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Kumar Shahani (b. 1940) is a leading Indian artfilm director and screenwriter, recipient of many international scholarships and awards. He trained at the Film and Television Institute of India under Ritwik Ghatak, and studied further in France where he worked with Robert Bresson. His first feature film Maya Darpan (1972) is considered Indian cinema's first formalist film, and subsequent full length films in the mythic-epic genre include: Tarang (1984), Khayal Gatha (1989), Kasba (1990), Char Adhyay (1997), The Bamboo Flute (2000), and also the digital film As the Crow Flies (2004). He is known for his work as a teacher and his interventions as a public intellectual. He has taught in several film schools in India and internationally, made short workshop films with students, and lectured extensively on academic and other platforms. The Epic Cinema of Kumar Shahani by Laleen Jayamanne (2015) is a comprehensive study of his oeuvre. Shahani has been the subject of several documentaries, the most recent being M. R. Rajan's When the Bird Became a Wave (2014). The Shock of Desire and Other Essays, edited and introduced by Ashish Rajadhyaksha (2015) is a collection of Shahani's essays written over four decades.


Donald Meltzer (d. 2004), psychoanalyst, had analysis with Melanie Klein. He worked with both adults and children and for many years was a training analyst with the British Society and a teacher at the Tavistock Clinic. His books include: The Psychoanalytical Process (1967), Sexual States of Mind (1973), Explorations in Autism (1975), The Kleinian Development (1978), Dream Life (1983), Studies in Extended Metapsychology (1986), The Apprehension of Beauty (1988; with Meg Harris Williams), The Claustrum (1992). With Martha Harris he started the Roland Harris Educational Trust (publishing as Clunie Press, now the Harris Meltzer Trust), which was instrumental in producing the film of A Memoir of the Future.











INTRODUCTION


The contents of this book represent a series of experiments in dramatising Wilfred Bion's A Memoir of the Future, the primary one being an unfinished film of which some scenes were shot in India in the winter of 1983. Hence the title The Becoming Room, referring both to Bion's fondness for the ancient idea of eternal becoming, and to the film cutting room. The filmscript was written by Kumar Shahani (director) and Meg Harris Williams. This book includes the complete filmscript with a commentary, a playscript written for Tom Alter who played the Father in the original film, a performance poem written for Alaknanda Samarth who played the Ayah, and a series of lectures on the Memoir written at the time the film was made by Donald Meltzer, who was closely involved with the whole project and one of its main sponsors.


History of the film


The film was an ambitious venture, born of the inspiration of a young Bombay psychoanalyst, Udayan Patel, and his friend Kumar Shahani, who was already known as a brilliant formalist art-film director. Bion had agreed to do a documentary interview-style film with them in India, where he was going to return for the first time since his childhood. However he suddenly became ill with leukaemia and died a few weeks before his planned visit in 1979. Patel and Shahani came to England shortly after this to investigate the possibility of a biographical film about Bion with particular emphasis on his Indian childhood. They were looking for information and financial investment from the psychoanalytic community in London. At that time Bion's later works were viewed with great suspicion by the Kleinian establishment, and the Melanie Klein Trust refused to support or endorse the venture; however the Roland Harris Educational Trust, run by Kleinian analysts Donald Meltzer and Martha Harris, had recently published the third volume of the Memoir, The Dawn of Oblivion. Martha Harris, who ran the Child Psychotherapy training at the Tavistock Clinic, had regularly invited Bion back from Los Angeles to teach and lecture during the later 1970s.


Meltzer and Harris took an increasingly active role in promoting the film, helped by a number of their students, some of whom had film connections and helped to gather the acting cast on the English side. A considerable sum of money was raised by the Trust, partly from private subscriptions in the UK and abroad, together with a bequest from Doreen Weddell of Oxford, who had asked Meltzer to spend her legacy on psychoanalytic education. An equivalent sum was promised by Bombay psychoanalysts and businessmen but this was withdrawn at the last minute when they were informed of the disapproval of the London Kleinians, who insisted that a film based on Bion's memoirs could never achieve respectability nor contribute to psychoanalytic education. The non-availability of the money was only announced after filming had already been arranged in India, with a large (and to some extent star-studded) cast with airfares and accommodation booked, and some extraordinary sets already made and sites arranged, including filming of a tiger in a national park, and the ‘British Museum’ lifesize plaster copy erected ready for the ‘Party of Time Past’ scene. It was decided to proceed with as many of the Indian scenes as possible. Children scaled the walls of the public garden in Delhi where some scenes were being filmed, screaming ‘Hello Minister!’ as this was the time when the TV programme ‘Yes, Minister’ was being screened (with Nigel Hawthorne, who was playing the role of Psychoanalyst in the film), and it was if anything even more popular in India than in the UK.


