The Jellabad Mutant

Christmas 1973 – ’74 was one of the major disappointments for sky-watchers, if not the world in general. The coming of professor Kahoutek’s comet was touted to be bigger than Ben Hur, bigger by far than Halley’s miserable comet. It was supposed to light the entire sky with its brilliance; people would swoon at its intensity and have to wear dark glasses at night.

As it turned out, it wasn’t even visible to the naked eye. We strained to see it with binoculars, and then in frustration turned our attention to the reliably visible moon.

It did provoke some speculation in my overly imaginative mind though. What if the comet had been everything the hapless Kahoutek had promised. Could there have been some Triffid-like visitation?

The idea went on the back burner while Bill and I took Ariel mark 1 to its own fiery conclusion. After the comparatively polite termination of Spectrum, Ariel’s death was akin to being napalmed. There were moments on the train journey back from Perth in particular, when Bill and I felt like we were in the eye of some psychotic hurricane and felt constrained to shut ourselves in our tiny cabin and try to ignore the maelstrom outside. (This ambition wasn’t exactly helped when the air conditioning over the top my bunk gave me a chill and I had to take a leak every 30 minutes or so).

There are some mind-boggling stories I could tell about that journey – it might even make a good play one day – but I digress.

It would be fair to say I was in state of shock after Ariel demised. I needed a break. Helen, Chris and I fled to Helen’s sister’s holiday shack (The Lodge) down at Blairgowrie on Melbourne’s Mornington Peninsula. We could walk down to the back beach from The Lodge. The back beach is a completely different animal to the limpid bayside beach, and Helen had educated me to appreciate its wild, vindictive beauty, particularly in the off-season.

When we weren’t nearly being blown off the cliffs along the beach, I was writing fragments of songs with my trusty Canora and a crappy cassette recorder back at the Lodge, songs that were unified by a feeling of hurt introspection and some other more elusive quality. 

Gradually the fragments sorted themselves into some sort of order and I overlaid the beginnings of a Grand Idea that might eventually become every songwriter’s dream since Townsend dropped Tommy on an unsuspecting public – A Rock Opera!

I had no idea how this dream could be realised mind you, so when we got back from Blairgowrie to the safety of real plumbing, I did what I always did; I called Bill.

Bill and I happily beavered away on the material for a number of weeks, still with no idea where all this effort was leading. At the back of our minds though, we knew there was a still a possibility the dormant giant could be re-woken and even lumber off to faraway lands where its rantings might even be taken seriously.

Because, even after Ariel mark one had so spectacularly and embarrassingly gasped its last, it still had one unsullied resource, one lifebelt that any manager worth his salt would reckon he could exploit till the cows come home. I’m talking about momentum.

Ariel’s first single, Jamaican Farewell, had, somewhat prematurely as it turned out, been judged single of the year. Ariel’s album, A Strange Fantastic Dream, provoked controversy the moment it was released -  the cover alone was deserving of that singular selling device that hadn’t been thought of in the ‘70s – a warning sticker. I mean, there was a dirty great hypodermic needle dominating the front cover for Christ’s sake. We may just as well ‘fessed up that we were drug addicts and checked ourselves in for rehab right there and then. And then three of the tracks were banned from airplay. (Confessions of a Psychopathic Cowpoke, Medicine Man (!) and Chicken Shit as a matter of record).

I had appeared on a television current affairs programme to discuss the merits or otherwise of my daring to write such filth. (Fortunately John Pinder came on the show with me and I didn’t have to say a word in my own defence; which was just as well as I hadn’t really got a lot to say on the matter).

More significantly though, the influential John Peel in London had got hold of first the single, then the album and said some really nice things about both of them. EMI in London were dreadfully keen to get us over there on the strength of his backing.

So, despite the fact we didn’t officially exist anymore, we had precious momentum.

Maybe this was actually in the back of our minds. I don’t know. I seem to remember we were just going through the motions when we got in touch with John Lee, whom we’d seen playing with the Dingoes somewhere in the country on a ghastly looking pink kit, and asked if he’d be interested in rehearsing some new material with us.

