                       THE RAINBOW CON' by NEIL ORAMPRIVATE 

BEING PLAY THREE OF ‘THE WARP' BY NEIL ORAM (c)1978, 79, 1980 and 2004

                            ACT ONE, SCENE ONE
SPADE GEORGE’S PAD IN NOTTING HILL GATE. SMART, INDIAN TYPE DECOR. GEORGE AND ALISON ARE IN THEIR MAIN LIVING ROOM. KNOCK AT THE DOOR. THEY BOTH FREEZE. KNOCK AT THE DOOR. ALISON GOES TO THE DOOR, GEORGE STANDS STILL IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM

ALISON:
(COCKNEY ACCENT, NERVOUS) Who is it?

MARTY:
Open up. It’s two drug addicts. (HISSES) Marty and Phil! (ALISON OPENS THE DOOR AND LETS THEM IN. THEY’VE BOTH GOT HAVERSACKS)
GEORGE:
Come in, haven’t seen you around for ages Marty... and you Phil... how’s things in Soho? (PHIL MOVES TOWARDS THE GRAMOPHONE)
PHIL:
It’s all finished. Jesus, that’s Wardel Grey and Dexter Gorden.

GEORGE:
Keen ear, man. Sit down fellas. Alli... (HE LOOKS TO ALISON WHO NODS AND DISAPPEARS INTO THE KITCHEN) So what’s happening? (THEY ALL SIT ON CUSHIONS)
PHIL:
We’re off to India.

GEORGE:
Yeah? Lucky fellas. Both of you?

PHIL:
Yeah, that’s why we came round, we’d like some good black for the journey. (ALISON WALKS IN WITH LIT JOINT)
GEORGE:
Can’t be done. This is all we’ve got... right now. (ALISON PASSES JOINT TO PHIL)
MARTY:
What is it?

GEORGE:
Pure brain poison! (LAUGHS RAUCOUSLY) Real good congo. (PULLS OUT A LARGE BAG OF GREEN STUFF, LOOKS TO PHIL) I’m warning you man, it’s DYNAMITE! (HANDS BAG TO MARTY. ALISON RETURNS TO THE KITCHEN)
MARTY:
(SNIFFS INSIDE THE BAG) Smells too good to be missed. How much George?

GEORGE:
For you Marty, a fiver an ounce! Should be twenty... It’s that good, man! (PHIL PASSES JOINT TO MARTY)
PHIL:
We’ll take two ounces George. Wow! It’s... (HE AND GEORGE LAUGH. ALISON WALKS IN WITH SCALES)
GEORGE:
(GETS UP AND WEIGHS OUT THE GRASS) I feel like a fucking grocer, handling this stuff.

MARTY:
(TO PHIL) This should help us sail invisible above the board.

GEORGE:
(ELECTRIFIED) INVISIBLE!!? Man, invisibility, that’s the fucking KEY! (PHIL LOOKS AMAZED AT GEORGE’S ENTHUSIASM) Man the fuzz are so fucking BORED INSIDE, they really can’t SEE! That’s why you ain’t got to worry, if you’re really STONED! Stay high, man, and they won’t notice you.

MARTY:
(NODS KNOWINGLY AT GEORGE) Phil’s still worried about the white knights.

GEORGE:
(SMILES AND SPEAKS TO PHIL) Don’t worry man, if I’d been Norwegian, he’d have said the black king! (GEORGE HANDS ALISON THE JOINT. MARTY SNIGGERS. GEORGE WRAPS UP THE GRASS AND PHIL HANDS HIM TWO FIVERS)
PHIL:
(PUTTING THE PACKET IN HIS HAVERSACK) God bless.

GEORGE:
You have faith in God man? (MARTY CHUCKLES)
PHIL:
(LOOKING AT ALISON) I don’t know.

GEORGE:
When you’re tuned in man, you can see over the heads of the dead, eh? (LAUGHS. ALISON WALKS INTO KITCHEN WITH SCALES) Faith man, makes you fucking invisible to the law. They’re slimy shadows man. Paid ghosts. (LAUGHS) Paid to kill life man. Look at the streets man! Dead! That’s how they fucking like it. Dead, fucking dead. That’s why the heat lean on spades man... because we’re still ALIVE. (LAUGHS) Your race man, has become a POISON TO LIFE! This is the work of the black voodoo magicians, who are stamping out life on this planet! (JUTS OUT CHIN AT PHIL) They use TV man, to suck all life off the street. TV dehydrates the spirit. Those who don’t watch TV are suspect, man. Dig?

PHIL:
Sure do. The fuzz are TV cameras. I’ve seen that. But who looks through their eyes?

GEORGE:
No-one man! There's nothing there but FEAR! Every cop is a coward and they’re all hypnotised to sniff out fear man. That’s all, if you keep cool, they overlook you. You doubt me? Listen to this man. A week ago, I’ve just scored TWO WEIGHTS. Two weights of good strong black. I’m wearing my white Italian mac. A weight in each pocket. (HE STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM) I’ve just made it back after scoring. Standing right here. Alli’s in the kitchen. BANG! BANG! BANG! The door’s having a fit. I don’t move from the spot man. Alli walks in from the kitchen with coffee. (SHE DOES, CARRYING A TRAY WITH FOUR CUPS OF TURKISH COFFEE. HANDS THEM OUT SILENTLY. HE SHOUTS) OK OPEN UP. Don’t fuck around. It’s THE POLICE!

PHIL:
Oh NO!

MARTY:
Predictable.

GEORGE:
I don’t MOVE man. I’m really STONED dig? COME ON! OPEN UP, OR WE’LL SMASH THE DOOR DOWN!

PHIL:
That’s their philosophy.

GEORGE:
Listen! Alli wasn't out of it at the time- so she’s looking WHITE. (HE LAUGHS) I nod to the door. (ALISON TURNS THE RECORD OVER) She opens the door. I'm standing like this in the middle of this room. Two plain clothes hoodlums run in past me -- an inspector and a sergeant. They’re under the bed, in the wardrobe, then in the kitchen. Suddenly I get this flash. Maybe they haven't noticed me! So very quietly... (HE MOVES TO THE DOOR) I walked out the door they'd left open!

MARTY:
Into peals of serenity. (ALISON VARNISHES HER NAILS. PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD IN WONDER)
GEORGE: YEAH MAN!( SAID LIKE A HOT GOSPELLING PRIEST) Outside that fucking open door...were two bluebottles, buzzing on about the miseries of their beat...LAUGHS)...I just fucking walked past them man. Down the stairs...and PAST TWO BLACK MARIAS with fuzz leaning against the back door...when I was round the corner, hailed a taxi, then over to Brixton and stashed the gear, man. O.K. Ali. Spill it babe!

ALISON: ‘Where's the blackman Hodges'? shouted the Inspector coming in from the kitchen. The sergeant crawled out from under the bed. ‘Blackman' Sir'? I'm sitting here varnishing my nails. I drink George's cup of coffee and put the empty cup upside down on the table. ‘Where's that blackman Hodges'? he keeps shouting, running round the flat like a mad poltergeist.’ I haven't seen a blackman in here, Sir.' ‘Don't you fucking start that with me Hodges. Where are you, you BLACK BASTARD?' he shouts running into the bathroom. ‘Hodges!' he screams coming out of the bathroom,’you're in on this deal aren't you? You've let him slip out haven't you? You've got the fucking dope haven't you? Put your fucking arms up Hodges!' I couldn't believe it. He searched his own sergeant!!( THEY ALL LAUGH)

GEORGE: You see what I mean? They can't SEE, man.

ALISON: ‘I think we came in the wrong flat Sir.' ‘Shut up Hodges! You're a filthy crook. What have you done with it?' Suddenly he turned on me. ‘Where's the black man? he yelled about four inches from me kisser. Where is he?' ‘I ain't seen no black man' I said. I could hardly believe I'd said it. He went SPARE! ‘You're ALL trying to drive me MAD' he screamed. ‘There was a black man in the middle of this room when we came in! (PHIL, MARTY AND GEORGE ALL BURST OUT LAUGHING)He rushed over to the door. ‘Constable, have you seen a black man come out of this room?'The coppers looked dazed. ‘No Sir, no one's come out of this door, Sir.' (SHE PATS DOOR) Then he's back into the fucking wardrobe, he's pulling my clobber about in a fury. ‘WHERE are you, you black bastard? Hodges, you're going to be back on the beat. You're not going to get away with this! Now search every inch of this fucking flat! And they went on like this for more than an hour. Every now and then, the inspector would come over to me and plead to me to tell him where the black man was hiding. Every time I'd tell him I didn't know who he was talking about...and he'd take it out on Hodges. (SHE FINISHES HER NAILS)   

PHIL:
What about all your clobber and gear George, surely they could find evidence of your presence here.

GEORGE:
(LOOKS AT ALLI AND BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) OK man... go and look... go on! (PHIL GETS UP AND PRETENDS HE’S FUZZ AND SEARCHES THE WARDROBE AND BEDROOM, GESTURING NOTHING)
PHIL:
How come? What...your clothes are invisible?

GEORGE:
In a way Hodges was right. They’d got the wrong flat. This is Ali's flat.  I don't keep anything of mine here. Nothing. All my gear’s in the house next door, from where I do any big dealing. Invisibility man, it’s the key.

LIGHTS FADE
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STREET WITH SHOP BLIND OR FURNITURE THAT ACTOR CAN SWING ON OR MESS ABOUT WITH - E.G. BIN, LAMPPOST. MARTY AND PHIL WALKING DOWN CHESTERTON ROAD, NOTTING HILL GATE.

PHIL:
Jesus, I’ve never been so stoned in my life.

MARTY:
(CURT) Just relax and enjoy it.

PHIL:
I’m burning all over.

MARTY:
You mix with the wrong company.

PHIL:
You mean Billy?

MARTY:
You work it out.

PHIL:
Are you stoned?

MARTY:
Of course.

PHIL:
But you never show it.

MARTY:
Perhaps you don’t know what to look for. (WALKS ON. PHIL STOPS UNDER A SHOP SUNBLIND AS MARTY WALKS ON. PHIL SEEMS IN A TRANCE. THEN HE PUTS HIS ARM UP AND GRABS THE SUNBLIND SUPPORT BAR AND STARTS TO SWING ON IT. AFTER A WHILE THE OWNER COMES TO THE DOOR OF THE SHOP AND STARES IN DISBELIEF AT PHIL SWINGING. PHIL NOTICES HIM BUT BEHAVES AS IF WHAT HE IS DOING IS QUITE NATURAL. SUDDENLY PHIL STOPS, LETS GO AND STARTS LOOKING AT THE SHOPKEEPER, IN AMAZEMENT. SOUND EFFECTS OF BUSES, SPEECH, CAR NOISE, ETC, AS IF SUDDENLY TURNED ON. PHIL PUTS HIS HANDS TO HIS HEAD, LOOKS AROUND AND THEN RUNS OFF IN SEARCH OF MARTY)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE


MARTY AND PHIL SHARING JOINT ON NOTTING HILL GATE TUBE. SILENCE. PHIL SUDDENLY STARES AHEAD, BEHAVES AS IF IN TRANCE. MARTY UNCONCERNED STARES AHEAD. THEIR HAVERSACKS AT THEIR FEET

PHIL:
Christ, Marty, I’ve got beams of light coming out of my eyes. They’re going onto the lines: they’re focusing on the lines: I’m being sucked onto the lines: the wall’s pushing me! The wall’s pushing me onto the lines. (MARTY HANDS HIM THE JOINT) 

MARTY:
You’re not even stoned yet.

PHIL:
Not stoned? I’m completely out of my head. I feel as if I’ve got to jump onto the lines! I’m scared! I’m really scared! Is this what I’ve got to do? (PAUSE) I’m beginning to understand it all. I’ve got to die, to be reborn, then I’d be as still as you are!

Now I see... why you’re so still: you’ve already... died! And this isn’t you standing beside me. This is a form you are projecting, from a different time zone: yes, you’re in another time, inside the bubble of your death: yes, I see it - at the moment of your death - the state you die in becomes the state you’re born in! You died in faith, and therefore you were reborn in faith! And faith doesn’t exist in this dimension. In this dimension there is only belief, which creates fear! And I’ve been clinging to belief which has created all my doubt - that’s why I’m scared to jump. I must have died in fear last time! And therefore I’m nothing else than a projection from the fear zone now! I’ve been trying to counteract fear with belief! God! Does it mean that I’ve really got to jump now, to change the tone of my life?

MARTY:
If I were you, I’d do it. (LONG PAUSE)
PHIL:
If you were me, you’d do it!!! (PAUSE) Does that mean if you were me you could do it, because you’ve already done it, and it would be easy: or does it mean that if you were me, you’d feel so wretched that you’d see nothing else worth doing, but jumping?!!

MARTY:
I said, if I were you, I’d do it! (SOUND OF TRAIN COMING IN) But don’t worry, Sweetie, you’ve missed your chance, and the ‘underground' has saved you.!

PHIL:
Now I feel like a complete coward.

MARTY:
You enjoy beeing a slave to fear...don’t you?

LIGHTS FADE
ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR
PARIS ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE NEAR THE EIFFEL TOWER. MARTY IS UNWRAPPING A NEWSPAPER PARCEL, REVEALING A LARGE PILE OF CONGO GRASS. THEY ARE BOTH SITTING ON THEIR HAVERSACKS. SOUND OF GUNFIRE. PHIL LOOKS UP, ALARMED. MORE GUNFIRE. MARTY CONTINUES ROLLING THE JOINT.

PHIL:
Did you hear that? (MARTY CONTINUES ROLLING THE J - PAUSE) Gunfire. (PAUSE) It’s the Algerian trouble. (MARTY LIGHTS THE J)  What are the French up to? (PAUSE) 

MARTY:
It’s an incredibly good deal. (HE LEAVES NEWSPAPER PARCEL OPEN. MORE GUNFIRE)
PHIL:
Look Marty, let’s have a holiday... eh? (PAUSE) Look, why do we HAVE to sit almost beneath the Eiffel Tower to get stoned?

MARTY:
To get the flavour of universal thought! (MORE GUNFIRE)
PHIL:
It gives me the creeps. I can’t see why Delaunay... (POLICECAR PULLS UP NEARBY. MARTY LOOKS THE OTHER WAY, AND PULLS ON THE J. PHIL FREEZES)
MARTY:
(UNCONCERNED) You won’t see until you become a GAP in the procession.

COP:
(WITH MACHINE GUN, IN FRENCH OR ENGLISH) Hey, come here! Quick!

PHIL:
(LOOKS AT MARTY, HESITATES AND HURRIES OVER TO POLICE, WHO IMMEDIATELY PUSH HIM AGAINST A WALL WITH THE BARREL OF THEIR GUNS) Yes?

COP:
Nationality?

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED) Anglais.

COP:
Anglais eh? (THEY LOOK AT HIS FACE, TURN HIS HEAD FROM SIDE TO SIDE. IN THE BACKGROUND MARTY PACKS UP THE GEAR AND SMOKES THE J) Anglais?

PHIL:
Oui, pourquoi?

COP:
Passaport! (PHIL PULLS IT OUT OF HIS INSIDE POCKET AND HANDS IT OVER. THEY ARE TREATING HIM LIKE AN ESCAPED CRIMINAL) Fake! (THEY SLAP HIS FACE WITH PASSPORT)
PHIL:
It’s not fake. That’s me! Philip Masters!

COP:
(MOVING CLOSER TO PHIL’S FACE) Algerian?!? Eh?

PHIL:
No... honest... Anglais... Listen... Little Jack Horner... sat in a corner... eating his curds and whey...

COP:
VAT?!!?

PHIL:
(SHAKES HIS HEAD)... er... eating his rhubarb pie! (POLICE SHAKE THEIR HEADS)
COP:
Crazy! Must be English! (LAUGHS AND HANDS PHIL HIS PASSPORT) What you do here?

PHIL:
(LOOKS AT BARREL OF MACHINE GUN) We... are on our way.. to India. We want to visit your wonderful French Art Galleries before we leave.

COP:
(GESTURES WITH GUN TO MARTY) What’s your girlfriend doing? Her name? Eh?

PHIL:
(MARTY IS STARING AT THE EIFFEL TOWER) That’s... not a girlfriend. He is male with very long hair.

COP:
Vat?

PHIL:
Man... with long hair.

COP:
What’s he doing? Eh? Tell heme... come here!

PHIL:
Marty! They want to talk to you!?

MARTY:
(SNIGGERS) Phil! Tell them to fuck off! (PHIL LOOKS SCARED AS THE BARREL OF THE GUN IS JABBED INTO HIS RIBS)
COP:
Vot he say? Eh? Did he say fuck off?

PHIL:
(SHAKES HIS HEAD AND LAUGHS) No. No. I think he said that the tuck’s off... we bought some Turkish delight in...

COP:
Don’t lie, anglais! You tell heme, bad manners no good in France. Eh? (JABS BARREL) Eh?

