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                            BEING PLAY TEN OF `THE WARP’

                                     BY NEIL ORAM (c) 1978, 1979, 2000, & 2004

                                       CHARACTERS

PHIL MASTERS.....................................Poet/crofter aged 38/39

RACHEL...........................................His `femme fatale’ partner, aged 27/28

DAWN.............................................Their 4/5 year old daughter

BETTY GALLUP.....................................Rachel’s mother

MULFORD GALLOP...................................Rachel’ step-father

LIZ GALLUP.......................................Rachel’s sister, aged 30

SIMON ROSE.......................................A keen writer on Earth Magic, aged 35

ANDREW FREGE.....................................American dope smoking poet, aged 49

Garage owner.....................................A Somerset man, aged about 40

RAJNEESH.........................................Indian Guru, aged about 45

CLAVA............................................Devotee of Rajneesh, ex-(Dutch)-hooker

GOPAL............................................A Shivite devotee

ANATOSH..........................................A Rajneesh devotee

PARATOSH.........................................Real name is Ralph Beak

CLIVE............................................Rachel’s new Gypsy boyfriend

MADGE............................................An artist friend of Phil’s

Dr CARTWHEEL.....................................A Court appointed psychiatrist

AN OLD LANDLORD OF ED GALE

ED GALE..........................................Phil’s transcendental guide

POLICEMEN, RAJNEESH DEVOTEES, DOCTORS AND HOSPITAL STAFF

THE ACTION TAKES PLACE BETWEEN MAY 1975 and AUGUST 1977

ACT ONE.       SCENE ONE
THE LONDON SQUAT. AN OLD VICTORIAN HOUSE. THE ROOM VERY BARE BUT CLEAN AND TIDY. DAWN ASLEEP IN A BED IN THE CORNER. IT’S EARLY MORNING. PHIL AND RACHEL HAVE BEEN MAKING LOVE THROUGH THE NIGHT. PHIL GOES TO THE KITCHEN AND RETURNS WITH A MILK BOTTLE HALF-FILLED WITH WATER. RACHEL DRINKS FROM THE BOTTLE SITTING UP IN BED

PHIL:After four months apart

we fuck... bang... screw... like maniacs

and She comes as one

applauding such a performance

with roars

and encores.

(BOTH LAUGH)
RACHEL:
(SHE EXPRESSES VERY STRONG ENERGY) Phil...you’ve changed so much. Your body is so much softer. Relaxed. And your prick seems so much bigger, harder, more sure and forceful.

PHIL:
I think it’s because I cried so much, missing you. AND I went through my whole life, and forgave my mother for being how she was to me. I realised that she was just a frightened, simple country girl, caught in the HORROR OF WAR. Then I had to confront being ALONE. And then... the night I met you again... something VERY WEIRD HAPPENED!  I was so out of it...I saw you in the mirror, before I heard you scream. Like I was in a parallel reality.

RACHEL:
It seems there are many different universes... interpenetrating each other... some are fantasy... some are real... but this one is the BEST! My body loves your body. I FEEL NOURISHED and ALIVE! Come on... let’s go away... and start a new LIFE... with Dawn. This time, let’s REALLY MAKE IT... TOGETHER!

PHIL:
Back at Freya?

RACHEL:
We could, but how about a change? We’ve been NORTH... been SOUTH... to Hastings... and EAST TO CAMBRIDGE... so how about WINGING WESTWARDS?

PHIL:
That’s it! Let’s go down to Glastonbury.

RACHEL:
Right on! Let’s explore the Glastonbury Romance. Make real use of this energy we create together. We’ve got a lot of work to do! We’ve got to wake people up... inject some new LIFE into AVALON!

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO
PHIL AND RACHEL ARE SCREWING IN SIMON ROSE’S HOME NEAR GLASTONBURY. IT’S A BEAUTIFUL ROOM WITH A LARGE DOUBLE BED. THEY MAKE A LOT OF NOISE AS THEY COME TOGETHER. PAUSE

RACHEL:
Jesus, it’s such a relief to fuck with hatred as well as love.

PHIL:
(EXCITED) Right! Right! To me screwing is a crucible for the alchemy.

RACHEL:
Yeah, unless you put all the ingredients in, you don’t transform.

 (TELEPHONE RINGS)
PHIL: Glastonbury 4689. Who?

RACHEL’S MOTHER: I’d like to speak to Rachel?

PHIL: It’s your mother.

RACHEL:
Tell her I don’t want to speak to her.

PHIL:
Rachel says she doesn’t want to speak to you.

MOTHER:
I don’t believe you. I think you’re rotten Philip. Rotten! You’ve hypnotised my daughter again and kidnapped her. You’re ruining her life again, and little Dawn’s life.

PHIL:
Will you shut up! You refuse to face the fact, that Rachel and I love each other. Do you hear that? Love each other, and Dawn is ecstatically happy that we’re all together again. I’ve got nothing else to say. Please leave us alone! (PUTS THE PHONE DOWN)
RACHEL:
That woman is mad! Demented! Christ, she wants total possessiom of me...ALL THE TIME!.

PHIL:
I think it’s sexual jealousy. Psychic sexual interference. She knows psychically that, when you’re involved sexually with a man, she loses her power over you! That’s why she’s always been against me. And she pretends that I’m only with you for money!

RACHEL:
It’s pathetic. It really is. MONEY! We’ve never had fuck all from them except insults. I want to see a solicitor and get this inheritance from my grandfather sorted out. She’s a vampire and has prevented me from receiving what was left for me. I’ve had enough of her crap! I want my bread NOW and never see any of them ever again . With my money...we could get a place where she wont know where we are. Perhaps we could buy a place around here. It feels like the South of France HERE inside the Glastonbury Zodiac.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.     SCENE THREE
RACHEL AND HER MOTHER SAT OUTSIDE A PUB NEAR GLASTONBURY. BOTH HAVE GLASSES OF BRANDY. RACHEL IS DRESSED UP QUITE OUTRAGEOUSLY - WITH LARGE ORANGE HAT AND VERY SEXY DRESS. MOTHER ALSO LOOKS SLIGHTLY TARTY

RACHEL:
(ANGRY) Mother, you’re behaving like a bloody lunatic. Whatever are you doing phoning up Simon Rose, who you’ve never met, and asking him to put me and Dawn in a TAXI back to Cambridgeshire. It’s fucking barking mad! Completely fucking off the wall!

MOTHER:
Your language is so crude when you’re anywhere near that Philip Masters.

RACHEL:
Look, if you start fucking insulting me I’m leaving. Now!

MOTHER:
Alright. I’m sorry. (PAUSE) So what are your plans?

RACHEL:
I’d like my inheritance cashed so that Phil and I can buy a house in Somerset.

MOTHER:
What inheritance? You haven’t got an inheritance. It’s my inheritance from my father.

RACHEL:
Oh, I’m so sick of it all. Sick of your meanness. Sick of Mulford’s sexual groping.

MOTHER:
What do you mean by that?

RACHEL:
You know very well that Mulford’s always trying to get me into bed. Perhaps he’s not to blame. After all, you’ve not fucked him in fifteen years have you?

MOTHER:
(GOES TO HIT RACHEL) How dare you!

RACHEL:
Fuck off BACK TO CAMBRIDGESHIRE and stuff your money up your dry cunt! I can’t stand it any more. No more!

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.    SCENE FOURtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.    SCENE FOUR"
EVENING. SIMON ROSE’S HOUSE. ANDREW FREGE, AN AMERICAN POET, IS ALSO STAYING IN THE HOUSE. FREGE WEARS AN ENGLISH TWEED THREE PIECE SUIT. ROSE IS DRESSED IN DARK BLUE CORDUROY PANTS AND GREY POLO NECK SWEATER. RACHEL IS DRESSED IN VERY SEXY SUMMER CLOTHES. PHIL IS WEARING HIS WHITE SUIT. DAWN IS UPSTAIRS ASLEEP. FREGE HANDS RACHEL A HALF-SMOKED JOINT

FREGE:
Near the Goddess, the bucks

PHIL:
Swerve into her sensuous reputation.

SIMON:
(RACHEL WRITES DOWN WHAT IS SAID) Celebrating on the juice pressed from...

RACHEL:
The fragile excitement of our meeting... (SIMON JUMPS UP EXCITED BY RACHEL’S RESPONSE)
FREGE:
(GESTURING TOWARDS SIMON) We’re dazzling Melchizedek in his Royal Court

PHIL:
His mind shredded into shocks of shimmering light...

RACHEL:
Yes at LAST, THE ROSE of smart clothes

SIMON:
Is driven into view by GRACE... the constant motor

PHIL:
A mass of mirrors in which we ignore

RACHEL:
the creamy flesh

FREGE:
Stuffed with violent dreams...

SIMON:
I can’t go on.

RACHEL:
It’s GREAT as it is. Type it out Simon.

SIMON:
(LOOKS A LITTLE SHOCKED) YOU type it out Rachel.

RACHEL:
(ANGRY) Oh Christ, let me do it. (MOVES TO SIMON’S TYPEWRITER)
SIMON:( BLOCKS RACHEL’S PROGRESS TOWARDS HIS TYPWRITER) No Rachel, do it on your typewriter. I look after my typewriter Rachel. I treat it with care like a woman.

RACHEL:
(FURIOUS) Jesus, you’re just fucking mean! I’m a woman, you idiot. Let me use it.

SIMON:
No Rachel. Use your typewriter.

RACHEL:
Your typewriter’s better than mine for Christ’s sake. (SHAKES HEAD HYSTERICALLY) Let me use it! (GETS HOLD OF SIMON’S TYPEWRITER AND PULLS THE CARRIAGE ABOUT, PRESSES ALL THE KEYS AT ONCE AND BANGS THE WHOLE THING) Fuck you, and your neat perversity.

SIMON:
(HE PICKS UP THE POEM AND PRECISDELY RIPS IT UP, THROWS IT ON THE FIRE. SPEAKS CALMLY) You must understand the `laws of Karma’ Rachel.

RACHEL:
(COMPLETELY HYSTERICAL, GRABS SIMON) Fuck You, you little queer cunt. You snivelling little CREEP. You’re in league with my manipulating mother, you traitor. You’re bloody diabolical. Black! Completely Black! I’m not staying in this dark house any longer. You’re evil ROSE! Evil! 

SIMON:
Suit yourself, Rachel. I think you’re behaving like a spoilt school girl.

FREGE:
Calm down, Rachel, for God’s sake!

RACHEL:
Fuck you and your `calm down’ shit! You’re all made of second-hand nonsense. You’re all bloody false. I’m NOT STAYING IN THIS MUSEUM ANY LONGER! (SHE RUSHES OUT AND CAN BE HEARD RUNNING UPSTAIRS. SHOUTS) And don’t GOSSIP ABOUT ME BEHIND MY BACK! (SIMON, ANDREW AND PHIL STARE AT EACH OTHER)
SIMON:
She seems possessed.

FREGE:
SHE IS POSSESSED.

PHIL:
HOW DID THIS HAPPEN?

FREGE:
It’s happening to loads of sensitive people all over the world. They open themselves up through drugs and sex, and get used by demonic forces to undermine human values. (VERY LOUD SOUNDS FROM UPSTAIRS OF RACHEL PACKING-UP.)
PHIL:
Shit man, she’s the mother of my daughter. Can she be saved from this demonic condition?

FREGE:
She’ll probably need to be EXORCISED by someone with a powerful spiritual quietness. Why don’t you take her to see Buckminster Fuller. He’s giving talks in Edinburgh at the moment. His presence performs miracles.

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.     SCENE FIVEtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.     SCENE FIVE"
PHIL AND RACHEL PILE ALL THEIR STUFF INTO THEIR RENAULT FOUR AND CARRY DAWN INTO THE BACK. THEY DRIVE OFF AND SLEEP IN THE CAR. IN THE MORNING RACHEL INSISTS THEY GET A ROOF RACK IN A SMALL GARAGE NEAR GLASTONBURY. THE MAN SAYS HE’S GOT ONE AND HANDS RACHEL A LONG CARDBOARD PACKET.

MAN:
This is the only roof rack I’ve got madam.

RACHEL:
That’s no use to me. Can’t you fix it on?

MAN:
Yes madam, I suppose I could.

RACHEL:
Well, you’re running the place aren’t you?

MAN:
Yes madam, but look... the instructions are in Czechoslovakian.

RACHEL:
For God’s sake man, do you take me for a Czech? Please...just put the roof rack ON!.

MAN:(NERVOUS)
OK madam. (WALKS OVER TO CAR AND STARTS PULLING PIECES OUT AND TRYING TO FIGURE IT OUT. PHIL IS SAT EXPRESSIONLESS IN THE FRONT OF THE CAR. THE GARAGE MAN GETS MORE AND MORE NERVOUS)
RACHEL:
(OPENS DOOR AND DAWN RUNS OUT. THEY’VE GOT A DOG NOW WHICH RUNS AROUND BARKING. RACHEL STARTS THROWING CLOTHES OUT OF THE CAR)  Jesus, why am I cluttered up with such rubbish? Such fucking rubbish! Dawn! Stop making the dog bark. How are you getting on with the roof rack?

MAN:
It’s coming on madam.

RACHEL:
Stop calling me madam. I’ve got a cunt and I fuck like all the whores you’ve ever imagined. The name is Rachel, so fucking get on with it!

PHIL:
I think you’re going on a bit!

RACHEL:
Listen, don’t you start. If you’re not strong enough for me, you can fuck off now! I’m not wasting any more of my time on weak-minded adolescents! Can’t you see I’m trying to get all this stuff tidied up Phil! For Christ’s sake, get all this rubbish into bags and let’s put it on the roof rack... when this yokal has finished the difficult task of translation!  And (SHOUTS) don’t try to take my space with your sterile judgements! (TO GARAGE MAN STARING AT THE SCENE) Please get on with THAT ROOF RACK before I EXPLODE.

MAN:
(SHAKING) Yes, ma’am... yes...

RACHEL:
Rachel! Rachel! Rachel! Rachel!

MAN:
Yes ma’am... er...

RACHEL:
RACHEL: RACHEL!  Get it?  RACHEL!! Get IT! (AT THE TOP OF HER VOICE) RACHEL!!! GET IT!!!? NOW GET THAT FUCKING ROOF RACK ON BEFORE I REALLY EXPLODE!!! Jesus Phil, let’s go back to LIVE IN Scotland. They’re too bloody dozy down here in SOMERSET for me!

PHIL:
Yeah, and we’ll go to the Edinburgh Festival on the way back and see Buckminster Fuller. He’s definitely AWAKE!

RACHEL:
(TO GARAGE MAN) Hear THAT!!! That's who I need to SEE! Someone who's AWAKE! So HURRY UP!!!
BEFORE THEY LEAVE FOR EDINBURGH, THEY GO INTO A SHOP AND RACHEL, WITH EGOTISTICAL PANACHE, NICKS A LARGE BOTTLE OF SCOTCH. THEY GET INTO THEIR CAR WITH DAWN AND DRIVE UP TO EDINBURGH. ON THE WAY RACHEL GETS MORE AND MORE DRUNK AND BECOMES A FRENCH WHORE, TREATING PHIL AS A POLISH SOLDIER WHO NEEDS TO BE BROUGHT BACK FROM THE DEAD. PHIL GETS LOST AND STOPS THE CAR TO EXAMINE A SIGNPOST. THEY HAVE A CASSETTE PLAYING J.J. CALE’S `AFTER MIDNIGHT’. RACHEL HAS A PISS OUTSIDE THE CAR, AND PHIL SCREWS HER AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE CAR...AS CARS DRIVE BY. RACHEL JUMPS BACK INTO THEIR CAR AND, AS PHIL WALKS ROUND TO THE DRIVER’S SIDE, RACHEL DRIVES OFF. PHIL HAS TO JUMP ON THE BACK BUMPER AS RACHEL CAREERS DOWN THE ROAD, SWERVING FROM SIDE TO SIDE. THEY ARRIVE AT AN OLD SCOTTISH MANSE, THE HOME OF SONNY AND LIZ, OUTSIDE OF EDINBURGH. RACHEL GETS OUT THE CAR AND PHIL SCREWS HER ON THE LAWN, AND THEY ROLL THROUGH THE FLOWER BED IN FITS OF LAUGHTER AND ECSTASY.

