
HIP AND TOGETHER

__________________________

by 

Nick March

“We smoke it and it reminds us of different things.
We remember the miracles of the world.
We remember those far and near.
We remember.”

                Basotho Smoking Song
                                                                                 

                        



Cast 

Actors are late teens to early twenties, except Jean's Father, who is in middle age. The same 
actor doubles Jean's Father and Jupiter, likewise for Rose and Grace.

Jean female
Jean's Father / Jupiter male
Casey male
Frank male
Rose / Grace female

Notes

The play switches between direct address (italicised) and conventional dialogue.

A theatrical solution is needed for the frequent smoking of weed in the play - perhaps the cast 
smoke herbal cigarettes, perhaps they put a flower in the end of a joint instead of lighting 
it and merely pretend to smoke, or possibly they use no props at all and simply mime.

Any references an audience may find obscure should be played for laughs, they are given as
evidence of the characters' stoned interiority and shared counter-cultural shorthand.



ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

A dimly-lit bedroom in Jean’s house. Four 
chairs. A large Persian carpet spreads across the 
floor. Indian classical music plays on a turntable. 
It is messy: camping equipment, clothes, 
records and sleeves are scattered. Later, in Act 
Two, slight changes will suggest a campsite.

Jean is lying on a mattress and smoking a joint. 
She is dressed in a beatnik style; by her side is 
an ashtray and bottles of red wine in various 
states of consumption.

Jean’s Father is sitting to one side. 

JEAN                
(drowsily)

Where do you go when you die, Pa?

A beat.

JEAN’S FATHER
I promised you a bedtime story.

JEAN
I was just wondering.

JEAN’S FATHER
I wonder how you’re going to get to sleep?

Jean lifts her hand to indicate the joint.

JEAN
How are you?
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JEAN’S FATHER
What are we going to read?

JEAN
(closing her eyes)

Anything, I just want to hear your voice.

Jean’s Father lingers for a moment. 

Exit Jean’s Father. 

I was talking to the old man that night, 
     like most nights then, and
          listening to records.

               It was 1967. 

The Beatles had just dropped Sgt. Pepper’s. 

     The Lovings got wed in Virginia.

          Haight-Ashbury.

               Vietnam.

     I was back in town anyway,
and this guy was crashing at my dad’s place.

CASEY
(calling from offstage)

Jean, Jeannie!

JEAN
We were kind of lonely hearts, 
     and he sold grass.

CASEY
The door’s unlocked!

(entering)
I’m coming in.

Enter Casey. He is youthful, shabbily dressed 
and carrying a Sgt. Pepper’s record sleeve.
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Were you talking to yourself? 

JEAN
(eyes closed)

No, you’re hearing voices. I was nearly asleep.

A beat.

CASEY
Jean.
Paul is Dead.

JEAN
(slowly)

You owe me so -

CASEY
I have proof this time -

JEAN
Much rent, man - dig, two weeks -

CASEY
The Fab Three now - the cover art - it’s all there - 

Casey holds up the record sleeve.
(pointing)

Look, at the front - it’s a funeral - right? - and on the back - McCartney -

JEAN
Man.
At a show -

CASEY
Paul is turned away -

JEAN
In London. I saw him with George, and -
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CASEY
On the front, again, a hand raised over his head like a blessing -

JEAN
Their wives and girlfriends -

CASEY
There are whispers about a body double.

(pointing to the bottom)
And look, that’s Shiva, the destroyer of the Universe!

JEAN
(craning to look)

I don’t think that’s Shiva.

CASEY
And look where he’s pointing to - 

JEAN
(looking)

That’s a different god, standing in a lotus - 

CASEY
Straight at Paul.

JEAN
(looking)

Man, that’s Brando, in -
(beat)

“The Wild One”.

CASEY
(looking)

Brando?

JEAN
Marlon.
Yeah.

CASEY
Marlon Brando?

(checking)
No - must be both of them, sure -
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JEAN
The four arms - they’re symbolic - it’s a goddess - it’s on the tip of my - man -

(thinking)
La-La - the tip of - my-

CASEY
Tongue?

A beat.

JEAN
Yeah.
Sure.
La-la-la, man.

(trailing off)
Wait, it’s coming back around - 

A beat.

CASEY
Why’d I come up?

JEAN
(slowly)

Conspiracy.

A beat.

CASEY
Yeah.
Exactly.

They drift together.

JEAN
(softly)

Pay me, Casey. 

CASEY
You want to smoke?

JEAN
No, I’m full up, brother - full - up.
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Casey lights a joint.

               So we smoked some more.

          Casey carried on - telling me how it was.

     I was nodding.

I told him a bit about London.

     The scene in the West End.
          The King’s Road.
               Carnaby Street.

               It was cloudy.