PHIL:
(NODS) Yes, I’ll tell him.

COP:
Now... fuck off! (THEY DRIVE OFF. PHIL RETURNS TO HIS HAVERSACK BEWILDERED)
PHIL:
How do you do it Marty? Why do they question me and not you?

MARTY:
(HANDS PHIL J) How many times do I have to tell you? They recognise a prince of the blood!

PHIL:
Why are you so purposely OBSCURE?

MARTY:
(STANDS UP AS HANS, A GERMAN STUDENT OF CYBERNETICS, APPROACHES FROM PHIL’S REAR) Listen Phil, I’m not your girlfriend, so find a woman if you want your dreams amplified.

PHIL:
(IRATE, SHOUTS) I don’t know what you’re on about.

MARTY:
Cos you never get stoned.

HANS:
He's right! You’ll never understand coincidences,Phil, if you don’t wake up, eh? (TAKES JOINT FROM PHIL’S TREMBLING HAND) Synchronicity man, is A MUST. (LOOKS TO MARTY) Hello man, I'm referred to as Hans. (NODS)
PHIL: Hans, this is Marty, my friend from London. He’s a painter.

HANS:
Explanations are for stones man. Turds. (MARTY LAUGHS AS HE BEGINS TO MOVE OFF)
MARTY:
I’m crossing the river to see the Delaunays. See you later in Cinq Billiards.

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) Why? (MARTY WAVES WALKING OFF) Why can’t I come?

HANS:
Because I’m going to show you the real Delaunay-space man... not the make-believe ‘world of pictures’.  You’re still upside down man. (HE TAKES PHIL BY THE ARM, GUNFIRE IN THE DISTANCE) You’re not ready for SYMBOLS man. You think they’re REAL.

MARTY:
Don’t worry dearie. One day it’s bound to hit you. Just jog along. See ya later.

PHIL:
How can he walk off like that?

HANS:
Don’t envy others who can relax, man. Just get ready, man. We are going for a real trip man! (THEY ARE ALMOST UNDER THE EIFFEL TOWER. HANS PUTS OUT THE J) A trip into ZE WORLD OF REALITY. You know what zis is? (HE LOOKS THE TOWER UP AND DOWN)
PHIL:
..... The Eiffel Tower?

HANS:
Intersection point, man. Stand zere man! In ze middle! (PHIL MOVES A FEW STEPS AND LOOKS TOWARDS HANS. HANS MOVES BESIDE HIM) OK. Look up NOW!!!

VOICE 1:
(THROUGH THE P.A. QUADRAPHONIC IF POSSIBLE. HARD VOICE, METALLIC BUT CLEAR) Fifteen thousand on the block. Blues just won’t do. We’ve got a helluva storm coming up in Santiago. Silver four thousand folded across Madagascar. Arctic vomit spilling across the Arab Delta waves. Use heavy flak for interference on channel 93. Re-phase all co-ordinates to integrate slip-stream modalities.

VOICE 2:
(PHIL IS SHAKING, LOOKING UP) Constellation 97 require polarized input. All dumping back-fired. Second sector angles unworkable. War type seventeen essential.

VOICE 3:
West fool, forge the eternal mirror. Mime amplitude re-distribution on silver circuit. (PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD AND MOVES AWAY FROM THE CENTRE)
PHIL:
Jesus man, I can’t take this stuff! My head just became a wireless set!

HANS:
(WALKING UP TO PHIL) It takes GUTS man! It takes guts to be REAL! It takes GUTS to re-make yourself, beyond time. You gotta travel on your EARS man! On your ears!

FADE OUT AND SPACEY MUSIC

ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE
PARIS. HANS’ ROOM, BEAT HOTEL IN GIT LE COEUR. PHIL IS SAT ON THE FLOOR, WITH HIS BACK RESTING AGAINST THE WARDROBE MIRROR. HANS IS MAKING HIS DREAM MACHINE. HE IS CUTTING SLITS OUT OF A STRIP OF THIN WHITE CARDBOARD. HE LOOKS UP.

HANS:
Are you getting it man?

PHIL:
Getting what? I just feel..... scared.

HANS:
(BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) Getting ze message man!? Ze message!

PHIL:
The message that we’re being controlled like iron filings by a moving magnet? Eh? I just don’t want to get caught up in all that shit. It’s inhuman!

HANS:
(LAUGHS AND MOVES TOWARDS PHIL) Humanity man? It’s a system of meat-hooks! Systems man! (SOUND OF POLICECAR SIREN, WHEN IT DIES AWAY HANS MIMES THE SOUND) He‑He! He-He! He-He! Do you get it man? We’ve got it sown up! He-He He-He He-He. Systems man! Systems are controlling the WHOLE DAMN FUCKING TRIP! THOUGHT-WAVE SYSTEMS MAN. THOUGHT’S A VIRUS, MAN! All you slaves are tied together by thought. THOUGHT! THOUGHT! THOUGHT! THOUGHT! THOUGHT!

PHIL:
OK, I’m getting it. So is it being broadcast from the Eiffel Tower?

HANS:
(GRINS) No man. It’s a focal point, a lens. Amplifier! Look at zis.

PHIL:
(HANS GIVES HIM A PRINT OF THE EIFFEL TOWER BY DELAUNAY) What are you telling me, that Delaunay dug the Eiffel Tower?

HANS:
Look at it man. Just look at it and listen? (PHIL STARES AT THE PRINT)
VOICE:
(METALLIC AND FEMALE) AH. Ah, baby eyes, cut off the gastronomical imperative and become a holy ghost, above the Astral Towers. (PHIL FLINGS THE PICTURE DOWN)
PHIL:
Oh fuck it man! Are you some sort of ventriloquist?

HANS:
No man, it’s you! 

PHIL:
So where’s it being broadcast from?

HANS:
Your question is upside down.

PHIL:
You mean I’m still human?

HANS:
(LAUGHS) Like a bacon roll?

PHIL:
O.K. so you're saying it’s coming from me. Is that what you’re saying?

HANS:
(GOES BACK TO DOING HIS WORK) What do you want? The belief system decoded or a collapse into being REAL? (LAUGHS)  Listen man, if you don’t ACT THROUGH ANY BELIEF SYSTEM... IT’S MEANT TO FEEL WEIRD. YOU’RE CODED TO REJECT REALITY. OK man? Apathy is jaundice - man. Get it?

PHIL:
I’m confused about which side you’re on. That’s the truth.

HANS:
Poison, man, not truth. (COMES CLOSER) You’re poisoned with your own lead. All sides are on the board man. You want to be a chair-man, on the board man? Vake up and you’ll see why all the meat is bored with thought. It fattens them up man. Just dig this man... you drowned beneath the blackboard! Before then, remember what you could hear, before they told you where to look. The blackboard kills the soul, controls your focus, rips you away from your own flight! On that board, the belief system takes shape... in... (TAKES PHIL’S HEAD)  your brain cells. Ze teacher is there - to make you feel that you will not survive, unless you can embody the shit plastered across the board. He or she is there to undermine your natural feelings to focus your attention on what interests you. If you follow your natural interest you will never learn anything useful in life you were told... you will become MAD... a TRAMP... DRUG ADDICT... ALCOHOLIC... CRIMINAL... EH? Imitate or die! That's the message on the board!

PHIL:
Yeah, I’ve got that. Only by killing my soul will I be allowed to survive. If I look at what’s alive I give it life and it gives me life. Symbiotic?

HANS:
Zat’s right man. Ze blackboard is Dead and sucks up your life when you focus on it. Zat’s why education is enforced EVERYWHERE.

PHIL:
So who is behind this plan to turn human beings into zombies?

HANS:
You really want to know man?

PHIL:
Yes of course.

HANS:
Don’t be so sure man. People are frightened of facing their own schizophrenia man. Why are you hiding in zis dream?

PHIL:
You mean life?

HANS:
(LAUGHS) Is it life? Listen man, you have to die to all zis... (GESTURES AROUND THE ROOM, THEN POINTS TO HIS BODY) before you can see clearly. This is not life, man... (POINTS TO HEAD) but time. Time is dead. Thought is dead. There is a master of clarity in zis town. A master of timelessness. Have you heard of Krishnamurti?

PHIL:
Yeah. Dominic, a friend of mine, told me about his deep violet eyes.

HANS:
Go and listen to him man. Just listen! The eyes come later. There are two universes. One is alive, the other dead. One is moving, the other static. One awake, the other dreaming. One lives off space, the other - fear. You are mixed up man. See if K can sort you out? Ya? (PHIL NODS, GETS UP)
PHIL:
What is this machine you’re making?

HANS:
A de-programming machine man. A dream-slicer. One day I’ll shoot the universal myth in stereophonic Technicolor - right through the balls! (LAUGHS)
PHIL:
When can I look at it?

HANS:
When you’re ready to meet your double! Not before. Remember, it takes guts man. Guts to be REAL!.

LIGHTS FADE OUT

ACT ONE SCENE SIX
PARIS. A POSH FLAT NEAR THE EIFFEL TOWER. PHIL IS SITTING IN AN ARMCHAIR. IN FRONT OF HIM A COFFEE TABLE WITH A COUPLE OF MAGAZINES ON IT. KRISHNAMURTI IS WEARING GREY TROUSERS WITH SHARP CREASE, WHITE SHIRT. PHIL IS LOOKING AS SMART AS POSSIBLE. KRISHNAMURTI HAS JUST WALKED IN - PHIL RISES, AND SHAKES HIS HAND. THEY SIT DOWN ON OPPOSITE SIDES OF THE TABLE.

PHIL:
Two friends told me about you. One said look and the other said listen. At your recent public talk, I was very shaken up. I heard and saw strange things. I seem to be two people, pulled in opposing directions. I am very grateful to you for letting me have this opportunity of speaking to you.

K:
(NODS) If you could see that psychological time - the attempt to solve your dilemma in the future - is an illusion, you would not have bothered to come to see me. I am nothing, so why do you want to talk to me? Is it because you’re bored with yourself?

PHIL:
No, I’m not bored. I find everything... too much! I can’t take it!

K:
Who said you should take it? Do you not find it rather curious, this division between the so-called ‘past’ and ‘the future’?

PHIL:
Sometimes they seem to be the same. The future, a mere repetition of the past.

K:
The Ancient Greeks wouldn’t have that. They maintained that Truth had two daughters - memory and imagination. Can you see what they were getting at? Time doesn’t come into that idea of reality.  Memory - a repository of all that is - the universal womb - and imagination, the space for continuous creation. But,you see the danger of concepts? It’s so easy to forget that they don’t lead to Truth. Addictive and destructive. But Life of course, is so vast... we all find it TOO MUCH. Look. (POINTS TO MAGAZINE)
PHIL:
Oh God, it’s not a photo of the Eiffel Tower is it? (PEERS AT THE MAG)
K:
(LAUGHS) It’s an advert for dog food. The tower’s outside. Now look! (WITH HIS FINGER HE TRACES A LINE ACROSS ONE CORNER) You live here, in this little corner. There is a barrier between here and all the rest of it. You imagine that on the other side (SOUND OF GUNFIRE. PHIL LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW, KRISHNAMURTI CARRIES ON, PHIL LOOKS BACK) of this barrier is FREEDOM! And you’re all the time, in time, planning on how you’re going to get out, in THE FUTURE. (LOUD) There is no way of getting out unless you HATE THE BARRIER NOW! It doesn’t go down unless (THUMPS THE TABLE) you HATE IT!

PHIL:
(TAKEN ABACK) But I do hate it!

K:
Do you? Do you hate it totally? The barrier is POSTPONEMENT. The barrier is picturing FREEDOM. Picturing freedom is thought. Thought is neither memory or imagination. Neither is it thinking. THOUGHT IS DEAD! POISON. Oh yes, POISON. So do you hate this barrier of escape from life, in the same way that you see a bottle of poison in the bathroom, and there is no temptation in you, whatsoever, to open it up and drink it? It’s marked ‘poison’ (SOUND OF GUNFIRE, PHIL CHECKS HIS TURNING HEAD) and you believe it. Why? (SOUND OF GUNFIRE, PAUSE) Look at what you’re doing with your right hand. Yes, your right hand is out in front of you. Saying you want help, you want to live, that you’re willing to give it a try, but it’s all nonsense! Sentimenal nonsense. It’s just a device to distract you from noticing what you are doing with your left hand. Look at it. Screwing up your guts: You torture yourself, day in, day out, because you can’t escape the prison you have made for yourself. A prison created out of childish fantasy.

PHIL:
In that public talk you gave the other day... At one point you said that you cannot find truth unless you’ve discovered beauty. (KRISHNAMURTI NODS) I was listening to you with my eyes closed... when I heard you say that about beauty, I felt such a relief. I opened up. I said to myself, right! That’s what I want! I want beauty! I’m ready for Truth, I thought. But then you followed it by saying you cannot find Beauty, unless you die to everything that you know. At that point, I felt torpedoed, smashed. I was ripped open. I was a gaping wound. I don’t want to die! Hundreds of voices in my head. I want to be famous! I want to be a poet! I want to write plays. I want to be loved by beautiful women. Suddenly this voice rang out inside my heart, not in my head, a voice - clear and loud - which said: ‘stop all this artistic nonsense!’ I was shocked. I opened my eyes and looked to the stage and saw what appeared to be a dummy, made out of clay, which was opening and closing its mouth, but I couldn’t hear any sound. Superimposed over this dummy (SOUND OF GUNFIRE) was an enormous Hindu godlike figure. He appeared to have more than one set of arms. His face was brilliant with light. One arm was pointing from the stage, and the finger was pointing right through to my heart. And I got it that the message was, ‘you heard.’ The next second I realised the dummy was you and the sound came back on and I remembered you were talking to two or three hundred people. Since then, I have felt very weird inside. I’ve been really trying to wake up. But it doesn’t matter how hard I try, I feel I am not high enough. (KRISHNAMURTI NODS)
K:
You’re going about it from the wrong side. You believe that the wall which separates you from Reality, has a real existence.

PHIL:
I wanted to ask you about this very point. I thought it was through meditation that one could demolish the barrier.

K:
Meditation for most people is an extension of lust. They want. They propagate the idea that they lack something. They want to have a wonderful experience which can make them feel that their petty little life is worth living. They want to show off.

PHIL:
Do you really think that people like the Buddha were in a state of illusion - that meditation, for them, was lust?

K:
The morality of the Buddha is not my concern. Nor should it be yours. You should be concerned with observing the falsity of your own deceptions. (KRISHNAMURTI GETS UP AND WALKS AROUND THE TABLE. HE WHISPERS IN PHIL’S EAR) Meditation is the natural outcome of living a perfect life. It is like scent from a flower. The flower opens and the scent is emanated without effort. But if you meditate in order to have a perfect life, you’ll arrive in the Blue Mountains!! (KRISHNAMURTI SITS BACK IN CHAIR AS IF THE PREVIOUS EPISODE HADN’T OCCURRED, GUNFIRE. LONG PAUSE, PHIL IS GAZING OUT OF THE WINDOW) It is the same with most of these painters. They paint because they want more sex. Their paintings act as if they were a net, to catch the passing female. But there are, as always, one or two who are genuine. There was a Chinese painter, a man of tremendous sensibility... every day, he would get his paints and paper together and pack himself a lunch to take with him. He went to this spot on the edge of the woods. Below was a valley. And on the other side, cliffs with overhanging trees and creepers. He would sit there, examining the landscape with his paper in front of him, his brushes and paints untouched. He would eat his lunch and then continue to gaze at the landscape. The evening would come. He would roll up his paper, put his paints and brushes away, and go home. He would do this day after day. But one day, suddenly, he painted this brilliant landscape without any hesitation... whatsoever!

PHIL:
You mean that he and the landscape had become one?

K:
(BANGS FIST ON TABLE) No! No confusion! Landscape there! (POINTS OUT OF WINDOW) Painter here! (POINTS TO SELF) And in between - clear space! Absolutely no confusion. (GUNFIRE)
PHIL:
(SURPRISED AND CONFUSED) As you were talking then you kept looking very different. At one point you looked like a gorilla, and at another point like a man from Outer Space.

K:
I don’t know why you bother with all this. Surely there’s only one real question? Can I free myself of the conviction that I can’t be free? (DISTANT EXPLOSION) Life is very curious. Not long ago, a friend gave me the use of a small hut overlooking the Ganges. Now in the evening, as the sun set, the water would be burning gold. Thousands of people would be on the banks of the river, yet I never saw a single soul jump in! Strange.

PHIL:
India must be a very mysterious country. I’m going to hitch-hike there.

K:
(STANDS UP AND HOLDS OUT HIS HAND TO PHIL WHO GETS UP. THEY SHAKE HANDS. KRISHNAMURTI WALKS TO THE DOOR WITH PHIL AND POINTS TO SOME FLOWERS IN THE GARDEN) Look at those broken hyacinths. You see, even the rain can kill.