Owing to the financial betrayal and a series of accidents, in particular the serious disablement of Martha Harris, the film was never completed (indeed the original footage has been lost, and only poor and unedited video copies remain). In addition 1983–4 was the point at which the previously buoyant British film industry took a downturn (in early Thatcherism), and this was reflected also in television programming. Nonetheless the dedication of the participants was such that for some years afterwards, attempts were made to resurrect the film. Many of those involved in making the film, including its distinguished cast of actors, retained a special feeling for that experience, saying it took on the significance of a life-event. This may well have been largely due to the ‘combined object’ style supervision of Meltzer and Harris, in the context of what Meltzer described as a ‘plethora of prima donnas’. Much psychology lay behind Martha Harris’ on-site knitting in the courtyard of the British Museum mockup in New Delhi, based no doubt on her Bion-inspired skills at managing work-group situations at the Tavistock. People were knit together rather than unravelling.


The film and its ideas


Bion's pioneering early work on Experiences in Groups (derived from his position as an army psychiatrist during the Second World War) was followed by his famous formulation in mathematical terms of the evolution of thought-processes, ‘The Grid’, during the middle section of his career. In his later years (most of the last ten spent in California), both these preoccupations converged into his mature metaphoric mode of thinking about thinking, which he expressed through his characteristically stimulating but mystifying mode of lecturing, and through semi-fictional studies of his own inner world and self-analytic method. These latter works, both the fantasy Memoir of the Future and the more straightforward autobiographical narrative The Long Weekend (now recognised as a First World War classic) are steeped in imagery from his childhood in India, amalgamated in a rich and startling way with memories of the First World War and of public school. These primordial founts of imagery and childhood experience constitute the material of his personal dream-life, which in turn became the foundation for his metaphysical speculations about the nature of the mind.


The aim of the film is to dramatise Bion's concepts using his own autobiographical metaphors. It evokes the emotional interactions involved in the process of thinking and ‘learning from experience’. The method of presentation is one in which images from childhood recur in different forms, interwoven with fantasies shaped by later experience, to form an internal drama. The intention is to maintain a double perspective of external event and internal reality. The characters in the film therefore have both a realistic and a fantasy existence. They include: Bion's parents and sister; his English foster-family the Rhodes; his Indian foster-mother the Ayah; a schoolteacher, Colman; a Priest; a Psycho-Analyst; the Devil; an ambiguous invader ‘Man’; a Scientist; a group of soldiers and a group of schoolboys.


Bion himself describes mental exploration in terms of an ‘archaeology’ of the mind which treats of the future co-extensively with the past. Taking childhood as its source, this film will not only explore biographical events in the life of Bion, but also use the condition of childhood as a matrix for the development of his later philosophical ideas.


The ambiguities of this ‘archaeology’ are modelled also in the form of the film itself, which uses as a structural principle the concept of the interaction of time past and time future, through its exploration of repetition and memory. The film does not therefore adhere to traditional methods of narrative, characterisation and presentation of points of view, but focus much more on the process of struggle between different directions and dimensions within the mind, that cannot be contained within a unitary concept of personality.


Given this Bionic perspective of ‘grouping’ within the mind, the film is in a position to explore afresh the drama of ‘groups’ larger than the individual: of institutions and communities (the family, school, army); and to examine from a new viewpoint political and social themes (such as war, colonialism, cultural clashes) which already have a significant tradition in cinematic representation.


