKNEY, SHY) I’ve only just started reading books, since I’ve been back.

DOMINIC:
Back? Back? Back from where?

DIDO:
Don’t ya know? I was knocked down by a bus in crossing Charing Cross Road, and was unconscious for nine months in the hospital. That’s how it appeared to them. But actually I wasn’t unconscious at all. I was simply on a different plane, whilst my body, lay like a lump of lard on the bed. I knew what I was doing, and I found out for sure that my body’s not me!

PHIL:
So where were you all that time?

DIDO:
That’s the point. I can’t work out where it was. That’s why I nicked this book. I know what the place looks like, but don’t know where it is. (PAUSE)

After the crash... I found myself in this enormous room, in it were trillions of people. Teaming. It was really like an anthill of activity. Fucking millions of people, all trying to get out! And there seemed to be only one way out - and that was up! Very high up, there’s this ceiling, and in the ceiling, four holes. One in the middle, which is a very bright white light, surrounded by three others, which are yellow, red and blue, and you can look at the coloured ones, because the light is much dimmer. Well there’s a right carry-on going on all the time. I soon sussed the scene out. Everyone for himself. Out, that’s what we all want, but how to get through them holes? (PAUSE) Everyone seemed to be in a panic - so, it was difficult to find a place to jump from - well, eventually I find a gap. I ran and jumped, and soared up to the red light, and CRASH! (PHIL AND DOMINIC SHAKE THEIR HEADS) (MARTY WALKS INTO THE CAFE AND WALKS UP TO THE BAR AND BUYS TEA THEN SITS DOWN. NODS TO PHIL AND DOMINIC AND CHATS TO SANDOR).
Fucking smashed into the red light, didn’t I? Jesus, what it’s made of I don’t know. I tried to stay up there, but there was nothing to grip onto, so I came sprawling down!

PHIL:What a story!

DIDO:
Well, then I did that again with the blue one, with the same result, and also with the yella one - same thing. Crashed into somefing as solid as rock. Now, all this jumping business, took a long time to prepare, cos you had to gather your energy together - which meant finding some corner somewhere, which was nigh on impossible - then, getting near the lights in the ceiling, without using up your juice, getting into position - well, anyway, I reckoned that I’d have a go for the white one - now, try to understand there’s geezers jumping all the time, up and down, the whole time! OK? So, it’s not easy to find a spot to jump from - well, eventually I reckon I’ve got the springs for it, so I run up, jump on a fella’s shoulder with one leap, and jump like fuck, with my eyes shut, straight up to the white light - and Jesus, here I am.

DOMINIC:
You mean, you jumped back into theeze time/space from another space/time?

DIDO:
I don’t know, man, where I jumped from - all I know is, I woke up at that point in the Charing Cross ‘ospital and felt as right as rain. Just sat up, and called a nurse. I’m going ‘ome now, Nurse, I said... after a bit of examination and all that caper, they let me go. Now where was I?

DOMINIC:
Would you like a tea? (DIDO NODS) How about you Sir? (TO PHIL) (PHIL NODS)

PHIL:
My name’s Philip Masters.

DOMINIC:
Right o. Two teas, and you Ernest? (ERNEST NODS) (DOMINIC MINCES UP TO THE BAR, SANDOR COMES OVER AND SPEAKS TO PHIL)

SANDOR:
How’s tricks?

PHIL:
Good. That was a weird scene with the police, wasn’t it? Has that happened before?

SANDOR:
Yeah. it’s that nig-nog Fleece. The Welsh inspector. He’s a right Fascist, and gives me all this stick because I don’t pay him for police protection.

PHIL:
That’s horrible. So how’s business, Sandor, apart from all that jazz?

SANDOR:
Well if it wasn’t for the police I’d be laughing. The pad downstairs has been full up, every night! Incredible music downstairs from Graham Bond and Tubby Hayes!

PHIL:
Well, if you ever need a hand some time, I’ve got experience in running jazz clubs. (DOMINIC COMES BACK WITH THE TEAS)

SANDOR:
Thanks for the offer, but I’m all right at the moment! So what have you been discussing?