EVERYONE IS ASLEEP IN THE MANSE AND SO THEY MAKE UP A BED FOR DAWN AND THEMSELVES. THEY ARE BOTH TOTALLY PISSED, HAVING DRUNK THE WHOLE LARGE BOTTLE OF SCOTCH. RACHEL IS STILL ONLY TALKING FRENCH, AND PHIL DOESN’T SAY A THING `EXCEPT GIBBERISH’ SINCE HE’S STILL SUPPOSED TO BE A POLISH SOLDIER. THEY CONTINUE SCREWING LIKE MANIACS AND WHEN PHIL ASKS RACHEL IF SHE WANTS A DRINK OF WATER, SHE SCREAMS AT HIM `CAN’T YOU FUCK INSTEAD OF TALKING’ IN FRENCH. PHIL GETS VERY WORRIED BECAUSE HE CAN’T FIND A WAY OF BRINGING RACHEL BACK TO BEING RACHEL.

IN THE MORNING WHEN PHIL WAKES UP, HE FINDS RACHEL IS NOT THERE AND DISCOVERS THAT SHE’S CHATTING UP SONNY. RACHEL HAS TREMENDOUS VITALITY AND SEEMS VERY OFFHAND WITH PHIL, WHO DECIDES TO GO INTO EDINBURGH AND HEAR BUCKMINSTER FULLER SPEAK AT A CONFERENCE ON NORTH SEA OIL.
ACT ONE.       SCENE SIX
A LARGE CHURCH HALL. BUCKIE IS STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FLOOR, ENCIRCLED BY SITTING PEOPLE.  HE WEARS A CLARET COLOURED BLAZER AND HORN-RIMMED GLASSES. HE SPEAKS VERY INTENSELY, AND STOPS FOR PAUSES, TO GATHER HIS THOUGHTS TOGETHER

BUCKIE:
I have been travelling round this spaceship we call the Earth for forty years or more, and recently I am being confronted with one insistent issue. Many people are aware, that this ship is being destroyed by a small section of the community, by the same group who claim to be the guardians of the planet - government agencies, as well as the obvious multinational companies. This blight has been around for a long time. In Chaldea, Babylon, Egypt, Rome, we have always had this group of people who control everyone else through the trick of mystification and privilege.

For instance, in Egypt a situation arose, whereby only a certain people were allowed to use number. All financial transactions had to be conducted by them, and of course they took a cut out of every deal.

The myth of the expert, is a persistent disease in social life. It is a cause of man’s impotence today, in people’s involvement with daily social life. Children from the start, are subliminally encouraged to place faith in experts. In authority. One seldom ever meets an expert, who actually can think. Thinking does not mean organising thoughts! Thinking is an extremely mysterious activity. It is a form of travelling into the roots of being. It cannot be explained, but the starting point, is a contemplation of a real question. Martin Heidegger calls it getting `under way’. He points out, that what is most thought-provoking in our thought-provoking time, is that we are not thinking, because we believe that someone can think for us - hence the expert! You see, we are utterly confused, because of a lack of thinking, utterly confused about the difference between thinking and thoughts. Thinking can use a thought, to start off from, but thinking is like swimming, and a thought is the place you dive off from. Looking at thoughts, will not tell you what thinking is. So we have to get under way. Now all over this fine planet, I am meeting people who FEEL there is a battle going on. There IS a battle going on. Now the point is, we are in telepathic communication - we do all feel the predicament of the planet. Now this is a vital beginning.

                                          (PAUSE)

So we feel the situation. And the telepathy is a rediscovery, of what is intrinsic to being a human being. We share a common space. What I can discover, you can discover. As I get under way and travel into a space beyond thought, you travel too. The journey must be embarked on. It is a journey, into the roots of being.

Now intelligence is completely separate from the thought process. Thinking is the act of discovering intelligence. Our intelligence, tells us the planet is in danger. It is in danger, because of a crowd of people who rip us off, and the trap is to fight them, with their weapon - expertise. These manipulators have a consciousness which is characterised by revenge. That is, they use time to control others - in time. Intelligence is not concerned with revenge. It is concerned with creation. It we treat these two facts as vital - (1) that we all feel harassed and suppressed by authorities, and (2) feeling this, we are in telepathic communion - something extraordinary can happen. You see, this field of common awareness, this field of intelligence, can act directly, and interestingly enough is prevented from being effective, precisely because we try to work out what to do!? The mistake has a technical basis. No individual can know the potential of the whole. The whole is realised telepathically. If, as an individual, you feel impotent to do anything in the world, that is to change its direction, this is because you are evaluating the situation, from an ego point of view. The whole is beyond all points of view. The whole is intelligence, and can see everything that is happening. It is through thinking that you discover the whole. You, through the act of thinking, make yourself capable of acting effectively from intelligence.

                           (LONG PAUSE)
So, in relation to the question of oil exploitation, all I can say is, it is an irrelevant problem. The activities of jet set criminals, though murderous to the human species, must be left alone! Our duty, is to think...to the bone.

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.       SCENE SEVENtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.       SCENE SEVEN"
AFTER BUCKIE HAS SAT DOWN PHIL STANDS UP AND UTTERS THIS SPONTANEOUS POEM.

Through Buckie I understand

The essence of synergy...

Examining any part

Of a total process

Will not reveal

The nature of the whole. 

Through simply looking at a caterpillar

I could not foretell the transformation

Into delicate flight.

I could not foretell

But could the caterpillar?

What are we doing

On the rim of this planet swimming through engulfing

space?

Can I real-Ise and predict

The changes necessary

In the behaviour of humanity?

In what sense does the flight

Of my imagination

Freed from the dehumanizing mesh

Express the actual consciousness

Of the whole?

Is there common ground?

Or is there only I?

Is there an intuitively understood

Realization

Of the impasse humanity must confront

To survive?

Or must we depend

On Information?

Must we pass the message on

One to one

One to many

Or will there be a flash point

Of common necessity real-eyesed
Then affirmed in integrated

Expression?

I do not hope to inform

But...confirm your prior
Intuition of the real issue.

I call upon everyone

To THINK

With their total energy.

To think through

EVERY prejudice

And dissolve every complex of stale energy

Held as knots in our muscle and tissue.

To come up front

And think through your pain

And shielded fear And think think think

Through every anti-survival programme

Stored in our mind-banks.

Yes, we must THINK
To the bone

With our guts

Our blood

Our love

Our hate.

Yes, we must think

About thought

And stand up and be counted

And have no excuses.

Abandon every private escape plan

And real-Ise everyone has the right

To challenge anyone to reveal

Their true being.

What is demanded of each one of us to be?

Must this be described

Or can it be seen?

Can we die to our prejudice

Whilst living and not pass on

Our petty opinions

To anyone?

We must wake up and real-Ise

The response-ability each one of us has

For the emotional/spiritual tone

Of our planet.

So move your attention

Onto the brakes

In your head.

Onto the resistances

Which impede free flow.

Examine your private ambitions
And press each demand you have

Against the living fact
That your existence depends on how you help

This organism--the planet EARTH
To live.

Breaking the sentimental attachment

We have for pain and cover-ups

Allows an intelligence to arise

Which immediately intuits our predicament.

This intelligence is unconcerned with any need

To define itself.

Its urge is to live
To love

To share

To do good works.

Being FREE
It can die

Happily. Depends on no one

No thing

Can not be seen

But sees everything

Without interpretation...

It is cosmic conscience

Ready to create

A wonder-filled world

NOW

Through TOTAL EXPOSURE
At all levels of our being.

This means WORK.
Real work

To awaken the conscience
Of the whole of humanity

So all will SEE
We need not be DOOMED
To constant misuse of our planetary resources

For the benefit of neat-looking criminals...

Unfeeling slick jet-set talkers
Whose only concern is maintaining

THEIR infantile show-off life-style.

A life-style unrelated

To the potential life-style

Of the real world’s entire population.

We do not need to rape our EARTH
To create a world

We could all love

To live in.

No we could all actually live

In a totally different way.

All we have against us

Is those minds

Addicted to self-importance.

Minds who endlessly promote

Emptiness

Camouflaged by calculating words.

Minds who say man’s DOOMED
On a dying planet.

Bullies and creeps...

The military and political sneaks

Who thrive on conflict.

The choice is between the living psychic web
Or the FEAR-BASED MESH.

The eternity of real love-life

Or omnipresent T.V.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.    SCENE EIGHT

WHEN PHIL GETS BACK TO THE MANSE, RACHEL IS VERY DRUNK ON CHAMPAGNE AND RAVING. SHE DECIDES THAT NOW IS THE TIME TO GO TO FREYA, SO THEY DRIVE UP THROUGH THE NIGHT. WHEN THEY ARRIVE IN THE EARLY MORNING, SHE IMMEDIATELY STARTS CLEANING THE HOUSE WITH FANTASTIC ENERGY. THE NEXT DAY THEY LEAVE DAWN WITH SOME FRIENDS AND GO TO A HIPPY FESTIVAL. ON THE WAY, RACHEL MARCHES INTO A HOTEL BAR AND STATES TO THE BARMAN THAT:-

RACHEL:
I’m sure you’re aware that we’re shooting a film with BBC TV beside the Loch, and if you local people had had any manners you would have thought of us out in the cold, bringing free publicity to the area. The very least you could do, is give us a bottle of whisky!

(TO PHIL’S AMAZEMENT THE BARMAN HANDS RACHEL A LARGE BOTTLE OF GROUSE. THEY WALK ONTO THE FESTIVAL SITE BESIDE LOCH NESS. RACHEL IS WEARING A VERY SEXY DRESS AND WIDE BRIMMED HAT)

I must’ve drunk too much of this stuff Phil. I can’t seem to stop going over the top. You must look after me.

 (THERE IS A BIG TEEPEE AND A FIRE WITH A GOAT ROASTING ON THE SPIT. A CROWD OF HIPPIES ARE SAT AROUND THE FIRE, DRINKING WINE AND PASSING JOINTS. RACHEL JOINS THEM AND PHIL WANDERS OFF TO PLAY HIS FLUTE. LOTS OF PEOPLE WELCOME RACHEL. A LARGE HIPPY GUY PUTS HIS PONCHO AROUND RACHEL AND CUDDLES HER. SHE PULLS OUT THE BOTTLE OF WHISKEY AND DRINKS IT AS IF IT WERE A COCA COLA. THE GUY THEN DRINKS. RACHEL STARTS PULLING TUFTS OF HAIR OUT OF THE BACK OF HIS HEAD. PHIL IS PLAYING FLUTE AWAY FROM THE FIRE WHEN HE HEARS RACHEL SCREAMING, REALLY OVER THE TOP...)

Fuck off, you cunt! I’m not a WHORE!. Do you understand? I’m not a fucking WHORE. You’re all fucking CUNTS, the lot of you. (SHE RACES TOWARDS PHIL AND FALLS OVER. PHIL RUSHES OVER AND PICKS HER UP, BLOOD GUSHING FROM HER NOSE. SHE SHRIEKS. PHIL CARRIES HER AWAY FROM THE CROWD)
PHIL:
It’s alright darling. You’re with me now. I know you’re not a whore. (PHIL CARRIES HER TO THE SIDE OF THE LOCH AND BATHES HER FACE)
RACHEL:
(SOBBING) Phil, it’s that dark AC current, Aleister Crowley again. He’s always trying to turn me into his whore. Tries to fuck me through others. It’s such a fucking drag! They all try to split us up, Phil. Every single one of them!  Jesus, I’m sick of it. Let’s get away from here. Where’s Rock anyway? He said he would help. Surely I must BE SAVED!

PHIL:
I know where we can meet him. Let’s go.
(PHIL CARRIES RACHEL TO THE CAR. SHE IS SOBBING. SHE RAVES ON THE JOURNEY BACK TO FREYA. GRADUALLY THE TONE CHANGES UNTIL, BY THE TIME THEY’RE ALMOST AT FREYA, SHE IS ACCUSING PHIL OF BEING IN LEAGUE WITH, AND THEN THE EMBODIMENT OF ALEISTER CROWLEY.)
RACHEL:
Where are you taking me? I’m NOT GOING BACK TO FREYA. (SHE TRIES TO GET OUT THE CAR) IT’S BLACK THERE! Let me out of this fucking car! (THE CAR SUDDENLY STOPS) Now what?

PHIL:
Felt like a front wheel puncture.

RACHEL:
Oh Christ, aren’t you going to change the wheel?

PHIL:
OK, but what’s the point? We can leave the car here and I’ll mend it in the morning.

RACHEL:
I’m not staying in this fucking forest with you. (SHE GETS OUT OF THE CAR AND SO DOES PHIL) Stop imitating me! Do something useful and mend the wheel. There’s a torch in the back.

PHIL:
Why are you taking it out on me?

RACHEL:
Because you’ve asked for it! I’m sick of you controlling me with your possessiveness! The only reason we’re here now, in this horrible dark forest, is because you didn’t want me to stay and fuck Glen or anyone else. (SHOUTS) Well, I’ll fuck who I want, where I want and when I want. You think there’s something special about this relationship, don’t you? Well, let me tell you something! There is nothing special about it at all! You and Tom Davidson are both the same. You’re both fantasy merchants, and neither of you can exist without women. I’ve had relationships with men which are deeper, deeper by far, than anything I’ve ever felt for you or Tom. The pair of you think that love is sex! Well, it’s not, and what is more, you haven’t got a clue what a woman is. I’m my own SPACE. Do you understand. I’m my own SPACE! and if anyone tries to interfere with my space, I’ll smash them. I kill quick. I’ll crush your balls.

PHIL:
(HOLDS HER) Rachel, calm down!

RACHEL:
Get your filthy sex-ridden hands off me. Let me go! I hate you, and your soppy religious `be calm’ bit. I’m not you! Not you! (DIFFERENT VOICE) Look, are you going to mend the wheel or not?

PHIL:
Rachel the wheel’s not important, what is...

(HE GOES TO THE BACK OF THE CAR AND COMES BACK WITH TORCH, WHEEL BRACE AND JACK) 

OK, I’ll do it!

(HE JACKS UP THE CAR. RACHEL GETS SOME FAGS AND LIGHTS ONE UP. PHIL TRIES TO UNDO THE WHEEL NUTS BUT CAN’T BUDGE THEM. HE KEEPS STRUGGLING. THE WHEEL BRACE SLIPS AND HE FALLS OVER)
RACHEL:
Christ, you’re useless! You can’t even undo a simple nut. How come you’re so arrogant, when actually you’re quite useless. I’m going back to the fair! I want to be with MY friends. You go up to your filthy little house, in your filthy useless car. I’m leaving!

(PHIL DROPS WHAT HE’S DOING AND GOES TO STOP HER)

Get out of my way! Don’t you understand? I don’t care about you. Je m’en foux! Je m’en foux!

PHIL:
(GRABS HER. SHE FIGHTS HIM) I love you Rachel! Rachel! Get out of it. Please.

RACHEL:
You little whining prick! You’re just one of AC’s little bum boys.

