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PHIL MASTERS......................A poet/painter aged 25

Dr BENTLY.........................The head of an esoteric school aged 60

MEG...............................An ex C.N.D. activist, now infant school teacher aged 25

Paul Shelly.......................An academic aristocratic writer on Earth Mysteries aged 33

JENNY.............................A tough, gangsterish cockney hairdresser aged 33

(DOMINIC), NOW CALLED PETER.......Phil's old friend from Sam Widges days

SALLY.............................A rich Jewish artist's model with a Ph.D, aged 27

Bill...............................A wild, ex commando, cockney abstract painter aged 27

ARTHUR.............................A grocer in Haworth, Yorkshire aged 60

JACK...............................A modern-jazz loving postman aged 35

A SPIRIT LADY

TOM DAVIDSON........................An ex modern-jazz sax player

Sandor.............................An ex Hungarian business partner of Phil's

MARTY..............................A very serious Dada poet/painter

TWO POLICEMEN, TRAMP,WAITER,TICKET COLLECTOR, OLD FELLA,

SOCIAL SECURITY OFFICIAL.

THE  ACTION TAKES PLACE BETWEEN MARCH 1963 and NOVEMBER 1967

                         ACT ONE, SCENE ONE

THE ROOM IN THE HEADQUARTERS OF ‘THE SCHOOL’ IN LONDON. A VERY LARGE ROOM IN WHICH DERVISH TURNING, GURDJIEFF'S DANCE MOVEMENTS, YOGA AND PHILOSOPHICAL MEETINGS ARE HELD.

A DERVISH CEREMONY IS TAKING PLACE. DR B IS THE SHEIK. PHIL, WHO HAS BEEN ATTENDING THE SCHOOL FOR A FEW MONTHS, IS A NOVICE ‘TURNER’. THE MUSIC HAS BEGUN AND PHIL IS JUST ABOUT TO KISS THE BACK OF THE HAND OF THE SHEIKH BEFORE STARTING TO TURN.

THE CEREMONY CONTINUES UNTIL THE SHEIK CLAPS HIS HANDS AND EVERYONE RETURNS TO THEIR KNEELING POSITION. (PETER IS ALSO PARTICIPATING)

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO

DR BENTLY’S STUDY IN THE MAIN ‘SCHOOL’ BUILDING. THE TIME IS MARCH 1963. PHIL HAS JUST ENTERED THE ROOM, WHICH IS RATHER SUMPTUOUS, WITH INDIAN WALL HANGINGS AND BALUCHI CARPETS. Dr Bently IS AN EXTREMELY ENERGETIC MAN. VERY, VERY ‘ENGLISH’ AND HEAD OF THE SCHOOL. HE SPEAKS WITH A VERY DEEP VOICE. PHIL IS DRESSED IN A BLACK, CORDUROY SUIT. THERE IS A DIVAN TO THE LEFT OF THE STAGE.

DR B:
Yes do come in Philip. Sit down. (GESTURES TO AN EASY CHAIR) Would you like a Turkish cigarette, (GESTURES TO A CIGARETTE BOX) or would you prefer a pipe of hash-eesh?

PHIL:
(SITTING, LOOKING A LITTLE SURPRISED) Hashish sounds great!

DR B:
Yes, I thought you’d be traditional in some respects. (LAUGHS GOING TO CUPBOARD FOR THE PIPE)
PHIL:
Traditional?

DR B:
(PAUSE. RETURNS WITH PIPE AND SITS DOWN BEFORE ANSWERING) Most poets have a taste for the nectar, Phil, from what I’ve gathered. (LIGHTS IT FOR PHIL) Well, then, what do you imagine brought you here? (PHIL PASSES THE PIPE. DR B FILLS AND LIGHTS ONE FOR HIMSELF)
PHIL:
My magnetic centre of course.

DR B:
But do you understand that being here physically .... doesn’t mean that you... or I... are IN THE SCHOOL.

PHIL:
(SURPRISED) But........ you answered me then, before I could say what was in my mind!  I was in fact... going to ask you about that point.

DR B:
Well, let us say that I've been trained to listen CLOSELY.  Getting back to the point,the real ‘school’ of course does not exist in this dimension.

PHIL:
That’s what I intuited.

DR B:
Good! So we come here, because there is a possibility that we may produce the right form of energy, which will enable us to synchronise with the ‘real school’.

PHIL:
Do you mean to say that you can actually HEAR my thoughts.

DR B:
(LEANING FORWARD) Phil, if you actually tried listening instead of talking to yourself you could observe whatever is necessary. ‘To be able to listen’ is the same as ‘to be able to see’. You have to watch the impulse to talk to yourself, which you call ‘thinking’, and instead of engaging in this impulse, you watch it! This produces an energy which you can use for observation (since it has not been exhausted through so called ‘thinking’). (WALKS OVER TO BLACKBOARD. DRAWS ROUGH DIAGRAM OF THE TWO HALVES OF THE BRAIN) Here is a rough diagram of the brain and I want to point out something to you with respect to the use of amphetamines. They are very dangerous, for this reason. In normal circumstances we use one half of the brain until it gets tired, then an automatic mechanism switches over to the other brain. But, when you use amphetamine, you use both brains at once and so there is an enormous surge of energy. But the concomitant of that, is both brains get exhausted at the same time...so there is a sudden, total depletion of energy which can lead to severe depression. Now if depression was the only negative factor, that wouldn’t be such a high price. But unfortunately the fact is that this delicate mechanism, which (POINTS TO BOARD) monitors the brain's activity and ‘decides' when to switch from one brain to the other, can get so suppressed by the constant use of amphetamine, that your brain might never function correctly again.

PHIL:
(STARES AT DR B AS HE RETURNS TO SIT DOWN) However did you know that I’d taken some amphetamine...called Nostraline... before I came here to see you?  You seem to be able to read my past, as well as my thoughts.

DR B:
(SILENCES PHIL WITH A GESTURE) Phil, all this is clear to me because as I said, I’ve learnt to listen.

PHIL:
I must admit amphetamine does tire me out, but what about hashish?

DR B:
Hashish is very different. It has always been used by the torch-bearers in our tradition. When I say tradition I mean the direct transmission of alive objective knowledge, which pre-existed the origin of the planet’.

PHIL:
Does that mean then that men like Gurdjieff smoked hashish?

DR B:
Oh definitely. On many occasions, Gurdjieff, Bennet  and I would take part in experiments whilst under the influence of hashish and opium. The main purpose behind these experiments was to become aware of the way in which we are hypnotised, and hypnotise each other, on a subliminal level. The hashish enabled one to notice the hidden intentions of parts of the psyche which were acting autonomously. One experiment which Mr Gurdjieff would often spring on us was that, after we had smoked some very strong opium mixed with hashish, we would not be allowed to move or speak! It was like being turned inside out!

PHIL:
God, weren’t you scared?!?

DR B:
Being anywhere NEAR Mr Gurdjieff was an awe-inspiring event, to say the very least! To say that he was WILD is a gross understatement! Yet his wildness was born of a Knowledge of ‘objective conditions on this planet.’ He certainly was never a victim of random forces. He understood clearly that life is far from SAFE. Any society is in a rapid decline when it uses conformity to control experience, rather than employ the wonderful gift of our transcendental inteligence to celebrate real life! Gurdjieff was convinced that humanity has only a very slight possibility of development and this only applies to an individual who is in touch with the ‘higher forces’.

PHIL:
And are these ‘higher forces’ concerned with the survival of humanity on this planet? Or are they only interested in helping individual selves to become enlightened?

DR B:
(LIGHTS ANOTHER PIPE AND SMOKES BEFORE ANSWERING) In one sense the planet functions better if humanity is ASLEEP. In this time-dimension, humanity as a whole will NEVER WAKE UP. Not a thought I imagine would go down well with you Phil, but you must understand that the aim of the school in its physical form is to provide an opportunity for the individual to WAKE UP!

PHIL:
OK, an individual wakes up? What then?

DR B:
He tries to wake others up otherwise he falls asleep again!

PHIL:
But what about the planet as a whole? Starvation and WAR? What do awakened individuals DO to put a STOP to all this?

DR B:
I believe Mr Gurdjieff to be correct when he said it would take no more than twelve awakened individuals to alter the history of human consciousness. Twelve together, AWAKE in the same time moment, could transform our past.

PHIL:
Our PAST! That sounds CRAZY!

DR B:
Our past is CRAZY, Phil. A crazy story that humanity is addicted to re-creating. A film that we re-enact time after time! But there are two histories. One, which is the line of the saint, the other - in which 99% of humanity is found struggling - is the history of criminal activity!

PHIL:
Ninety-nine per cent of the people live criminal lives! That seems a bit sweeping Dr B. You mean ordinary people are in fact criminals?

DR B:
Phil, ordinary people DON’T EXIST. They’re not awake but sleeping in a dream. They are the victims of dream associations. Playthings of hidden forces.

PHIL:
Couldn’t an awakened man or woman have power over the sleepwalkers? I mean can you be awake and have evil intentions?

DR B:
It’s possible to be partially awake and be obsessed by an evil power. Hitler was of course a case in point but, to be really awake, a man has no other Will operating through his consciousness than that of the ABSOLUTE.

PHIL:
How can a man be sure that he’s not calling his own will ‘the Will of the Absolute’?

DR B:
(LIGHTS PIPE AND HANDS TO PHIL) What we call ‘will’ is actually resistance. Resistance to the Absolute Will. The Will of the Absolute emerges through that space we’re most afraid of - the space of death! No man or woman who has let go of existence, DIED and been reborn - has the slightest temptation to resist the truth of life. When you become authentically ALIVE you can manifest all your potential. This means you have to chose a possibility and follow it to its fruition. Nothing of worth can be achieved unless it is guided by ‘higher forces’. Wouldn’t you say that is also true of poetry?

PHIL:
Of course! That’s why I’ve been experimenting with amphetamines!

DR B:
That was... understood. I think, Phil, you should make it a rule to only use first class HASH-EESH and perhaps a little opium, now and then.

PHIL:
The trouble is when I smoke strong hashish I find I can’t write anything! In fact I experience a state which we call ‘the horrors’.

DR B:
It has to be gone through. The first thing which you have to face is that the ‘horrors’ are an indication of the area which you have to clarify, not suppress or wish ‘it didn’t exist’. It is an indication of your degree of sleep.

PHIL:
But I get into a blind panic!

DR B:
Panic is blind! Being possessed by Pan! You panic because you don’t want to face that your identity is an illusion! Man has a total horror of seeing that the meaning he gives to his life is a complete illusion. As you know, in India they call that illusion ‘Maya’. And they speak of ‘The Lords of Maya’ who dictate to people the direction their life will follow. If you see through the veil of illusion which surrounds your activity, you will of course be thrown into the void, where there is no reference to your personal history. It is only by a man standing in the midst of this void that he can mature. The intensity of the Life Force, which is felt when you are not protected by the ‘safety of your identity’ gives you that possibility to wake up and mature. The intensity is always experienced as being too strong to cope with. Realising this situation is objective for all men attempting to wake up, protects you from the sentimental escape route of judging yourself to be a coward!

PHIL:
I’ve spent my whole life thinking I am a coward.

DR B:
A path of self-indulgence and an indication that you’re not wholehearted.

PHIL:
But I’ve always gone into everything very INTENSELY.

DR B:
Intensity, in your case, indicates a fear of death. You might say that you want to live, but what really drives you is your fear of death . But life only begins after you’ve died in consciousness. You may sense that, but you're still too afraid to jump, because you’re not convinced of the process! Because jumping through the space of ‘the fear of death’ means you become alone and that’s what you’re really afraid of!  Entering a space in which no checking is POSSIBLE!

PHIL:
(NODS AND RUBS HIS HEAD) I know what you mean. That space feels very cold.

DR B:
Wrong! It’s not cold. It only appears this way to the animal mind. What can’t be recognised appears cold! It is, in fact, a state of blissful warmth, if you fulfil your purpose in becoming alive! Incidentally, it is possible to die and not be reborn. To become a vegetable. That is why a true esoteric school is NECESSARY. Necessary to protect and encourage you whilst you are forming your true centre.

PHIL:
Well I met Krishnamurti recently and he said that all schools lead the pupils astray. He maintains that they all PREVENT the pupil from becoming ALIVE. He said a man must become ALONE first, and then question deeply the space of conditioning.

DR B:
Krishnamurti is a wonderful being. I wish that I had finished creating my second body like he has. Many years ago I asked him if he would guide us in our attempt to become fully awake? Like you say, he is not interested in working with any group, but I think that it’s very unfortunate that such a developed soul as he, should refuse to help. After all, we are the only intelligent group left in the West which takes seriously the fact that ‘we are asleep’. Most groups are only concerned with their own survival. The ideas which they promulgate are secondary to their drive to idealise themselves. The members of those groups are usually obsessed by a fantasy of their own ‘self importance’. They join a group very often because of sexual needs, and hope to find a partner who thinks that they are as important as they think of themselves. These groups becomes incapable of any form of self-criticism, and consequently they develop hideous forms of elitism whose expression often come very close to what we understand by the word ‘fascism’.

PHIL:
I’ve noticed that people who go to this school are all pretty well off and are, in the majority, members of the ‘ruling class’. Wouldn’t you say that this is a form of elitism?

DR B:
People’s social standing is of no concern in this school and the benefits of belonging to it cannot be translated into social prestige. This is because a man who is awakening loses all interest in having an important position in the ‘world of illusion’.

PHIL:
But they seem to treat me as being different, which I thought was because I did not belong to their social sphere?

DR B:
No, they FEEL you are different... because you act on intuition! All human beings have the faculty of intuition but very, very few act on it directly, without recourse to what we could call ‘the intellect’. You have that marvellous gift of walking where angels fear to tread. And what is astonishing is that you don’t do that blindly, but do it in the midst of an emerging--almost paranoid--consciousness. I must say that I rather worry about you a bit, because I can see that you could burn up rather than develop your potential. To avoid that potential psychological disaster, I could give you a means by which you could relax.

PHIL:
Wow, that sounds great. Is it a meditation technique which you've brought back from the Himalayas?

DR B:
(STANDING UP AND DRAWING THE CURTAIN, THEN INDICATING THAT PHIL STAND UP) No, curiously enough you could say it came out of Germany. (DR B TAKES OFF HIS JACKET) Take off your jacket, Phil. Could you lie down there? (POINTS TO A DIVAN)
PHIL:
Germany? Anything to do with Herman Hesse? (PHIL LIES DOWN ON DIVAN)
DR B:
(RUBBING HIS HANDS) No Wilhelm Reich's the man!  A truly amazing spirit! The first western man to find a scientific concept for baraka or prajna, and who linked up breathing to consciousness. Now just relax if you can. ( PHIL IS LYING ON HIS BACK. DR B. PUSHES HIS FISTS INTO PHIL'S SOLAR PLEXIS) Breathe OUT!... IN!... OUT!... IN!... OUT!... IN!...... (PHIL MAKES LOUD NOISE OF ‘AHHH’ WHEN HE BREATHES OUT) Now stand up, Phil.

PHIL:
Hey doctor, I do feel... light headed. Terrific. But how... could I do that to myself?

DR B:
You can't, but what you can do is this. I want you to shake...like me!

PHIL:
Sheik?

DR B:
Yes, like this. (DR B SHAKES ALL OVER, THEN PHIL DOES) That’s right. Now move whatever part of your body seems stiff and whilst you're shaking, from time to time, say out loud ‘SHAKING'. Good.

PHIL:
(STILL SHAKING) Shaking!......SHAKING!  Wow,is this why you wanted me to come here? To show me how to shake?

DR B:
(PUTTING HIS JACKET ON) Well, I was rather hoping I could show you how to improve the quality of your energy, and you could improve on the quality of the hash I’ve been getting recently?    

PHIL: (PHIL STILL SHAKING, BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) So, O Sheik, you’re the head of ‘the school’ in more ways than one!!!!?

lights fade

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE
PHIL’S FLAT IN ISLINGTON, NORTH LONDON. HE HAS THREE ROOMS AND A KITCHEN. WHEN THE SCENE OPENS, MEG IS IN HIS STUDIO, PACING UP AND DOWN, STRIPPING OFF HER CLOTHES, LOOKING AT PHIL'S PAINTINGS, THEN PICKING UP BOOKS AND RECORDS. SHE IS EXHILARATED. ON THE BARE WALLS IS WRITTEN ‘MASTERS IS A LIAR’ ON ONE WALL AND ‘EVERYTHING MASTERS SAYS IS A LIE’ ON THE OPPOSITE WALL. PHIL IS OUTSIDE MAKING COFFEE. HE SPEAKS OFF STAGE. THERE IS A SINGLE BED IN THE ROOM AND CANVASSES LEANING AGAINST A WALL.

MEG:
(PICKING UP BOOKS AND RECORDS) Ravell’s Bolero! The Brandenberg Concertos! The St Matthew Passion! Kazansakis! Sylvia Plath! Henry Miller! Wilhelm Reich! AT LAST! AT LAST I CAN BE MYSELF! Really be MYSELF! This is what I’ve been looking for!

PHIL:
(CALLING THROUGH) Ah, go easy. I may not BE WHAT YOU IMAGINE!

MEG:
(PICKING UP TYPED POEMS) And you really are a poet! I can’t believe it! (STARING AT THE SLOGAN ON THE WALL) And you’re HONEST.

PHIL:
Hey, go easy. Who do think I am?

MEG:
(SHOUTS) Heathcliffe! (LIES ON THE BED)
PHIL:
What?

MEG:
You’re Heathcliffe! (PHIL WALKS IN, CARRYING TWO CUPS OF COFFEE AND STOPS IN HIS TRACKS AT THE DOOR, SEEING MEG NAKED ON THE BED. HE KICKS THE DOOR SHUT AND MEG SITS UP WITH A START)
PHIL:
Crumbs you don’t WASTE time do you? I said at the party, let’s come back here and TALK... not FUCK! Remember? (HANDS HER A COFFEE, THEN SITS IN ARMCHAIR BY THE BED AND LIGHTS A JOINT)
MEG:
I’m sorry, I just don’t feel natural with clothes on. Does it disturb you?

PHIL:
(LONG PAUSE) Difficult to tell?

MEG:
What’s that you’re smoking?

PHIL:
A joint. Why?

MEG:
Do you smoke much?

PHIL:
Difficult to judge. You smoke?

MEG:
Never before.

PHIL:
(HANDS THE JOINT TO MEG) Here. Come on, take the smoke...right in. Right down into your belly. That’s right. Hold it. Yeah... again... yeah... and again.

MEG:
(HANDS JOINT BACK. PHIL SMOKES AND STARES AT HER. THE LIGHT IN THE ROOM GETS BRIGHTER) Jesus! Your face... it’s changing... like a TV picture... seen under cloudy water. Everything’s...wobbling!

PHIL:
Good one. (HE GETS UP AND SITS ON THE BED BESIDE HER. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. THE ROOM GETS BRIGHTER)
MEG:
My God... What’s happening? Can you SEE that light? It’s swirling about in the air! What is it?

PHIL:
Ezra Pound... Canto ‘91, “all astute men can see it encircling... woven in order... as on cords on the loom.’

MEG:
But what is it? (PHIL STARTS TAKING CLOTHES OFF) 

PHIL:
Just look at it!

MEG:
A river of light. Wow, we’re ALIVE! God, you must be a magician! I feel so blessed to have found you. Blessed!

PHIL:
On the river of death the mind can flow.

MEG:
When did you make that up?

PHIL:
The anatomy of hell, is when? and how? The lasting kiss of life, is here and now! (HE KNEELS BESIDE HER ON THE BED, AND THEY KISS)
MEG:
You don’t realise Phil... what a gift you are. (KISSES HER) A gift! (THEY START FUCKING) A gift! Yes... yes... yes... break me open... open... open... (THEY BOTH MAKE LOUD EXPRESSIONS OF ENJOYMENT) Come on. Come on! Phil! Phil! Phiiiiiiiiil. (LONG PAUSE).    (MEG JUMPS UP FROM THE BED AND GOES INTO THE KITCHEN, OFF STAGE. SOUND OF TAP RUNNING)
PHIL:
(SHOUTS) What are you doing?

