                     ‘THE WEATHER ON ORION' PRIVATE 

             PLAY TWO OF ‘THE WARP' BY NEIL ORAM (c) 1978,79,1980 & 2004

                          ACT ONE, SCENE ONE

JOHN THRUSHMAN'S ROOM. ALL WHITE. PHOTO OF L. R. HUBBARD ON WALL. PHIL IS LED ONTO STAGE BY THE THREE GREEN-SUITED ‘HUMANOIDS', AS DESCRIBED AT THE END OF THIS AUDITING SESSION. THEY HAVE VERY RED FACES AND HANDS. A BRIGHT LIGHT SHINES ONTO THE BARE TABLE AND TWO CHAIRS. WHEN HE SITS AT THE TABLE, THE ‘GOOKS' WALK OFF. HE SITS AS IF IN A TRANCE FOR A MINUTE OR SO. HE IS DRESSED IN A WHITE BOILER SUIT. JOHN WALKS BREEZILY ONTO STAGE AND SITS OPPOSITE. HE TAKES HIS E-METER OUT OF HIS ATTACHE CASE AND SETS UP ON THE TABLE
JOHN:
(COUGHS) Are you ready to begin the session?

PHIL:
Phew! Yes, sorry, I was somewhere else.

JOHN:
Who am I?

PHIL:
You are the auditor.

JOHN:
Thank you. Where is the auditing room?

PHIL:
This is the auditing room.

JOHN:
Thank you. You stand that body over there. (HE POINTS TO SPOT IN MIDDLE OF ROOM. PHIL GETS UP AND STAND ON THE SPOT) Thank you. You move that body around the room. (PHIL WALKS ABOUT) Thank you. You change that body's movement around the room. (PHIL STARTS SKIPPING) Thank you. You stop that body's movement( (PHIL STOPS) Thank you. You start moving that body around the room( Thank you( Change( Thank you( Stop( Thank you. You put that body on that chair. (PHIL SITS DOWN OPPOSITE JOHN) Thank you. Tell me who I am.

PHIL:
You are the auditor.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me who you are.

PHIL:
I am Philip Masters. Pre-clear.

JOHN:
Thank you. Do you have any PT problems?

PHIL:
Yes. I still feel loss, but more vaguely.

JOHN:
Thank you. Can you hold the cans?

PHIL:
Yes. (PHIL HOLDS THEM)
JOHN:
What is your present time problem?

PHIL:
I don’t know if I should stay here any longer. I felt shocked by hearing you call yourself a queen!  I suddenly again...felt a total loss of security. A fear of having nowhere to go. Of being a victim of circumstance. Alone, even though I’ve found out I’m a poet. So my problem is, I don’t have a place of my own - my own reality, and I’m not sure of what I should do. And I’m afraid of saying all this in case you’ll throw me out. I never feel that I’m exactly in the right place. I never had my own room as a child. 

JOHN:
Thank you. Can you tell me something in this room which you can have?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) I can have the E-Meter.

JOHN:
Thank you. Can you tell me something in this room which you can have?

PHIL:
(EXCITED) Now, I suddenly see it. I can have my own mind. My own body. I can have you. I can have this room. This session.

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. Can you tell me something else you can have, in this room?

PHIL:
I can have the walls.

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. Do you have a present time problem?

PHIL:
No. I don’t think it’s a problem. It was only a problem because I said it was. I’m not sure of which way I should go. But I don’t feel that is a problem any more.

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. What do you want to do in this session?

PHIL:
I want to find out why I keep getting shocked. I want to arrive at that point where I can handle the shock of being alone. (JOHN MOVES DIALS ON E-METER AS HE TALKS)

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. I will run this session until the needle floats. Is that all right? Do you understand what that means?

PHIL:
Yes. The session will continue until I get a real flow from understanding why I'm in a state of shock at facing I’m alone.

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. Are you ready to begin the session?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me the most recent incident when you were shocked?

PHIL:
In Trafalgar Square a few days ago. I was shocked by the way a policeman treated me. He bullied me and then completely reversed and felt sorry.

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

PHIL:
When the police broken into our poetry and jazz session in Sam Widges.

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

PHIL:
I felt shocked when I realised that it was a fantasy believing Paula would come to England.

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

PHIL:
Yes, the night I saw six flying saucers passing over Bulawayo, and the Air Force Official said they were geese with phosphorous on their wings!

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

PHIL:
Yeah, when I nearly turned my car over. I was driving - the first time I ever took anyone out in my car - I was really shocked by my own recklessness.

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

PHIL:
On the way out to Rhodesia on the boat, a friend called me into his cabin, and I was shocked to find on the bunk-beds a weird sex scene going on. A middle-aged, upper-class woman was lying on the bottom bed naked, masturbating whilst her 30-year-old daughter was above her, being fucked by an Italian steward. I was shocked by the way the mother was so blatantly sexual, and repeating over and over again, that she thought the steward was marvellous, and she wouldn’t let me touch her, which shocked me, because she was waiting for the Italian to finish her daughter off, so she could have another session!

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

PHIL:
Yes. When I left for Rhodesia and my father burst out crying.

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

PHIL:
When I saw a flying saucer in 1956 fly low and fast over the sea - silent and bright - and I realised that we didn’t know very much about reality on this planet.

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

PHIL:
The night I came home when I was sixteen from seeing ‘Rebel Without A Cause’. I had gone with Gaynor, who was a policeman’s daughter. She was about the same age and very keen on heavy petting. We did everything but screw. She used to like to undress at her bedroom window and let me see her tits, whilst I sat on my bicycle in the lane. I even brought my mates to watch her undress, because I was so proud of her doing this for me. Anyway, we had been getting really worked up at the flicks and then had quite a session on the way home. When I got home, I had this row with my mother, and my father, instead of standing up for me, he lets her get away with it! He just goes upstairs to bed. I chased after him and started shouting at him for letting my mother dominate him. It all ended up in a fight on the top landing before I knocked him down the stairs. I was shocked at seeing him go sprawling down the stairs. I felt really shaken by that incident.

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

PHIL:
Yes, I think it was the day before, when I came home from school having had a crew cut for the first time. Mother went to hit me as usual, but I hit her instead, and was shocked to see her whole front crack up. It was the end of me being afraid of her.

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

PHIL:
Yes, my father found a French letter in my school pocket, and told my mother who went hysterical. She told me I was filthy and warned me that if I ever brought a woman back to the house, she would tell her what I was like when I was a child. How I used to mess my pants and suck my thumb. My father said at that point that, ‘women would be the ruination’ of me.

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

PHIL:
Yeah, there was this ridiculous scene at school when I had this fight with the sports master. It all started a week or so before this incident, when I convinced the whole of my class not to go on the school outing to Bath, on the grounds that the expedition would be soppy, since the masters would control the whole trip. 

Well, none of us went on the trip, we all spent the day on the beach having a great time. The next day in the geography lesson the headmaster, Soapy Joe we called him, comes bursting in. He’s completely hysterical. Strutting, red-faced. ‘I’ve just heard about yesterday’s disgusting behaviour by you boys. I want you all to go home now and not return until you have a note explaining your behaviour.’ Of course we all sauntered out of school and spent the next week or two on the beach. It was ridiculous, there was no question of having a note.

When we eventually came back to school we were told that we would never be allowed any more sports periods. Instead, we were told we would have a cross-country run all around the town. Well, again I got it together and arranged with all the kids that we wouldn’t run. Instead, this is what happened. We were all lined up in the sports field with shorts and all that gear, ready to shoot off running when the sports master on his Ambassador motor bike gave the signal. Stake, he was called. He went, ‘one, two, three, Go!’ and one or two creeps shot off in a frenzy but all the rest of us just stood there. ‘Run,’ he shouted, ‘RUN.’ But we just sauntered off the field, and sat on the grass verge and lit up our Woodbines and Weights. He went potty. He drove up and down the road on his pop-popping bike, screaming, ‘get up and run!’ until he was exhausted by our total disregard of his dramatics. Then he instructed us to go back to the changing rooms, get dressed and then go back to the school which was about a mile away.

So we took ages and ages getting dressed and by the time we wandered back to school, it was four o’clock. We were told we had to all wait in the assembly hall. When I got there, the kids were making a fantastic racket and there were no masters there. I went up to the stage and stood on the headmaster’s rostrum, from where he took the morning service and, imitating Soapy Joe’s voice, I congratulated everyone on a splendid performance. WHACK! CRASH! Something hit me from behind. Stake had stalked up behind me and smashed my head with a lump of wood and knocked me off the stage. I was on the floor, dazed, when Stake jumped on me from off the stage. The next moment, we’re involved in this ludicrous brawl. He was much stronger than me, but I managed to rip his shirt to shreds. Then suddenly amongst the shouting and cheering of the kids, Soapy Joe’s voice rang out. ‘Mr Stake, what are you doing? Masters, get up! I’ve had enough of your behaviour. You are the worst boy we’ve ever had in this school. I’m going to cane you now, in front of all the boys, to show them what this behaviour leads to.’ Slowly I got up, whilst Stake had jumped to his feet and disappeared. ‘Bend over here,’ said Joe and, as he said that, I leapt at him and grabbed his cane. ‘This is what I think of your silly little punishment ritual,’ I screamed and broke the cane over my knee, then broke the two pieces in half and threw them on the stage. I thought he’d die of heart failure. He just stared and stared at the stage, and then turned around and shouted as he walked out, ‘you’ll never hear the end of this Masters!’ The kids cheered me and carried me out of the hall to the playground, where we all sang and jeered, and kicked up a right rumpus. And we never heard any more of the incident. That was weird!

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

PHIL:
Yeah. The first time I ever heard any modern jazz. This friend I had at school used to whisper names like Thelonious Monk, or Dizzy Gillespie, or Wardell Gray, or Lee Konitz to me, and one day he took me back to his house. He used to come to school wearing Edwardian suits, belonging to his brother, and I worshipped him. He showed me how to chat up girls and all that. Well, he put on this record, on which was Walking Shoes by the Gerry Mulligan Quartet, and as I listened to it I heard this explosion in my head. So wonderful. A mental orgasm. And I became utterly addicted to modern jazz. I used to cry because I wanted to BE Gerry Mulligan. It wasn’t enough to worship him. I knew every note before he blew it. And I felt so stupid that I wanted to be him.

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

PHIL:
Yes, I was shocked to hear my mother shouting at my father when I was in bed. I went downstairs - I was about ten - to hear better. I stood in the sitting room - wow - yeah, in the sitting room - and she was saying, ‘you’re not a man. You’re a worm!’ And I wanted him to KILL her. Kill her. I hated her.

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

PHIL:
Yeah, shocked to see my mother crush my father. He loved classical music and she wouldn’t let him listen to it on the radio. ‘Turn that rubbish off,’ she’d scream. How I despised her.

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

PHIL:
Yeah, David Watts. He was my desk mate at school. I was about ten. He was a wonderful drawer. He could draw clouds. Clouds in the sky, the clouds of dust galloping horses make, steam engines with clouds of steam. I doted on his drawings, and I tried to learn how to do them. Then one day, he didn’t come into school and I found out he had been run over and killed by a lorry. God, I felt so shocked and numbed by that.

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

PHIL:
Yeah. A mate of mine, when I was seven, Barry Edgar, was a great climber but he fell off this cliff getting seagulls’ eggs and died. Oh God, that was real hell. Real hell.

JOHN:
Can you confront that?

PHIL:
Yes, I can.

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

PHIL:
Yeah, in the Winter of 1947. The cistern got frozen up so we couldn’t use the fire in the dining room, which is where we lived, so we moved next door, into the sitting room. The room felt weird. It was like a museum. No-one ever went into it except my mother, who kept it spotless. I was shocked to be able to go in it. Hard to explain.

JOHN:
OK. Is there a previous incident when you felt shocked?

PHIL:
Yes, I can hear my mother shouting at me, blaming me because my brother has just fallen over. I’m blamed each time he cries. I’m shocked that she loves him more than me. I feel lost, so jealous of him.

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

PHIL:
Yes, I was shocked by my Aunt Heather, when I slept with her when I was six. She was so friendly and warm - loving. She was seventeen at the time, and I slept with her, whilst my mother was having a baby in hospital, my brother. I was shocked by her warmth.

And I don’t know if she knew it, but I felt incredibly sexually excited for the first time. I got an enormous crush on her. She taught me how to make shadow animals on the wall. I fell in love with her.And it made me feel shocked to realise how cold my mother was. Heather’s warmth emphasised my misery at home. I felt ashamed of my mother’s hardness and lack of femininity. I never ever brought my friends back to my home. I didn’t want them to see what an awful mother I had.

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

PHIL:
Yes. The same sort of thing again. I was invited back to Marcus’s house and was shocked to see that Marcus was allowed to take a biscuit from the tin without asking permission from his mother. She watched him and I knew it was a common, acceptable occurrence. I felt so shocked again, to have to face what a prison I lived in! The only way I got a biscuit was if I allowed my mother to squeeze ten blackheads out of my back. For some reason my back was always covered in spots, and my mother had a fetish for squeezing them out. I hated her to touch me and would bargain with her for sultanas and biscuits.

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

PHIL:
Yes. I felt Shocked when my mother told me that the Germans had bombed my school which I hated...and they'd also bombed the nearby church which was my Sunday school. It was a Sunday afternoon when two German Stuka fighter/bombers bombed the church and my primary school. Twenty-six children and two Sunday school teachers were killed in the attack. I didn't get killed because that weekend I didn't go to Sunday School because I stayed with my grandma. I felt very shocked to see the church and my day school completely flattened. in ruins, just like that. One of the German planes had been shot down and had crashed on the golf course near my house. My mother took me to see it. There was a small crowd standing around it. Its nose was buried in the earth with its tail stuck up. I was allowed to touch it. I was supposed to hate it...but I loved it. The black cross and the swastika meant freedom. This wonderful plane had destroyed my school! It was a saviour...but I had to keep this to myself because my father was a spitfire mechanic at Biggin Hill. He was fighting my liberator. I now had the burden of holding the deep secret of how happy I was that my school had been bombed. This happiness erased the fact that all my Sunday School chums were now DEAD! I thought that was the end of school, but of course my happiness didn't last long! I was sent to another school...which I yearned for the Germans to bomb!

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

PHIL:
Yes. It’s endless. Coming home from school - I’m so scared of going home because I always get beaten with the cane - I shit my pants and, of course, when I get inside the house, my mother goes hysterical and canes me, mercilessly. Then I would go almost berserk with pain. Then be put under the stairs, in the dark, where I felt I would have a brainstorm. I’d kick up a racket there, until finally she’d go bananas, drag me out, and put me to bed without any tea. This was repeated every day, without any let up. I hated her so much. She’d shout at me when I was five. ‘You wait until you’re grown up and you bring a lady back here. You wouldn’t dare because I’ll tell her how filthy you are, and what a cry baby you are. I think I’ll put you in a home. Cursed was the day that you were born! The flags will go up when you leave home. You’re as ugly as sin’, and on and on and on and on and on.

JOHN:
Thank you. Can you confront these incidents now?

PHIL:
Yes, I can.

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

PHIL:
Yeah. I’m always being beaten up at school for being soppy. Because I’m so scared all the time. Bullied after school, bullied in the playground. And I don’t want to get hurt and yet I get it from everywhere. There’s these kids and they tell me they bet I wouldn’t pull the wings off a butterfly which they’ve got in a jamjar. They say if I don’t do it, they’ll call me a sissy and hit me but I won’t do it and so I’m laughed at and jeered at and kicked and I cry and cry, and it’s all so miserable.

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

PHIL:
Yes. It’s my first day at school. All the other children have gone home and I’m feeling desperate, holding the teacher’s hand, bawling my eyes out, repeating over and over again, ‘Mummy has left me.’ Eventually mother comes and immediately she starts ridiculing me, for being such a baby.

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

PHIL:
Air raid sirens. Mother in a panic. Under the stairs. Terrified. Praying that if my mother is killed, I will be killed as well. Not daring to breathe. Bombs. Bombs. Bombs.

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

PHIL:
(PAUSE) This incident is really weird. I'm playing behind the chair. I hear my mother talking in the garden to Mrs Letori, our next door neighbour. My mother is saying ‘Phil isn't himself today' and it freezes me inside. I'm really SHOCKED by this. I'm about four and it feels like the first time I'm aware of thinking. And I start to think...what have I changed into if I'm not myself?  If I'm not Phil...what am I?  And if I'm not Phil any more...is my mother still my mother? If not...who is she?  And WHO am I?

I get in a cold panic. Everything feels WEIRD. I don't know who I am. ..who I am...(PHIL STARTS VIOLENTLY  SHAKING)...who I am...who I am...
JOHN:
Thank you. You look at that wall. (PHIL, SHAKING AND SOBBING, PAUSES, TURNS AND LOOK AT THE WALL)

JOHN:
Thank you. You look at that ceiling.

PHIL:
(SHAKING LESS. PAUSE) Yes.

JOHN:
Thank you. How do you feel?

PHIL:
OK. Better.

JOHN:
Good. Can you confront that incident now?

PHIL:
Yes.

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

PHIL:
I’m playing behind the chair - that’s the only place I’m allowed to play in, in the corner by the cupboard. There’s my toy cupboard there. I’m playing there with my toy soldiers. Daddy’s gone to the war and I miss him and he writes letters telling me to look after mummy, and she comes over to where I am and stands by the chair with her cane under her arm. ‘Pack up I told you,’ she shouts. I open the toy cupboard and, with her standing over me, I start putting my things away. I’m in a panic, trembling all over. ‘Those soldiers don’t go there,’ she’s shouting, and hitting me with the cane. ‘Where does your train set go?’ she shouts. I don’t know where anything goes. I’m screaming. She’s hitting me. ‘I’m going to put you in a home. You don’t deserve to have a proper place,’ she’s shouting. ‘Don’t send me away,’ I’m saying, ‘don’t send me away.’

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

PHIL:
I’m on the station with my mother. I’m about four. We’re waiting for the train, to go and see my dad who’s a fighter mechanic at Bedford. I’m very excited. I’m carrying a kiddie’s attaché case, which is full of my skittles and balls. Painted toy soldier skittles. There’s lot of soldiers waiting for the train. I’ve got a maroon overcoat on. My mother has a fur around her neck. I want to look at my skittles. I press the lock, and suddenly CRASH, the whole lot are all over the platform, and mother is screaming hysterically at me. I’m scrabbling over the platform, picking up the skittles - kind soldiers help. Mother is threatening to leave me on the platform and not take me on the train. ‘There’s something wrong with your head,’ she’s shouting. I’m so frightened.

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

PHIL:
I’m about three. Standing on a chair, looking out the window. It’s Winter. Snow and ice outside. The window has condensation all over it. Little oval pools on the orange-brown window-sill. I’ve cleaned a little patch on the window, and am watching mother hang up the washing on the line in the garden. I suddenly know she’s going to slip and she does, and cracks her elbow and I felt glad, and guilty, and shocked, all at the same time. I felt I made her do it.