So, there we were, in some freezing cold rehearsal room in West Melbourne, rehearsing a concept piece as a three piece with no particular place to go. After a week of this, John politely suggested that another guitarist might flesh it out a bit, and he knew a guitarist that might fit the bill. (Or Bill and me).

That guitarist turned out to be Harvey James, and it turned out that John and he had known each other in school. And coincidentally, although not quite as randomly as it seemed at the time, the seeds of another ‘them and us’ scenario were sewn.

Harvey’s inclusion did help a bit. Phil Jacobsen re-entered the scene about this stage and started to crank up that momentum I mentioned, and before we knew it, we were booked in to the Sydney EMI studios to do some demos with the ASFD producer, Peter Dawkins, with the prospect of reviving EMI UK’s interest in the band and maybe even recording an album at the famous Abbey Rd Studios.

Of course, we weren’t technically the same band they had expressed interest in initially, but we were a band called Ariel with a couple of the original members..

So, we did the demos. We did them in our usual economical fashion, only pausing to re-record the vocals. 

I’m not quite sure what happened next. EMI somewhere rejected the Jellabad Mutant as suitable content for our next album. We got told the reason was that they (EMI England) had a basement full of rejected rock operas.

I just don’t know. At the time I was a little crushed, but not as much as you might expect. I’d had no particular ambition for the project. It was just something to fill in time. The bigger problem was that we were now on the momentum escalator and we couldn’t get off. And that’s how we ended up in London booked in to record at Abbey Rd Studios with nothing to record with a band that was scarcely a few gigs old.

It’s interesting to speculate what might have happened had we been allowed to proceed with the Mutant with an intact budget (EMI slashed the budget for Rock & Roll Scars adding to the pressure) and with time to reflect and be creative with the raw material you hear in the demos. I regret now I didn’t go in to bat for it at the time. We had a fabulous opportunity with the best technical assistance any band could have wanted. But I didn’t sell the dream, even to myself.

So, what was the story of The Jellabad Mutant? Even as operettas go, this is a short piece, but there are lots of novel sci-fi type concepts and unexplained shifts of scene going on, and there was never intended to be any dialogue, so it needs some kind of explanation, some fleshing out. The danger being you could end up more confused than if you’d just let the music wash over you without trying to grasp the niceties of the story.  So, be warned.

Imagine if the Kahoutek comet had lived up to its press. Then imagine a small rather ramshackle farm run by a rather ramshackle elderly couple near the outskirts of a small town called Jellabad.  (I think this may be a reduction of Jellallabad, which I saw written in old English script on a gate of a spooky looking farm approximately where the fictional town is supposed to be located in central Victoria). 

The professor’s comet lights the sky spectacularly, as it has for nights past, and there are intermittent showers of comet material raining down on Earth. 

The old couple observing the light show from their verandah, are startled to see what appears to be a meteorite arc across the sky towards them, only to disappear behind a macrocarpa windbreak in the valley below. They hear a large explosion and are moved to drive their old ute down to the field where they imagine the impact to have been.

What happens next is the comic book version of the Immaculate Conception as portrayed in the early years of Superman – but without the baby super-being from Krypton.

There’s a capsule all right, still glowing hot from its freefall through the atmosphere, but there’s no baby gurgling happily inside.

Perhaps I should explain about the Mutant life form, in today’s terminology more accurately a ‘morphing’ life form, but this was the ‘70s remember. The Mutants are a life form with no substance – just consciousness. This life form has a beginning and an end and so there are elders and novices, part of whose coming of age is to experience life as a physical being on planets such as Earth. 

Mutation into physical reality is effected by creating situations that stimulate people’s expectations -  and then becoming the living embodiment of those expectations. (I hasten to add I developed this concept before becoming aware of Bradbury’s Martian Chronicles [on TV] in which the indigenous life form adopted a similar strategy, but for different reasons).

So, when Jellabad’s equivalents to Ma & Pa Kent arrive at the grounded capsule, it seems to be empty, but the potential for life is invisibly waiting to assume its identity.