         I was still processing.

     This chick, man, she could have been the Queen.

         I was back on a plane too soon.

Casey stands.

In the morning we must have decided that I was driving 
     him and a buddy down to something happening 
          about two hours south of the Bay 
     later on that day - I don’t really remember,
               but this was going to be the rent.

By the time we left it was him, 
     one of his clients, 
          and that client’s girlfriend.

Enter Frank, barefoot.

We got all the way to Moss Landing before it hit me.

The four chairs are arranged to represent a car. 
Casey sits in the front. 
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Frank is in the back. 

Jean remains on the mattress.

FRANK
We’re going to miss Simon and Garfunkel!

JEAN
Man -

(wretching)
I’m going to die.

CASEY
(with a joint)

You just need to spew, sis.

JEAN
(groaning)

I tried that already.

FRANK
If you love them that much then spin the wheel!

Frank moves to the front and takes the joint.

JEAN
Frank wasn’t the sharpest tool, but that 
     could have been the grass - it was hard to recognise the line. 

FRANK
(to Jean)

The more you lie there, the more sick for Garfunkel you’ll get - don’t you see?
(coughs)

It’s like a self-fulfilling prophecy, or something -
and it’ll go on fulfilling itself, growing, 
until it gets dark out, and 
the coyotes come
and eat you.

JEAN
Casey fed off Frank.
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CASEY
Like a pot brownie, Jay.

JEAN
     Filled his pockets up 
with Frank’s dough, 
          and smoked back the eighth on every quarter that he sold. 

FRANK
(distractedly)

Can you imagine chilling with a coyote?

JEAN
I could imagine.

CASEY
(to Frank)

You’ve got it all wrong, man - Dr Panic has his paws on Jean
and when that guy’s rubber-gloved insanity 
has a grip on your balls, you can 
barely breathe, man - let alone
leave the house.

Jean turns her head away.

FRANK
Whoa.
This grass, then.

(considering the joint)
Is this stronger than the Gold?

CASEY
(hitting his chest)

You feel it right here - in the solar plexus.

Casey takes the joint and inhales.

FRANK
Not in the balls?
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CASEY
(exhaling)

No.

JEAN
Outside of the biology, Casey understood all right.

     I hadn’t been right since the funeral
          - not that he saw me that day:

               upright; 
                    no tears; 
                         one aunt 

                              - everyone else: 

                         gone;
                    elsewhere;
               or absent - but he had the grass 
        
          ready when I came home. Those first seven days: 
               smoking into the night; 
                    all the mirrors covered; 
                         conversations - by the close
                              he was a part of the furniture.

FRANK
(to Jean)

I thought you were just a fan girl for Garfunkel - or Simon, or someone?
(beat)

Couldn’t handle missing out?

A beat.

JEAN
What?

(turning her head slowly)
A fan girl?

CASEY
Jean just needs a little love is all -
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Enter Rose.

FRANK
Right on.

JEAN
     The way I remember Rose - she was cool:
couple of years younger than me;

     same high school 
          - I never knew her.

                    Brother on a tour of duty fighting in Vietnam.

Rose tosses a candy bar to Jean.

ROSE
I got you something sugary, Jay.

FRANK
We’re sharing that, Jean.

JEAN
(eating it)

No way, man.

FRANK
Ah.
Judas!

A beat.

ROSE
(to Jean)

That’s the problem with this generation, you see? Everybody thinks they’ve been 
betrayed. Everybody thinks they’re Jesus.

(beat)
How do you feel, little lady?

FRANK
She’s toast, man.
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ROSE
Shut up!

Jean tries to sit up.

JEAN
Well, my blood sugar was picking up off the floor, 
    but I wasn’t. Not even close.

Call it a rubber glove -

call it whatever - 

I was wigged.

ROSE
What did you say?

JEAN
(softly)

Wigged.

Rose helps Jean up to sit on a back seat.

ROSE
Understood, but we need to move - who can drive?

JEAN
She had us all by the scruff.

ROSE
Frank?

A beat.

FRANK
(rubbing his eyes)

Nah-nah.
(woozy)

Let’s thumb rides?
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ROSE
No, we’re not going to ditch.

JEAN
(nodding)

Yeah, this vehicle was rickety, but it was mine - 
     we took a vote.

If I remember rightly, Rose 
     voted for -

ROSE
Casey?

CASEY
(surprised)

Uh, yeah - I’ve got a pretty good idea. 
I was watching Jean, and I’ve -
read “On the Road”.

JEAN
Kerouac?

CASEY
It’s good.

A beat.

ROSE
Perfect.

Rose sits by Jean.

(to Jean)
You can rest your head this way.

Jean lies down with her head on Rose.

CASEY
Dig, uh, tortoise or hare?
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JEAN
(croaks)

Yo, tortoise!