PHIL:
You keep mentioning Crowley. It sounds to me, that you want to be one of his women. (RACHEL FREEZES FOR A MOMENT AND THEN BREAKS AWAY FROM PHIL AND RUNS OFF)
RACHEL:Go and fuck yourself!...VICAR. (THROWS HERSELF ON THE GROUND AND PASSES OUT)

(SHOT OF PHIL CARRYING RACHEL UP THE HILL IN THE DAWN)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.    SCENE NINEtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.    SCENE NINE"
AT FREYA. PHIL IS DIGGING IN THE GARDEN. RACHEL WALKS UP LOOKING VERY HAPPY. PHIL STOPS AND LOOKS UP.

RACHEL:
Guess what? I’m pregnant.

PHIL: Wow! Wonderful (THEY EMBRACE)

RACHEL:  Isn’t it fantastic? A real love-child. Oh Phil, I bet it’ll be a brother for Dawn. I feel so happy and complete Phil. So happy. Don’t you think it’d be nice to go down to Barsham Faire and have a good time - I feel so free.

PHIL:
(PAUSE) It scares me.

RACHEL: (TAKEN BACK) What...?

PHIL: The idea of going to Barsham Faire, because once we’re down South, we could easily end up getting stuck living near your Mother again. 

RACHEL:
Oh come on Phil. That’s not possible and, even if we did stay there, my mother could never bring me down any more. I’m too fulfilled now - my love with you has really matured. I feel invincible. Come on, let’s go down to Barsham and celebrate. Phil! There’s a baby on the way!

PHIL:
I still think we’re inviting disaster by going down there.

RACHEL:
We’re not that fragile, Phil. Not anymore. (THEY EMBRACE)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.        SCENE TENtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.        SCENE TEN"
THE COTTAGE ( ON RACHEL’S PARENT’S ESTATE) IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE. RACHEL SAT IN A CHAIR, DEPRESSED. PHIL PACING UP AND DOWN. 

PHIL:
It’s happening all over again, Rachel. We were so happy before we went to Barsham Faire and all your immature friends put you down for being pregnant...and now we’re back in your mother’s aura...once again.  Rachel, darling, why does this keep going on?

RACHEL:
Look Phil, I’m sorry. I think...I should have an abortion. I’m not in a fit state to have another baby. I’ve got no profession...so we’ve got no future with you being a poet. We can’t raise a family on poetry.

PHIL:
God Rachel, this is your mother talking through you!  This is not Rachel talking.

RACHEL:
It IS Phil. It is me talking.It really is!
PHIL:
If you have an abortion Rachel, it will finish us off, you know that don’t you?

RACHEL:
I don’t see why. Other women have abortions and still continue in their relationship.

PHIL:
But you would get more depressed, I know. You’re too sensitive and fragile to take the loss.

RACHEL:
Well Phil, I’ve made up my mind. That’s what I’m going to do.

PHIL:
You’ll allow the heart of our love to be ripped out if you do that...which is exactly what your mother wants!  Please Rachel...DON’T.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE.  SCENE ELEVEN
PHIL COMES INTO THE HOUSE WEARING WORKING CLOTHES AND LOOKS AROUND FROM ROOM TO ROOM)

PHIL:
Rachel! Rachel! Oh Jesus! Where are you? Rachel! (HE SEES A NOTE AND READS IT OUT LOUD) `Dear Phil, you were right about the abortion. I shouldn’t have done it. Now it’s too LATE. I’ve destroyed what God gave us so I’ve decided to go back to my mother... so I won’t bring you down any more. I’m sorry. I did love you once. Rachel’ (PHIL CRIES, THEN RUNS OUT OF THE HOUSE. SOUND OF CAR RACING OFF)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT ONE.      SCENE TWELVEtc  \l 2 "ACT ONE.      SCENE TWELVE"
ONE HOUR LATER. PHIL AND RACHEL WALK INTO THE KITCHEN OF THE COTTAGE. PHIL HAS HIS ARM AROUND HER. THEY BOTH LOOK VERY UPSET. RACHEL SITS DOWN. PHIL PACES ABOUT

RACHEL:
Alright... you were RIGHT!  Where does that get us?  Nowhere!  OK, I shouldn’t have done it! But it’s too late Phil! There’s nothing left. Nothing! I don’t want to bring you down any more... that’s why I’ve decided to go and stay with mother. If I thought we could still make it together, I wouldn’t have gone home.

PHIL:
Home? I thought this was our home? I can’t understand how you allow yourself to get sucked back into your mother’s uptight world?

RACHEL:
(CRIES) I’ve not got sucked back. I decided today it wasn’t working between us. It’s no good, Phil - we can’t seem to make it in time. Our love is not PRACTICAL.(SOBS. PHIL HOLDS HER)
PHIL:
Oh darling, please, please don’t go back to your mother. If you don’t want to carry on living with me, that’s OK...but don’t go back to your mother! You know what will happen. You’ll get done in. They’ll totally squash you and you’ll end up in the nut house.

RACHEL:
That’s just the way you see it! I’ll be fine. (HE POURS OUT THE TEA)
PHIL:
Look Rachel, why don’t you go and stay with Harold Speed in Somerset, or go up to Freya? I’ll take you anywhere you want to go.

RACHEL:
THAT’S IT ISN’T IT! You’d do anything for me wouldn’t you? It makes me sick. Yet a practical thing like putting in a bathroom in the house at Freya, you scoff at! If you’d loved me, we would have a warm house there by now. Don’t you see Phil, I’m tired of living this scraping way! Why did we never have any money?  Because you think making money is stupid!  Well, I don’t! (PHIL STARTS TO CRY) Oh Christ Phil, you’re pathetic. You’re only crying because you know you’ll never be with anyone as beautiful as me again. (TELEPHONE RINGS. RACHEL ANSWERS IT) Yes! No! I’m alright!( ANGRY) I’m just talking to Phil. No! Yes. Alright. Bye.

PHIL:
I suppose that’s your mother?

RACHEL:
She didn’t know where I was. Thought you might have kidnapped me and Dawn and were driving us back to Freya. She said if I wasn’t here now,  she was going to get the police to put road blocks on all the roads to Scotland.

PHIL:
God Rachel, what a world you’ve chosen. I can see NOW that you’re right! I can’t take your family madness any more. I’ve had it with this scene! I’m going off to India, to see Rajneesh. Just please look after Dawn.

RACHEL:
(SOFTLY) Of course I will. (SHE EMBRACES HIM)
                                   LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.         SCENE ONE
PHIL IS DRESSED IN ORANGE GOWN AND BARE FEET. HE IS SAT CROSS-LEGGED ON THE FLOOR OPPOSITE RAJNEESH, WHO IS DRESSED IN A PURE WHITE GOWN, SAT IN AN ARMCHAIR. BEHIND PHIL, A SEMI-CIRCLE OF ORANGE PEOPLE LOOKING TOWARDS RAJNEESH. THEY ARE SILENT FOR SOME TIME

RAJNEESH:
You and I have been on the path of the search for truth, for a very long time. There is no guarantee that we will find it. But whatever happens, we must always avoid choosing a path with a mechanical guarantee of success. We must never choose a path which will work if we are unconscious. Now, close your eyes. (PHIL DOES. RAJNEESH PICKS UP A PENCIL TORCH AND SHINES IT OVER PHIL’S HEAD FOR A MINUTE. RAJNEESH IS THEN HANDED A MALA BY A LADY SAT NEAR HIM AND RAJNEESH PUTS IT AROUND PHIL’S NECK. HE THEN WRITES SOMETHING ON A PIECE OF PAPER) Now open your eyes. (HE POINTS TO THE PIECE OF PAPER) This is your new name. Swami Anand Magena. Can you say that?

PHIL:
Swami Anand Magena.

RAJNEESH:
Good.

PHIL:
I came to see you because I read about your enlightenment and what you described was exactly the same as what happened to me, except that I didn’t go through the final and crucial stage of letting my identity die. At that point I became catatonic and someone interfered with the process and I became paranoid.

RAJNEESH:
Next time it happens...perhaps I will be there with you. You have now taken sannyas and you have a Master. So, everything in life will be different now. (PAUSE)  Will you do groups?

PHIL:
No, I don’t feel group therapy is my way.

RAJNEESH:
Good. Most of the so-called growth movement is useless...since the group therapists don’t know the right direction to grow in. Magena...you have been working very hard. You need to relax and rest. Do nothing. This is not easy. Doing nothing is the most creative thing you can do. I suggest you just hang out around me and maybe do some dancing. (PHIL NODS) Good. (PHIL GETS UP AND BOWS, WALKS AWAY)
ACT TWO.      SCENE TWO
PHIL, BARE CHESTED, WEARING A LUNGHI, IS SAT IN A BEAUTIFUL SUN LIT ROOM IN POONA. CLAVA WITHOUT KNOCKING WALKS IN. SHE IS DARK-HAIRED, VERY BEAUTIFUL. PHIL IS PAINTING A WATER COLOUR SAT ON A MATTRESS WHICH IS COVERED IN BRIGHT CLOTHS. CLAVA IS DUTCH WITH A BROKEN ENGLISH ACCENT. SHE IS WEARING A VERY SMART ORANGE GOWN AND BARE FEET. PHIL LOOKS UP

CLAVA:
Hello, you are Magena. Yes? (PHIL NODS) I am Clava. You’ve seen me around. Can I sit down?

PHIL:
Sure. (PAUSE) I noticed you last night at the Enlightenment Celebration.

CLAVA:
What did you think?

PHIL:
Think? I thought it was like a Nazi INSECT rally. It was gross. I felt embarrassed to be wearing orange. It seems to be a mark of being infantile and brainwashed. 

CLAVA:
Christ! You want some rum? (OFFERS BOTTLE FROM HER SHOULDER BAG)

PHIL:
Why not? ( TAKES BOTTLE AND SWIGS) You look like you’ve been a sannyasin a long time. Yeah?

CLAVA:
I have been with Bhagwan from the beginning of sannyas. I was with him in Bombay. 

PHIL:
(SHE ROLLS A JOINT) So...I suppose you are upset by what I said about Rajneesh?

CLAVA:
Why should I be upset? That’s your problem.

PHIL: Ah, but you are upset...and upset that this is so...and too proud to show it...though you have in a distorted sene.

CLAVA: (PAUSE) So you have a clear mind...but still battle with female consciousness. That is why you are afraid of Bhagwan. Bhagwan is female.

PHIL: So what? I am afraid of Bhagwan because I am afraid of blind power. I admit that an immense power emanates from Rajneesh...but it seems completely indifferent to the feelings of the individual. It takes no account of...

CLAVA: Your ego trip. You came to Bhagwan so he could smash your petty ego completely. And before you arrived at the Ashram you thought it was a great IDEA...until he started actually smashing your ego.

PHIL: Listen I didn’t come out here to be a victim of mindless violence!  Why is Rajneesh’s so called `liberating process’  so hard and merciless?

CLAVA: (GETS UP AND PACES ABOUT) Because it’s what you need. You’re full of bullshit...and you wander around spreading it on others...and kidding yourself that you’re some sort of charismatic instant Guru.

PHIL; That’s what you think! You’re completely in your head, and like Rajneesh, obsessed by power. There’s no LOVE coming from you. Because you’re completely hung up on how others see you...you’re stuck up your own asshole.

CLAVA: Bullshit! All you men are the same. You come out here to Rajneeesh’s Ashram...to be turned on to the TRUTH...but then refuse to listen to Bhagwan, because he threatens your stupid hard little ego. But the women are wise and immediately fall in love with him and, because they are in love, they can hear him, and because they are open and listening he encourages them to be absolutely free...and, because they FEEL free, they become beautiful and, being beautiful, the men fall in love with them but, because the women are free, they won’t allow any possessive bullshit put onto them, so they break the men’s hearts and, because their hearts are broken, they become so receptive...they can now hear Bhagwan, who then gives them the true teaching of LOVE. (LONG PAUSE)
PHIL:
Maybe. Maybe. But Clava, what you’re putting out is not love!  OK, you look pretty groovy, and that makes you think you can carve me up with nooky power.

CLAVA:
What is nooky power?

PHIL:
Cunt power.

CLAVA: You don’t like it? (SHE GETS UP AND WALKS AROUND THE ROOM)

PHIL:  I didn’t say that. I said cunt power is not love. Look I know it can make me falter, but that’s about it! It can’t touch the meaning of life. The depths of consciousness. And that’s because animal magnetism is blind! Rajneesh himself, told me to not be drawn onto blinding paths.

CLAVA: Christ, you are so uptight. Actually you’re against Bhagwan and against sex.

CLAVA: You’re a twister aren’t you. You maim the meaning of what I say...and then twist it to suit your self-deception. I’m not against sex...I’m against calling one thing another. Calling sex, love. 

CLAVA: I’m not calling sex, love. Talking about sex is stupid. I ought to know. I used to be a high class hooker in Amsterdam.

PHIL: Clava, your previous profession and your looks mean nothing to me. What you need to pay attention to...is the fact that you’re being used by a blinding energy...which has no concern whatsoever for caring about individuals. The only concern this blinding energy has is its own survival. The ego, which you so contemptuously dismiss, is a major miracle in the evolution of a person’s spiritual nature. You’re confused about the nature of the ego. You’re not supposed to get rid of it. It’s a soul SEED! At the seed level it’s the self-centred me, me, me, me, me. But if this me-seed absorbs the spirit of real cosmic love...it can grow into an eternal, death-less SOUL person.
CLAVA:     Magena (PAUSE) you are a strong man. I have not come across a real man for a long time.  (THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER. THE LIGHT GETS BRIGHTER)

PHIL:
I learnt from love.

CLAVA:
I can see. She is very beautiful.(SHAKES HER HEAD) Are you lost without her?

PHIL:
No...I’ve found out who she is. I thought she was called Rachel, but I’ve discovered that `Rachel’ was the name I gave to my own heart. 

CLAVA:
Of course...like Narcissus...you would never acknowledge you need love .

PHIL: Listen Clava, I didn’t come here because my life was a mess!

CLAVA: No doubt, you came all the way here to teach Bhagwan something!

PHIL: I don’t think that’s possible. To me, he’s completely possessed by Luciferic razzle-dazzle power. I think he feels very proud to be `anti-Christ’.

CLAVA: (ANGRY) You don’t know what you’re talking about.

PHIL:  Don’t I? By their fruits ye shall know them. Yesterday I met a young lady who is in a terrible turmoil because she’s pregnant and wants to have the baby...but the father is completely negative about it...so she asked Rajneesh what to do?  He avoided answering her direct, but later sent her a curt note just saying `drop it’. She feels utterly betrayed by your so-called `master’.What sort of dark force is this, which encourages wanton fucking...but then follows this with instructions to get an abortion?

CLAVA: The Ashram doesn’t need any more babies. This young lady is obviously not pure enough to pull in a being from the high spiritual planes, so Bhagwan, out of his compassion, is telling her how to avoid the distressing karma of giving birth to a being from a low astral plane.

PHIL: Lord, Lord, it chills me to the bone. If that’s not a formula for fascism...tell me what it is?

CLAVA: Is this why you’re not wearing your mala?

PHIL: That’s right.

CLAVA: Have you told Bhagwan what you think about life in his Ashram?

PHIL: No, I’m going to.

CLAVA: He will think you are ridiculous.

PHIL: You would say that.

CLAVA: I think you hate love.

PHIL:  I don’t think you know what love is. Love is not blind. It is warm and it can SEE. It feeds the soul-seed. It doesn’t smash it.

CLAVA:  You men are all the same. You go so far and then stop. I told you...women can hear Bhagwan because they fall in love with HIM!  Not themselves! When you are in love, you can hear. I love Bhagwan. If you want to come close to Bhagwan, you have to surrender to a woman who he moves through.(PAUSE) I am Bhagwan’s whore. If you come really close to me, you come close to Bhagwan. But you are afraid to surrender. Actually I used to be like you. In my last life I was too clever, like you. I was all mind. Very powerful. Very powerful, but very unhappy. I was a man. My name was Peter Ouspensky. I had a master whom you’ve probably heard of called Gurdjieff. I hungered for his approval, for his love, but he rejected me because I was too head-strong. I died broken-hearted...you don’t believe me, eh? This is WHY I am woman this time. I have to surrender to love.  It is only by surrendering that my mind can dissolve. (SHE TAKES OFF ALL HER CLOTHES AND STANDS IN FRONT OF HIM)

PHIL:
(STARING) But love is not animal sexual magnetism.