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

PHIL:
I’m sat on the box-curb by the fire. It’s a little box affair, with a seat on top. One either side of the fender. I’m staring into the coal fire. It’s Winter. I’m about two and a half. And it seems I can make the flames appear where I want them. I’m sucking my thumb and sniffing - smelling my piece of rag, which I call my ‘theece’. Suddenly my mother comes in and grabs my theece and starts shouting at me for being a baby, and puts Iodine all over my thumb, so it tastes awful... I’m crying. Howling. I want my theece... want my theece... (TRANCE LIKE) want my theece... theece... theece...

JOHN:
(PUTS HIS HAND ON PHIL’S HAND) You feel that. (PHIL CARRIES ON REPEATING ‘THEECE’ PAUSE) Thank you. (HAND ON PHIL’S OTHER HAND) You feel that... (LONG PAUSE, PHIL NODS) ...you feel this... (PAUSE. PHIL NODS) ...feel this... (PHIL NODS) ...Feel that.

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good. Can you confront that incident now?

PHIL:
Yes. I feel OK.

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

PHIL:
Wow!

JOHN:
Describe the incident.

PHIL:
It’s the wireless set... (SCREAMS VERY LOUD IN PAIN. DROPS THE CANS AND SLUMPS ONTO THE TABLE, SHAKING CONVULSIVELY)

JOHN:
(GETS UP AND GOES OVER TO PHIL) You put that body on that chair... thank you. (JOHN PICKS UP PHIL’S HAND AND, AS HE PLACES IT BACK ON THE TABLE, HE SAYS) You place this hand on the table... thank you. (LIFTS OTHER HAND AND PUTS IT DOWN) You place this hand on the table. (JOHN LIFTS PHIL’S HEAD) You lift this head... thank you. (HE PULLS BACK PHIL’S EYES) ...You look at that table... thank you. (TURNS PHIL’S HEAD) You look at that wall... thank you... (TURNS HEAD TO FACE TABLE) You look at the table. (PHIL NODS) Thank you. You feel my hand on your head... (PHIL NODS) Thank you. (JOHN TAKES HAND AWAY) Thank you. You look at that table. (PHIL TURNS HEAD AND LOOKS AT TABLE AND NODS) Thank you. (JOHN GOES BACK AND SITS DOWN) Tell me something in this room you could have.

PHIL:
(SITTING UP STRAIGHT) The table.

JOHN:
Thank you. Look around here and find something you would permit to remain.

PHIL:
The E-Meter.

JOHN:
Thank you. Look around here and find something you would permit to disappear.

PHIL:
The curtains.

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

PHIL:
The clock.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you would permit to remain.

PHIL:
The table.

JOHN:
Good. Tell me something you would permit to disappear.

PHIL:
The lampshade.

JOHN:
Good. Do you feel all right to confront the incident now?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good. You hold the cans. (PHIL DOES) Move one minute back from the incident and describe.

PHIL:
I must be eighteen months old. I’m listening to a man, speaking on the wireless. I think there must be a little man inside it. My mother is in the kitchen. I crawl over to the wireless and put my ear to the set, then try to get behind it and put my hand in the back. (SHAKES VIOLENTLY BUT KEEPS STARING AT JOHN - BREATHING HARD - STARES AND THEN RELAXES) Wow! Wow! For a split second - wow! I came out of my body, above my head, and saw my body below, and you and the table and then, back in again!

JOHN:
Thank you. Go back again one minute before this incident.

PHIL:
Crawling in wool trousers and jumper - pale yellow - over the carpet, listening to this man. Want to see who he is. Why so small? Hand behind wireless. (SHAKES BUT KEEPS STRAIGHT BACK AND STAYS LOOKING AT JOHN) Pain, searing pain, and yes, I’m screaming, rolling around the floor on the other side of the room. Mother comes running in and picks me up, and cuddles me. ‘Oh my poor darling,’ she’s saying.

JOHN:
Thank you. Go back again to one minute before the incident, and describe.

PHIL:
I’m really curious. I want to know who is in the box. I’m listening. I put my hand round the box and suddenly (STARTS SHAKING) I’m out of my body. There’s a wild movement, running through my body, which is thrown across the room. Hits the chair. I realise it’s me, and jump back into a shaking body. Scream in fear. Mother comes running in and picks me up. I feel safe in her arms.

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

PHIL:
Crumbs!

JOHN:
Location?

PHIL:
(SHAKING) Sargog 14.

JOHN:
OK. Time?

PHIL:
18,425 BC, Earth time.

JOHN:
OK. Go to five minutes before the beginning of this incident. Describe.

PHIL:
A room, all white. I’m being led into the room by three strange humanoid creatures - dressed in dark green plastic-type uniforms. Their skin is very red. They have little round instruments in their hands, which force my body to walk. I keep nearly coming out of my body. Ah, that’s it, on my left side I’m being pulled almost out of my body by these strange magnetic instruments, and the gook’s instrument on my right is pulling me back in from the other side. It’s a pulse movement, which makes me feel weird.

I know what’s about to happen. These gooks are part of the Controller’s Army. They are all robotised,  manufactured bodies without spirits. They are controlled by telepathy from some distant control centre. I know they are going to try and fry me in my body, and get me to work for them. I’m a member of the Inter-Galactic Brotherhood. They hate us. I was stupid in some way. It was to do with a woman. I was lured into loving a woman and it was a trap.

They direct me onto this bed-like affair. It’s bright purple. I have no power to stop my body lying on it. Then a huge television-type screen above my head, six feet long, which looks like a surf board, is switched on and I feel this sucking out, and then, pushing back going on at the same (SCREAMS) time. (SHAKES SO BADLY PHIL DROPS CANS AND FALLS OFF CHAIR, AND SLUMPS TO FLOOR. JOHN GETS UP. THERE’S A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. JOHN IGNORES IT - HE GOES OVER TO PHIL AND STANDS ABOVE HIM. PHIL IS STARING UP, TRANCE LIKE)

JOHN:
You make that body lie on the floor. Thank you. (KNOCKING ON THE DOOR. JOHN IGNORES IT. BENDING OVER, PICKS UP PHIL’S HAND) You give me that hand... (PUTS HAND DOWN) Thank you. (JOHN MOVES PHIL’S HEAD TO LOOK AT THE WALL) (THE DOOR QUIETLY OPENS AND HAZEL POPS HER HEAD IN AND STARES IN AMAZEMENT. GOES OUT AND CLOSES DOOR QUIETLY) You look at that wall... thank you. (TURNS PHIL’S HEAD TO OTHER WALL) ...You look at that wall... thank you. (PICKS UP HAND) You give me that hand. Thank you. (PHIL NODS) You look at that wall. (PHIL NODS) Thank you. You stand this body up. (JOHN HELPS HIM STAND UP) Thank you. Do you see that wall?

PHIL:
(QUIET) Yes.

JOHN:
Thank you. Walk over to it. (PHIL DOES) Thank you. Touch it. (PHIL DOES) Thank you. Do you see that wall?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good. Walk over to it. (PHIL DOES) Thank you. Touch it. (PHIL DOES) Thank you. You hold the cans. (PHIL DOES) Thank you. (JOHN SITS DOWN OPPOSITE HIM) Tell me something you could have in this room.

PHIL:
The window frame.

JOHN:
Good. Tell me something else you could have in this room?

PHIL:
The door knob.

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

PHIL:
That picture of Ron.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something in this room you would permit to remain.

PHIL:
The E-Meter.

JOHN:
Good. Tell me something else you would permit to remain in the room.

PHIL:
The chair.

JOHN:
Thank you. Tell me something you would permit to disappear.

PHIL:
That statue.

JOHN:
Good. Do you feel all right to run that last incident now?

PHIL:
Yes.

JOHN:
Good. Go back to five minutes before the incident.

PHIL:
I’m being forced to walk along a corridor by three robotised red-faced humanoids - one either side, one behind. They have strange electronic magnetic devices, which force movement on the body and make it very difficult for the mind to function. I’m feeling desperate, and guilty. I think I’ve let my friends down.

I’ve decided I’m going to try and kill my body, rather than become a traitor. I know they want to trap me in the body so they can force me as a spirit to work for them! I decide I’m going to concentrate all my being in my heart at the moment they try to brainwash me.

I’m forced to lie on this hospital-type table. It’s purple, and vibrating very fast and strong. One of the zombies goes over to the panel. A TV-type instrument with lights on. The other two are on either side of me. Their devices are holding me in place. At the moment the machine above my head starts (PHIL STARTS SHAKING) I - concentrate - all - my force - in - my - heart - and - as - the - heart - pumps - and - at - the (DIFFICULT TO TALK) moment - the - machine - begins - I - force - heart - attack - Wham Wham Wham Wham Wham - I’m OUT! O U T! My body now lying inert as stone, and I’m above the robots and I just ZAP all three in one go zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz from above... then, I’m away, and I’m feeling guilty and free at the same time. And I see now, I needn’t feel guilty - wow - I had to do it. Man! I had to get out! That wasn't murder! They weren’t humans. They were machines. Wow!

JOHN:
Good. Thank you. How do you feel now?

PHIL:
Really high and warm. Really good.

JOHN:
Good. That’s it. Session over. (PHIL GOES OVER AND EMBRACES JOHN)
PHIL:
Gee whiz, that was some session. (KNOCK AT THE DOOR AND HAZEL LOOKS IN)

HAZEL:
(COCKNEY ACCENT) Can I come in gentlemen? (PHIL LOOKS SURPRISED)

JOHN:
Oh hello. Yes, come in Hazel. (SHE WALKS IN WITH TRAY OF TEA. SHE’S VERY DOLLED UP, IN VERY SEXY GEAR)

HAZEL:
I’m sorry I might have interrupted you before. I took the liberty of making a pot of tea in your kitchen. The cobbler let me in downstairs. (PHIL SITS DOWN AT THE TABLE. JOHN WALKS OVER, TAKES TRAY AND PUTS IT ON THE TABLE. SPEAKS AS HE PUTS E-METER AND CANS AWAY)

JOHN:
Hazel,It’s good to see you...but I'm sorry I can’t stop. But do feel welcome. I’ve got to go off to Brighton for the weekend and I’m a bit late. Phil and I have just had a long session.

HAZEL:
I bet.

JOHN:
Well, (TAPS PHIL ON SHOULDER) See you later Phil. (GIVES HAZEL A KISS ON FOREHEAD) Have fun! (GOES OUT AND IS HEARD RUNNING DOWN THE STAIRS)

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO
SAME AS PREVIOUS SET. HAZEL WALKS UP AND DOWN WITH HIGH HEELS AND SLIT SKIRT AND LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW. PHIL IS SAT IN AN ARMCHAIR, LOOKING AT HER. SHE SPEAKS WITHOUT LOOKING AROUND

HAZEL:
Well, aren’t you going to make yourself useful and pour the tea for a lady? (PHIL GETS UP AND STARTS POURING TEA. SHE TURNS ROUND AND LOOKS AT HIM AND, WALKING ACROSS THE ROOM TOWARDS THE WIRELESS SET, SAYS:-) You’re quiet.

PHIL:
I’ve just been through a lot. (SHE SWITCHES ON WIRELESS. IT’S HOAGY CARMICHAEL SINGING ‘THE OLD MUSIC MASTER’ AT THAT POINT)

The old music master

Simply sat there amazed

as wide eyed and open mouthed

he gazed and he gazed

How can you be certain

little boy, tell me how?

‘because I was born,’ he said

‘ a hundred years from now.’

PHIL:
Wow, did you hear that?

HAZEL:
Of course I heard it. (SWITCHES OFF WIRELESS) What about it?

PHIL:
I remember that song from when I was six. It was a favourite of my Aunt Heather. It was the first time I was aware of music and of sexual feelings.

HAZEL:
(SMILES IN SEXY WAY) Two lumps of sugar love, ta. You started early! (PICKS UP CUP AND WALKS OVER AND SITS ON WINDOW SILL WITH SKIRT PULLED UP REVEALING PETTICOAT FRILLS) You seem to have a weird sex life.

PHIL:
What’s weird about it? (SITS IN ARMCHAIR)

HAZEL:
Well, for a start, staying with John Thrushman can’t be doing your reputation much good! (SHE GETS UP AND WALKS ACROSS THE ROOM AND DRAPES HERSELF ACROSS THE BED SETTEE AND LIGHTS A FAG) Smoke?

PHIL:
Cheers. (SHE THROWS HIM A FAG AND THEN A LIGHTER) What’s wrong with staying here? John’s very good to me.

HAZEL:
I bet.

PHIL:
What do you mean by that?

HAZEL:
Listen, duckie, are you bent or not?

PHIL:
I don’t know what you mean.

HAZEL:
Dear, dear. Are you pretending you don’t know that John is as queer as a nine-bob note?

PHIL:
I’m not sure about that at all. (HE GETS UP AND WALKS OVER AND LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW, CARRYING HIS TEA) He’s never tried anything with me. (HAZEL PUTS HER KNEES UP SO THAT WHEN PHIL TURNS AROUND HE CAN LOOK UP HER SKIRT)

HAZEL:
Well, I find that hard to believe.

PHIL:
I can’t see why. I’m not queer.

HAZEL:
Well, sweetie, I can’t see what you were doing just now, lying on the floor with your head in John’s arms, if it wasn’t something to do with sex.

PHIL:
Jesus, you mean you were watching us?

HAZEL:
No darling, don’t worry. I’m not a voyeur, although I know mirrors can be fun.

PHIL:
(WALKS OVER AND STANDS BY HAZEL’S TUMMY) Hazel, I don’t know what you saw. I can vaguely remember there was a knocking at the door, but I was almost totally out of it at the time. But it was nothing to do with sex!

HAZEL:
Well, please yourself, but it seems rather strange to me that a pretty boy like you should be living with a notorious old queen like John, and yet pretend that you’re not having it away together. And look - I’ve got nothing against queers or John, I really like him. (PHIL SITS DOWN BESIDE HER AND LOOKS TOWARDS HER AND PUTS HIS HAND ON HER KNEES. SHE MOVES ONE LEG AND LETS HER SKIRT FALL DOWN AROUND HER THIGHS) Oh, don’t touch me, unless you REALLY want to.

PHIL:
(STROKING HER THIGHS, REVEALING SUSPENDERS, PANTIES, ETC) Oh, Jesus, you’re so hot. How could I not want to touch you?

(SHE PUTS HER ARMS AROUND HIS NECK AND PULLS HIM DOWN TO KISS HER. THEY KISS PASSIONATELY. PHIL HAS HIS HAND INSIDE HER PANTS. THEN SHE SUDDENLY JUMPS UP, AND WALKS OVER TO THE RECORD PLAYER AND SELECTS A RECORD AND PUTS ON THE CHICO HAMILTON QUINTET. SHE INDICATES TO PHIL TO STAND UP . HE DOES, LOOKING A LITTLE CONFUSED. TO THE MUSIC, HAZEL MOVES HER WHOLE BODY AND SLOWLY UNDOES HER DRESS. PHIL UNDRESSES AS WELL, BOTH DOING SO IN A VERY SLOW RITUALISTIC WAY. AS EACH PIECE OF CLOTHING IS CAST OFF, THEY MOVE ONE STEP CLOSER TO EACH OTHER. BY THE TIME THEY MEET IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM, HAZEL HAS JUST STOCKINGS AND SUSPENDER BELT AND HER SHOES LEFT ON. SHE SITS ON EDGE OF TABLE, THEN LIES BACK ACROSS IT, WITH OPEN LEGS, AS PHIL ENTERS HER. CURTAIN. ORGASMIC MUSIC)

LIGHTS FADE

               ACT ONE, SCENE THREE
SAME AS PREVIOUS SET. PHIL IS LYING ON THE BED SETTEE, NAKED. HAZEL IS SLOWLY DRESSING

HAZEL:
(SHE BENDS OVER AND KISSES HIM) Well, you’ve proved you’re not completely bent. (THEY BOTH LAUGH) But you still haven’t told me what you two were up to when you were on the floor.

PHIL:
(HAZEL IS PUTTING MAKE UP ON) He was auditing me.

HAZEL:
What the hell is that?

PHIL:
It’s sort of taking you back through your past, to discover how one's life is shaped by one’s own interpretations of one's experience.

HAZEL:
Gawd! What a fucking mouthfull. You don’t need to fuck around with all that!  You’re fine as you are. and you'd better believe it!  And what does John get out of all that?

PHIL:
He’s training to be an auditor.

HAZEL:
Why do you use all this phoney language?

PHIL:
It’s not phoney. It’s precise. An auditor listens and guides you through your own mind.

HAZEL:
Oh fuck me! It sounds like that Scientology stuff. It’s a load of cobblers.

PHIL:
It’s not. It’s a very precise and clear way to sort things out.

HAZEL:
Listen, honey. All those games are invented to make bread. That’s all. They don’t help anyone. You touch that sort of stuff and you end up drained of any juice you might have had to start off with. You want to do something practical with your life. Stop worrying about yourself and get out there and put yourself about. Well, that’s what I think. Just follow your feelings, like ya did just now... and you was fabulous, and now I feel like midday in the tropics - on fire and ready for a drink... I gotta go... will see ya again...I hope. (SHE GRIPS HIS PRICK TENDERLY) Look after this... it’s a key to a lot of fings. Don’t make it a key problem. Eh? (THEY BOTH LAUGH)
PHIL:
Hazel? (SHE’S WALKING OUT)

HAZEL:
Yeah?

PHIL:
You’re GREAT!

HAZEL:
You’re not so bad. Keep your end up. Respect John, but your soul’s your own. Remember that! See ya!