Bearing in mind Bion's own stress on the necessity for learning to observe the experience of the moment, the progression of the film is not chronological. Instead of showing the passage from one event to another, it shows the evolution of an internal Work-Group from the initial strictures of a ‘basic-assumption’ mentality. The repressive grip of this mentality was symbolised for Bion by the D.S.O. he was awarded during the war, which became for him a badge of shame. The film dramatises conflicts within Bion himself, by means of central metaphors drawn from his childhood experience, and figures from Indian and English religion and history: hence the Tiger Hunt, the Train and ‘electric city’, the Run; hence Krishna and Christ, the Devil and the Virgin, the ‘green hill’ of sacrifice. These conflicts represent the positions and processes defined by Bion as ‘Pairing’, ‘Dependence’, and ‘Fight-Flight’, and the movement towards ‘K’ (Knowledge) or away from it to ‘–K’.


The conflicts become manifest at key ‘caesuras’ or points of catastrophic change which, within the film, include birth, the transition between India and England made at the age of eight, and the First World War – all of which contribute to Bion's metaphor of ‘invasion’ of the self. The film begins and ends with an image of the birth of its subject, Wilfred Bion – the first caesura. The temporal circularity emphasises another kind of progression – the development of the relationship of the internal characters, in a way which also evokes the intuition of their origins in prenatal experience.


Although the film's character is experimental in that it explores the film medium in terms of certain psychoanalytic ideas, those ideas are intended to be dramatised in such a way that the film may speak to a wider audience with a serious concern for education and personality development.


Meg Harris Williams













CHAPTER ONE


Filmscript: A Memoir of the Future1



Kumar Shahani and Meg Harris Williams


SEQUENCE A


Figments of Imagination


A pregnant, pubescent GIRL (KATHLEEN) flops down on the ground in the cellar.


England: the east coast mudflats.


P. A., trying to come out of the mudflats, looks up, hearing the voice of PRIEST.


Voice-over (PRIEST): Really, this is hopeless. I wanted to talk it over with you, only to get interrupted by these rowdy street urchins.


Titles over shots from different scenes.




P. A. is trying to walk on water.


Voice-over (P. A.): If they're facts I want to know who they are. But these figments of imagination – they really drag you down.


Voice-over (PRIEST): The mud has seeped into the place where our minds are supposed to be.


SCIENTIST gives P. A. a hand to come across and out of the mudflats to firmer ground.


SCIENTIST: Anyone with any senses knows that everything starts life as a figment of imagination. Yet, do we hear the body when it wants to tell us something that we do not want to hear?


P. A. walking through slush.


Microscopic event in water.


[image: images]


P. A.: It is worse still with a split or fragmented mind. I was made a psychoanalyst, but it soon became clear I had not been born one.


P. A. has bent down to drain out his shoes, full of mud and water, and puts them on again when the AYAH approaches him, straightens his tie.


AYAH: Tell me baba, didn't being born give you a sense of achievement?


P. A.: I didn't know there was more to come.


P. A. moves out of frame.


[image: images]




[FILMED SCENE]:


Bion's MOTHER, pregnant, stands in front of a mirror, opens her blouse, and examines her breasts.


BION opens the door of his ‘hotel’ bedroom in the barn.


Past a table lamp and a Bible.


[image: images]


He looks up at the ceiling. He curls up.


A piece of mud on a straw hanging from the top of the barn, as if it is about to slough off. It dissolves on the straw, quivering to shell explosions.


[image: images]


Meanwhile a dialogue is heard in the MOTHER's voice (two aspects of one voice) between the MOTHER and the pre-natal SOMITES in the womb.


Voice-over (MOTHER): Though the body dies the virus shall live for ever. Did God make a mistake when He allowed the human animal to reproduce?


Voice-over (SOMITE): Any foetus could tell you that. I wish you'd stop tossing about.




Voice-ver (MOTHER): How can I help it with you thrashing around?


Voice-over (SOMITE): I've got a stomach-ache.


Voice-over (MOTHER): You are my stomach-ache.


Voice-over (SOMITE): I can kick my way out of here easily.


Voice-over (MOTHER): That pressure on my spine –


Voice-over (SOMITE): That pressure on my optic pits –


Voice-over (MOTHER): Calm down. I've got an idea you may abort if you kick around like this.