CLAVA: Oh fuck you! You’re so fucking stupid! Why are you wearing that silly Indian lunghi? You think you’re an intelligent man, but you behave as if you’re a bum! You don’t have to look like a tramp in order to be spiritual you know. Baba Free John doesn’t go around in rags. He looks clean and smart.

PHIL:    Look Clava I’m bored with this game. You don’t seem to see that I recognise your strategy. I’ve been through all this before.

CLAVA:(SHE GETS A CUSHION AND SITS DOWN OPPOSITE PHIL IN A LOTUS POSITION) (PAUSE) Magena, why are you so cold? (CRIES) I’m a woman, Magena. I want to love you. (PHIL STARES AT HER)
PHIL:
 Clava...you are very lovely really...now that you’ve dropped you’re film star/hooker image. Emotionally you’re a girl of fourteen...who wants to be loved and cared for...and there’s nothing wrong with that...but you don’t want to admit to yourself that that’s where you’re coming from...and that’s why you put on this sophisticated act. Clava, you’ve got to see that you can’t love from a dishonest position. Trying to love from there, leads to frustration and inner coldness.

CLAVA: You wont give in Phil, will you.  You wont go the whole way. ( SHE CLOSES HER EYES AND STARTS BREATHING VERY DEEPLY)

PHIL: Clava, what are you trying to do?  Can’t you see I’m trying to do a painting?  And you’re intent on controlling this space. Why have you set on me like this? I’m working on `intention’, not on animal magnetism. My intention is to penetrate this sexual hypnotism, to get to the truth.   Clava...I’m me and you’re you. (SHE STARTS TO GROAN AND MOAN IN A VERY SEXY FASHION) Clava...I’m a world and you’re a world. I’m going to get on with mine, and you get on with yours. (HE IGNORES CLAVA, WHO HAS ORGASM WHILST PHIL CARRIES ON WITH HIS PAINTING)  You feel better?

CLAVA: (AMOUROUS) Much better.

PHIL: So...how did you get there?

CLAVA:
By moving my energy.

PHIL:
Like... psychic masturbation!

CLAVA:
If you like... it’s also a basic form of Kundalini yoga... raising the sexual energy up to the seventh chakra... if you are strong and clear... you can raise the fuck-energy, without physical touch... just by concentration.

PHIL:
Interesting. Before you had an orgasm...you were craving for me to touch you. 

CLAVA:
I still wouldn’t say `No’...but the truth is `touching’ is just the skin of yoga. The marrow of it, is concentration. Of course the masses are embarrassed about masturbation, because they think of it as self-indulgence or release. But masturbation THROUGH CONCENTRATION is the beginning of responsibility. Taking responsibility for THE MIND and the health of your own body. Turning yourself on THIS WAY means you don’t burden another, by treating that person as a switch to your own energy. It’s a form of Kriya yoga. Once you realise you can raise your own fuck-energy to expand your mind... you take responsibility for the level of your energy... and you create space for others.

PHIL:Mmmm
I see. So what else can you do?

CLAVA: (SEDUCTIVELY) I can WAIT.
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT TWO.                 SCENE THREEtc  \l 2 "ACT TWO.                 SCENE THREE"
SAME AS SCENE ONE. PHIL IS SAT IN THE SEMI-CIRCLE AROUND RAJNEESH. A LADY ATTENDANT STANDING BESIDE RAJNEESH CALLS OUT:-

ATTENDANT: Swami Anand Magena. (PHIL STANDS UP AND BOWS THEN SITS IN FRONT OF RAJNEESH)

RAJNEESH:
You have something to say to me?

PHIL:
Yes I have. How can you tolerate this nonsense going on all around you? I don’t even know if you exist. You could be a hologram for all I know. It’s taking all my energy to maintain my integrity here. What is happening here is mass hypnosis. WHY are you allowing this illusion of ORDER to go on?  Whilst you make sure you don’t have a speck of dirt on your lily white gown...there’s some of your so called `lovers’ being soaked in blood from back alley abortions.

RAJNEESH:
You’re far too serious. Such seriousness only leads to paranoia. Life is a dance. A leela. Life is not for worriers. Life is for lovers. All lovers love me. All eggheads hate me.

PHIL:
You’re being ridiculous. An ego maniac who can’t bear any criticism.

RAJNEESH:
I once lived with a student like you. We...

PHIL:
(INTERRUPTING) I’ve read that story in one of your books. Can’t you be original? You think you’re enlightened - I think you’re possessed by Lucifer who no doubt you believe is a mere mental concept.

RAJNEESH:
Why have you come to me? Do you want me to be your enemy?

PHIL:
I’m actually embarrassed by your stupid mumbo-jumbo set up. You’re a parasite. An astral parasite! (TWO GUARDS RACE OVER, GRAB PHIL AND LEAD HIM OUT. PHIL SHOUTS) Sexual pervert! Psychic Fascist! (PHIL IS THROWN OUT OF THE ASHRAM BY THE GUARDS)
ACT TWO.     SCENE FOUR
PHIL AND CLAVA ARE ASLEEP IN THE BED IN THE SAME ROOM AS SCENE TWO. PHIL WAKES CLAVA UP BECAUSE HE’S HAVING A NIGHTMARE. SHE SITS UP AND PUTS HER HAND ON HIS HEAD. HE WAKES UP WITH A START. 

PHIL: (FEVERISH) Jesus, Rachel’s in trouble and there’s something awful happening to Dawn. Her face is very red. There’s a fight or something going on...arms and legs in the air...Rachel screaming. God...perhaps Dawn has got scarlet fever? (STARTS TO CRY

CLAVA:  Jesus man, more melodramatics. What’s the matter with you? Why don’t you face you’re in need of help.

PHIL: I’ve had enough of you Clava. Go away! You’re making my head spin. There’s a fever creeping over me. There’s something wrong with Dawn, I know.

CLAVA: (SNEERING) You’re scared that you wont be able to get away from Bhagwan...because you know you wont be able to...unless he lets you. Do you know something Big Man...you’re actually stupid, he’s tricked you.

PHIL: I am stupid to have ever thought I would find some real teaching here. This idea of his omnipresent power is crass stupidity. His whole trip depends on this sort of infantile support which you give him. That was no dream! That was a VISION! I’ve got to get back to Rachel and Dawn. Jesus, I feel so drained! I’ll never get back to England in this condition. I’ve got to get to Gopal at the Shiva Temple. 

CLAVA:(MOCKING) Poor Magena. You could die of it you know. You might not survive till the morning. You might never see your little Dawn again. Swami Anand Magena died of a massive overdose of excessive paranoia. 

PHIL:  (TRYING TO GET UP) You’re a fucking black magic witch!  Get away from me. Go on...get away from me. (PUSHES HER OUT OF BED) I don’t want to see you again. 

CLAVA: (SHE STANDS UP NAKED BUT MAKES NO MOVE TO LEAVE) Does it never occur to you that I’m merely testing you?

PHIL: For fuck’s sake Clava. I can’t stand it. I’m going to see a real master...NOW! (GETS UP AND FALLS THEN STUMBLES OUT)

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.       SCENE FIVE
INSIDE THE SHIVA TEMPLE NEAR RAJNEESH’S ASHRAM.  GOPAL, THE SADHU IN CHARGE OF THE TEMPLE, IS SAT CROSS-LEGGED IN FRONT OF A FIRE. INSIDE THE  TEMPLE, THERE IS AN INDIAN MENDING A PUNCTURE ON HIS BICYCLE. CHICKENS WALK IN AND OUT. THERE ARE FIVE OR SIX SANNYASINS SITTING CROSS-LEGGED ALONG THE WALL. NEXT TO GOPAL IS AN INDIAN POLICEMAN. PHIL STAGGERS IN AND MAKES HAND ACKNOWLEDGEMENT TO GOPAL - TWO HANDS TOGETHER, HEAD BOWED.

GOPAL:
(ONLY KNOWS VERY FEW ENGLISH WORDS. POINTS TO PHIL’S HEAD)  Head - no good - cracking!

(GESTURES TO SIT. HE CRUSHES UP HERBS AND MIXES WITH OINTMENT. MEANWHILE THE POLICEMAN MAKES UP A CHILLUM, LIGHTS UP AND PASSES TO A SANNYASIN, WHO PASSES ON TO PHIL AND BACK TO GOPAL. THE POLICEMAN TAKES OUT A SINGLE-STRING VIOLIN-TYPE INSTRUMENT AND STARTS TO PLAY AND SING IN A WILD FASHION. ALL THE SANNYASINS JOIN IN. GOPAL COMES OVER TO PHIL AND RUBS HERB OINTMENT ON TO HIS HEAD AND NECK, THEN GESTURES TO PHIL TO SIT STILL. PHIL’S HEAD IS BURNING. AN INDIAN WALKS IN, WHILST EVERYONE IS SINGING. BOWS, ETC, AND HANDS GOPAL A LARGE MELON. GOPAL HOLDS THE MELON IN HIS LEFT HAND AND PULLS OUT A KNIFE FROM UNDER HIS LEGS. INCREDIBLY QUICKLY, HE SLICES THE MELON MANY TIMES AND PUTS THE KNIFE BACK, PICKS UP TRAY AND FANS OUT THE SLICED MELON. PASSES THE TRAY TO SANNYASIN AND ON TO PHIL. PHIL GETS UP, BOWS TO GOPAL, GOES OUT FOLLOWED BY ANOTHER SANNYASIN CALLED ANATOSH. THEY SIT DOWN OUTSIDE)
ANATOSH:
You look quite ill.

PHIL:
Yeah. I’ve been under a lot of attack from a Dutch witch...AND I’ve got to get back to England right away. I’ve just got this telepathic vision that my little daughter is in some terrible danger - and her mother seemed frantic...INSANE!

ANATOSH:
Have you told Bhagwan that you’re leaving?

PHIL:
Why should I tell Rajneesh?

ANATOSH:
Well, don’t you know, you’ll never get away unless the governor lets you. I’ve tried to get away three times man, but I couldn’t get away. Trains wouldn’t go, or a lorry I was travelling in to get away turned around and brought me back to Poona. Have you any idea what power Bhagwan has? He is the power of the universe man. Magena,if he doesn’t want you to go, the plane wont take off. So get his blessing man.

PHIL:
I think this is complete nonsense. What’s happened to you? You seem to be intelligent!

ANATOSH:
You have no idea what it’s like, to get involved in this scene! He completely scrambles your head man. When I came here, I thought I knew who I was, now I’m utterly confused, but I know that he knows who I am. That’s all that counts. I’ve surrendered my life to him. And I do what he tells me.

PHIL:
I think it’s criminal. (CLAVA ARRIVES.) This whole place is a vortex of psychodrama. You’re all mad. (CLAVA WALKS TOWARDS THEM. PHIL GETS UP. RALPH BEAK, WHO PHIL HASN’T RECOGNISED, SINCE RALPH IS NOW VERY HAIRY – LONG BEARD AND LONG HAIR –GRABS PHIL TO STOP HIM LEAVING)
RALPH:
Hey man, where you running?

PHIL:
(STARES AT HIM) OH NO! Not you Ralph!

RALPH:
I’m not Ralph anymore man! I’m Swami Paratosh! You’ve got to stop RUNNING man! You’ve come home! Bhagwan is HOME! THE CENTRE OF THE UNIVERSE! Calm down man, and go back to the ASHRAM and absorb Bhagwan’s VIBES.

PHIL:
(BREAKING FREE OF BEAK) I think the vibes of the ASHRAM, are as BLACK as your letter which you sent me. The whole Rajneesh set-up is completely upside DOWN... like the CROSS you drew on that letter. I don’t want to know about you, Sannyasins, the ASHRAM or RAJNEESH! Is that CLEAR BEAK?

RALPH:
It’s your petty little squirming ego man. If you hated your slavery and wanted to be really FREE...Bhagwan could destroy that WORM for you!

PHIL:
Listen Makintosh, it’s fucking BULLSHIT! The ego’s not a THING to be got rid of! The point is not to eliminate ego, but to attempt to become less ego-CENTRIC! You CAN’T get rid of the `self’ but you can become less self-ISH! All you lot are MINDLESS WANKERS! I’m going back to England NOW, because I know that Rachel’s in a bad way!

RALPH:
Oh yeah! You mean you’re IN A BAD WAY! And you can’t take BHAGWAN’S MEDICINE! TOO STRONG for you, EH?

PHIL:
Look Beak, I’m not interested in this SHIT! You’re all being SUCKED DRY, BY AN ASTRAL PONCE called RAJNEESH. And none of you has got the GUTS to put him on the SPOT!

RALPH:
Go on. Run back to MUMMY! I hope she gives you a good KICK UP THE ASS!

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT THREE.     SCENE ONEtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.     SCENE ONE"
A HIPPY-TYPE FAIRE IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE. THERE’S A BAND PLAYING. STALLS, ETC, HORSES, GYPSIES. RACHEL IS BEHAVING OUTRAGEOUSLY, DRINKING WHISKY, FLIRTING WITH THE GYPSIES, SNORTING COKE, EATING OPIUM, SHOUTING AT PEOPLE FOR BEING DIM OR SLOW. SHE IS HANGING ON TO CLIVE, A GYPSY HORSE DEALER. SHE HAS FLOWERS IN HER HAIR, CLOTHES RIPPED UP AND TIED ROUND IN A BIZARRE FASHION, BUT STILL LOOKING BEAUTIFUL, BARE FEET. DAWN COMES UP TO RACHEL AND CLIVE. RACHEL IS LAUGHING. LIZ IS STANDING NEARBY, DRESSED IN GYPSY STYLE.

DAWN:
(SHE’S BEEN LOST AND IS CRYING) Mummy! Mummy! (SHE CLINGS TO RACHEL)
RACHEL:
Fuck off will you! I’m not your mummy! (DAWN GETS FRANTIC) Jesus, I’m SICK of this clinging business.

CLIVE:
Rachel, cool it, babe. She’s a little girl. She’s your daughter! She needs you.

RACHEL:
Well, she can fuck off! (SHE GRABS Dawn AND STARTS SHAKING HER. LIZ RUNS OVER AND STARTS TO PULL RACHEL OFF. RACHEL HAS HER HANDS ROUND DAWN’S NECK)

Will you all fuck off! (DAWN IS SCREAMING. CLIVE TRIES TO STOP RACHEL. THEY’RE ALL ON THE GROUND, FIGHTING. A ST JOHN’S AMBULANCEMAN COMES OVER AND MANAGES TO GET DAWN AWAY. RACHEL EVENTUALLY GETS UP AND RUNS ONTO THE BANDSTAND IN THE MIDDLE OF A SONG. SHE WRENCHES THE MICROPHONE AWAY FROM THE SINGER)

I’ll tell you lot something! You all need a fucking kick up the ass. There’s nothing real in anything ANY OF YOU DO! You’re ALL false through and through. You can’t TALK properly, eat properly, walk properly or even FUCK PROPERLY! 

BANDLEADER
Will someone get this woman off the stage!

RACHEL:
You fucking get me off the stage. (SHE PULLS A KNIFE OUT) You’re a coward like everyone else. (CLIVE TRIES TO GET HER OFF THE STAGE) Fuck off you weak cunt! (EVENTUALLY HE PULLS HER OFF. SHE BITES AND SCRATCHES HIM. TWO UNIFORMED POLICE COME UP)
COPPER:
OK. OK, Enough of this!