My gorgeous aunts used to read extracts from Richmal Crompton’s William books to my brother and me when we holidayed in Auckland over the August holidays, and that perennial schoolboy William was the model for the elderly couple’s hopes and expectations. So, the Mutant version of William was what they got; indeed an eleven-year old schoolboy, full of cheek and mischief, and just as happily out of touch with the world of adults as the boy in the books, but a schoolboy with an unearthly dimension they couldn’t have guessed at.

At first the old couple couldn’t believe their luck. They had been resigned to living out their lives childless and lonely, and here they were suddenly blessed with the boy of their dreams. 

They knew they couldn’t tell anybody for fear their new visitor would be taken from them, and in any case, they weren’t that sociable with the Jellabad townsfolk.

But suspicions in the town were aroused soon enough when extraordinary provisions were purchased from the general store on the old folk’s weekly trip to town. The town’s only industry happened to be servicing the prison farm just a few kilometres on the other side of town, and there’d been a break out by a potentially dangerous prisoner while the guards were distracted by the fabulous comet’s celestial show.

People were starting to talk. 

Meanwhile, back on the farm, the Mutant was becoming bored with his schoolboy identity. (The Farm Song) The oldies, while doting on him, were obsessed with keeping him hidden away. He was bored and stifled. He wanted to escape. He needed a plan.

On the day the oldies regularly went into town on their shopping expedition, he alters the time on the grandfather clock, ensuring the oldies’ ute would arrive at the level crossing on the way into town at the same time as the train. (The Train Song) In the song, the Mutant disingenuously disavows any responsibility, (I only moved the clock hands forward, they did all the rest). He’s already playing with the notion of involuntary euthanasia in The Farm Song, musing that the old folk really want to die. The Mutant’s sense of morality is flexible to say the least

On hearing of the fatal collision, the already suspicious townsfolk drive out to the farm, ready to deal rough justice to whoever’s responsible for the old couple’s death.. 

The Mutant waits for them calmly, standing in front of a mirror, curious to see his transformation.

The door bursts open, and before he can even register his new identity he is beset upon by the angry townsfolk and beaten into unconsciousness.

He wakes up in hospital (The Hospital Song) still unaware of his new identity. He sees somebody approaching him, but before he can say anything he’s overcome by a wave of pain and exhaustion and lapses back into unconsciousness.

While he lies there unconscious, the body of the real prison escapee is discovered. It’s lying at the base of a small cliff, over which he’d stumbled in the dark and rain.

The moment the prisoner’s body is discovered, the Mutant’s body swathed in bandages in the hospital bed simply dematerializes. The guard that’s been posted at the bedside is asleep at the critical moment, so it’s assumed the prisoner somehow recovered sufficiently to escape from the hospital and fall to his death some kilometres away, however unlikely that might be.

The now disembodied Mutant hangs around for his own funeral, (The Funeral Song), something we’d all like to do I’m sure, before pausing with the author for some philosophising (Cinematic Sandwiches & Neo-Existentialist Greens) which device is supposed to get the audience thinking about their role in the drama as well as Life, the Universe and Everything. Ironically, the device of ‘closing your eyes and closing your mind to other’s lives’ is practised on me today to great effect.by my autistic son Christopher. 

Unable or unwilling to engineer another independent manifestation, the Mutant seeks refuge in the brain of a drug-addicted musician with schizoid tendencies; in other words, the easy way out. (Medicine Man) In the Double J version of the song I’ve finessed the description of the muso to ‘a clapped-out schizoid has-been masquerading as a star,’ which, as it could be modelled on myself, is a bit rough.

The Mutant is simply biding time, but he’s discovered that whenever his host has a smoke he is able to take control, a tolerable enough situation for the moment anyway. 

He contacts his elders (The Letter Song) assuring them he’s all right and that he’ll be home soon. He then concludes facetiously that if they miss him they should simply use their imagination and pretend that he’s there. There’s more than a hint of adolescent angst evident as the refrain accelerates towards its portentous instrumental conclusion. Maybe this Mutant was born to rock and roll after all.

So, it’s time for the intermission, time to relieve one’s self, chat to the wife about the show so far and have a ciggie and a drink.