PHIL:
(BOMBS AND GUNFIRE) It’s like the Earth’s groaning with anguish.

K:
(LOOKS DOWN) Earth - Mother, how you must suffer. (LOOKS UP) Sky - Father, always open. (LOOKS TOWARDS PHIL) Man - the Child, never happy - on your own. Yes, don’t be afraid to cry for this beautiful, tortured planet. If you love her, man will break your heart, and THEN, your tears of grief will wash your walls of fear away. Then you’ll know just how beautiful it is to be without ego. How wonderful it is, to feel ALONE... beyond ALL MEASURE. 

PHIL:
(CLASPS HIS HAND) Thank you. Thank you, thank you. (HE LOOKS INTO KRISHNAMURTI’S EYES) WOW! WOW! (LOOKS AROUND) What’s happening. (ELATED) Everything’s brilliant. Moving, changing! I can’t... recognise you. I’m...

K:
On the verge of becoming real.

PHIL:
WOW!

LIGHTS FADE OUT

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE
ATHENS. PHIL AND MARTY ARE STROLLING ALONG. PHIL IS WEARING A HUGE MACEDONIAN SHEPHERD COAT,AND IS BEARDED. MARTY, ALSO SPROATING A BEARD,IS AS USUAL DRESSED ALL IN BLACK. THEY BOTH LOOK VERY BOMBED OUT. PHIL SUDDENLY STOPS OUTSIDE A SEDATE LOOKING HOUSE - THE CHINESE EMBASSY (VERY PLUSH DECOR, ELEGANT TABLE, ELEGANT CHAIRS)
PHIL:
Hey, look at that plaque! The Chinese Embassy. I never knew the Chinese Communists had embassies in the west. Wow!

MARTY:
So what? I can’t see why you’re so excited.

PHIL:
Hey man, I've always wanted to visit China. We could go there after we've got to Katmandu. China! Marty,can you imagine it? China, the wild, tumultuous Yangtse-Kiang, the vast snow-capped mountain ranges. AND perhaps even today, one could come across an old, Taoist hermit-poet, and we could drink wild cherry wine together in the moonlight.

MARTY:
I can’t tolerate their tunics.

PHIL:
Clobber aint going to stop me. I’m going to go in and see if I can speak to the Chinese Ambassador. Come on Marty, stretch yourself, man.

MARTY:
You go in if you want. I’ll see you later in the caff under the Acropolis. (HE WALKS OFF. PHIL RINGS THE BELL .LIGHTS FADE. THEN  PHIL IS BEING SHOWN INTO THE AMBASSADOR'S OFFICE. THE ROOM IS VERY ELEGANT IN OLD CHINESE STYLE)

A’DOOR:
(WEARS A BROWN WESTERN-STYLE SUIT. HORN-RIMMED GLASSES)  Do sit down.(GESTURES TO AN ARM CHAIR. GESTURES TO HIS AID TO OFFER PHIL A CIGARETTE. PHIL ACCEPTS AND AID LIGHTS.  THE AID SEEMS GANGSTERISH AND STANDS BEHIND PHIL'S CHAIR) Well, what can I do for you?

PHIL:
Well.... I’m very... passionate about Chinese culture... particularly Chinese poetry.

A’DOOR:
(BLANKLY) Poetry? (LOOKS TO AID WHO SHAKES HIS HEAD)

PHIL:
Yes, I’m a poet.

A’DOOR:
You a poet?  Poet?  Ah ... I am poet too.(AID NODS KNOWINGLY)

PHIL:(SURPRISED)
Really!? You’ll of course know the poets of the T’ang period.

A’DOOR:
Of course. Which your favourite poet?

PHIL:
Well... Li-Po is the man who first set me alight.

A’DOOR:
(LOOKS TO AID WHO NODS) Ah, you romantic poet, yes?

PHIL:
Yes, you could say that. Do you know the poem which begins, ‘Why should I waste my life away?’

A’DOOR:
(CONSULTS THE AID IN MANDARIN) We think ‘waste’ not good translation. It is better to say toil... and (SEVERE TONE, AGREED TO BY AID) you have forgotten the first line:

Our life in the world,

is only a great dream.

         Why should I toil my life away.

 Let me be drunk all day.

Chu Shi ruo Da meng,

Hu wei Lao Qi Sheng.

Suo yi zhong re jui,

Tu ran wo Qian Ji.

Jiao Lai fen Ting Qian,

Yi niao hua Jian ma.

PHIL:
Wow, amazing! Beautiful.

A’DOOR:
Please, you tell one of your poetry. Yes?!

PHIL:



            I sail at noon... tomorrow.

               China... Smuggling guns!

         The red sails flap

                black ciphers of sadness

      Sorrow spreads

           with shrieking wings.

                          I scream... amidst the drunken crew.

            No sound! A hollow cat

           pines through darkness

    I scream again

          & then reach out.....

                            Waiting you kiss my lips through night.

                       Soon the waves.... wet your dress.

A’DOOR:
Very, very good. When you write that?

PHIL:
I just made it up.

A’DOOR:
Oh, very, very good! Now we make up poem... in English. Yes?

PHIL:
Yes please, and Chinese? (THE AID NODS)

A’DOOR:
OK.

A sudden shaking of the bamboos.

the moon’s face, crumpled by a ripple

Anguished dreams haunt the exile’s heart

our village flattened in the festival of blood.

Only as a ghost can I touch your shining hair.

man’s mind is the demon spreading fear.

Shen Ju hu paio piao

Yue qui bo lan dong

Gu meng Jing ke xin

Jiu xiang liu xue Jin

Zhi gui Jie yun huan

Chang ye lou xian Qing

PHIL:
Yeah, fantastic. I love that rhythm.

A’DOOR:
Well, you said you want to visit my country?

PHIL:
(EXCITED) Very much would like to.

A’DOOR:
Well, I’m sure I can arrange a bursary for you - since you are a poet.

PHIL:
This is wonderful. Wonderful.

A’DOOR:
Of course we would have to check your background before you come to my country.

PHIL:
Yes, that’s usual nowadays, and what would you be looking for?

A’DOOR:
We would have to be sure that you are not a communist spy.

PHIL:
A communist spy? Yes of course. I see. This is the... eh... Formosan...ah, Taiwan Embassy I'm in. Well... I’ll... come back tomorrow and give you my...

GONG - LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO
CAFE IN SOME ROMAN RUINS AT THE ENTRANCE TO ISTANBUL. PHIL AND HAZEL SAT AT A TABLE. HAZEL IS DRESSED AS IF SHE IS ON HER WAY TO AN ENGLISH GARDEN PARTY - WHITE SUIT, STRAW HAT, LONGHANDLED BROLLY AND HIGH-HEELED SHOES. PHIL IS WEARING HIS SHEPHERD COAT. IT IS VERY HOT, LATE EVENING. THEY ARE BOTH VERY TIRED.

PHIL:
Fucking incredible it was. There was no stopping him.

HAZEL:
It doesn’t interest me much Phil, since I’ve never met the guy.

PHIL:
It doesn’t matter whether you’ve met Paul or not. I’ve told you before he’s a Swedish poet, very famous, a real genius who doesn’t care a fuck about ANY AUTHORITY. We were all in Cinq Billiards. He was rolling in money, pissed out of his box, and had been buying everyone in the bar whatever they wanted. Then he went outside for a piss, and whilst he was outside the patron - a mean bugger - locked the glass door in an attempt to keep him out. Paul tried the door, gave us a wave, stepped back and then jumped - straight through the glass door!!! Chaos! Pulled out a roll of notes to pay for the damage. Fearless babe, fucking fearless. The patron did nothing.

HAZEL:
How was Marty on the journey? I wouldn’t have thought hitchhiking suited him.

PHIL:
Sometimes very funny, sometimes very aloof. When we arrived in Perugia, in Italy, we were so whacked out we slept in the entrance to a church. About six in the morning I awoke to yells and giggles, as a monk tried to get inside Marty’s sleeping bag. Marty thought it was hilarious.

HAZEL:
You two seem to have a had ball!

PHIL:
It wasn’t all fun. We were slung in jail in Athens for begging. I was playing flute and Marty was screaming out a Schwitter’s sound poem in an attempt to cross the language barrier. The British Consulate came to the rescue and gave us a ticking off for letting the side down! Greek jails are cesspits. Marty screamed and swore at the guards all night, until they got the consulate to come over and talk to us. The guy from the consulate got us out! (PAUSE)
HAZEL:
How far do you reckon it is to this famous pudding shop?

PHIL:
No idea. It can’t be far. This is the Roman entrance to Istanbul.

HAZEL:
Let’s get a taxi. I couldn’t walk another step. My feet are killing me. (TAKES SHOES OFF)
PHIL:
Hazel don’t talk to me about FEET! I had enough of blistered feet on my last trip. (WAITER BRINGS TEA) I can’t understand WHY you turned up in Salonika wearing this garden party clobber. It’s sexy, sure - but not high heels, really Hazel.

HAZEL:
(PETULANT) I had no idea we would be HITCHHIKING round the Middle East. I thought I was joining you for a holiday!?!

PHIL:
Well, we’ve still got a long way to go to get to India. Don’t look down. I’m serious, I’m finished with the west. I want to live a spiritual life from now on.

HAZEL:
Well, I’ve got something to tell you Phil. I don’t think I could make it to India. I’m pretty sure I’m preggers.

PHIL:
You're pregnant!  Why now? Is this why you’ve been so WEIRD and pissing all the time?

HAZEL:
Oh come on.

PHIL:
There you go. Karma catches me before I.....

HAZEL:
Stop being so self-centred! It’s not your FAULT. I’m glad. Thrilled. And I’m sure I’ll cope - FINE. Grumble to yourself! What a response! You go on to India. It’s obviously more important to you than being a father! (STARTS TO CRY)
PHIL:
What an argument. I’m sorry.... of course it changes EVERYTHING. I just don’t want to go back to England, that’s all. We’ll go somewhere else.

HAZEL:
I couldn’t make it across the Persian Desert, Phil. Honest!

PHIL:
Well we could go down through Syria and Jordan to Israel and live on a Kibbutz. I met a guy who’s invited me onto his Kibbutz. It’s called Maagan Michael, near Haifa. It’s worth a try. What do you say to that? It’s not so far! (TWO SWARTHY TURKS APPROACH THEIR TABLE)
ABDULLA:
Excuse, you both English?

HAZEL:
(BRIGHTLY) Yes we are. Are you Turkish?

ABDULLA:
Yes we both. Can we sit down?

PHIL:
Why not. We did.

HAZEL:
(LOOKS STERNLY AT PHIL) Yes, do.

ABDULLA:
My friend, no speak English. I am studying European languages at University. He is a doctor. His name is Alli. Mine is Abdulla.

PHIL:
I’m Phil... and this is Hazel.

ABDULLA:
Hello! Hello! (BOTH SHAKE HANDS AND SIT. VERY CHEERFUL)
PHIL:
How far to Blue Mosque?

ABDULLA:
You go to Blue Mosque?

PHIL:
Later. First must go to pudding shop... nearby... (GESTURES) CLOSE TO Blue Mosque, yes?

ABDULLA:
You want pudding (LOOKS TO HAZEL) with woman?

PHIL:
Not really but we’ve got one.

ABDULLA:
What you say? (SHAKES HEAD)
PHIL:
(POINTS TO HAZEL’S TUMMY) She has pudding.. getting bigger. (GESTURES EXPANSION)
ABDULLA:
She want to have big pudding with me... and.. Alli... and....

HAZEL:
No, we want to meet our friend, called Marty, in pudding shop near Blue Mosque.

ABDULLA:
You want to eat pudding with friend near Blue Mosque?

HAZEL:
Yes.

ABDULLA:
In pudding shop?

HAZEL:
Yes. Near Blue Mosque.

ABDULLA:
Pudding shop... puddings... pudding... puddings. Only puddings! You like pudding?

PHIL:
How far to walk to pudding shop?

HAZEL:
I’m not walking! I’m going by taxi.

ABDULLA:
Forget pudding. You like Turkish whisky and nice food? Not pudding food.

HAZEL:
Sounds good.

ABDULLA:
We have car. Alli has house on the other side of Bosphorous. We make good food and we invite you to eat with us. Yes?

HAZEL:
Wonderful. You show us pudding shop and we meet our friend later. Yes?

ABDULLA:
(SPEAKS TO ALLI IN TURKISH) Yes. We pass Blue Mosque. You see friend LATER.

HAZEL:
Your friend has a bath?

ABDULLA:
Bath? Yes... he has bath EVERY day...

HAZEL:
No, I would like to bath.

ABDULLA:
Ah, good! (TO PHIL) You want to bath?

PHIL:
Maybe. (PAUSE, ABDULLA STARES AT PHIL)
ABDULLA:
Why you wear Macedonian coat?

PHIL:
I like it better than a sleeping bag.

ABDULLA:
(FEELS IT) It is very thicky. Too thicky.

PHIL:
I like it. Warm at night, cool in the sun.

ABDULLA:
I am a poet but don’t like your thicky coat. You know Rimbaud?

PHIL:
Why you ask?

ABDULLA:
Do you like Rimbaud?

PHIL:
I love him. I am a poet.

ABDULLA:
Good. We have good HASHISH. (LEANS FORWARD) Very GOOD HASHISH. Eh? (LAUGHS) I am also poet. Hashish-poet. (LOOKING AT HAZEL) You like Hashish?

HAZEL:
When it’s strong, yes.

ABDULLA:
(LAUGHS AND ALLI LAUGHS) We have very strong hashish and pipe. Yes?

HAZEL:
Fantastic. Things are brightening up Phil. (HE NODS)
ABDULLA:
We go yes. Have good fun. We make you (GESTURES WITH ARMS) BIG pudding if you want... with Hashish! (ALL LAUGH)
ACT TWO, SCENE THREE
ALLI’S HOUSE. IT IS HIS RICH PARENT'S HOUSE. THEY ARE AWAY. IT IS ALMOST COMPLETELY DARK. HAZEL IS LYING ON A BED. PHIL IS CRASHED OUT IN A CHAIR.

HAZEL:
(URGENT) Phil! Phil!
PHIL:
(WAKES WITH A START) What is it? Where am I? Christ, Hazel, what’s happening?

HAZEL:
There’s people crawling around the room, sliding across the floor - like bloody snakes. Someone was touching me up - woke me up!

PHIL:
God, my head! Who put the lights off?

HAZEL:
I don’t know. I can’t remember what happened. (SHOUTS) Fuck off! Phil! Christ, some bastard’s trying to rape me!

PHIL:
Put the fucking lights on! (GETS UP AND FALLS OVER)
HAZEL:
(SHOUTS) Phil, stop him, the cunt! (HYSTERICAL) Fuck off! Fuck off! (STRUGGLING)
PHIL:
(SHOUTS) Put the lights on. (KNOCKS THINGS OVER AND EVENTUALLY GETS THE LIGHT ON. ABDULLA IS ON THE BED, STRUGGLING WITH HAZEL. ALI IS STANDING IN THE CORNER, NEAR THE DOOR, HE HAS A KNIFE IN HIS HAND) Jesus Abdulla, I thought you two were friends! (ABDULLA STOPS)
HAZEL:
Fuck off! You’re a snake, not a friend. What have you done to us? You drugged our drinks. You bastard!

ABDULLA:
I am sorry. I thought you want me to make love.

HAZEL:
Well I don’t! You understand!!? (STRUGGLES TO GET UP, HE WON’T LET HER) Will you fuck off! Phil, help me for Christ’s sake! (PHIL MOVES TOWARDS HAZEL BUT ALI BARS HIS WAY WITH KNIFE)
PHIL:
Oh you little prick!

ABDULLA:
He is dangerous man. He must make fuck with lady or he hurt you!

HAZEL:
You’re disgusting! (SHE HITS HIM IN THE BALLS AND STRUGGLES FREE) Now, let us OUT! (ALI STANDS IMMOBILE)
PHIL:
(HYSTERICAL) Abdulla, tell your friend to put his knife away. Do you hear me? (TURNS AROUND AND WALKS TO DOOR, TRIES TO OPEN IT) It’s fucking locked, Hazel.

HAZEL:
Let us out of here!

PHIL:
This woman is pregnant, do you understand Abdulla? Pregnant! You bastard. Now open the door. NOW! This will be reported to the BRITISH AMBASSADOR. (SHOUTS) NOW, OPEN THE DOOR! (ABDULLA GOES TO DOOR AND OPENS IT)
HAZEL:
Jesus, I’m bleeding like a pig. I’ve fucking miscarried. YOU CUNTS. You’ve killed my baby.( SHE SMASHES ALI ROUND THE HEAD WHO DROPS HIS KNIFE. PHIL PICK IT UP)

PHIL: Now let her go to the bathroom. (ALI AND ABDULLAH LOOK CRESTFALLEN> ABDULLAH FALLS ON HIS KNEES AND STARTS PRAYING)   You cunts! You bastards!