RACHEL:
(OVER THE TOP) Fuck off! Get out of my space or I’ll get the gypsies onto you. Do you hear me? Fuck off! Out of my space!

(THEY WALK OFF IN A SHEEPISH WAY. RACHEL THEN COLLAPSES INTO CLIVE’S ARMS)

Christ, that Liz is such a traitor. I’ll kill her if she touches me again. Where’s Dawn?

CLIVE:
I saw the St John’s Ambulance men lead her off and give her to a woman who came forward, and said she was a neighbour of your mother’s. The woman said she would take Dawn to your mother’s house right away. Dawn knew the woman and seemed O.K.

RACHEL:
Good! My mother can have her! I’m sick of being a mother. Why doesn’t that fucking Phil come back and take her. Fucks off to India and leaves me to be both parents. I want to be a good-time whore not a mummy! 

CLIVE:
You can’t just let Dawn go off like that!

RACHEL:
(SHOUTING) Don’t start preaching to me! You can fuck off too if you start that stuff. What’s the matter with the lot of you? (SCREAMS) Oh Christ, Phil! Where’s Phil? For God’s sake come back! COME BACK!(SHE CRIES. CLIVE PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND HER) Let’s go off to the caravan and have a cuddle.
ACT THREE.          SCENE TWO
RACHEL IS LYING IN THE BUNK BED IN CLIVE’S GYPSY CARAVAN. CLIVE IS JUST LEAVING AS THERE’S A KNOCK ON THE DOOR. RACHEL HAS SOME GOLD WRAPPING PAPER TIED AROUND HER FOREHEAD, LIKE A HEADBAND. CLIVE OPEN THE DOOR

CLIVE:
Hi.

PHIL:
Is Rachel here?

CLIVE:
Yeah. Inside. (PHIL WALKS IN. RACHEL TURNS TO HIM)
RACHEL:
Oh Christ, you’re too late! If you wanted to meet me, you should have had a car crash first! I’m out of it! And don’t look at me like that. (SHE JUMPS UP) I’m not yours, do you understand? I’ve gone beyond it all! My heart’s cold as ice. How do you like it?

PHIL:
I phoned Liz and she said...

RACHEL:
Don’t mention that little wet-knickered twat to me!  She’s a fucking creep.

PHIL:
Look I don’t want to talk about Liz.

RACHEL:
I bet you fucked her though. But she can’t fuck! She’s too hung up on herself to know what it means TO FUCK. HAVEN’T YOU FOUND OUT THAT yet!?

PHIL:
Look Rachel, what about Dawn?  She’s now staying with your mother. Is that a good idea?

RACHEL:
Stop questioning me Vicar. Dawn is mine. You’ve got Saint Sarah. If you want to see Dawn, go and see her. I’m sure my mother will bring her up to be clean, well fed and educated.

PHIL:
Rachel, I don’t think...

RACHEL:
Listen, I didn’t ask you into my caravan...and I certainly don’t want to be lectured to, or have to listen to a load of pleading. Don’t you dare plead with ME. You don’t know who I am! I’m doing work here. Christ’s work, so I don’t want or need you to be around. Especially you. Now go on. Get out and find yourself something useful to do. There’s plenty of rubbish to be picked up on this fucking site.  After you’ve done some WORK...and you stop making a bore of yourself,I might...I said MIGHT... invite you back for a cup of tea. Now get out and stop looking so pathetic! (PHIL GOES OUT) And incidentally, I’m not Rachel...I’m Mary. Remember? Now get out of it! And find out who you are.

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT THREE.               SCENE THREEtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.               SCENE THREE"
8AM. THE BIG HOUSE. RACHEL AND CLIVE WALK IN. THEY ARE BOTH PRETTY PISSED. CLIVE SITS IN THE KITCHEN. RACHEL GOES UPSTAIRS TO GET DAWN. RACHEL’S GOT ON A PINK WIDE-BRIMMED HAT, A VERY CRUMPLED DRESS AND ESPADRILLES. SHE GOES INTO DAWN’S ROOM. DAWN IS ASLEEP. RACHEL PICKS HER UP AND SHE STARTS CRYING

RACHEL:
Come on darling, you’re coming with mummy. You don’t have to stay in this horrible mean house any more!

DAWN:
(CRYING) I don’t want to go with you. (RACHEL’S MOTHER COMES INTO THE ROOM WEARING A DRESSING GOWN)
MOTHER:
Rachel! Leave Dawn where she is. You look disgusting...and you smell worse!

RACHEL:
(TURNS ROUND ON HER MOTHER, FURIOUS) Right, you’ve had it coming for a long time! I’m going to do you! (RACHEL JUMPS AT HER MOTHER WHO SCREAMS AT THE TOP OF HER VOICE. DAWN SCREAMS AND RUNS OUT OF THE ROOM TO WHERE CLIVE IS NOW STANDING IN THE HALL. HE PICKS DAWN UP WHO IS FREAKED OUT, AND SITS DOWN WITH HER ON HIS LAP AND CONSOLES HER.)
MOTHER:
You’re mad! Mad!

RACHEL:
Really! (HITS HER MOTHER ACROSS THE FACE) You DARE try to stop me taking Dawn away from here!
MOTHER:
(SCREAMING IN ANGER) I’ll have you put away. I’ll have you locked up. (LIZ COMES RUNNING INTO THE ROOM LOOKING EXTREMELY WHITE AND WORRIED, WEARING A DRESSING GOWN)
LIZ:
What the hell’s going on?

MOTHER:
Phone the police and the doctor. QUICK! Go on! (MOTHER AND RACHEL ARE STRUGGLING ON THE BED)
RACHEL:
Yes, go on you little twat! Do what mummy says!

(LIZ RUNS OUT AND PHONES UP IN THE HALL. RACHEL BREAKS AWAY FROM HER MOTHER AND RUNS OUT OF THE ROOM. HER MOTHER CHASES AFTER HER AND CATCHES HER AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS. THEY STRUGGLE TOGETHER. CLIVE WALKS INTO THE HALL CARRYING DAWN, WHO IS CRYING.

MOTHER: How dare you bring your filthy gigolo to my house.

RACHEL: You are a SHIT! SHIT!!!

LIZ:
I’ve phoned the doctor...who’s on the way.

CLIVE:
What for? That’s not very bright is it?

LIZ:
(SHE LOOKS FRANTIC WITH WORRY) Rachel might really hurt my mother.

MOTHER: Help! Police!....HELP! POLICE!

CLIVE:
Look, that’s their battle. Why can’t you keep your nose out of it? (SOUND OF CARS PULLING UP. LIZ RUNS OUT. AFTER A FEW MINUTES A CONSTABLE AND DOCTOR WALK IN. RACHEL AND MOTHER ARE SHOUTING INSULTS AT EACH OTHER AND CLAWING EACH OTHER. RACHEL’S DRESS IS RIPPED AND HER MOTHERS’ DRESSING GOWN IS ALMOST OFF. THEY ARE FIGHTING AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS)
COPPER:
Hey, that’s enough of that.

RACHEL:
(STOPS FIGHTING, BUT SITTING ON TOP OF HER, RACHEL STILL HOLDS HER MOTHER DOWN).

(SPEAKS IN A VERY POWERFUL VOICE)  Listen to me. FUCK OFF...BOTH OF YOU!  And don’t you dare come a step closer...either of you! I’m Rachel Gallup, and none of this would be going on if my mother had faced the FACT that men and women like fucking!  Now piss off out of my space or I’ll kill her in front of you. Do you hear me? Piss off! Go ON!  PISS OFF!

                                    PAUSE

MOTHER:
Yes...perhaps it would be best...if we sorted this out on our own.  I’m sure we can handle it.

RACHEL: IT? IT! (SHAKES HER MOTHER)
LIZ:
(TO DOCTOR) I’m sorry sir, it was me who called you.

DOCTOR:
(SEEING DAWN) Are you alright, little one?

DAWN:
(IN CLIVE’S ARMS) No, I’m hungry.

DOCTOR:
So who is your mum?.

RACHEL:
Will you lot piss off! PISS OFF!!! (THEY GO OUT. RACHEL BREAKS AWAY FROM HER MOTHER AND RUNS DOWN TO CLIVE AND DAWN, AND CRIES. LIZ STANDS LOOKING AWKWARD AND THEN GOES UP TO HER MOTHER)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT THREE.           SCENE FOURtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.           SCENE FOUR"
OUTSIDE LIZ’S COTTAGE. RACHEL AND LIZ ARE SCREAMING AT EACH OTHER. CLIVE AND PHIL ARE TALKING NEARBY. PHIL, HOLDING DAWN’S HAND, IS STILL WEARING ORANGE.

CLIVE:
I think you should take Dawn away for a bit. Take her away before Rachel does her some injury.

PHIL:
Yeah, I think I will. I think I’ll take her and Sarah, my other daughter, down to Cornwall for a week. How about you Clive? I think you should get Rachel away from her mother and Mulford, because they’re out to get her locked up...so they can keep Dawn.

CLIVE:
I can’t take Rachel anywhere man! I’ve got absolutely no bread.

PHIL:
Christ man, forget the bread...just get her away. If you love her, get her away. Go to Scotland or Wales - just get her away. (SIMULTANEOUSLY WITH THIS CONVERSATION RACHEL AND LIZ ARE SHOUTING)
LIZ:
You always get away with it. You’re fucking my life up and Phil’s and Dawn’s and...

RACHEL:
Shut up you little snivelling CREEP! Why don’t you be someone you’ve never been before! Christ, aren’t you bored with your stupid thoughts! Your stupid ATTITUDE! You’re so wet. And you always steal my clothes and copy me, because you’re so vapid! (RACHEL HITS HER AND LIZ HITS BACK)
LIZ:
You’re an arrogant BULLY. (CLIVE AND PHIL WALK OVER AND EVENTUALLY MANAGE TO PULL THEM APART)
PHIL:
Come on Rachel, that’s enough. Take her away Clive. Please!

RACHEL:
(FURIOUS) Take yourself away you arrogant asshole!.

PHIL:
Rachel, I’m going to take Dawn and Sarah down to Cornwall for a holiday.

RACHEL:Good. I’m going to New York. It’s about time you looked after him. If it wasn’t for you Dawn would have had a brother NOW!. A brother who would have been called Rollo. But you killed him!

PHIL:
What are you talking about?

RACHEL:
You made me have that abortion, didn’t you?

PHIL:
(UPSET) You’re a liar. I tried everything I could to prevent you from having an abortion. You know damm well that I was thrilled that you were having our child.

RACHEL:
Oh Christ, now we’re entering the weeping stage. Well, I’m bored with it. Let’s go somewhere Clive, and have a good time. (SHE CUDDLES UP TO HIM)
                           LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE
CLIVE AND RACHEL WALK INTO THE GARDEN OF A PUB AND SIT DOWN. RACHEL IS DRESSED IN SEXY SUMMER DRESS, ESPADRILLES AND STRAW HAT WITH A RIBBON TIED ROUND IT.

CLIVE:(GOES TO GET UP)Do you want a beer?

RACHEL:
(SHOUTS) No I don’t want a fucking beer! I want some pure white light! Give me the fucking coke?

CLIVE: (PULLS THE SMALL PARCEL OF COKE FROM OUT OF HIS SHOE) Shhhh Rachel! 

RACHEL: Give me the fucking COKE!

CLIVE:
For Christ’s sake, Rachel, we’re going to get busted if you go on like...

RACHEL:
( TAKES A MIRROR OUT OF HER BAG AND OPENS THE COKE PARCEL AND MAKES A COUPLE OF LINES) Listen man! You can piss off whenever you want. (SNORTS THE COKE AND GIVES MIRROR TO CLIVE)  No, don’t go! You’ve got some style. Look! Over there! There! That house over there. It’s been empty for years and years .(CLIVE SNORTS) Clive...we could squat it. ( CLIVE SPLUTTERS ON THE COKE AND WASTES HALF OF HIS LINE) It’s got a beautiful garden and orchard. Let’s go! Phil’s not the only one who can squat country estates.

CLIVE:
(EXASPERATED) Look Rachel, we’d never get away with squatting that...in the middle of this prissy village.

RACHEL:
Oh shit, you’re the same as all the others. You’ve go no fucking imagination. None! I’m going. Now! (WALKS OFF. CLIVE LOOKS FED UP AND WALKS INTO PUB)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT THREE.           SCENE SIXtc  \l 2 "ACT THREE.           SCENE SIX"
VILLAGE POLICE STATION. SERGEANT BEHIND THE DESK. RACHEL COMES STORMING IN WITH A DOG BARKING BESIDE HER

RACHEL:
Listen, I’m sick of this fucking country, and the police force. What do you fucking do? Nothing! Wanted notices. (SHE STARTS RIPPING THEM DOWN AND TEARING THEM UP) There’s a fucking war going on in this country. A war! DO YOU HEAR ME!? A psychic war! No-one is awake! The whole fucking world is being controlled by astral parasites. (AS SHE’S SHOUTING, THE DOG BARKS AND SUDDENLY THE SARGEANT JUMPS OVER THE COUNTER AND GRASPS RACHEL)
COPPER:
Now calm down Miss, or you’ll be in trouble! Now calm down.

RACHEL:
Trouble? Fuck off! (SHE KICKS HIM IN THE BALLS. TWO OTHER COPS WALK INTO THE STATION, SUSS THE SITUATION AND JOIN IN.)

You BASTARDS! CUNTS! FUCKING BULLIES! LET ME GO! I’M A MOTHER! DO YOU HEAR ME!? A MOTHER! LET ME GO! LET ME GO!

(EVENTUALLY THEY OVERPOWER RACHEL AND ONE OF THEM PHONES FOR A DOCTOR WHO ARRIVES AND, WHILST RACHEL IS CURSING AND SCREAMING, HE INJECTS HER AND SHE PASSES OUT)
LIGHTS FADE
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ACT FOUR.                    SCENE ONEtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.                    SCENE ONE"
PHIL ON THE PHONE IN A FARMHOUSE IN CORNWALL. LIZ, DAWN AND SARAH PLAYING ON THE FLOOR

PHIL:
(TO LIZ) Could you keep them quiet? I can’t hear.

LIZ:
I’ll take them out. Come on, out you both go. Keep quiet, Phil can’t hear. (THEY ALL GO OUT)
PHIL:
Jesus, have you seen her... Is she on a section? ... Oh shit, shit! What? You’re kidding! A ward of court! What? Oh Christ! Christ! Oh shit, I’ll have to take her back. What a drag! What a fucking drag! Well, that’s it, it’s really a fucking WAR now. Well thanks a lot Clive... I’ll call in and see her in the hospital. Yeah... Cheers! (LIZ WALKS IN)
LIZ:
What’s happening?

PHIL:
I knew this was the plan! Your mother and Mulford have made DAWN a ward of court! Rachel is in the nut house, having beaten up some police, and your mother has care and control of Dawn, which means we’ll have to take her back to Cambridgeshire now!

LIZ:
But Dawn can’t be brought up by my mother! That’s terrible!

PHIL:
We have no choice anymore. We are now dealing with courts and police! And now we’ll see some real turnabouts to save face!

LIZ:
Look, you’ve got to get a solicitor and fight this. I’m on your side definitely! Dawn must never be brought up by Mulford and my mother. That would be obscene! You were right...they’ve been threatening to do this for ages.

PHIL:
Look, we’ll go to London and see a solicitor. So I can count on you to be on my side?

LIZ:
Of course. Without doubt.

PHIL:
All I want Liz, is to get Rachel out of the nut-house quick, so she can have Dawn. I don’t want to take Dawn away from Rachel.

LIZ:
I know that Phil. We must make sure Rachel doesn’t get ECT.