But that‘s where it ends. My late wife Helen and I subsequently tackled a second episode in the life and times of the Jellabad Mutant. It envisaged the erratic musician host becoming enormously popular due to the artistic input of the Mutant, who was having so much fun by this time he decided to hang around in his role as joint rock star rather than carry out his original commission.

It all becomes quite dark and apocalyptic too – right up my alley in other words. We called it The Cosmic Detective, and I might even finish it one day.

Until then, enjoy these sketches for what they are.

The Jellabad Mutant Script

Good evening, and welcome to the re-launching of two of Ariel’s most celebrated albums, ‘A Strange Fantastic Dream’ and ‘Rock & Roll Scars’ in CD format on our own Rare Vision label. It’s taken a special effort to get them to this stage – Jenny actually concluded the licensing deal with EMI over two years ago after nearly four years of battling to get beyond the front desk, for which Bill and I owe a huge debt of thanks. After that battle, I had to overcome my own procrastination, and the recent and much-celebrated LWTTT tour provided the necessary deadline.

But tonight is really special for the first time release of another Ariel product that never saw the light of day. In some respects I feel more like a curator than a musician when I bring this work to your attention. The Jellabad Mutant never saw the light of day because our record company rejected it. We never found out exactly why it was rejected and I’m not sure we ever will: part of the fabric of being a rock star is being protected from the truth by people who have a vested interest. 

The twenty-eight year interval since recording the Mutant has lent me some objectivity – I don’t necessarily identify so much with the young Mike Rudd that created this piece, or the material that’s represented on the other two albums for that matter, but I don’t cringe at the odd bits of sloppiness or the peculiar vehicle that is my voice. Well, not as much as I used to anyway. 

And I don’t think I’m necessarily biased when I claim that it wasn’t that the music wasn’t up to standard. In fact, I’m delighted with the invention and discipline that’s demonstrated here. If I’d been an A&R man at the time, I would have been rather keen to hear what the investment of studio time and expertise might have revealed from this raw material. Especially as we’re talking about Abbey Road Studios.

I blame myself. About ten years ago, Joe Camilleri gave Bill and me some good advice. He said we had to ‘sell the dream’. This fundamental had never occurred to me before. I wrote my dreams, I didn’t sell them. The Jellabad Mutant was a piece of music that needed a salesman, somebody to spin the spin, romance the stone, sell the dream.

It took some enthusiastic people who had got hold of a faded cassette copy of the Mutant to convince me it was worth another listen. Martin Pullan at Edensound brought my 71/2” copy back to its brilliant best, and with the accompanying tracks by the Ariel featuring Harvey James and Glyn Mason, it makes for a very satisfying, almost-new album.

Anyway, tonight gives me a unique opportunity to annotate The Jellabad Mutant, and in this way I’ll attempt to give you a hint of what it was all about. Thank you for coming tonight. I hope you get some insight into what the Jellabad Mutant was all about.

Ever since I wrote it, people keep on asking me - what is The Jellabad Mutant about? Even after they’d heard the piece, people felt obliged to ask me – what on earth is it about?

Perhaps it would help if I began by explaining something about this so-called Mutant life form, in today’s parlance probably more accurately a ‘morphing’ life form, but this was the ‘70s remember. This race of Mutants is a life form with no substance – just consciousness. This consciousness has a beginning and an end, and so there are elders and novices, part of whose coming of age is to experience life as a physical being on planets that support life such as Earth. 

Now this is the hard bit, (although, if you’ve seen sci-fi series such as Star Trek, it shouldn’t be that hard to grasp). This nebulous life form’s mutation into physical reality is effected by creating situations that stimulate people’s expectations and then becoming the living embodiment of those expectations. 

To take a traditional fairy tale as an example; when Little Red Riding Hood goes to visit her grandmother, she expects to see her grandmother. So when the wolf disguises itself in her granny’s bedclothes, as unlikely as it seems, the little girl ‘sees’ her kindly old grandmother.

The Mutant is capable of a far more convincing disguise, utterly indistinguishable from reality, even if that reality is drawn from imagination rather than actuality - but I’m jumping ahead rather.. Lets go back to the inspiration for this way-out rock opera. 