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR

SAME AS PREVIOUS SET. PHIL IS DRESSING WHILST LISTENING TO THE GERRY MULLIGAN QUARTET’S FIRST LP. WHEN HE FINISHES, HE TAKES THE RECORD OFF, PUTS ON AN OVERCOAT AND STANDS LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW

PHIL:
God, there’s so many fucking people in this town. And that’s it. If they fucked more often, with more feeling, everything would be different. Shit! That’s exactly what Hazel just said. It’s weird. I seem to get taken over by whatever comes my way. (TURNS AROUND THEN STARTS PACING UP AND DOWN) Jesus, two extremely powerful sessions - but no balance. No harmony. Now, that’s a point! I'm either in my mind or seduced by sex. Maybe this means I'm on the verge of becoming an erotic poet! (HE WALKS OVER AND STARES AT PHOTO OF LRH) O Brooder, canst thou not sing and dance? But ain’t it hard being fluid on your guard? That’s a point!!! He’s giving us the tools to free ourselves, so we can dance. Or are they the chains of the will? A cold will. The introduction of a cold, merciless current, into the worn fabric of the mind. A total take-over. (PHIL TAKES OUT HIS NOSTRALINE INHALER AND UNDOES THE BACK. TAKES A BIT OFF AND SWALLOWS IT)

God, this stuff is so good for concentrating. But why should I need drugs to help me concentrate? The point is, why can’t I rely on my own intelligence? And nothing else? It’s the fear of dying. Now what happened in that session? (LONG PAUSE) I can’t tell if it’s imagination or not. Or how can I tell the difference between memory and imagination? And how do I know if I am me? There’s a fear somewhere. God, it really is the fear of death. (A SIREN SOUNDS OUTSIDE)

Jesus, what’s that? (HE STANDS ROOTED TO THE SPOT) My God, is that the four minute warning? My God! (HE RUSHES OVER TO THE WINDOW AND STARES OUT) Fuck me! There’s no people out there! Jesus, what’s happening? It’s the fucking end. Oh God. God. Help. There’s only about two minutes left. Christ, I’ve got to get out of here! (RUSHES ACROSS ROOM AND TRIPS OVER) Oh, God. God. Get up Phil. Get up and go down, to ground level. Get up and go down! (HE OPENS THE DOOR AND RACES DOWNSTAIRS)

(LIGHTS OUT. HE REAPPEARS IN EMPTY STREET, TOTALLY FREAKED) Get up and go down! Get up and go down! Keep still, man, Fuck, about a minute to go. Where shall I go? There’s nowhere to go. OK. OK. I’ve got to do nothing. (HE LIES DOWN ON THE PAVEMENT) Our father, which art in Heaven... Stop thinking of yourself... Hallowed be thy name?... Thy name or Your name?... doesn’t matter... you’ll never get the prayer finished at this rate. Where was I? Only about ten seconds to go... it’s too late... my brain’s scrambled... quiet... That’s it... the silence of God, of the Spirit, like in the great cathedrals. Jesus, the siren’s stopping!!! (TURNS OVER AND PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS ARMS. SIREN STOPS. BLACKNESS AND WILD MUSIC) (PHIL IS IN A BALL ON THE PAVEMENT. KING DAVID IS STANDING BY HIS HEAD)

DAVID:
Are you all right, old boy? (PHIL JUMPS AS IF HE’S BEEN ELECTROCUTED, BUT STAYS IN SAME SPOT, HEAD COVERED, FACE DOWN. SLOWLY, HE PUTS A HAND OUT AND STARTS TO SLOWLY FEEL DAVID’S BOOT)

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED) Who is it?

DAVID:
Don’t ask me, old boy.

PHIL:
For God’s sake, am I alive or dead?

DAVID:
None of us know, old boy. (PHIL SUDDENLY KNEELS UP AND LOOKS AT KING DAVID)

PHIL:
Jesus. So the bomb didn’t go off! (HE STARTS TO LAUGH HYSTERICALLY AS HE GETS UP) God, you frightened me. I thought I was dead.

DAVID:
You probably are, old boy. You’d better stop all that praying. It makes an awful mess in the streets, and I’ll get blamed for it all.

PHIL:
Do you want a cup of tea? I need a piss.

DAVID:
I don’t drink it, old boy. You’ve been reading too much poetry. You drink your piss if you enjoy it. I believe God has a taste for it! He’s a filthy bugger, though he expects the roads to be kept clean. No, I prefer tea, old boy. A good cup of tea, and an old tune, if I can get it.

PHIL:
I was talking about a cup of tea upstairs in John’s flat. Do you fancy it?

DAVID:
Well, I’ll come up for (TAKES HIS WATCH CHAIN OUT) ... er... a few minutes. I’m far too busy to waste time.

(PHIL OPENS DOOR. LIGHTS GO OFF AS THEY SHUT DOOR BEHIND THEM)

ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE

SAME AS SET ONE - JOHN THRUSHMAN’S ROOM

PHIL:
What did you make of that siren? (THEY CAN BE HEARD COMING UP THE STAIRS)

DAVID:
They’re all over the place. Sirens and witches. I stay clear of them if I can. It’s not always EASY!

PHIL:
(PAUSE BEFORE NEXT LINE) I see you’ve got a... (EMERGING INTO JOHN’S ROOM) watch...

DAVID:
Of course I’ve got a watch! You don’t expect me to walk around these streets without a watch do you? Or walk around without blueprints, which I shall have soon, and a ruler? Listen to me, old boy, have you not noticed the state of the streets, the rubbish everywhere, paint peeling off the walls, rubbish in the gutters, and children screaming in the streets? It’s an awful mess, everywhere you go. There’s dogs barking, and when the gods come back and see the state everything is in, nothing being maintained properly, they’ll go to Winston Churchill and say to him, ‘Why aren’t you looking after this place properly - streets are filthy and the gardens aren’t worth looking at, and there’s babies crying, day and night.’ Do you think Winston Churchill’s going to say, ‘it’s all my fault’? Of course not! He’ll pick up some papers on his desk and say, ‘look I was far too busy. I didn’t have time to keep the streets clean.’ And then, they’ll ask Field Marshall Montgomery. ‘Why is this place in such an awful mess?’ they’ll say. ‘Nothing’s working properly. There’s traffic jams all day long down Piccadilly Circus, and the tea’s awful.’ Do you think he’ll accept the blame for it all? Of course he won’t. He’ll say he was far too busy in the desert to spend time in London to look after it. And it’s no use going to the King. Because he’s on holiday. The Royalty are always on holiday. So what happens? They’ll see me walking down the street. And they’ll think, he’s probably to blame for it all! So they come up to me and say, ‘why aren’t those streets clean? Why are the houses in such a poor state of repair? Why is there rubbish thrown in the gutter?’ And I’ll say, ‘I’m a working man like anyone else. I know the time of day.’ (PULLS HIS WATCH OUT) ‘Yes, I know the time of day like any policeman.’ And I’ll have my plans to show I’m busy. And a ruler, to show I’m off to work! Cos, let me tell you, old boy, if I don’t have all this, I’ll be blamed for the way everything is! Shot to pieces. That’s what will happen. They’d say...

PHIL:
Hang on, David. I’ll put the kettle on next door! (PHIL GOES NEXT DOOR, DAVID FOLLOWS HIM TO DOOR)

DAVID:
(SHOUTS) They’d say, ‘you’re the cause of it all! Everyone else has been trying to do a good job! Working their fingers to the bone. Directing the traffic. Polishing the cars. Feeding the elephants. And you’ve just been walking around, having a good time. Well, we’ll make you pay for it.’ You know what happens then, don’t you? Machine gunned into hell. Ah, no! I can have some peace and quiet, now I’ve got this watch. And soon, I can be lying back, listening to some of my favourites. Things like “You Are My Sweetheart’. Do you know that one? (SINGS) You are my sweetheart, my only sweetheart... (PHIL WALKS IN WITH A TRAY OF TEA, PUTS IT DOWN ON TABLE)

PHIL:
Isn’t it, ‘You Are My Sunshine’?

DAVID:
Don’t be a cretin old boy.

PHIL:
Sugar?

DAVID:
Two lumps, old boy.

PHIL:
Do you mind if I call you David? I’ve been wanting to talk to you.

DAVID:
Call me what you want old boy. Makes no difference to me. It’s all propaganda anyway, which they’ve got off the wireless... You’re my sweetheart, my only sweetheart... la did dad di da... Do you know it?

PHIL:
You make me happy, when skies are grey.

BOTH:
You’ll never know dear, how much I love you... la da dida did da... so don’t take my sweetheart away.

DAVID:
Yes. Very good, old boy. Now, it’s a stroke of luck that I met you because I need some advice on these old tunes. I saw some blueprints the other day, and they looked like the ones you could make one of those old wirelesses from. Perhaps you could put that fiendish poetry of yours to some use.

PHIL:
Well, I’ll have a try. I used to make one-valve wirelesses when I was a boy.

DAVID:
Well, the tea was splendid, old boy. Splendid. I don’t suppose you’ve got a baby elephant downstairs have you? (LAUGHS)

PHIL:
No, I’m afraid I haven’t.

DAVID:
Well, I’ve got to keep going.

PHIL:
I’ll come with you. I’d like a walk.

ACT ONE, SCENE SIX

HYDE PARK CORNER. BILLY McGUINNESS IN HYDE PARK, STANDING ON TOP OF A STEP LADDER. AS PHIL AND DAVID APPROACH, DAVID GESTURES THAT PHIL WALK ON - HE’S GOT OTHER THINGS TO DO. AS PHIL APPROACHES THE IRISH ORATOR, BILLY PULLS OUT A JOINT AND LIGHTS IT. HE SMOKES, IN BETWEEN SPEAKING. PHIL IS MESMERISED BY BILLY’S FLUENCY AND COURAGE AND SITS AT HIS FEET

BILLY:
... so listen folks, this is the weed I’m smoking. It’s the grass - the food of the Gods - Mary Jane - marry-you-anna - and it makes you HIGH folks - that’s why I’m sitting up here - and if there’s any policemen amongst you - I hope you’ll take some good advice, before I get off this stage - don’t bust the folks who get high on God’s grass, and then sneak off and smoke it with your uptight crew! Join us - join up with the children of God, and get high with them - and there’s one more point - since I’m God and therefore wrote the Bible - I’d like to collect some royalties to help me along, so perhaps you could dig deep into that black hole, where you keep your filthy lucre and give God some help - thank you in advance for your kind thoughts. (PHIL WALKS AROUND WITH A HAT COLLECTING MONEY. BILLY FOLDS UP THE LADDER AND THEY WALK OVER AND SIT DOWN ON A PARK BENCH. PHIL COUNTS IT)

PHIL:
(SHAKES HEAD) Not much. Seventeen and four pence.

BILLY:
Quantity’s not important, man. Here, smoke this and let’s not defile the air with talk of cash.  (PHIL GETS REALLY HIT BY THE DOPE BUT, AS ON ALL OCCASIONS THAT HE’S STONED, HE SHOULD NOT SHOW IT! CERTAINLY NOT BEHAVE AS IF DRUNK. INTENSE, THAT’S ALL. AS WITH AUDREY IN THE PARK, HE SEES PAST BILLY’S APPEARANCE, WHEN THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER)

BILLY:
Now, do you believe that Methuselah lived for a thousand years? Can you face it? Yes, I AM ALIVE man, and it feels exactly like it feels to you. I’m not your background, man. What we are both seeing is God! Do you get it?

PHIL:
Facing reality frightens me! (KING DAVID WALKS BY, BILLY AND PHIL NOD)

DAVID:
Don’t bother me... (HE’S ADDRESSING PHIL) with your questions. I’ve got too much work to do. (EXITS)

BILLY:
That man’s not your background either. There’s a man who’s not frightened to face REALITY. He’s carrying the madness of this city on his shoulders, and prepared to utter with the voice of conscience. He’s burnt up the checking device that’s still in your head... and just speaks what comes through him, without resistance. He’s completely innocent. That’s a living SAINT, who’s just passed through this graveyard of the spirit.

PHIL:
But why is his life so desperate? Why does he appear the way he does?

BILLY:
Appearances, man, appearances! This is the only way that our (SARCASTIC) ‘rational society’ will tolerate a spiritual being - as a dirty tramp. As such, he can perform the function of a safety valve. When people scoff at him as he passes by, he takes the pressure off their suppressed violence, without them noticing what he’s done for them! Allows the mass madness to be projected onto him. You see, the man’s a true aristocrat! An aristocrat, and that’s the truth. Oh yes, he was in possession of a fortune once, and he gave it all away! Then he was an officer in the British Army, and he got a medal for outstanding BRAVERY when he was in Burma. Yes man, he got a medal for saving the lives of two wounded soldiers. Two soldiers who had been ambushed in the jungle. He carried them on his back, man, for twenty miles... to get them to the nearest hospital unit. And then the bastards court marshalled him in India! For shooting a dog! That was their story! Said he went berserk one night and shot the colonel’s dog! It was a cover up job man. He became ENLIGHTENED, that was the truth of it, and you can’t have enlightened men in the army! That’s for sure. He saw the truth in a single moment, when he was standing on the railway station at Poona. An officer, he was standing with the rest of the unit, when he noticed on the other side of the platform an Indian yogi, dressed in white robes. Now, when that gentleman glanced at David - BANG - his head exploded into light. After that, he was unable to remember his previous life. It all appeared to him as endless propaganda - taken off an old radio set.

PHIL:
Yeah, he said the same sort of thing to me. (LONG PAUSE) Does this mean that I’ll end up as a tramp if I really admit that I am REAL?

BILLY:
It takes more than decisions to enter into the real life. You have to die first... and that takes guts.

PHIL:
I know what you mean. I’m really scared of dying.

BILLY:
That’s because you haven’t understood what to do with the weed. If you use it properly, you can erase the old mind - that mind which they’ve wrapped round you since you were born. Honesty! It’s the only way, man! Honesty means you don’t hide what you REALLY FEEL about other people. It means you lose all your imagined privileges. You only become alive when you give up trying to survive - at the expense of others! Yes man, you don’t come FIRST in importance, when it comes to survival. To see that, you’ve got to really get stoned. Stop pretending to be high, when you’re really a frightened manipulator! We’re all in the same boat, man, so you see... ... I’m not like other men. My way of creating life is not by making babies... it’s by laying the TRUTH on people. (HE WALKS OFF AS HAZEL SITS DOWN ON THE BENCH BESIDE PHIL. HE RESTS HIS HEAD ON HER SHOULDER)

HAZEL:
Are you all right?

PHIL:
I don’t know.

MARKLE:
Phil?

PHIL:
(TURNS ROUND AND STARES AT THE LARGE GUY DRESSED IN CORDUROYS AND TWEED JACKET AND LONGISH HAIR) Yeah?

MARKLE:
You don’t recognise me? Larry Markle. I was the copper who you spoke to in Trafalgar Square. Well... more than spoke to... you pulled the plug... and changed my life.

PHIL:
Jesus. (THEY SHAKE HANDS) You don't look like a copper now. What are you upto?

MARKLE:
I’m an artist now . Yeah, I chucked in the copper job a few weeks after our... conversation, and a few months later I managed to get into St Martins art school. 

PHIL:
Wow, I'm so pleased you made the jump. Have you discovered Sam Widges yet?

MARKLE: Yeah, I was there last night listening to the jazz. It's a fantastic place.

PHIL: Hazel... meet Larry.

HAZEL:
And you were really a copper?

MARKLE: No shit! And your man rescued me. Are you still trying to find out what it means to be a christian?

PHIL:
What?

MARKLE: The last time we met you said you were reading the new testament.

PHIL: Well now I'm trying to read myself and it's getting scary.

HAZEL:
(GIVES HIM A KISS) You’re stoned Phil and Billy’s zonked you out. Let’s all go round to Sam Widges and have a cup of tea.

MARKLE: Another time. I'm off to a concert of Stravinsky's ‘Firebird'.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE

SAM WIDGES. DARK, NO LIGHTS. A FEW CANDLES. ONLY SANDOR AND REG IN THERE.  BOTH READING BY CANDLE LIGHT. HAZEL AND PHIL WALK IN AND LOOK AROUND PERPLEXED
HAZEL:
Blimey, what's happened in here? The fuzz haven't closed you down have they? (REG SHAKES HIS HEAD AND GESTURES TO SANDOR, WHO LOOKS SHEEPISH)
SANDOR:
Naw, I was in court today but I won that stupid case which 'Inspector Fleece' brought against me.

PHIL:
(SITTING BESIDE SANDOR) What happened?

SANDOR:
That stupid git completely goofed it in court. You should have seen him!

HAZEL:
Any chance of a tea, Reg?

REG:
(SHAKES HIS HEAD) Only Coke or Fanta I'm afraid. There's no electricity.

HAZEL:
Do you want a Coke, Phil?

PHIL:
Yeah, anything will do. My tongue's like sandpaper. So what's going on?

HAZEL:
A Coke and a Fanta, Reg darling. Cheer up, it looks very romantic in here and the police haven't succeeded in closing Sam's.

REG:
(OPENS THE BOTTLES) It didn't need Fleece to do it. Sandor's mismanagement is quite brilliant. (WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND SANDOR AND SITS DOWN WITH DRINKS)
SANDOR:
I'm sorry Reg. You're right. (TO PHIL AND HAZEL) You see, I've suddenly discovered I'm BROKE. Electricity cut off today and they're going to cut off the gas tomorrow, which means there's no point in staying open.

HAZEL:
Oh come on, Sandor. There's ways and means. If you beat the police, you can juggle with bills. That's for sure.

PHIL:
Yeah. How did you do it?

SANDOR:
(BRIGHTENS UP WHEN HE TELLS THE STORY - ACTING THE DIFFERENT CHARACTERS) Fleece told a pack of lies. He said the place was 'very dimly lit when we entered the café. Mr Hadfield insisted that it was not a public place but a club! We took the names of 59 people, your honour, (SANDOR STANDS UP) and only five of these names appear in the Sam Widges membership book.' (SANDOR SITS DOWN AND PUSHES HIS GLASSES TO THE TIP OF HIS NOSE) 'Yes, yes, I understand all that Inspector( but you haven't told the court what ALCOHOL was being consumed( Ah, Mr Hadfield, would you mind telling the court what drinks were on sale in your( er( club?' (SANDOR STANDS UP) 'Pepsi Cola and Fanta, your honour, and it wasn't dim at the time.' (SITS) 'Yes, yes, I don't care about the lighting or the props Mr Hadfield. Alcohol I'm aiming at. What alcohol was being served?' (STANDS UP) 'There wasn't any alcohol for sale, your honour. No alcohol is ever consumed on the premises. (SITS, GRAVE VOICE) 'NO ALCOHOL! Is that correct Inspector?' (STANDS UP) 'Yes, your honour.' (SITS) 'Well, I can't see the point to this case! Fifty seven people are drinking Coca Cola and( what not, and listening to(' (STANDS UP) 'Jazz, your honour.' (SITS DOWN) 'Exactly Mr Hadfield. I can't see what's wrong with that. Inspector, you're wasting this court's time! Case DISMISSED!' (HAZEL AND PHIL CHEER. SANDOR STANDS UP) 'Thank you, your honour.' (SWTICHES TO FLEECE'S VOICE) 'Your honour, he can't be allowed to get away with it! Mr Hadfield's blatantly ignoring the music and dancing law!'(SITS DOWN AND KNOCKS OVER PHIL'S COKE)
PHIL:
Doesn't matter man. Carry on. (PHIL GETS DOWN ON FLOOR, PICKS UP THE COKE THEN GETS A CLOTH FROM REG AND WIPES UP AS SANDOR CONTINUES IN THE MAGISTRATE'S VOICE)
SANDOR:
'Superintendent Fleece! You're over-stripping your mark! Since when did the police have the power to INSTRUCT the judiciary? You have wasted Mr Hadfield's and MY TIME, and are yourself in danger of contempt of court. Please give Mr Hadfield a public apology( for wasting his time.'

HAZEL:
Great! (SHE HUGS SANDOR. PHIL PUTS HIS HEAD UP ABOVE THE TABLE FROM WIPING THE FLOOR)
SANDOR:
(AS MAGISTRATE) 'Superintendent Fleece! ( I'm waiting.' (PAUSE. REG LOOKS UP FROM READING. SANDOR SLOWLY STANDS UP) 'Mr Hadfield, I've been instructed by the magistrate to apologise to you for making you attend these proceedings. I was unaware( that the case would be considered in this light.'