MEG:
Cleaning myself.

PHIL:
What?

MEG:
(STANDS AT THE DOOR, CLEANING HER CUNT WITH A TOWEL) I don't like the funny fishy smell much.

PHIL: (PUTS RAVEL’S BOLERO ON QUIETLY, THEN WATCHES MEG AS SHE ENTERS THE ROOM, AND DANCES ABOUT NAKED. SUDDENLY, SHE STOPS IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM AND STARES AT PHIL. THE LIGHT GETS SLIGHTLY BRIGHTER)






She naked, laughing, lithe

invents her light.

Spreading a lake which ripples through my sight.

MEG:
(AMAZED) It’s that LIGHT again. Like fine dancing lace. It’s beautiful!

PHIL:
It’s what the ego overlooks.

MEG:
(STILL IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM, STARTS TO PACE UP AND DOWN) You have no IDEA how desperate I’ve been to find someone like you. To find a real artist, a poet! I just can’t believe my luck. I’ve been scraping the bottom of the barrel, desperate to get through to what is real... (SHE SHAKES AND JUMPS ABOUT) To shake off all that polite shit! But I kept running into VICIOUS men... men who thought that sex, meant beating me up! I just couldn’t get out of that syndrome... or if I met someone real... he already had a woman (SHE SHAKES HARDER) and NOW...at LAST...I’ve made it! (LAUGHS) My Heathcliffe.

PHIL:
Why do you keep going on about Heathcliffe?

MEG:
(SHE STOPS ON THE SPOT, SPEAKS VERY URGENTLY) Phil! This has all happened before. (THE LIGHTS GET BRIGHTER)
PHIL:
Now STAY WITH IT - that’s the first note - do - in the octave of spiritual development. (SHE KNEELS BESIDE PHIL WHO’S SITTING ON THE BED)
MEG: So...I've started. OK, what’s next?

PHIL:
Ray. The decision to go on. To really go on.

MEG:
O.K., I can feel my habit of holding back. Instead, I know I must completely trust this LIGHT. Phil I feel as if I’ve ALWAYS, always, always, been yours.

PHIL:
Careful. Careful. Don’t get stuck.

MEG:
I won’t. I’m following the thread. Christ Phil, I indulge so quickly in fantasy. It’s gotta STOP!

PHIL:
Good. The third note - me. Action, in the light of your decision.

MEG:
I don’t know what I look like, but you look as if you’re made of solid light. Am I made of light as well?

PHIL:
Don't turn your perception into images. Just keep moving...UP!.

MEG:
I am.  But I’m... not doing the moving... I’m being PULLED into... into...

PHIL:
Into the heart of the light. This is the fourth note - FA - the pull of the way.

MEG:
It’s INCREDIBLE! I seem to understand everything ALL AT ONCE. Feelings are SO STRONG. Yes, I understand WITH FEELING. I feel as if I’m getting enormous! Spreading out and out! Jesus, my body! It feels so strange and small, inside this... enormous space of light.

PHIL:
DO RAY ME FA SOL - you’re entering the nectar... This is the fifth step  . The step into soul awareness. The abundance inside the sun of the spirit.

MEG:
(SHE HOLDS HIM TIGHT) I’m burning all over Phil. I can see the same light, whether I’ve got my eyes open or closed. I’m burning, burning with love.

PHIL:
This is the sixth step babe. Grace, descends to lift you up... and up.. and UP...so that you can embrace the LAW OF LOVE. (THE LIGHT REACHES PEAK BRIGHTNESS)
MEG:
(PANICS BECAUSE OF THE INTENSITY OF THE BRIGHTNESS) I can’t take it Phil. I can’t live at this height!  I can’t take it. I’m not ready. NOT ready! (THE LIGHT GETS DIMMER AND DIMMER TO A LITTLE LESS BRIGHT THAN AT THE BEGINNING OF THE SCENE) Phil...I’ve snapped the warp threads, Phil. I've fucked it all up! (CRIES AND SOBS)
PHIL:
(CUDDLES HER) It’s alright. It’s alright.

MEG:
You’re so kind. Hard to believe. So gentle. I feel MAD, Phil. LIKE I’m not REAL. My body feels very STRANGE. As if it doesn’t belong to me. As if I’m a doll! ...God, you’re HYPNOTISING me, aren’t you? (SHE BREAKS AWAY AND JUMPS UP) 

You’re taking me over, aren’t you? Possessing me! Jesus, you’re DEMONIC. I’m NOT GOING TO STAY and wash your filthy socks, and be your housemaid! I’m not going to! I can’t! You’re betraying who I am! Who am I? Have I gone mad?  Phil, am I mad? Why should I ask you? Why should I trust you? Phil, what have you done to me?  I told you I'm an infant school teacher. I’ll never be able to teach little children in this state! I can’t see straight. I won’t be able to focus on the blackboard! (PHIL GETS UP AND LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW) Phil what’s happening to me, my mind’s like a scrambled egg... and I don’t know who I am!
PHIL: (LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW)






     Soaked with hush

the palace breathes,

from listening trees, fall frozen leaves

The still air trembles,

the stars unfold,

an endless opening crystal bowl.

Ghosts like snow, drift through my soul...

but unafraid, I stretch straight through...

from detail... wing-ripped, crawl to you...

a clock-work wilderness of who?

Yet I have ringed her wrists of snow,

sculptured, film-still, quiet, bone

can’t we together, grow, alone?

Seeing this way now like that,

everything changing

as bright as a flash.

Listening in awe

the colours grow,

see green-lit grottos

inside my bones.

Like a tent

made of glass,

or an upturned boat,

the sky has a structure,

which love unfolds.

All this you Know,

and yet you fear the break,

ripping the pulsing lace-light, in your haste.

Racing away from me, and all you’ve sown,

searching to find a reason, not to grow

all this you know...

MEG:
(DROPS HER CLOTHES, WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND PUTS HER ARM AROUND HIM) I’m sorry Phil. It was fear. The fear of being REAL.

PHIL:
I know.

MEG:
Look Phil, the truth is... I want to stay here... with you. Can I?

PHIL:
If you see the joke.

MEG:
The joke?

PHIL:
Ugh. Ugh. The joke that you can only be with another, if you don’t NEED to be together... I’d love you to stay... but only if you realise that we must retain our own inner aloneness.

MEG:
I’m with you. I don’t want to suffocate.

PHIL:
That’s right, nor do I, so I feel that IF we are to explore this space together - the space of the living light - if we are going to travel on the ship of love together, we must be committed to each other, to not betray the journey in the middle of the mind, which means we don’t use the other to hide from our own weaknesses. Do you know what I'm getting at?

MEG:
Yes of course. No clinging. ALL the cards on the table.

PHIL:
No secret tricks to hook the other, and turn the other into FOOD.

MEG:
No escape plans, or tickets for one only in the back pocket... for use when the going gets rough!

PHIL:
Absolute frankness.

MEG:
No cop out!
PHIL:
No cop out!

FADE OUT

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR

TWO DAYS LATER. HIGHBURY FIELDS, A PUBLIC PARK IN ISLINGTON, NORTH LONDON. PHIL IS WORKING AS A GARDENER. HE IS SWEEPING UP LEAVES AS MEG ARRIVES. SHE IS WEARING A SUMMER DRESS. PHIL IN DUNGAREES.

MEG:
(WALKS UP TO PHIL AND GIVES HIM A KISS) Hard work?

PHIL:
Not really, just a good opportunity to practice ‘emptying the mind’. (SITS ON A BENCH)
MEG:
I love the fact that you work as a gardener. What time do you finish?

PHIL:
Half past four.

MEG:
I don’t start teaching until next week. I love cooking. What would you like to eat tonight?

PHIL:
I don’t mind. I'm sure anything cooked by you would be wonderful.

MEG:
Do you like Chinese food?

PHIL:
I can’t say I’ve ever tried it.

MEG:
Would you like a Chinese meal ready when you come home?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Only if you want to cook it.

MEG:
I thought I’d go to Chapel Street Market, and buy some veg, whilst your shirts are being washedin the nearby laundrette.

PHIL:
Hang on Meg! Do you know what you’re doing?

MEG:
(KISSES HIM) Phil,I’ve never felt so happy in my life. I'm in love...with Lady Chatterly's LOVER.(SHE KISSES HIM AND WALKS OFF, WAVING. PHIL LOOKS PUZZLED AND SHAKES HIS HEAD, GETS UP AND CONTINUES SWEEPING THE PATH)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE

PHIL WALKS INTO HIS FLAT, LOOKS AT A PILE OF HIS DIRTY SHIRTS ON THE UN-MADE BED, THEN GOES TO THE DOOR.

PHIL:
MEG!? MEG!? (WALKS BACK TO THE BED, PICKS UP THE PILE OF DIRTY WASHING AND THROWS IT INTO A CORNER, AND SLOWLY MAKES THE BED) Would you like Chinese cabbage Phil? Would you like your shirts washed? I think you’re marvellous! A real artist! Just what I’ve been looking for! You’re such a marvellous lover Phil. You don’t know what a gift you are!? (STOPS AND LOOKS UP AT THE WALL) And you're so honest, Phil. You even admit that you’re a LIAR... Where the fuck are you then, Meg? (HE PICKS UP HIS PILE OF TYPEWRITTEN POEMS) And a poet!!? I can’t believe my luck! (FLINGS THE POEMS ONTO THE PILE OF WASHING. CONTINUES TO MAKE THE BED) If she’s gone, she’s gone! That’s all there is to it! Everything Masters says IS A LIE! (TELEPHONE RINGS) Who’s that? Meg? Where are you? What are you doing?

MEG:(OVER P.A.)
I’m not coming back.

PHIL:
Why not? What’s going on?

MEG:
Listen Phil, I’ve seen through your game. You’re trying to take me over.

PHIL:
What d’ya mean? What’s got into you? Who've you been talking to?

MEG:
It’s not safe being in your room. It’s like being inside your mind! It’s overpowering. I spent the whole afternoon reading your bloody poetry. I couldn't put it down.  You’re eroding my individuality.

PHIL:
It’s bullshit, Meg. You’re plugged into a fear programme, and spreading it onto me. Where are you?

MEG:
Where you can’t find me. Goodbye!
PHIL:
(PHONE CLICKS OFF. PHIL STARES AT IT, THEN FLINGS THE TELEPHONE ONTO THE PILE OF WASHING AND POEMS AND STARES AT THE HALF MADE BED, THEN FLINGS HIMSELF ONTO IT. PAUSE) Perhaps I should have told her to come back!? There and then! Told her I needed her! That I want children with her! (PAUSE) It’s fucking ridiculous. I was alright before I met her. Was I?? (GETS UP AND STARES AT THE WALL) I KNOW how to be alone. (PUTS ON HIS DARK OVERCOAT AND WALKS BRISKLY OUT OF THE ROOM)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE SIX

HIGHBURY FIELDS, PHIL'S PLACE OF WORK. IT'S DARK. PHIL IS LYING ON HIS BACK STARING INTO THE NIGHT SKY. AFTER A SHORT WHILE, TWO POLICEMEN WALK UP QUIETLY, AND THE CONSTABLE GIVES PHIL'S FOOT A LITTLE KICK. THE SERGEANT, AN OLDER AND WISER GLASWEGIAN, STANDS NEAR PHIL'S HEAD.

SERGEANT:  Having a rest son?

PHIL: (SITS UP QUICKLY) Not really. I'm studying.

SERGEANT: Really, and what are you studying lying on the damp grass in the middle 

of Highbury Fields?

PHIL:  Man's place in the real universe. You need a quiet spot to do this. Difficult to find in London...even at night--unless you're well off of course. (PHIL STANDS UP)

CONSTABLE: (COCKNEY) Let's smell yer bref.

SERGEANT: He's O.K. (TO PHIL) You're not on the bevy are ya?

PHIL: I can't stand booze. Never touch it. Look, I don't expect you to understand this, but I'm convinced the human race is asleep...and is terrified of waking up.

CONSTABLE: (IRRITATED AND LOOKING FOR AN ANGLE) Sounds like a load of rubbish. Where d'ya live?

SERGEANT:  O.K. George, I can handle this. Which way are you walking son?

PHIL: Not far, Ellington Street. (THEY ALL START WALKING) Look, why is it, that everytime I try to change my way of looking at things...in a public place...the police arrive?

SERGEANT: Co-incidence son. Nothing more than that. Come on, what’s getting you down? Trouble at work, or with your wife?

PHIL:  You're so on the ball it's awesome. Telepathic! Actually I've been working here, in this park, as a gardener for some time, and I liked it a lot, until the new head gardener showed up...and made working here so unbearable...I decided today to pack it in. And that wouldn't have been so bad if on top of all that, I hadn't had a major row with my new girlfriend when I got home from work this evening. Even so, that's not WHY I was lying on the grass.

SERGEANT: The reason's don't matter son..and pneumonia's NOT very mystical. My uncle Arthur was a very keen bird watcher...and he died before he reached fifty...from lying on damp grass. Take a tip from me son. If its yer bent to watch stars, move into the country, and always carry a groundsheet round with you, or it's a safe bet, you'll have trouble before long, Something's bound to get you. If it's not rheumatism...it'll be lumbago. So you've got to look after yourself son. Have you always been a gardener?

PHIL: Well my dad was a florist, but I'm not really a gardener...I'm a...

CONSTABLE: Fuckin tea-leaf I bet!

PHIL: (GLARES AT CONSTABLE) No I'm not a thief...I'm a painter/ poet.

SERGEANT It's alright son. Send your girlfriend a poem...and some roses. That might do the trick. Women like to be pampered. Don't forget that, if you want to be happy in this world. Nip off home now, and get some rest. 

PHIL:  Thanks. It's a real relief meeting a civil copper. (WALKS OFF STAGE)

CONSTABLE:  I don't understand you Sarge. How d'you know he wasn't telling a pack of lies?

SERGEANT:  ‘Cause he showed no fear of you George!

                        (LIGHTS FADE)

                      ACT ONE SCENE SEVEN

EARLY MORNING. PHIL’S BEDROOM. DAWN. BIRDS CAN BE HEARD OUTSIDE THE WINDOW, THROUGH WHICH PHIL IS LOOKING. HE PACES UP AND DOWN, THEN THROWS HIMSELF ON THE BED. SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS COMING UP THE STAIRS. PHIL SITS UP. SOUND OF TAP RUNNING, THEN KETTLE BEING FILLED. PHIL DOESN’T MOVE. SOUND OF WALKING UP AND DOWN OUTSIDE. PAUSE. MEG OPENS THE DOOR. SHE LOOKS STUNNINGLY BEAUTIFUL, DRESSED IN VERY SEXY CLOTHES AND LARGE GYPSY EARRINGS.

MEG:
Coffee?

PHIL:
(STARES) Yes please. (SHE NODS,DISAPPEARS, AND IS HEARD SINGING)
MEG:
(WALKS IN WITH A CUP OF COFFEE AND HANDS IT TO PHIL) There’s no milk.

PHIL:
You look... good.

MEG:
(CONFIDENT) I feel good! How are you?

PHIL:
A bit shaken up.

MEG:
(MOVING TOWARDS THE DOOR) How come?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Isn’t it obvious? I’ve been dragged through a absence. That’s what it feels like.

MEG:
Isn't that what you said relationship is for?. To keep each other awake! I thought you thought clinging was a soul poison. What’s the point of attending an esoteric school, if you can’t BENEFIT from being SHOCKED? (SHE POINTS TO THE SLOGAN ON THE WALL) Perhaps you actually believe that ‘MASTERS' IS SACRED! (SHE TURNS SWIFTLY AND MOVES TO THE DOOR)
PHIL:
Where’ve you been?

MEG:
On... Hampstead Heath. (SHE GOES TO GO OUT)
PHIL:
What all night! Whatever for? What have you been doing?

MEG:
Making love! (SHE DISAPPEARS)
PHIL:
(SLUMPS BACK ONTO THE BED. LONG PAUSE) Meg!?!

MEG:
(DISTANT) Yes!?

PHIL:
What are you doing?

MEG:
Making my bed.

PHIL:
(LONG PAUSE. PHIL GETS UP AND PACES UP AND DOWN. STOPS, THEN NODS AND SMILES. WALKS TO THE DOOR. SHE’S IN BED READING IN THE NEXT ROOM) Meg!?

MEG:
Yes?

PHIL:
Thanks... for uncovering... my... hidden umbilical cord! (HE MOVES TOWARDS HER) 

lights fade

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE

PHIL IS PAINTING. IT’S AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE, NINE MONTHS LATER. SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS RUNNING UP THE STAIRS. MEG BURSTS IN, LOOKING VERY EXCITED, WEARING HER PALE BLUE PINAFORE DRESS. PHIL IS WEARING JEANS AND T-SHIRT.

MEG:
Guess what?

PHIL:
What? Bobby Kennedy’s killed Johnson?

MEG:
We’re going to have a baby! (PHIL STARES IN ASTONISHMENT)
PHIL:
My God! I wasn't expecting that!(HE WIPES HIS YELLOW, PAINT-SMEARED HANDS ONTO HIS FOREHEAD)
MEG:
(LOOKS CRESTFALLEN) You mean... you mean.. you’re not pleased? (CRIES. PHIL PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND HER)
PHIL:
Of course I'm pleased. I'm more than pleased...I’m glad! GLAD. I... feel, sort of staggered. It’s like... my life is...at last...becoming REAL!

MEG:
(TAKES A STEP BACK) Do you really mean that Phil? (HE NODS) Then why don’t you SHOW IT?

PHIL: Aren't I? (HE EMBRACES MEG) I’m sorry. I must seem very wooden...removed. It was just that... I had other things running through my mind. Like... that wild painter,Bill Major phoned up today and said we could have a whole floor in the house his patron has bought for artists. A whole floor, for two quid a week!

MEG:
(MOVES AWAY FROM PHIL AND SITS ON THE BED) Wow! What sort of house is it? Where is it?

PHIL:
Barons Court Road. I know the houses in that street very well. They're huge Victorian houses - large rooms with high ceilings and big bay widows on the ground floor. The whole street backs onto the District Line, between West Ken and Baron’s Court.

MEG:
I don’t like the idea of living next to the railway. It’ll be very noisy... especially for a baby.

PHIL:
(SITS ON THE BED BESIDE HER) Don’t worry. We can have a room each. I’ll take the one overlooking the lines. I really dig the sound of trains going by. You can have the huge front room with the bay widow, because Bill said we could have the ground floor. So how does that sound?

MEG:
It sounds brilliant. When can we move in?

PHIL:
A few weeks’ time... ALSO I met Paul Shelley at Chapel Market this morning, and he suggested that I open up a caff, in a shop which he’s just bought!

MEG:
What...give up your gardening job?

PHIL:
Yeah,...and Paul said I wouldn’t have to pay ANY rent, until I made a profit. I said I’d give it a bash. I’ll call it The Mingle...as a reference to my old Mingus Art Gallery.  It'll be like running Sam Widges again...but this time with no debts to pay off, and a lot to gain. Paul used to go in Sam Widges and he bought paintings from The Mingus. This is why he's made this offer to me!

MEG:  Think carefully Phil. Once my pregnancy develops, I'll have to give up teaching, and if you're giving up your job to run a caff...we'll be depending on imagined customers in a caff that doesn't exist yet! I mean you say your life is at last becoming real. Does this caff project really seem real to you? I mean we'll need a real income.