PHIL:
Well let’s get going now. Clive says he spoke to her on the phone today, and she seems on top of the world. She told him she’s writing songs with George Gershwin and Ivor Novello!

LIZ:  Rachel’s so competitive she’ll be trying to out-weird the weirdos!.

LIGHTS FADE
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ACT FOUR.            SCENE TWOtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.            SCENE TWO"
THE CANTEEN IN THE NUT HOUSE. RACHEL IS PLAYING THE GUITAR AND SINGING, AND THE PATIENTS ALL JOIN IN. PHIL WALKS IN. RACHEL LOOKS UP AND STOPS PLAYING. SHE IS WILDLY MADE UP

RACHEL:
(TO EVERYONE) This is my ex-husband. He’s mean. Why did you never put a bath in our house? Because you’re mean!. AND I wouldn’t be in here NOW...if you’d never touched me with your big prick!  And he’s got the pox too! (ALL THE PATIENTS LAUGH) Actually, he’s a great poet, and WE have a brilliant daughter.  (TO PHIL) Don’t look so glum. Come and look at my room. (THEY WALK INTO HER ROOM AND BOTH SIT ON THE BED)

Well...I notice you’ve learned to listen. Very good. It’s about time. You talk too much.

PHIL:
Are you alright?

RACHEL:
Yes, very alright...in fact I’m thinking of having a nervous breakdown, so I can stay in here. I like it here. It’s freedom.

PHIL:
It’s very dangerous.

RACHEL:
Listen Phil. Don’t you start telling me what’s dangerous and what’s not! (SHOUTS AND SHAKES HER HEAD) I want to get YOU out of my hair! I’m finished with you and your OLD IDEAS! I want a young lover. A punk rocker! Now where’s Dawn? I want to see her. (SHE GETS UP. PHIL HOLDS HER HAND)
PHIL:
Dawn has been made a ward of court. Your mother has care and control of her.

RACHEL:
Christ, you really believe in all that rubbish don’t you? If Mulford and my mother try to take Dawn off me... I’ll tell the court about Mulford’s black sexual behaviour towards me. You can tell Mulford that from me!

PHIL:
But I’ve got to give Dawn to your mother now.

RACHEL:
Well, that’s alright. She’ll be fine on the estate. My mother can take care of her, whilst I’m having a well deserved rest. YOU can’t look after her...because you’re too busy running around screwing women! (A BLACK NURSE COMES TO THE DOOR)
NURSE:
Your pills, Rachel.

RACHEL:
(TAKES THEM AND, WITH NONCHALANCE, THROWS THEM ONE AT A TIME IN THE AIR AND CATCHES THEM IN HER MOUTH) Red...white...and...blue for Jubilee. Delores, this is Phil, my majestic lover. He’s a wonderful artist, and we’ve loved each other through every form of death and attack. And I never knew black people were so nice ‘til I came here.

NURSE:
Are you feeling OK Rachel?

RACHEL:
Yes, I’m just popping out to the reception to see my little Daughter Dawn.

NURSE:
OK. I’ll tell Reception. See ya. (GOES OUT)
PHIL:(WALKING THROUGH THE CANTEEN TO THE HOSPITAL ENTRANCE)So what are we going to do about this `Ward of Court’ business?

RACHEL:
Nothing! It’s all in your head! Listen, I thought you believed in another dimension. Do you think I’m here because I’m sick? I’ve been sent here by `them’ so I can bring some Christ-light to this place. I’m a HEALER . Now take me see Dawn. (PAUSE) Phil...you’re too intense for me, and I’m too intense for you. You want to cut out all this love bit, and give the women you fuck, a good kick up the ass! That’s what women really want! You lose all your drive, through sentiment. (PAUSE) The doctors keep asking me where I get all my energy from? They don’t know that I know how to turn their silly sedatives into mescaline. They haven’t got a clue. Now get GOING and stop complaining! (SHOUTS) I’m OUT OF IT! Now do me a favour and move into SPACE! SPACE! Then you might meet me. MIGHT!

PHIL: I thought you wanted to see Dawn.

RACHEL: I DO but you keep DISTRACTING ME! Where is she?

PHIL:  She’s with Liz and Sarah waiting for you in the car park.

RACHEL: This is NOT A FAMILY REUNION! I don’t want to see Liz or Sarah. I want to see my daughter on my own. Please bring Dawn into the canteen...where she can meet my beautiful black friends!
                                LIGHTS FADE
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ACT FOUR.                   SCENE THREEtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.                   SCENE THREE"
A BARE ROOM IN THE OLD CAMBODIAN EMBASSY WHICH HAS BEEN SUCCESSFULLY SQUATTED BY TOM DAVIDSON. PHIL IS UNDERGOING A SCIENTOLOGY SESSION WITH MEG, WHO IS WEARING HER SEA-ORG UNIFORM. AT THE TABLE, PHIL AND MEG ARE SEATED ON OPPOSITE SIDES. PHIL IS HOLDING TWO `CANS’ WHICH ARE ATTACHED TO AN E-METER. MEG CONSULTS THE E-METER THROUGHOUT THE SESSION. PHIL IS WEARING JEANS AND SWEATER. PHIL REMAINS AS FAR AS POSSIBLE IN EYE CONTACT WITH MEG

MEG:
Do you know who I am?

PHIL:
You are the auditor.

MEG:
Do you have any disagreement with me conducting this session?

PHIL:
No.

MEG:
Alright. First, do you have any present time problems?

PHIL:
Yes. I feel I’ve lost the heart of my world...and I’m being attacked by spiritual coldness.

MEG:
You are suffering from loss??

PHIL:
That’s right. I’ve lost Rachel and Dawn... maybe for ever.

MEG:
Do you have any problem in calling this session `Auditing on Phil Masters’ loss?’

PHIL:
No, that’s a clear label.

MEG:
Good. Are you ready to commence the session now?

PHIL:
I’m ready.

MEG:
Describe your present state of loss.

PHIL:
I feel cut off from what I love. And so I feel lost in a desert of utter coldness. I feel crushed by this engulfing, omnipresent freezing ATMOSPHERE.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed by inner coldness?

PHIL:
Yes. When you left me and joined Scientology.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed by inner coldness?

PHIL:
Yes. When Eva came out to Rhodesia and behaved in a completely cold way.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed by inner coldness? (PHIL PUTS HIS HEAD ON THE TABLE)
PHIL:
(STARTING TO SHAKE) I felt crushed by coldness when I lost my cat. (HE STARTS TO CRY) I felt so lost. My cat was my only friend. Then someone stole it. I lost my contact with warmth.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed by inner coldness?

PHIL:
(CRYING PROFUSELY) When my dad went away to the war. There was a great hole ripped inside me, which my mother used to gain access to my frightened soul...and filled me with her cold fear of reality.

MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed?

PHIL:
(LONG PAUSE) Jesus!

MEG:
Describe the incident.

PHIL:
My head’s being crushed. Something’s sucking me. Pushing me. Sucking me, pushing me. Something’s crushing me. I’m being pummelled on all sides. And suddenly I know I’m awake. I know what’s happening. I shouldn’t be doing this. I didn’t need to come here. At that moment there’s a terrible piercing sound! Blinding light! It’s like I’m inside an engine room! Then I know that the piercing sound is screaming! I’m screaming! I’M SCREAMING!!! Then I know I’m being born! It’s my mother screaming. And I feel I’ve betrayed myself. I should never have come here. I’ve come here to hide. And I know it’s a mistake...too late. I feel crushed. By my own cowardice. By my own lying soul. CRUSHED by my own SOUL-LESS COLDNESS!
MEG:
Is there a previous incident when you felt crushed by soul-less coldness?

PHIL:
(AFTER A LONG PAUSE) Crikey!

MEG:
Describe the incident. What year is it?

PHIL:
(SESSION NOW MOVING VERY RAPIDLY) 1457.

MEG:
Location?

PHIL:
A village in Bavaria.

MEG:
What are you doing?

PHIL:
I’m standing outside my house. 

MEG:
Describe the house.

PHIL:
It’s got a bright green door. There’s cobbles. Through the door I can see flagstones. My wife is standing at the door. She is dressed in a long black skirt. And white smocked blouse. Long brown hair. She is shouting at me. She is telling me I’m a coward. I feel demolished by what she is saying. She is my only friend. And she is betraying me. I know what’s happened. The Baron has always had his eyes on her. She is telling me I’m a coward because I won’t leave her and go and fight for the Baron. I refuse to take up arms for anyone. No-one!. I thought she was on my side. And now she’s turned against me like everyone else. She’s telling me if I don’t go off with the other men of the village she won’t be my wife any more. I feel completely crushed. Yet I’m totally determined that I’m not going to fight. I know what’s happening. The Baron wants to get rid of me so that he can have my wife. He’s a mean coward. And I hate him. (LONG PAUSE)
MEG:
Describe the incident.

PHIL:
There’s a lot of noise. People shouting. Sun’s shining. It’s very hot. I’ve got my hands tied behind my back. I’m being pulled along by a rope. Tied around my waist. By a man sitting on a horse. People are jeering at me. I can’t see my wife anywhere. The people’s faces are a pink blur. My head’s pounding. Next I’m being tied to a water wheel. It’s been stopped and I’m being lashed to the top of it. I’m facing upwards to the sky. The people are standing crowded around the water wheel. I seem to be lying on the top of the wheel for ages. People seem to be waiting for something. I’m praying to God to give me strength. To die. Suddenly I hear the Baron’s voice. He’s telling the people that there’s only one way to deal with cowards and that is to kill them. He shouts at me `This is what your selfishness has brought to you. By trying to save your own skin you’ve lost your life.’ I curse him and, as I do so, the wheel starts to move very slowly and I’m under the water. And I try to hold my breath. And my head is pounding. Then I’m out of the water and it’s blinding sunlight. Shouting and jeering. And I’m moved around and I’m back under the water again. And I’m under there for ages and I can’t hold my breath. And I’m sucking in water. And I’m praying to Christ to save me. Then there’s this blinding light. Nothing else but an explosion of light. Then...

LIGHTS OFF
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THE KITCHEN OF THE BIG HOUSE. BETTY, MULFORD AND LIZ GALLUP ARE SAT AROUND THE TABLE

MOTHER:
Well Elizabeth, you have your choice. It’s quite clear. You either side with that bum Philip Masters or with your own family. (SHOUTS) To think that you would side with HIM against your own family!! It’s a disgusting BETRAYAL! And if you do betray us - you’ll never be allowed back into this house again! EVER! Philip Masters is a parasite and I’ll do anything to stop him having Dawn!

LIZ:
He doesn’t want Dawn! He wants Rachel not you to have Dawn.

MOTHER:
Rachel’s in no position to have Dawn, thanks to you and your drug-taking communist cronies! If you sign an affidavit against us, you’re OUT of your cottage and you’ll get NO INHER1TANCE, do you understand that? (LIZ STARTS TO CRY)
LIZ:
I don’t want to be AGAINST anyone. I just want to do the best for Rachel and Dawn.

MOTHER:
Well the best thing for Dawn, is that she has a proper routine, and goes to school regularly, which neither Rachel or Masters cares about! So...are you going to sign the affidavit our solicitors have prepared for you, or not?

MULFORD:
I’m warning you Elizabeth, we’ve had enough of all this. Your duty is to throw your weight behind your mother and me, or you’re out! Out! (LIZ CRIES)
LIGHTS FADE
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THE MAIN ROOM IN FREYA. MADGE AND PHIL ARE SAT BY THE FIRE. MADGE WALKS WITH A STICK AS THE RESULT OF HER ACCIDENT. SHE IS DRESSED IN VERY BRIGHT CLOTHES. PHIL HAS A PILE OF PAPERS ON HIS LAP. PHIL STILL WITH LONG HAIR AND WEARING INDIAN ORANGE CLOTHES, IS VERY DISTRESSED.

PHIL:
Christ, my first day back at Freya and look what was waiting for me in the post!  Madge, I’ve been well and truly SHOPPED! Madge! SHOPPED! Completely double-crossed. Look at this - a copy of an affidavit lodged by Liz in the High Court. She says that I drive a car without having a Driving license, that I gave LSD to Rachel on many occasions, and, listen to this! `Philip Masters maintains he’s a professional writer, but this is an example of his writing.’ (PHIL TURNS THE PAGE) Christ, she’s Xeroxed copies of my old poems where I’ve used the word `fuck’ or `cunt’. It’s pathetic! Do you realise, Madge, Liz was going to be my main defence witness ! The last time I saw her, she said she would sign an affidavit to say that in her opinion I should look after Dawn until Rachel has recovered her sanity and is stable. And listen to this...from Liz Gallop! `Philip Masters lives in a dirty squat house, where Dawn was forced to sleep in a chest of drawers when she was born.’ God, she’s such a traitor. (SINGS) `How do you sleep at night?’

MADGE:
Liz has been got at Phil! I feel it’s partly my fault.

PHIL:  That’s ridiculous. How can it be anything to do with you?

MADGE: Well...if I had not been taken over by Paul Crawford that time...and gone off to France with him...the dome would still be here...and you and Rachel might never have gone down south again. It’s really sad.  By going down south Rachel got trapped by her family again. What are they really trying to do?

PHIL:
They’re trying to stop me being Dawn’s father. But they won’t succeed ! I know how important it is for Dawn to see me regularly. She trusts me and I’m not going to let that trust get broken for anything!

MADGE:
But surely, Rachel would never try to stop you seeing Dawn.

PHIL:
I don’t think Rachel is Rachel anymore. She’s given in, and been taken over. She’s come out of the bin, and is now living with her mother, and going round in clothes her mother has bought her. All she has to do now, is to marry some rich bloke her mother fancies, and everything will SEEM fine and dandy. Except...it’s driven her mad! (PHIL CRIES) I love her so much, and she’s become SPLIT. SPLIT! Yes, Her mother has cut her in two. If only she could have got away when she had the energy to do it!  But she didn’t!  She just fucked around the Gallop estate in Cambridgeshire, until they found the moment to clobber her.

Now look at this... (HANDS MADGE SOME SHEETS OF PAPER)
MADGE:
(SHE READS) Who is this from?

PHIL:
I have no idea. There was no address on the envelope. It was here when I got back here. It was sent from Sutton Coldfield, Birmingham, when I was in India. (PHIL GETS UP AND POINTS TO LETTER) Now look at that: `Marie Antoinette is too busy watching sheep, to notice Tommy Tucker, ride his cock horse to Banbury Cross, to gather all the laughter.’ And this, `Oh helmsman, skate before our fixture of despair. S.D. S.D. ‘ The initials of Sarah...and Dawn. Yeah? And this, `What does little D want from a laser beam woman? It was a funky run to the suicide cone.’ It must be Rachel. It’s Rachel’s handwriting, I’m sure, but how come she was sending me letters HERE from Birmingham when she knew I was in India? It’s like a part of her has really split off, and is now operating independently of the rest of her! Isn’t that the definition of schizophrenia?

MADGE It’s heart-breaking.

PHIL:  Exactly. A desperate cry from the heart. But what can I do? I’m not allowed to see Rachel. BY LAW!  And I’m only allowed to see Dawn for a day every three weeks. That’s what I’m allowed by the High Court of England. And all this affidavit stuff is to discredit my character in the eyes of the Court, to try to prevent me from having Dawn for a weekend away from Cambridgeshire! They’re so mean!

MADGE: But what are you going to do about Rachel? She must be in a terrible state over all this.

PHIL:  I think I’ll go to this address of this person called Ed Gale. Besides this stuff about Marie Antoinette, was a postcard saying his photos were ready...with his address in Sutton Coldfield. Whoever he is...perhaps he’s in contact with Rachel...and she sent me this weird letter via his place?

MADGE:
Phil your life is very weird!  To think that Freya...a centre for developing the real soul...should be dragged through the straight world like this!