PHIL:
Fantastic. Come on man, don't let bills bring you down. Maybe I can help!

HAZEL:
That's a good idea, Phil.

PHIL:
Let's get it clear. (SANDOR SITS DOWN AND RUBS HIS HEAD, THEN CLEANS HIS GLASSES) You said before, you were doing very well(
SANDOR:
I thought I was but...

REG:
(SHOUTS) You don't need to whisper. He's realised that the staff here have been eating all the profits( which I warned him of, at the beginning. Steaks every day for eleven(
PHIL:
ELEVEN! Is that how many you've been employing? (REG GOES BACK TO READING)
SANDOR:
That includes The Pad downstairs.

PHIL:
No wonder you're broke, feeding eleven beatniks steaks every day.

SANDOR:
(JUMPS UP AND KNOCKS PHIL'S BOTTLE OVER AGAIN) Well, I've found out NOW. Too late! (PHIL PICKS UP THE EMPTY BOTTLE AS SANDOR WIPES UP)
PHIL:
OK. Tell me what your immediate debts add up to, and perhaps I can make you some sort of offer. (SANDOR JUMPS UP AND SLIPS ON THE FLOOR) Take it easy man. Easy! (HE HELPS SANDOR UP, WHO GOES TO THE COUNTER)
SANDOR:
Reg! Could you hand me those bills that I put behind the till? (REG HANDS SANDOR A PILE OF BILLS. SANDOR TAKES THEM BACK TO PHIL, WALKING VERY GINGERLY. PHIL LOOKS AT A BILL AND JOTS DOWN FIGURES ON BACK OF ONE OF THE BILLS)
PHIL:
Does this one have to be paid right away?

SANDOR:
Yes, I'm afraid it does. Otherwise they'll take the coffee machine away.

PHIL:
OK then, this lot HAVE to be paid in order for the café to stay open?

SANDOR:
That's right.

PHIL:
So, this lot comes to £560 and how much do you have in the till?

SANDOR:
(SUCKS GLASSES) Well, nothing really. There'll be just enough to pay Reg his evening wages.

PHIL:
Well, I tell you what I'll do. I'll pay the immediate debts so it stays open, and we'll run the caff and jazz club as partners! Fifty-fifty. I'll take the gamble that we can keep it open, and eventually make a profit.  How's that?

SANDOR:
(SANDOR JUMPS UP AND CLAPS HANDS) Great! Great! You're the very man for this job. At last! Somebody who can take a risk!

FADE
ACT TWO, SCENE TWO

SAME AS SET ONE. JOHN THRUSHMAN’S ROOM. DAVID IS DRENCHED, PHIL HAS JUST ANSWERED THE DOOR TO HIM

DAVID:
Hello, old boy. (TAKES NO NOTICE OF THE FACT THAT HE’S SOPPING WET) I thought I’d better come round and have a chat with you.

PHIL:
Come in, David. Gosh, you look sopping.

DAVID:
I was walking down the road and it suddenly struck me - all this time I’ve been thinking that this was planet Earth.  Suddenly I realised why I’ve been having all these difficulties. I realised that this is Orion. So I thought I’d better come round and have a cup of tea with you and have a chat about it.

PHIL:
King David’s here, Hazel.

HAZEL:
Who?

PHIL:
King David.

DAVID:
Don’t call me King David. I’ve nailed my balls to the highest tower in the land. I’m riddled to death, night and day, by everyone pretending they’re dead and they’re all spies! (BANGS THE WALL) Including this! Waiting for their chance to finish me off. (DAVID SITS DOWN, POOLS OF WATER DRIPPING OFF HIM. SLOWLY GOES THROUGH ONE OF HIS POCKETS, TAKES OUT A NEWSPAPER PARCEL. UNDOES IT AND TAKES OUT A RAW SKINNED ONION) I was wondering if you’ve got a cup of tea to go with this onion?

PHIL:
Of course. Of course. (CALLS INTO KITCHEN) Hazel, can you put the kettle on? Ta!

DAVID:
(LOOKS AT PAINTINGS ON WALLS) Yes, well, I thought it was very important that we talked about Orion. It explains why I can’t get any of the old programmes... on the wireless. I thought we were still on Earth.(PAUSE)  Yes I see you’ve been very busy. Aha! I can see plenty of torture there. I can see the sort of thing you mean. I don’t suppose you’ve got a baby elephant down in your basement have you? The priest used to keep one down in his basement. Fuck it day and night he would. In between services. Yes, I can see that you like all that sort of torture.

PHIL:
But it's not meant to be torture. It’s just an abstract painting.

DAVID:
Keep it, old boy, keep it. I’ve important matters to discuss and it’s taken me days to get here.

PHIL:
Oh? Where did you come from?

DAVID:
King’s Cross Station.

PHIL:
But that’s only fifteen minutes’ walk from here.

DAVID:
Hours and hours of fighting. Children screaming, being tortured everywhere. I saw some blueprints in a window. Blueprints for one of those old wireless sets. I thought I could probably get some of the old tunes on one of them. So I walked down to the East End, and when I got there - the blueprints weren’t there any more. Then I saw this Black Magic party near Fleet Street which I had to avoid. They had arc lights everywhere and the demons wearing rubber aprons and rubber boot were carrying headless bodies pouring blood. It was ghastly. That's why it's taken me ages to get here. Ages. Ages avoiding these black magic parties.

(HAZEL COMES IN WITH TEA, WEARING A PETTICOAT AND TOWEL AROUND HER HEAD. DAVID LOOKS A BIT SHY. HAZEL PUTS THE TRAY DOWN AND NODS TO DAVID, WHO MEEKLY NODS BACK AND SHE GOES OUT) Well, I can see you’ve been very busy. Anyway, I thought I’d better pop round and see you. Sorry I couldn’t get round for a few months. (PHIL POURS THE TEA AND GIVES DAVID A CUP. DAVID NODS A THANK YOU)

PHIL:
But you were only here yesterday.

DAVID:
No! No! No! There must be something wrong with your watch old boy. I was far too busy to come round. Far too busy. (DAVID EATS HIS ONION AND DRINKS TEA. THEY ARE SITTING DOWN NOW. DAVID HAS REMOVED HIS OVERCOATS. HE HAS BLACK TROUSERS, LEATHER BELT, WAISTCOAT, OLD TWEED JACKET. FOB WATCH IN WAISTCOAT. RULERS AND PROTRACTORS IN WAISTCOAT POCKET) Well, eventually I managed to get the blueprints for the wireless set. Found them at the World’s End. (TAKES OUT PAPERS) Though you might like to glance at them. They look a few hundred years old, don’t they? Ought to be able to get ‘Knees Up Mother Brown’ with these, don’t you think? (PHIL LOOKS AT THEM, THEY ARE BUSINESS ESTIMATE GRAPHS)

PHIL:
I don’t see how you’re gonna make a wireless with this lot.

DAVID:
 (SULLENLY) Yes, I was afraid you wouldn't understand. No-one understands the work I have to do. I’m cursed by Oxford in reverse. Indian priests and yacking dogs. Well, I suppose I’d better be getting on. Got a lot to do.

PHIL:
No. You can’t go out in that rain. You could stay here for the night if you want, and perhaps I could work something out about the wireless set.

DAVID:
Perhaps another time, old boy. (GETS UP AND MOVES TO DOOR) It makes a great difference to everything... (SINGS) Living on Orion la da da da de de da. Oh well, old boy... what sort of tunes can you get on that wireless, then? (PHIL TURNS IT ON. IT’S THE BLUE DANUBE) Not bad! Not bad! That’s the sort of thing I’m looking for. With a wireless like that, you don’t feel so cold. You realise the whole universe is a desert, I suppose? Electricity isn’t very warm, is it? A few lighthouses hidden in the fog...but that’s about it. Cold light. Cold light. Pain. Pain. Torture in the basement of the Galaxy, old boy. Oh well, thanks for the tea.

PHIL:
Hazel! David’s off.

HAZEL:
(SHOUTS) Bye bye, David.

DAVID:
Thank you for the tea. (GOES OUT SINGING YOU ARE MY SWEETHEART)

HAZEL:
 (COMES IN LOOKING VERY DOLLED UP) God, you do court some weird people. I’m not sure John would approve of that tramp coming here. He’s infested with fleas, you know.

PHIL:
That's a very superficial statement.

HAZEL:  That's what you think I am isn't it? Just SHOW!
PHIL:   (PHIL MOVES TOWARDS HAZEL) That's rubbish Hazel. I think you're very deep (THEN HOLDING HER AND PUTTING HIS HANDS AROUND HER BOTTOM) but thank God you're not bottomless. (HAZEL LAUGHS AND THEY HUG)  Now that I'm a partner in Sam Widges, I think I’ll move out from here and sleep there, and sort of use it as a pad as well. You were right of course, to have warned me to not get too involved with John. Like you said it aint doing my reputation much good.

HAZEL:
You might also find it weird working with Sandor. Not that he’s queer.

PHIL:
Why? Because he’s a bit vague?

HAZEL:
You could say that again.

PHIL:
What about Reg? I've sacked everyone but him, because Sandor maintains he's the heart of the caff and absolutely trustworthy!

HAZEL:
Sandor doesn't know what trustworthy means.  Reg, it's true, makes good spaghetti bolognese and he's a well-known character who likes being bathed in stawberry jam.

PHIL: What?

HAZEL: Yeah, he's a little bit kinky, is usually at Brenda The Whip's parties at the weekends...so what...but just watch him! He's pretty fly, and so are all his friends.

PHIL:
Well, Sandor says Reg's friends have plenty of money who go to Sam's to chat to Reg and eat a meal.

HAZEL:
Just watch him. O.K.?

ACT TWO, SCENE THREE

IN SAM WIDGES. BRIGHT. PAINTINGS ON THE WALLS. PHIL IS DRESSED IN WHITE BOILER SUIT. SANDOR, DRESSED IN WAITER'S JACKET. MORNING

PHIL:
(BEHIND COUNTER. HANDS SANDOR A WAD OF MONEY FROM THE TILL)  Here Sandor, pay the rates and then pick up some teaspoons and saucers on the way back. I'll get the place ready for the lunch rush.

SANDOR:
You're being hopeful. (LAUGHS)
PHIL:
That's the only way. We're going to make a bomb! Now don't spend that money on anything else but the rates and the teaspoons and saucers. And don't be long.

SANDOR:    O.K. keep your hair on!

PHIL: (SING-SONG DELIVERY) See you later master-bate-her. (SANDOR WAVES AND EXITS. PHIL WASHES TABLES AND THEN RETURNS BEHIND COUNTER AND STARTS CHOPPING ONIONS. HE DOESN'T HEAR WALSH WALK IN, DRESSED IN TRILBY, CROMBIE OVERCOAT. SMART)
WALSH:
New face?

PHIL:
(STARTLED) Yeah( it's my first day. What would you like? Coffee?

WALSH:
(KID GLOVES. HANDS ON COUNTER) I'm collecting dough to get one of the boys out on bail. I expect you've heard of me, haven't you? Billy Walsh?

PHIL:
Christ!

WALSH:
(LEANS FORWARD) OK. Cut out the dramatics, kid! We just need a few nicka to keep the ball rolling. (POINTS TO THE TILL)

PHIL:
(TRIES TO SOUND TOUGH) I got fuck all in there mate, and that's a fact! (BANGS THE EMPTY TILL COVER) 'ave a dekko!

WALSH:
(STARES HARD AT PHIL) Not bad, not bad. That's a trim look ya got and smart delivery.  I fink yer actually telling the troof and I might add( a good job too! So what's a smart lad like you doing 'ere?

PHIL:  I'm the new partner running this business. I'm also an artist...a poet.

WALSH:  I like poetry. Give me a line!

PHIL: Aint it hard being fluid on your guard.

WALSH: Again.

PHIL: Aint it hard being fluid on your guard

WALSH: Aint it ard being fluid on yer guard. Nice line. Nice line. Listen kid, this aint the best place for you to ang out. But you can relax coz I like you...coz yer 'onest...coz you're not pretending you're not shit scared...and that counts with me coz I'm the big daddy round 'ere, get it! I'm Billy Walsh, the govner! Yeah, course you're shit scared. I'm a frightner...but I'm not out to get ya...but ya gotta know the ropes, kid. If ya get any bovver, you give the govner a ring. Get it? (HE PULLS OUT A CARD AND PUTS IT ON THE COUNTER. PHIL PICKS IT UP AND READS IT) Just ask fer the guvner, that's all( Naw then, before I go( what's the purpose of the law?

PHIL:
(WIPES HIS EYES) Bleeding fucking onions.

WALSH:
(BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) Hey, you're a comedian/poet. Naw, listen. Onions ain't bad! If ya let the law get to ya.. it's misery( and there ain't no good coppers, believe me! They're crooks without any bottle. Don't give 'em anyfink.

PHIL:
How d'ya mean?

WALSH:
They're double-crossing schmucks! (HE WINKS) Don't pay out when they put on the pressure, ya know what I mean. Put the frighteners on them. Mention my name. You'll see, it works like magic. (SLAPS THE COUNTER AND LAUGHS) I don't deal in bovver, kid. That's for scrubbers, and ya end up with a seam from ear to ear! I do the vanishing trick. That's what makes the law quake. Cross me and you vanish! They bear that in mind, if ya know what I mean? It's the only fing the law understands - unpredictable violence!

PHIL:
Blimey, I was hoping to run a peaceful jazz café.

WALSH:
So ya can, if the law knows ya got me on your side. (STARTS TO WALK OUT) Don't forget, any bovver from the law or villains, grab the blower. See ya kid. You can write it up one day. Met Billy Walsh, king of London's underworld. (LAUGHS AS HE LEAVES)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR

A WEEK LATER IN SAM WIDGES. THE CAFF VERY FULL. REG BEHIND COUNTER, PHIL AND SANDOR OUTSIDE. ALL THE REGULARS INSIDE, PLUS BIG TINY AND LES KING, TWO VILLAINS EATING AT THE COUNTER. REG IS CHATTING TO THEM. HAZEL IS CLEARING THE TABLES, WEARING AN APRON

PHIL:
I've been watching them. Reg is terrified of them. They've been in here every night and I think they're eating on the house, whatever you say. What are their names?

SANDOR:
The huge one on the left is Big Tiny. The other one is Les King. They're not villains. They run a betting shop down the bottom of Berwick Street.

PHIL:
Look Sandor, I can SMELL fear coming off Reg when they walk in. I'm going to sort it out now!

SANDOR:
Well, talk to Big Tiny then. He's alright. I've played table football with him a few times across the road in the Freight Train. (PHIL AND SANDOR WALK INTO THE HUBBUB. PHIL CAN BE SEEN TALKING INTO BIG TINY'S EAR. HE LOOKS MURDER AT PHIL. PHIL INSISTS AND WALKS OUTSIDE. BIG TINY FOLLOWS AFTER A FEW MOMENTS. THEY TALK OUTSIDE THE CAFF. TINY HAS BROUGHT HIS COKE OUT WITH HIM)
TINY:
What's this all about?

PHIL:
Why are you and Les King always in here, scoffing down the steaks and making Reg's breathing difficult?

TINY:
What's it got to do with you?

PHIL:
Everything! I'm trying to run this place and get it out of debt.

TINY:
You run this place? Ain't you working for Reg?

PHIL:
No, Reg is working for me and Sandor. I'm the new partner here.

TINY:
Blimey. I fort you was the new waiter that Reg had just 'ired.

PHIL:
Look, Reg has always ONLY EVER been the cook here. He gets three quid a night and that's it! So what’s going on between you lot and Reg? I've noticed that he's been paying for your steaks. Well he can't afford that can he? 

TINY:
You'll 'ave ta get anover cook, mate. Reg can't afford to work 'ere any longer! (HE MOPS HIS FOREHEAD WITH A RED AND WHITE SPOTTED HANDKERCHIEF)
PHIL:
How come?  Is he bunging you out of the till?

TINY:
Ya got it, kid. We don't get anyfink out of it, but Reg is a real schmuck and 'es paying fer it. Eeze gotta keep the missus and kids of one of our boys, ain't 'e?

PHIL:
How come? (TINY FINISHES HIS COKE AND PUTS THE BOTTLE IN HIS POCKET, THEN STRETCHES HIS BRACES)
TINY:
About two years ago Reg is working darn the Nuke Coffee Bar. One day, one of the boys, Spider, is being chased by the law. Spider darts down into the Nuke, carrying an oldall full of shooters, gives 'em to Reg to hide behind the counter, and Spider hide in the back cupboard. Get the picture? (PHIL NODS)  Alright, the law dash dan. reg tells them eeze seen no one and they disappear. So Spider emerges, has a cup of tea, and tells Reg he'll pick up his bag next day and shoots 'ome. Next day goes down the Nuke, and he's nicked, ain't he?  They're waiting for him. Spider gets seven years. We were going to do Reg in right proper. So we turned up with this van, outside the Nuke with 200 gallons of paraffin - we're just about to pour this lot down the stairs and set light to it, with Reg down there, when that trumpet player, Chuck, turns up, susses what’s going on and only wants to have fisticuffs with me! Ends up with this brawl at the top of the stairs. Chuck slogging away like a madman, defending that rat dan in the 'ole who Chuck couldn't stand!  Anyway, we was so impressed with Chuck - his effort to save Reg's life - that we told Chuck we wouldn't give Reg the chop, but we'd make 'im pay for it another way. We got Reg in our motor, drove him to this quarry, and said we were going to push him over the edge. He was shit scared. He had no bottle - not like Chuck. He pleaded for mercy, cried like a sissy. I felt disgusted. 'Alright you bastard,' I said to him, ‘you shopped one of our boys, and it's gonna cost you. I'll tell you what you're gonna do. You're gonna keep his missis and kids while he's inside. You understand, Reg?' I said, 'cos if you get confused about this, Reg, we'll cut yer froat.' ( So we make an arrangement - free meals for the boys and thirty nicker a week to Spider's missus whilst Spider's doing bird. 

PHIL:
I can see now why this place has been losing money.

TINY:
Listen, I got no quarrel with you, kid. But I can't honestly see how Reg can carry on working for you. You won't be able to afford it. And ya don't want blokes like us in your place. You'll just get a bad reputation! (LAUGHS)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE

SAM WIDGES. TWO WEEKS LATER. IN THE MORNING, PHIL BEHIND THE COUNTER COOKING. NO-ONE ELSE IN THE CAFF. SANDOR COMES IN. SITS ON STOOL BESIDE THE BAR

PHIL:
What happened to you the other night?

SANDOR:
When?

PHIL:
Saturday night!

SANDOR:
I can't remember. What are you referring to?

PHIL:
(ANGRY) Come on, Sandor. We're supposed to be running a business together! Last time I saw you was Saturday night, after the pubs had closed. I gave you a load of tanners to go and get some milk cartons from the machine down the road cos we'd run out - and I ain't seen you since then. YOU NEVER CAME BACK...AND IT's NOW TUESDAY!!!

SANDOR:
(STANDS UP) Crikey, I forgot all about that. I met Mickey Gormo on the way to the milk machine...and we went up to the Freight Train and played table football.