PHIL THROWS THE KNIFE AT THE TURKISH FLAG WHICH IS ON THE WALL)

HAZEL: (REAPPEARS) All the doors are fucking locked! (SHOUTS) Where are the keys. I want to LEAVE! I've got to get to a hospital.

(ABDULLAH TAKES ABUNCH OF KEYS OUT OF HIS POCKET AND THROWS THEM ON THE FLOOR WHILST STILL IN PRAYER POSITION. PHIL PICKS UP KEYS AND WALKS OUT WITH HAZEL. SOUND FX OF THEM LEAVING)

LIGHTS OFF
ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR
THE PUDDING SHOP, ISTANBUL. AT A TABLE HAZEL, PHIL AND MARTY. PHIL HAS A LITTLE KITTEN ON HIS LAP. PHIL IS ALREADY TALKING TO MARTY.

PHIL:
... then we managed to get out. We were both hysterical. We ran into the middle of the road and stopped this taxi. There was a woman in the back. She spoke French and I don’t know how I did it, but I spoke fluent French!!? Told her what had just happened. She directed the taxi driver back to Istanbul and took us to a hotel. She paid the hotel for a first class suite for us. So suddenly, we’re in this sumptuous room, overlooking the Bosphorous. In the morning the fuzz came and wanted to know who the blokes were, but I pretended I didn’t know their names, etc, because I knew they’d get something really bad from the fuzz. The Turkish fuzz are really heavy!

MARTY:
(TO HAZEL) Are you okay?

HAZEL:
Yeah. I pretended that I had a miscarriage. Even Phil believed it.

MARTY:
(TO HAZEL) So, how do you now feel about the trip to India? Or have you sunk into drowning in reality?

HAZEL:
We’re not sureabout anything! What’s your plan?

MARTY:
(TAKES OUT A MAP AND UNFOLDS IT ON THE TABLE) Well, I’m going to Baghdad first.

PHIL:
Isn’t that really out of the way?

MARTY:
No, look. Down to Iskerderum. Then, on to Damascus. A short trip to Beirut. Then back to Damascus and East to Baghdad, then Shiraz, Southern Persia and through to India.

HAZEL:

I think you’re crazy. Why go as far as India?

MARTY:
Because she calls. Can’t you hear the birds sing with their toes? Stop worrying. When I’ve scored I’ll take off...on my own...again!

PHIL:
How do you feel about crossing the desert alone?

MARTY:
You never learn. The Persian desert is feathered with the mercurial wailings of (SARCASTIC) POOR APOLLO, hammered by the incessant obvious flak, down in the Dionysian swamp. That’s how ALONE, I’ll be!

HAZEL:

Oh Gawd, can’t a gal be limp now and then, without being sat on?

MARTY:
My pauses perplex even me, dearie. You’re both IDIOTS, anchored to a BRUISE. (GETS UP AND DOES A HISSING, VENOMOUS SEND UP) Trying to remember consciousness. Each snap, a whip-lash. The whole picture-book... fetid! The myth of safety, demands BORING repetition. (HAZEL LOOKS DAGGERS - PHIL LOOKS PERPLEXED) Oh she sees the face, bearing witness to her OWN STRATEGY. (LEG ON CHAIR, ELBOW ON KNEE) If you think I’M CRUEL, just listen into the screams coming from THE ENGINE ROOM. Oh the physicality of these metaphors. (TURNING TO PHIL) Ah! Ah! The ventriloquist sweats, and combs the voice with voices. Are you wondering which way to frame the future, Phil?  Yes dearie, all BUBBLING SEETHINGS, being floodlit, before you rush into CLOUDS of convenience, and roll out your internal dismay, to block up the external EXITS!

HAZEL:
I’d say it’s a bloody LOUD dream, this lot!

MARTY:
We all know what the alternatives to living are dear! I’m off in the morning. Fuck all this map shit. Might see you in Antioch.

PHIL:
(JUMPS UP) Hang on! Look, noticing the ALTERNATIVES is a beginning!

MARTY:
Say it!

PHIL:
NOTICING THE ALTERNATIVES IS A BEGINNING.

MARTY:
SAY IT! SAY IT! SAY IT!

PHIL:
I’M GLAD I’m not straight!

MARTY:
Kindergarten! DO IT! If you DARE!

PHIL:
I’m GLAD I DOUBT! That’s a beginning.

HAZEL:
Yeah, children talk to themselves as much as this but they say it - EXACTLY! They’re not trying to impress ANYONE - at the beginning!

MARTY:
(TO PHIL) Time is 3-dimensional theatre... on the run. (SENDING PHIL UP) Oh, how do I forget? (HITS FOREHEAD) How do I FORGET WHAT IT IS TO BE HIGH? But will I, with my head through the glass, splinter my HEART, in the onslaught of memory? Oh my mirrored palms, enlarge the tomb, the vile lie. But what he makes, will be destroyed, his SERIOUS work, has killed his joy. His eyes can’t SEE, his ears can’t HEAR, corrupted by the fear of fear! ..... Yes, I'm the brave little harlequin, dancing along the barbed-wire of your smile. The obsessive masochist with his intricate shadows. Oh, be CAREFUL OF PHIL, Phil! He’s a pumped-up balloon, filled with the stale air of approval, fearing deflation from disclosure.

PHIL:
And what’s your mirror made of, Marty?

MARTY:
Astonishment! ..... Every thought’s a lump, stained from where you came, ready to squirt, as the painted lady flits by, and settles on the crucial shit.... ignored. IGNORED!

HAZEL:
(SARCASTIC) Yeah, confidence gains everywhere (PAUSE)..... nothing REAL!!

MARTY:
(AMERICAN DRAWLING) Listen honey, you have to cross across yourself, to come across the steering wheel. (STARTS WALKING AWAY) Persia, here I come! Remember; the person, is imagination EMBODIED!

PHIL:
(SHOUTS TO MARTY) It’s all ANGLES! Wrangling for war.

MARTY:
(AS HE LEAVES STAGE WITH FINGER TO LIP) Listen..... to the parrot’s silver morse! LIGHTS

              ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE
TURKISH POLICE/CUSTOMS BUILDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE DESERT, ON BORDER BETWEEN TURKEY AND SYRIA. HAZEL IS BEING QUESTIONED BY POLICE CHIEF. OUTSIDE IN BLINDING HEAT AND LIGHT, CRATES OF FISH ARE BEING BROKEN OPEN BY TWO POLICE. LORRY DRIVER STANDS BY, LOOKING LOST AND CONFUSED. PHIL SITS ON BOX, CLUTCHING HIS KITTEN. HAZEL EMERGES FROM THE OFFICE AND MAKES HER WAY TO PHIL.

HAZEL:
The guy’s fucking over the top! Keeps saying we’re not married... and we’ve committed a crime sleeping together. I told him we ARE MARRIED. (NOISE OF CRATES BEING SMASHED)

PHIL:
Look at our lift - finished!  They’ve smashed all his crates of fish - because they say his papers are no good. So we’re STUCK in the middle of the desert.

HAZEL:
(GRIPS PHIL) Fucking hell!! What are we going to do. (POLICE CALL FROM OFFICE DOOR)
COP:
Philip Masters! (PHIL HANDS HAZEL THE KITTEN)
HAZEL:
Oh darling, I’m scared.

PHIL:
(WALKING AWAY) That’s a fat lot of good! (PHIL WALKS INTO THE OFFICE. THE POLICE CHIEF CALLS HIMSELF A TURKISH MAYOR. HE IS SAT BEHIND A LARGE DESK, BEHIND HIM A TURKISH FLAG. TWO ARMED POLICE ON EITHER SIDE OF HIM, STANDING TO ATTENTION)

MAYOR:
Philip Masters.

PHIL:
Yes!

MAYOR:
You are English?

PHIL:
Yes!

MAYOR:
Have you heard of Lord Byron?

PHIL:
What!?!

MAYOR:
You have trouble with your ears?

PHIL:
No!

MAYOR:
Have you heard of Lord Byron?

PHIL:
Yes’ I’ve heard of Lord Byron?

MAYOR:
Lord Byron... is English poet, yes?

PHIL:
Yes, why? You like his poetry?

MAYOR:
(SHOUTS) NO. I HATE HEES poetry! You understand?

PHIL:
Not really!

MAYOR:
Lord Byron fight against Turkey! Yes?

PHIL:
That’s got nothing to do with me!

MAYOR:
You are English. Lord Byron - English. Byron hate Turk. I am Turkish Mayor. You understand?

PHIL:
No I don’t understand. I’m on my way to SYRIA.

MAYOR:
(UNTROUBLED) You are in Turkey NOW! Have you heard of Gladstone?

PHIL:
Yes I have.

MAYOR:
Gladstone - English Prime Minister. He hate Turk. He declared war on Turkey. You are English, I am Turk, you understand?

PHIL:
No, I’ve told you, it’s got nothing to do with me!

MAYOR:
It has a lot to do with you. You’ve heard of Winston Churchill?

PHIL:
Yes, of course! Why?

MAYOR:
Winston Churchill was English Prime Minister. He declared war against Turkey. I am Turkish Mayor. You are English. Now you understand?

PHIL:
Yes I do. I think you have no right to do this to me. I’m leaving Turkey now! (HE GOES TO LEAVE)
MAYOR:
(ANGRY) You cannot leave. You have committed many crimes. You are travelling and sleeping with a woman you are not married to!

PHIL:
We are married but.....

MAYOR:
Don’t lie to me!!! You think Turk fools!? You don’t leave Turkey until I say so. You see the motor coach outside?

PHIL:
Yes, why? What now?

MAYOR:
Where do you think the people are?

PHIL:
I have no idea.

MAYOR:
(POINTING DOWN TO THE FLOOR) (SHOUTS) They are down there! Do you understand.

PHIL:
(PARANOID) No I don’t understand. Where are the people?

MAYOR:
They are below in prison! They think they are very clever and go to Beirut and buy Turkish money, cheap, and come back and make profit, eh? So I find out their plan, eh? And so they are in prison.

PHIL:
But how long are you going to keep them there?

MAYOR:
They wait there until I get instructions from Istanbul! And so there is this question of your cat not having a passport. You understand?

PHIL:
Cats don’t need passports. I’ve had enough of this! Do you understand? (STARTS TO WALK OUT)
MAYOR:
You can’t go! No passport for cat and you English too. Englishman supposed to have good manners. Not good manners to leave now. I wanted to invite you to dinner with me tonight!

PHIL:
I don’t want DINNER with you! You’re mad! You and your cronies have messed up the driver who brought us here. Messed up my whole day and tried to frighten me and my wife who is pregnant! I’m leaving! (OPENS DOOR)
MAYOR:
Come back! What bad manners. You can’t leave before dinner. What you English say? Not cricket!

PHIL:
Can’t I? (GOES OUT, SLAMS DOOR. OUTSIDE PHIL IS SHOCKED BY THE HEAT AND BRIGHTNESS OF THE SUN. THE MAYOR COMES TO THE DOOR AND SHOUTS)
MAYOR:
Come back, your cat has NO passport.

PHIL:
(TO HAZEL WHO IS WANDERING AROUND) Come on, we’re leaving now!

HAZEL:
I’ve lost the cat.

PHIL:
Fuck the cat, let’s go.

HAZEL:
I’m not leaving without the cat!

PHIL:
Well stay! I’m fucking well leaving now! These cunts are INSANE.

MAYOR:
(AT DOORWAY) You hear me! You can’t leave. You have been invited to dinner tonight!

PHIL:
(HYSTERICAL) Let’s go Hazel for Christ’s sake! (A KID COMES RUNNING OVER AND GIVES CAT TO HAZEL. THEY RUN AROUND THE CORNER OF THE CUSTOMS HOUSE AND THERE IS A LONDON TAXI WAITING) QUICK! QUICK!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SIX
SYRIAN CUSTOMS HOUSE WITH ARAB CUSTOMS/EMIGRATION OFFICER, ACO.
ACO:
Passport! (PHIL AND HAZEL HAND PASSPORT OVER) English, eh! Where is your visa?

PHIL:
How could we get visas when all your embassies are closed down?

ACO:
You can’t come into Syria without visa!

PHIL:
Don’t be ridiculous, I was told in Athens and Istanbul that we could get a visa at the border.

ACO:
You will have to go to Homs to get a visa.

PHIL:
Homs? That’s miles out of our way. We’re going to Damascus.

ACO:
Do you read the News of the World?

PHIL:
No, why?

ACO:
The Daily Mail?

PHIL:
No! Listen, I don’t read any newspapers!

ACO:
The Sunday Pictorial?

PHIL:
Look, I’ve just told you I don’t read ANY newspapers!

ACO:
All the newspapers are run by Jews. Perhaps you are a Jewish spy?

PHIL:
Listen, we’ve just been through a terrible time with the Turkish officials.

ACO:
Ah! The Turks! Very bad people! (SPITS)
PHIL:
Yes, do you know the Turkish Mayor?

ACO:
..... Ah, the Turkish Mayor. (SPITS) Very bad man! No good. Now you are in Arab country. Arabs are very friendly people. Turks no good! (SPITS)
PHIL:
No good! You’re right!

ACO:
Ah, you have a flute! (SEES PHIL’S BAMBOO FLUTE AND PHIL HANDS IT TO HIM)
PHIL:
Can you play the flute?

ACO:
Sure. (ACO PLAYS FLUTE)
PHIL:
Very good. (ACO GIVES FLUTE BACK)
ACO:
And how do you travel to Damascus?

PHIL:
Our lift was stopped by the Turkish Mayor. He stopped the lorry going to Damascus.

ACO:
OK. You get visa in Damascus and I will get you a lift with Arab driver. I take you to tent for coffee, yes?

HAZEL:
Yes, that would be really good.

(SO PHIL AND HAZEL ARE TAKEN TO A LARGE RECTANGULAR TENT AND ARE SHOWN INSIDE BY THE ARAB CUSTOMS OFFICER. IT IS NOW DARK. INSIDE THE TENT ARE A DOZEN OR SO ARAB LORRY DRIVERS DRINKING COFFEE, TALKING AND SOME LYING DOWN ASLEEP. PHIL AND HAZEL WAIT FOR AN HOUR OR SO AND THEN THE CUSTOMS OFFICER BRINGS A LORRY DRIVER OUT TO THEM AND EXPLAINS THAT THE DRIVER WILL TAKE THEM TO DAMASCUS, WHEN ALL HIS PAPERS ARE READY. THE DRIVER SHOWS THEM TO THE LORRY AND PHIL AND HAZEL SIT INSIDE, WHILST THE DRIVER GOES BACK TO THE CUSTOMS HOUSE TO FIX UP HIS PAPERS, ETC. AFTER ABOUT FIVE MINUTES A UNIFORMED COP KNOCKS ON THE LORRY DOOR. IT IS OBVIOUS BY HIS GESTURES THAT HE IS INDICATING TO PHIL, WHO IS SAT NEXT TO THE DOOR, THAT HE IS TO COME OUT OF THE LORRY. PHIL HAS ALREADY LOCKED THE DOOR ANTICIPATING MORE TROUBLE AND PRETENDS THAT THE COP IS ASKING HIM IF EVERYTHING IS ALRIGHT. PHIL INDICATES THAT ALL IS OK. THE COP JERKS THE DOOR OPEN WITH A MIGHTY PULL AND SAYS THAT THE CUSTOMS OFFICER WANTS TO SEE HAZEL. PHIL SAYS THAT HE WILL GO TOO AND AFTER AN ARGUMENT THEY ALL GO AND SEE THE ARAB EMIGRATION CUSTOMS OFFICER)

ACO:
(TO PHIL AND HAZEL) AH! The Turkish Mayor has been speaking to me on the phone and says that he is very upset that you both leave without having dinner with him. He says he wants you to go back and have dinner now!

PHIL:
The Turkish Mayor! I can’t believe it. You said he was no good. We’re not going BACK to Turkey! Never! Never!

ACO:
But the Mayor say he is very upset by you not having dinner with him and he’s coming to get you!

PHIL:
Hazel, I can’t believe this. Double crossed again! Listen, we’re not going BACK, do you hear - not going BACK? Do you hear? Not EVER going BACK to Turkey! (SOUND OF CAR HOOTING, THEN CAR APPROACHING AND SHOUTING)
ACO:
You see, he is coming to get you now! (ACO AND TWO POLICE START TO WALK BEHIND HAZEL AND PHIL, FORCING THEM OUTSIDE. THE CAR HAS STOPPED AND THE MAYOR SHOUTS TO PHIL AND HAZEL)
MAYOR:
Hey, I come to get you for dinner you...

PHIL:
(INTERRUPTING) Fuck off! We don’t want your dinner! (POLICE, ETC, FORCE PHIL AND HAZEL TOWARDS MAYOR IN CAR, ON THE OTHER SIDE OF BARBED WIRE FENCE)
MAYOR:
Yes, you come! We have nice dinner for you and also you can’t leave Turkey yet, you haven’t got passport for cat!