PHIL: I should never have got involved with someone like Rachel...with strong connections with the Establishment.

Madge: But when you met her...you told me she’d insisted that she’d completely cut away from that horrible set-up. 

Phil: Well...that’s what she SAID. WORDS!  Madge, it hurts my heart to say this...but Rachel’s turned out to be a turncoat. It’s very sad. Her sister Liz is the same. Cowardice kills the soul.

MADGE:You can say that again. Look at the state of Dennis. He makes it almost impossible for me to see Daisy. Poor little thing. (PAUSE) There’s certainly an anti-soul...anti-flower-power movement on the rampage stalking every free soul on the Earth. (PAUSE)  Grim times! Grim times. So...what happens next, with the High Court machine?

PHIL:
I’ve applied to the High Court for what is called `Staying Access’. If I get it, Dawn will be able to stay at my place in Islington with me and her half-sister Sarah. I’ve asked for one wekend every month. So in a few weeks time, I’ll be down at The Old Bailey for The High Court Hearing. I’ve also asked the High Court to allow me to take Dawn on holiday to Somerset for a week. The Gallops, of course, are opposing my application...that’s what all these affidavits against me are about.

MADGE: The Gallop family seem really twisted. 

PHIL: Quite honestly, I think they’re demonic. Before I came up here I had a meeting with the woman who has been appointed by the High Court to be responsible for Dawn’s well being. Known as the Court Solicitor. She’s called Miss Sidebottom...

MADGE: (BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) Did she give you a bit on the side?

PHIL: Forget it. She’s a Girton College no-nonsense blue-stocking. Anyway...she’d called me to her office because the Gallops had told her that I’d been up to their estate and stolen a car belonging to to the Estate. The car in question is my own old Ford Popular which I’d left with Rachel when I went to India to see Rajneesh. Luckily, when I met her, I had the car logbook with me which proved that the car had been mine for the last twenty years.

MADGE: So did sidebottom submit?

PHIL:  Not really...I could tell she’d already been poisoned by the Gallops and is now in their rotten pocket. So I’ve got the High Court Solicitor against me as well as the Gallops. And of course, at the time of seeing Ursula Sidebottom, I hadn’t known that Liz--my main support in this war-- had already turned against me and betrayed me!  She’s now become the linchpin of the Gallop army.

MADGE: Why are they all so two-faced and vindictive?

PHIL: Well, like I said...they all seem to be ruled by a demonic force. And it’s not just that they want to wipe me out...all of them...without exception...completely ignore little Dawn’s feelings. They don’t care a damm about what all of this is doing to her.

MADGE: What is it doing to her?

PHIL: It’s confusing her. She’s always telling me how she wants to live with me and Rachel. Can you imagine what it feels like,  knowing that I can’t take her away from that poisonous scene?  I think she’s really amazing. When Rachel was first put in the nut-house...after she’d had a fight with the cops in the police station...for the first five months, the High Court granted me access to Dawn for three hours every Saturday afternoon in the Gallop’s Big House!

MADGE: What every Saturday you would travel up to Cambridgeshire to see Dawn for three hours in Rachel’s mother’s house?

PHIL:  Yeah and it was a struggle at the time to even get the money together to pay for the train journey. Anyway I had to be there for two o clock.  I would be met at the door by the butler, who would lead me to the kitchen area, where Dawn and I would be left to play games...or if it was fine, we’d play hide and seek in their pheasant infested Garden. The rest of the ghostly house was always locked up...and with the butler gone...it felt really deadly quiet. Anyway...one afternoon...Dawn was on her rocking horse...she’s five remember...and she says to me...`Daddy, this is a very strange house.’

I was sat down having a cup of tea...A cup and saucer, milk and sugar...and one tea bag would be left for me every Saturday afternoon...with orange squash and two chocolate biscuits for Dawn.

`Why is it strange darling’? I said. Whilst still rocking...she said,`well, they think I should stop loving you. They don’t know that if you love someone you can’t stop loving them can you?  That’s right Daddy isn’t it?’

Madge:
Bless her heart. Phil, you really do get undermined from all sides. I think it’s because you’re like a catalyst. 

PHIL: What do you mean by that?

MADGE: Maybe it’s the wrong term...but what I mean is...you seem to bring what’s suppressed to the surface very quickly.

PHIL: Funny you should say that. The High Court has stipulated that I’ve got to have a psychiatric examination by a Harley Street shrink, to ascertain whether I’m a drug addict and a sexual pervert and liable to abuse Dawn which I’m accused of by members of the Gallop army! 

                                   LIGHTS FADE

PRIVATE 


tc  \l 2 ""

PRIVATE 


tc  \l 2 ""

PRIVATE 


tc  \l 2 ""
PRIVATE 


tc  \l 2 ""

PRIVATE 
ACT FOUR.             SCENE SIXtc  \l 2 "ACT FOUR.             SCENE SIX"
PSYCHIATRIST’S CONSULTING ROOM IN HARLEY STREET. DR CARTWHEEL IS 50, BLACK, SLEEKED-BACK HAIR, HORN-RIMMED GLASSES AND USUAL GREY SUIT. PHIL IS DRESSED IN A WELL-CUT TWEED SUIT. PHIL STILL HAS VERY LONG HAIR. PHIL IS JUST ENDING HIS STORY, GIVING HIS IDEA OF HOW RACHEL ENDED UP LIVING BACK ON THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE ESTATE WITH HER MOTHER AND BECOMING VERY STRAIGHT.

PHIL:
... Look, the point is, it’s the normal thing which happens with a psychic love affair. It always goes this way, from raw energy to neat form, and if you’re neat too, it all seems warm!  Look, it’s a struggle to stay raw. Wherever you get a strong field of love created by two or more people you’re bound to get attacked. Or just interruptions! I don’t know if you’ve ever been in love? but if  you have...you’ll know what I mean.

DR C:
Alright, it’s a long story about the magical prince and the beautiful princess and the terrible, ugly witch.(STARES AT PHIL) Obviously...if the Gallup family had their own way, you wouldn’t be seeing your daughter at all.

PHIL: That’s right!. Look, at the very first Court hearing...whilst my solicitor was telling the judge the background to Rachel being locked up and my daughter being made a Ward of Court...every time she--my solicitor--said that Dawn had been with me, her father at the time...the Gallop’s solicitor stood up and made an objection that it had not been established that I was in fact Dawn’s father!  About the sixth time of making these objections...which the judge had always ignored...the judge suddenly lost his temper. `Young man’,he snarled slapping his desk, ` you’ve been watching too much American television! Since when do men who are not fathers...allow themselves to go through ordeals like this? I’ll not allow any steel doors to be put around this child. Mr Masters will see his daughter every week. Scribe! Write out a Court Order now. And where can Mr Masters see his daughter?’ The Gallop’s solicitor consulted Betty and Mulford Gallop sat in the front of the Court...and then their solicitor said `Your Honour, my clients have a large house....’ The judge interrupted and said, `I’m not interested in how well heeled your clients are, I just want the address.’

DR. C.  O.K., when Rachel’s bubble burst...I agree...the Gallops were full of bile but Phil, people do change.  I’ve seen Rachel and don’t imagine it’s easy for her. She’s struggling to live a new life and you don’t seem to have faced the fact that Rachel has CHOSEN to live this new life. I’ve seen her a few times...and she seems much more balanced than she was at the end of the summer. She’s now got a job, and a warm house to live in...AND...if you have’nt heard... a new man to live with.

PHIL: Yes, she’s living with the best well-off option in her mother’s neck of the woods. I’m not impressed. Sorry.

DR.C.  Be reasonable Phil. Surely you must realise that it’s very difficult for Rachel to break free from the world which you both...wove together.

PHIL:
Of course I realise that, and I’m not complaining either. The point is, I care about Rachel’s creative spirit and you, because of this role which you’re playing to earn your crust, you’re bound to support Rachel’s betrayal and cop-out.

DR C:
I can understand that you feel betrayed by Rachel...but perhaps you can’t face it, that actually Rachel was NEVER fully with you, since that would mean that you were never fully with her either! You don’t seem to understand that Rachel has a different attitude to life than you.

PHIL:(PAUSE)
You don’t realise that love has nothing to do with attitudes! Rachel didn’t choose to live the life she’s leading now. She’s a wild, creative spirit. A wild woman held down by behaviour patterns, which are her family’s defence against fear. She really tried to break out - to jump through fear - but there was no-one around who had the vision or the care to heal her of her dependance on that phoney world, so she could never be captured by that upper-class crap again. .

DR C:
You mean you weren’t around! You feel you could have done it!  But, perhaps Rachel wanted to jump out of your world Phil - after all-  she did jump, but she jumped from your vision to her family’s vision.

PHIL:
That’s rubbish man! When I got back from India, she was in her own space. Not mine, and not her mother’s. She’d jumped into her true SELF! But...she didn’t know how to handle her own energy. She needed to get away from her mother, and get away from me. Did you hear that? But she was with this guy Clive, who had neither the inclination nor the insight to get Rachel away from the family vortex. She had tremendous energy, and needed a place - a free space - to work through her anger. Instead, she was forced back into the safe mould of her mother’s suffocating world!

DR C:
Suffocating for you! O.K. Perhaps you’re right, but I think we’re getting side-tracked. I’m here to ascertain whether you are balanced enough to look after Dawn by yourself for a weekend. For example, what about this accusation made by Rachel’s sister that you are a drug addict?

PHIL:
Yeah, I smoke a joint if it comes my way. Is that what you mean?

DR C:
Of course not. I’m speaking of speed and smack!

PHIL:
You’re kidding! I’ve never touched it.

DR C:
Would you mind if I look at your arms?

PHIL:
Jesus man, look up my ass if you want. (PHIL ROLLS UP HIS SLEEVES AND DR CARTWHEEL EXAMINES PHIL’S ARMS)
DR C:
Yes, I can see why you’re angry. I must admit that you don’t exhibit any signs of drug addiction. In my opinion, it’s a rather cruel accusation. Phil, if I were you - and this is not in my brief to advise you in such matters - I’d get a friend who has known you and Rachel for some time, to give you a character reference, because the Gallup family is obviously set on assassinating your character!

PHIL:
Well I’m glad that you’ve got enough sense to see their strategy. Right, I’ve got a few friends who would be willing to do that.

DR C:And what about this statement in Liz’s affidavit...that Rachel doesn’t want you to have weekends alone with Dawn...because she is afraid that you might sexually abuse Dawn?

PHIL:
I think that simply reflects Liz’s twisted mind! The trouble with Rachel and Liz is that neither of them, have the guts to destroy their sick mother who lives inside them. They’re both morally as useless as a rich man’s child. They both played the game of being week-end hippies, but both of them were actually psychic agents for their mother. They were pawns in the game!

DR C:
You make it sound as if there’s a conspiracy!

PHIL:(STANDS UP)
What, you pretend that there’s not one? There is a conspiracy mister. There is a conspiracy against life. There is a conspiracy against thinking with your guts, with your blood, with your heart. There is a conspiracy against love. There is a conspiracy against the spirit. Why do you think I’ve gone through all this shit from the Gallup family? It’s because I CARE about Dawn and I care about Rachel. And I care about love. And I care that Dawn’s trust in me is never broken! They’ve done everything they can to try to break her trust in her father, and they haven’t succeeded! If your trust is smashed, you tend to become a walking bag of shadows. Love keeps you bright!

DR C:
(SARCASTIC) And who do you think is behind the conspiracy?

PHIL:
You!

DR C:
Me?

PHIL:
Yes, you...the sarcastic, loveless mind. The enclosure of decay. The spitting snake dressed up for hire. You see, your role prevents you from having any real humility. You could never admit that your life is barren and loveless!  Because if you really faced it, your attachment to your role would crumble. The so-called hippy revolution was concerned with freeing energy trapped in roles. That takes guts man. But it doesn’t take any guts to act out your role. You should try thinking about it! See how much of your energy goes into your psychic stance. See how much of you is REALLY open to the life of the Spirit.

DR C:
But you’re heavily into a role yourself! You’ve adopted the role of the outsider.

PHIL:
I’m not living in a ROLE doctor! In Your imagination that’s how you’ve cast me.  That Dr Cartwheel, is your image of me. IMAGE! Whereas my LIFE Is an existential reality, not a role, or an image.  The universe is a mystery...doctor. It’s got to grip you - you can’t grasp it. You have to die to your attachment to your silly authoritarian game you play, to feel the mystery of your own being.

DR C:
My God. You are very dangerous! Very subversive! You undermine a person’s whole centre of focus and put nothing in its place, but your own charismatic projection. I can understand why the Gallup family is so afraid of you.

PHIL:
And I suppose this will mean that you will not recommend that I can take my daughter on holiday...or that she can stay with me and her half-sister for weekends once a month?

DR C:
No, I wouldn’t go that far. I have no intention of punishing a child, who obviously loves and trusts you, simply because her father is a fanatic. But I do suggest that you take more note of the fact that the world was already running its course before you came along. You’ll never change the direction of the train you know. The tracks are set. You’re wasting your life. You should try entertaining the passengers.

PHIL:
You enjoy being a spokesman for lifelessness don’t you? There’s a war going on. A war between the spirit and the mind. Between the eternal present and the past! Between intelligence and inertia. Between faith and rationale. (PHIL TOWERS OVER DR. C.) Between hip and square!

DR C:
Perhaps I’m more hip than you realise?

PHIL:
Well Dr Cartwheel, I’m off. (DR CARTWHEEL GETS UP AND PUTS HAND OUT TO SHAKE. PHIL LOOKS AT HIS HAND) I don’t know. Perhaps you really mean friendship - no doubt it will be revealed. (HE STARTS WALKING OUT) Perhaps habit is truth. And truth enslaves. And we all need to cherish illusions. I think I’ll join the police force, they’ve usually got good dope for sale.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR.               SCENE SEVEN

THE COURTROOM IN THE HIGH COURT, LONDON. PHIL IS SAT BESIDE ANN, HIS SOLICITOR ON THE RIGHT HAND SIDE OF THE COURT ROOM. HIS BARRISTER SALLY PATRICK, IS STANDING BEFORE THE JUDGE, PUTTING FORWARD PHIL’S APPLICATION. BETTY, MULFORD AND LIZ GALLOP ARE SAT ON THE OTHER SIDE. THEIR SOLICITOR, A MAN, IS SAT BESIDE LIZ.  THEIR BARRISTER IS SAT AT THE FRONT TO THE LEFT OF SALLY. SAT AT A TABLE IN FRONT OF THE JUDGE IS A STENOGRAPHER AND URSULA SIDEBOTTOM.

SALLY: No my Lord, there are two issues to be settled, which relate to staying access. As you can imagine your Honour, it has been a great strain for Mr Masters to have had his fatherly care and duties...suddenly taken out of his hands by the previous Court decisions. Specifically...for the last six month, Mr Masters has only been allowed to see his daughter for approximately two and half hours a week.

JUDGE: Approximately ?

SALLY: Yes your Honour.  You see, at first Mr Masters was granted three hours a week to see his daughter at her grandparents home in Cambridgeshire. Of course this was a very inconvenient arrangement for everyone concerned.  Then of late, from the 7th March to be precise, Mr Masters has been allowed to take his daughter out for a Saturday once every three weeks.  That works out to approximately two and a half hours a week your Honour.

JUDGE: Yes I see. Go on.

SALLY:  Mr Masters is now asking The Court to grant him staying access for one weekend a month at his flat in Islington, but before such staying access begins...if it is granted...Mr Masters would like to take his daughter for a holiday to Somerset for a week.

MR SHAFT( GALLOP’S BARRISTER) Objection your Honour.

JUDGE: Yes...what is it?