PHIL:
Dido’s extraordinary experience in a different dimension.

SANDOR:
Yes, it’s an amazing story. And how are you Dominic?  Phil, Dominic is a playwright and an ex-ballet dancer.

DOMINIC:
Thanks for the fanfare. (HE JUMPS ONTO THE TABLE AND BOWS) An actor, gentlemen.

SANDOR:
An ego-tripper, Dominic.

DOMINIC:
Ah, but you’re wrong! When one really acts, there is no ego! It just comes through. Once I was acting with Barrymore in Munich. It was a festival. I’d just finished writing my thirtieth play.

PHIL:
Thirty plays!

DOMINIC:
That’s your ego! I burnt them all. No applause please!  Acting is different. It leaves no mark. I was amazed by Barrymore. We were doing King Lear. I was, of course, the fool. As Lear, he was devastating. At one point I thought he’d forgotten the lines. He hadn’t! He was improving them. Then, he heckled the audience for not noticing his improvisations...in ways they didn’t notice!  When it was all over and I walked off the stage - I got in a panic. I couldn’t remember who I was... or what I’d been doing on the stage. I wandered out the theatre without changing. I don’t know how it happened, but I found myself at the top of an ancient tower!  It was a full moon, of course. I’d been there for some time, by myself, wondering what had happened to me, when lines from Lear came to me. I recited out loud... and got electrified, as Lear answered. Footsteps, were ascending the tower! Then we played out that bit when the old man’s mad. Barrymore appeared. We finished the scene. We were both in tears. He told me to never act again!  He said I’d thrown the switch and directed the full power that night. He said I’d electrified him! He said I’d improvised with him, in ways that were diabolical. I took his advice, met Krishnamurti who burnt up my mind, and became a jester. (HE PIROUETTES ON THE TABLE, THEN LANDS ON THE FLOOR) Thank you, gentlemen.

SANDOR:
That’s a good story, Dominic. You should do it to jazz.

DOMINIC:
Thank you Sandor. Who are you?

SANDOR:
Who knows? Perhaps I’m a dream. Perhaps I’m all right. Perhaps all left? Left over from the dumping.

DOMINIC:
We’re all left over dumplings, darling. Brought here and dumped from the arks of Hades.

ERNEST:
Everyone’s catching the dose around here. What are you up to Dominic?

DOMINIC: In the Begining was the Word. I’ve never got further than that first verse of St John. LIGHT. Well, I fancy I’ll sniff out which way the winds are blowing tonight. Fancy a stroll, Phil? I think I know the very soul you should meet.Fancy some spiritual entertainment?
PHIL:
Yes please. My journey’s really begining. (DOMINIC AND PHIL GET UP) Dido, that was a great story. I think you might be right in pursuing the question of astral worlds. It’s certainly a real mystery. And thanks, Ernest, for the horoscope. (ERNEST SMILES)

ERNEST:
Remember Phil, that your horoscope merely points out the ingredients you have to work with in this life time. It is not a plan of your future. Destiny can be in your own hands if you understand what forces are at play in the make up of your psyche. It’s yours to mould the way you feel is right for you, and I’d say, after last night’s dramatic display, that you’re on the right track.

PHIL:
Well, thank you, Ernest, for all your help, and I’ll see you around soon. (PHIL AND DOMINIC GO OUT AFTER WAVING TO EVERYONE)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
PHIL AND DOMINIC WALKING UP ROAD. PHIL STOPS AND TAKES OUT A TUBE OF NOSTRALINE, UNDOES THE BACK AND STRIPS OFF TWO SHEETS. ROLLS UP ONE AND PUTS IT IN MOUTH

PHIL:
Take that, man.

DOMINIC:
Ah, ah, it’s the old Nostraline, eh? You think I need it? I am high already. I have meditated today to save the world (HOLDS THE LITTLE BALL OF NOSTRALINE) But perhaps you are right, I should move into overdrive, as they say in the trade. (PUTS IT IN HIS MOUTH) OK. Here we go. Fast or slow. We venture now into the mysterious heart of England’s psychic engine.

PHIL:
Who is this guy we’re going to see? He’s not called Dr B is he?