PHIL: Now you're sounding very wooden. I mean this is an amazing day.In one day we've been given a baby...a home ...and a business...and you're worried!
MEG: Sorry Phil. It is an amazing day. I'm going to have A BABY! And you've found a home for us...and you're going to run a successful business...and it's all come together in ONE MAGICAL MOVEMENT. We are blessed Phil.We are REALLY BLESSED.  (THEY EMBRACE)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO

THE MINGLE CAFÉ, ISLINGTON, NORTH LONDON. PHIL IS PACKING CUPS AND SAUCERS INTO A BOX. SOUND OF THUNDER AND LIGHTNING OUTSIDE. PAUL SHELLEY WALKS IN, SHAKING OUT HIS BROLLY. HE WEARS A WORN OUT, GREY HERRING-BONE SUIT. NEVERTHELESS, HE MANAGES A NONCHALANT ELEGANCE. PHIL IS DRESSED IN A WHITE BOILER SUIT. PAUL WEARS RIMLESS GLASSES, ARISTOCRATIC ACCENT.

PHIL:
Hi Paul, you must be sopping. Do you want to change your clothes?

PAUL:
I’m fine Phil. (SITS AT A TABLE) I’m sorry to hear about Meg’s bad luck. How is she?

PHIL:
(WALKS OVER TO THE COUNTER AND MAKES TWO TEAS) Well she’s being cared for OK, and at least has the opportunity to paint and write. The head doctor has tried to convince me that Meg's TB condition will be cleared up before the baby’s born, so we’re keeping our fingers crossed. Do you want milk and sugar?

PAUL:
Milk and one sugar, Phil. (PHIL BRINGS THE TEA OVER)
PHIL:
(CARRIES ON PACKING WHILST TALKING) So what are you up to?

PAUL:
(STARTS TO MAKE A JOINT) I’m at a bit of a loose end really. I’m toying with the notion of going off to Mongolia.

PHIL:
Mongolia! What would you go there for?

PAUL:
(SMILES) Well... it would make a change from this filthy weather we’ve been getting lately. I thought I’d teach English for a year or so.

PHIL:
You don’t mean to say that you speak Mongolian?

PAUL:
Phil, I speak Russian... which is more to the point!

PHIL:
(PAUSE) Of course, I think I'd forgotten that there’s a war going on, and they’ve got their finger in EVERY PIE. Well, it might be a VERY interesting place to hang out for a bit. There must be a hell of a lot of UFO activity in that part of the globe. Vast wide open spaces! Ideal for saucer landings.

PAUL:
Is this a confession Phil?  Are you telling me, that you actually believe in flying saucers?

PHIL:
I would say it’s a sign of madness to ignore the issue! It’s not a question of belief. I KNOW they EXIST!

PAUL:
(LIGHTS THE J) I think the rain’s easing off. Have you tried the towpath walking east from Camden Town?

PHIL:
No, why?

PAUL:
Unutterable magic. Try it early in the morning, on a fine day. (PAUSE) What convinced you?

PHIL:
The Rhodesian Air Force. In 1956, I saw six bright silver discs flying over Bulawayo in a V formation. They were absolutely silent, and moving incredibly fast. I phoned up the local air base near Bulawayo. Told me I’d seen geese, with phosphorous on their wings. They must think we’re completely stupid! (PAUL HANDS PHIL THE J)
PAUL:
Most people ARE completely stupid, you must know that!?

PHIL:
Because they want to be. They pretend to believe whatever they’re told, because they’re too shit scared to step out of line.

PAUL:
I suppose one could say that it’s convenient to stay asleep and not see what lies before us!

PHIL:
How true! You know about the Nazca lines in Peru?

PAUL:
Yes, very interesting.

PHIL:
My bet is, that it’s down to an extra-terrestrial visitation. There’s many artefacts around this globe which I would say could not have been constructed without an aerial view of the planet. Kids stuff to advanced civilisations from outer space!

PAUL:
You’re thinking of the round table I take it?

PHIL:
You mean the influence of the Masons? (PHIL LOOKS CONFUSED, AND PASSES BACK THE JOINT)
PAUL:
No, King Arthur’s Zodiac at Glastonbury which stretches across for miles! An exquisite piece of intricate landscaping. God, what a vile stench!

PHIL:
(JUMPS UP AS IF ELECTROCUTED) Jesus, it’s my socks! (RUSHES OUT THE BACK. SOUNDS OF CLATTERING. PAUL GETS UP AND WALKS BACK STAGE AS PHIL RETURNS) Burnt to a frazzle!!

PAUL:
(LAUGHS. PAUL SITS AT THE TABLE. PHIL REMEMBERS HE’S ‘SUPPOSED TO BE PACKING UP’ AND PLACES CUPS AND SAUCERS IN THE BOX) Yes, The Round Table refers to the landscape around Glastonbury, which has been shaped into specific forms representing the signs of the zodiac. A sign may occupy as much as a few square miles. Mind you, this doesn’t prove that the whole shooting match was constructed by spacemen... but it’s worth thinking about.

PHIL:
Sounds remarkable.

PAUL:
PHIL, have you removed your frazzled socks from the kitchen? The aroma is obnoxious and Jenny will be here soon.

PHIL:
Nothing left but cinders in the baking tin, which I’ve flung in the bin. Sorry. I’ll open another window. (DISAPPEARS. SOUND OF STRUGGLING. PAUL ROLLS ANOTHER JOINT. PHIL RETURNS AND STARTS PACKING) Who’s Jenny?

PAUL:
Babcary is the name of the village in the sign of Virgo - the Virgin carrying the baby. Somerton - Summer’s Town - is Leo, the sun sign.

PHIL:
How come you haven’t twigged that the architects were extra-terrestrials?

PAUL:
Don’t you know that magicians and witches have a reputation for being able to fly? Take the founder of Bath, who enjoyed the secret of being able to fly, on a lump of stone!!!

PHIL:
(STOPS PACKING) What? What a wonderful means of transportation. So that’s what it means to be stoned? (THEY BOTH LAUGH) Who’s Jenny?

PAUL:
(HISSES THE WORDS) A bit of a gangster woman, who thinks she can make a go of running the caff.

PHIL:
Oh! Well, I’m glad you’ve found someone to take it on.

PAUL:
I doubt if it will last long, she’s quite unpredictable, because like me, she's always stoned.

PHIL:
Stoned. Stones! Stonedhenge! Get this. Say there ARE beings, who can operate in dimensions we know nothing about, but who can also move fairly easily within our ‘reality’. (PAUL NODS) They discover that the effect of their presence on the human brain is DISASTROUS! You see, it appears that most humans CRACK UP when they come into contact with the space people. We project onto the perplexed aliens the compressed codswallop we’ve been bottling up for centuries!

PAUL:
You mean we believe that these chappies from beyond our ken are possessed of blazing red eyes, fierce talons, green scales, and a vampire mentality?

PHIL:
Exactly! I can only suppose that they find the human paranoia funny enough to warrant occasional visits... or perhaps some of them decided that we weren’t enjoying ourselves as much as one could, and so they set about to lift us OUT of our masochistic insanity.

PAUL:
(LIGHTS UP) Not bad.

PHIL:
So what did they discover was holding us down? Fear!

PAUL:
Fear of what?

PHIL:
The fear of being alive. The fear of replacing thought - with energy.

PAUL:
Give me an example?

PHIL:
In the brain. Now. Do you feel stoned?

PAUL:
I feel something.

PHIL:
Look, I can feel my brain right now, and feeling is thinking, but trying to verify the feeling of being alive deadens the soul. Fear is resistance, and this resistance to the flow of life causes the human brain to create all the rubbish it projects.

PAUL:
I know, human beings prefer to be dead, rather than become alive. Is that what you’re saying?

PHIL:
Look, I guess that the space people could see that the human brain resists any sharp increase in energy input, and that’s the hub of the dilemma. How can they contact us, if we refuse to allow our brain circuits to carry a higher voltage of energy?

PAUL:
Perhaps they could step down their output a bit!? (HANDS PHIL THE JOINT. HE’S STOPPED PACKING)
PHIL:
Yeah, but that wouldn’t help us to move out of the mire. No, I believe they tailor-made places like Stonehenge for the purpose of ‘acclimatising the human mind’ to a higher rate of vibration. Very, very gradually, the stones were charged up by electro-magnetic rays, issuing from the space-craft. The stones absorbed the energy and then radiated a lower, more amenable vibration for our brain to receive. The stones were treated as batteries, and transformers. A group of initiates, chosen as potential contactees, would frequently enter the circle, and become charged up by the stones.

PAUL:
I like it. A good grounding for being stoned. Perhaps it took seven years to reach a climax at the Summer Solstice, when the Earth’s Mercurial energies are most vibrant and inflamed. On that day, when the movement of the heavenly bodies was in perfect alignment with the extra-terrestrial purpose, the golden dome descended into the centre of the inner circle, and hovered quietly, a few inches above the silver blades of dancing grass. (PHIL HANDS PAUL THE J)
PHIL:
Terrific! You’re there. Now a warning. Anyone who encourages the public to look into the UFO phenomena has a pretty good chance of meeting some chilling characters. The ‘three men in black’ syndrome. Crazy, but true!

PAUL:
Sounds like paranoia.

PHIL:
It’s meant to sound like paranoia, so that your closest friend wouldn’t believe you. No, it goes deeper than that - so that you’re led to disbelieve your own experience!

PAUL:
They sound like the sort of guys one comes across in the field of military intelligence and counter-espionage.

PHIL:
I guess so. I think I’ve come across them myself. Cold and ruthless and yet, despite the fact they know how to terrify most people, they don’t seem to have twigged that a frightened human is not necessarily a co-operative person. Read ‘The Flying Saucer Conspiracy’ by Donald Keyhoe, and Al Bender’s ‘The Three Men in Black’. Riveting stuff!

PAUL:
(TAKES OUT HIS NOTEBOOK) I must be off. Could you write the titles down. My head’s a bit of a sieve. (HANDS NOTEBOOK TO PHIL, WHO WRITES DOWN TITLES) Well, there’s a depth to this flying saucer vision, which I was unaware of. Thanks a lot Phil. (THEY SHAKE HANDS. PAUL PICKS UP BROLLY AND WALKS TO THE DOOR) I’ve got the message, and the rain’s stopped! So... Mongolia - out! UFO investigation - begins! (WALKS OUT)
PHIL:
Good on you, Paul. Great! (STARTS SINGING ‘MONEY CAN’T BUY ME LOVE’, THEN WALKS OVER TO THE BAR AND PUTS ‘HARD DAY’S NIGHT’ ON THE RECORD PLAYER. JENNY WALKS IN. HE DOESN’T HEAR THE DOOR OPEN BUT TURNS WHEN HE HEARS HER HIGH HEELS WALK TOWARDS HIM. SHE’S CARRYING A CARDBOARD BOX, NODS TO HIM AND GOES INTO THE KITCHEN. A WOMAN IN HER THIRTIES. A WOMAN NOT A GIRL. LONG, LOOSE, VERY DARK HAIR, FALLING ONTO HER LONG BROWN FUR COAT. SHE EMERGES FROM THE KITCHEN, DROPS HER SHOULDER BAG ON THE COUNTER, OFFERS PHIL A FAG. SHE SPEAKS WITH COCKNEY ACCENT)
JENNY:
You finished then? Smoke?

PHIL:
Ta. (SHE LIGHTS HIS FAG. PHIL TURNS THE GRAM DOWN) Yeah. (HE PUTS THE LAST PLATE IN THE BOX) That’s it. All over. I’m Phil.

JENNY:
Jenny. (LIGHTLY LIPSTICKED LIPS AND PALE BLUE STOCKINGS)
PHIL:
Paul mentioned you. Said you were taking over?

JENNY:
(PACES UP AND DOWN) That’s right! Why d’ya pack it in?

PHIL:
(LEANS AGAINST THE COUNTER) I couldn’t really get into it. I’ve been through it all before. (SHE WALKS TO DOOR AND TURNS THE LOCK)
JENNY:
If you’ve been through it all before, there must be something wrong with your life!

PHIL:
I suppose so. You mean if you repeat, there’s something one hasn’t understood?

JENNY:
(TURNS HER BACK TO PHIL AND LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW) What’s your game?

PHIL:
What d’ya mean?

JENNY:
Why are you pretending that you’re INNOCENT? It’s a crappy game and it’ll keep you in the fourth division. Wear your scars as medals - and stop talking in that smooth fake voice!

PHIL:
Fucking hell! What’s the name of your game then?

JENNY:
(SHE SWINGS ROUND AND WALKS ACROSS THE FLOOR LIKE A MODEL SHOWING OFF HER FUR COAT) Truth, darling. Ever heard of it?

PHIL:
Yeah, I try to be truthful.

JENNY:
To be truthful, you don’t need to try! (SHE PICKS UP A WASHING-UP MOP AND WAVES IT AT PHIL, AS IF IT WAS A WAND, OR A SCEPTRE) Stop BULLSHITTING! I’m sick of fellas like you. Nice chat, covering up an ‘ole as deep as a mine shaft.(PAUSE) I fancy you. Why couldn’t you say that? (BANG, BANG, BANG ON THE DOOR) For fuck’s sake! Hide out the back. The cunt outside’s a maniac! (PHIL RUNS OUT THE BACK. JENNY MOVES TO THE DOOR)
LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO, SCENE THREEtc  \l 1 "ACT TWO, SCENE THREE"
THREE HOURS LATER. JENNY'S FLAT, ABOVE HER HAIRDRESSER'S SHOP IN LEYTONSTONE, EAST LONDON.  THEY'RE IN THE BATHROOM. SHE'S RUNNING THE WATER IN THE BATH, AS PHIL PISSES. SHE THROWS BATH SALTS IN. THE BATHROOM IS VERY ‘OLD WORLDLY'. CHINA SEAGULLS ON THE WALLS.

PHIL:
Are you having a bath? (HE PULLS THE CHAIN) 

JENNY:
It's for you.

PHIL:
(LOOKS SURPRISED) Really? Why?

JENNY:
Because you NEED a bath. Do you want to sleep with me?

PHIL:
(NODS) Yes.

JENNY:
Then you must come to me, clean and pure! (SHE WALKS OUT AS PHIL STARTS UNDRESSING, AND RETURNS AS HE GINGERLY GETS INTO THE HOT BATH. SHE WALKS IN WITH TWO CUPS OF COFFEE, PUTS ONE CUP BESIDE PHIL AND SITS ON THE LOO) 

PHIL:
So what happened to you on the Heath?

JENNY:
(SIPPING COFFEE) Don't you know?

PHIL:
Not really... Suddenly you seemed to go stiff as a board. I felt frozen and lost... and...

JENNY:
(SHE GETS UP, PICKS UP A SCRUBBING BRUSH AND STARTS TO SCRUB PHIL’S BACK) Don't you know where I was?

PHIL:
Not really. No! (PHIL MAKES GASPING SOUNDS DUE TO HER SCRUBBING) 

JENNY:
I was somewhere else. Don't you know what I mean?

PHIL:
I'm not sure.

JENNY:
I don't understand you. You were going on about flying saucers on the way up to the Heath weren't you?

PHIL:
You mean you saw ONE!

JENNY:
Look, what do you fink they are? Lumps of metal whizzing about?

PHIL:
Perhaps some of them are like that. I know a farmer who saw one with portholes.

JENNY:
(SITS BACK ON THE LOO) Your trouble is you've tried to learn about life from books! It'll never work! You can't put life in a book. I'm lucky. I've got a friend, a little old lady. A spirit lady. I first met her next door in the bedroom. She came into the room when I was asleep and put the bedside lamp on. Gradually I got to know her and she gave me lots of advice on what to do with my life. Any time I needed help, she told me how I could call on her. One day, I called her on 'ampstead 'eath, near where we were sitting. Suddenly I felt a wind whirling round me! It got faster and FASTER. (SHE STANDS UP AND STARTS TAKING  HER CLOTHES OFF, AS PHIL GETS OUT OF THE BATH AND STARTS DRYING) The next fing - I find meself inside this beautiful spaceship... and it was in exactly the same place as I was sitting! And...that's where I was on the 'eath just now.

PHIL:
Difficult to understand.

JENNY:
I didn't try! The old lady was there and she told me what I needed to know.

PHIL:
What's it like inside?

JENNY:
Very warm. Quiet. Flowers giving out a beautiful perfume. Lovely carpets... and, in the background, very gentle music. The old lady looked young and gorgeous.

PHIL:
It sounds incredible. (JENNY NOW UNDRESSED, GETS INTO THE BATH. PHIL STARTS SCRUBBING HER BACK) 
JENNY:
You see, you don't know. It's actually quite ordinary. Your ideas ain't no use to ya, if ya don't know how to live inside them. Don't ya know, you gotta love your ‘double' before you can fly inside?

PHIL:
What does that mean? Did you say ‘love' or ‘lose'?

JENNY:
Look! STOP (PHIL STOPS SCRUBBING) ... trying to start from the MIDDLE!! Right!? (PHIL NODS) You've got to Begin at the bottom! (PHIL SCRUBS LOWER DOWN) I ain't saying NO MORE!

LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 
ACT TWO, SCENE FOURtc  \l 1 "ACT TWO, SCENE FOUR"
BARON'S COURT ROAD, WEST LONDON, 1964. PHIL'S STUDIO. HE'S PAINTING A LARGE ‘HARD-EDGE' ABSTRACT PAINTING. RING OF DOORBELL. GOES OUT AND RE-APPEARS WITH DOMINIC, WHO CHANGED HIS NAME TO PETER WHEN HE JOINED ‘THE SCHOOL'.PETER HAS GIVEN UP WRITING AND DANCING AND SEEMS RATHER AIMLESS. PHIL GETS BACK INTO PAINTING AND PETER PACES UP AND DOWN. PETER TENDS TO TALK IN AN EXAGGERATED FASHION CHANGING HIS VOICE A LOT.

PETER:
(LOOKING AROUND AT PHIL'S PAINTINGS) So.. you zink you really are ze... artiste eh? (PAUSE) And... how is your lady Meg? (PHIL TURNS FROM THE PAINTING, LOOKS AT PETER, AND THEN GOES BACK TO PAINTING. PETER WALKS UP TO HIM AND PUTS HIS ARM AROUND HIM) What ze matter man? What ze matter?

PHIL:
(PUTS HIS PAINT BRUSH DOWN AND PATS PETER ON THE SHOULDER) Look Peter, I've got a lot piled up on my plate. Meg's sort of OK, but we're being FORCED into an official trap by the hospital authorities. Unless we get married first - (PACES UP AND DOWN) they won't let us be together, at the time of the birth. Meg's at last agreed to it, but I find this sort of pressure REVOLTING. Meg's head's getting electric... because of it all... and I'm beginning to think I should do it for the baby! Fuck it man, it goes on and on and on! (STOPS AS PETER STARTS PACING) Anyway... let's get into something a bit more elevating!

PETER:
You mean... get HIGH?!

PHIL:
That's right man. Dissolve all the problems.

PETER:
(STOPS PACING) I've got no problems man! No problems. I am ze free man! (DANCES ABOUT WITH A WALKING STICK HE FINDS IN THE STUDIO) 

PHIL:
Well, that's really far out, just the right state to speed into the HEART of life's mystery.(PHIL GETS A SMALL BOTTLE OFF A SHELF)  Here, close your eyes, and open your mouth! (PETER DOES AND PHIL USING AN EYE DROPPER, DROPS A FEW DROPS OF L.S.D.ONTO PETER’S TONGUE AND DOES THE SAME FOR HIMSELF. REPLACES BOTTLE ON SHELF) 

PETER:
Vat eez it man? Vat eez it?

PHIL:
You'll see. They call it ACID in the states.

PETER:
(SHOCKED) ACID?

PHIL:
You've heard of it?

PETER:
You mean LSD.

PHIL:
Yes man, lysergic acid.

PETER:
Lysergic ACID! Lysergic ACID twenty five! Man! You're not kidding?

PHIL:
Come on man, relax. You said you had NO problems. (PETER PACES UP AND DOWN. PHIL SITS IN HIS SWIVEL CHAIR) 

PETER:
Acid! Was that really ZE ACID man? You know what I mean? ... I mean... was it REALLY... REALLY... REALLY ACID you've put in my mouth? ... Was it REALLY... (GOES TO MIRROR AND SPEAKS) LSD?

PHIL:
Sure. You know it was. Is. Come on man, it's a very special sacrament. Don't waste it.Let's sit quietly for a bit until it starts working. 