START 1
Introduction

We’re here because we’re here of course

And by your presence you endorse 

The concept of our mutual congregation

And while you’re here we may as well

Begin the tale we have to tell

But first a word by way of explanation

(querulous BVs)

We can’t imagine what that word is 

We can’t imagine what that word should be

We’ve got a tale about a Mutant

No explanation should be necessary

Well, nonetheless we can’t stop now

We’ve got to start the show somehow

With or without that word of explanation

So clear your throats and blow your noses

Check your circulation - it’s on with the show..

Mutant Overture (instrumental)

PAUSE
Christmas 1973 – ’74 was one of the major 

disappointments for sky-watchers, if not the world in 

general. The coming of professor Kahoutek’s comet was touted to be bigger than Ben Hur, bigger by far than Halley’s miserable comet. It was supposed to light the entire sky with its brilliance; people would swoon at its intensity and have to wear dark glasses at night.

As it turned out, it wasn’t even visible to the naked eye. We strained to see it even with telescopes. 

It did provoke some speculation in my overly imaginative mind though. What if the comet had been everything Kahoutek had promised. Could there have been some Triffid-like visitation?

Imagine if the Kahoutek comet had lived up to its press. Then imagine a small rather ramshackle farm run by a rather ramshackle elderly couple near the outskirts of a small town called Jellabad.  (Why Jellabad? I think this may be a reduction of Jellallabad, which I glimpsed as we hurtled past on the way to some gig or other written in old English script on a gate of a spooky looking farm approximately where the fictional town is supposed to be located in central Victoria). 

The Kahoutek comet that never was lights the sky spectacularly, as it has for nights past, and there are intermittent showers of comet material raining down on Earth. 

The old couple, observing the light show from their verandah, is startled to see what appears to be a meteorite arc across the sky towards them, only to disappear behind a macracarpa windbreak. They hear a large explosion and are sufficiently moved to drive their old ute to the paddock where they imagine the impact to have been.

What they find there mirrors the comic book version of the Immaculate Conception as portrayed in the legend of Superman – but without the baby super-being from Krypton.

There’s a capsule all right, still glowing hot from its freefall through the atmosphere, but there’s no baby gurgling happily inside. When Jellabad’s equivalents to Ma & Pa Kent arrive at the grounded capsule, it appears to be empty; but invisibly the novice Mutant awaits its first actualization as a living entity, a sort of cosmic version of ‘watch this space’

My gorgeous aunts used to read extracts from Richmal Crompton’s William books to my brother and me when we holidayed in Auckland over the August holidays, and that perennial schoolboy William was the model for the elderly couple’s hopes and expectations. So, the Mutant version of William was what they got; indeed an eleven-year old schoolboy, full of cheek and mischief, and just as happily out of touch with the world of adults as the boy in the books, but a schoolboy with an unearthly dimension they couldn’t have guessed at and with a predilection for excitement they could never satisfy and that would ultimately lead to their doom..

START 2
The Capsule Song

I’ve come to you

Encapsulated

Unconscious and

Refrigerated

Just concentrate

On this frozen space

And I will become

Part of the human race

I will skip the boring process of conception and of birth

We’ll say my womb was that cold capsule buried in the earth

And anyway you’d rather that I started life this way

You’re getting far too old to be putting it away

You say your world is barren and you’ve had no progeny

And that is why you’ve chosen to make a boy of me

I hope you don’t regret your choice, I hope you’re not that past it

For you will find that I can be a proper little bastard

I will skip the boring process of conception and of birth

We’ll say my womb was that cold capsule buried in the earth

And anyway you’d rather that I started life this way

You’re getting far too old..

Getting far too old

Getting far too old..

The Farm Song

The three of us alone

Out here on the farm

The sun is out but the blinds are drawn

The cows are in the meadow and the sheep are in the corn

Hanging round all day 

With not too much to say

There are days when I have heard the most discouraging of words

The skies are full of clouds and the fields are full of turds

Days turn into night

In the fading light

The old folks talk of times gone by 

They wind up their old phonograph and play their one and only tune

I can’t forget the old folk

The old folks back at home

Old and grey and afraid to die

Yet wanting to..