Voice-over (SOMITE): I am an idea of yours.


Voice-ver (MOTHER): Only an idea?


Voice-over (SOMITE): I see a great light.


Voice-over (MOTHER): It is the darkness of the womb.


Voice-over (SOMITE): I'm getting absorbed!


Voice-over (MOTHER): My feelings are getting idea-lised.


The ‘orchestra of the night’ takes over.


In India, near a canal. A group of tents. A lantern throws light over the dark waters.


The cry of a woman in labour.


Darkness as sudden as Indian nightfall.


Inside the tent. The birth of WILFRED BION.


Stains of deep red blood on the dhurries and off-white cloth. Swabs of cotton, wet with body fluids.


[image: images]




The AYAH assisting the FATHER to perform the delivery.


The olive face of the MOTHER, near-unconscious. Muted cries.


AYAH: A beautiful healthy boy, Sahib.


FATHER: My wife, Rhoda…


The AYAH looks at him.


The eyes of the maid travelling from her to the man, narrowing briefly and widening further.


The scene swims from one area of empty space, centres like a Chinese painting on the erect figure of the FATHER, boldly etched, to the AYAH seen from above, her face wet, sweat on her brow but her body firmly rounded, warm, wrapped in a diaphanous white sari.


The baby lies in a corner, screaming in spasms that fill the empty spaces of the floating camera.


AYAH (in Hindi, to FATHER): Please go now.


She covers her memsahib and picks up the baby, bringing him to her breast.


[image: images]


[END OF FILMED SCENE]


[image: images]




Two soldiers walking down the damp steps of a cellar to discover a thirteen-year-old GIRL (KATHLEEN), cringing in fear, then facing them defiantly with her protruding stomach and her wild eyes, her hand curling up her skirt as she clutches it.


The GIRL is led up and taken towards an ‘ambulance’ (camouflage-striped, reminiscent of the Tiger), as she releases the skirt from the tight grip of her hand.


Quotation from the Vedas is seen visually and spoken by the voice of the AYAH:


Voice-over (AYAH):


The belly, drinking deepest draughts of Soma, like an ocean


Swells, like wide streams from the cope of heaven.


They, making light where no light was, where form was not,


Were born together with the dawns.


Thereafter they threw off the state of babes unborn,


Assuming sacrificial names.


[image: images]




SEQUENCE B


Lord Cat Almighty


P. A.'s war monologue is spoken above the following scenes.


SCENE 1. A spatial montage of early 20th century London, with dark spaces everywhere suggesting mystery, fog, eyes peering out. Leading to BION as a young man following a WWI army officer whose attention he tries to draw, while white feathers line his way or women smile at him, offering him the feather.


He meets the officer, eye to eye.


Voice-over (P. A.): By age 19 I was set in my ways. I had applied to join the Tanks as it was the only way to penetrate the secrecy surrounding them.


At school, we knew that war was the real sport that all sport was leading up to. But who was the hunter and who the hunted? ‘Tiger tiger burning bright’, they taught us. Please sir! Its eyes sir – what dread hands question mark and what dread feet?


In the training camp they talked of war as ‘big game shooting’. In India, my father had been a noted big game shot.


The day was hot, sunny, still, when I saw my first tank, a queer mechanical shape, blocking the road to the training camp. It was frightening in the same way as a primitive tiger trap had been, which I saw as a child near Gwalior. The kid was tied to it, waiting to be eaten. I wanted to get away from it. A metallic hammering came from inside; a soldier got out and the day sprang into life again.


SCENE 2. P. A. speaks while he watches himself against back-projected scenes of the war in colour.


Voice-over (P. A.): I soon learned why I was afraid. Our tanks were to rendezvous for the battle at English Farm. The great woolly bears rose up into the sky like black question marks. My tank, a solid mass of steel, was shaking like a wobbling jelly as it sank into the mud and I crept out on hands and knees.