                           LIGHTS FADE

                                TEN SECONDS

                                  LIGHTS ON but BRIGHTER

PETER:
Man... what are you trying to do to me? ... Is it? ... Is it? ... working on me already? How do you know that I'll make it?

PHIL:
Just be TRUTHFUL... that's all!

PETER:
TRUTHFUL?!!? (FALLS TO THE FLOOR ON THE CARPET) You mean I've got to really FACE IT!? FACE THE FACT THAT LIFE IS REAL? THAT GOD IS REAL? THAT I AM REAL? (PAUSE) I can't TAKE IT! (CLUTCHES AT PHIL’S ANKLES. PETER’S FACE SEEMS TO BE A MASS OF SPARKLING DIAMONDS) Am I really PETER? Or am I still DOMINIC? I mean if I really am PETER did I REALLY BETRAY YOU? Oh listen to me JESUS... is it TRUE?

PHIL:
It's as true... as you make it man! Why don't you stop all this splashing about in the word-shallows, and really JUMP. Do you want to enter ETERNITY, or not?

PETER:
ETERNITEEEEEEEEEEEEEE?!?!?!?!?! Look man, I've just taken some lysergic acid... and... I'm out of my skull man! I'm completely off the wall!! and I don't know who I AM?
PHIL:
(SORT OF WHISPERS) I KNOW. We're being blown out of our cockpits. Now we gotta defy gravity! We gotta become high fliers man. High FLIERS!

PETER:
(JUMPS UP, TOTAL CHANGE OF MOOD) Who said I was out of my mind? That's not ME! I'm not out of my mind! I'm fine, fine. FINE. FINE? VAT IST FINE? THIN? Am I thin? Too THIN? EAT? Must I EAT? Ya? (TRIES TO JAM AN UNPEELED BANANA DOWN HIS THROAT. IT SPLATTERS ALL OVER HIS GOB) You see... I am ze artist. Ze mad artist. Ze mad WILD ARTISTE, who loves ze woman! Ah I love ze life with ze beautiful women! I love ze woman... (DROPS HIS TROUSERS) because I am ze woman. I am ze woman... who loves to have ze big prick! I like to piss through it... like zis! (PISSES OVER THE FLOOR) 

PHIL:
Stop it! Jesus man... you should wear nappies!

PETER:
I love the smell of a nice warm wet nappy, darling. Yes, I'm a naughty little boy, daddy. Don't get CROSS, DADDY. It was a pretty little wee wee rainbow.

PHIL:
You're acting like a CUNT.

PETER:
I am a CUNT, darling. A cosmic cunt, darling. I am God's whore! He is fucking me with his intelligence. I am God's intelligence! I have forced a gap through your procession of time. I have invented LSD, so that we can recognises ourselves... because I am you... and you are ME... and WE will not listen to the hissing of these sinister snakes... I piss on them!! Ah, they do not like it... Jesus Phil! These serpents want to KILL ME! Kill me because I betrayed you! I had to do it Phil! Christ man! The whole fucking room going... The walls have dissolved!!! We're in the Pacific Ocean man! These serpents... they're going to KILL ME man... cause I pissed on them... cause I'm a cosmic GANGSTER. (CHANGE OF TONE) I'm a hit man for the cosmic mafia! Earth branch. I control everything with my superior penis!!

PHIL:
Relax man. (FINDS IT DIFFICULT TO SPEAK) Why can't you be STILL for a minute? What are you afraid of?

PETER:
I'm afraid of myself. Because I'm INSANE! IN SANE! Do you know where SANE is? Sane is inside GOD. But I am God, and I've become INSANE. Let me look into your insane eyes, and see if you're on my side - or on God's insane side?

PHIL:
I thought you were God!

PETER:
(LAUGHS) So I tricked you, eh? I am ze devil, but I call myself God, so everyone will worship me, because people like FUN, and you can only have fun... by being the devil! God has become so boring man! His taste in music's out of date. You gotta swing man. SWING! (CLICKS HIS FINGERS) 

PHIL:
You're not SWINGING, man! You're just wrapping... up your fear with convoluted talk!

PETER:
Ah... I see... you want me to stop convoluting? You want me to be still? But I can't STOP TALKING... I don't like being still... it reminds me that I'm the devil... but I want to be God. I want to be good! I want to stop torturing the people on this planet... but I CAN'T... because I LIKE IT TOO MUCH! Listen man, what are you MAKING ME SAY? That's not PETER saying this!

PHIL:
Oh yes it is! Now LISTEN, before you speak!

PETER:
But can't I enjoy myself?

PHIL:
Apparently not!

PETER:
Ah, you are velly quick sir! Velly still, and velly wise. Yes, velly good man. A poet-man. Yes, may I read some of your poetry sir? 

PHIL:
You've read my poems before, and you didn't know what they were about... so it's a waste of time you looking at them!

PETER:
I was trying to not understand, on purpose. I was too JEALOUS of you. I wanted to be a poet, too. Please let me read a sample of your verse, sir! (PHIL SLOWLY HANDS HIM A SHEET OF PAPER. PETER READS IT OUT, LOUD AND DRAMATIC) I do not know, how to slake, the stale, sleeping streets! Respectable atrocities, are refashioned, in the shadows of the splintered skull. The oasis is drained and sold! The spitting snake, is dressed up for hire. I wait! I wait! The betrayed are hiding in the creases of your memory! Listen man, I can't take all that! I can't take the pain. I want to get out of it. Why can't you sing? You gotta get past this antique pain, man!  You're clinging to the past! You're tied up in words! You gotta learn to razzle-dazzle,man! Skip and trip down the lanes. And become innocent as a child again.

PHIL:
I wish you'd just use your eyes, instead of your tongue.

PETER:
But my eyes are the eyes of madman! All I can see is tropical beaches crowded with randy naked women!  Yes they are all naked lying asleep in deckchairs. Whilst out at sea, is the ghost of a schooner. I copied that from Magritte. Because I'm second hand. Because I'm always lying! Because I'm afraid to be real.

PHIL:
Yeah, well, I'll tell you what I'm going to do... I'm going down to the river. I'm getting bored with your insanity.

PETER:
I'm bored with it too man! I'm so bored with it I've become straight. I'm a queer square man. Oh look I can't stop! Don't leave me. Don't go to the river! I know I betrayed you! I know I let you down. (FALLS ONTO KNEES) Don't leave me alone! I am Pedro the fisherman, and I'm afraid of the sunset. (HE JUMPS UP) So you want to go to ze river! The river is feminine, ya?  The river calls ‘you'? Maybe it calls me too. I go with you.

PHIL:
OK. You come with me,but no talking, huh?

PETER:
No more ze talking. (THEY GO OUT) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE
PETER AND PHIL WALK INTO PHIL'S STUDIO. PHIL WALKS IN VERY SLOWLY, ALMOST AS IF HE'S LEARNING TO WALK IN SLIGHTLY TAI CHI STYLE. PETER HAS WALKING STICK AND TRILBY HAT ON. HE BEHAVES IN A VERY JOLLY FASHION.

PETER:
It's alright man. It's alright. ALRIGHT... No it can't be ALL RIGHT, it must be LEFT as well. What is left man? What is left for man? What has man left? What is the left man? Perhaps I am ze left man, who says he's all right man. No, but God has no left or right, so how can I sit on the right hand side of God? (KNOCK ON DOOR) 

PHIL:
(FRIGHTENED) Who's that?

PETER:
It is the right, looking for what's left?  If I'm right I will see. Let me see if I'm right? 

PHIL: DOMINIC! SHUT UP! (PETER BOWS AND OPENS THE DOOR)

JENNY  (JENNY WALKS IN, LOOKING GYPSYISH WITH LOTS OF BRACELETS, EARRINGS, COLOURED SKIRT AND BLOUSE) (WALKS PAST PETER, AND STARES AT PHIL STANDING RIGID IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM) Phil? Phil, are you alright?

PETER:
We are not all right here. We are dead right here. We've been left. Alone. Left over from the flow. You are lovely. Do you like me? What are you doing? We're lost. Hello.

JENNY:
(PHIL STARES AT HER) Phil what’s going on? 

PHIL:
(WHISPERS) I don't know. I... don't know who I am. The river Styx... the river... took my soul...LOOK! I'm not here.  Who are you?

JENNY:
(SOFT VOICE) Jenny... a good down to earth friend of yours. (SHE MOVES TOWARDS HIM, HE CLINGS TO HER) 

PHIL:
I'm dying Jenny. Dying. (COLLAPSES TO THE FLOOR, SHE KNEELS DOWN BESIDE HIM. PETER KEEPS PUTTING HIS HAT ON AND OFF, IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR) Jenny! JENNY! (INTENSE STROBE EFFECT) Dominic! Get... Meg... Quick! Before it's too LATE. QUICK!

PETER:
Where do I go man? Stop panicking. You're alright. It's just your EGO MAN! Just your ego!

JENNY:
Do what he says, and stop showing off.

PETER:
Yes ma'am. I'll phone the Fulham TB hospital ma'am.Right away ma'am

PHIL:
Quick! Quick! Get... Meg!

PETER:
OK, man! OK. It's just a bad trip man! Just a bad trip but I'll go. (RUNS OUT OF ROOM) 

JENNY:
Phil,you'll be OK. You'll pull through. You're strong. (THE STROBE STOPS) Phil,It's alright! Alright! Come on, look at me. Come on! Come on! (PHIL OPENS HIS EYES, THEN CLOSES THEM AGAIN) 
PHIL:
I can't. The meaning of my life has gone! Gone! (STARTS TO CRY) 

JENNY:
No, it's the rubbish that's gone. The stuff you got from others. Now you can start at the bottom.It's good to cry. It helps you to grow in reality. I love crying.

PHIL:
Who are you? You're so real!

JENNY:
I'm lucky... cos I got no fear. Lucky. (PETER RUSHES BACK IN) 

PETER:
I couldn't get hold of Meg, man! They wouldn't let me talk to her... you OK now?

PHIL:
Yeah...I'm over the hump...thanks to the healing warmth coming from this Goddess...and you. Come here Peter... you're fucking amazing...and beautiful!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SIX
DR BENTLY'S OFFICE. PHIL WALKING UP AND DOWN, DR BENTLY IN AN ARMCHAIR.

PHIL:
I can't go on with it.

DR B:
I can see that you've had a cosmic shock!

PHIL:
That's what I mean. You know all the answers... in words... but have you ever actually fallen into the VOID? Just even a few minutes without your self. It's bloody difficult... AND RAW! There's something WRONG with this school, Doctor! It's too tame here. It encourages a caricature of the real event. The real is terrifying! You need such guts to get through...

DR B:
Guts in Ragas Phil. This school aims at cultivating Sattva.

PHIL:
What you say sounds alright, but I FEEL it's got more to do with tribal affinities. I've got to bring the work to my own people. I'm not sure how to do this, but if I live in a real way, perhaps the work will come to me.

DR B:
Perhaps... depends on what you mean by ‘real'. (LIGHTS HIS PIPE) 

PHIL:
Something to do with rawness. I can't stand the mathematical politeness of life in well ordered rooms. ROOMS! ROOMS! I feel ‘the work' has to be outside - under the stars. The fresh WINDS. An engagement with the elements.

DR B:
Sounds to me as if you should get out of London.

PHIL:
Exactly, and I will...somehow...once Meg has had the baby.

DR B:
How is she?

PHIL:
THe hospital is 90% sure the T.B. has gone...but she won't be able to breast feed. I'm going to look after the baby, for the first six weeks...until they're 100% sure Meg is no longer infectious.

DR B:
Well you'll certainly learn something from being a mother.  Will you be with Meg at the birth? 

PHIL:
Yep, but The Royal Free Hospital has insisted we've got to be officially MARRIED.I'm going to help deliver the baby by the New Childbirth Method.
DR B:
Yes well, do remember that women are particularly sensitive when they're pregnant. Don't hurt Meg with your social indifference.

PHIL:
OK Doctor, I've got to go.

DR B:
(STANDS UP AND SHAKES PHIL’S HAND) Well, Phil, I'm sorry that you're leaving us. Nevertheless, I think you're right about the physical school being too dull for you. It doesn't really cater for poets. So... all the best... and remember... I'll always be pleased to discuss things that matter with you... and don't forget to...(HE STARTS TO SHAKE) shake... morning and NIGHT. (PHIL LAUGHS AS THEY BOTH SHAKE) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SEVEN
THE REGISTRY OFFICE IN FULHAM. PHIL, MEG, JENNY AND PETER WALK OUT. PHIL IS DRESSED IN BAGGY TROUSERS AND SWEATER, LONG HAIR. MEG IS EIGHT AND A HALF MONTHS PREGNANT, WEARING AN OVERCOAT. PETER AND JENNY ARE BOTH SMART. PHIL HAS FED-UP EXPRESSION AND WALKS IN FRONT OF THE OTHERS, HANDS IN POCKETS. THEY ALL GO INTO A RESTAURANT TOGETHER. PHIL REMAINS STANDING, AS THE OTHERS SIT DOWN. A VERY STRAINED ATMOSPHERE.

PETER:
(EXAGGERATED VOICE) Philip! Hey man. (PETER GETS UP AND PATS PHIL ON THE BACK AND PUTS ARM AROUND HIS SHOULDER) It's not that bad.

PHIL:
(LOOKING VERY BLAND) It's such a drag, having to put oneself through a stupid ceremony like that. I feel that I've surrendered to the mind-set of the Government! So grey and dreary, and all because white and dreary doctors have the RIGHT to say (LOOKING AT MEG) who you can have with you, when you have your baby!

MEG:
(LOOKING UPSET) Can't you sit down Phil, and stop making a scene. We've done it because of our baby and not my baby!

PHIL:
I know it's OUR baby - you can get pulled into hell by the most innocent looking bait.

JENNY:
Phil, sit down!

PHIL:
Why does everyone want me to sit down? I tell you why, because it embarrasses you all that I'm sick of this whole... (PULLS OUT MARRIAGE CERTIFICATE, RIPS IT UP AND THROWS THE PIECES IN THE AIR) game of ‘pretending to be straight'. (THE WAITER COMES UP TO THE TABLE AND LOOKS PERPLEXED, GLANCES AT PHIL, THEN AT THE OTHERS AND THEN AT THE PIECES OF PAPER) I'm not straight and I'll NEVER...

WAITER:
(TO EVERYONE ) And what have we got here?

PETER: It's a little wedding celebration.

WAITER: Well, well, well. Three holes as my Polish mother used to say.(TO PHIL) And you Sir, are you eating?

PHIL:
No, I'm being eaten, and I'm not sir. I'm pissed off.

WAITER:
Now, sit down my friend,and relax, and have a nice ice cold drink. (PHIL SITS DOWN AND SULKS) Now what can I get you happy little bunch? (PASSES A MENU. PHIL GETS UP AND STARTS TO PICK UP THE PIECES OF THE MARRIAGE CERTIFICATE) Well sir, what did you learn from that?

PHIL:
(LOOKS SURPRISED) From what?

WAITER:
From making a MESS, and then having to clean it up.

PHIL:
That I've got no free will. That I'm trapped in cause and effect?

WAITER:
Well try to be the cause for other people to be glad to be alive my friend, then you'd see how lucky you are, and then, you'd have the will to celebrate, rather than complain. So come on, how about a nice bottle of champagne to cheer you all up!

ALL:
RIGHT ON!                 LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE EIGHT
THE LARGE ROOM IN BARON'S COURT. QUITE BARE BUT TASTEFUL. SOME LARGE ABSTRACT PAINTINGS ON THE WALLS. LARGE BAY WINDOWS. A CRADLE IN THE CORNER. A TABLE WITH FEEDING BOTTLES, JUG, TINS OF MILK POWDER, ETC. PHIL IS SAT ON A STRAIGHT BACK CHAIR, FEEDING THE BABY FROM A BOTTLE. THERE IS A RECORD ON, OF JANACEK'S SECOND STRING QUARTET, PLAYING QUIETLY. THERE'S A TAPPING ON THE WINDOW. PHIL GETS UP, AND CARRIES THE BABY TO THE WINDOW, WHILST STILL FEEDING. MEG GESTURES ‘IS SHE ALRIGHT?' PHIL NODS.

ACT TWO, SCENE NINE
THE SECOND FLOOR DOWN-UNDER OLYMPIA (‘THE HALLS OF HELL') IN EARLS COURT, WEST LONDON. A ROW OF WOODEN BENCHES IN A CORRIDOR PAINTED A SICKLY GREEN, PAINT PEELING. LOADS OF SICK LOOKING MEN AND WOMEN SAT ON THE BENCHES DRINKING TEA FROM METAL MUGS (LIKE A SCENE FROM 18TH CENTURY BEDLAM). THEY ALL WEAR ILL FITTING FILTHY APRONS. PHIL SQUEEZES IN BETWEEN A TRAMP AND A CROSS-EYED MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. (IT'S LIKE A SCENE FROM SAM WIDGES WHICH HAS BEEN STRUCK BY AN EVIL RAY, REDUCING THE ENERGETIC ‘JAZZ SCENE' TO A SLIGHTLY WARMED UP ‘MADAME TUSSAUDS' CHAMBER OF HORROR!!)

PHIL:
(HOLDING HIS METAL MUG OF TEA AND A PIECE OF BREAD AND MARG) Come on! There's room for one there. Come on! Thank you. Man what a dive. I thought it'd be fun washing up at Olympia.

TRAMP:
(SCOTS ACCENT. A BIT LIKE KING DAVID IN APPEARANCE, BUT NOT SO NOBLE IN MANNER. LONG STRAGGLY HAIR, BEARD, ABOUT 40, I.E. 10 YEARS YOUNGER THAN KING DAVID. GRUFF VOICE) You thought it'd be what?

PHIL:
Fun!

TRAMP:
Who ever told you being in hell would be fun!?

PHIL:
I didn't know I was in hell.

TRAMP:
I said who told you it would be fun in this place?

PHIL:
I just...

TRAMP:
JUST? JUST!? There's NO justice in the vale of Desolation... (EVERY SYLLABLE SPELT OUT) Brother! That's why we're here!

PHIL:
(SHAKES HEAD, BEWILDERED) OK! OK! OK! So... what's the score?

TRAMP:
Come off it!

PHIL:
What d'ya mean?

TRAMP:
Listen, Bamboozled Brother! (LEANS OVER TO PHIL) Time to WAKE UP! (KNOCKS ON PHIL’S SKULL.  PAUSE) 

PHIL:
(SHAKES HIS HEAD AND SLOWLY SMILES) Thanks... brother.

TRAMP:
OK, you've been worked on! Listen! When she came down here who did she meet?

PHIL:
Fuck me... I...

TRAMP:
(CUTS IN) Exactly! She met ‘FUCK ME!' Fuck me, one of the BIG MONKEY MAMAS. The Boss MAMA MONKEY... just at that point when MAMA's got a funny feeling that she wants something... NEW.

So she... Aleesha, the Space Fuck-Queen from Goramond, saw the opportunity for a good deal. She whipped out her magick dildo-wand, and gave good old Eve a merciless dildo-fuck, which opened up her imagination. Yes she did, and the thing was, because Eve was making such a song and dance of it... loads of the monkey tribe came to watch... and who's here but BIG NOB! ... And that's who Aleesha's looking for... Eve was only Bait... mate...

So then our father, Big Nob, is steered by our Queen from Outer Space, into her hungry womb. All the monkeys watched the act... riveted. Mama was used to seeing Big Nob goose her sister monkeys... it was like watching him eat a banana... but this was different! And she was AWARE it was different because she was AWAKE. She'd come to her happy senses. Yes! So she's seeing Big Nob give Aleesha a real splashing... and Aleesha is NO monkey. Aleesha is a Cat Queen. Black, sleek and precious. Mama understands something NEW is happening. And how! SETO, Aleesha's partner, appears and overpowers Mama... No bother... and... so at the same time we get Aleesha from some other galaxy being serviced by Big Nob... whilst Monkey Mama is now being introduced to our Sky Dad's will. So mate, there's the lines. Mama's line, starting with Seto's offspring. Aleesha's line from being fucked by Big Nob. And the line from the mix of the two new lines.