PAUSE
At first the old couple couldn’t believe their luck. They had been resigned to living out their lives childless and lonely, and here they were suddenly blessed with the boy of their dreams. 

But the boy’s arrival had been so strange, so mysterious, that they couldn’t possibly tell anybody. The mischievous boy had to be their little secret, and while this wasn’t a problem for the old couple, the Mutant was becoming bored with his schoolboy identity.  The oldies, while doting on him, were obsessed with keeping him hidden away. He was bored and stifled. He wanted to escape. He needed a plan.

On the day the oldies regularly went into town on their shopping expedition, he surreptitiously moves the time forward by an hour on the grandfather clock, ensuring the oldies’ ute would arrive at the level crossing at exactly the same time as the train. 

The old folk’s ute is half-way over the tracks when the old woman sees the train bearing down on them. She screams, the old man plants his foot, the ute stalls, the engine strikes them with terrifying force and the old couple is obliterated.

Back at the farm, the exhilarated Mutant stands in front of a mirror, curious to see his transformation.

The door bursts open, and before he can even register his new identity he is beset upon by the angry townsfolk and beaten into unconsciousness. 

START 3
 The Train Song

I only moved the clock hands forward, they did all the rest

They jumped into the wagon and they headed down to Jellabad

Train came, motor stalled

Train came, that was all

Jellabad’s a small town and I think the rumour spread

That they had someone or something out there living with or off them

So I’m waiting for them to come

Wondering who or what I shall become

I only moved the clock hands forward, they did all the rest

They jumped into the wagon and they headed down to Jellabad

Train came, motor stalled

Train came, that was all

As I stand before the mirror to observe my transformation

I can hear their cars pull up outside and then the sound of angry voices

Suddenly they’re knocking at the door

Suddenly I don’t know anymore

The Hospital Song

Have you ever been confined to a hospital bed?

It’s a gruesome experience you’ll wish you were dead

I woke up in a bed 

With a bandage round my head

To stop my brains from leaking out

And dribbling about

I’ve got a tube stuck in my arm

And another up my nose

And something else stuck down below

Just in case I overflow

The walls are painted green

And the floors are green as well

It seems the colour scheme is calculated 

To make you stay unwell

As I look around the room

I realize I’m not alone

But as I go to speak I choke 

On the tube that’s running down my throat

He’s coming now

But as he does

I feel myself

Slipping back

Slipping back 

Slipping back..

PAUSE
Jellabad’s only remaining industry is servicing the State Prison Farm a few k. the other side of town from the old couple’s farm.  A prisoner had escaped while the guards were distracted by the comet’s celestial show and the townsfolk were suspicious that the old couple had been harbouring the escapee and that their deaths were somehow connected to the escaped prisoner.

When the townsfolk burst in they find the prisoner calmly standing in front of a mirror in the old folk’s bedroom. They set on him and beat him to unconsciousness.

When he wakes in hospital, the only thing the Mutant can remember is a haunted black face staring back at him. Like every hospital patient before him, he soon discovers hospital isn’t everything it’s cracked up to be..

While he lies unconscious in hospital, the body of the real prison escapee is discovered lying at the base of a small cliff, over which he’d stumbled in the dark and rain.

START 4 VOICE OVER
The moment the body is discovered, the Mutant’s body, swathed in bandages in the hospital bed, simply dematerializes. The guard that’s been posted at the bedside is asleep at the critical moment, so it’s assumed the prisoner had simply escaped from the hospital and fallen to his death some kilometres away, however unlikely that might be.

The disembodied Mutant hangs around for his own funeral, something we’d all like to do I guess, if we had the choice..

The Funeral Song

They found his body in the rain

They did not know precisely how it got there/

Their autopsy revealed that he had died in some pain

No one saw him leave the grounds

The guard they’d put on him had fallen asleep

Heavy rain had spoiled any chance for the hounds

They held his funeral in the rain

It was a very simple ceremony

Next of kin had disowned him and none of them came

PAUSE
At this moment, the line between fantasy and fact, past and present, starts to blur. The singer/narrator becomes aware that while ‘all the world’s a stage’ the converse is equally true. He points out the audience is complicit in the action – or inaction - they see before, and behind them. They are in fact, Cinematic Sandwiches..