DOMINIC:
What? Where did you get that name from?

PHIL:
From Audrey.

DOMINIC:
Ah, so you like erotic poetry, eh? No, zis man is not a man. He is something else.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE THREE
DOMINIC AND PHIL BEING LED INTO A ROOM IN CHALK FARM, North London BY MICHAEL CROSS WHO IS AN ENORMOUS MAN IN THE STYLE OF AN OLD TESTAMENT PROPHET AS PORTRAYED BY BILL BLAKE. ALMOST 70, RED FACE, LONG WHITE HAIR, SHINING BALD PATE, DEEP BOOMING VOICE. THE ROOM TOTALLY CROWDED WITH BOOKS AND HUNDREDS OF LETTERS AND AN ANCIENT RADIO

MICHAEL:
Yes... nice to see you Dominic and your friend. Sit down and I’ll make some tea. (HE GOES THROUGH ANOTHER DOOR AND CAN BE HEARD MAKING TEA - TALKING TO HIMSELF, CHUCKLING, HUMMING)

PHIL:
(LOOKING AT SOME OF THE SHEETS OF PAPER ON THE TABLE) (WHISPERS) Jesus, Dominic, look at this letter. It’s from the Queen, and look here’s one from Bertrand Russell.

DOMINIC:
Shush. This gentleman is an archangel. (MICHAEL WALKS IN CARRYING A TRAY WITH TEA AND BISCUITS. PUTS THE TRAY ON TOP OF ALL THE LETTERS AND SITS DOWN. HE’S TALKING AS HE EMERGES FROM THE KITCHEN)

MICHAEL:
...and of course you must understand that I’m not an ordinary human being. You’ll have to put up with this furious activity which surrounds me... because I’m a type of telepathic switchboard... the conversations of course are on the etheric waveband.

PHIL:
Etheric waveband! That’s very interesting, because last night I started reciting poetry - from nowhere it came straight through.

MICHAEL:
Yes, you can get poetry on the etheric but it’s very rare. Poetry is usually lower astral stuff - the past catching up with you - or nonsense coming across from the cosmic mafia.

PHIL:
Cosmic mafia? What’s what?

MICHAEL:
Look my boy, there’s a load of gangsters trying to control this planet and if they succeed... (HE INTERRUPTS HIS SPEECH TO GO OVER TO THE WINDOW, PULLS BACK THE CURTAIN AND OPENS WINDOW) Please excuse me as I have a friend outside who wants to come in and feel me. (A MOTH FLIES IN AND CIRCLES THE ROOM) Good evening, my darling one. (THE MOTH SETTLES ON HIS SHOULDER)

PHIL:
Crikey, Dominic, look at that moth.

MICHAEL:
Indeed you should examine this moth, since she is extremely beautiful, and terribly intelligent, and I feel very honoured to have her on my side.

PHIL:
But, Sir, this all seems so unusual, and who could not want to be on your side? (MICHAEL SNORTS) Are there people actually working against you?

MICHAEL:
(VERY ANGRY) Listen to me and listen well, young man. There is a group of astral beings who are working through various agencies on this earth in an attempt to completely destroy this planet and to prevent it developing onto the spiritual plane. They know exactly what they’re doing and if their plan doesn’t succeed they are prepared to blow us all up. To destroy this planet. Do you know what it took to build this planet, what care, what love, what agony, what struggle went into nourishing and fostering its growth; and these murderers would destroy all this work if things don’t turn out the way their twisted minds desire. Can you imagine the strain the angels will have to bear, in order that the etheric memory of the structures of this planet, can be retained in order to form it again?

PHIL:
My God, it seems terrifying.

MICHAEL:
It is terrifying! And there’s only two lines of possibility left for this planet. Unless the Crown of England remains as a spiritual bastion against the dark forces, this planet won’t survive.

PHIL:
But the Crown of England seems to be an innocuous institution, bereft of any real power.

MICHAEL:
That is an illusion purposely projected to hide the nature of its majestic spirituality. The Queen is surrounded by astral parasites of every conceivable nature. Princess Alexandra is a key point in my spiritual battle. For there is a force represented through a man called Ogilvie, which intends to have power over the Crown. They plan to have him marry Princess Alexandra.