Now, Aleesha's line don't live on Earth. They serve Aleesha and Seto's civilisation on Goramond. You and I come from the mix of those two lines... But the products of the pure  lines are still around.

PHIL:
Where? And what are they doing?

TRAMP:
Keeping us here... under surveillance. Look mate, you're here because you made the same mistake as me last time you got clobbered and croaked, right?

PHIL:
I don't remember.

TRAMP:
Cos you haven't wanted to, cos you don't want to face the fact that you're a twat and got tricked yet again and gave away all your goodies to all them psychic fascists dressed up as foxes and hawks and eagles and dogs. Got it?

PHIL:
No, not really.

TRAMP:
Look at me. Look at me! I said LOOK AT ME! I'm a wreck. No sails. No fucking rudder. Just a pair of these fucking paddles (SHOWS EXTREMELY CLEAN HANDS) which only just gets me enough scoff...to fuel the engine. What CRAP!. If I'm a canoe I don't ‘ave a fucking engine! And I'm saying crap like this ‘coz I'm up the fucking creek! Yeah...cos when I dropped...splat...finished...last time - CLUNK! Dead! Ya with it? Yeah? When I dropped...Finished... I thought... yes... get it... I thought - thank God! It's over! I was wrong... AGAIN! It weren't over at all! No way. I was thinking! Right?!? Thinking. Thinking - thank God ! It's over! So I got up, yep! I got up and didn't notice I'd left my shadow behind!

PHIL:
You mean your body is a shadow?

TRAMP:
That's right. That's obvious when you're awake. But somehow I wasn't awake. I was dazed... perplexed and NEXT I'm walking up this corridor, which is throwing out a bright light from an open door on the right. Attracted by the light, I walk straight in... to the dock! That's what happens. Next there's a film of my life projected above the dog-headed judge sitting on a throne opposite me...and every now and then, there's horrible shouting from the gallery as we all see these atrocious things it looked like I'd done during my life. But they were all fabricated lies mate. Coz they splice in crimes, into the recording of your real life. Get ACTORS dressed up to look like oneself to perform bestial unnameables... in the belief that you or me... that is the twat in the dock - is going to confess and beg for mercy... and they're fucking well RIGHT! I did it and YOU did it. We said please, please give us another chance. What cunts we are. We begged for mercy from those dead power freaks... those moronic masons who are as dry as dust without a grain of humour... who are all EYES and nothing else. There I was... an open bag - and they just filled me up with their fucking trash. And like you, I said I would be ‘good boy' if they gave me another chance. I'd live the life - any life - rather than be thrown to the... (TRAMP POINTS DOWN) sharks rearing out of the black water at the bottom of the chute, which starts to appear as the wooden floor under your feet, starts to disappear. The sharks are like a mile below and you can hear swishing...and feel the black water gloating as you cling to the sides of the dock and look pleadingly at that horrible dog-faced judge. That's why you screamed, begged, ‘give me another chance!' And that's how you arrived here... screaming from your mummy's pussy. The fear of those SHARKS! They're sharks. The whole court scene is Fucking Fake. Next time. Listen... brother... Next time, when you find yerself walking up that corridor towards that well-lit open door... DON'T WALK IN. Look to your left and you'll see there's another short passage with a door closed. Turn left at the lit one - don't even glimpse in - but swiftly go down that pearly-lit corridor and knock on that door.

PHIL:
Yeah, what happens then?

TRAMP:
I don't know. I haven't done it have I cunt?

PHIL:
Well how d'you know it's going to be an improvement on...

TRAMP:
This!?  Listen Thomas, I've had enough of this verdict. I'm pretty sure I can remember a scent... a rare perfume... a certain flavour coming from the door to the left... which I ignored last time... but it was BEAUTIFUL, and NEXT time, I'm going to follow my NOSE.

LIGHTS OFF

ACT TWO, SCENE TEN
MEG'S ROOM. MEG IS FEEDING THE BABY FROM A BOTTLE, WEARING A HOSPITAL MASK. PHIL WALKS IN AND GIVES HER A HUG AND KISS. HE MAKES SOME TEA ON A GAS RING. SHE PUTS THE BABY IN THE CRADLE. HE GIVES HER A CUP OF TEA.

MEG:
How did it go?

PHIL:
It's a nightmare. It's like being mentally tortured in the Halls of Hell. Talk about endless corridors. People are either completely loony or like lumps of dead wood. I'd thought a simple little task, like washing up at Olympia..! Forget it!

MEG:
(WORRIED) What do you mean?

PHIL:
I mean I'm not going back there for anything!

MEG:
Listen Phil, you've got a responsibility now. Look! A wife and baby. You can't not support us.

PHIL:
Meg! Listen, I'm an artist, a poet. I live by faith, that's not the same as belief.

MEG:
Look Phil, Sarah needs...

PHIL:
Meg, you're trying to redirect my life. I'm trying to live by faith. Faith in feeling. To live by the truth of what I feel. To do that you've got to get off the wheel of conclusions. Do you understand?

MEG:
(CRYING) You don't really care about us, do you? What about my feelings?

PHIL:
God, you're making it difficult Meg! Feeling is different than ‘feelings'. Feeling is contact, and it is not divided up into one feeling and another. Listen Meg - imagine that feeling is the ocean. This ocean is self-aware - that is, it doesn't NEED something to touch it, in order for it to know that it exists.

MEG:
I can't understand what you're talking about.

PHIL:
(PLEADING VOICE) Meg, please concentrate. Don't you understand that the 'art of concentration', in itself, liberates? Look. Feeling. Right? Feeling as a multi-dimensional field of being, like an ocean. Now this ocean is aware that it exists, without NEEDING something other than itself, to touch it, to make it self-aware. OK. It's like being in pitch darkness, and knowing you exist, because you are. Now, on the surface of this ‘ocean' is a network of conclusions. These conclusions are like icebergs - which crash into each other, etc, etc.

MEG:
What's the point of all this?

PHIL:
Meg - this is the point. If you think that ‘a rough sea is anger' and a ‘calm sea is love' you'll end up thinking that ‘rough' and ‘calm' are independent states, separate from the sea, so that when it's rough, you'll think you've lost the ‘sea' and when it's calm, you've found the ‘sea'. But the point is - it's always the ‘sea', whatever states it's in. Now, I am the sea.

MEG:
What do you mean, you ‘are the sea'?

PHIL:
I am the sea. You are the sea. The sea is feeling. Feeling is life. The whole process of becoming enlightened, is a case of understanding the grammar of action; in the light of deepening understanding. I said grammar, because basically, all fuck-ups are caused by grammatical mistakes - that is, by WRONG IDENTIFICATIONS. You think you've lost ‘your self' when all that is happening, is you're frozen on the iceberg of an conclusion. Even a conclusion, is made of feeling. It's just frozen feeling.

So my point is, you've got to get off the surface of public language, which IDENTIFIES and classifies the surface phenomena, in a network, and offers this network as a valid tool to understand life with. That net is cast over you, to catch energy. The network broadcasts a programme. One of its main plugs, is that if you don’t have a place in the network, you'll starve, go mad, etc. And you've got to KNOW what to DO with your life. If you don't KNOW you're useless, etc, etc. It's a blasphemy against the sacredness of life, to use this imprisoning mesh as your map to guide you. You've got to get off the surface. Allow yourself to fall off the iceberg of conclusions, and sink below the surface. Once you go below the surface of public agreement on what is real and what is not, you start to feel what you really feel. But the curious thing is, that feeling has no ‘yes' and ‘no' to it, no good and bad, no up and down - no NAME.

MEG:
I've got a name, and so has your child. We're in the world and we've got to eat. How are we going to get money?

PHIL:
Look, I tell you what, if you can't trust me, you work it out for yourself. Your doubt is driving you to drive me to live by myself, next door, in my studio. Meg, I just can't breathe inside your doubt. You go out and work if you're so worried about money; and I'll look after Sarah.

MEG:
But you'll get fed up looking after Sarah.

PHIL:
Christ! Stop casting doubt, WOMAN!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TEN
PHIL AND SALLY WALK INTO PHIL'S STUDIO. SHE'S LOOKING VERY SEXY IN LOOSE COLOURFUL CLOTHES.

SALLY:
What a poetry reading! Wasn't it fantastic? Allen Ginsberg was incredible. The bells turned me on. Wow, what a Wholly Communion! Wow!

PHIL:
Yeah, he brought such an Eastern texture into the Albert Hall. (PHIL STARTS TO PUT HIS HAND UP SALLY’S SKIRT) The Albert Hall was transformed into a palace of love ENERGY. That's where it's at Sally! Mmmmmmmmmmm

SALLY:Who was that woman, sat near you at the front, who kept taking all her clothes off and on?

PHIL:
(PULLING SALLY'S SKIRT BACK) She's A sex-mad friend of Bill Majors, who lives upstairs.

SALLY:
I'm sex-mad about you.(UNDOES PHIL’S TROUSER ZIP AND SLOWLY SITS ON TOP OF HIM) Oh, I can't wait once someone touches my cunt. It just drives me mad... and when it's inside...Oh Christ... Yes - take it slowly, slowly, wait. Yes. Don't come yet! Slowly Yes. Now. Go on, on. Yes. Go on on on on come on. (GRIP EACH OTHER GROANING) Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. (BANGING ON THE DOOR. PHIL AND SALLY ARRANGE THEIR CLOTHES. PHIL OPENS THE DOOR AND MEG RUSHES IN) 

MEG:
(LOOKS VERY DISTRAUGHT) What the hell's going on Phil? (LOOKS SUSPICIOUSLY AT SALLY) Hello Sally, I didn't know you were here.

SALLY:
We've just been to the Albert Hall. It was...

MEG:
Phil, what's going on?!?

PHIL:
What do you mean? What are you so frantic about?

MEG:
Bill's gone mad. He's in a real RAGE upstairs! Haven't you seen the front door?

PHIL:
No... why? What now?

SALLY:
(GETS UP) I've got to make a phone call. I'll see you soon Meg. How's the baby?

MEG:
Fine.

SALLY:
See you Phil. (SHE GOES OUT) 

PHIL:
Yeah.

MEG:
What were you doing?

PHIL:
Look Meg is this a courtroom? Am I on trial?

MEG:
Yes! There's a notice pinned up on the door saying, ‘Don't take any notice of what Philip Masters says. He's only trying to undermine everyone in the house, so he can appear as ‘the only one who does anything here'. And lots of stuff like this. All in Bill's handwriting. Next to this, other people have stapled leaflets, bills, etc, as if to ridicule Bill. This seems to have driven him round the bend, because I saw him just now and he told me that he was ready to kill you, and he had a loaded Luger pistol to do it with. Whatever did you write on your door, to start all this?

PHIL:
Oh Jesus, people's reactions to truth are so pathetic. I told Bill straight the other day, that I didn't feel this house was being used properly - that is, for the purpose it was bought for us. It was bought so that artists could work and not worry about rent, etc, etc, and ever since we've been here, Bill's done fuck-all painting. It really embarrasses me. Instead, he's been prancing about in new suits and cloaks, I ask you? So I wrote a little piece and pinned it on his door.

MEG:
What did it say?

PHIL:
I can't remember exactly. I suppose Bill must have taken it and ripped it up. It said something like, 'To be an artist, means one journeys into Silence. Art questions life, with a silence beyond time. Anyone who thinks being an artist, is merely painting pictures, or writing poems, without the need for deep thought and continuous work, is a charlatan.'

BILL:
(DOOR BURSTS OPEN AND BILL IS STANDING THERE FUMING. HE’S GOT A HAMMER IN ONE HAND AND A LUGER IN THE OTHER. WITH ONE STROKE, HE RIPS THE YALE LOCK OFF PHIL’S DOOR) If you carry on living here Masters, I would put it down to suicide! If you think this isn't loaded, look! (SHOOTS AT PHIL’S SCULPTURE. BIG BANG AND CLOUD OF DUST) You've got twenty four hours to live, if you stay here. The next bullet is for your skull. You stupid cunt!

PHIL:
You're a cunt yourself. Too much of a coward to face your own hypocrisy. Why don't you shoot me now? What do you want to do, fuck Meg?  You don't need to shoot me Bill, to do that. I'm sure she's already on your side. You're pathetic, with your toy gun. Christ you're  psychotic, and a liar to boot. I'm not scared of you, man, not one jot, and on top of that, I know your little game, inside out. We've been through this a few times before.

BILL:
What do you mean, ‘a few times before'?  You're a wet coward and you know it.

PHIL:
Well, you carry on and be a bully, and see where that gets you.

BILL:
Listen, cunt, a time will come, when my integrity is all I'll have left, and I'll be on the streets, shooting it out! That's the way I'll go down. Not cringing in a corner, like a wet fart!

MEG:
Come on, Bill. Why don't you calm down. Phil has always been your friend.

BILL:
FRIEND! (WALKING OUT) I don't have friends. I just have different classes of ENEMIES! (SLAMS DOOR. PHIL LOOKS AT MEG AND SHOWS GESTURE OF HOPELESSNESS) 

PHIL:
Oh well, I'm convinced. There's no space here, and that's clear. Let's move up to that house your father bought you, first thing in the morning.

MEG:
But it would drive you mad, living in a cottage in Haworth with me.

PHIL:
Perhaps, we'll have to see? It might be a step to a different form of freedom. It's only by leaving what is wrong, that you find what is right. You've got to leave the old, to find the new.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE
HEADQUARTERS OF MINISTRY OF SOCIAL SECURITY, LEEDS. THREE OR FOUR PEOPLE, INCLUDING PHIL, ARE SITTING IN THE WAITING AREA. NOTICE READING ‘MINISTRY OF SOCIAL SECURITY'. THE OLD FELLA (DRESSED IN TATTY CLOTHES) SAT NEXT TO PHIL, SUDDENLY SPEAKS. YORKSHIRE ACCENT. PHIL DRESSED IN DONKEY JACKET AND JEANS.

OLD FELLA:(SPEAKS AS ONE WHO DOESN’T WANT TO BE OVERHEARD) Careful what you say in there lad. It's a check point. (LOOKS TO SEE IF PHIL UNDERSTANDS) You know why you're here?

PHIL:
To see if we intend to work or not?

OLD FELLA:(SHAKES HIS HEAD) No, no lad. It's all down to her! So come off it. You know lad. So stop lying.

PHIL:
(SHAKES HIS HEAD) Oh no, not the ape-fuck story again?

OLD FELLA:Well lad, you know why we're here... but do you know the way out!

PHIL:
Yeah don't go into the dock!

OLD FELLA:
(LOOKS AROUND BEFORE ANSWERING) So why are you still here?

PHIL:
WE'RE ALL HERE BECAUSE OF SEX.

OLD FELLA:
Listen lad, remember this, there's a war going on, and if they get you...don't beg for mercy.

PHIL:(GETTING CONCERNED)I know that bit...but how might they get me?

OLD FELLA:
(LOOKS AROUND. HISSES) When you think you're dead...just stay calm...they're just illusions produced by (HISSES) Satan's dream machine...  (INTERRUPTED BY VOICE OVER LOUDSPEAKER:-)
INTERCOM:
Philip Masters! (PHIL STANDS UP, THE OLD FELLA LOOKS AWAY AS IF HE DOESN’T WANT TO KNOW PHIL. PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD, WALKS OFF AND KNOCKS ON THE DOOR) 

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
OFFICE OF ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICER. HE IS SAT AT HIS DESK, WRITING. ABOUT FORTY FIVE. TWEED JACKET AND HORN-RIMMED GLASSES.

OFFICER:
Come in! (HE DOESN’T LOOK UP AS PHIL ENTERS) Sit down. (PHIL SITS OPPOSITE. LOOKS AROUND, AND THEN PULLS A BOOK OUT OF HIS POCKET AND STARTS READING. WHEN THE OFFICER FINISHES WRITING HE LOOKS UP, AND COUGHS TO ATTRACT PHIL’S ATTENTION. PHIL IGNORES HIM, UNTIL HE FINISHES READING THE POEM. THEN HE REPLACES BOOK IN HIS POCKET AND LOOKS AT THE OFFICER) Poetry?

PHIL:
Huh. Huh. Charles Olson. Heard of him?

OFFICER:
Yes, but I'm not very keen on that Black Mountain stuff. Now, Philip Masters, do you understand why you're here?

PHIL:
(TAKES A BIG SIGH) Depends on what you mean?

OFFICER:
Well, you have been receiving social security benefits for the last three weeks, and I wish to remind you of the Act which states that, if you are receiving benefit under false pretences, it is a criminal offence, and you can be imprisoned! I want to make it quite clear to you, THAT IT IS FALSE PRETENCES, TO PRETEND that you are seeking employment, when it is quite obvious that you have no intention of getting a job. You have stated that your occupation is being a poet, so what chance is there of you gaining any employment in Haworth?

PHIL:
Possibly none; but the truth is... the truth! I really DON'T WANT any handouts from the state, UNDER THREAT. I'll do without any help. We'll manage. I'm waiting for some cash to come through from a publisher. There's no FALSE PRETENCES involved. We needed some help to tide us over, but I can see that it was a mistake to think that the state would sympathise with my position. I'm not going to make any compromise.

OFFICER:
Good! No-one's asking you to compromise. I just wanted to know what made you tick? If you had any conscience? How serious you are about being a poet, etc, etc. You must understand, that in my job, I see a lot of poor acting!! (PHIL NODS) I'll leave it up to you, to sign off when you're through this tight spell. I like to meet a person who's not living off lies. To tell you the truth, most people I see have the same attitude! They make this job so dull and repetitive, I sometimes feel I'm stuck in hell.

PHIL:
That's astonishing!!

OFFICER:
Well I believe Raymond Radiguet on first meeting Cocteau, exclaimed, ‘astonish me!' Do you ever get the feeling we're living between the lines of a Divine Comedy?

PHIL:I'd say it feels more like we're 'extras', being pushed around in a B-Movie production line.

LIGHTS FADE

 ACT THREE, SCENE THREE
HAWORTH, WEST YORKSHIRE. PHIL WALKS INTO A GROCER’S SHOP. A MAN WHO LOOKS VERY LIKE DR BENTLY COMES OUT OF THE BACK ROOM AND WALKS BEHIND THE COUNTER. HE TALKS IN A HESITANT YORKSHIRE VOICE. HE WEARS A WHITE GROCER’S JACKET. PHIL HAS VERY LONG HAIR AT THIS POINT

PRIVATE 
GROCER:
Hello. (HE BEAMS A HUGE SMILE) And what can I do for you?tc  \l 2 "GROCER\:
Hello. (HE BEAMS A HUGE SMILE) And what can I do for you?"
PHIL:
Well, I’d like a piece of cheese, please.

GROCER:
Yes of course, What sort would you like?

PHIL:
What have you got?

GROCER:
Not a wide range I’m afraid. Cheddar, Cheshire and...

PHIL:
I’ll have half a pound of Cheddar, please.

GROCER:
Anything else?

PHIL:
Yes, a packet of PG Tips and a pint of milk, if you’ve got it.

GROCER:
Yes of course. (PAUSE) That’ll be 4/11 please... Ta.

PHIL:
Thank you.

GROCER:
Tell me, you’re not from these parts are you?

PHIL:
No, I’ve been up here... what... about a year... now... in fact, it’s a year today.

GROCER:
Fancy that, and what do you do?

PHIL:
Well, I try to write and paint.

GROCER:
Yes, I say, would you care for a cup of tea?

PHIL:
Why not? (THEY GO INTO THE BACK ROOM, WHICH IS VERY CLUTTERED. OLD ARM CHAIRS, OLD WIRELESS, PILES OF NEWSPAPER, A LITTLE COAL FIRE. THE GROCER BEHAVES IN A VERY NERVOUS WAY, AS IF HE’S AFRAID THAT PHIL WON’T WANT TO STAY. THE GROCER IMMEDIATELY PUTS THE KETTLE ON A GAS STOVE. PHIL SITS DOWN)
GROCER:
Will it be coffee or tea?