FRANK
No.

(shaking his head)
Hare.

ROSE
Agreed - we’re behind.

CASEY
Whoa, girl, recapitulate - slow and steady - Jean gets the final word.

Rose assents with a shrug: ‘fine’.

JEAN
So we were on the way to the Fairgrounds, along with 
     a couple of other animals.

FRANK
Hey!

(agitated)
Put a foot down, man!

JEAN
Ten miles in the hour, but it wasn’t far now.

FRANK
They’re going to take our space!

CASEY
What space, man? 

JEAN
And -

(perplexed)
who?
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ROSE
Yeah, relax.

JEAN
(to Rose)

What’s his problem?

Rose strokes Jean’s hair with a smile.

I was in the back with my head 
     in her lap, but Rose -
          she felt 
               so familiar. 

ROSE
It’s like that Dylan thing at Newport - when he plugged in - the people flipped.

JEAN
I was there for that, man, he’s dead to me now - 

ROSE
No, man, wrong attitude -

JEAN
My attitude? 

(beat)
But -

ROSE
Jean, relax.
All those beards, man.
Maggie’s Farm gone up in smoke.
That’s what it was - sticking it to the old folks - moving on - new directions - electricity. 

JEAN
Did you hear about Pete Seeger trying to cut the sound with an axe?

CASEY
(turning back)

That’s a legit story - he was not happy.

ROSE
I know what I heard.
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CASEY
Far out.

JEAN
I don’t condone it, but I revised some opinions pretty quickly around Rose.
     That was the chemistry, I guess, going on everywhere. 

          It was still fresh to me, and happening -
               with or without my blessing -

                    I’d had the same feeling in England,
                         on the top deck of the Fifteen - 

                              the Queen
                                   of the Scene.

ROSE
You’d dig what Dylan’s cut since Newport.

JEAN
For the rest of the ride, I was dialled in to her station,
     and 
          up there -
               the music she had spinning -

old faculties were coming out of hibernation, 
     another
          spring beginning - and then
               the summer -
                    it was hot and open - and I was wearing too many clothes.

ROSE
The latest hits, man - “Blonde on Blonde.”

(beat)
Now that’s a record.

JEAN
Cool.

(nodding)
Okay.
I’ll check it out.
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ROSE
Yeah, work backwards from that to his whole folk thing.

JEAN
I did - all the way into September.

FRANK
God damn it, man! 

(beat)
Casey!

ROSE
Frank, what’s going on?

JEAN
Whilst I’d been in the back 
     with his old faithful, the man  
          had been boiling up in the front. 

FRANK
They’re going to yank us for crawling, man!

JEAN
Casey wouldn’t speed up, so while we were rolling,
     Frank opened the door and stepped out 
          didn’t even break stride - just
               off - into a field.

Exit Frank.

CASEY
(jumping up)

Frank!

JEAN
This a fire drill?

ROSE
(standing)

Get back in the car, Frank!
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CASEY
Man, they don’t patrol these roads!

JEAN
Why would a passenger like him get busted - what for?
     Casey didn’t even have a learner permit.

CASEY
Man.
This is lunacy!

Exit Casey at a run.

JEAN
The boy was hiding something.

Jean stands.

ROSE
Hey, Frank! What the hell are you doing?

Exit Rose.

Jean holds up a wallet.

JEAN
(searching it)

     In the slip he’d left behind his billfold.
So I figured I’d see if I could find something - 
          a clue, anything.

     Maybe he had a few tabs of Lucy,
          a six gun - whatever?

Jean pulls out a slightly burnt draft card.

     So I opened it up: a draft card,
a little burnt around the edges: enough
          for a wrist slap - most likely.

     Your call to the U.S. Military - so what? 
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          Get married; go to college - no money?
               A lot of guys by this time had a stunt they knew how to pull

Jean opens a tightly-folded, formal letter.

          - oh -

     induction

‘order to report’

          - the fifth day -

     he’d jumped it - and this one didn’t have a dodge.

It wasn’t just us looking for Frank.

Re-enter Frank, silently he faces Jean.

A beat.

FRANK
(finger to lips)

Shh, okay?

JEAN
     I was spooked.

Frank takes his possessions, including the letter.

Exit Frank, at a run.

Re-enter Rose.

ROSE
Frank!

(calling after Frank)
What are you doing?
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CASEY
(calling from offstage)

Yeah, Frank - watch out - the coyotes, man - dang it! 

Re-enter Casey.

ROSE
(turning to Jean)

Jean, what did he say to you?

A beat.

JEAN
     I wanted to lay out the whole story, 
unfold it like a flower, 
     but something stopped me.

A beat.

ROSE
Jean?

(beat)
What’s going on?

CASEY
Should we follow him?