PHIL:
(EXASPERATED) You mean, I'm down here trying to keep this place going, refusing customers tea and coffee cos I didn't have any milk, and at the same time, you're in a rival's café, spending money out of our till. I'm FINISHED! I can't go on with this Sandor. Finished!

SANDOR:
Phil, I am sorry about this! I clean forgot about the milk.

PHIL:
I'm finished with this Sandor. I can't carry on in this partnership. We'll have to make a new arrangement. Either I take it over completely and pay you so much a week to buy you out, or you take it over completely again, and I walk out now!

SANDOR:
I hadn't realised it had reached this crisis point for you!

PHIL:
Well it has. So what do you suggest?

SANDOR:
(PAUSE) I think you should take it over. Cos I don't want to do it again by myself, and you seem very good at it.

PHIL:
Alright then, what do you say if I give you three grand at ten pounds a week?

SANDOR:
Let me think about it for a bit and I'll tell you this evening. I'll have to ask my solicitor what he thinks. I think he'll be glad to see me out of it.

PHIL:
Alright. I'll wait until this evening.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SIX

HAZEL PACKING UP. SAM WIDGES LATE AT NIGHT. TWO MONTHS LATER. PHIL WALKS IN, LAUGHING HYSTERICALLY

PHIL:
That's the bloody biscuit! Unbelieveable!

HAZEL:
(TAKING OFF HER APRON AND SHAKING OUT HER HAIR) What now?

PHIL:
We don't own it!

HAZEL:
WHAT?

PHIL:
We don't own Sam Widges babe!  We don't own it. (PACES ABOUT) Fucking Arthur Toolit does!

HAZEL:
Fucking calm down Phil!

PHIL:
Calm down! I've been double crossed by Sandor, the cunt! D'you know what?  He'd already done a bloody deal before I bought him out. Naw( even before I went into bloody partnership with him.

HAZEL:
How do you know he did a deal?

PHIL:
Because the fucking geezer Arthur Toolit just showed me an agreement Sandor signed when HE BORROWED 750 quid off him( on the CONDITION he'd pay back eleven hundred nicker at twenty quid a week(, BUT...IF SANDOR missed more than FOUR WEEKS OF NOT PAYING BACK, THE LEASE OF SAM'S BECOMES ARTHUR'S PROPERTY!

HAZEL:
I supposed he didn't pay back ANYTHING!

PHIL:
Two weeks! Forty quid - five months ago. It's diabolical. I had to beg the geezer to give us a chance. I've NOW promised to pay him back (SLAPS TABLE) TWENTY FIVE QUID A WEEK!

HAZEL:
I did WARN you Sandor was VAGUE. (THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER AND START LAUGHING) Don't worry Phil,I'll take that job on as Abraham's secretary.

PHIL:
You're kidding! You don't need to do that! I'll close The Pad Jazz Club and let it as a rock n roll club. That'll bring 35 quid in a week.

HAZEL:
I've been thinking about it. I quite fancy working in a solicitor's office.

PHIL:
Being a secretary for Abrahams is a dangerous path, babe. He's a randy bastard!

HAZEL:
I don't mind that...he came in when you were shopping and offered me fifty quid a week and said all the legal work for the caff and the Jazz Club would be FREE. I'm going to do it. He knows he doesn't stand a chance...with you around.

PHIL:
But it wont stop him touching you up. We don't need money that bad.

HAZEL:
We do...and I don't mind a bit of innocent groping...so there, it's settled.

PHIL:
He'll want more than innocent groping for fifty quid a week.

HAZEL:
(DRAWING THE CURTAINS) I've got my own will, Phil. Don't forget that!

PHIL:
And a very juicy cunt.

HAZEL:
Running Sam's is screwing you up. You're supposed to be an artist not a cook. Why don't you start drawing and painting? (SHE PULLS OUT THE MATTRESS FROM BEHIND THE COUNTER AND MAKES THE BED)

PHIL:
Yeah? And who'd run Sam's and do the cooking now I've sacked Reg?

HAZEL:
Change your style, Phil. Get a manager. Swinging Sid could run it OK.

PHIL:
Swinging Sid!

HAZEL:
Sure! He's a good cook and trustworthy. (STARTS UNDRESSING)
PHIL:
I can't see what you're getting at.

HAZEL:
You're losing your charm because you're getting lost in the money game. Start drawing now. (SHE LIES NAKED ON THE BED)

PHIL:
Now!... Hazel, You’re fucking right! (HE RUNS BEHIND COUNTER AND COMES BACK WITH SKETCH PAD AND CHARCOALS. SITS ON TABLE AND STARTS DRAWING) 

HAZEL:
I’m not a bad model (SHE STROKES HER CUNT) if you don’t mind me moving!

PHIL:
I love you moving. Animation is a million times better than that Madame Tussaud’s Art School static posing. Fucking hell, I feel as if I’m drawing with my PRICK Hazel. Incredible! (DRAWS FURIOUSLY) I can feel the energy being transferred onto the paper. Why the hell has it taken me SO LONG to get round to this? You’re right! This is why I left Rhodesia. To be an artist in Soho! I’ve put things in the way because I didn’t think I could do it!  Jesus, you’re fantastic Hazel. (SHE LAUGHS AND MOANS WITH PLEASURE)

HAZEL:
I really enjoy turning you on.

PHIL:
My head’s buzzing with ideas. I know what I’m going to do! I’m going to open an art gallery. Not a prissy affair - but a jazz gallery. I’ll call it THE MINGUS.

HAZEL:
In here?

PHIL:
No, I’ve seen this terrific place round the corner in Marshall Street. A few doors from where William Blake was born. It’s only a few quid a week.

HAZEL:
That’s it. Spread out. (SHE OPENS HER LEGS WIDER) Take chances!

PHIL:
‘I walked into a wood and heard a bird sing and it made me blush.’ (TURNS THE PAGE AND STARTS ANOTHER DRAWING)

HAZEL:
 (MOVING FERVENTLY) That’s a great line.

PHIL:
It’s not mine. Rimbaud. That Markle bloke, the copper I saved, whispered it in my ear. Dominic says Markle's got the makings of a great action painter. We should have an exhibition of his stuff, have a jazz band playing on the opening night. (HAZEL MOVES FASTER AND STARTS MAKING APPROPRIATE ORGASMIC EXCLAMATIONS) Fucking hell, I must get the expression on your mouth as you come. (DRAWS FURIOUSLY) DUENDE! (PRONOUNCED DWEN-DEE) O the moon's dark sounds!

HAZEL:
Get it DOWN BABE. Ahhhhhhhhh.

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Fantastic! The Milky Way clasping the great night to her waist. (THE DOOR OPENS BEHIND PHIL’S BACK. IT’S AUDREY, LOOKING VERY SEXY)

AUDREY:
Have I come at the wrong time?

HAZEL:
 (BURSTS OUT LAUGHING. PHIL LOOKS SHOCKED) No babe. Come in. Phew! What an orgasm!

PHIL:
Fucking hell, I thought the door was locked!

AUDREY:
Funny you should say that. I’ve just found that I’ve lost my key and I’m locked out of my flat. I came round to see if I could stay here tonight. (LOOKS AT HIS DRAWING)

HAZEL:
Lock the door babe, and join the café des artistes. Done any modelling, Audrey? (AUDREY LAUGHS MOVING TO THE DOOR. THEN STANDS BETWEEN PHIL AND HAZEL AND SLOWLY UNDRESSES THEN JOINS HAZEL ON THE BED)

PHIL:
(EXCITED) Wow, we definitely don’t need to go to Paris for the Bohemian life!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SEVEN

THE MINGUS. BARE WHITE WALLS, PHIL HAS A WIDE WALLPAPER BRUSH IN HIS HAND. LARRY MARKLE IS ROLLING A JOINT

PHIL:
Larry man, there’s only ten days to go before opening night... and I’ve got to get the catalogue together NOW. Do you know which paintings you’re going to exhibit.

LARRY:
(UNCONCERNED) Nope.

PHIL:
Well, how are we going to get the catalogue out?

LARRY:
We’ll just DO IT NOW.

PHIL:
How? Do you know the titles for sure?

LARRY:
There aren’t any titles for sure until I make them up NOW! (HE LIGHTS UP)
PHIL:
How can you make up the titles, if you don’t know which paintings are going into the exhibition?

LARRY:
I haven’t got any paintings to put into the exhibition.

PHIL:
(VERY WORRIED) No paintings! So what are we going to exhibit?

LARRY:
Works.

PHIL:
(RELIEVED) Thank god for that. Where are the works?

LARRY:
In my head!

PHIL:
What?

LARRY:
I’m going to do them on the night. To jazz.

PHIL:
I can’t believe it! You haven’t got a single one ready yet?

LARRY:
Have a smoke man, and stop WORRYING! It’ll be a GREAT EXHIBITION. So let’s get on with the titles.

PHIL:
Jesus, what are we going to call this show?

LARRY:
The hero. OK?

PHIL:
(SITS DOWN, HANDS THE J TO LARRY AND TAKES OUT NOTEBOOK AND PENCIL) OK. Let’s have the... er... titles!

LARRY:
Number one: Dunkirk Drizzle. Number two: The Brigadier’s decision. Number three: The Colonel’s secret. Number four: Tobruk. Number five: The Field Marshall’s advance. Number six: The real truth. Number seven: M15 at work. Number eight: ... er... May 1943. Number nine:The Spitfire's Dilemma.Number ten: Churchill's Spook.

PHIL:
Who are we going to get to come to this show?

LARRY:
Retired military gentlemen, of course!

PHIL:
How are we going to get hold of them?

LARRY:
Just go through the telephone directory and pick out the brass hats.

PHIL:
Fucking hell, is this how they run galleries on the left bank?

ACT TWO, SCENE EIGHT

TEN DAYS LATER IN THE MINGUS GALLERY, BUT NOW WITH PAINTINGS ON THE WALLS - ‘ABSTRACT WORKS’. EQUIPMENT FOR ACTION PAINTING, HALF-FINISHED CANVASSES - ONE LARGE, ONE VERY SMALL. THE TOM DAVIDSON TRIO IS PLAYING, PHIL IS HOLDING STEADY A LARGE CANVAS COVERED WITH STRIPS OF BROWN PAPER. LARRY HAS A LARGE PAINT ROLLER ON WHICH HE’S SQUEEZING TUBES OF PAINT LENGTHWAYS LIKE TOOTHPASTE.  THEN SUDDENLY, WAVING THE ROLLER IN THE AIR TO THE BEAT OF THE MUSIC, HE WHIPS THE ROLLER ACROSS THE COLLAGE SURFACE OF THE CANVAS, SPRAYING PHIL WITH PAINT. ON A TABLE COVERED IN A WHITE CLOTH ARE MANY GLASSES OF WINE, FLOWERS. HAZEL AND AUDREY, DOLLED UP VERY SEXILY ARE POURING OUT THE WINE.

PHIL:
Come on Larry. Is this one finished? It’s five to six!

LARRY:
Stop panicking! This one looks brilliant. It should go for a bomb. Yeah, blow that horn man. (WHIPS ACROSS ANOTHER SWOOP)

PHIL:
Look at me!

LARRY:
Haven’t got time, man. Dig the music. It’s a great night. ALIVE, alive-o. Here. Hang it up, Director. 

PHIL:
How many more are there to do? (HANGS IT UP)

HAZEL:
(LAUGHING) That’s a great one, Larry.

LARRY:
Thanks! I’ve just got this little one to finish and that’s IT! (HE WORKS FURIOUSLY ON IT TO THE JAZZ... RESTING IT ON THE FLOOR. AS HE HANGS IT UP, THE FIRST OF THE EVENING-DRESSED MILITARY GENTS ARRIVE WITH THEIR OVERDRESSED WIVES. THEY MOVE AROUND THE GALLERY, STAGGERED BY THE MUSIC AND THE WILD PAINTINGS. AUDREY AND HAZEL HAND OUT CATALOGUES AND WINE. HUBBUB INCREASES. PHIL CHATS INAUDIBLY. THE BAND TAKES A REST. THE PEOPLE ARE SHOCKED BY PHIL’S PAINT SPLATTERED APPEARANCE. LARRY EXITS)

GENT:
(TO PHIL) Gosh, what an extraordinary show. Are you the artist?

PHIL:
... er... no! No, I’m his friend.

GENT:
(COUGHS) I see. Not what I was expecting I must admit. Rather taken me aback. Is the artist appearing tonight?

PHIL:
Well, he should be.

GENT:
I’d like to... chat with him. I see he lives in Paris. Of course, the French were always at the front when it came to painting... but not when it came to fighting the gerries, Eh? Eh? Bloody cowards, the French! Cowards!

PHIL:
I’ll see if I can find the artist for you.

GENT:
Jolly good.

PHIL:
Have a look around whilst I try to find him.

GENT:
Good idea. I find it rather remarkable that I should be here at all. It’s a pretty violent show, I must say. (PHIL DASHES OFF PAST THE BAND. CAN BE HEARD CALLING)
PHIL:
Larry! Larry! (REAPPEARS AND GOES UP TO HAZEL AND AUDREY, PUTS ARMS AROUND THEIR WAISTS. MORE AND MORE PEOPLE ARE ARRIVING) Where’s Larry?

HAZEL:
God knows. Lots of people are asking for him.

AUDREY:
Have a glass of wine. You look pale.

GENT:
Er... excuse me... did you find the artist? (PHIL SWINGS AROUND)
PHIL:
Er... No, I’m sorry I couldn’t locate him. I hope he hasn’t collapsed under the strain...

GENT:
(LAUGHS) What a joke. You mean he really worked hard doing these?

PHIL:
I meant the strain of all these people wanting to talk to him.

GENT:
I see. But the items. Did he take long to knock them up?

PHIL:
He worked day and night on them.

GENT:
Really. I must look at them more closely.

PHIL:
Well, surely you must realise it’s a very difficult exercise, translating the drama of war into abstract shapes!

GENT:
(STARING AT THE COLLAGE NEAREST TO HIM) What a curious business it is! Do you know, as you were talking then, I was looking at this big one here... (HE LOOKS IN HIS CATALOGUE)
PHIL:
Disaster at Arnhem.

GENT:
Yes, exactly, that’s the title... and do you know, blow me, I suddenly SAW a whole battle scene going on there. And blow me I can SEE IT AGAIN! NOW! It’s quite extraordinary. (HE MOVES CLOSER TO THE PAINTING) Quite frankly my first impression was that it was nothing more than a load of ripped-up paper, pasted onto hardboard, then bodged over with paint crudely applied! Then, god knows why, something there (POINTS) caught my attention, and suddenly a large field gun came into FOCUS... and then .. the whole scene started filling in. Well... it’s still going on! Do you know, this bloody painting’s alive! The man’s a wizard! I swear it! I’ve never had such an experience. The bloody thing’s on the move! Can I buy it? Is it for sale?

PHIL:
(TRIES TO STAY CALM) Certainly. All these works are for sale.

GENT:
Well, how much are you asking for it?

PHIL:
That one is exactly one hundred guineas.

GENT:
Done! I’m branching out. (LAUGHS) Taking the plunge. Why not, eh?

PHIL:
Exactly.

GENT:
I’ll give you the cheque before I leave. I’d like to look at the others now more closely. The man’s a genius. Try to find him for me, could you?

PHIL:
Certainly. Have another glass of wine.

GENT:
Why not? Thanks. What an evening! (HE WANDERS OFF AND PHIL TRIES TO FIND LARRY. THE BAND BEGINS TO PLAY. AFTER A BIT, PHIL COMES INTO GALLERY WITH LARRY, WHO IS COMPLETELY BLOTTO)
LARRY:
I can’t believe it! Can’t believe it! (HE’S STAGGERING ABOUT)
HAZEL:
Larry! Phil! We’ve just sold two more!

PHIL/LARRY (TOGETHER):
What?

AUDREY:
Bill’s just bought ‘Night Attack’.

LARRY:
Impossible! (HE SINKS IN A HEAP)
HAZEL:
And Paul Shelley has just given me CASH. Twelve tenners for ‘The Master Stroke’!

PHIL:
(BENDS DOWN AND SHAKES LARRY) Three hundred QUID, Larry! In one night.

GENT:
(COUGHS) Here’s the cheque. I’ve made it out to The Mingus Gallery. Is that all right?

PHIL:
Absolutely. You have no objection to us keeping your painting here until the exhibition closes?

GENT:
Absolutely NOT! Did you find the artist.

PHIL:
Yes... er... he’s in rather poor shape at the moment.

GENT:
Gosh, is he all right?

PHIL:
Yes... a bit exhausted!

GENT:
Understandable! It must be a nerve-racking job. I must be off! What a stroke of luck, me getting your invitation. I suppose it must have come through the Arts Council. (HE EXITS. HE’S THE LAST GENT TO LEAVE)
PHIL:
(SHOUTS TO THE BAND) Three hundred quid in one night! I can’t believe it! (THE BAND LET RIP. PHIL PULLS LARRY TO HIS FEET) Three hundred quid, man. Shake it about! (AUDREY, HAZEL, LARRY AND PHIL DO A WILD JIG)
LARRY:
You’re a fucking great jiver, Phil. A great jiver! (FADE. ONE HOUR LATER. HAZEL’S PACKING UP AS MARTY WALKS IN AND GLANCES AT THE PAINTINGS)
HAZEL:
I’m going back to Widges to crash, sweetheart. I’m SHATTERED. (GIVES PHIL A KISS)
PHIL:
OK. I’ll join you later. (GIVES HER ANOTHER KISS) What a night!

HAZEL:
See you, Marty. (SHE WAVES)
MARTY:
(TURNS AND BOWS) Cheers! (WHEN SHE LEAVES HE BURSTS OUT LAUGHING, LOOKING AT PHIL) You look like an idiotic dada sculpture. What’s been going on here?

PHIL:
Larry was painting to jazz.

MARTY:
(POINTS TO THE COLLAGES) I suppose this rubbish is the result? It’s as bad as your demonic drawings, which you have the gall to pin up. Look at this stuff! The same theme as yours. In every one there's a Cross - look!  - upside DOWN. Devil worship!

PHIL:
Come off it, Marty. Why do you do this to me?

MARTY:
Cos you ask for it! You’re turning Sam Widges into a fucking black magic centre and you know it!
PHIL:
(WORRIED VOICE) I don't understand what you're getting at. You really hurt me and you enjoy doing it, don’t you? I was going to give you a poem which I’d written FOR YOU!

MARTY:
Where is it?

PHIL:
(PULLS POEM OUT OF HIS BOILER SUIT POCKET) Here.

MARTY:
Rip it up!
PHIL:
(STARES AT HIM, SHOCKED) What?

MARTY:
Rip it up! (PHIL DOES SO, SLOWLY) Now... RIP YOURSELF UP! (MARTY WALKS OUT. PHIL STANDS, SHAKING HIS HEAD. EERIE MUSIC)
ACT TWO, SCENE NINE

THE ROOM OF A CATHOLIC PRIEST IN SOHO. PHIL AND THE PRIEST ARE SAT IN ARMCHAIRS, THEY’VE BOTH GOT CUPS OF TEA. PRIEST HAS NERVOUS TWITCH IN FACE. ART BOOKS IN ROOM.