PHIL:
Coffee would be nice.

GROCER:
Of course, of course. Sugar?

PHIL:
Two please.

GROCER:
And milk?

PHIL:
Yes please.

GROCER:
(MAKING THE COFFEE) And what do you try to write?

PHIL:
Poetry, if that means anything to you.

GROCER:
Yes. I write a little myself. (CHUCKLES) Curious business, eh? (HANDS PHIL COFFEE) Would you like a biscuit perhaps?

PHIL:
Yes, that would be nice.

GROCER:
Would you like a wrapped up chocolate biscuit, or just a plain digestive?

PHIL:  The chocolate one sounds good.

GROCER:  Yes, they're very nice. Well then, and how would you describe your poetry?

PHIL:
I don’t honestly know how to describe it. I suppose I’m against describing my poetry. How about you?

GROCER:
Yes, my name is Arthur.  Well, let me see-- strange really, it’s a long story. You see I started writing poetry after I had this strange... well, quite honestly, mystical experience, although I didn’t know what it was at that time. It was like this: I had this dream... in it I was standing at head of a bus queue. When bus came in, everyone rushed past me and when I got onto bus, every seat were occupied! At that moment, I made a definite decision to not feel hard done by, and immediately, dream dissolved in a flash and there were this man staring at me. His face shone with light and he touched me on forehead and all at once, my head exploded into light. I woke up feeling extremely feverish and for weeks and weeks afterwards, I remained in a peculiar state of mind. After this, I would hear strange music coming from nowhere, and other odds things occurred. For instance, on one occasion, I was sitting in this chair and suddenly I went right up, and completely out of my head. I found myself in this strange world which were composed of precise geometrical forms. Then I realised that these forms were aspects of the mind. That,s right! They were completely solid but the horrifying aspect of it all was, that I couldn’t get back!! No, I seemed to be surrounded by steel walls. It were terrifying. What to do? Of course there were only one thing to do. I prayed and suddenly the same man as I had seen before broke through and I found myself back in chair, feeling very shaken up. Sometime later, someone left magazine called ‘Mountain Path’ on counter by mistake. I opened it and what a shock! On first page, a photo of a man who had twice burst through. Look. (HE HANDS PHIL A PHOTO OFF THE MANTLEPIECE) He’s called Ramana Maharishi. I wrote immediately to address of Ashram in India, and soon got a reply to say ‘Ramana had passed on.’ I had described in letter my experience and, in reply, it were suggested that I go to India and take up position of secretary of Ashram. Well, I gave it much thought but came to the conclusion that I’m too old to go to India now. Excuse me. That’ll be a customer. (HE GOES THROUGH. PHIL PICKS UP A SHEET OF PAPER AND READS. GROCERS COMES BACK IN) Ah, you’ve found latest bit of writing I see. What do you make of that?

PHIL:
Arthur, I think it’s quite remarkable. Images appear and vanish rapidly in an un-earthly atmosphere.

GROCER:
Yes, exactly. I’ve had quite a spate of that other sort of stuff recently. You’ll know what I mean of course?

PHIL:
Well, I take it you’re referring to the shadow world, or astral world as it is sometimes called. Perhaps what lies behind so much of the recent UFO activity.

GROCER:
My God, you’ve got your finger on pulse. That’s exactly what I’m referring to. I’ve been plagued by that stuff recently. Quite honestly you’re first person I’ve dared mention it to.

PHIL:
Well, what sort of activity have you come up against? (SHOP BELL RINGS)
GROCER:
Excuse me. Damn nuisance. I’ll lock up after this one. It’s closing up time anyway. Make yourself more coffee if you like. (GOES OUT. PHIL PUTS KETTLE ON AND MAKES INSTANT COFFEE. WHISTLES WHILST HE DOES IT. GROCER COMES BACK IN) Yes, now where were we? You’ve got coffee? Good. Now no more interruptions for an hour. Yes I think I’ll have a coffee as well. Quite honestly, it’s been frightening. Frightening! Absurd really. One night I couldn’t sleep, I looked out of window, and there outside shop, at about two in morning, were this brand new, black shining limousine. It seemed very odd because, although it were brand new, it were a late 40s model. There were two men sat inside, with black hats on. The car were stationery. The odd thing was, I felt it were in some way monitoring my consciousness. Well, for some reason I went over to t’other window to look out back. And blow me, if car ain’t now on t’other side of house. Same car. Same men, and now, I’m looking at t’other side of car. I rushed back to first window. Nothing there! Rushed back to back window. Nothing there. Back to front window. There were car again... in a slightly different place. Now I checked thoroughly to make sure it weren’t an hallucination. I mean, car utterly obscured white markings of road, and you just couldn’t see through it. Suddenly, one of the men looked up and waved to me. I felt this shock of fear, then car vanished. Nothing there! I went back to bed and tried to relax. Suddenly I hear music and, looking up, I saw two figures at end of my bed. Strangely enough, I felt completely calm. As a matter of fact, it were a man and woman dressed in silver suits. ‘Who are you?’ I questioned. They simply laughed. ‘Well, where do you come from?’ ‘Not very far away,’ they said. ‘What do you want with me?’ I asked. They laughed again. Then they talked to each other at length. I began to gather they were considering using my house as some sort of intersection point. They suddenly disappeared, and then I heard sounds of running water coming from bathroom. I rushed in and there seemed to be a half a dozen of these beings, messing around. Well I got very angry and told them that I didn’t want the house used for their games and they all burst out into uproarious laughter.

PHIL:
Good gracious. It must have put an incredible strain on your sanity.

GROCER:
I tell you for months recently, I've been in and out of my body that many times...I've hardly had a wink of sleep. It’s been such a relief talking t’ someone like you who has intuitive understanding of all this.

PHIL:  Maybe I understand bits of it, Arthur. It's very gripping stuff. From my own experience, and what you've told me, Haworth seems to be a vortex of strangeness. It's gripping stuff alright, but I must be going.  My wife will be wondering where I am.

GROCER:
Phil, please come and visit again. It’s done me the world of good  talking to you.

PHIL:
I will. Cheers Arthur. I’ll see you. (GOES OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR
THE MAIN ROOM IN HAWORTH. PHIL WALKS IN WITH SARAH ASLEEP IN THE PUSHCHAIR. MEG IS STICKING SOME PAPER ONTO THE WINDOW, WHICH LOOKS OUT ONTO THE STREET. ONE WINDOW IS BROKEN. MEG LOOKS UP, AS PHIL ENTERS, SMILES AND GESTURES THAT SARAH IS ASLEEP. HE PICKS HER UP AND CARRIES HER UPSTAIRS (OUT OF THE OTHER DOOR). THE ROOM IS SMALL, ONE ROCKING CHAIR, BARE STONE WALLS, TWO STOOLS, ONE ROUND TABLE AND A WOOD FIRE. PHIL RETURNS, AS MEG FINISHES WHAT SHE'S DOING.

PHIL:
(A BIT AGITATED) What are you doing in the window?

MEG:
Go outside again, and look in.  (PHIL GOES OUT AND REAPPAERS LAUGHING) 

PHIL:
Why have you put my royalties statement from Penguin Books, and our crumpled, stuck-together marriage certificate in the window?   Is this your answer to the brick thrown through the window last night.

MEG:
I'm sick of all the gossip I hear about us not being married, so I thought I'd stick our marriage certificate up, to show we are married and also to make a statement about your writing.

PHIL:
Meg, Haworth is driving you crazy.

MEG:
I know. It's ridiculous. Today, Harry the butcher told me that one of his regular customers told him that they had found out how we survive? This person, whoever it is, told Harry that they had actually SEEN pornographic books written by you, in a bookshop in Leeds!

PHIL:
Oh, come on! How could that be possible?
MEG:
Well, it's true. I felt so angry!  First some bloody coward smashes our window, now they're trying to smash our characters.

PHIL:  I've had a really weird day today.  First I got a bizarre letter saying that if I wrote out ‘Trust in the Lord, thy God with all thy might,' etc, etc, twenty times and send to twenty people...wonderful things would happen for me...but if I didn't do this...then I would get the chop!

MEG: That's horrible! Who sent you that?

PHIL: I don't know...I seem to be a target for a lot of twisted people. I threw the letter in the fire and took Sarah out for a walk in the pushchair. I then met this Methodist Church Minister who told me in this awful schoolboy confessional tone that he didn't believe in God...but he still carried on because he didn't want to let down his half dozen regulars. He hasn't even told his wife he's a disbeliever. I tried to tell him that belief or disbelief had nothing to do with God but...(KNOCK ON DOOR. PHIL OPENS AND JACK THE POSTMAN, STANDS THERE. TALL, BLONDE, LONG HAIR IN TEDDY BOY STYLE, AND TEDDY BOY SUIT, STRING TIE, AND BLUE SUEDE SHOES. HE MAKES NOISE AND GESTURES AS IF HE’S PLAYING A TENOR SAX) 

PHIL:
Come in Jack. (PHIL GESTURES, AS IF HE’S PLAYING A SAX AS WELL, AFTER HE SHUTS THE DOOR. THEN THEY BURST OUT LAUGHING) 

JACK:
Phil, I'm off this week, but stand-by postman just asked me to drop this letter off to you. (GIVES LETTER TO PHIL) Meg, do you mind if I use your floor to sit down?

MEG:
Of course Jack. (JACK SITS ON FLOOR MOTIONLESS) Who's it from?

PHIL:
(READING) Sally's mother!  Fuck it! Fuck it! (SCREWS UP LETTER AND FLINGS IN THE FIRE) Isn't it weird, every time I start writing poetry... or, in fact, any time life starts to brighten up - the dark distractions are flung at me...intimidating letters, police, people going out of their minds, knocks on the door when there's no-one there, my manuscripts lost or burnt, bricks flung through the window at midnight, etc, etc, and now it's raven-haired Sally... who's freaked!

MEG:
(DOING HOUSEHOLD CHORES) Phil! It's your peculiar KARMA. You know that!

PHIL:
Perhaps... I suppose if we hadn't been so uptight with each other when Sarah was born, I probably wouldn't have moved into the studio away from you, which would have meant that I wouldn't have brought Sally back, etc, etc... and now... her mother thinks that I'm the only one who can save her! That is INSANE!

MEG:
What did the letter say. You could have at least showed it to me.
PHIL:
Well, apparently Sally went mad on Formentara, after someone spiked her with STP, and she ended up raving around the island, and believing that all the churches were being used to perform Black Magic rituals. In the end, some nuns tied her up and her mother went out there, and brought her back. Since then, her family have tried everything to get her out of her psychotic condition, and finally they've sent this letter to me...because  Sally keeps saying that only I can save her, since I am a Christian. I'll phone her mother and tell her that I'll go down to London and bring her back here to cool out. (PAUSE)  Meg I'll tell you what all this is about!  It's animal magnetism - not love, and that’s the awful part of it all. I can see clearly now what happens to our lives. That's precisely what I was trying to get away from, when I met you. I was excited by your spirit - not sucked into the dark vortex of your clit - and you knew that didn't you?

MEG:
Sure. You think that people get drawn together by genetic mnagnetism...and then after they've fucked...they've got nothing left to say to each other.

PHIL: Precisely...but if, instead of being driven by chemistry...you create real space for each other...then as you know...real love  can carry you into eternity. The alternative is endless torment...because each person's genes want to expand their territorial space. That's where it seems it's all down to survival as Ron Hubbard understood it.

MEG: Who?

PHIL: Ron Hubbard, the founder of Scientology.

MEG:  Scientology! That's a load of crap ain't it?

PHIL: No it's not. It's probably too high for the planet that's all, so unfortunately it's transmitted by cretins. Ron maintained that the drive to survive
 is the dynamic behind all life forms. What's interesting, is that Jesus promoted the idea that self-survival is not the highest goal.

MEG: You mean laying down your life for your friends?

PHIL:  Yes, but what that means is that the quality of self sacrifice is very valuable for the tribe. You see?

MEG:  You mean, if I die for you, that quality of self sacrifice will live in you as gratitude.

PHIL:  Right on! So in this light, my work must first be helping those who call...so I think I'll go straight down now...on the train... and get Sally...For to see what must be done, and not do it...that is the corrupting disease of the world! End of canto 81, eh? 

JACK   (STANDS UP) Thank you both. I ought to explain. There's a woman I love. We can't be physically together. She's married...I love her...she loves me... But suddenly I experienced a block across our lines - so I were clearing lines like. I don't know why I'm explaining myself to you both; a poet and a warm hearted mother!.

PHIL:
Hmm, As I said ‘to see what must be done, and not to do it - that's what corrupts the world'! 

JACK: Clever stuff Phil. Is it yourself you're quoting?

PHIL:
Ezra Pound, man!  Here, ‘error is all in the not done', Jack! ‘We drown in a sea of excuses!' (PHIL PUTS ON HIS OVERCOAT AND GIVES MEG A HUG AND KISS) You understand I've got to act right away, Meg. You don't mind?

MEG:Of course not. You must follow your conscience!

JACK: If you're off Phil, can I just use your floor a little longer Meg? I'd like to get out of my head and meet Betty, and go for a walk on moors.

MEG:
Sure, Jack, but how do you do that?.

JACK:  Lie on floor beside me and I'll guide you. What about you poet?

PHIL: It sounds incredible! 

JACK:  What?

PHIL: Being able at will to move out of your body and meet someone and go for a walk!

JACK:  You mean you don't do that?

PHIL:  No I don't know how to.

JACK:  I thought all artists, and great jazz musicians and poets knew how to travel out of their bodies.

PHIL: Well maybe you're right and I'm not a real poet. Do you do this a lot?

JACK:  Well...yes, I mean...every evening when I get home from work, I lie down like this, let my mind go blank...then up and out...and onto moors for a nice stroll. So let me show you and Meg how to do it. It's a simple way to relax, Phil

PHIL:  Not now Jack. I've got to go...NOW! But bless you both. Have a good time out of your heads!

MEG: Give Sally my love Phil. Bye! (MEG AND JACK LIE MOTIONLESS. PHIL GOES OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
THE HOUSE IN HAWORTH.  PHIL IS STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, WITH HIS OVERCOAT ON, STARING INTO THE FIRE. HE SEEMS EXTREMELY UPSET, AND WORRIED. WHITE COMPLEXION. MEG IS MAKING TEA IN THE KITCHEN. FROM UPSTAIRS COMES THE SOUND OF SOMEONE WALKING UP AND DOWN, UP AND DOWN, UP AND DOWN.

MEG:
Could you take Sally out for a walk, or do something useful? She's going to wake Sarah up with all that pacing about!

PHIL:
Meg, have you any idea what the last twenty-four hours have been like for me!?!

MEG:
I'm sorry. No, I can see you're washed out. Why don't you go for a walk? That'll freshen you up.

PHIL:
OK. I think you're right. Let's have some tea first. My God, it was so weird fetching her from her family. All the family were hysterical. Trying to get her to take pills the whole time, and Sally was in the most awful state! She raved the whole way up here on the train. I managed it all OK, until the last ten miles on the bus from Bradford. Suddenly it started to hit me! It was like cold, black water pouring over me. Permeating the depths of my soul, and suddenly, I was BACK into existential horror. The world seen ‘without meaning'! (SALLY APPEARS IN THE KITCHEN, AS MEG WALKS INTO THE ROOM WITH THE TEA. MEG TURNS ROUND. SALLY’S HAIR IS WET WITH SWEAT AND FEAR, SHE IS BAREFOOT, HER DRESS CRUMPLED) 

MEG:
Oh! I was just going to come up and give you a cup of tea.

SALLY:
You don't have to pretend to be friendly. We haven't been fucking you know! (LAUGHS) 

MEG:
(PUTS AN ARM ROUND HER) You're with friends here. Come and sit down. I can see you're suffering.

SALLY:
(BURSTS OUT CRYING) What have they done to me? What have they done to me? They! You know who I mean? (MEG NODS) They are watching every move I make. Controlling my mind. I thought I was one of God's children. (CRIES HYSTERICALLY. MEG HOLDS HER TIGHT. PHIL ROCKS ON HIS FEET, STARING INTO THE FIRE) I'm not one of God's children any more am I? Am I? I'm one of the Devil's crew now aren't I?

MEG:
No you're not Sally, you're a spiritual being, a child of God, of course you are. You're just very upset right now. Confused.

SALLY:
Confused, misused, strung out and worse! (CRIES) They trampled me. Killed my soul, and replaced it with a demon. I can hear it jeering inside me. Oh Jesus Christ, save me!

PHIL:
Come on, let's go for a walk. That'll do us all a lot of good! (WALKS OVER TO HER) 

SALLY:
(HYSTERICAL) You're taking me to the abyss, aren't you? To the wailing and gnashing of teeth. You're going to throw me into the fire aren't you? (SHE’S SCREAMING AND STARTS HITTING OUT AT PHIL) 

PHIL:
It's alright Sally. Really, it's just a bad trip. You'll get through it. You've got friends here to help you.

SALLY:
Friends! How do I know that you aren't agents for them, eh? You think I'm stupid, eh?  Well I'm not, I know what's going on. Do you know their plan. The new religion to come into effect in the near future, is mass-suicide-rallies! Yeah, getting off on mass-suicide!  All the youths in the States - that's where it's being planned to begin. Huge auditoriums, all the young, screaming, ‘we're not going to follow in our fathers' footsteps. You can't get us.' And all on the appointed signal, swallow the death pill and go out High. Yeah!

MEG:
Calm down, sweetheart.

SALLY:
(CRYING) I'm not sweet. I'm an insect. Look at me! An insect. Everything decays when I look at it. I can only see death, because this is not... NOT...

PHIL:
Come on, Sally, let's go out. I've got to get out. (PHIL GOES TO DOOR AND OPENS) Come on! (MEG GETS AN OVERCOAT AND THROWS IT OVER SALLY’S SHOULDER. SALLY CRYING, GOES OUT WITH PHIL) 

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE SIX
ON THE MOORS BEHIND THE BRONTE PARSONAGE AT HAWORTH, WEST YORKSHIRE. SALLY AND PHIL ARE SITTING ON A BENCH, NEAR THE OLD QUARRY.

SALLY:
Everything is made of light. I can't stop tripping Phil. I can't stop. (SHE STARES AHEAD, THEN SUDDENLY GETS UP. PHIL LOOKS AS IF HE’S FALLEN INTO A TRANCE. SALLY WALKS AWAY. AN OLD WOMAN IN SHAWL AND HEADSCARF, CARRYING A WHICKER BASKET, BECKONS TO HER) 

LADY:
Come this way, dear. Yes, that's right. This way.

SALLY:
But I'm with my friend Phil, over there.

LADY:
I'll take care of him dear. (SHE STARES AT PHIL AND HE SLUMPS FORWARD, ASLEEP) Now come this way. (SALLY WALKS AS IF SLEEPWALKING) That's right dear, this way. (THE OLD LADY STEPS OFF THE CLIFF OF THE  QUARRY) Now follow me dear. That's right. (OLD LADY WALKS ACROSS THIN AIR. SALLY APPROACHES THE EDGE OF THE CLIFF) Come along dear. I'll show you all the secrets which are hidden beyond death. Now come on! (SALLY SUDDENLY STOPS ON THE EDGE OF THE CLIFF. SHE WAVERS, THEN SCREAMS, AND TURNS AROUND AND RUNS BACK TO PHIL. SHE STANDS BESIDE HIM CRYING. SHE THEN STOPS CRYING, AND LOOKS BACK TOWARDS WHERE THE OLD LADY WAS) 

SALLY:
Phil! (PHIL LOOKS UP AND SHAKES HIS HEAD, THEN STANDS UP) 

PHIL:
What's happening? There's something weird going on! I feel as if I've been whacked across the head. What've you been doing? (SHE JUST STARES AT HIM) Sally! (HE SHAKES HER) 

SALLY:
Why do they call this life? This is death, isn't it? (PHIL LOOKS COMPLETELY TERRIFIED BY THIS STATEMENT. COMPLETELY POLEAXED. HE STARTS SHAKING) 

PHIL:
(QUIET) I can't take it Sally. I can't take it. I can't take your death trip! I can't save you! You'll have to go back to your mother! Your trip is driving me mad! (SCREAMS) Mad! I'm terrified now. 