When I came out of the Third Battle of Ypres and hardly knew whether I was alive or dreaming, I met my Intelligence Officer. He asked me if I had noticed when the alluvial change to the cretaceous. I couldn't even laugh. No fool could have arranged the battle I had just seen for myself. Certainly the ground was dry and chalky – was that what the intelligent fool called cretaceous? I hoped I was not going to see it change to the alluvial.


At the beginning I admired the icy cretaceous in front. It was the forehead of my friend Heaton Rhodes. I thought, if that sniper fires it will be a good shot through the forehead and out at the back with the brains which are such a useless chunk. I saw the mess bulge out. ‘Where's your tank?’ said the Major: ‘You're no bloody use to me without it.’ We thought our armour-plated tanks would be a protection, not a death-trap for our charred intelligence. They gave us an exoskeleton, not an endoskeleton.


Poor Gates had shellshock. He lost his shell. He went sane before the war was over. The groaning of wounded men – interminably – stuck in the muddy alluvial where the stretcher-bearers dared not reach them. Like the cry of marsh birds: sometimes it stopped for a minute or so and then the chorus broke out again, not raucous or crude – gentle. I was shocked. I was shocked to find I didn't care. ‘Shut up! Shut up, you noisy sods, you bleeding pieces of earth. Shut up.’


SCENE 3. London traffic in a fog. People taking buses.


Voice-over (P. A.): After the battle of Cambrai I was awarded the D.S.O. and I knew it was a death sentence. A badge of honour or a badge of shame? I had a nameless dread of home leave. Back at the front, I began to take compass bearings on every object within my limited view. It is such a relief to know exactly where everyone is. When you have no idea where you are yourself it is an admirable substitute.




Country landscape in a fog. BION meets a man shaving, leaning against a metallic wall.


Voice-over (P. A.): There was fog, fog everywhere. As we waited to advance along the Amiens-Roye road, I noticed Rhodes was shaving before battle. Such precision –impeccable. Leaning against my tank the fear suddenly started up. It became acute as the engine roared into life and settled into a gentle purr.


Looking up at the trees as the fog swirls around them.


Voice-over (P. A.): I tried to loosen my compass. The fog swirled about me. Sweeting was by my side, in a funny position. He was trying to say something. He looked horribly anxious, almost ill. ‘Sir, Sir! Why can't I cough?’ ‘What a question! What a time…


 I looked at his chest. The left side of it was missing. ‘Mother, mother mother…’ Mother's on home leave. I caught a glimpse of some poplars waving. There must be a strong wind. Why did it not blow the fog away? I pressed myself as low into the shell-hole as I could. ‘Sir! You will write to my mother, won't you?’ ‘Shut up. Please shut up Sweeting. Yes of course I shall write.’


And then he died. Or perhaps it was only me.


Moving tanks.


Voice-over (P. A.): The fog had cleared. I watched helplessly as our tanks purred onwards, until silently and simultaneously, the whole four flowered. Like dinosaurs in a primeval landscape. One went on to claw at the back of the one in front as if preparatory to love-making, and then stopped.


I knew my time was up. The D.S.O. was my death sentence, I was marked out for sacrifice. I was cornered. Like a mouse I had once seen sit up on its haunches in what looked like a prayer to Lord Cat Almighty.




SCENE 4. P. A.; the mirror.


Voice-over (P. A.): I died at Happy Valley on August the 8th 1918. I was section commander at Amiens. My hands were trembling, not with fear this time – with fever. I felt full of energy; it seemed queer but I thought the battle might be doing me a lot of good. The lack of mud gave a nightmare quality to the drive, for in real battles one did not travel fast and easily across rolling downland unopposed.


Nobody was about, certainly no enemy, though I noticed a number of infantry lying about in grotesque positions, and a long array of dark shapes looming almost overhead. Funny the way German observation balloons always looked so dark compared with our silver shapes – obviously the Devil's Own.


My driver looked tense and pale. He must be tired, I thought. ‘Do you know’, I shouted jocularly, ‘I get the feeling we're being fired at.’ ‘It's those balloons, sir’, he said. ‘Get out’, I shouted.


I had no sense of fear. I opened the throttle so that the tank was at full speed. Before I knew what I was doing I had jumped out and joined the crew below. We raced and stumbled to keep up under its shelter. And then, only then, the full horror came on me. Fool! What had I done? Suppose they did not hit us? Then the tank, in perfect order, with guns, ammunition and its 175 horsepower engines, was delivered into the hands of the enemy.