PRIEST:
... no, no, you need to relax. I think you’ve got the wrong idea about the function of the Church. It’s not a question of running away from the devil into the waiting arms of the Church. You can only enter the Church by the Grace of the Spirit. Your friend sounds to me as if he’s riding the hobby horse of his own frustration. And you say that you’re running a small gallery nearby?

PHIL:
I was, but suddenly I’ve lost my enthusiasm for it all! I feel cramped by mediocrity. No more than that I have a need for a deep religious experience.

PRIEST:
(GETS UP AND GOES TO A BOOKCASE AND PULLS OUT A SMALL BOOK) Have a look at that. Have you been to Florence?

PHIL:
No, I’ve never been to Europe. (PRIEST STANDS AT BACK OF PHIL’S CHAIR)
PRIEST:
Now look at that. And that! Now that’s art. How does the work in your gallery compare to that?

PHIL:
Wow. I think my friend Marty is right. I’ve been involved in peddling rubbish! Look at that tower. The campanile of Giotto. It’s magical. Have you seen it?

PRIEST:
(CAMP) Of course. Of course. You must go to Florence. You’ll love Florence. Firenze, as it’s called in Italiano. It’s culture, culture, culture. You’ll see the flower of European creativity there, in full bloom! Ah. (KISSES HIS FINGERS) Wait ‘til you see Michaelangelo’s David...in the flesh.

PHIL:
I’m beginning to get it. I’ve been immersed in the shadows. But now, after seeing you,I’m begining to hunger for ecstatic form.

PRIEST:Yes, well,perhaps in fact, Spain is more your cup of tea. You know Lorca, of course?

PHIL:
Just a few lines.

PRIEST:
Ah, (PAUSE) that’s the man for you! A man, possessed by the daemon of the earth. A man, whose heart was on fire. A Van Gogh of language. A man who danced with death!

PHIL:
Wow, this is a weird meeting. I came here to get advice on becoming a Christian and you seem to be recommending pagan passion.

PRIEST:
(LIGHTING A CIGARETTE) Come, come, ‘Catholic’ means universal. It is all-inclusive. The grand tapestry, weaving every thread of human experience into the Grand Design, inspired by our Master and Saviour, Jesus Christ.

PHIL:
That’s the first time you’ve mentioned Christ.

PRIEST:
(LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW) Christ is everything. The Church is everywhere. The Church is not that elegant building across the square. That is obviously the celebration of man’s feelings. The Church is a mysterious being, whose breath is love. Any man, woman or child can become a member of that Church - if they allow the fibres of their soul to be woven into the Beauty of Christ’s life. So, there is this living Being - a Spiritual Being - which we call the Church - and through an Act of Grace by that spirit, a man can be contacted and invited to become a part of the mystic body of Christ. But a priest can’t convert - only that spiritual Being can do this. (HE RETURNS TO HIS CHAIR)
PHIL:
Is it possible that a man can be contacted by that spirit without ever having heard of the name Christ?

PRIEST:
Of course, I’m sure you’ll find many real Christians amongst the simple South American Indians, who have never heard anything about our western idea of the Church. Most Christianity which you see around is mere froth. A complete betrayal of the word ‘Christian’. Remember, GK Chesterton said, ‘Christianity is not a failure. It has never been seriously tried out.’ It’s certainly not easy to allow another Being to take your life over.

PHIL:
If you are contacted by that ‘Being’ does it have to be... as it were, certified authentic, by a Christian priest?

PRIEST:
Yes and no. A priest would certainly try to help someone from falling into an illusion.

PHIL:
I saw Jesus about a year ago. (THE PRIEST GETS UP AND WALKS OVER TO WINDOW AND LOOKS OUT)
PRIEST:
Curious world, isn’t it?

PHIL:
I suppose you could just put it down to a fantasy in the unconscious. Anyway, in the middle of a dream I became aware, all of a sudden, of Jesus standing there. He was electric white. To my own amazement, I found myself down at his feet - and I kissed those feet - and as I did so - there was an enormous explosion of light inside me - and simultaneously - an explosion of sound like a huge gong - which reverberated - wow-wow-owo-wow-wow-wow and on and on and on... I woke up and felt shattered but very clear - I wanted to stay pure after this experience, but it soon wore off!

PRIEST:
(STILL LOOKING OUT OF WINDOW) Had you been taking drugs before this experience?

PHIL:
No.

PRIEST:
Well, it might have been a case of acute indigestion.

PHIL:
I think that answer is a good example of why the church is becoming increasingly unpopular. It’s repressive rather than encouraging.

PRIEST:
Look you need a holiday and a bit of fun. Relax, and don’t take yourself so seriously.

(LIGHTS FADE)

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE

ONE MONTH LATER, APRIL 1961, PARIS. PHIL SITTING ON PAVEMENT IN PLACE DE LA CONTRESCARPE, OFF RUE MOUFFTARD IN PARIS. LARRY AND ZENA COME WALKING BY, LARRY IS WEARING A BLACK CORDUROY SUIT AND SCARF ROUND HIS NECK. ZENA IS ABOUT FORTY, FRENCH, RICH, SNOBBISH AND VERY ATTRACTIVE (INTERIOR OF CAFE - TABLES, CHAIRS, PINBALL MACHINE, COFFEE CUPS, FLOWER DISPLAY ON TABLE)

LARRY:
(TO ZENA) Can you guess who that is?

ZENA:
(BROKEN ENGLISH) No. Why should I try?

LARRY:
(EXCITED) It’s Phil, Zena. The fella who put on my show in London! The guy I told you was a fantastic jiver!

ZENA:
So what!

LARRY:
(IGNORES HER COMMENT AND WALKS UP TO PHIL AND PUTS HIS HANDS AROUND PHIL’S EYES FROM BEHIND) Guess who?

PHIL:
(SWINGS ROUND AND JUMPS UP) Larry! Thank God!

LARRY:
What the hell are you doing here?

PHIL:
(TO ZENA) Hello! (ZENA NODS) Hey, fantastic. I was hoping you’d pass by. (LOOKS ZENA UP AND DOWN)  I’ve been walking around all day. Paris is just great but my feet man, are KILLING me. Look... I bought some sexy French shoes... but they’re virginal. Too tight. (ZENA LOOKS THE OTHER WAY, CONTEMPTUOUSLY) I guess they’ll soften up!

LARRY:
Come on, let’s have some coffee. This is Zena.

PHIL:
Yeah, I guessed so. (SHE NODS. THEY MOVE INTO CINQ BILLIARDS CAFE, WHERE HANS IS PLAYING THE PINBALL MACHINE. LARRY NODS TO HIM AND HANS, DRESSED IN A WHITE MACK, GIVES A TOOTHY GRIN)
PHIL:
I’m Phil.

ZENA:
So I’ve been told. (PHIL LOOKS TO LARRY WHO TAKES OUT A FAG. THEN GIVES ONE TO PHIL. THEY LIGHT UP. PAUSE)
LARRY:
(TO WAITER) Garcon! (TO PHIL) White? (PHIL NODS)  Deux cafe noir. Un cafe blanc. Merci.

PHIL:
(FEELING UNCOMFORTABLE BECAUSE OF ZENA) Yeah... I bought these shoes this morning... when I arrived. Always wanted French shoes, ever since I saw the French kids wearing them when they came to Torquay in the holidays, but they’ve made my heels raw! Look! (SHOWS LARRY HIS HEELS. PHIL HAS THE BACK OF THE SHOES PRESSED DOWN LIKE SLIPPERS)
ZENA:
Is it the first time you’ve ever worn new shoes?

LARRY:
OK Zena. Phil’s tired. Try being warm for a change.

PHIL:
Blimey, perhaps I’d better have my coffee outside.

LARRY:
It’s OK man, she doesn’t own Paris.

ZENA:
(SARCASTIC) Are you frightened of women as well, Phil?

LARRY:
Shut up Zee. (THE WAITER ARRIVES WITH THE COFFEE. ZENA LIGHTS HER OWN FAG)  Zena doesn’t like me having friends, do you Zee?

ZENA:
What a pathetic remark. Phil, do you want to know the truth?

PHIL:
Not really. I’d just like to relax. (LARRY AND PHIL IGNORE HER)
LARRY:
What’s been happening? You look washed out!

ZENA:
Perhaps he’s been working hard like you, Larry. (GIVES A SARCASTIC GRIN)
LARRY:
Will you STOP BARRACKING ZEE. FOR CHRIST’S SAKE!

PHIL:
(TRIES TO CHANGE THE TEMPO) Spent most of the day in the Museum of Modern Art. Knocked right out. Terrific!

ZENA:
Which pain-tor did you enjoy the most?

PHIL:
(SURPRISED BY HER COMMENT) Do you know Robert Delaunay’s work?

ZENA:
Of course. What about it?

LARRY:
Oh come off it, Zena. Phil was asking you if you liked Robert Delaunay!

ZENA:
(SIGHS) Thank you for the insight!

LARRY:
(GETTING REALLY ANGRY) Fuck off, Zena. Ignore her Phil. Yeah I guess Robert Delaunay is sort of interesting for that period.

ZENA:
You’re a liar! Why don’t you tell heme that you can’t stand Delaunay? (LARRY GLARES AT HER. PHIL SWINGS ROUND ON ZENA)
PHIL:
Look Zena, Larry is a friend of mine. Why don’t you leave him alone and get a dog to piss on! (SHE SWINGS HER HANDBAG AT PHIL, MISSES HIM AND SMASHES LARRY ON THE HEAD. AS SHE SITS DOWN, LARRY PULLS HER CHAIR FROM UNDER HER. SHE COLLAPSES TO THE FLOOR, CURSING AND SCREAMING)
LARRY:
Shut up Zee! Do you hear me? Shut up or I’ll smash your fucking face in! Now get up and shut your gob. (SHE DOES SO SLOWLY) If you dig at Phil ONCE MORE... I’ll... mutilate you! (HE SITS DOWN AND TURNS TO PHIL. ZENA SITS DOWN IN A HUFF) Phil, I’m sorry man. It’s not your fault! It’s nothing to do with you. Garcon! (ALL THE COFFEE HAS BEEN KNOCKED OVER. ZENA IS FUMING WITH HER BACK TO PHIL AND LARRY) Deux cafe... un noir... un blanc. Merci. Phil, why are you here? What’s happening?

PHIL:
Phew! I’ve been having the same trouble as you. Trouble, trouble, trouble. Pressure from gangsters, police, pushers, solicitors, drug addicts and pimps. (LARRY SHAKES HIS HEAD. ZENA LAUGHS) My daytime manager in Sam’s ran off with the bread and I’ve had endless bother with the rock ‘n’ roll club downstairs...

LARRY:
Sell it, man. Just sell it!

PHIL:
That’s what I tried to do man, and I got a buyer - a Greek fella, who offered three and a half grand, which I said I’d take - but then Sonny Plains fucked it up.

LARRY:
(WAITER GIVES PHIL AND LARRY COFFEE) Merci. Sonny Plains? What’s he got to do with Sam’s? He’s a right villain.

PHIL:
A double-crossing git! He’s bought the freehold, and insists that I can't sell it until I replace the original Victorian plate glass window. It's a fucking con( but it's useless taking him to court( cos it takes about two years to get your case heard( That bastard Plains then had the fucking nerve to offer a thousand quid! And I'm in real shtook, cos I owe Abrahams, my solicitor, three hundred quid and, if he doesn't get a tenner a week out of Sam's, he threatened to sell it to Plains over my head, to get his bread back! He's got my lease as security on what I owe him. So if Stan doesn't manage to give Abrahams ten a week on top of the rent and running costs, that's it! I'll end up with seven hundred quid! For two years of graft!

LARRY:
Which Stan? What are you talking about? Not Stan the Pimp?

PHIL:
Look man, I'd had enough, so I asked little Stan( yeah, Stan the Pimp, if he wanted to have a bash at running Sam's. He said yes on the spot! I just hope he can cope with all the hassles.

LARRY:
You've given it to Stan? That's fucking ridiculous.

PHIL:
Look Larry, I needed to get AWAY. I was being driven MAD by gangsters and the fuzz and( Dominic, who sawed my beautiful bench up in half( in what was once The Mingus.

LARRY:
Jesus! Is the Mingus Gallery finished as well? (ZENA TURNS AROUND AND STARES AT THEM)
PHIL:
Sure man. I became disillusioned with so called Modern Art. I’ve let Marty use it, as a studio. Billy McGuinness and Nat Schaffer are staying there as well... and Dominic... who took me down to Fareham to try to cool me out... well, that’s what he said. Instead I found myself staying on board this old barge, run by a lunatic lusher called Terry, who threatened to kill me for mutiny... because I wouldn’t let him screw Hazel when she came down to visit me... that’s AFTER Dominic brought Les King of all people down to the boat (where I was supposed to be in hiding), to make me an offer for Sam Widges. The cunt wanted to ‘take it off me’ for nothing... ‘just to get me out of trouble’. Les King IS TROUBLE, Larry! That’s why I gave it to Stan. Just to get out. I’m an artist, Larry, not a businessman. I need to relax and study painting. Do you realise this is my first visit to Europe? I met this priest, man, and I realised that I didn’t know fuck all about European culture. I’m going down to Florence and see how it all started.

LARRY:
(LOOKING AT ZENA) I prefer Mona Lisa with a moustache.

PHIL:
Protest is not enough to make one a real artist.

ZENA:
That is correct. You need real talent... I believe. Then you don’t need to leech off women!

LARRY:
Listen Zena, why don’t you apologise to Phil and tell him why you’re so bitter. (SHOUTS) I don’t leech off you... so STOP taking it OUT on innocent people!

ZENA:
(JUMPS UP AND THROWS HER COFFEE OVER LARRY. SHE’S HYSTERICAL) You talk of innocence! He’s a vicious swine, Phil! You don’t realise how CRUEL he is! He’s a SADIST! I’m GOING!

LARRY:
Good! Just FUCK OFF!

ZENA:
Oh! You’re so... so UGLY! (SHE HITS LARRY. THEY SCREAM INSULTS AT EACH OTHER THEN BEGIN A REAL BRAWL. THEY FALL TO THE FLOOR. ZENA STARTS CRYING, WHEN THEY STAND UP UNEXPECTEDLY SHE KNEES HIM IN THE BALLS, THEN STRUTS OFF, SCREAMING:-) The English are SHIT! (PHIL IS STAGGERED AND TIDIES UP THE TABLES AS LARRY BRUSHES HIMSELF DOWN AND GESTURES TO THE WAITER FOR TWO MORE COFFEES)
PHIL:
Well, the waiters are philosophical in Paris, I must say. How’s your love life?

LARRY:
(BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) It’s a fucking strain! Jesus Phil, it’s good to see you. (SLAPS PHIL ON SHOULDER) Life in Paris is so BORING! The French are such a pain in the arse. I loathe them. Really! France would be a great country now, if the Germans had done a better job and killed all these fuckers. (WAITER BRINGS COFFEE) They’re such arrogant bastards! But, of course, you think Paris is exciting. You’ve got French shoes and you dig Delaunay. What do you like about him? He was obsessed by the Eiffel Tower - that’s all I can see. (HANS TURNS ROUND AND GRINS)
PHIL:
(WHISPERS) Who’s that guy? He seems obsessed by pinball!

LARRY:
He’s a German mechanic. Lives in Git le Coeur with Gysin and Burroughs. He’s just a lonely guy, looking for a woman.

PHIL:
Are all the women in Paris like Zena?

LARRY:
(LAUGHS) Well, they don't all wear false teeth in their cunts!

PHIL:
Do you and the countess always beat each other up?

LARRY:
Stop it! we were'nt beating each other up! That was a regular French conversation.

PHIL:
Is it always like that?

LARRY:
Like what?

PHIL:
Like a film!

LARRY:
Like a what?

PHIL:
Like a movie?

LARRY:
Listen, she loves violence. It turns her on. It makes her feel alive. You're right. It is like being in a movie. If I'm not violent to her she gets depressed. She addicted to being a star. It's like we act out a weird porn movie. She keeps me for directing her show. It's a bit sad really.

PHIL:
Do you need an assistant?

LARRY:
Listen, Phil, you’re very funny but she didn’t like that crack about pissing on a dog. It was too accurate. She’ll never forget, or forgive you for that.

PHIL:
I’m not so sure. I think she secretly fancied me.

LARRY:
You’re wrong. If she fancied you, she’d have invited you back to see her own collection of Sonia Delaunay’s paintings. Sonia is a close friend of Zena’s.

PHIL:
I’m not so interested in Sonia’s work... if that’s all she’s got... I’m not missing much.

LARRY:
Why, because they’re not to do with the Eiffel Tower?

PHIL:
No man! I’m not so interested in the Eiffel Tower series... but in the simultaneous windows. (HANS TURNS ROUND AND LISTENS) They’re fantastic!

LARRY:
What’s so fantastic about them?

PHIL:
I don’t think you’ve really looked at them. You’ve got to get beyond interpreting them in any logical way. I let them look at me, until SUDDENLY I would SEE them completely DIFFERENT. The spatial relationships would completely change (PHIL MAKES GESTURES WITH HIS HANDS, PUSHING ONE FORWARD, THEN THE OTHER) and the colours became transparent until I felt myself travelling into a very deep mystical space. He’s very poetic, not like Vasareli, who’s idea of movement seems very mechanical, curt and banal. (LARRY SHAKES HIS HEAD)
LARRY:
Well, you obviously know how to enjoy yourself. What now?

PHIL:
I’d like to crash somewhere, then hitch off to Florence in the morning. Is there any floor space at your place?

LARRY:
You’re joking! Zena would never have you at her place. It’s OK, I’ll ask Hans. You’ll be all right at the Beat Hotel,on Git le Coeur with him. (LARRY GETS UP AND WALKS OVER TO HANS. AT THE SAME MOMENT CYNTHIA, AMERICAN HEIRESS TO A FORTUNE, VERY BEAUTIFUL BUT OVER MADE-UP, ABOUT 25, WALKS INTO CAFE AND CATCHES PHIL’S GAZE AS LARRY SPEAKS TO HANS. SHE WALKS OVER TO TABLE AND SITS OPPOSITE PHIL. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER) 

HANS:
(TO LARRY) Hello, man. How are you?

LARRY:
OK. And you?

HANS:
(GRINS) Sure. Sure. Busy.

LARRY:
(LOOKING AT PHIL) That’s Phil, who’s just arrived from London. He’s very tired and not popular with Zena. Could he sleep on your floor?

HANS:
(TURNING BACK TO HIS PINBALL) Sure man, sure. (LARRY WATCHES PHIL AND CYNTHIA, THEN MOVES BACK TO HIS PLACE AT THE TABLE)
LARRY:
(SITTING DOWN) So you’ve met Cynthia! (PAUSE)  Oh, come on, stop all that stuff! It’s becoming an obsession with you Phil.