HAZEL: FUCK OFF! FUCK OFF! FUCK OFF! 

PHIL:
(AT THE SAME TIME AS HAZEL IS SCREAMING, PHIL BLOWS HIS TOP) Right, that’s it! I have a meeting tomorrow with the British Ambassador in Damascus, and I will ask him to report this affair to the United Nations! (SILENCE)
MAYOR:
English people not good manners. Not good cricket! Eh!

PHIL:
I hate you! Fuck off! FUCK OFF!

AS LIGHTS FADE, SOUND OF MACHINE GUN FIRE AND BOMB EXPLOSIONS. AS LIGHTS COME ON FOR NEXT SCENE, THE GUNFIRE EXPLOSIONS ARE QUIETER.

ACT TWO, SCENE SEVEN
PARIS. HAZEL AND LARRY SAT DRINKING COFFEE IN CINQ BILLIARDS. PHIL IS SITTING WITH CYNTHIA, WEARING SHEPHERD COAT. DISTANT SOUNDS OF GUNFIRE EXPLOSIONS. GENDARMES DASH THROUGH THE CAFE SPORADICALLY. LARRY WEARS A BLACK CORDUROY SUIT, HAS A DOG ON A LEAD TIED TO THE LEG OF THE TABLE. PHIL HAS HIS CAT ON HIS LAP.
LARRY:
Why call him a mayor?

HAZEL:
That’s what he called himself. There were about five buildings there. He was the big Mafioso hitman running the show! Pathetic! Anyway, it didn’t end there. It was getting near to midnight before the Arab driver that the customs officer had fixed up to give us a lift had all his papers ready and was set to drive off. We’d been twelve hours in this same spot in the middle of a nightmare. It was pitch black as he started up the engine of the old Bedford lorry. Before we pulled off another Arab got into the cab, which I thought weird. He sort of laid on the floor like a dog by my feet. I was next to the passenger door, with Phil in the middle sat next to the driver. Left hand drive lorry. The road was unbelievably bumpy, the cab creaking and rattling like a dustbin in a gale. After ten minutes or so I whisper to Phil, ‘he’s touching me up!’ Phil told me to control it without making a fuss. Phil was imagining he would be knifed and me raped at any moment! ‘It’s getting worse,’ I hissed, ‘he’s got his hand up to my thigh.’ ‘For Christ’s sake, Hazel, hang on girl,’ Phil told me under his breath. The driver seemed to be oblivious of what was going on, whistling away, eyes glued to the windscreen. ‘Phil, I can’t take it!’ I said. Suddenly our hearts STOPPED as the lorry STOPPED with howling brakes and the driver throws himself across Phil and me- my heart’s palpitating - as he flings the door wide open and, instead of throwing me and Phil out, he’s hurling the Arab out! Screaming at him in gobbledy gook. ‘No good, no good!’ he shouts as we drive off again. That driver was a real gentleman...Took us to a Bedouin Caff in the middle of the desert. The Arab who was cooking and running the show took the cat off Phil's shoulder as we entered the tent and the animal ran round the arab's head and shoulders all the time we were eating our meal. Terrific cous-cous. He behaved as if the cat wasn’t there. Incredibly nonchalant. (HAZEL LOOKS UP AS CYNTHIA GIVES SOME MONEY TO PHIL) The Bedouins are a noble race. Wonderful. Then we went from Damascus to Beirut to see if we could meet up with Marty but couldn’t find him. (CYNTHIA LEAVES AND PHIL COMES OVER)

LARRY:
Marty was here a few days ago.

HAZEL:
(GETTING UP TO LEAVE) Excuse me, Larry, I suddenly feel an urgent need to leave.

PHIL:
(PAUSE. TO LARRY) What! I thought he was in India!

LARRY:
Naw, he changed his mind and went to Egypt. I think he’s staying with Hans in Git le Coeur.

PHIL:
Marty's with Hans! Who the fuck is that guy? He’s really weird. He’s got amazing power though. Fantastic concentration. A bit like an alien.

LARRY:
Come off it, Phil. What’s the matter? Did he try to fuck you?

PHIL:
My mind, man, he certainly fucked my mind. Since I stayed with him I don’t know if this is all real - or a dream.

LARRY:
He’s just a German mechanic who knows where to score good dope, that’s all. You don’t know how to handle imagination, that’s your trouble. You don’t realise paranoia can be useful.

PHIL:
I don’t know if you would have said that if you’d been in my head in Beirut.

LARRY:
(LAUGHS) Your head’s a circus, Phil. You should sit back and enjoy it. You’ve got the front seat.

PHIL:
Really. Listen to this. We arrive in Beirut, I phone up the British Consulate and ask them if the railway to Haifa is still in operation cos I’ve seen it on my map. ‘Put that phone down before your head’s blown off,’ comes back the reply. CLICK!!! Both of us freaked out, we book into a cheap hotel. Hazel goes to the loo, comes back looking like a ghost. Mustaffa, the desk clerk, has told her that he will come to her in the middle of the night. She protests and tells him I’ll be there. He ‘will take care of me,’ he says. We split immediately. The town’s in chaos. Bombs going off, tanks and troops everywhere. No buses. No trains. In desperation we paid a fortune to a taxi driver to take us back to Damascus. It was hell, man, but nothing compared to the scene in Israel. The whole country seems to be run on a Nazi Gestapo mentality. We couldn’t get any lifts and paid out everything we had left to get to Maagan Michail. (MA-gan ME-KALE) When we arrived everyone was dancing and we both felt relieved to be there but the Kibbutz leader, a huge guy with a black beard, wouldn’t have us there! He told us to go down to the Negev, despite the fact that we were exhausted and had also been invited to the Kibbutz. I pleaded with him and told him that Hazel was pregnant and that we’d come to work. He said he wouldn’t have us there, that we looked like ‘beatnickers’ and he wouldn’t have ANY LAYABOUTS ON THE KIBBUTZ. I told him I wasn’t a layabout, but a poet, which really got him! ‘Really?’ he snarled, looming over me, ‘I’ll tell you something!’ I thought he was going to sock me one. ‘I think poets,’ he said, ‘are parasites on the rest of humanity... and IF... at this moment - a WAR EMERGENCY was declared, I’d SHOOT YOU FIRST - rather than feed you!’ I was staggered. ‘Is that CLEAR?’ he screamed. ‘Yeah,’ I said, picking up my bags and hurrying Hazel away. ‘I can see something of Hitler’s point of view,’ I shouted back.

LARRY:
Bastards! What arrogant bastards! The Israelis are worse than the French.

PHIL:
You’re not kidding. The whole trip finished Hazel off. She had a miscarriage on the ship coming back to Marseilles and now she thinks I’m having a scene with Cynthia. She’s off her head. I can’t stand jealousy. She’s becoming poisonous.

LARRY:
Come off it man. She’s tired! Let’s all go for an Arab meal, that’ll cheer her up. Does she like cous-cous?

PHIL:
Yeah, and so do I.

LARRY:
Good. I know of a great caff called Allis near the Bastille. We could score some good dope there - very cheap. (HAZEL APPEARS LOOKING VERY ANGRY. PHIL DOESN’T SEE HER)
PHIL:
That’s an idea. With the bread Cynthia's just given me, I could buy maybe a quarter of a weight and sell it in London.

HAZEL:
I’ve had it, Phil! Had it! I’ve had enough of you and your philandering and your wild schemes! I’m leaving NOW! Leaving YOU!

PHIL:
Hazel, calm down. (PHIL GETS UP) Why are you leaving?

HAZEL:
You know exactly WHY! Because whenever you’re anywhere near a snazzy dish, you let her take you over... especially if she’s got ANY bread, then you start oozing buckets of corny charm.

LARRY:
Come on Hazel, (HOLDS OUT HAND) sit down. Cynthia’s not here.

HAZEL:
Don’t come on Hazel to me, Larry. You’re partly to blame. You pushed that fucking chick onto Phil because she’s.... (SARCASTIC)  mystical!  She wants a fuck, that’s all.

LARRY:
Rubbish! HAZEL, this is not like you. What’s all this cynical stuff? I find it hard to believe.

HAZEL:
It’s him! (POINTS AT PHIL) I’m sick of it! He’s always got other scenes going on behind my back.

PHIL:
Look Hazel, this is embarrassing! Cynthia’s not a scene! She’s.....

HAZEL:
(SCREAMING) Bored and looking for some fun! And that’s why she slipped you a hundred dollar bill when she thought I wasn’t looking!!

PHIL:
(SHOUTS) Shut up Hazel, will you? Cynthia slipped that bread into my lap because she knew that we were broke. It was out of kindness to us! FOR US!

HAZEL:
(SNEERS) Yeah?!? And scoring dope is a way of helping us, is it?  Well, have a good time on HER INHERITANCE! Upper class SNOB! Keep her and your fucking drug taking cronies! I’m splitting now! (PHIL AND LARRY STARE SPEECHLESS, AMAZED) You’ll be GLAD to see the back of me WON’T YOU? You can warp your mind out of EXISTENCE without me, then you can live in your PIPE DREAMS FOREVER, as long as you’ve got a fat whore with a bigger purse than her cunt to keep you. Good bye! For EVER!

PHIL:
(PUTS HIS HAND OUT) Hazel!

HAZEL:
(LOOKING DAGGERS) What?!!

PHIL:
Look, I’ll be travelling back on the ferry with a load of... you know what... so it’ll be a bit of a pain smuggling the cat in as well... under my shirt. Could you...

HAZEL:
Too fucking bad!

PHIL:
Couldn’t you take him?

HAZEL:
(SWIPES HIM WITH HER BAG) Get STUFFED! (STORMS OUT)
PHIL:
(SHAKES HEAD AND STARES AT LARRY) What now?

LARRY:
Let’s score, get stoned and scoff some cous-cous at Allis.

PHIL:
Sounds reasonable. Shall we take the cat?

LARRY:
No, leave it with Cynthia. It’s sometimes very HOT over there.

LIGHTS FADE, FAINT GUNFIRE

ACT TWO, SCENE EIGHT
HANS’ ROOM. ON A TABLE HANS’ DREAM MACHINE, COMPOSED OF A RECORD PLAYER WITH A CARDBOARD TUBE SET ON THE TURNTABLE. THERE ARE SLITS CUT INTO THE TUBE. A LIT ELECTRIC LIGHTBULB IS HANGING INSIDE THE TUBE.  HANS IS SAT AT THE TABLE, MAKING MINOR ADJUSTMENTS. THE RECORD PLAYER IS NOT SWITCHED ON. KNOCK AT THE DOOR, FAINT SOUND OF GUNFIRE AS HE OPENS THE DOOR. PHIL IS STANDING IN THE DOORWAY, LOOKING VERY SPACED OUT. HE IS WEARING HIS SHEPHERD COAT. HANS IS DRESSED ALL IN WHITE.

HANS:
Hello man.

PHIL:
I’ve met my double, or I’ve become my double or my brain’s on the boil or...

HANS:
Come in man. Good timing. Ya, you look gut.

PHIL:
(FOLLOWS HIM INTO THE ROOM) Good!? I’ve never felt so weird in my life. I’m out of it, or in it!

HANS:
(GESTURES TO THE CHAIR BY THE TABLE) Sit down man. Don’t carry weight man. It is time to free yourself from the illusion that you can make use of time to approach reality. (PHIL SLUMPS INTO THE CHAIR. HANS REMAINS STANDING AND WALKS ANTI-CLOCKWISE ROUND AS HE TALKS, SLOWLY AND CASUALLY, WHILE TALKING) Your face bears witness to the fact that you have discovered that the world is a dream. Is that not so?

PHIL:
Listen man, you’re talking like Marty. Where is he?

HANS:
Marty is not your concern. Where he is I don’t know. He’s ‘a leaper’ so that’s his business. Ya? (PHIL NODS) OK. So what’s happening man?

PHIL:
(PULLS OUT A NEWSPAPER FROM HIS INSIDE POCKET) I want you to explain how this...

HANS:
Give me the facts first, before I read the report. Just the facts. (HE SITS DOWN ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE DREAM MACHINE)
PHIL:
Went with Larry to Alli's. Got smashed. The cook, barman and waiter all gave us enormous joints. We bought half a weight off them. Ate cous-cous. Drank pernod. We didn’t realise til we got outside that they’d put hash in the cous-cous.

HANS:
Standard practice man. It’s meant to de-rail your dead weight man, not add problems.

PHIL:
Something happened to our sense... of time. (HANS SWITCHES ON THE RECORD PLAYER)
HANS:
Just keep talking.

PHIL:
What’s this for?

HANS:
You’ll see... I hope. Go on!

PHIL:
We’d gone into Alli's about midday... and when we staggered out it was dark! Yet we’d only been in there at the most two hours.

HANS:
So, what happened?

PHIL:
I don’t know. We’d lost about four hours. Anyway, we staggered up the cobbled street, really, really stoned.

HANS:
Ya. You were sorta almost stoned. Go on. You can close your eyes if you want.

PHIL:
Yeah, they’re aching. Wow that pulse is.....

HANS:
Don’t describe, see! Just see! Go on. The facts.

PHIL:
When we turned into the Bastille the whole (VOICE RISES) fucking place is jammed, packed with fucking bloody fuzz! There’s nobody else but FUZZ! It’s like they’re showing us their muscle. There’s every sort there, riot, CRS, machine guns, motor bikes, a sea of helmets, and I know they’re looking for BLOOD!

HANS:
Very good! That’s right man.

PHIL:
Larry looked as white and deathly as I felt. We looked at one another and nodded towards the Metro. Dashed down... and ALL THE FUCKING WAY TO THE TICKET OFFICE the place is CRAMMED like larvae with fuzz. LARVAE.... Maggots? .... Yeah!?

HANS:
Ya man, white corpuscles. Go on.

PHIL:
The whole fucking foyer is packed with them AND they’re inside the fucking TICKET OFFICE LEERING AT US. MACHINE GUNS on their thighs. Feet up on the table, smoking... maybe even joints! Paranoia man. Paranoia. We turn and, as one, casually, no not casually but trying to be casual, we hurried towards the corridor which leads to the trains. All the way down the corridor there’s fuzz, on either side, trying to trip us up, gobbing at us as we pass... swearing, jeering, and I know that if I make ONE FALSE MOVE... WE’VE HAD IT!

HANS:
(CHANGES THE SPEED FROM 33 TO 45) Good. You should make that your motto, ya? (HE LAUGHS)
PHIL:
The same with the next corridor, jammed with demonic fuzz, blasting us with the most evil minds I’d ever encountered. Anyway, somehow we got to the end of the second corridor, turned the corner - EMPTY. Thank the Lord. EMPTY! Ran down, turned the corner and we could see the platform - but as we ran up to the ticket barrier I could see that, instead of a ticket collector being there, there was an old grey-haired lady, wearing a shawl, KNITTING. KNITTING! And as we ran up she opened the gate and, as we passed, she said, ‘BLESS YOU - LITTLE ANGELS’ as if we’d passed some sort of test. (HANS LAUGHS)
HANS:
Ya, man, then the train came in?

PHIL:
How did you know? (HANS GESTURES THAT THE QUESTION IS A WASTE OF TIME) Yeah, no sooner we hit the platform I was aware that it was utterly DESERTED. No-one else on either platform and the train came in IMMEDIATELY.

HANS:
Was the train packed?

PHIL:
No, it was half full. The people seemed to look normal but they all behaved strangely. They all stared at us, all the time. I thought it was because of my shepherd coat, or because we were covered in gob, or because we looked spaced out!

HANS:
(LAUGHS) So then you discussed it with Larry and then crashed out, right.

PHIL:
OK. (HANS TURNS IT UP TO 78) Wow, that’s fast! In the morning Larry wakes me up and shows me this. (HANDS THE PAPER TO HANS, WHO THROWS IT INTO A WASTEPAPER BUCKET)
HANS:
Tell me what it said.

PHIL:
Yesterday five thousand police were on duty at the Bastille to control vast crowds of left wing students who had gathered to demonstrate against the Government’s Algerian policy. Many students were arrested, over one hundred were treated in hospital for injuries, whilst five are believed to have been trampled to death. The Metro was closed ALL DAY TO THE PUBLIC!!!!!

HANS:
Now close your eyes and just LISTEN. (STROBE LIGHT SWITCHED ON)
PHIL:
Wow, it’s getting faster and faster.

HANS:
Withdraw.

PHIL:
What?

HANS:
Withdraw. Go in, IN! IN! (HANS GETS UP AND WALKS ROUND TO PHIL AND HOLDS HIS HEAD) Keep your eyes closed! (TURNS HIS HEAD, STROBE STOPS. HE FACES PHIL OPPOSITE WARDROBE MIRROR) Now when I touch your forehead open your eyes and see what you see and don’t freak out. Have guts man. (TOUCHES HIS FOREHEAD AND LOOKS INTO MIRROR FROM BEHIND PHIL’S SHOULDER. PHIL SHUDDERS) (HISSES) Who is it looking at you? Eh?