Alone, I alone, had done this thing. I ran desperately after it to try and get in again. I fell, and then mercifully, the shell hit it. Flames spurted everywhere; in a minute it was a total wreck.


SCENE 5. Cellular movements in the body.


Voice-over (P. A.): I had escaped – apparently. But who knew what the Lord Cat Almighty was up to during this short respite?


[image: images]




SEQUENCE C


Purgatory


[FILMED SCENE]:


[image: images]


In the horse-cab returning from Buckingham Palace.


The MOTHER opens the box with the D.S.O. and keeps looking at it, places it on her lap. She looks up and asks BION:


MOTHER: Did you speak to the King?


BION: We were instructed not to do so. He said a few kind words.


The MOTHER shuts the box and puts it in her purse.


[END OF FILMED SCENE]


The National Rail Museum, New Delhi.


The ‘Troops Special’ is stopped in between stations. The men are stuck in their carriages; some sing, desultorily, ‘Auld Lang Syne’. One Boer War veteran who wears the DCM for this war gets on a carriage roof and airs his feelings:




SOLDIER: We were ruddy heroes in the Boer War and so much muck when it was finished. In this war we were bleeding heroes again – while we were wanted. Oh yes! (mimics) Nothing too good for the dear boys – while it lasted. And now what? So much muck again. Bleeding dirt. Who wants to be the odd man out?


Heartache, bellyache, shellshock, death
Head wound, leg off, blinded, death
Rich man, beggar man, hero, thief…OK?


Take your pick, ladies and gentlemen, take your pick. Thank God for Blighty. And thank you, kind sirs, for your patient hearing.


With a flourish he clambers off the roof of the train.


A soldier, wearing the cap of a station guard, marches up and down the train corridor waving a guard's flag:


SOLDIER: All change at Purgatory! Time ghosts time! Time to be departed. All change! Out increments! Out! Fall in, by your Rights! Quick…march! Dead…fall in! By your coffins! Quick…dead! Loves me…loves me not! All change at Purgatory!


[image: images]
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SEQUENCE D


The Death Pit


[FILMED SCENE]:


In the porch of the bungalow, the AYAH tells WILFRED (as a child) the story of the avatars of Krishna, feeding him the while. He ends the story for her by pretending to be Krishna himself, stretching out his arms and bloating out his body, taking on in imagination what he has learnt from the story and entering into the almighty, omnipotent characters that are the manifestations of Krishna.


[image: images]


WILFRED: Tell me the story.


AYAH: Which one?


WILFRED: Tell me!


AYAH: Which one?


WILFRED: That one.


AYAH: Which one, your favourite story?


WILFRED: Yes of course.




AYAH: Ah, that one I always tell you.


WILFRED: Yes! Please tell me, please.


The AYAH tells a story in Hindi about the avatars of Krishna.


[image: images]


WILFRED gets up from the porch and runs around exuberantly in the garden, imitating her gesture.


He shouts in Hindi, echoing the Ayah.


The AYAH laughs and hugs him.


AYAH: Soon, little Krishna, it will be your birthday, and you will go with your Papa and Gwalior Maharaj on the big Tiger Hunt!


[image: images]


[END OF FILMED SCENE]


[image: images]




Close shot of blood on snow and of little boys’ feet on it.


Voice-over (WILFRED): Do you think there's been a murder here?


Voice-over (HEATON): No, silly! This is where they slaughter the animals for the Christmas dinner.


Voice-over (WILFRED): I'm hungry.


Mrs Rhodes seen against holly and mistletoe over the church porch.


Christmas carols overlap, overlaid with the voice of WILFRED calling ‘Mummy! Mummy!’


MRS RHODES: Heaton has made Wilfred overeat himself again, I'll be bound. Poor boy! He wants to be with his Mummy in India.


KATHLEEN enters defiantly and confronts her mother.


KATHLEEN: Mother! Do we have to attend church service this morning, just because Father says so!