PHIL:
(CYNTHIA SUDDENLY PASSES OUT, HEAD FALLS BACK. PHIL GETS UP AND CALMLY WALKS AROUND THE TABLE AND LIFTS UP CYNTHIA’S HAND AND, AT THE SAME TIME, SAYS:-) You pick up this hand. Thank you. (HE PUTS HAND DOWN) You put this hand down. Thank you. (HE REPEATS THIS FOUR TIMES)
LARRY:
What’s all this about?

PHIL:
Shush! (HE TURNS HER HEAD FROM SIDE TO SIDE, PRECEDING WITH.) You turn this head that way. Thank you. (SHE OPENS HER EYES AND HE MOVES HER HEAD UP AND DOWN PRECEDING WITH..) You look at the ceiling... thank you. You look at the floor. Thank you. (HE DOES THIS ABOUT FIVE TIMES, UNTIL SHE DOES IT HERSELF. THEN HE GOES BACK AND SITS DOWN. CYNTHIA CONTINUES TO STARE AT HIM. THE LIGHTS BRIGHTEN)
CYNTHIA:

             (SPEAKS IN TRANCELIKE FASHION LOOKING AT PHIL)
Well, I’m here in the sky

with the sounds all around me.

And I don’t care if you lay

those balmy eyes on me.

I’ve told you time and time again,

free yourself from the language wrench.

What I wear
is the dead man’s future of safety.

(SHE LOOKS AT LARRY)

Ah, ah, you can surely sell the army.

This star is the black hole

where you can lay me.

AMPLITUDE REDISTRIBUTION.

Flunkeys run for the suicide cone.

Ah, ah, when you get me,

Spin the space rope,

for far is the future there,

to man-change me!

 To man-change me

 To man-change me 

PHIL:
(REALISING SHE’S IN A TRANCE) Jesus, Larry, this is like the stuff I was plugged into in the park with Audrey. 

LARRY:
I’d like to pull the fucking plug OUT!

CYNTHIA:

             

     (LOOKING AT PHIL)
about planet regeneration - time album!

Hey man, I’ve got the million BC baby.

What they’ve built

are the holes in space to see me.

Oh, when’s the time for coming home?

Ladies fear not men to grow.

There is a place, the future’s known.

The silent minds will free me.

LARRY:
Cynthia, can you stop all this? It’s making me feel WEIRD!

CYNTHIA:

             
(TAKING NO NOTICE, LOOKING AT LARRY)
God is the light speed. D/C maybe.

My word is the vision-space through Hades.

The first man came, and tripped the lady.

I’m the laser-Christ-woman.

There are suns beyond your sun.

To grow not old, is our new religion.

PHIL:
Please tell me your name. I recognise the broadcast. Are you speaking from the past or the future?

CYNTHIA:

             

     (LOOKING AT PHIL)
I don’t know who you are,

Under the astral tower.

Oh son of a bitch.

You are my incipient solidarity.

CYNTHIA COLLAPSES ONTO THE TABLE, KNOCKING OVER THE COFFEE CUPS, ETC. LARRY PICKS UP A JUG OF WATER AND POURS IT OVER HER HEAD. HANS WALKS OVER AND CALMLY PICKS HER UP, NODS TO PHIL

LARRY:
(TO HANS) I wish your ‘vision’ included fucking. It would do her more good.

HANS:
(TO PHIL) Help me to take her back man. You sleep on my floor.

PHIL:
See you when I get back from Florence, Larry. (HE HOLDS CYNTHIA’S LEGS)

LARRY:
Send me a postcard. From Reality! 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO

HANS’ ROOM IN THE BEAT HOTEL ON GIT LE COEUR. A WARDROBE WITH A MIRROR. A TABLE ON WHICH HANS AND CYNTHIA ARE WORKING WITH MIRRORS AND MAGNETS. PHIL IS ON THE FLOOR, SLEEPING IN A SLEEPING BAG. WHEN HE WAKES UP HE IS FACING THE WARDROBE MIRROR. THERE IS A RADIO ON IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM, WHICH IS CHANGING ITS STATION WITHOUT OSTENSIBLE HUMAN AID. PHIL WAKES UP AND LOOKS TOWARDS THE TABLE AND THEN AT THE RADIO. HANS GLANCES AT PHIL. CYNTHIA DOESN’T LOOK UP FROM WHAT SHE IS DOING.

HANS:
Ha man. You’ve decided to wake up. Eh?

PHIL:
(SLEEPILY) What are you two up to?

HANS:
(PICKS UP POSTCARD OF THE EIFFEL TOWER AND HANDS IT TO PHIL. SPEAKS WITH A GANGSTERISH TONE) Study zat for a bit man. You like ze space, zat goes in and out, eh?

PHIL:
(LOOKING AT POSTCARD) The Eiffel Tower! (AS HE STARES AT IT, HANS AND CYNTHIA KEEP MANIPULATING THE RADIO FREQUENCIES WITH THEIR MIRRORS AND MAGNETS) I don’t get ANYTHING out of this! Anyway, it doesn’t explain what you two are doing!

HANS:
That’s because your mind is living in an illusion! You’re living in a symbol of space. Not REAL SPACE! Real space has six dimensions to it... NOT THREE. You’re only seeing half the picture... and you’ve got that inside out... and upside down! (LAUGHS) You’re living in a world of fantasy! Wake up man. (HE LAUGHS AND CYNTHIA NODS)
PHIL:
(GLANCES IN THE WARDROBE AND FREAKS RIGID! STARES. HANS SEES PHIL STARING INTO THE MIRROR) No!!!!

HANS:
Ah man, zat’s nothing! MOVE into HEXAGONAL SPACE man! Now! MOVE!

PHIL:
Christ, man. I can’t even SEE MYSELF! I don’t exist! I’ve VANISHED!

HANS:
You exist too much, you idiot! Jesus, man, you feel lost without your shadow, eh? (HANS WALKS OVER TO WARDROBE AND SHAKES MIRROR AS PHIL IS LOOKING AT IT) Zat feel BETTER man?

PHIL:
(STARTLED) Christ, you’ve brought my reflection BACK!

HANS:
Yeah, you feel a bit lonely without it, don’t you? You need to study cybernetics, man!

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED) Cybernetics? What’s that got to do with the Eiffel Tower and becoming invisible?

HANS:
What is the space of dreaming, man? Is existence dreaming or eternity? Is the future the past?

PHIL:
Make yourself more clear, Hans. Please!

HANS:
(HE AND CYNTHIA LAUGH) Clear?  Are you ready to see clearly?  Are you ready to leave the world of pretty pictures? (HE PARODIES PHIL PUSHING HIS HANDS IN AND OUT) Vake up man, and see if you can dream in sunlight.

PHIL:
What’s this postcard got to do with six dimensions? A postcard of the Eiffel Tower doesn’t turn me on!

HANS:
What has mincemeat got to do with the state machine. Eh? Make sure you don’t find out TOO LATE!

ACT THREE, SCENE THREE

PHIL HOBBLES ON STAGE. HE'S GOT RAW HEELS FROM HIS NEW SHOES. HE IS TRYING TO HITCH A LIFT TO FLORENCE OUT OF LYONS IN FRANCE. SOUNDS OF CARS PASSING BY. HE HAS AN ARTIST'S FOLDER UNDER HIS ARM AND NOTHING ELSE. HE STARTS SHOUTING AT CARS AS THEY PASS HIM BY

PHIL:
Bastard French! Mean fuckers! Shit! That was a bloody English car! Fucking sods. Oh Jesus, the sun is so fucking hot! I don't need this fucking jacket. (TAKES IT OFF AND THROWS IT AWAY) Christ, what am I doing here in the middle of nowhere? Perhaps no-one will ever stop. Jesus, it's a three wheeler (EXCITED) and it's stopping!  (LIGHTS GO OUT. PAUSE. WHEN LIGHTS COME BACK, ON STAGE IS A BUBBLE CAR AND A SPANISH GUARD TO LEFT OF STAGE WITH MACHINE GUN. PHIL IS HOBBLING ABOUT AROUND THE BUBBLE CAR WITH THE DRIVER ASLEEP INSIDE. THE LIGHTS GO OFF, GET DIMMER AND DIMMER, UNTIL PITCH DARK. PHIL HAS ONLY SHIRT AND TROUSERS. SOUND OF WIND AND SEA CRASHING HUNDREDS OF FEET BELOW. PHIL SPEAKS IN DARK:-)

Oh Jesus! Jesus! I was going to Florence! Fancy coming all the way to SPAIN for a pair of beach shoes. Yes, these fucking French shoes did it! Why didn't I keep my old shoes? WHAT HAVE HANS AND CYNTHIA DONE TO MY HEAD? NOW I'm in no man's land with a deaf and dumb German driver and over there a Spanish fascist border guard. Bloody no man's land! Oh Christ, I'm going mad. Why won't the guard let us through? Mad, in the middle of nowhere. And it's fucking cold! Christ, help me, help me. I can't speak Spanish( and I'm cold! This German's deaf, dumb, asleep and the guard wants to shoot us! Christ, how can I have bene so stupid as to come all this way here?  Any lift is better than no lift( I thought( and now( I'm starving - cold - perhaps I should jog to keep warm, but I might fall down the cliff( my head feels weird( I wish I'd never touched any drugs. Why can't I be ordinary? ' I think Spain is more your cup of tea.' Fucking nasty queer. Jesus, why are all your agents perverts? I bet Jesus wasn't queer. Bet he fucked the arse off Mary Magdelene. Why are these French and Spanish guards such bastards? Mean fuckers! The cunt can see I'm hungry, cold and thirsty, and he sits inside his box, toasting his stinking toes, sipping brandy and I hate the sod! I hate fucking uniforms. Fucking uniforms. God, to think that these bastards were innocent children once. Christ, it's getting really fucking cold. I'm going to run. That fucking deaf and dumb German could squeeze me in if he tried! Conspiracy( they've set me up, haven't they? ‘They're not invisible Phil' said Marty. So, they've shunted me into their corner. And I'm always in the dark.  Phil, your eyes. What's happened to your eyes?  Your eyes? Oh no, not that, not another lifetime. A lifetime of darkness. Mary, mother of God. Mary?  Mary?  Mary? ( The sea applauds endless grief. Mary. Mare. La mer. Mary, I love you. Love you. Love you. Mary, Mother, Mary, Mother gone into the dark. Into this endless, loveless, common dark. I remember. Oh no. All I want is a cup of tea. Tea. Tea. C-U-N-T. Con-tea. Contented. Cunt ended. Connected by cunt. Connected to what? To cunt! Cuntless I fall. Into what? No where. Oh Christ, why no kindness here? Why body sheared from sight? Why this roaring of no meaning? Why this catalogue of fear? My heart, nerves, muscles, veins, brain are being pummeled into primeval jelly!

FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR
THE MINGUS. IT LOOKS LIKE IT'S UNDER SIEGE. BARRICADES AGAINST THE DOOR. THE STAGE IS SET THUS (INSERT DIAGRAM)

MARTY IS SLOWLY RIPPING UP BROWN PAPER AND STICKING IT ONTO MIRROR. LATER HE PAINTS ON THE PAPER. HAZEL IS READING A LETTER OUT LOUD. SHE HOLDS THE LETTER WITH LEFT HAND. HER CROTCH IS COVERED WITH TWO OR THREE OTHER SHEETS OF THE LETTER. SHE HAS HER RIGHT HAND UNDER THE SHEETS, STIMULATING HER UNSEEN PINK BUTTON. SHE HAS A CUSHION UNDER HER HEAD. SHE IS NAKED. MARTY WEARS SUNGLASSES

MARTY:
Read the letter. Don't paraphrase.

HAZEL:
It's really good charge.

MARTY:
The best.

HAZEL:
You don't mind me moving?

MARTY:
Read the letter. 

HAZEL:
Does it turn you on?

MARTY:
What comes next?

HAZEL:
He's in Florence but he says it's been a nightmare. Someone called Hans frightened the life out of him.

MARTY:
Read it. Don't paraphrase

HAZEL:
Thought I was going South, but spent the day hobbling North. (MARTY LAUGHS) Ended up in Fontainbleau. I'd spent the whole sweating day hitching back from Orleans. Caught the train to Lyons. Got a lift with a deaf and dumb German, driving a three wheeler bu bble car. (MARTY LAUGHS) My heels blistered to hell. Right now to get rid of crabs I've got red blazing thighs and shaven balls. More of that later. Decided to go with the wretched German to Spain, to buy some beach shoes. (MARTY LAUGHS) We got stranded in no man's land. I almost went mad. (MARTY LAUGHS) up in the Pyrenees. Couldn't find the beach. I've lost the distinction between the real world and the dream. Spent four days, hobbling up and down the coast, looking for the beach. (MARTY LAUGHS) Had to get these soft blue beach shoes for my bleeding heels. On the fifth day, I discovered Barcelona is built on a peninsula. (MARTY LAUGHS) Had been going up and down the wrong side! Gave my new beach shoes away in Vingtimillia to a barefooted Italian. As I saiod, I've had to shave my balls . (MARTY LAUGHS) I shaved through the night in the boarding house john, from bloody neck to ankles. Scraping off tormenting crabs, I had to separate their horrible existence from my screaming flesh with a blunt razor and cold water, all the while constantly praying that no bugger would want a slash. (KNOCK ON DOOR)

MARTY:
Carry on. I'll do it! (SHE MOVES HER RIGHT HAND A LITTLE MORE ENERGETICALLY UNDER THE SHEET AS HE CLAMBERS OVER THE BARRICADE) Who is it?

AUDREY:
Audrey! Quick, I'm being followed. (MARTY LETS HER IN AND SHE CLAMBERS OVER THE BARRICADE) Fucking Big Tiny's sniffing around Sam's. I gave him the slip and managed to get some tea bags. (MARTY GOES BACK TO WORKING ON THE MIRROR)
HAZEL:
Good. You look sopping. 

AUDREY:
It's pissing down! (SHE TAKES OFF HER CLOAK AND SHAKES IT OUT. HAZEL SHRIEKS AND WRIGGLES FROM THE SPRAY OF RAIN WATER)
HAZEL:
Do it again, babe. (AUDREY REPEATS)
AUDREY:
(STARTS TAKING OFF ALL HER CLOTHES) I'm fucking wet through to the knickers!

HAZEL:
I'm still reading Phil's letter. (READING) It was MURDER. Raw and red as a salmon. I must have looked as if I'd shat myself as I hobbled round the Uffizi. (MARTY GUFFAWS)
AUDREY:
That's right up your twisted street, Marty. I don't know why you model for this mirror maniac, Hazel. (SHE LAUGHS, TAKING OFF HER DRESS AND DRAPES IT ACROSS THE BARRIER)
HAZEL:
Oh come on. Marty's mind is very stimulating.

AUDREY:
I can see that! I'll make some tea, babe. Feel that. (THROWS HER KNICKERS AT HAZEL, WHO PUTS THEM TO HER CHEEK)

HAZEL:
I've given up wearing them, cos mine were always damp like this. (SHE THROWS THEM AT MARTY WHO GLUES THEM ONTO THE MIRROR COLLAGE) Marty, I can't find the end of Phil's letter.

AUDREY:
(TAKING THE LID OFF THE KETTLE ON THE PARAFFIN STOVE) It's nearly boiling. I can remember the ending. He said that Florence was all he wished for. (SHE PUTS TEA BAGS IN THREE CUPS) He loved Giotto's Campanile. Said it looked like a huge black, pink and white licorice all-sorts penis, which he could understand anyone wanting to suck! (THEY ALL LAUGH. AUDREY EXAMINES THE COLLAGE AS MARTY WORKS AWAY) You've obscured Hazel completely man! I don't know how you can create such a world, without being TEMPTED to touch what's behind you!

MARTY:
You never did read Nicholas da Cusa, did you? Why don't you finish the epistle, Hazel?

HAZEL:
Cos you've probably ripped it up. (AUDREY SITS DOWN ON THE BED AND UNCOVERS HAZEL’S RIGHT HAND BY LOOKING THROUGH THE SHEETS OF THE LETTER) Audrey, don't you find Marty's emotional reticence intoxicating? I mean, Phil's a bit obvious! (MARTY AND AUDREY LAUGH) 

AUDREY:
Apparently he got arrested by the Italian road cops for hitching on the Autostrada but, when they heard he was on his way to see an American bird called Mary in Milano, they got him merry on wine, then flagged down a Maserati and instructed the bloke to give Phil a lift!

MARTY:
God, he suspects nothing, whilst the dream machine is eating him alive.

AUDREY:
(STROKING HAZEL’S BREASTS) He sent his love to all of us, and hoped Stan was coping with Sam's. There's the kettle! (SHE GETS UP) 

HAZEL:
What a shame! (AUDREY POURS THREE CUPS) 

AUDREY:
When he got to Milan, Mary had already SPLIT. Back to Chicago.

MARTY:
Good for the soul. Dark nights longing for the atmosphere of love. Always seeking for a thermal to glide on. (AUDREY GIVES MARTY A CUP. HE NODS) 

HAZEL:
How did he take it?

AUDREY:
(BRINGS TWO CUPS OVER TO THE BED AND, SITTING DOWN BESIDE HAZEL, STROKES HER THIGHS. HAZEL PURRS WITH APPROVAL. MARTY CONTINUES WORKING, HOLDING HIS CUP) Says he met a fantastic guy - a Swiss mime dancer - who turned him onto Lao Tzu. The fella pointed it out to Phil that he should feel very grateful for having met Mary at all, since she was only in Italy for three weeks.

MARTY:
When will he wake up?

AUDREY:
It'll hit him when he gets back!

MARTY:
I doubt it! He'll get off on the drama! (HAZEL AND AUDREY LAUGH AND EMBRACE PASSIONATELY) 

HAZEL:
That's more than you can say for that frightened little rabbit, Stan!

FADE OUT

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
PHIL IS WALKING ALONG BERWICK STREET TOWARDS SAM WIDGES.HE HAS JUST COME BACK FROM FRANCE. AN ENORMOUS MAN WALKS OUT OF THE SHADOWS. IT'S BIG TINY.
TINY:
Hey. You!

PHIL:
(JUMPS) Christ! What do you want? (BIG TINY WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND TOWERS OVER HIM

TINY:
You're Phil ain't you?

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED) Yeah. Why?

TINY:
Tiny! Big Tiny they call me.

PHIL:     I remember you.

TINY:     You used to run Sam Widges didn't you?

PHIL:
Yeah. Why?

TINY:
Ya don't any more.

PHIL:
Why? You mean Stan does?

TINY:
Stan? Forget it! Stan fucked off the day after you split. He didn't fancy any bovver, did                he?

PHIL:
What sort of bother d'ya mean?

TINY:
Bovver! Shooters at 'is 'ead. He fucked off, didn't he?

PHIL:
Christ! What's happening there now?

TINY:
The twins got it ain't they!

PHIL:
Twins?

TINY:
The Krays, you know what I mean? They've opened up a drinking club for villains, ain't they!