PHIL:
Blimey, we’re not human! We’re spacemen! SPACEMEN! I don’t belong here.

HANS:
Ya, but you have work to do here, man. That’s why we’re here. To break up ze patterns of belief which imprison millions! Zat is ze beginning. Ya?

PHIL:
Wow!! (GRIPS HANS) We are the ALIENS ON A MISSION TO ‘SAVE EARTH’.

LIGHTS OUT, SPACEY MUSIC

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE
DOVER, ENGLAND. TWO DAYS BEFORE CHRISTMAS. PHIL IS WALKING OUT OF CUSTOMS BUILDING. WEARING SHEPHERD COAT, HASH STUFFED UNDER HIS SHIRT. TWO SMART SUITED HOME OFFICE OFFICIALS WALK UP BEHIND HIM AND ONE TAPS HIM ON THE SHOULDER.

OFFICIAL:
Come this way, Mr Masters. (PHIL LOOKS AROUND AND BEHAVES VERY COOL) 

PHIL:
Sure, why not? (HE FOLLOWS THEM INTO A BARE OFFICE. ONE OFFICIAL SITS AT THE DESK AND PUTS HIS FEET UP, THEN LEANS BACK. PHIL SITS OPPOSITE HIM. THE OTHER OFFICIAL SITS BEHIND AND TO THE LEFT OF PHIL IN THE CORNER BY THE DOOR)
OFFICIAL:
So, it's been a long trip. OK, what exactly were you doing in the Middle East? (LIGHTS A FAG AND THROWS ONE TO HIS MATE, THEN THROWS THE LIGHTER)
PHIL:
Not a lot really. You know... hitching lifts... looking at Mosques.

OFFICIAL:
Sounds BORING. (CATCHES THE LIGHTER WHICH IS THROWN BACK) What’s the purpose to the excursion?

PHIL:
Seeing.

OFFICIAL:
Seeing what?

PHIL:
Seeing what is.

OFFICIAL:
Seeing what is what?

PHIL:
Seeing what is there.

OFFICIAL:
You don’t need to travel to do that!

PHIL:
So I found out.

OFFICIAL:
Really? (PAUSE) So what’s your plan now?

PHIL:
It’s hard to tell.

OFFICIAL:
Isn’t it just! We’ve got a clever bugger here Tim. So your bread ran out in Tel Aviv?

PHIL:
Yeah,  as you probably know, The British Consulate in Israel, paid for my ticket home.

OFFICIAL:
Want a fag?

PHIL:
No, I don’t smoke on a queasy stomach, thank you. So what’s all this about?

OFFICIAL:
Well, how much did you make out of selling Sam Widges?

PHIL:
As you probably know...next to nothing. I’m not into making money, I’m into making friends.

OFFICIAL:
Yes, you like MAKING IT, don’t you? What's happened to Hazel?

PHIL:
Oh come on! What’s it got to do with you?

OFFICIAL:
Nothing really, Mr Masters. Just wondering if you two were still an item? How about Audrey?  You'll need to stay somewhere now Widges is gone.

PHIL:  I'll probably stay in my art gallery, thankyou.

OFFICIAL: Art Gallery! D'you hear that Tim. He means The Mingus, right Mr Masters?

PHIL:  Yes...is there something wrong with The Mingus.

OFFICIAL: You haven't heard?

PHIL: What?

OFFICIAL: The police closed it down a couple of months ago. It's all boarded up mate.

PHIL: What a great welcome home.

OFFICIAL:  Well if Audrey is still in the WORK I'm sure...

PHIL:
OK, so you’ve got your fingers in every pie. You’ve made your point. The LAW IS omnipresent. Can I go NOW?

OFFICIAL:
‘Fraid not old chap. I hope you can influence Tom Davidson not to pack up playing jazz? That would be a real shame. He blows a real mean horn.

PHIL:
Look, I think I’ll be going. I’ve had enough.

OFFICIAL:
That’s what we like! A man with will. With purpose. Incidentally, I heard it was a hell of a day at the Bastille yesterday. Anyone who chose a day like that to pick up must be unbalanced. One could end up trampled underfoot... then sold as mincemeat. Not my idea of fun!

PHIL:
Very clever. I suppose you pay rent on the Eiffel Tower.

OFFICIAL:
Did you hear that Tim? Our little friend is cottoning onto something. Well, Mr Masters, I’m led to believe that it all works by mirrors... if you can see through the metaphor.  Yes, even government officials understand that paranoia has a reverse side. Try to remember that! Yes?

PHIL:
Look, I’ve got the message. I’m going to miss my train if I hang about here. You’ve got nothing on me and you know it!

OFFICIAL:
Don’t push your luck sonny! There’s something else you should know. Billy was an absolute SCREAM IN COURT.

PHIL:
What court?

OFFICIAL:
Oh of course, you don’t know that thirty dossers like him were busted in the Mingus for Vagrancy?  That's why the place has been boarded up. Shame really. Anyway, getting back to Billy. He was wonderful! What a character! He stood up and said that the magistrate couldn’t pin judgement on him because he was the King of the Gypsies, and he could only be tried by a Queen!! God knows how he does it! Those sort of chaps aren’t afraid of anyone! Wonderful. Well, who knows, if you’re not afraid to wonder how we know, you might consider becoming useful yourself!!? (SOUND OF TRAIN PULLING OUT)
PHIL:
Listen to that! That’s my fucking train.

OFFICIAL:
(GETS UP AND WALKS OUT WITH THE OTHER ONE) Never mind, Mr Masters, there’ll be another one in a few hours. It’s a good opportunity to think things over and wonder why we haven't searched you! On your own, there’ll be no-one around to interfere with your thoughts. Aloneness is good for amplifying the conscience. So they say! (PHIL REMAINS SITTING AS THEY WALK OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
LONDON. PHIL IS PACING UP AND DOWN OUTSIDE THE MINGUS ON CHRISTMAS DAY IN THE RAIN. HE IS WEARING HIS SHEPHERD COAT. HIS FACE IS YELLOW FROM JAUNDICE. THE MINGUS IS BOARDED UP AND PADLOCKED. HE IS SHAKING FROM COLD AND FEVER. WEARING BEDROOM SLIPPERS AND AN OLD OVERCOAT WHICH SHE’S HOLDING TO KEEP IT CLOSED, LISA, A SOHO WHORE ABOUT 50 WITH DYED BLACK HAIR TIED UP WITH A SCARF, COMES SHUFFLING BY. SHE’S SLIGHTLY PISSED, CARRYING A BUNCH OF KEYS. COCKNEY. PHIL HAS THE CAT UNDER HIS COAT.

LISA:
‘Ello love, you look COLD!

PHIL:
I am fucking cold! Look at my place! Fucking all boarded up. What a Christmas Day! The CUNTS.

LISA:
Don’t bovver with all that aggravation love. Complaining won’t do you no fucking good! Come up to my place for a warm up and ‘ave a cup of tea. Gawd, you look like a bleeding Chink. What’ve ya got? (THEY WALK TOGETHER) 

PHIL:
I think it’s yellow jaundice.

LISA:
Caw, it’s yellow alright ducks. Ain’t you the geezer who used to run that coffee bar up the road?

PHIL:
Yeah, that’s right.

LISA:
(OPENING DOOR) Cor, what’s happened to you since then? You used to look ever so nice - good looking. That Hazel... (AS THEY ENTER HER PAD WE CAN STILL HEAR THEIR VOICES) used to be keen on you I remember. Have you seen her?

PHIL:
Yeah, I saw her a few days ago in Paris.

LISA:
Oh! That must have been nice. (THEY REAPPEAR IN LISA’S GROTTY FLAT WITH SITTING ROOM/KITCHEN UNIT, TABLE COVERED WITH PLATES, CUPS, ETC, WITH TELEPHONE OFF THE HOOK) Sit down love, you look ILL. (SHE BENDS OVER AS PHIL SITS DOWN AND PUTS THE TELEPHONE BACK, REVEALING THAT SHE’S NAKED UNDER HER UNBUTTONED COAT) You don’t mind do you love? There’s no sense in wearing anything nice in my line of business, you understand? (SHE SEES PHIL’S CAT UNDER HIS COAT) Oh, you got a pussy, love. Why 'ave you got that? (SHE PUTS KETTLE ON. THERE’S A CURTAIN TO ANOTHER ROOM)
PHIL:
It's a kitten I found on a mosque wall in Istanbul. Hazel wouldn’t bring it into England it, so I had to smuggle it in to Dover by throwing off the ship as we were docking...then I found it after I'd been through Customs and Immigration.

LISA:
Oh dear, it sounds like you've been on quite a trek. Listen love, why don’t you give Hazel a ring now? She’s probably lonely without you on Christmas Day. Perhaps you could stay with her, if your place has been squashed!!?

PHIL:
Yeah, I was thinking about it. Perhaps I should?

LISA:
Let me give your pussy some milk. (PHIL GIVES HER THE CAT) Oh he’s lovely. What’s he called?

PHIL:
Tiger.

LISA:
Oh, is ‘e wild?

PHIL:
A bit. (SHE PUTS CAT DOWN AND THEN POURS THE WATER INTO THE TEA POT)
LISA:
It’s a fucking cold Christmas to be on yer own love, ain’t it? You need looking after by a woman dear. (PHIL NODS AND DIALS AS SHE POURS THE TEA. THEN, AS HE SPEAKS, BOZO - A SIXTY YEAR OLD CHARACTER - EMERGES FROM BEHIND THE CURTAIN WEARING NOTHING ELSE BUT A WORKMAN’S SHIRT. HE WALKS UP TO LISA FROM BEHIND, LIFTS UP HER COAT AND STARTS FUCKING HER FROM BEHIND. PHIL IS AMAZED, LISA TURNS HER HEAD AND GESTURES TO BOZO WITH FINGER ON LIPS TO BE QUIET WITH IT, AND GOES ON POURING TEA)
PHIL:
Hazel?

HAZEL:
‘Ello. Is that you Phil?

PHIL:
Yeah, of course. (LISA HAS NOW FINISHED POURING THE TEA AND HAS HER ELBOWS ON THE TABLE. THEN, WHILST PHIL TALKS, SHE EDGES OVER TO HIM AND STARTS SUCKING HIM OFF, WHILST HE’S STILL TALKING. BOZO SEEMS OBLIVIOUS TO ALL THIS AND STARTS GETTING CARRIED AWAY, MAKING GRUNTING AND GROANING NOISES) How are you?

HAZEL:
(COLDLY) What do you WANT Phil?

PHIL:
I just thought I’d say hello since it’s Christmas Day.

HAZEL:
What have you phoned me for?

PHIL:
I thought you might like to know how the cat is?!

HAZEL:
What’s all the NOISE in the background?

PHIL:
Oh... it’s just a bloke... limbering up.

HAZEL:
Timber what?

PHIL:
Not TIMBER! Limbering up! Keeping fit!

HAZEL:
Where are you?

PHIL:
Down near Charing Cross. There’s no door on the telephone and a bloke’s doing exercises nearby. Trying to keep WARM. It’s bloody cold out here, Hazel, did you know that?

HAZEL:
It sounds like there’s a fucking dragon breathing fire OVER YOUR shoulder - down the phone. Or bloody pigs - sucking and groaning.

PHIL:
Hazel! Look babe, I’m not very well at the moment and feel as if I’m being sucked into a strange world. It’s affecting my breathing. It’s very heavy. I’ve probably got yellow jaundice.

HAZEL:
Really?

PHIL:
At least. I’m really sort of losing control over basic functions!

HAZEL:
(BOZO GETS LOUDER) God, I don’t know what’s happening to you. Perhaps it’s wind? You’d better come right away!

PHIL:
Yes I think I’m going to. Will that be alright?

HAZEL:
Yes, I suppose so.

PHIL:
(BOZO COMES SHOUTING) Wow, that’s a relief. I’LL come right away. (COMES) HAZEL! (PUTS PHONE DOWN)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE THREE
HAZEL’S ROOM IN EALING, WEST LONDON. PHIL IS LYING IN BED, ALMOST ORANGE WITH JAUNDICE. THERE IS A FIRE ON. HE HAS A HUGE EIDERDOWN ON TOP OF HIM. HAZEL IS KNITTING BESIDE THE FIRE. PHIL FINDS IT DIFFICULT TO SPEAK BUT HE’S ANGRY.

PHIL:
Of course you wouldn’t think it’s incredible! Well I do. I think life is vastly DIFFERENT to what you imagine. I think what happened at the Bastille proves there’s a parallel world - and I suspect that the controllers are operating from this other dimension. Which makes it a bit scary - which is the wrong approach!

HAZEL:
Fuck me, you love all this mumbo-jumbo don’t you Phil? You look for TROUBLE. Yes, you fucking do and you don’t realise that you’re fucking your life up with all this shit! And I don’t want to know about it. It’s primitive animal magic and you know it but you’ve become hooked on it. HOOKED! Yes, it’s become an obsession with you... and why? Because ACTUALLY you FEEL EMPTY AND BORED INSIDE... don’t you... And that’s WHY you’ve been leeching off me! Well, I’m not interested in PSYCHIC SEX, PHIL! Nor am I set on the path of romantic madness. I think it’s about time that you grew up and settled down and did something USEFUL with this manic energy of yours. You need to get some REAL FEELING inside you... Feelings for others for a change. If you’re not careful your life is going to look like one long WANK! As far as I’m concerned we either get MARRIED and settle down to live a real life... or IT’S ALL OVER! Do you get it?

PHIL:
(PROPS HIMSELF UP) That’s the last TIME I want to hear about MARRIAGE! I’ve had enough of it! I CAN’T TAKE IT!

HAZEL:
(STANDING UP) No, because you’re a COWARD. If you had been truthful from the start you wouldn’t be here NOW! You never loved me and you know it. Look what I’ve been through for you. Lost my job and my baby because of your hairbrain schemes. I’ve had it, Phil, HAD IT. You’re only here for your own CONVENIENCE and now I’ve got you HERE FOR A MONTH IN BED!!

PHIL:
What do you mean, A MONTH IN BED?

HAZEL:
The doctor gave me strict instructions that you were to be kept in bed for a MONTH!!

PHIL:
Did he? Well you must be off your fucking head if you think I’m going to stay in bed here for a MONTH. (STARTS TO GET OUT OF BED)
HAZEL:
You can’t get out of bed, you’ve got a severe attack of hepatitis.

PHIL:
I don’t fucking care. I’m sick and tired of your murderous, monotonous NAGGING ON about marriage, and my lack of feeling for you, and my lack of this, and my LACK OF THAT! You’re talking about yourself. You’ve lost touch with your life. That’s your trouble. You’ve become a psychic POLICEMAN. I’m SPLITTING! (STRUGGLES INTO A SITTING POSITION)
HAZEL:
(FRANTIC) Phil! You CAN’T get out of bed. You’re too ILL!

PHIL:
Well I’d rather DIE outside in the slushy snow. Rather freeze, than be suffocated ANY MORE by your nervous, narrow, STERILE MIND! (HAZEL SLUMPS BACK INTO HER CHAIR AND STARTS CRYING) God, you’re such a ba

by, Hazel, and you want me to be LIKE YOU... and NEED YOU... NEED YOU... NEED YOU... Well, I DON’T! DON’T! And let me tell you something Hazel! (STARTS TO PULL ON HIS SWEATER) Life is vast, Hazel, VAST! And I’m set in one direction - ENLIGHTENMENT! No more of this namby-pamby hanging-onto-women trip! I want to be cut OPEN by LIFE! LIFE! It’s for LIVING you know. God Hazel, what’s happened to your guts, to your vitality?

HAZEL:
You’ve killed it all, you BASTARD! You’ve sucked me dry and now you’ve got the gall to leave me STUCK HERE, like an old, wrinkled PRUNE in a box!

PHIL:
(DOING UP HIS SHOES) Well, you must have wanted it this way! It’s certainly NOT MY IDEA of what LIVING MEANS!! Jesus, kick your heels again kid! Spread your wings! Don’t let your WILDNESS DIE. Really, I mean it. (HE THROWS THE SHEPHERD COAT AROUND HIS SHOULDERS) Look Hazel, don’t try to stop me going by crying! I’ve got to go NOW. Really. (SOFTER) I MUST!

HAZEL:
(STANDS UP AND COMES CLOSER TO HIM) Where will you go?

PHIL:
(HOLDS HER HANDS) I don’t know that but I do know this - that if you DON’T MOVE AT THE RIGHT MOMENT, your whole life becomes meaningless! Moving in the moment is moving on the current of FAITH. (SHE HOLDS HIM, THEY EMBRACE)
HAZEL:
I’m sorry darling, I’m really sorry!