SALLY:
I've become evil you see. Evil!

PHIL:
Sally I can't save you. I'm not strong enough to take it. I'm really not.

SALLY:
I thought you were Christ. (CRYING) I thought if I touched you, I would feel blessed again. Now I'm completely lost. LOST!

PHIL:
So am I. So am I.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE ONE
CANDLE-LIT BASEMENT IN POWIS TERRACE, NOTTING HILL GATE, LONDON. COLOURED SILK AND ORGANDIE CLOTHS, FORMING A CANOPY OVER THE ROOM. CUT GLASS PENDANTS, BROACHES, SILVER PAPER, ALL CREATING A MAGIC GROTTO EFFECT. AN OPEN FIRE-PLACE, WITH WOOD BURNING. A KETTLE ON THE FIRE. TOM DAVIDSON AND PHIL ARE SAT ON CUSHIONS ON THE FLOOR. INDIAN CARPETS. TOM HAS LONG CURLY HAIR. A COLOURED INDIAN SHIRT. WHITE TROUSERS, WITH STARS STITCHED ON THE LEGS, AND GREEN BOOTS WITH MAGIC SYMBOLS PAINTED ON THEM. PHIL HAS A DONKEY JACKET AND LONG HAIR AND IS PLAYING AN INDIAN FLUTE. TOM JUMPS UP AND GETS HIS SAXOPHONE AND PLAYS. WHEN THEY STOP, TOM MAKES TEA THEN A JOINT.

PHIL:
Yeah, it was a difficult time. I felt it was all my fault... when they locked Sally up.

TOM:
I wouldn't bother...

PHIL:
But man... I sent Sally off... hitchhiking in THAT STATE... and they've locked her up.

TOM:
Sally will be alright. It's not your fault. She's wanted to flip out for a long time. Relax.

PHIL:
That's what Jack, the postman told me. He relaxes by going for walks out of his body. He was shocked that I, an artist and a poet, couldn't do it. 

TOM: (LIGHTS JOINT) Simple people can do it. You've got to stop blaming yourself for what someone else does with their life.

PHIL: Yeah, domestic life...I've been finding it difficult to be an artist. It's not Meg's fault...or Sarah's...but after reading Kierkegaard...have you read him?

TOM:  Heard... not read.

PHIL:
Well, try to imagine my situation. I've been living in a cottage in a small village called Haworth with wife and child - whilst still trying to be an artist. Then I came across a passage by Kierkegaard - he's called the father of existential philosophy - which pointed out that the family situation nearly always prevented a man from really thinking! It was true. I was depending on my family, instead of on God. That's why I split! How about you?

TOM:
I went through twelve months of utter hell. I'd been living with my wife and children for years, writing music and playing jazz, and always trying to turn Barbara on to ‘creating', but I couldn't get through. Then one evening, she comes home, and she's bursting with energy. She'd met this spade, and now she started to tell me, all the things I'd been trying to get across. She was wild, and started treating me like a dog. The spade moved in with her, and I moved out and stayed with friends. Every morning I'd wake up, and feel this terrible weight on my heart. I could hardly get up out of bed. I felt I'd lost my whole life. I'd invent excuses to go around to the flat, and see her and the kids. I'd mend locks, windows, etc, but after twelve months, one morning I realised that if I let this go on, I'd die. All my purpose in living was vanishing, so I decided to go on the streets, and see what happens. I told God that I was prepared to start my life anew. If He wanted me to survive, then He'd have to show me the way. If I wasn't meant to live any more, I was prepared to die. I met Paul Shelley, and he said I could stay here. So I've been here for the last two months, just living from moment to moment, without future or past. Then I discovered LSD, and found out what faith really is. When it's laid on you - say ‘thank you' and be prepared to move in a direction, you could never imagine existed.

PHIL:
Yeah, I've had one trip. Have you got any here now?

TOM:
Unfortunately not. What about you?

PHIL:
No. I'm a bit scared of it, to tell you the truth. Also,I'm still pretty shaky from leaving Meg and Sarah, and also this whole Sally business.

TOM:
Phil, we're FREE! It's just a question of REAL-ISING IT! How did your wife take you leaving?

PHIL:
She's an amazing woman! Very understanding. She knows I've got to get out of my fear syndrome - so she's behind me. We parted in a compassionate, warm way. She's gone off to visit her mother - so our cottage in Haworth is empty. Anytime you fancy a break in the country - you're welcome to stay.

TOM:
I might do that. There's a friend of mine who's in a bad way on junk. Perhaps I could take him up there... and cool him out?

PHIL:
Absolutely! That's what the place is for - to help people through the shit. (THEY SIT QUIETLY FOR A WHILE, THEN TOM TAKES OUT TWO BLANKETS FROM A CUPBOARD AND GIVES ONE TO PHIL. THERE’S A HOLE IN EACH ONE IN THE CENTRE. TOM PUTS IT ON LIKE A PONCHO. PHIL DOES THE SAME. TOM MAKES TWO BEDS OUT OF CUSHIONS. THEY LIE DOWN, BLOW OUT CANDLES. STAGE DARKENS) Tom, I feel I've at last arrived at where I've been aiming. I feel peace here like I'm a monk. A new age monk.

TOM:
Welcome to the Monastery of the Eternal Fragrance.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE TWO
SAME BASEMENT AS PREVIOUS SCENE. PHIL IS PLAYING HIS FLUTE. HIS HAIR IS NOW VERY LONG. IT IS TWO MONTHS LATER. HE IS DRESSED IN VERY COLOURFUL CLOTHES.

PHIL:
Come in. My God! (SALLY WALKS IN, LOOKING VERY WHITE AND SEVERE, DRESSED IN A BLACK CLOAK)
SALLY:
(HARD AND STRANGELY ALOOF) God is a gangster. Is that right Phil?

PHIL:
Sally! How come(.. you knew I was here?

SALLY:
(SITS DOWN AND OPENS HER BAG) I didn’t. Where’s Tom?

PHIL:
I don’t(.. know... Are you alright? (HE GOES TO HOLD HER HAND, BUT SHE SCUFFLES ABOUT IN HER BAG)
SALLY:
Why shouldn’t I be? You seem strangely flat Phil!  Boring. Where can I score some good junk?

PHIL:
Sally! Come off it. I never touch it, you know that! I’ve got no faith in chemicals... and after what you’ve been through...

SALLY:
(STARTS ROLLING A JOINT) Fuck off Phil. What do you know about what I’ve been through?!?             Have you become too straight to smoke?

PHIL:
Hash and grass are in a different category. Natural.

SALLY:
Christ, I need a good fuck. Where’s Tom?

PHIL:
I told you. I don’t know!

SALLY:
So what are you doing here?

PHIL:
(SHRUGS) Just... being.

SALLY:
(CONTEMPTUOUS) God! You’re still pretending to be a romantic mystic are you? Or is it a recusive mystic? Poor Meg. What’s happened to her? Such a nice girl.

PHIL:
Reclusive. We’ve split up. She’s OK. I couldn’t really create in that family situation.                     I did try.!

SALLY:
(LIGHTS UP AND GIVES JOINT TO PHIL) Why do you talk such dehydrating boring nonsense? I hope you haven’t bored Tom away. You should try living in a mental hospital for a bit Phil. It’s really mystically boring! Yes, everyone there thinks they're special. Tom got me into trouble for fucking me in the hospital loo. We're both sex maniacs you know. Now you're fancy free...I don't suppose you find me fuckable any more.

PHIL:
Is this for real Sally, or a perverted game? (SHE SHRUGS. HE HANDS HER THE JOINT. THEY SMOKE IT TOGETHER IN SILENCE. SLOWLY THE LIGHTS GET BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER, UNTIL THE ROOM HAS A TOY-TOWN QUALITY. PHIL STARES AROUND, GETTING MORE AND MORE DISTURBED. SALLY SEEMS TO BE IN CONTROL, AND VERY COOL)
SALLY:(SPEAKS IN A VERY DETACHED WAY) I think... we’re in somebody’s MIND! (PHIL IS TOTALLY SHATTERED BY THE IMPLICATION OF SALLY'S STATEMENT. IT FELT TO PHIL AS IF THIS WAS THE ONE IDEA WHICH HE'D TRIED TO AVOID ALL HIS LIFE... ALTHOUGH UP TO THIS MOMENT, HE WAS UNAWARE OF THIS CATACLYSM AWAITING HIM. STROBE EFFECT AND ROARING SOUND. SLOWLY PHIL MANAGES TO GET TO HIS FEET. HE WALKS AWAY SLOWLY, AS IF UNDER WATER. ANN JUST STARES AHEAD)
PHIL:
(VERY QUIET AND HESITANT) Sally...Are.. you... alright?

SALLY:
(NODS AND OPENS HER LEGS) If I had a good fuck...I'd feel better! (PHIL SLOWLY LEAVES THE ROOM. SALLY STUDIES HER FEATURES IN A LARGE MIRROR, MAKING LOTS OF POUTING EXPRESSIONS)
FADE OUT

ACT FOUR, SCENE THREE
PHIL IS TOTALLY OUT OF HIS MIND, WALKING UP TO HOLLAND PARK. HE CAN HARDLY WALK. HE TOUCHES THE WALLS AS HE MOVES. HE LOOKS PETRIFIED. HE KEEPS CLUTCHING AT PARTS OF HIS SKIN, AND THEN HIS CLOTHES, AS IF TO SEE THE DIFFERENCE.

PHIL:
I’ve really done it this time! This is worse than any horrors. This is the horror of all the horrors. It was I who had the horrors before, but now there’s no ‘I’ left! My body feels like paper. I can’t tell the difference between my flesh and my clothes. The air seems like water. I’m moving through the underworld. I feel completely outside of my body. Why can’t I relax-- like Jack-- in this condition. All the mystics speak of it. Loss of ego. But I’ve lost the universe. If I’m in somebody’s MIND, then the whole universe is someone’s imagination. That means that all dimensions are a conventional illusion! No distance. No time. No solidity. No substance. All mere imagination! Oh God. No, even God is an aspect of the imagination. I must get to some grass and trees. I’ll climb over the wall, and sit beneath a tree, like Buddha did, and let my mind disappear and die. But how do I know, that it’s not all paranoid schizophrenia? (SANDOR AT THIS MOMENT TURNS THE CORNER, AND SEES PHIL STANDING IMMOBILE AGAINST THE WALL)
SANDOR:
Hello! Hello! Who have we got here? Gosh, you look weird. Phil,how are you?

PHIL:
(WEAKLY) Hello.

SANDOR:
Gosh, haven’t seen you for a long time. What have you been up to? (PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD) Well, since I saw you five or six years ago, I’ve been studying psychology, and I discovered something I can see will interest you. Did you know, that paranoid schizophrenics can believe they don’t exist? Yes, they can feel that they are a mere figment of someone else’s imagination? (PHIL JUST STARES IN DISBELIEF AT WHAT HE’S JUST HEARD. HE TURNS AROUND AND SLOWLY WALKS AWAY. SANDOR STARES AFTER HIM) Phil, I had to face it! I had to battle with my demon. You thought it was funny when you saw me in a paranoid state. That's why I took up psychology.  Cheer up Phil. It’s not the end of the world... yet!

LIGHTS OFF

ACT FOUR, SCENE FOUR
PHIL IS BACK IN THE BASEMENT BY HIMSELF, STARING INTO THE MIRROR. THERE ARE LIPSTICK LIPS ON THE MIRROR LEFT BY SALLY.

PHIL:
What’s happened to me? There really is a conspiracy. Who guided Sandor to turn up at that point to stop me getting into the park?  If I'd have got to sit under a tree...I would have been alright. Paranoid schizophrenics believe they don’t exist!!!? How could he have known? Jesus, why can’t I recognise myself. What's happened to me? Jesus, how do these freaks do it on acid? They must have such guts, or be so far advanced. I don’t even know how to make my heart breathe! Jesus, I don’t know how to make anything work. How can I tell the difference between memory and imagination? Mind is movement, and thought is static. Thought is carried on the current of life. Perhaps I’m afraid to become alive? That’s it. I’m afraid to be alive, because I’m dead. I’m made of thought, which is dead! And I’m terrified of becoming alive. Afraid to let ‘thought disappear’. But why do I seem so unfamiliar in the mirror. Jesus, please, please help me. I want to be warm, alive, kind and creative. Perhaps I should go back to Meg. Meg would love me, would be kind, would understand, would protect me from the extremes of my imagination... (TOM WALKS IN AND STARES AT PHIL. HE HAS HIS SAXOPHONE SLUNG AROUND HIS BACK. HE WALKS OVER TO THE CUPBOARD, AND PUTS HIS SAX AWAY. PHIL REMAINS STARING IN THE MIRROR. TOM THEN BREAKS UP SOME STICKS AND LIGHTS A FIRE. GOES OUT TO FILL KETTLE, RETURNS AND PUTS IT ON FIRE. PREPARES TEAPOT, CUPS, ETC, AND SITS LOOKING INTO THE FIRE. MAKES THE TEA, POURS TWO CUPS AND HANDS ONE TO PHIL. PHIL SEES THE CUP COMING TO HIM IN THE MIRROR AND TURNS ROUND AND STARES AT TOM) Tom... am I alright? (VERY TIMID)
TOM:
(CONCERNED) Yes, of course. Why? What’s wrong?

PHIL:
(STARTS CRYING) I don’t know. I’ve lost my soul. I died in here tonight. Sally came down... looking for you...and I smoked a joint with her and she said...we were in someone's MIND...and now I can’t recognise myself. I feel like a boiled up dishcloth. (TOM NODS AND PUTS HIS HAND OUT, AND PHIL HOLDS IT. THE LIGHT IN THE ROOM GETS BRIGHER. SUDDENLY THEY BOTH BURST OUT LAUGHING) You look like a spaceman.

TOM:
So do you. You’ll be alright. You’ve had a shock... but you’ll get through. (PHIL NODS) Is that house still available in Haworth?

PHIL:
Sure. Do you want to go up?

TOM:
Yeah, I got to do something quick. Dick’s in a terrible state. Junk’s a killer!

LIGHTS FADE
ACT FOUR, SCENE FIVE
PHIL STANDING IMMOBILE ON PAVEMENT NEAR THE BASEMENT. MARTY MISSION APPROACHES LOOKING QUITE SMART.

MARTY:
Hello little twinkle toes. Still gathering evidence before you jump?

PHIL:
(QUIETLY) I don’t know who I am, or where I am? I’m lost, lost!

MARTY:
You look sea-sick! (HE STARTS WALKING AND PHIL FOLLOWS) What are you on?

PHIL:
I don’t know. Someone may have spiked me with junk. For over a week, I’ve been ‘outside my body’. My body seems like a strange object made of putty, being dragged around by my awareness. (MARTY OPENS THE DOOR OF HIS HOUSE) Where are you going?

MARTY:
In. Incidentally, I saw Dick this morning. Said Tom is staying up at your place with Meg. Dick’s looking much better. Said he’d kicked smack with Tom’s help.

PHIL:
(LOOKS EXTREMELY SHOCKED, LEANS AGAINST DOORFRAME) That’s weird.

MARTY:
Why?

PHIL:
I thought Tom and I were living together as a type of new-style monk. And now he’s fucking my wife.

MARTY:
You look very ill.

PHIL:
Can’t I come in?

MARTY:
Not likely!

PHIL:
Why not?

MARTY:
I’m not having you in my room, stealing my ideas. (LIGHT IN THE PASSAGE OF THE HOUSE GOES OFF)
PHIL:
Can’t you put the light on?

MARTY:
(LIGHT ON) You should try seeing in the dark.

PHIL:
I’m not very well Marty... can’t I come in?

MARTY:
No. (LIGHT OFF)
PHIL:
Please keep the light on! (LIGHT ON) I’m going crazy.

MARTY:
Go back to Meg. I’m sure Tom won’t mind.

PHIL:
Why can’t I come in?

MARTY:
Because I’m sick of you casting me in the role of a Dada guru and... (LIGHT OFF)
PHIL:
MARTY! MARTY! PLEASE keep the light on!

MARTY:
(LIGHT ON) If you want to be a model for blue jeans, you can, but you’re not using my                  ideas. Who sent you round here, the BBC? (LIGHT OFF)
PHIL:
(RUNNING OFF) You’re a psychic fascist Marty! An astral ton-up kid! An artistic Thug!!

MARTY:
Hurry up if you want to get it out for the Sunday papers. Art experts suspect that the                    Rembrandt at Kenwood is a fake! (PHIL RUNS DOWN PAVEMENT AS MARTY SLAMS DOOR.                   PHIL BUMPS INTO TURIQ. TURIQ LAUGHS. PHIL IS FREAKED)
PHIL:
What does it mean... if you’re not here? (TURIQ, VERY GENTLY, LEADS HIM TO SIT DOWN                ON A PUBLIC SEAT. SPEAKS WITH COMPASSION)
TURIQ:
You’ve been running, man. Really running! If you could have only stopped still! If you                had remained sitting, you would have been alright! (PHIL NODS) Look man, I was in New                  York not long ago, I had taken some strong LSD and was sunbathing by myself on the roof               of a skyscraper. Next thing I know, I’m racing BACK towards my body at a tremendous rate              from the Sun. Yes, man, I’d been on the Sun - I couldn’t recall being there - but I knew                   that’s where I was travelling from... and zapp - straight back into my body. Now, since then,              I’ve never had the horrors. No fear, man. All fear is fear of losing your body. So next time,                leave it joyfully. You get me?

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR, SCENE SIX
PETERBOROUGH RAILWAY STATION,CAMBRIDGESHIRE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT. PHIL, IN A HUFF, ASKS THE TICKET COLLECTOR...

PHIL:
Oh excuse me, where does the next train to Leeds go from, and what time?

TC:
Ticket sir?

PHIL:
Hang on a bit. Is there a train to Leeds?

TC:
Yes sir.

PHIL:
What time?

TC:
2.22 sir.

PHIL:
From what platform?

TC:
Platform 3 sir.

PHIL:
Thank you. (PHIL TURNS ROUND AND STARTS TO WALK BACK)
TC:
Excuse me sir.

PHIL:
(TURNS ROUND) Yes, what is it?

TC:
Have you got a ticket sir?

PHIL:
Frankly...no.

TC:
No?

PHIL:
No.

TC:
But you can’t travel on the train without a ticket sir.

PHIL:
Well that’s patently untrue! I’m actually doing it now!

TC:
But it's illegal Sir. If the station policeman...

PHIL:
(INTERRUPTING) Look, there’s no station policeman around.Right?

TC:
But it’s illegal sir.

PHIL:
Yes, you've said that.

TC:
But you can’t do this sir.

PHIL:
My dear man, you are in Cambridge at midnight...you've been to see a friend because you are falling apart...but suddenly you need to see your wife and your child...you have no money... it's pouring with rain...it's Sunday night...do you understand? Hitchhiking on Sunday night in pissing rain! I tried it! A hopeless project, OK? So the obvious thing is, chance it without a ticket on the train? And here I am, and there you are, worried about legality. I ask you...so thank you for the information. Platform three! Right? (The COLLECTOR NODS.PHIL WALKS BACK TO PLATFORM 3. TICKET COLLECTOR STARES AFTER HIM, LOOKING PERPLEXED. PHIL,STANDING ON THE PLATFORM, STARING AT THE LINES, THINKING ABOUT THE COMPULSIVE PULL WOMEN SEEM TO HAVE ON HIM, AND CONSIDERING THAT SUCH NEUROSIS WAS DEFININTELY A HINDRANCE TO TOTAL ENLIGHTENMENT, PHIL HEARD THE EXPECTED APPROACHING FOOTSTEPS OF THE TICKET COLLECTOR, WHO SEEMED TO BE WALKING CURIOUSLY SLOWLY. PROBABLY WONDERING WHAT HE WOULD SAY? THEN, WITH PHIL STILL STARING AT THE LINES, HE HEARS THE FOOTSTESPS APPROACHING ALONG THE FILTHY PLATFORM. COLLECTOR FINALLY COMES TO A STOP BESIDE PHIL AND STARES AT THE LINES. AFTER A LONGISH PAUSE, TICKET COLLECTOR IN AN APOLOGETIC TONE OPENS UP THE DIALOGUE)
TC:
I was thinking.