PHIL:
Well, this is a NICE surprise. I'd better get hold of Billy Walsh and see what's happening.

TINY:
Billy Walsh? Forget it! The Krays have done him, ain't they?  Eeze finished! Just forget it kid. I want to warn you. Johnny Scar's looking for you. He's going to slit your froat.

PHIL:
Johhny Scar? Slit my throat? Who the hell's Johnny Scar?

TINY:
Listen kid, stay out of it. Just write your poetry and keep away from villains. You'll be alright if you keep yer nose out of it. I told Johnny Scar that, if he touched you, I'd do him. Ya understand - DO him!

PHIL:
Well, that's nice of you.

TINY:
Nuttin! I always liked the look of ya. So keep ya hooter clean, ya know what I mean? I'm a spy for love, ain't I?

FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE SIX
SAVILLE ROW POLICE STATION. AT THE DESK. SERGEANT AND PHIL

SARGE:
What can I do for you?

PHIL:
I'd like to see someone from the CID.

SARGE:
What's it about?

PHIL:
I own a cafe in Berwick Street and some gangsters have taken it over.

SARGE:
Taken it over? How do you mean?

PHIL:
Well, they've forced their way in and threatened to slit my throat.

SARGE:
Alright sir. Could you just sit there a minute and I'll get someone to come and see you. (PHIL SITS DOWN ON CHAIR. SERGEANT PHONES ON INTERCOM, THEN WRITES ON COUNTER. A DETECTIVE APPEARS AND COMES OVER AND SITS DOWN NEAR PHIL)

DICK:
OK son, what's the trouble?

PHIL:
Look, I own Sam Widges coffee bar and jazz club. Two months ago I put this chap in charge of the place and I've been on the Continent for a holiday. I've just come back tonight and found out that Stan was frightened off from running the place by villains with guns, who have taken it over. They've opened up a drinking club in the basement - even though the lease specifically says that no liquor can be consumed on the premises.

DICK:
Where exactly is this place?

PHIL:
The corner of Berwick Street and d'Arblay Street. And something else. I've been told there's this fella out to slit my throat.

DICK:
OK. And do you know who these villains are?

PHIL:
Well, apparently the Kray twins are behind it.

DICK:
And where do you say you've been?

PHIL:
Well I've just come back from France. Why?

DICK:
Well, if I were you, I'd go back there. The weather's much better there. I suspect your Coffee Bar days are over. You get my drift son?  I think the water's got a bit too deep for you. I'd make yourself scarce if I was you. Life's a bitch mate..but you're young. You can change your beat! Now cheer up son...and off you go.(HE WALKS OFF SLOWLY. PHIL GETS UP AND WALKS OUT) 

(FADE OUT)

ACT THREE, SCENE SEVEN
IN THE GENERAL OFFICE OF MARCUS ABRAHAMS. HAZEL IS TYPING. PHIL WALKS IN

PHIL:
So! Abrahams has sold Widges to those gangsters for a measly thousand quid over my head! Because I owed him three hundred quid. What a bastard! O.K. where's the thousand quid?

HAZEL:
(IN A HUSHED VOICE) Phil, I can't believe it. Look, Abrahams (HANDS PHIL A SHEET OF PAPER) has deducted...

PHIL:
Christ what's this?  Seventy four quid! The cunt!  Seventy four quid! SEVENTY FOUR QUID  FOR SAM WIDGES! He's done a fucking deal with the Kray Twins.

HAZEL:
Shush. Don't shout in here.

PHIL:
The sod! He's deducted £600 fees for two years work which he said he would do for free cause you did all the work in your own time...and with the £300 I borrowed from him, I'm left with seventy four fucking quid! We should have got SIX GRAND, Hazel!

HAZEL:
Not so loud.

PHIL:
(SHOUTS)  Not so loud! Not so loud! I'll show you how loud I can be!  (PHIL WALKS TO THE DOOR OF THE OFFICE AND OPENS IT, SHOUTING)  Abrahams! Abrahams! (HAZEL GETS UP AND RUSHES TO PHIL)

HAZEL:
Stop it, Phil.

PHIL:
Fuck off! Are you part of this deal? If you had any decency you'd rip the sod's balls off.              Abrahams!

ABRAMS:
Mr Masters! Stop shouting in my office.

PHIL:
Listen, you little cunt. You've fucking done me over, ain't you? You bastard...

ABRAMS:
If you don't stop shouting, I'll call the police.

PHIL:
Well, call the fucking police! And I'll spoke your little racket and your deal behind my back with Sonny Plains and the Kray Twins. You little prick, you've taken £600 fees out of the £1000. Fees which you promised you'd never charge.

ABRAMS:
Don't be so foolish Mr Masters. Do you expect me to run a business on thin air?

PHIL:
Listen you double-crossing cunt, you can tell your friend Plains that Sam Widges is his without furniture, or counter, cos I'm going to smash the lot up NOW!  He's not having a stick that I maintained or cared for. Fuck off, you ugly bastard! (OPENS THE DOOR TO WHERE HAZEL IS) Bring my cheque over to Sam's. (FADE)

ACT THREE, SCENE EIGHT

SAM WIDGES. PHIL HAS A SLEDGE HAMMER AND IS SMASHING THE COUNTER UP. EVERY PIECE OF FURNITURE IS ALREADY COMPLETELY SMASHED UP. BILLY MCGUINNESS IS DANCING AROUND TO EVERY BLOW

PHIL:
The bastards! (SCREAMING AND CRYING) THE FUCKING BASTARDS!

SANDOR:
It’s all over here. All over.

BILLY:
When you replace God with politics...all you end up with is Tescos and bad breath. The money men have got Sam Widges so we gotta make sure that what they get is NOTHING!

PHIL:
Oh Christ! THE BASTARDS. THE FUCKING BASTARDS. How I hate fucking money-grabbers! (STOPS SMASHING) I don’t want MONEY, Billy.

BILLY:
I know man. You’re like me, man - hungry for love. It’s a sad world when a King is without a Queen. (HAZEL WALKS IN LOOKING FURIOUS) But look, man, she’s got the light with her right now!

HAZEL:
Jee-sus. Jee-sus! (LAUGHS AND HANDS HIM HIS CHEQUE) See if that will step up your adrenaline!

PHIL:
(STARES IN DISBELIEF) Christ Almighty! Twenty four quid! Twenty four fucking quid for Sam Widges? How come?

HAZEL:
They've just knocked off another fifty quid, cos Plains saw you smashing up the furniture when he walked by! (HAZEL LAUGHS WILDLY AND JOINS IN AS PHIL STARTS SMASHING COUNTER AGAIN. BILLY CONDUCTS AS ONE WOULD AN ORCHESTRA)
PHIL:
Well... FUCK THEM! FUCK THEM!

HAZEL:
Yeah, FUCK THEM! I’ve told Abrahams what A CUNT HE IS, and I walked out of his office.

PHIL:
Well fuck them! Fuck them! (STOPS SMASHING AND LOOKS AROUND. BILLY AND HAZEL STOP. PAUSE. HE HOLDS HAZEL’S HAND AND THEN BILLY’S) It’s not the furniture, it's my heart that's breaking. I loved this place. It wasn’t for making money. (STARTS TO CRY) It was... it was meant to be a refuge... an oasis of life...

BILLY:
In the midst of this tacky yacking misery. This is a gypsy’s life boy! Love is smashed by the noise of numbers, lad.

PHIL:
I’m not smashing love, Billy. It’s where it all started for me. It’s where I first came ALIVE. It’s where I first encountered the ugliness of the LAW! It’s where I first felt the spirit pass through me! It’s WHERE I first gave voice to the Red Indian’s anguish!

BILLY:
... And to my people’s anguish, man.

HAZEL:
(LOOKING AT PHIL) Where you discovered you were a spy for love.

PHIL:
(LAUGHS) Yeah, I wanted this place to be a haven for love. It’s where I uttered my first poem.

BILLY:
You're still a poet, man. I can see the violet light still flashing round you man! The gods are here man.  Love comes to roost in a broken heart. You’re one of my nails man. (TURNING TO HAZEL. HE’S CRYING) And you, woman. You’re one of my nails too. We have to fly high, to rise above the black,yacking dogs. To rise above the machine-gun greed.

HAZEL:
(CRYING) Oh Billy... I don’t want the world to be smashed to pieces. I’m sick of war, gangsters, politicians and the police. How can one bring children into such a world. It’s like a pulping factory.

BILLY:
You’re right sister. Fear is destroying the will to live! We can only save this globe by sharing our love with one another. Else we’ll split it to the very core.

PHIL:



           What if our frenzied fingers

grappling to hook

the earth’s heart

pierced the skull

spreading cactus

on our reptile tongues.

BILLY:
That’s right man. Let the spirit of the earth SPEAK.

PHIL:



               The earth is gripped

with a scarecrow's gaze.

His ant-eaten hands

crack as he claps.

Vomits the earth

his voodoo doll

its soft warm belly

punctured with steel

as he tortures the soul

of the unborn child.

(PHIL STANDS ON SOME RUBBLE. BILLY AND HAZEL SIT)

Is it too late to hear the torment

in the wind?

Is it too late to stand up

in this storm?

We must wake up before the desert

drains our core

We must wake up

before this desert fills the core

We must wake up,

before there's nothing
Left but WAR!

(THEY HOLD HANDS IN A CIRCLE)

BILLY:
That's it man! Wake up the world, man! Or else(
ALL:
There'll be nothing left but WAR!
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE NINE

THE MINGUS, ONCE PHIL’S ART GALLERY, WHICH NOW LOOKS LIKE AN UNDERGROUND SHELTER, WITH PEOPLE SITTING ON THE FLOOR, SLEEPING BAGS, PILES OF BOOKS, ETC. BILLY MCGUINNESS, DOMINIC, HAZEL, MARTY AND PHIL ARE SAT DOWN, SMOKING A JOINT)

BILLY:
Well, this is the gypsy Kingdom folks... and tonight, the King has to die which means that all of you will be pulled through the shadow of death, as I journey to the centre of the world.

PHIL:
(STARTS TO PLAY ACCORDION) The world hasn’t got a centre any more Billy. It’s been eaten up by the fear of the bomb!

BILLY:
Listen man. The bomb has already dropped!! Did you not notice it? The bomb was in my eye, man. I saw the light and became God again. All fear is poison... and my little finger has absorbed the pain of the world. (TO PHIL) You’re one of my nails. I’ve told you that before. Feel that! (POKES LITTLE FINGER AT PHIL) That’s the world’s poison, man, which I’m about to purify.

PHIL:
Jesus, his finger is red hot!

BILLY:
Of course it’s red hot, man. There’s a lot of pain in this world, man. A lot of pain. A lot of pain. (STARTS TO CRY) Keep hold of it, man. Follow me through the twelve Kingdoms and drink with me this bitter cup of man’s despair. (CRYING, PHIL PUTS HIS ARM AROUND HIM)
PHIL:
(TO THE OTHERS) Jesus, his finger is like a furnace.

DOMINIC:
Do you want something to drink Billy?

BILLY:
No, Brother. This journey has to be taken on gentle thought: food and drink are for celebration! I must move through the seven rings of power and meet the queen of the night, and fertilise her with the word of truth, for she’s been barren for aeons, man. Now she sleeps inside the centre of the earth and I must take her back to my palace in the sun; but first I have to walk backwards and I need your hand, man. Only this poison called pain links me to this bedlam you call earth. (DOMINIC HOLDS HIS HAND AND PHIL PLAYS ACCORDION)
MARTY:
(GETS UP) I’m off. This is not my cup of tea!

PHIL:
Look Marty, I’ve got to stay with Billy.

BILLY:
You don’t have to, man!

PHIL:
Look, I need to stay with Billy.

BILLY:
You don’t need to, man!

PHIL:
Look, I’m going to stay with Billy. I’ll meet you tomorrow at the Gate at 2. We’ll pick up and then catch the night train to Paris. Is that OK?  Meet me at Spade George’s? Right. Cheers.

MARTY:
(WALKING OUT) See you then. Don’t get lost in the underworld. (GOES OUT)
DOMINIC:
Where you off to?

PHIL:
India, tomorrow. Hazel’s joining us in Greece. Widges is finished. I turned the place into matchwood. This place is now the Kingdom of the Free.

BILLY:
That’s right, man. Hey Phil, the music is the real food, man. The Kingdom of what is real. Is real. Israel. I am. Je suis. Jesus. And there’s Methuselah, man. (POINTS TO DOMINIC) It’s good to have you all with me. (HAZEL NODS) We’ve got the four corners of the world here. (HE SPEAKS WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY IN TREMENDOUS PAIN)
DOMINIC:
Hazel, his finger is burning. Could you get some water in a bowl. (BILLY SLUMPS FORWARD ONTO HIS SIDE)
BILLY:
I’m all right, man, I’m passing through the rings of Saturn. Don’t let me go! (HAZEL WALKS IN WITH BOWL AND PUTS IT DOWN BESIDE BILLY. DOMINIC, HOLDING THE FINGER, PUTS IT IN THE BOWL AND KEEPS HIS OWN HAND AND BILLY’S IN TOGETHER. HAZEL SITS DOWN)
BILLY:
That’s better, man.

HAZEL:
His finger is going black. Look at that, Phil.

PHIL:
(STARING) It’s okay, Billy knows what he’s doing.

BILLY:
It’s the weight, man, the lead at the centre. It’s got to be taken through the twelve Kingdoms and presented to the queen. This pain is the sperm of the world, now blessed by the holy waters of real friendship. If I don’t make it through, man... we’re all doomed!

DOMINIC:
Hazel, his finger is still burning under the water.

BILLY:
Enough of talk now and pass me the smoke of peace. (HAZEL PASSES THE JOINT. PHIL CONTINUES TO PLAY. DOMINIC HOLDS THE JOINT TO BILLY’S LIPS, HE DRAWS) And now the night’s vigil begins. Anyone who can’t keep inner silence should leave now. Phil, the music is needed throughout the night. (PHIL NODS)

(LIGHTS FADE, LIGHT UP SLOWLY. MORNING, ALL SAT IN THE SAME POSITION)
DOMINIC:
(TIRED, SPEAKS SLOWLY) The finger is cooling down. It’s getting less black. (MUSIC QUIET)
BILLY:
(STARING AT HAZEL. SHE IS SITTING UP - LIT UP - IN GODDESS POSTURE) You’re right there, man. She’s eaten the pain of the world. No longer is she Eve. She is now Morning. Mary. Not Mary the mother, but Mary Magdalene, the earth goddess, crowned with the light of the spirit, sitting in the centre of the sun. And when you stare at the centre of the sun you will see her. For she is the passage to Eternity. You must walk through her, man. If you look at her she will become transparent. Then you pass beyond her. Yes, and you will pass into a dark land of strange intimations. And there, a man must stand alone. ALONE... Hear that, man, ALONE! Must stand up listening... listening... waiting to hear the voice of love, man. Yes, you’ve got to hear love amidst the clattering decay. (LOOKING AT PHIL) And you need strength there, man, because there you have no form, having left your body when you pass through her soul. And you wait to hear the voice. And she meanwhile, is bereft of any consolation after having given you her life. And you must not come back and worship her, man, though she begs for you to return. No! You must walk on, into the dark, until you are crowned with the light of your own discovery of God... THEN, as she hits you from all sides for not bowing to her demands... then you start to impregnate. You hear that word, man? Impregnate her with the light of God as she hurls her frustration at you. Yes, you must stay immobile and let her pain come into the furnace of your love. For there are two loves - one the love of woman for man, and the other, the love of man for God. You need the love of God to be man, and she needs that love of man to feel God.  Because man only becomes Man when he’s found God within. And only then, when she's presented with such a man...only then does she knows she can burn up the world which she’s been carrying around in the womb of her love. A pain she could be free from by giving it to God. And every woman knows in her heart that she is looking for that man who is not separate from God. You understand, man? Because if you fail her love, if after passing through her soul you don’t pass the test - if you funk and return to HER, wearing the dark cloak of need - if you say that she is your God - you abandon her, man - you’ve thrown her love away - cos she needs you to be pivot - fulcrum, so she can turn around - so she can turn to see God... so, if you come back as a frightened child and say you need her, she will pulverise you! “Need me, eh? So,” (BILLY TALKS IN HAZEL’S VOICE) “you want a place in the WORLD eh? So, you want me to name you? Well I do. You’re a coward! You want my love? Well my love has become poison! Have some venom for starters,” she’ll scream! And when you complain that she’s become HARD, she’ll batter you with the truth, that that’s because of your weakness! (HAZEL LOOKS ASTONISHED AND KEEN TO UNDERSTAND. SHE STARES AHEAD LIKE A PROUD PROW OF A FINE SAILING SHIP)  “I’ve got to be HARD because you’re so fucking weak. So flabby. You’ve got no real strength. It’s all wanking with your tongue. You’re just an image fucker! Stop clinging to ME! Go and fuck yourself!” Yes, you abandon her to the desolation of the world’s wilderness if you don’t make the JOURNEY THROUGH THE UNKNOWN, TO FIND AND BECOME ALIVE WITH THE LIVING TRUTH OF GOD. So if you don't become a man, you abandon her to the desolation of the moon’s rhythms. So listen folks. I have crossed across this chasm! She is waiting. We are the four corners. You are my three nails. The twelve, seven and three are spliced together now! Follow me through the violet light into the endless Love. And so, Poet, end this, ourjourney, with silver words of praise. (PHIL PLAYS SOFTLY, DOMINIC HUMS. BILLY CLOSES HIS EYES)
PHIL:



    Through purple violet night we sailed

to gain the mystic flavour.

Across strange seas no man can see

who holds that truth is pleasure.

Yes, sought the heart of inner light

beyond the world of measure.

And so our gentle ship was set

despite the doubtful weather,

Our captain is a gypsy star

but distance makes us shudder,

for in between the light and dark

a ship can lose its rudder.

Thunder no more, then ill lit calm

spreads dim persistent terror;

as through the void of death we voyaged,

a desert in the nether

until at last, we saw a flash

which penetrates the aether!

The Light! There is the living light

he shouted to his crew,

Now altogether lads as one,

we’re nearly through this stew

Come on lads, we must be one
There’s nothing left to lose.

But not a sound came through the dark

he’d lost his faithless few.

Through fear they’d left him cold, alone

to argue with the moon.

Come on lads, don’t leave me now,

my mind spins out of tune.

But saved we were

We all had found,

Our ship, it knew the measure

of how much silence mortals need

to heal the wounds we’ve treasured

Unhandled, calm, our ship sails on

This ship of love, our treasure.

BILLY:
That’s it, man. That’s utterance

HAZEL:
Bless you, Phil. Bless you, Billy. Bless you, Dominic. (THEY GO TO HOLD HANDS IN A CIRCLE)
PHIL:
Look! Billy’s finger is back to normal. It looks pink like a baby’s finger.

BILLY:
It’s been reborn, man. It touched God. (THEY HOLD HANDS, LIGHTS FULL ON)
          (LIGHTS FADE               CURTAIN)