PHIL:
But I can’t see how an obscure figure lurking around in some palace, can be a critical factor in the survival of the planet.

MICHAEL:
That’s because you don’t understand the nature of etheric broadcasting. They want to broadcast through Alexandra. To do this, they have to turn her into an instrument capable of broadcasting their message without her realising what’s happening through her!  To achieve this they have to train the her subliminally. A man can do this to a woman by using sexual magnetism. If Ogilvie marries Princess Alexandra it will be a very black day for the planet! The Masons and all their dirty crew will be one step nearer to achieving their plan. (IN A SOFT VOICE) Of course, of course, my love. (HE SCRIBBLES A QUICK NOTE ON A PIECE OF PAPER, GOES OVER TO THE WINDOW, OPENS IT AND OUT FLIES MOTH) Bloody fools! Stiff winds from the Antarctic! Pah! I’ve got one hell of a storm coming down from Tiflis.

PHIL:
Tiflis? Is that a breed of moth? How can you talk to them?

MICHAEL:
All life I address. It began with ants. Many years ago a priest tried to kill me. When I was a boy. At a Jesuit boarding school. He tried to poison me with fungi. Well, he did poison me, but he didn’t kill me. But that was his rotten intention. It was a weekend at the school. Most of the boys were away and he suggested that we go and collect mushrooms. Well, we did this, and later he made a meal out of them. Next thing that I remember is that I am lying in my room alone, and I know that I am dying. Suddenly, instead of dying, my head seemed to explode into a ball of light. At that moment I was aware of the mind of a group of ants that were walking up the wall beside my bed. Their thought-forms were more precise and vital than the most elaborate painting by Paolo Uccello. I felt totally awake and completely aware. I walked into the refectory and that bastard priest was standing by a table and, when he saw me, he fainted. He never expected to see me alive again. Since that point, I have been called to do specific spiritual work, being the representative for Saint Michael. And of course, all along the line I’ve been attacked as would be expected.

PHIL:
What sort of attack?

MICHAEL:
In the war, British Intelligence wanted me to spy - I refused for obvious spiritual reasons, so they tortured me with all their latest electronic telepathic scanning devices - which were quite crude in those days. They tried to implant a film in my memory, that I had, in fact, spied against Britain. That’s how obscene they are. But they overlooked the fact that I was totally aware of their methods, and also they didn’t know what sort of contacts I had with the Royal Family, who were of course informed of what was happening to me. Anyway they rigged up a trial at the Old Bailey, beat me up the night before the trial, and drugged me early in the morning before I appeared. Nevertheless when I got into the dock, although I was very shaky, I told the judge I knew exactly why this case came into existence and that it was a whole set up engineered by the Masons and that if I wasn’t immediately released I’d spill the beans. The Judge, being a Mason himself, threw the case out. They don’t bother to take me to court any more. Instead they keep putting me in psychiatric hospitals. For instance, recently I went to deliver a letter to the Palace, and I was arrested at the gate and put into the mental hospital for 28 days under a section. Did you know they could do that?

PHIL:
Yes, I’d heard of it. But I thought you had to act pretty outrageously for that to happen.

MICHAEL:
You don’t have to do anything to be put in the mental hospital. They’ve put me in eight times. They put you inside so they can find out what you know. The mental hospitals are really brain-washing stations. They are places which recondition your mind if you happen to wake up to the etheric broadcasts. They close your receiving station down by destroying your selector device. You become incapable of tuning into their activities. They then reprogramme you to accept them as caring overseers. You’re then put back into the world, as their travelling advert.

PHIL:
But that doesn’t make sense, since the way people are after they’ve had mental hospital treatment doesn’t seem to be the sort of image which would make others trust the establishment’s guardianship.

MICHAEL:
You’ve missed the point!  Such a person - if there’s anything of a person left - becomes an advert, to show others what could happen to them, if they tried to meddle in what the Establishment considers to be their business. They put these burnt out zombies back on the streets as a show of strength. In recent years, they’ve been working on a device which would give them the ability to locate anyone anywhere on the planet, providing they’ve got some part of that person’s body - hair, fingernails, teeth, etc, etc, including tape recordings of that person’s voice. Once they’ve located them, they can distort their mind from any distance. But, of course, they can’t locate you if you’ve got an etheric shield to ward off their astral probes. It is as if you are invisible to them.