JEAN
No, we’ll find him at Monterey.

Exit Casey and Rose.

SCENE TWO

Jean puts on a record and lights a joint.

JEAN
(lying down)

     One cop did pull us over, just outside the Fairgrounds, 
but he was finishing his shift - all day in the sun
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          he’d been trying to direct hippies 
               around and around the 
                    centre of town. 

CASEY
(calling from offstage)

Tough gig, man.

JEAN
     The man appreciated it, and pointed us on our way.

They weren’t out to crack skulls at this time, not us -
     as a matter of fact, I saw an officer later on
          check with his captain 
     before he struck a match for a girl with flowers 
          in her hair and a joint between her lips 

               - it was beautiful -
 
but Frank and I had the same problem now: what to tell Rose?

     I didn’t know if he was coming back.

          I wanted to rat. 

               Frank’s a sneak - go with me!

     Whatever the fix was, I used to talk it over with my Pa;
but him being gone, this wasn’t the easiest thing in the world -
          I found a way, in the end, to get a connection:

     the first time was an old hotel room west of the West End.
Top floor. A breeze rolling in off the houses, over the trees, 
          open window - there he was.

Enter Jean’s Father.

     I’d been out with the Queen 
at the Saville Theatre - she’d gone on to pick up 
          for a few faces, and then she was coming back for me.
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(smiling at him)
Hey, old man. I’m in love.

JEAN’S FATHER
(slowly)

Are you sure?

JEAN
(content)

This city.

JEAN’S FATHER
London?

JEAN
Yes.

JEAN’S FATHER
Oh, wonderful! 

JEAN
Today.

JEAN’S FATHER
St Paul’s Cathedral?

JEAN
I wish we could have seen it together.

Jean drifts. 

Jean’s Father watches over her.

A knock at the door.

(stirring)
This was the moment - what was I going to tell my father?

     Uh, could we have a minute? Uh, hey, oh -
          would you mind stepping outside?
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               Covering your eyes?

     I’d see if anything went down first.

Another knock at the door.

Yes! Come in! 
(disappointed)

     It was the landlady.

VOICE
(in mock-cockney, off-stage)

          Sorry, love, would you mind ever so much 
          not smoking your Indian cigarettes 
          out of the window? We’ve had a complaint.
                    Thank you, darling. 

JEAN’S FATHER
Who was that supposed to be?

JEAN
The Queen of England.

A beat.

JEAN’S FATHER
Oh.

(beat)
I should change.

JEAN
(upset)

It’s nearly light out. I don’t understand.

A beat.

JEAN’S FATHER
Sleep on it, Jeannie - and you hold out for tomorrow.

Jean smokes.
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JEAN
(drifting off)

So there would be no seeing what might have happened
     that night, and there would be no revelations -

     I would simply fall asleep on top of the quilt, 
          and wriggle under it somehow

          in the night - too stoned 
               to wake and see 

               the landlady - 
                   as she           

                        crept in
                              softly

                                        to close 
                                                  the open window. 

Jean is asleep.

Exit Jean’s Father.
    
In my dreams, I will propose several alternatives to this reality;
     and the following, with its lonesome twist,
          is the one that lodges deepest 
              when her own face has
                   started to fade

Enter Grace, dressed for a nightclub.

                     - it’s her -
                 she came back.

Jean sleeps.

GRACE
(in a London accent)

Jean? Jean?

23.



24.

I was only joking.
I’ve got purple hearts - they’ll keep us up for hours!

Grace tries to wake Jean.

Jean, wake up! I’m back.

JEAN
          It’s just a dream, but I feel 
     as though I could reach out and touch her, 
pull her under the covers and keep her there with me 
     for a few short hours; until check out -

GRACE
Oh, Jean, in another life?

Grace tucks in Jean. 

JEAN
          I’m paralysed.

GRACE
(softly)

I’ll look you up on the West Coast.

Exit Grace.

CASEY
(offstage)

Jean! Jean! 
Are you awake?

Enter Casey, reading from an open book.

JEAN
          I only clock it for a dream by Casey; he’s standing in the door, 
     and picking up the thread of a conversation 
we’re still weeks away from having.

CASEY
The Goddess - Lakshmi. An arm for each Beatle.
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JEAN
In a rush it comes to me. Fortune, wealth 
     and prosperity. The beautiful 
          woman standing in a 
               lotus flower.

CASEY
Churned from an ocean of milk. 

JEAN
Casey, I know what I’m going to say to Rose.

CASEY
(looking up)

Tomorrow?

JEAN
I remember it very clearly.

Lights down.

End of Act One.
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ACT TWO

SCENE ONE

Jean’s room has been slightly changed to suggest 
a campsite. The light is bright and sunny.

Jean is asleep.

CASEY
Wake up!
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