PHIL:
Don’t be sorry. Get HIGH... (WALKING OUT) and look after the pussy. (THEY KISS, HE GOES OUT)
HAZEL:
God bless you love. God bless you! (SHE LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR
PHIL DRESSED IN HIS SHEPHERD COAT IS LISTENING TO A BUSKER PLAYING A JIG ON THE FIDDLE UNDER THE ARCHES, CHARING CROSS, LONDON. STANDING NEAR HIM IS A PAINTER, WEARING SNEAKERS, JEANS COVERED IN PAINT AND A GREY SWEATER. BILLY McGUINNESS WALKS UP, DRESSED IN JEANS AND A RAGGED JACKET. THE PAINTER IS ABOUT PHIL'S AGE

BILLY:
And how's the poet? (THE PAINTER GLARES AT THE IRISHMAN) 

PHIL:
(TURNS QUICKLY AND GRABS BILLY’S WRIST) Shush! (THEY STAND IN SILENCE FOR A FEW MOMENTS. WHEN THE FIDDLER STOPS, THE PAINTER FLINGS A QUID INTO HIS VIOLIN CASE)
PAINTER:
See ya Harry. Ta!

FIDDLER:
Thanks, Bill, for your support. (PAINTER MOVES OFF WITH A SNORT. PHIL THROWS A FEW COINS DOWN) Thank you. (HE STARTS TO PLAY ANOTHER JIG. PHIL NODS AND WALKS OFF WITH BILLY)
PHIL:
It's good to see you Billy man, but it's a good job he wasn't playing the Eine Kleine Nacht Musike when you spoke to me, or you might have had your teeth knocked out by that painter guy. He's FEROCIOUS. Five minutes ago, two soldiers turned up whilst the Mozart was being played, and started sending the fiddler up, saying let's have Knees Up Mother Brown and all that. Suddenly that guy leapt on them and smashed their heads together with one movement, snarling ‘ you don't even breathe LOUD when I'm listening to classical music' and flung both of them out onto the pavement. He was so FAST and VICIOUS, it was frightening!

BILLY:
Don't entertain even the thought of fear man. It's poison man, you should have learnt that by now. Is it a circle or a spiral you're travelling on man?

PHIL:
I hope it's a spiral.

BILLY:
It's no use hoping man. You're either repeating or moving on. You don't look too bad. Still a bit too fat, but that'll go. Where you kipping man... it's a cold winter in the park.

PHIL:
I've managed to get a small room in Adrian Jackson's place in Finsbury Park. He's a friend of Larry's who's also got a room there.

BILLY:
Jackson's no friend of mine. He's a NARK, man. Works for the ministry of information.

PHIL:
What? I knew he was a Civil Servant. I wonder if Larry knows...

BILLY:
He should do. He was there five years ago when Jackson accused me of stealing his filthy lucre and called the fuzz to have me put away, but Jackson goofed it up man and got a ticking off from the police inspector. Watch your step poet, you’re moving through dangerous waters. It’s time we sat down and put up the main sail. I take it you’ve brought some nectar back to keep you awake in this dull city?

PHIL:
Yeah, I scored from an Arab in Paris. (THEY SIT DOWN IN CHARING CROSS GARDENS ON A PUBLIC SEAT) Here man, here’s a joint already made up. (BILLY LIGHTS UP)
BILLY:
When you’re in the wrong place man, you gotta move!

PHIL:
I should have sussed Jackson, but I was ill and needed somewhere to crash.

BILLY:
It’s fatal man. You’d be better off in a prison cell... since this whole damn lot is a prison. You understand that, man, don’t you?

PHIL:
(TAKES THE J AND SMOKES BEFORE ANSWERING) I’ve understood that the King of This World rules the roost by creating paranoia, which imprisons most of us. (GIVES J TO BILLY)
BILLY:
You’re getting close man. You’re speaking of Lucifer, man. A murderer and a liar, who the Jews and Christians still worship as God. The bastard who destroyed life on Mars, then took this planet over by killing off all life, man! Except Noah and his wife and examples of animals to breed from. A gangster-spirit man, who calls himself God. When I say I wrote the Bible man, it’s meant to be a joke. It’s a history of murder and lies... except for what Jesus said. Here man, smoke this and get high before I go on. (PHIL SMOKES) Now, listen man, that invisible bastard rules this show right? (BILLY SMOKES THE J)
PHIL:
Yeah, I’m getting it. He took over and sanctified murder and lying.

BILLY:
That’s right man. When the flood subsided he had Noah in such a grip of fear, he had him believe that a rainbow was a contract! Told Noah straight that all animal life would be afraid of him. Yes man, told Noah he could kill animals and birds as long as Noah drained off the blood and BURNT it for the Lord! The Lord! (SARCASTIC) Vampire, man! And they all knew it, but they loved it. Moses says, ‘The Lord is mighty and to be feared!’  Look what he did on the plain of Shinar man. The tribe had multiplied from Noah and were building a city man, a fine city, and that bastard didn’t like the fact that they all spoke one language and were getting on well together - because he wants WAR, man! Blood and fire. So he said because man’s imagination is EVIL and they all speak the same language, what might they do next? I must confuse and spread them abroad. And that’s what he did, the sod!!

PHIL:
Yeah, I’m getting it Billy. Once he’d divided them up into separate groups he chose one of them to be his battering rod, and promised them support, as long as they did what he said and kept the war game going!

BILLY:
Burning flesh, he loves it. On one day, David burns six thousand sheep, and twelve hundred oxen, and it says, quite clearly, that the Lord found the smell very pleasant!! Horrible beast... and that’s who Jesus opposed man, and that’s who strung Jesus up! The priests of lucifer, man. They crucified the man, ‘cause he was a true messenger from the real Lord. The Lord of Love, man. Jesus was the man who made friendship a holy sacrament. Sharing life, man, that’s the most subversive activity on this planet. You get strung up for sharing man. It’s easy to work out. Lucifer’s universe runs on fear whilst eternity is the dimension of Love. Lucifer killed Jesus and then that bastard spread the gospel of Rome. Pomp and power, man. Paul of Tarsus is another agent, man. An agent of Lucifer, spreading fear, wrapped up in iron rules. So there you have it, and the gypsies have always known the truth, man. It’s a long, long story, and it was known in Egypt, man, ‘cause Christ has been around for a long time, man - before the Jews clobbered him on Calvary. Come on, let’s go to the British Museum and I’ll show you how to time travel in the Egyptian room. (BILLY AND PHIL STAND UP)
PHIL:
Wow, I’m time travelling now Billy, but I can’t make it right now to the Museum, ‘cause I’ve got to meet Larry at the Gate to sell some dope. He’s brought ten kilos of hash over from Paris, but perhaps I’ll catch you in there later. (THEY WALK)
BILLY:
Alright, man. I should be there ‘til it closes. It’s warmer in there. If you can’t see me, concentrate on the third stella from the left when you walk in from the postcard area. Concentrate, man, which means you let it look at you. You understand? It’s no good looking at it from 1962. You got to let your mind go blank so you synchronise with the time flow of when it was made. It’s just one frame of a film, man, and when that frame slots into the right place in your mind - you’ll really see a chapter of life on this planet you didn’t know about!

Stare at the red granite Pharaoh as well. He’ll turn you on.

PHIL:
Wow, thanks a lot Billy.

BILLY:
Careful how you go, man. You’re living near the edge. Who you selling the dope to?

PHIL:
A couple of spades who Larry knows.

BILLY:
Why not George? He’s one of us.

PHIL:
He’s not around, man. Can’t be found.

BILLY:
Well take it easy, man, and don’t give off any fear. I’ll see you later in the warm light of truth.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
A SPADE DRINKING CLUB. NOTTING HILL GATE. A LARGE TABLE, LIGHTS DIM, A JUKE BOX AT THE BACK. A DOOR NEAR THE JUKE BOX. ‘RED HAT' AND ‘BLACK HAT', TWO SPADES, SIT ON ONE SIDE OF THE TABLE, FACING THE DOOR AND JUKE BOX. PHIL AND LARRY SIT WITH THEIR BACKS TO THE DOOR. THE ACTION OF THE SPADES, WHICH IS SLOW AND MENACING, IS COUNTERPOINTED BY THE MUSIC AND PHIL'S FAST ANTICS. THE SPADES WEAR WOOL HATS AND DARK GLASSES. PHIL WEARS JEANS AND SWEATER. LARRY DRESSED IN BLACK CORDUROY SUIT.

RED HAT:
OK man, what's the score?

LARRY:
Twenty weights. One sixty a weight. Red leb. The best.

BLACK:
OK man, let's see it. (LARRY TAKES AN OUNCE OF HASH OUT OF HIS POCKET AND SLIDES IT ACROSS THE TABLE. BLACK HAT SMELLS, BITES OFF A PIECE AND HANDS IT TO RED HAT, WHO DOES THE SAME. BLACK HAT TAKES OUT A PACKET OF FAGS AND POURS THE TOBACCO FROM A FEW ONTO THE TABLE, BREAKS OFF A LARGE PIECE OF HASH, PULLS OUT A FLICK KNIFE AND CHOPS UP THE HASH WITH THE TOBACCO. ALL DONE IN HEAVY SILENCE. TAKES OUT A HASH PIPE, FILLS, LIGHTS UP AND SMOKES THE LOT. HANDS PIPE TO RED HAT, WHO REPEATS THE FILLING AND SMOKING. RED HAT FILLS AND GIVES TO PHIL, WHO SMOKES THE LOT. THEN BLACK HAT FILLS PIPE AND GIVE TO LARRY, WHO SMOKES THE LOT. THIS ENTIRE PROCEDURE IS REPEATED. AFTER EVERYONE HAS SMOKED TWO PIPES, RED HAT BREAKS THE SILENCE)
RED HAT:
Rubbish man! (BLACK HAT FILLS PIPE AND SMOKES A THIRD) SIXTY A weight - top whack!

LARRY:
One sixty man! Nothing less!

BLACK:
(FILLS AND HANDS TO RED HAT, WHO SMOKES) You coming here to waste our time man? (HE BREAKS OFF MORE HASH WITH HIS TEETH AND CHOPS UP WITH MORE TOBACCO, USING FLICK KNIFE. PHIL, VERY FRIGHTENED, GETS UP AND PLAYS DUKE ELLINGTON ‘TAKE THE A TRAIN’ ON THE JUKE BOX, THEN BEGINS TO DANCE – MIME/BALLET – IN AN ATTEMPT TO CHANGE THE ATMOSPHERE WHICH IS BECOMING DANGEROUS! PHIL DANCES NEAR THE DOOR. ANOTHER SPADE APPEARS AND GUARDS THE DOOR)
LARRY:
No man, my time is valuable!

PHIL:
(DOING REALLY WEIRD DANCING) Where's the bog?

RED HAT:
Up those stairs man! (AS PHIL GOES OUT, THE NEW SPADE FOLLOWS HIM TO ENSURE HE DOESN’T ESCAPE)
BLACK:
(TO LARRY) Your mate's a freak!

RED HAT:
Yeah, what's the angle man?

LARRY:
(BLACK HAT SMOKES ANOTHER PIPE) No angle man! Why?

BLACK:
(HANDS PIPE TO RED HAT) You're bullshitting man. This ain't HASH, it's HENNA man!

LARRY:
(PHIL REAPPERAS. BLACK HAT MAKES UP ANOTHER PIPE AND GIVES TO LARRY) It's good stuff and one sixty is the right price! (HE SMOKES PIPE AND HANDS TO RED HAT, WHO FILLS) If you don't want it, we'll SPLIT.

RED HAT:
Where's the rest of the shit man? (PHILS PUT ON ‘BLUES MARCH’ BY THE JAZZ MESSENGERS AND GETS INTO A WILD JITTERBUGGING ROUTINE)
LARRY:
I've got it where it's safe man!

BLACK:
Yeah man, where?!?

RED HAT:
(TO PHIL. HE GETS UP AND WALKS TOWARDS PHIL) Stop showing off man and take the pipe! (PHIL GESTURES HE DOESN’T WANT IT) Smoke it man. (PHIL DOES) Where's he stashed the gear man?

PHIL:
(SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS AND HANDS PIPE BACK) Don't know man! Larry's very private.(STARTS DANCING AGAIN. PHIL NOTICES THE OTHER SPADE IS IN THE BOG AND SLYLY DANCES OUT OF THE DOOR AND SPLITS FAST. PAUSE)
RED HAT:
The other cunt's flown man! (RED HAT AND BLACK HAT STAND UP AND TOWER OVER LARRY)
LARRY:
(PRETENDS TO BE DUMB AND NAIVE) OK fellas, you're right. I've been cheated.This dope's not the same as the sample I smoked when I bought it in Paris. 

BLACK: They're Narks! Do we give 'im the chop? Now?

LARRY:
(VERY FAST AND FRIGHTENED) Look we're not narks, man! We just wanted to get in on the scene man, and meet guys like you. You know we wanted to learn how to be cool! But we're not narks man! Really! (RED HAT AND BLACK HAT LIFT LARRY – ONE HOLDING EACH OF HIS ARMPITS – AND LIFT HIM TO THE DOOR AND PUSH HIM IN THE BOG)
RED HAT:
This'll make you feel cool man! (THEY PUSH LARRY’S HEAD IN THE TOILET BOWL AND PULL THE CHAIN. PHIL CAN BE SEEN ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE STAGE, CALLING ‘TAXI’. LARRY STANDS UP SODDEN. THE TWO SPADES ROAR WITH LAUGHTER)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE SIX
THE EGYPTIAN ROOM IN THE BRITISH MUSEUM, LONDON. PHIL IS WEARING SHEPHERD COAT AND IS WALKING AROUND MUSEUM LOOKING FOR BILLY. ATTENDANTS FOLLOW HIS PROGRESS SUSPICIOUSLY. HE STOPS ABRUPTLY IN FRONT OF A HUGE GRANITE PHAROAH AND STARES AND STARES. THE PHAROAH GETS BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER. TWO ATTENDANTS NEARBY LOOK AT PHIL, THEN AT THE PHAROAH, AND SHAKE THEIR HEADS. PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD AND TURNS AROUND, ALMOST KNOCKING THE ATTENDANT OVER.

PHIL:
Blimey! That Pharoah's a strong blast.

A’DENT:
Mind, son!

PHIL:
(HIGHLY EXCITED) That's right man. It's all mind! That's what we got... to go on! (PHIL WALKS ON TO THE STELLA. THE ATTENDANTS MUMBLE AND SHAKE THEIR HEADS, AND LOOK AT THE PHAROAH. PHIL STOPS IN FRONT OF THE STELLA AND BEGINS STARING AT IT. ICY MUSIC – NOT LOUD. THE ATTENDANTS MOVE TOWARDS HIM AND WATCH FROM BEHIND. HE STANDS COMPLETELY IMMOBILE) Blimey! Incredible! (ONE OF THE ATTENDANTS WALKS OFF AFTER CONFERING WITH THE OTHER ONE) Unbelievable! (CONTINUES STARING) Amazing! (RUBS HIS HEAD. THE ATTENDANT WHO LEFT AND THE HEAD OF EGYPTIAN ANTIQUITIES WALK UP AND JOIN THE ONE LEFT TO WATCH PHIL. PHIL LEANS FORWARD AND READS THE CAPTION UNDER THE STELLA, AND BURSTS OUT LAUGHING. TURNS ROUND AND FACES THE TRIO) Who wrote this nonsense - stella commemorating a funeral ceremony for a minor official of the XIIth Dynasty?

HEAD:
I am the head of this department and my predecessor wrote that. A brilliant and dedicated scholar. How dare you call his caption nonsense? (TAKES A STEP FORWARD. HE IS DRESSED IN A TWEED SUIT) Are you an Egyptologist? (BILLY McGUINNESS STANDS ALMOST OFF STAGE, WATCHING)
PHIL:
Listen, you don't need to be a scholar to see what's here. In fact, scholars have probably never seen what Egyptian art is all about. What do you SEE here? (POINTS TO THE STELLA)
HEAD:
It's quite clear, as it says, a few pictures depicting a funeral for a minor official.

PHIL:
No man, that's NOT SEEING! That's reading off from your 1962 conditioned mind. Seeing is different man, it means...

HEAD:
Can you read Egyptian hieroglyphs?

PHIL:
Will you do me a favour? It's your responsibility as head of this department to understand what is required of you, in order that you SEE what's in front of you. To see means bypassing all you know...did you KNOW THAT?

HEAD:
(ATTENDANTS LOOK AT EACH OTHER BEHIND THE ‘HEAD’) I think you're being extremely RUDE Mr... er... (THE HEAD NODS TO THE ATTENDANTS WHO MOVE BEHIND PHIL)
PHIL:
Forget the handles and labels, man. This stella invites you to time travel! If you're still enough, it will become ALIVE! ALIVE! CLICK, and you'll see it like TV! Moving. Telling you the story of how primitive man was visited by space people...

A’DENT:
Alright sir, that's enough.

PHIL:
Don't you try to stop me speaking the truth.

HEAD:
Will you remove this madman from the building Mr Jennings and Mr Locke!