PHIL:
This all sounds terrifying.

MICHAEL:Look my lad, we’re moving into Armageddon, so make sure you create your etheric shield.

PHIL:
Is there anything I can do to help?

MICHAEL:
Stay away from priests and don’t let anyone interfere with your sex drive. Keep your eyes and hearts open, and don’t spread chaos through fear. Apart from that, you can do nothing.

L

IGHTS FADE
ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR
PHIL AND DOMINIC COMING OUT OF THE TUBE AT TRAFALGAR SQUARE. PHIL IS GIVING DOMINIC SOME MORE NOSTRALINE AND TAKES SOME HIMSELF

PHIL:
I don’t know which way to turn. ‘You can do nothing.’ ‘Keep your eyes and heart open.’ ‘Do nothing.’

DOMINIC:
(BOTH STANDING IN THE SQUARE) Well, I’m going to Sam Widges, are you coming? (PHIL DOESN’T ANSWER. DOMINIC DOES A LITTLE JIG AROUND PHIL) Don’t take it too seriously, Phil. Poetry’s only astral stuff. (EXAGGERATED TONES)

all is nothing

and nothing cannot be hurt

let him who fears to lose his mind

stop inside the heart

of silence.

Farewell, Oh cousin Prince of Night.

(PHIL MAKES NO GESTURE BUT STARES AHEAD - NOT TRANCE LIKE BUT CONCENTRATED IN HIS POSITION OF STOP. DOMINIC MOVES OFF ACROSS THE SQUARE. PEOPLE PASS TO AND FRO. PHIL REMAINS MOTIONLESS)

PHIL:
(NOT SPOKEN BY PHIL, BUT OFFSTAGE AS IF BY HIS UNDERSTANDING, VOICE VERY PENSIVE)

Energy moves...

is used through moving...

So let it build up and up...

 (TWO POLICEMEN WALK UP AND STAND, ONE IN FRONT AND ONE BEHIND PHIL, LOOK PHIL UP AND DOWN)
COP 1:
(FROM BEHIND, COCKNEY) OK, Son. I played statues as well. On your way... on yer way, SON.

COP 2:
(COCKNEY) I should do as he says, cos he’s a fierce bugger. Now do yourself a favour and vanish, before you find yourself in trouble...

COP 1:
We’ve got a right cunt here, I can see. Suffering from an impending attack of diarrhoea, is my guess. Now fuck off, before we do yer!

COP 2:
Perhaps it’s a fit, Lou, and he can’t hear. Gone spastic or something.

COP 1:
He’s a right fucking tit. Fit my foot! Fits and burst of stupidity. (PUSHES PHIL WHO KNOCKS THE SECOND POLICEMAN) Now move Sonny. Ooh, you’re knocking my mate about, are you? (HE GRABS PHIL’S ARMS AND PULLS IT BEHIND HIS BACK AND PUSHES PHIL FORWARD. THE SECOND POLICEMAN GETS OUT OF THE WAY) OK cunt, I think a little work over in the police box is called for! You look like the type who’s SKIVED his way through life. I think you gotta lesson to learn. And the first one is, not to knock policemen about! (PHIL GETS FROGMARCHED ACROSS THE SQUARE. THE SECOND POLICEMAN OPENS THE BOX, AND THE FIRST POLICEMAN THROWS PHIL IN) And don’t knock the place about either. (TO OTHER POLICEMAN)  OK Larry, I’ll leave this up to you. Teach him how to talk (LAUGHS) and book the cunt for wasting our time - loitering with intent or vagrancy. I’m off to get a bite. (POLICEMAN GOES IN BOX WITH PHIL)

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
IN THE BOX PHIL IS SPRAWLED IN A CORNER. THE POLICEMAN IS STANDING UP. THERE’S A CHAIR AND A SMALL DESK BEHIND THE COPPER
COP 2:
Listen mate, will you get up or do you want a kicking or a visit to a shrink? (LONG PAUSE) (SUDDENLY PHIL JUMPS UP WITH TREMENDOUS VITALITY)

PHIL:
What’s your game? According to the law referring to the arrest of persons in public places 1703, an officer of the Crown has to state on demand his position,name and age.