START 5
Cinematic Sandwiches

The stage is empty

There’s some delay

Where are the players?

Where is the play?

I tell myself it’s alright, alright, alright

For if I felt so inclined I’d change my mind

The stage is empty

But one could say

We are the players

This is the play

I tell myself it’s alright, alright, alright

Now I know that I’ll find I’m less inclined

While I can be sure of your collective position

This song is supposed to mark a subtle transition

Focus your attention on the split-level screen

With one in front and one behind and you in between

Cinematic sandwiches, cinematic sandwiches..

PAUSE
The Mutant detects a potential life-creating situation at a local Jellabad motel. A rock musician is sitting on his bed strumming his guitar, trying to write a song. He’s having a hard time keeping a grasp on reality, and the only kind of songs he’s writing are highly personalized bits of philosophy that reflect his shaky state of mind. In Neo-Existentialist Greens he observes that ‘just closing your eyes closes your mind to others’ lives’. My autistic son Chris uses this technique on me today, and to great effect. It’s surprising how invisible I feel.

The other members of this musician’s hypothetical band have gone out to try and score, and so he’s not entirely surprised to hear a knock at the bathroom window and to find the Mutant as the drug-dealing Medicine Man there.

They have a pot of tea and blow a joint – at which point the Mutant is presented with an opportunity he hadn’t foreseen; the musician is a latent schizoid, and when he smokes marijuana, this tendency is amplified to the point the Mutant can actually co-habit his brain.

He takes the opportunity and ‘slips inside his head’…

START 6
Neo-existentialist Greens

I can say 

Without fear

Of contradiction

I am here

But I’m not 

So convinced 

That you people 

Co-exist

When you object

And start to complain

That you are there

I’ll explain

You’d be surprised 

How just closing your eyes

Closes your mind 

To others’ lives

In case you’re wondering how I know 

I read it in a book

And if there’s something else you’d like to know

I’ll sneak another look

I’m a neo-existentialist

But the term itself’s a blind

It’s just another way of saying that

I’ve got me on my mind

Medicine Man

Sitting in my motel room with nothing to do

The others had gone out somewhere with someone they knew

I the television on and turned down the sound

I picked my guitar with the intention of playing

Some more of this idea I’d had which seemed quite exciting

I heard somebody knocking at the bathroom window

I am your Medicine Man

I am your Medicine Man

Not expecting anyone I asked who it was 

He said he was a friend which was disturbing because

As far as I could recollect my friends were out of town

He said it was okay and that I wouldn’t regret it

He said he had a deal so good I’d never forget it

And as I made some tea he rolled a sample for me

I am your Medicine Man

I am your Medicine Man

The Letter Song

Dear Mum and Dad

How have you been?

Having a wonderful time I bet

You want to know 

What’s going on?

Well if you shut up you’ll hear that the

Next part of the journey

Was the strangest part of all

I couldn’t find the usual kind of host if you recall

I found one in his motel room

Playing his guitar

I appeared as if by magic

All he did was laugh

He made a pot of tea for two

And shared some potted dreams

And while he was preoccupied I slipped inside his head

VOICE OVER
The Mutant decides it’s about time to contact his Mentors and sends them a letter in the form of this song. He refers to them affectionately as ‘Mum and Dad’ but you get the feeling he’s glossing over his more maverick tendencies. What will become of the Mutant? What will become of his host, the fragile musician? Could the amalgamation of a sick mind and the mischievous novice Mutant possibly lead to any good? Turn on and tune in to the next rejected rock opera from the demented mind that brought you – The Jellabad Mutant!

It can be entertaining

When I’m in control

But every now and then his dead hand weighs down on the show

That is all the news for now

Thank you once again

Hopefully I’ll be home soon

But if I’m not..

Pretend

Use your imagination

THE END