SHAFT: Your Honour...Rachel Gallop, the child’s mother has only just recently recovered from a serious illness in hospital, and Rachel’s mother...Mrs Betty Gallop...who has been given Care and Control of the child ...believes that it will be too disturbing to Rachel’s mental health for the child in question to be taken as far away as Somerset.

JUDGE: Objection over-ruled!  I’m not here for a geography lesson! From what I’ve read concerning this case, and I’ve read a lot...I would have thought John o’Groats or Lands End would be more suitable. I’m surprised Mr Masters doesn’t want to get as far away as possible from the Gallop family...who seem bent on assassinating Mr Masters’ character. I have read the psychiatrist’s report on Mr Masters and the Gallop family, and it is clear to me that Mr Masters is a reliable, caring and responsible father. The accusations levelled against Mr Masters strike me as being a trash heap of malicious lies. Yes, I think a holiday in Somerset for Dawn and her father is a very good idea. We will deal with the details later Miss Patrick.  Now we come to the proposal of regular monthly weekends at Mr Masters’ flat. Is there any objection to this proposal?

SHAFT: (STANDING UP)  Yes there is your Honour.  As I’m sure you are aware your Honour, Islington has a reputation for being a multi-racial area and Mrs Betty Gallop is very concerned about who the child may encounter.

JUDGE: What are you getting at?

SHAFT: Mrs Gallop fails to understand how she can exercise Care and Control of the child, if the child is allowed to encounter people who Mrs Gallop disapproves of.

JUDGE: Miss Sidebottom, I believe that you have recently been shown around the flat in Islington.

SIDEBOTTOM: (STANDS UP) Yes, that is correct your Honour. I spoke with Mr Masters who showed me around his flat a week ago.

JUDGE: Yes...that’s right...yes I see...I’ve got your report here...and your clear recommendations Miss Sidebottom.  (READING) Hmmmm...Not only do you think it would benefit the father/daughter relationship for regular Staying Access to be accomplished in Mr Masters’ Islington flat...which I’m going to grant...but, you also recommend that Care and Control of the child should be given back to Rachel, the child’s mother, as soon as possible. Would you please explain to the Court the basis for this unexpected proposal.

SIDEBOTTOM: Your Honour, after I inspected the Islington flat...which I have to say is very beautiful, clean with a lovelly children’s room for Dawn and her half-sister Sarah to play in and sleep in...I went to see Rachel in Cambridgeshire...to find out what she felt about her daughter staying with Mr Masters at his flat in Islington?  I told Rachel how nice the flat was, and how I thought Mr Master’s proposal was a positive step forward...and if she had no objection, I would recommend staying access to commence as soon as possible. Rachel said she really approved of this idea, and told me Dawn was very excited by the prospect of staying with her half-sister and her father. I was just about to approach the question of the proposed holiday in Somerset...when Mrs Betty Gallop,Rachel’s mother, walked into the room. I explained why I was there...then when Rachel told her mother that little Dawn would probably be spending weekends once a month with Mr masters in his flat in Islington...Rachel’s mother went berserk!

SHAFT: Objection your Honour!

JUDGE: Over-ruled! Miss Sidebottom...berserk? Could you explain?

SIDEBOTTOM: Well your Honour, Mrs Betty Gallop started shouting at me that she would never allow the child to stay with Mr Masters in his flat in Islington. She said he was a well known drug addict and how did I know, she screamed, what WOPS and NIGGERS the child might encounter!?  At this point, I realized that I’d made a terrible mistake right from the beginning of this case. It was on my recommendation that the Court had granted Betty Gallop care and control of the child when Rachel Gallop was forcefully hospitalized. Mr Masters had warned me that Betty Gallop was mentally unbalanced, but I’m afraid to say I ignored Mr Masters’ concern. It is true to say, that I was taken in by the Gallop aristocratic presentation...and allowed my judgement to be very coloured by their prejudice against Mr Masters...who was given absolutely no say on the issue of his daughter’s future. Why? Because I had been hypnotised by the Gallop affluent life style, and so, I had in reality become a co-conspirator against Mr Masters and his daughter, and found myself believing that Mr Masters was...like they insisted...a thief...a sponger trying to leach off the Gallops...a drug dealer...and a sexual pervert...and not even the father of the child!  Yet, when I visited the Gallop Estate for the first time...even before I got into the front door...Mr Masters’ little five year old girl came running down the drive towards me and said, `Have you come to stop me seeing my daddy?’ (STARTS TO SOB) I’m sorry Mr Masters. I’m really sorry. Please forgive me.
JUDGE:(PAUSE) Thankyou Miss Sidebottom. (SHE SITS DOWN.STILL SOBBING) Mr Masters I’m afraid you and your young daughter have been the victims of a very gross miscarriage of justice. I can-not wind back the clock...but your application for regular staying access and the proposed holiday in Somerset is granted. I also agree with the Court Solicitor, Miss Sidebottom, that care and control of the child, should be given back to her mother, Rachel Gallop...as from now.
                                  LIGHTS FADE

ACT FOUR                 SCENE EIGHT

PHIL KNOCKS ON THE DOOR OF AN OLD VICTORIAN HOUSE IN SUTTON COLDFIELD. MIDDLE-AGED, MIDDLE-CLASS MAN COMES TO THE DOOR. A HUNCHBACK WITH A BROAD BIRMINGHAM ACCENT.
MAN:
Can I help you?

PHIL:
Yes. I’ve been getting some strange correspondence from this address which included a postcard to someone called E. Gale. Do you know anyone with this name?

MAN: (LOOKS PHIL UP AND DOWN) Well I should know...I’m the landlord of this house. Yes, there is a man called Gale who lives here...but I don’t recommend that you have anything to do with him. Why? Were you going to say why? Why? Eh?

PHIL: O.K. Why?
MAN:  Because...He’s completely mad! Yes, only the other day, he was on the pavement trying to buy two cigarettes off passers by for 10p. I ask you. It lowers the tone of the property which is exactly what the Labour Government want. Oh yes, they make sure I can’t move him...but why should I have to put up with him?  He causes me a lot of worry and...I’m sorry I don’t think he’s in at the moment.

PHIL:
Well, would you recognise his writing if I showed you an example?

MAN:(PHIL SHOWS HIM THE LETTER HE GOT FROM GALE)Yes that’s it! Look, you can see some of it yourself. He puts his scribblings all over his door. He thinks of himself as a creative writer...but I have a friend who’s seen some of Gale’s stuff and he tells me that Gale hasn’t a clue about writing. Gale was in California you know. He went to university there, but ruined himself taking that LSDay stuff. He’s never been in this world since then! You wonder what I’ve done about it?  Well,I’ve been trying for two whole years to get Gale out of here. He’s a damn nuisance. Anyway I’ll show you the state of his door. (THEY WALK INTO THE HOUSE AND UP TO A DOOR WITH YING/YANG SYMBOLS STUCK ON IT AND OTHER LITTLE MANDALA PATTERNS) There you see. That’s an example of his silliness. (THE LANDLORD KNOCKS ON THE DOOR AND ALMOST IMMEDIATELY THE DOOR OPENS. A DARK HAIRED, HANDSOME MAN ABOUT 35 ANSWERS THE DOOR. SLIGHTLY CAMP. HE IS WEARING A PURPLE DRESSING GOWN AND JAPANESE SANDALS)
GALE:
Yes?

PHIL:
I’m Philip Masters. Can I come in?

GALE:
Yes, do. (PHIL GOES IN. ED SHUTS THE DOOR. THE ROOM IS EXTREMELY TIDY. A TYPEWRITER COVERED IN INDIAN CLOTHS, MANUSCRIPTS INSIDE PLASTIC COVERS. A PHOTO OF BOB DYLAN AND A PHOTO OF JOHN CAGE. A GAS STOVE AND A SINGLE DIVAN BED. ED SITS DOWN ON HIS DIVAN. PHIL STANDING UP PULLS SOME SHEETS OF PAPER OUT OF HIS POCKET)
PHIL:
Have you been sending me letters?

GALE:
(STANDS UP AND STARES AT CEILING, SNAPS HIS FINGERS) Good, you got them alright.

PHIL:
Yeah, I got them alright...but how did you get my address? (ED STARES AT THE CEILING. CLICKS HIS FINGERS)
GALE:
Look man, California 67. Dimensional change. I never came back! I’m with Bobby Dylan and Julie Driscoll. We all go beyond and get our assignments. I didn’t choose mine: cosmic disseminator. It comes through, man.

PHIL:
(LOOKS ASTONISHED) You mean, my address and all?

GALE:
Look, I could do a blow job right. Bring the ivory over from the gold coast. But is it all a spunk lattice?

PHIL:
(CONFUSED) No, I don’t think so.

GALE:
OK, so I’ve reformed my body out of crystal. I know the numerical equivalents for every function of the body. I appear and disappear and allow myself to not know how it happens. You have to be that clear that you can even see what was going on, before you were conceived. I know what my mother and father ate the day before my conception. OK? (RUNS OVER TO THE TYPEWRITER AND BANGS AWAY. BRINGS BACK A PIECE OF PAPER AND GIVES IT TO PHIL)
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PHIL:
Look, there’s this bit here ‘Skate helmsman before our fixture of despair. S.D. S.D.’ What does S.D. stand for?

GALE:
(SNAPS FINGERS AND LOOKS UP) The two innocents. The two cosmic girls.

PHIL:
Look man, my children are called Sarah and Dawn. S.D. And what about this? ‘If you want to meet me, it’s on the black star where you can lay me?’

GALE:
(LOOKS UP AND SNAPS FINGERS) She went out, man. Far out. She went beyond her own strength and was crowned with the clear light of beauty. And she fought Pluto man, and she’s still there man. Co-ordinate 446873. The suicide cone – the return of the wanderer of retort lightbulbs. She’s a queen at rest. (WHILST PHIL AND GALE ARE TALKING ETC,,SWITCH ON TO ANOTHER PART OF THE STAGE OR A SEPERATE STAGE FOR TEN SECONDS. IN THE GARDEN OF THE BIG HOUSE, BETTY GALLUP, MULFORD, LIZ, RACHEL AND HER NEW HUSBAND MARCUS AND DAWN ARE ALL PLAYING FRISBEE TOGETHER.)
PHIL:
Jesus, do you realise that I’ve been through Hell to get here? I’ve been smashed, right, left and centre!

GALE:
(LOOKS UP AND SNAPS FINGERS) Co-ordinator. They’re fixing the Pluto waves through TV sets. She saw through it, burst out but had her feet cut away. She snaps off and gets through to the light source. But there’s no-one to hold her still. They all want to suck her dry.

PHIL:
That’s right. They polished her vanity, then cooked her with guilt. So it really was Rachel speaking on the cosmic wavelength!

GALE:
Well, you knew that.

PHIL:(FEELING VERY SHOCKED)
But have you met her...in the flesh?

GALE:
I’ve hardly been out of this room in five years. I’ve seen no-one except the landlord, who’s totally demented.

PHIL:
I know. He wants to get you out of here. Ed, you really need protection.

GALE:
Would you like some tea? (MOVES TO OTHER SIDE OF ROOM)

PHIL:
Yes please. So...you’ve never met Rachel...yet you can put her soul in touch with mine. That’s...... (ED STARTS MAKING TEA. SUDDENLY HE TURNS ROUND HOLDING THE KETTLE WITH ARMS OUTSTRECHED AND LOOKS AT PHIL, WHO IS SITTING DOWN)
GALE:
Gosh, I’ve got a real human being in my room. You’re a real human being. A human ‘being’. (PHIL GOES UP TO HIM AND THEY EMBRACE. LIGHT GETS BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER. STROBES AND SOUND INCREASES. LIGHT UP THE GALLUP SCENE FOR TEN SECONDS. ED MAKES THE TEA AND THEY SIT DOWN OPPOSITE EACH OTHER. PHIL IS VERY SPACED OUT)
PHIL:
Did you know I was coming?

GALE:
(SNAPS FINGERS) 1743, it’s blood and light, right?

PHIL:
Right. The Red Indian massacre.

GALE:
1853. Black and white.

PHIL:
Right! Half blind.

GALE:
Now there’s yellow and green, on the pirate ship. You ain’t got that?

PHIL:
No.

GALE:
(IN RACHEL’S VOICE) Thrill me to the marrow, deeper than any other woman, on the planet Earth.

PHIL:
Rachel... Christ woman, my mirror’s broken.

GALE:
(IN BOB GOD’S VOICE) Chew up the man. Fix on the dark star. Man the space rope. The silent mind will free you.

PHIL:
Bob! Jesus, that’s Bob God! I learned so much from you man.

GALE:
(HANS’ GERMANIC VOICE) Co-ordinate mind in depth, with cosmic time flow. Form pyramid heart from stardust.

PHIL:
I see. I see. I’m part of a tribe that goes beyond my idea of time and space. I’ve always known that... no, that’s a lie. I’ve heard about it. Saw bits of it in action but now I’m actually using the web. I’m communicating beyond the warp of conditioning. Rachel, are you still there - high in your real Goddess nature?

GALE:
(RACHEL’S VOICE) It’s my cross you bear. Radios you repair, with the silent tricks of dreaming. The worse me changes albums. I alarm you... the tape runs. The years fly past like fruit gums. Make a new last year. Don’t come!

PHIL:
Rachel, I’ll always honour you. You brought the dream from the Gods yet I vetoed the thousand petalled vision from above. But no more complaints.

GALE:




        (RACHEL’S VOICE)

I bought me. I bought you. I borrowed wisdom from the tripled-headed Jew.

You love me. I love you. (LIGHT UP GALLUP SCENE FOR TEN SECONDS)
Take that rag of the past from your face.

Now ain’t the time for your tears.

I sell you... You sell me

We travel free

in the spaceship of the three.

And don’t change your mind

When you meet the sunshine.

PHIL:
(GETTING VERY SPACED OUT) I’ve got it. Needing confirmation is self-indulgence. Light, teach the Earth to fly above the astral towers! Repair all words. Prepare to pen cosmic frequencies. Usurp the ricky dicky leaders! I am ready for the reciprocal voltage of current bases.

GALE:
(ROCK’S VOICE) Current Astral base. Human Frequency wave band transmitting on Christ Light. Ashtar command-post calling.

PHIL:
Lord, I can’t believe it. That’s Rock’s voice. What are you doing Rock? Where are you?

GALE:
(ROCK’S VOICE) Vibration from Astral level nine. Density five – positive. AC/DC switch over convalescent and rehabilitation sanctum. 

(CYNTHIA’S VOICE) Grace thee well mortal, for mercy shall be there to remember me.

PHIL:
Incredible...that’s Cynthia?

GALE:
(CLIVE’S VOICE) Informing vertical horizons, further than horizontals rise – having eyes in the very back of your head, to laugh up your sleeve.

PHIL: Clive man! What happened to you?

GALE: (CLIVE’S VOICE)  Love’s now live, vitalising daylight’s palindromic fold of rings. Down by the invisible, lay down his sword and shield, called for his pipe, called for his bowl and called for his fiddlers three. All in the April evening, algebra grips to be back home. Cry not the colour of the room but breathe beyond heaven. Remember electrical cones. Vitalise beyond the statue of kind.

PHIL:THE STAGE GETS BRIGHTER AND AT THE SAME TIME THE GALLOP FAMILY HOME SCENE LIGHTS UP. 

I’m getting it Ed. 7  7  4  7  4  7  7. THIS is the end of human slavery. No more doubt. No more tobacco. I’m SYNCHRONISED to the pulsating truth. Flash fulcrum. The crystal body’s rhythmic form. This is ETERNITY. The reciprocal voltage of current bases. I’ll ride the cock horse beyond the equestrian laughter of paper questions! (THE GALLOP FAMILY SCENE TURNED OFF) (ED TURNS IN THE ROOM AS A DERVISH. PHIL JOINS IN. BRIGHT LIGHTS, STROBES AND MUSIC. 
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