PHIL:
(BEING PUSHED ALONG. SHOUTS TO THE HEAD) You don't want to know how ignorant you are man! The monkey people were the same! You're an ape-man! The space men came... (THE HEAD WALKS AWAY, SO PHIL SHOUTS LOUDER) AND TAUGHT THE MONKEY PEOPLE HOW TO CULTIVATE THE EARTH AND THEIR OWN INTELLIGENCE, BUT THEY WERE GREEDY MAN! ... (BILLY JOINS HIM, GRINNING) AND WANTED TO POSSESS MORE AND MORE OF THE SPACE PEOPLE'S TECHNOLOGICAL ‘KNOW-HOW'... (PHIL PUTS HIS ARM AROUND BILLY)
BILLY:
GO ON MAN, LET IT OUT MAN.

PHIL:
(BEING HERDED ALONG)... BUT THEY WERE STILL MONKEYS - FULL OF GREED AND ENVY - SO THE GODS REFUSED TO HAND ON ANY MORE! THEN THE MONKEYS TURNED AGAINST THEIR GUIDES - SO THE SPACE PEOPLE SPLIT. AWAY! AWAY!

A’DENT:
OK, that's ENOUGH! (PUSHES PHIL AND BILLY OUT) ANY MORE AND WE'LL CALL THE POLICE!

PHIL:
Yeah, that's right, it's a police state here isn't it!?

A’DENT:
On your way. Both of you. (THEY STAND WITH FOLDED ARMS) And don't ever come back! Or you'll be arrested.

PHIL:
This is ARREST, you fucking morons. You're a couple of ROBOTS who've arrested my spiritual flow!

A’DENT:
On your way! (THEY PUSH THEM ON. BILLY AND PHIL WALK ON)
PHIL:
Man, I saw what happened when the Gods departed! The monkey people fought over what had been given to them - and it all ended up in A COLOSSAL WAR! LOOKED LIKE A NUCLEAR WAR, MAN!

BILLY:
I told you man, that the bomb had already gone off and NOW we're living through a repeat performance.

PHIL:
Jesus man, you're right. We're asleep in a nightmare. And I'm scared to wake up. Why?

BILLY:
Cause you're afraid to ‘die to the dream' man.

PHIL:
But I saw at the end of the transmission... it was like TV Billy - the place became animated - I saw that the knowledge of that entire EPOCH - was still preserved within FEMALE CONSCIOUSNESS. It was symbolised by elegant ladies, who carried the knowledge of the Gods in tall pitchers, which they balanced on their steady shoulders.

BILLY:
That's what I told you man, and you have to pass beyond that knowledge to SEE the living LIGHT, undefiled by GREED or FEAR. (PAUSE) 

PHIL:
Jesus Billy, I feel as if I've got a thousand different voices in my head, all at ONCE! I'm right out of it, man. I don't know who I am?

BILLY:
Let yourself rise above the trap man! (HE PUTS HIS ARM ROUND PHIL)
PHIL:
But are ANY of these voices me Billy? How do I know that one of these voices won't throw me under the wheels of a passing car? (CLINGS TO BILLY) I'm becoming INHUMAN! (THEY STOP, PHIL LOOKS UP AT THE SKY. ICY MUSIC. LOUD AND PENETRATING) BILLY MAN!! (PHIL LOOKS DOWN AND GRABS ONTO BILLY TIGHTER) There's a huge WHEEL ABOVE US! There's a WHEEL THERE, INSTEAD OF THE NIGHT SKY! A HUGE WHEEL WITH GROTESQUE ANIMALS SQUATTING ON THE RIM, LEERING DOWN ON ME! BILLY, WHAT DOES IT MEAN? I've gone TOTALLY OVER THE TOP! RIGHT OUT! I've gone MAD haven't I? Have I gone MAD Billy? Have I?

BILLY:
The gypsies never say a man's gone mad! They say the GODS have taken his mind. That leaves you with nothing man... and that's the hem of paradise.

PHIL:
BILLY!? BILLY!? Am I alright? AM I ALRIGHT?  Will I make it man? Will I make it?

BILLY:
Depends on you man. You're waking up from a controlled dream man. I'm with you Phil.

PHIL:
Are you man? Do you really understand? I'm... I'm... I've got to get back to my room, man. Take me back to my room, man. PLEASE! PLEASE.

BILLY:
Listen man, I'm not going into Jackson's place. I told you that! If you want to go back... you go back ALONE! I'll leave you outside the door. That's as far as I go.

PHIL:
I've got to get my stuff man. I've got to rest. QUICK. I'm... dying man... DYING.

BILLY:
Enjoy it man! Enjoy it.

PHIL:
Billy, stay with me man. Stay with me!

BILLY:
I can only stay with you, brother, if you stay alone!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE SEVEN
ADRIAN JACKSON'S HOUSE. THERE'S A PARTY GOING ON. PHIL STUMBLES INTO THE KITCHEN. HE'S ALONE. HE GOES TO GET SOME WATER. HIS ROOM IS EITHER UPSTAIRS OR ADJACENT. NOISE OF THE PARTY NEXT DOOR. HE GOES TO LEAVE TO GO TO HIS ROOM, BUT HEARS VOICES APPROACHING. HE SITS DOWN AND PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS. THE VOICES ARE OF ADRIAN JACKSON AND HIS BOSS, THE HEAD OF THE MINISTRY OF INFORMATION. VOICES HEARD OFF STAGE. LARRY AND HAZEL ARE JIVING IN THE NEXT ROOM, WHERE THE PARTY IS GOING ON.

BOSS:
(DRESSED IN HIS STRIPED SUIT. OFF STAGE) Well Adrian, jolly good party. I'm glad your wife liked the orchids I sent. I must say she's very tasty! I'm contemplating putting you in submarines for six months or so! What do you say to that!? (ADRIAN ENTERS THE KITCHEN FOLLOWED BY THE BOSS. ADRIAN SPEAKS BEFORE APPEARING ON STAGE)
ADRIAN:
(TRIES TO TURN IT INTO A JOKE) Subs are not my cup of tea, Sir. I... (THEY ENTER) Oh... happy birthday Phil. (PHIL LOOKS UP AND STARES BLANKLY) Er... This is Sir Richard Stanbury, the Head of my Department Phil... er... we were wondering where you were... the party was... er partly for you... it's your birthday... if you remember? (THE BOSS POURS HIMSELF A DRINK AND TURNS TO STARE AT PHIL, WHO LOOKS WEAK AND TREMBLING AND WANTING TO GET AWAY)
BOSS:
Yes... not pure English stock... couldn't be TRUSTED.

ADRIAN:
I'm sorry Sir, this is Philip Masters... he's a poet and has recently suffered from a bout of acute yellow jaundice. Are you alright Phil? Fancy a drink? (PHIL MAKES NO RESPONSE)
BOSS:
Being a poet, is not a very original disguise you know. Everyone has their price. Is that not right, Jackson?

ADRIAN:
Well, they've been known to be extremely useful as translators and decoders in war-time, Sir, if that's what you're getting at, Sir?

BOSS:
I'll repeat for your benefit, Masters, that poets are easy meat. Enquire after that Welsh drunkard Dylan Thomas? Or for that matter, you could ask Kit Marlowe, he's an expert on flick knives between the shoulder blades! (PAUSE) You can time-travel I take it!?!

PHIL:
(SUDDENLY RUSHES OUT SHOUTING) LARRY! LARRY! HELP ME!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE EIGHT
PHIL'S ROOM. EMPTY. SLEEPING BAG ON THE FLOOR. ONE ARMCHAIR. A LIGHT BULB WITHOUT SHADE, ABOVE PHIL'S HEAD. HE IS STANDING. LARRY IS SITTING IN THE ARMCHAIR - PISSED.

PHIL:
Is there no peace? Oh Lord of Life, is there NO PEACE? (THE LIGHT GETS BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER UNTIL PHIL IS FLOODED WITH THE BRIGHTEST LIGHT POSSIBLE AND, AT THE SAME ITME, A LOUD BUZZING SOUND COINCIDES WITH THE FLOOD LIGHT. PHIL GOES TO THROW HIMSELF ON THE SLEEPING BAG, BUT CHANGES HIS MOVEMENT AND FALLS TO HIS KNEES, BELOW THE LIGHT BULB, AND SHOUTS:-) JESUS SAVE ME! (THE BUZZING ENDS IMMEDIATELY AND THE LIGHT DIMS TO JUST ABOVE WHEN THE SCENE OPENS) Larry man. (HE STARES AT LARRY) I've just DIED man, DIED and been reborn! Yes man, it really happened!! Now I've got to start my life all over again! I've... I've got to become REAL. (HE CLUTCHES LARRY’S KNEES) Get some texture into my sloppy flesh! Some iron into my marrow. Tears in my heart. I let you down man...and left you at the mercy of those spades, even though you're my brother. I'm a COWARD man. I betrayed you and ran out from that hellish situation with those spades. I thought they were going to kill us!

LARRY:
(SLURRED) They were, but your dancing saved us. You're such a great clown, Phil, you should take it up!

PHIL:
Listen Larry... just now - my head became a light bulb. I saw with LIGHT... of such intensity - you looked like a white marble sculpture by Michaelangelo - so white - light should be called ‘SIZZ' Larry - that would be onomatopoeic. Larry, I've been living without HUMILITY, man. No LOVE in my veins. It's amazing but true that I arrived at the gates of heaven - through VANITY, so I had no real strength - NO LOVE - to take me through. I was like a kite, floating high... but there was no sap flowing up to me from the Earth - from common sense... because I was only tied to the Earth by the dry string of my ego-ambition! (LARRY SHAKES HIS HEAD) It's true Larry. I've got to learn to care for others. That's what Hazel tried to get through to me Larry. I've got to get MARRIED!

LARRY:
Oh come on Phil. (HE LIGHTS A FAG) Don't overdo it!

PHIL:
Yes, I've got to care for children! I'm flabby man, flabby! (LOUD LAUGHTER AS HAZEL WALKS IN THE OPEN DOOR, WEARING A VERY FLIMSY PARTY DRESS AND HIGH HEELED SHOES, WILDLY DRUNK AND VERY SEXUALLY PROVOCATIVE) Hazel! Hazel! (HE HOLDS OUT HIS HAND TO HER, AND SHE KISSES IT AND LIES ON THE SLEEPING BAG, SO HER DRESS FALLS DOWN AROUND HER BLACK STOCKINGED THIGHS) Hazel, I've just DIED and been REBORN!

HAZEL:
I know darling. I've just been watching your moving performance. (SHE HOLDS HER HAND OUT TO LARRY WHO PASSES HER HIS FAG)
PHIL:
(SUSSING IT OUT) You seem very... different Hazel.

HAZEL:
(LAUGHS) What a private dick you are Phil! I AM DIFFERENT baby. Spade George has turned me on. What a cat! Oh come on Phil, don't look so shocked! You're not a racist are you, at heart? Love is free baby, as you kept telling me. I'm sorry I ever dragged you down with all that SHIT about marriage! (PHIL IS SHOCKED, STILL ON HIS KNEES STARING AT HER) The miscarriage fucked me up for a bit. What a DRAG I became - to both of you. (SHE PULLS BACK HER DRESS, REVEALING A KNICKERLESS CROTCH) Come on, let's have a threesome! Are you up for it Larry? Let's celebrate Phil's rebirth to common sense. (SHE HANDS LARRY BACK THE FAG) Come on Phil, drop your strides man, let's see you shake it about. Make a joint Larry can you? And both of you, take yer rags off! (LARRY AND PHIL BOTH STAND UP. LARRY DROPS HIS STRIDES, PULLS OFF HIS SHIRT AND SITS AT HAZEL’S FEET. SHE HANDS HIM HER HANDBAG AND HE TAKES THE STUFF OUT TO MAKE A JOINT)
LARRY:
(SLURRED) Come on Phil. Don't be SHY. Take off your clothes and tread on them, and become a real child of God! Come on man!

PHIL:
This is diabolical! (HE STARTS SPINNING WITH HIS EYES CLOSED) It's a trap! A trap!

HAZEL:
Fucking hell Phil, I thought you preferred debauchery to stoicism! (SHE FEELS LARRY’S NAKED BODY) Or are you in fact... plain jealous?

PHIL:
(PICKS UP HIS HAVERSACK AND PUTS IT ON,THEN CONTINUES SPINNING SLOWLY WITH EYES CLOSED, UNDER THE LIGHT BULB) I’m past it... and I’ve got to keep going. I now see who my real friend is! It’s Billy McGUINNESS, the King of the Gypsies. The man who’s not afraid to be alone!

HAZEL:
(SINGS AND WRIGGLES HER BODY ROUND LARRY) You’re too fucking serious Phil, to ever SEE THE LIGHT!

PHIL:
Is animal magnetism LIGHT Larry? Is it?

LARRY:
I don’t know man... but it feels pretty fizzy.

PHIL:
Like Coca Cola, which rots your insides. I’m going beyond it man. Alone. The last words of Buddha. Gone, gone, gone over. Gone right over, AWAKENING, welcome! I’m going right out. That’s the way. I’m leaving the ring-a-ring-a-roses game forever.

HAZEL:
Will you stop all this second hand nonsense and let yourself go for a bit! You might find what you’re looking for if you don’t try so hard!

LARRY:
That’s right man, get your clothes off! (GIVES JOINT TO PHIL, WHO REFUSES IT. HE LIGHTS IT HIMSELF AND HANDS IT TO HAZEL)
PHIL:
(CHANTS/SINGS WHILST TURNING SLOWLY) Gate, Gate, Paragate, Parasamgate, Bodhi SVAHA! (HE REPEATS IT OVER AND OVER)
HAZEL:
(MOCKS) Boring, boring, ever so BORING, let’s fuck Larry, NOW!! (PHIL STOPS CHANTING AS LARRY MOVES ONTO HAZEL.

                       (PAUSE)
PHIL:
Hazel, Larry, I’m not judging you! You look... right for each other... but I’ve got to leave and learn to be alone. I’ve seen the door and I’m going through it. I don’t want to waste my precious life on sex games... any MORE. I like sex but NOT the mind-fuck that goes with it.

HAZEL:
You’ll end up a miserable hermit, Phil, if you go on pontificating like this. Stop being HARD on yourself.

LARRY:
Tomorrow you’ll have changed your mind... and you’ll be running around looking for a new chick to screw...

PHIL:
You’re both wrong. You’re reading these slogans off your prison walls. Tomorrow I’ll be free to be deep. Free to explore my cold, neglected basement which NO MIND-FUCK could ever make warm. Neglected, because I’ve been up in the air, living on the upper floor of fantasy. I intend to turn the basement of my self into a garden of paradise. But there’s a lot of work to do... since at the moment it’s a chaotic morgue scattered with the dead bodies of endless illusions.

HAZEL:
You’ll die of coldness down there, PHIL. (CUDDLES UP TO LARRY) You need HUMAN WARMTH, real friends, if you intend to explore what’s below the surface.

PHIL:
I know. But I have to be a friend to my real self... first.

LARRY:
Sounds like a high fallutin way of saying you prefer a wank to a fuck.

HAZEL:
(LAUGHS) No, he’s just pissed off that I’m so free and I can make it with a black man! BLACK MAN. BLACK MAN!

LARRY:
Oh come on, Hazel, you’re being cruel to my mate.

PHIL:
No she’s not. She’s just exposing her own unhappiness.

HAZEL:
I’m NOT unhappy Phil. I’m really NOT.

PHIL:
I think you’re too numb to know what you’re talking about. You need to examine your basement Hazel and...

HAZEL:
Words, words, words, words, words, words, words! You’re fucking yourself with words, PHIL. You’ll never penetrate the mystery with words. That’s why I prefer Larry’s stiff prick to your mouth froth!

PHIL:
But you’re not ‘the mystery’ I’m trying to penetrate Hazel. Who you think you are is NOT real, HAZEL. You’re both like TV sets exhibiting parades of off-the-peg images. Whores of the conned-senses-mind. Slaves of chance. You can keep it!

HAZEL:
Fuck off Phil and let Larry and I make love. (PHIL STARTS TO MOVE OFF STAGE)
PHIL:
Love? Animal magnetism is NOT LOVE. Love can’t be made. It’s revealed by the Living Spirit in the quietness of one’s basement. In the heart of one’s deep loneliness.

HAZEL:
Well fuck off Phil, to your miserable basement-fantasy-trip and stop being a deceitful voyeur! Go on! See if you really can find love on your own... which is impossible!

PHIL:
Is it? You just don't understand. I hear love calling me right NOW. It is the call of the true Teaching...which at last I'm ready for. It is calling me to leave you both to your illusions... of love..but I bless you both. I really mean it!

LARRY: Thanks man...I mean it, Thanks for what you've done for me. I was a cop and you gave me a new life.

PHIL: Well there's more to that new life, Larry. What's to stop you coming with me...now...to learn how to live on the next level of FREEDOM!
HAZEL:
Fuck off Phil! Larry's staying HERE with ME!

LIGHTS OFF
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