COP 2:
(TAKEN ABACK) Er... Constable...Laurence Markle... age 27.

PHIL:
What’s your problem Laurence?

MARKLE: (ASTONISHED PAUSE) What d’you mean?

PHIL:  Do you know what’s wrong with this country? There’s no space to experiment with social energy patterns. Do you enjoy being a mindless, heartless, robot?

MARKLE:
I’m charging you with loitering with intent to commit a crime. Name?

PHIL:
A CRIME! What standing still is  a crime?

MARKLE: It is if I say so. Name?

PHIL: You’re MAD!

MARKLE: You’re asking for trouble. Name and age!

PHIL: My name is Philip Masters. Aged 21. Do you enjoy being a robot, Laurence?

MARKLE:
Have you got something to prove your identity? (PHIL PULLS A RED BOOK OUT OF HIS POCKET AND OPENS COVER. SHOWS IT TO THE COPPER)

PHIL:
My New Testament. King James the first’s’ version.

MARKLE:
What are you a Christian then?

PHIL:
I’m trying to find out what it means to be one, but bullies like you make it difficult. You’ve got a badge on your helmet. E-II-R. Right?

MARKLE:
So what? (PHIL PULLS A PENNY OUT OF POCKET AND PUTS IT ON THE NEW TESTAMENT)

PHIL:
That E-II-R on your badge, refers to this lady, right?

MARKLE: Right.

PHIL: Elizabeth Regina. Right?

MARKLE: O.K., I’ve had enough of this.

PHIL: Wait!
What’s Regina mean?

MARKLE:
Queen.

PHIL:
And you see this? (POINTS TO PENNY) F.D. Do you know what that means?

MARKLE:
Defender of the Faith.

PHIL:
So you’re a representative of the Queen, who is a defender of the faith.

MARKLE: Correct.

PHIL: And what faith is that?

MARKLE:
Christianity, of course.

PHIL:
So, you should be defending me. Right? Defending me, not attacking me. Do you understand? Why are you behaving like a bully? Do you want this country to become a police state? (PAUSE)
MARKLE:
(UPSET) Look, I’m sorry. It’s true what you say, I hate this job. I never expected being a policeman would be like this. It’s partly to do with that oaf I was with. He’s always looking for trouble. He’s made me feel ashamed of being a copper. Only today he wanted to give an old boy who wasn’t doing any harm playing his squeeze box, a going over. Down under the arches. He disgusts me. He’s always looking for a kicking when he can engineer it.

PHIL:
Well, you don’t have to do this job, do you? Why don’t you pack it in, and do something creative with your life?

MARKLE:
How about you? What do you do that’s creative?

PHIL:
I’m learning to be a poet, which means meeting creative people and exchanging exciting ideas. You should get rid of that monkey suit, and come up to Sam Widges Coffee Bar on the corner of Berwick Street and Darblay Street, and meet some real people. Painters, poets, astrologers. Get your horoscope done and find out your potential. Use your mind! Start thinking. We’ve all got to change the quality of life on this planet. The wheel of murder has got to stop!

MARKLE:
OK. I’ve got the message.

PHIL:
Have you? Are you really  waking up? I hope so, because the message is - there’s a war going on, and if you’re on the side of the police, you must be against life flowing freely.  We the people have got to do something about the tyranny, which is controlling our daily lives. We’re not free because we’re being controlled by weapons and the fear of confronting them!  The people must rise up and eliminate all weaponry!

MARKLE:
OK, Son. I’ve got your point. People like Lou would gladly press the button. They’re a scourge on the land.

PHIL:
Don’t I know it! I could tell you a lot more!

MARKLE: What d’you mean?

PHIL: Wake up Larry! WAKE UP! 
There’s a WAR GOING ON. An INVISIBLE WAR!!!
CURTAIN 