MAN's devil-cape suggested in frame, as his voice is heard:


Voice-over (MAN): You will be required to do a different sort of service today, not what your father would have wanted.


The two women are shoved and pushed out of frame, near the altar. England has been ‘pacified’.


As blue cotton dressing gowns are thrust on them, the voice overlaps.


Voice-over (MAN): Take your clothes off and put these on. Be sharp about it.


KATHLEEN moves forward.


KATHLEEN: But –


Voice-over (MISS WHYBROW): Keep your bloody mouth shut.




KATHLEEN is slapped across the mouth by a hand (person not visible) and bleeds.


Their clothes slip down on their feet.


A hand collects the clothes.


KATHLEEN: Come on Fatty, want a peep, can't you get a cock stand with your girlfriend?


MAN is seen hesitating, moving away from a door.


KATHLEEN: There you are. They're all the same if you talk the right language and I don't mean English.


Mrs Rhodes presses herself against her and whispers in her ear:


MRS RHODES: I love you…daughter of light, mother of the gods…


Some nurses come and push them away, sticking a gun in their backs.


[image: images]




SEQUENCE E


Heaven


[FILMED SCENE]:


Heaven is the Jamuna Bagh. Walking in the garden amidst clouds of mist are: P. A., PRIEST [ST PETER], SCIENTIST, MAN, MISS WHYBROW. MISS WHYBROW has a bunch of white feathers. SCIENTIST has a compass and is taking measurements and bearings of the garden. P. A. has a long pipe and a disorganised sheaf of papers. MAN changes his aspect and is initially dressed like Hitler, then the Devil, and carries a globe-shaped ball or bomb.


MAN leads in some prisoners – MR RHODES, KATHLEEN RHODES, and MRS RHODES. Nurses drive them on.


[image: images]


BION is present, in uniform, wearing the D.S.O., but is at first silent, looking vacant, even moronic. He offers a D.S.O. to everyone, including the prisoners when they arrive.


P. A.: The Institute has requested a report on the Pacification.




[image: images]


P. A. (to PRIEST): The prisoners look washed out.


MAN (as HITLER): They've been cleaned up. Those Auschwitz showers – how sweet and refreshing!


PRIEST (to prisoners): Welcome, my children. A little soma-juice?


PRIEST pours out soma-juice for everyone.


PRIEST: You all know each other, I presume? May I introduce my colleague, P. A.


They all look blank.


PRIEST: He's a psychoanalyst.


HEATON RHODES: Where's that war I won?


[image: images]


P. A.: You're referring, I suppose, to the Empire of the Mind?


PRIEST: Or the Kingdom of Heaven?




MAN (as DEVIL): Now here is a brand new Mind…(handling his ball-bomb) Just attach it to your sensory perceptions and – wow!


[image: images]


P. A.: I think we need a superior organ of discrimination. (To Heaton) Captain Rhodes, please, your testimony.


HEATON RHODES: God's Englishmen looked so funny going into battle in tanks.


MR RHODES:


The Parson he did come
He looked so bloody glum
He talked of kingdom come –


PRIEST (sarcastically, referring to P. A.): I know a delightful old fellow who invented an exoskeleton! It loaded him with such fame that he sank under his own weight.


HEATON RHODES: Cheer up me lads! To glory we steer…I saw men like trees, walking – on earth as it is in Heaven. When Birnam Wood shall come to Dunsinane. There was a chap there spinning round and round. With his guts out. We couldn't help laughing!


MRS RHODES: I was terrified when my baby was born. And when the Tiger roared after its mate had been killed in the hunt. Such dread hands! Such dread feet! I could hear the devil laughing.




AYAH: Not as frightened as I was when a drunken lout was seen thrashing into my mother in the next room.


[image: images]


MRS RHODES: Ah, but at my school we were taught the facts of life.


AYAH: The facts of life! Makes me laugh! You and your governing classes. The real fucker doesn't bawl it from the housetops, but with still small voice…


MISS WHYBROW: Could we not, please, proceed with the pacification and purification programme?


General hysterical laughter has been building and breaks out – ‘Arf arf arf’ in chorus.


ALL: Sssh! What's that noise?