PHIL:  Really?

TC: Yes, I thought...could he do with a packet of fags? (PHIL, WITHOUT TURNING ROUND, PUTS HAND OUT AND RECEIVES PACKET OF WOODBINES)
PHIL:Ta.

TC:
And perhaps a quid would come in handy.

PHIL:  Thanks.

TC:  And you can have these sandwiches. Cheese.

PHIL:
(STILL STARING AHEAD) Ta. Very kind of you.

TC:You see, you’ve been a great help to me. Because you really made me think. That’s not something I’ve done for a long time. I thought, well, blow me that takes some beating, but then I thought, you know that could be me... I mean you could be me. (PHIL NODS) So I thought, well if I was you, I could do with a bite and a fag, and perhaps a cup of tea in Leeds. Especially on such a wet, miserable night. (PHIL NODS) And when I decided to actually make the jump, so to speak, and come over... I felt real good. Real good. So look, I hope all goes well for you...with your wife and child. Now, get into the last coach. It’s usually empty. If you pull the blinds down, you should get a good kip. When you get out at Leeds, nip out the first door in the wall on the left, and you’ll find yourself in the shunting yard. You can walk out to the street from there. (SOUND OF TRAIN APPROACHING)
PHIL:
(AS TRAIN COMES IN) Bless you.

ACT FOUR, SCENE SEVEN
AT 7.00 AM, THE CHURCH CLOCK AT HAWORTH STRIKING. PHIL WALKS INTO THE MAIN ROOM AT HAWORTH. THERE ARE FLOWERS HANGING FROM THE LAMPSHADE. FLOWERS ARE EVERYWHERE PIECES OF CLOTH DRAPED AROUND THE ROOM. BEADS HANGING FROM WINDOWS, LITTLE PAINTINGS PAINTED ON THE STONES, AND ON THE DOORS. PHIL LOOKS AROUND AND GOES INTO KITCHEN AND PUTS KETTLE ON. COMES INTO ROOM. POEMS ARE WRITTEN ON THE DOORS OF THE CUPBOARD. HE IS READING, WHEN MEG SILENTLY WALKS IN WEARING A NIGHTDRESS AND WALKS UP TO HIM, PUTS HER ARMS AROUND HIM FROM BEHIND. PHIL TURNS AROUND. HER HAIR HAS PLAITS AT THE SIDE.

PHIL:
Gosh you look stunning. So different.

MEG:
I am different. I just had the most wonderful dream. I was in this car race and was miles behind, when suddenly I got this enormous boost of energy, and lapped all the other cars three times, so fast that they thought I was still behind. Life is love Phil. (SHE GOES TOWARDS THE KITCHEN) Coffee?

PHIL:
Yes, please.

MEG:
I know what love is now Phil. Love is what the universe is made of. It doesn’t matter where you are in the universe, it’s all love. It’s like, it’s all one big cake, and it doesn’t matter what size piece of cake you get, it’s still cake! There’s no place more cake than another. Tom has shown me the power of love! (HANDS HIM A COFFEE AND THEY BOTH SIT DOWN, MEG ON ROCKING CHAIR, PHIL ON STOOL) Love liberates one from the mind. Love knows everything, direct. The mind is the shadow of love Phil. Love is free, and can’t be owned. Tom showed me, how to break the chains that had tied me down. Actually, they weren’t chains at all! They were spider’s threads. Thousands of them. I was tied down like Gulliver, but I had been assuming that what held me down, was a huge strong rope... So I ignored all the thin threads holding me captive, believing them too superficial to have any actual limiting effect! Tom showed me that there was no huge rope! Every spider thread, was a thought, tying me down to an illusion. And of course, I have the power to break each one, as it crops up. That’s love. Having the eyes of love. Being able to see LIFE AND ILLUSION, at the same time.

PHIL:
(CRYING) God, you’re so beautiful. You look like a Goddess. I’ve wanted you to be like this, since I met you, and now here you are, resplendent in your glory. Why couldn’t I do this for you?

MEG:
Because you tried too hard! Tom didn’t try to wake me up. His life spoke to my life, without hesitation, and my life responded from a long sleep. He was so beautiful. I had no idea any of this would happen. It was all such a wonderful shock.

PHIL:
Well, what did happen?

MEG:
Well, I came back from seeing my mother and, when I walked into the house, I saw these amazing green boots with stars and moons painted on them, and a saxophone in the corner. And I kept trying to imagine who they belonged to? I had taken Sarah up to bed and, when I came down, Tom was sitting in the rocking chair. I sat on the floor in front of him. We just stared at each other and, as I looked, he became more and more beautiful, until I realised he was an angel. At that moment, he came into me and we made love. And it was perfect. Afterwards, I was crying with gratitude for the gift of such beauty, and I said to Tom, ‘I love you’ and he replied, ‘you’ve already said that with your soul.’ We then lived together like two watercolours on the same page. Perfect and still. After four days, I was cooking and remarked that, although we were eating well at the moment, next week we’d be broke, and it’d have to be turnips! At that he said, ‘I shan’t be here tomorrow Meg. I’m leaving in the morning.’ I immediately burst out crying, and he said, ‘I married my wife because she cried at this exact point.’ I then saw that you cannot hang on to love. It moves at lightning speed. I came through and said, ‘of course, Tom, you must go, but remember that from now onwards, this home is to be available to anyone who wants to break through the machine.’

PHIL:
Gosh it really is a wonderful story. You’ve made it. I feel I want to praise you. Show you how wonderful I think you are.

MEG:
Perhaps it’s me who has to show you how free love is! Let’s go upstairs. (SHE GETS UP AND PHIL FOLLOWS HER OUT)
PHIL:
Where’s Sarah?

MEG:
She’s still asleep.

LIGHTS FADE
ACT FOUR, SCENE EIGHT
IN TOM'S BASEMENT. MEG’S SUITCASE IS OPEN ON THE FLOOR. THE CASE IS VERY HIGHLY PAINTED. MEG IS VERY EXCITED, SHE IS WEARING FLOWER-POWER CLOTHES, AND IS WILDLY MADE UP. ONE RED STOCKING, ONE GREEN STOCKING.

MEG:
(PACING UP AND DOWN) Can you really go through all this?

PHIL:
(TAKING A CROWN OUT OF A BOX, WHICH HAS A CRESCENT MOON AT THE APEX. HE PLACES IT ON MEG’S HEAD) I crown you... Queen of Love.

MEG:
(SHOCKED) Phil, you shouldn’t do that! Really! I will only hurt you! Can’t you see that I’m in love with Tom! You must get that clear! I want to be with him! To give myself to him. Where do you think he is?

PHIL:
Could be anywhere! (CRESTFALLEN)
MEG:
I think I’ll go round to Sally’s. She’s in an incredible state!

PHIL:
What, good?
MEG:
Explosive! (PAUSE) Actually, I think Tom’s been sleeping with her.

PHIL:
I shouldn’t get into that if I were you. Just be glad that Sally’s better.

MEG:
I’ll pick Sarah up, and see if Tom’s there? I’ll go mad if I don’t find him SOON. (WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND GIVES HIM A KISS ON THE FOREHEAD) Will you be alright?

PHIL:
Yeah... of course. Calm down!

MEG:
If Tom comes back... could you tell him... no doesn’t matter... I’ll come back if he’s not there. See you! (WAVES AND LEAVES. PHIL NODS... AND THEN PLAYS HIS FLUTE. BEGINS RECITING)
PHIL:


           He stood amidst his broken world

Her hair was shining, laughing in the wind,

His pain was understanding what was killed.

She said ‘the world is as I see it now.’

He knew the chair and stool were built with soul.

She looked at him askance, and said ‘that’s wood.’

He said with every gesture they had built,

a world invisible, he still could feel.

She said that ‘Life is change, and nothing’s built,

and what is true, is how the present feels!’

He cried. So evil’s this: with love, you kill!

TOM:
(PHIL CRIES. HE HASN’T SEEN TOM LISTENING FROM THE DOOR. TOM WALKS IN AND PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND PHIL) It’s OK, if that’s any help? (HE STARTS BREAKING UP STICKS TO MAKE A FIRE)
PHIL:
Did you hear me recite the poem?

TOM:
(NODS) I liked it. (PAUSE) I know how you feel. I’ve been through it. There’s not much one can say. (PAUSE) Is Meg alright?

PHIL:
Well, she says she’s madly in love with you. Says you’re nectar to her.

TOM:
Women always say things like that. That’s their nature.

PHIL:
Well, maybe.(PAUSE)  Tom, you've done something remarkable. I’ve never seen her look so good. Amazing energy. Deep emotion. We made love and cried a lot together. She was like a Goddess. Suddenly she would come out with amazing insights...we tore along at a tremendous rate, but then, all of a sudden, she changed, and felt I was draining her, and she said she had to see you quick, to get her batteries recharged. She said she’d rather die, than be rejected by you.

TOM:
(LAUGHS) She’s very innocent and lovely. So what’s she going to do?

PHIL:
She wants to see you. I think that’s as far as it goes... right now. I think maybe she wants to live... alone.

TOM:
That would be good. How do you feel about that?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) As you can see... a bit shaken up.

TOM:
Well that won’t do you any harm. What’s true can’t be damaged. What’s alive, can’t be lost.

PHIL:
I know. It’s amazing really. The discovery of universal love, and the realisation that you can’t possess love. You’ve got to let go, all the time! (MEG APPEARS AT THE DOOR. SHE STARES AT TOM. HE LOOKS AT HER. PHIL EXAMINES MEG, THEN TOM)
TOM:
Come in Meg... and sit down. (SHE WALKS AS IF IN A TRANCE AND PUTS CROWN ON)
PHIL:
Where’s Sarah?

MEG:
(STARING AT TOM) She was asleep... so I left her with Sally. Could you...?

PHIL:
Sure... I’ll go in a minute.

TOM:
Cup of tea Meg?

MEG:
(STARING WITH LOVE AT TOM) Yes please Tom. (PAUSE) 

PHIL:
(STANDS UP) I think I might as well go and be a father...now.

MEG:
You are kind. I do love you.

PHIL:
And I love you both. (CRIES) 

TOM:
Sugar, Meg?

MEG:
No thank you, Tom.

PHIL:
(LAUGHS) You know, you’ve both given me such a gift. A chance to see the elegance of love, in action, and an opportunity for me to overcome negative emotions. I’m so grateful to both of you. God bless you both. (HE LEAVES. TOM AND MEG STARE AT EACH OTHER, THEN TOM MOVES OVER TO MEG AND THEY START TO MAKE LOVE. VERY GENTLY)
LIGHTS FADE
ACT FOUR, SCENE NINE
SALLY'S FLAT. COLOURFUL LIKE TOM'S BASEMENT. WALL HANGINGS – INDIAN, CHINESE AND TIBETAN. REVOLVER BY THE BEATLES IS PLAYING (YOU WAKE UP YOU BREAK UP). PHIL IS CRYING, STANDING UP, HUGGING SALLY. FOUR OR FIVE OTHER FREAKS IN THE ROOM PLAYING ‘GO’. PHIL IS WEARING HIS DONKEY JACKET. SALLY SEEMS MUCH SOFTER AND VERY BOUYANT.

SALLY:
It’s OK Phil. You’re very beautiful. You know I’ve gone through it... now you’re going through it. Others... the straight world... never try to get to the other side. They resist love, yet love is the meaning of life. When I flipped, I discovered love threaded us all together. Come on Phil, take some acid and really space out.

PHIL:
I haven’t got any. Have you?

SALLY:
No I haven’t. So none of us have.

PHIL:
Are you tripping?

SALLY:
No, but I want to. Where can we score?

PHIL:
I’ve got an idea. I used to do hypnosis years ago. Perhaps I could put you on a trip, through hypnosis. This might be a very important experiment... and it won’t have all the dangers of the trip never ending. What do you say?

SALLY:
Come on. Let’s do it.

PHIL:
OK. I’ll just check if Sarah is asleep first.

SALLY:
I’ve just been to look. She’s fine. Do we need to go into another room?

PHIL:
Yes, we need quiet.

SALLY:
And will I know I’m under hypnosis whilst I’m tripping?

PHIL:
Yes, in the same way as you know you’ve taken acid when you’re tripping. The hypnotic suggestion, will act as the trigger, rather than the acid.

SALLY:
Come on, let’s do it. Hey folks, Phil is going to hypnotise me and put me on a trip. How about that?

FREAK:
Hey, that’s far out, real far out. (THEY MOVE TO THE LEFT OF STAGE INTO A KITCHEN. SALLY SITS ON A KITCHEN CHAIR WITH HER HANDS STRETCHED OUT IN FRONT, HER EYES CLOSED. PHIL IS SAT OPPOSITE HER)
PHIL:
(IN MONOTONOUS TONE) Now your hands are locked together so tight you cannot open them. No matter how hard you try, they are completely stuck together. You have no strength left in your body. But do not worry, no harm will come to you. Your eyes are now, too tired to open. Too tired. Try to open your eyes, and you can’t. Now put your hands in your lap. Good. Now, when I clap my hands like this (CLAPS TWICE) you will open your eyes, but you will not wake up and, in front of you, you will see the funniest face you’ve ever seen in your life, and you will laugh, and laugh, and laugh, and not be able to stop laughing, until I snap my fingers like this. (SNAPS TWICE) When I snap my fingers, you will fall back, into a very, very deep, relaxed sleep. Now, I shall clap my hands! Wait for it. (PHIL CLAPS HANDS AND SALLY OPENS HER EYES AND LAUGHS AND LAUGHS, THEN PHIL SNAPS FINGERS, AND SHE FALLS BACK TO SLEEP) Now listen very closely. I shall call you number one. Now listen Number One, you have just taken some LSD, about an hour ago, and it is just beginning to work. You can feel it coming on strong. When I clap my hands twice, like this, (CLAPS) you will open your eyes, but you will not wake up. You will be on an acid trip. And you will know that this acid trip is caused by hypnosis, and you will trip freely. If at any time you want the trip to stop, you will say so, and I will snap my fingers like this (SNAPS FINGERS TWICE) and you will fall asleep. Now wait for it. (PHIL CLAPS TWICE. SALLY OPENS HER EYES AND GETS UP SLOWLY AND WALKS ABOUT SLOWLY)
SALLY:
Wow, this acid is so strong! So strong! No, it’s not acid is it? It’s the hypnosis. No, it’s my being right?

PHIL:
Right on. How does it feel?

SALLY:
Absolutely fantastic! Fresh and strong. God, the colours! Everything is so clear. Let’s go into the other room, and see the others. (THEY WALK INTO THE OTHER ROOM. EVERYONE LOOKS UP EXPECTANTLY)
FREAK:
What’s it feel like Sally?

SALLY:
Magic man, real magic. This is the BEST ACID ever. Pure light, man, pure power. Pure love. Oh Jesus, you’re all so beautiful.What a crap trip that junk trip was!

FREAK:
(TO PHIL) Hey man, can you do this for me too?

PHIL:
Yeah, I could, but not tonight. It’s Sally’s trip tonight. Cool?

FREAK:
OK, man. You’re the magician...tonight.

SALLY:
Hey Phil, he’s right, you’re a magician, a magician of love. I can see a star, a white star behind your back. Hey, let me paint it on your jacket.

PHIL:
Sure, love is really where it's at!. Yeah, paint a star on my back.

FREAK:
I’ll get your paints.  (HE FETCHES SOME LITTLE POTS OF POSTER COLOURS AND A BRUSH AND WATER)
SALLY:
Thanks sweetheart.  Phil... God it’s really difficult to focus. Can you sit down there. (PHIL SITS DOWN AND WITH DIFFICULTY SALLY DRAWS A PENTAGRAM IN WHITE PAINT ON PHIL’S DONKEY JACKET. WHEN SHE FINISHES EVERYONE CLAPS. PHIL SNAPS FINGERS TWICE)
PHIL:
How do you feel love?

SALLY:
That was BEAUTIFUL. Really beautiful!!! I feel as clear as a bell. Fresh and alive. Thanks a million, Phil. You’re an angel. You really are.

PHIL:
Thanks for your love. I must take Sarah to Meg now.

SALLY:
I’ll walk round with you.

FREAKS:
See you Phil. Later Sally.

 (PHIL GETS SARAH AND RETURNS. SALLY AND PHIL LEAVE, PHIL CARRYING SARAH WRAPPED UP IN A BLANKET. THEY WALK THROUGH THE AUDIENCE. SUDDENLY PHIL LOOKS UP AND GASPS)
PHIL:
Sally! Look! Up there!

SALLY:
My God! Phil! It’s one of THEM! A beautiful flying saucer. (THEY BOTH GAZE AND, AS THEY DO, SALLY STARTS CRYING)
PHIL:
What’s the matter?

SALLY:
I’m really sorry Phil. I really am.

PHIL:
What about?

SALLY:
About the way... I've kept trying to drive you mad!

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) What? You mean...

SALLY:
Yes... I put some smack in the joint that time in Tom’s pad. I was trying to pay you back... for not saving me... you know... I’m really sorry... you see I felt jealous of you... from the start... because I’ve always wanted to be an artist... a poet... and you come along... and do it so easy.. without having studied at university... and I spent all my childhood.. since I was TEN... study, study, study... never going out to play like the other kids... and I did get my Ph.D but where did it get me? Studying Burroughs and getting into smack! It all felt so empty... and I wanted you to get a taste of it. You see, I loved you from the start. Loved you! (PHIL KISSES HER FOREHEAD)
PHIL:
Blimey Sally. You nearly did my head in, that night!

SALLY:
I know... and I am sorry.. but you did get through... (HUGS HIM) You’re invincible Phil, you know that!

LIGHTS FADE
ACT FOUR, SCENE TEN

TOM'S BASEMENT. PHIL WALKS IN WITH SARAH AND PLACES HER DOWN BESIDE MEG, WHO IS SLEEPING. AS HE DOES SO, MEG WAKES UP. SHE PUTS OUT HER HAND AND PHIL HOLDS IT.

PHIL:
Meg, I’ve realised that I’ve been treating you like the mother I'd always wanted to have. I’m sorry. I had no right to project my need onto you. I want you to be free, Meg. You deserve it. You and Sarah should live with Tom. He knows how to love without possessing.

MEG:
(SITS UP AND CUDDLES THE SLEEPING SARAH) That’s very understanding of you Phil. That gives me such a sense of space! Such freedom... that I feel... feel, drawn to you. Drawn to be with you... like we’ve just met!?

PHIL:
But what about Tom? He’s your guide!

MEG:
No, he was a catalyst. He speeded up my growth and now my head’s above the murk of fear. It would have been absolutely WRONG for me to have embarked on living with Tom.

PHIL:
Did you ask him?

MEG:
Yes... and he said ‘no’... and now I can see why?

PHIL:
Why?

MEG:
He loves us both and wanted to see us happy together. To see each other, as Tom and I saw each other – without fear. EYE TO EYE.

BAND:




                The white star

In my heart

Is mirrored in the sky

This brilliance is our life

This magic of the mind

We sit like breathing stars

And give each other faith;

We know the new world’ here,

We are this light past death.

The falsity dissolves,

You’re standing bright and new

The stillness fills with love

Our eyes were always true.

The white song of our love,

Is filled with endless blue.

Alone the stillness rings,

But sings when I’m with you.

The whiteness where waves break.

The silence of the clouds.

The love from eye to eye.

This baby by your head.
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