the Phillip Project
Episode 18
The Life and Death of Phillip Newhouse
a child, a prince, a super-hero, a martyr, an angel, a god

Act 1 - LIFE
the day he was born the sky was a bright beautiful vivid blue
sunlight was streaming, screaming and yelling down at the snow
and the snow was screaming and yelling the light back into the sky
everything and everyone was ice cold, bright white and crystal clear
and the air was so clean and so clear that it felt like it could snap and shatter into a thousand pieces
from the day he was born he sounded like a prince
he looked like a super hero
he smelled like a warrior
he tasted like a angel
and he felt like a god
his legs were like thick veiny roots
his torso was like a stout gnarly trunk
his arms were like blood engorged branches
his hands were like soft floppy leaves
his face was like a placid delicate flower
his fantasies, fears, desires, and anxieties were like over ripe fruit
throughout his life his roots gnawed voraciously through black soil and burning orange liquid
his trunk grew golden rings to mark the years
his branches flowed from his heart and wended their way into every conceivable direction
his leaves waved freely in the open air and drank in the sun
his flowers burst open with whispering words and melodies
and his fruit dropped to the ground in a giddy free fall of abandon again and again and again
the last time we met, he said
do you remember the first time we met?
i said
of course, i remember every sound, sight, smell and, taste and feeling, and it was the biggest feeling i ever had.
it was cold and raining, it was damp and it was dank, it was in amsterdam at the old film academy which was tucked into a
courtyard and hidden from the street by two black doors. i pushed through the two big black doors and headed down a long,
desolate alleyway. i pushed through two more dirty glass doors and entered the building. it was cold, it was damp, it was dank
and it smelled like rancid piss. to the left was a door that led to an illegal, vegetarian, hippy, squat restaurant, which was closed.
to the right was a door that led to the bathrooms, which were clearly responsible for the rancid piss smell. i walked past the
empty restaurant on my left and past the bathrooms on my right and headed down the long, desolate hallway. i pushed through
two more big black doors and entered the back room. it was cold, it was damp, it was dank, it was pitch dark and i was
completely alone. as my eyes began to adjust i saw small, sparkling, twinkling, flickering lights, here, there and everywhere, on
the floor, on the ceiling, on the walls. as my eyes began to adjust saw him. i saw phillip! he was being chased and he was being
questioned, he was laughing and he was screaming, he was giggling and he was moaning, he was trapped inside glass boxes,
running across the pages of glass books, and jumping up and down on a pile of crushed glass. everything on him and about him
was a bright beautiful vivid blue; his face, his hands, his hair, his hat, his scarf, his gloves, his coat, his sweater, his shirt, his
pants, his shoes, his socks, his undershirt and his underpants. everything, except his eyes which were a bright beautiful spring
green and his lips which were blood red. he looked like a child, he looked like a prince, he looked like a super-hero, and it was
the biggest feeling i ever had
the last time we met, he said
do you remember the last time met?
i said
of course, we were listening looking smelling tasting feeling drinking thinking meeting going being laughing screaming giggling
moaning dreaming wondering listening looking smelling tasting feeling drinking thinking meeting going being laughing screaming
giggling moaning dreaming wondering remembering, remembering, remembering, remembering…remembering to remember,
that everything and everyone, always has something to do with something

Act 1 - LIFE
the last time we met, he said
do you remember that the last time met i said one day, someday, when we meet, everything on me and about me will be a bright
beautiful spring green?
i said
yes, i remember
he said
well, the next time we meet everything on me and about me will be a bright beautiful spring green
i will be alive and at one with the universe no less than the stars and the trees
i will have died and gone to heaven
i said
i know
i said
do you remember that one time, the fourth time
it was cold and it was raining, it was damp and it was dank, it was in amsterdam in a grande apartment building that felt more like
vienna than amsterdam. i pushed through two big shiny glass doors and entered the lobby which was covered in bright white
marble one the floors, one the ceiling, on the walls. it was warm, it was super clean and it smelled slightly antiseptic. to the left
was a door that led to a quaint little dining room, which was closed. to the right were two tiny old french elevators. straight ahead
there was a white marble staircase and behind the staircase was a bright beautiful detailed stained glass window. i made my way
one flight up the stairs, turned right and headed down the long desolate hallway. i didn’t see anyone or hear anything except my
own breathing and the sound of my shoes clicking and clacking their way down the hall. at the end of the hallway i pushed
through a single white door and entered the small, immaculate one bedroom apartment. the walls were painted bright white and
the windows were sparklingly clean. there was a simple wooden table, a vase filled with fresh flowers, a glass of water that had
had been tipped over, a wooden chair, a leather sitting chair, a double bed wrapped in finely pressed bright white sheets and a
wardrobe stuﬀed with finely pressed bright white underwear. as my eyes adjusted i saw that bright beautiful vivid blue. he was
balancing on the collar of his pyjamas, floating in a sink full of milk, cowering in the corner of his wardrobe and bouncing and
flying back and forth between the sparklingly clean windows. he looked like a child, he looked like a prince, he looked like a
super-hero, he looked like a warrior and we knew right then and there that we would meet again and again and again and again
and again…
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will just go placidly amidst the noise and the haste and remember what peace there may be in silence
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will be cheerful, that we will strive to be happy.
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will be on good terms with all people as far as possible, without surrender
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will have taken kindly to the council of the years and gracefully surrendered the things of youth
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will be alive and at one with the universe no less than the stars and the trees
with all its sham, drudgery, and broken dreams it is still a beautiful world, and no doubt the universe is unfolding just as it should
and he said
but what if everything we ever imagined about the bright white light, the long tunnel, the pearly gates, the angel gabriel, the book
of judgement, the fluﬀy white clouds, and the choir of angels
what if it was all a big fat fucking lie
and i said
but what if heaven is bigger, bolder, sweeter, finer and freer, than anything we ever imagined
what if everyone and everything in heaven is a bright beautiful spring green
what if heaven is an eternal discotheque trapped in perpetual springtime

Act 1 - LIFE
he said
i think i need a drink
i said
me too
I said
i would like to propose a toast
he said
to me?
I said
to you, to me, to us, to the world, to the universe, to the big bang
i said
i would like to propose a toast to something bigger than the big bang
i would like to propose a toast to heaven, to whatever ad wherever it may be
the day he died the sky was a bright beautiful vivid blue
sunlight was streaming, screaming and yelling down at the snow
and the snow was screaming and yelling the light back into the sky
everything and everyone was ice cold, bright white and crystal clear
and the air was so clean and so clear that it snapped and shattered into a thousand pieces
he looked like a child, as the wind tore the hat from his head, the gloves from his hands, the scarf from his neck, the coat,
sweater and shirt from his back , the shoes and socks from his feet, the pants from his legs, the t-shirt from his chest and the
underpants from his crotch
he was crying, he was drooling, he was sweating, he was pissing, he was shitting, he was cumming, he was going and he was
gone
he looked like a prince as the wind ripped the hair from his head, sapped and sucked the colour from his skin, peeled the skin
from his muscles and tore the muscles from his bones
he looked like an superhero as, the air left his lungs, the blood left his veins and the beat left his heart
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will be alive and at one with the universe no less than the stars and the tress.
i think, i hope the next time we meet
everything and everyone will be a bright beautiful spring green
i think, i hope the next time we meet
we will be dead together, dancing in an eternal discotheque trapped in perpetual spring time, again and again and again….