P. A. (fumbling for his papers): The instructions…(relieved) No, only someone at the gate.


Outside is the boy WILFRED, ‘sleepwalking’ and mumbling his prayers. He is confronted by ST PETER.


WILFRED: Arf arfer which arf in Mphmm…I wonder who does live in Heaven…Please sir, are there Untouchables in Heaven like my Ayah and Dhunia?




ST PETER: Untouchables yes, and unspeakables too. Would you like to come in? Watch your step.


[image: images]


WILFRED has a look.


ST PETER: There – back to sleep now.


MRS RHODES: You mean we are just part of his dream?


AYAH: Of course. You don't think we are real, do you?


MRS RHODES: I was his foster-mother.


AYAH: I too.


MRS RHODES and AYAH regard one another ambivalently.


[image: images]


SCIENTIST (examining two flowers): I understand points that are real and distinct, and real and coincidental, but not points that are conjugate complex. Hmm, perhaps we need a new notation…


MR RHODES: Those heavy bullets. They crashed like the slamming of doors in a tunnel. Someone was trying to get me in a corner and club me to death!




MAN (not seen): I shot you so you would lie down and stay down and out. And silent. Your friend Bion here too – I don't want any ghostly voices around.


MAN as DEVIL now materialises wearing a sandwich board, on which is printed:


TYRANNOSAURUS V. STEGOSAURUS
DO NOT MISS THIS STUPENDOUS SPECTACLE
SADE VERSUS MASOCH
WATCH THE HEAD DEVOUR ITS TALE
THE ONLY GENUINE EXPLANATION EVER PRODUCED OF THE OLD FOSSIL


AYAH: Is he allowed in here?


MAN: Of course. I have always been most punctilious about my dress.


MR RHODES (pointing to MAN/ DEVIL): Wait a minute – do we believe in him?


[image: images]


PRIEST: I don't waste time believing facts or anything I know. I save my credulity for the imponderable.


MRS RHODES: At school we were certainly taught the Devil existed, but none of us believed it was true.


MAN (exposing his morning suit): I remember your school very well. I frequently gave away the yearly prizes, to the pupils who were most full of promises.




[image: images]


P. A.: This place is thick with fictitious characters. There won't be enough cloud drift for them to throng through at this rate.


SCIENTIST: Who can free mathematics from the fetters imposed by its genetical links with sense? Or the fumbling infancy of psychoanalysis from the domain of sensuality-based mind?


[image: images]


AYAH: Has anyone seen an artist paint a picture ‘about’ or ‘of’ something ugly which was nevertheless beautiful? Has anyone ever seen a skivvy or whore turn into a beautiful woman?


MRS RHODES: Or a mathematician into a man?


P. A.: Or a psychoanalyst into a psychoanalyst? Through helping him to contain his fear of going into action?




MR RHODES (snorts): You! What do you know of going into action? Sitting on your arse all day.


MISS WHYBROW (to P. A.): Have a white feather –


P. A.: Trapped between fears…How can I make my report to the Institute? How can I explain –


AYAH: That the brand new mind is stillborn?


P. A.: And the somites are all dead?


SCIENTIST: Who in heaven are the somites?


MR RHODES: God on earth knows. Who ever could sort out a mass of verbiage like this? For God's sake – no more bloody metaphors!


PRIEST: Sooner or later we reach a point where there is nothing to do except wait.


MRS RHODES: Agreed. All agreed? Let's get out of his mind for the moment, then. The poor boy's starting school tomorrow.


The DEVIL raises his cloak in an all-embracing flourish.


[image: images]


[END OF FILMED SCENE]


[image: images]




SEQUENCE F


White Feathers


BION (grown up) walks around his English school and overhears MR HIRST speaking, his speech becoming audible midway:


MR HIRST: Expulsion is a terrible thing. It gives me extreme pain to proceed with this course of action; though God Himself was obliged to expel our first parents from the Garden of Eden. But there is something which gives me yet greater pain. Surely, if you know that one of you, however esteemed for his games or his work, was putting poison in the food of another boy, you would go to one of the masters and tell him. Yet, when a boy is poisoning the mind of another, you say nothing…
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