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JACK SOLERO AT THE CHELSEA HOTEL 
Jack wakes up to harsh light and loud voices. He in the hospital bed. Two men in protective clothing are putting a dead man inside a body bag. 
[bookmark: _Hlk56538409]With an oxygen mask over his face and tubes in his nose, Jack can't see properly. He hears a voice from somewhere else 'It's gay cancer, like poison. Take it to the mortuary but be careful, don't touch it, or the dead faggot will kill you.'
He sees them lift the body bag onto the stretcher and slam the door open on the way out. The third guy leaves with them, a janitor.
Jack has acute pain in the upper part of the stomach, just beneath the ribs. He tries to move his arm towards it. His arms are connected to a tangle of tubes and clips. He assesses the situation: liquid food and medicine in one arm; whilst the other arm is attached to a morphine drip. His eyes move around the room as he takes in his surroundings. Jack looks at the heart rate monitor. Its beeping burns his brain. He turns his head towards the ceiling and focuses on the yellow stains -  water or blood? A smell of bleach, blood and sweat, he wants to vomit. He can just see the short side of the room. There's a small window with metal bars. Suicide prevention, Jack thinks, ironically. A grey sky, dark clouds, rooftops. He wonders which floor he is on. One other patient is sharing his hospital room.  A young, skinny looking blond guy, he's motionless, only his blue eyes above the oxygen mask move. For a moment they meet Jack's. Jack looks at the morphine drip, finds the tap, turns it up and receives the warm flow on the inside, a soothing balm. Relief, he goes back to sleep.
HOURS LATER
'MR PETERSEN!’ 'MR SVEN PETERSEN!' 
Jack wakes up, somebody is shaking his body. Two brown eyes are looking straight at him and a large mouth is shouting. 
'ARE YOU MR SVEN PETERSEN?'
 Jack is groggy, and he has not heard his Christian name since he left Sweden nearly a year ago. 
'Yes', he says after a long silence. 
Jack reads the name Kendis on the nurse's sizable chest, on her other bosom, the badge screams 'JESUS SAVES YOU' at him. Jack closes his eyes, he feels like drifting off again, but Kendis's razor-sharp voice brings him back to consciousness. The nurse looks suspiciously at the morphine drip, adjusts the dosage and looks back at Jack. 
'Mr Petersen, do you have, or have you had any problems with drug dependence?'  
'What … why am I here?' Jack tries distracting her from the question. 
Kendis puts her hands on his abdomen, 'Tell me where it hurts'. 
[bookmark: _Hlk57834299]Jack screams and Kendis reminds him of his acute pancreatitis. 
LATER IN THE AFTERNOON.
'MR PETERSEN, WAKE UP MR PETERSEN!' 
Kendis's voice could wake the dead. Jack drags himself from sleep. 
[bookmark: _Hlk56531405]'The test is back from the lab'. She consults her notes 'an STD infection in the urethra, throat and rectum.'
Jack looks up, flabbergasted, 'Really, but what is it? '
[bookmark: _Hlk56531635]'Have you heard of an STD called Gonorrhoea?' Kendis is loud and clear. As always. 
Jack looks uncomfortably around the room, locks eyes with the guy in the next bed, now with a smirk on his face. 
'Sure, I know what it is, but everywhere?' 
Kendis is direct: 'Have you been exposed to anal penetration, Mr Petersen?'
'No!' 
'Mr Petersen, may I ask, do you have sex with men?' Kendis sounds disgusted.
'What? …. No.'
 Jack goes on: 'What I mean is, am I really required to answer this stuff?' 
[bookmark: _Hlk57734738]'Mr Petersen, Gonorrhoea in the rectum puts you in the gay-related immune deficiency risk group. The lab is looking at the blood test and will have an answer in a week. Until we have further information, you need to stay in this ward. And we need you to trace who you got the STD infection from to prevent further spread.' 
Jack does not reply but feels a panic building up.
'Now then, you're already getting a high dosage of intravenous antibiotics and that should take care of the Gonorrhoea.' 
Kendis looks at the report again and tells him that the lab also detected high levels of alcohol in his blood, in addition to traces of drugs in the urine. 
'I guess you don't remember much about when you came into the hospital yesterday morning?', Kendis looks at him fixedly, 'you do know alcohol consumption causes pancreatitis'.
Jack felt like a worm. 'No'. He paused. Where am I?
[bookmark: _Hlk56547687]'The New York-Presbyterian Hospital'. 
'Could you tell me what day it is, please?' 
'Thursday'   
'Thursday! It can't be fucking Thursday already!' 
'Excuse me, MR PETERSEN'. Kendis raises her eyebrows. 
Kendis turns around to change the bags of intravenous antibiotics and liquid nutrition. 
In a low voice, Jack pleads 'Nurse Kendis'. 
'Yes, Mr Petersen?' 
'Could I have some benzos?' 
'What for?'
'I suffer from anxiety.'
'I see what I can do.' Kendis goes on without looking at him. 
'How bad is my situation?'
'Mr Petersen, you should ask Dr Werner when he does his round later'. 
Kendis then pushes the door open with her foot. The chatter from hospital staff in the corridor spreads through the otherwise silent room.
LATER
[bookmark: _Hlk57902255]'MR PETERSEN. There's a telephone call for you.'
The payphone is rolled in next to his bed. Jack recognizes the distinctive Swedish accent of the cultural attaché the moment he puts the handset to his ear.
'How are things going, Jack? Getting any better, old boy?' Without waiting for an answer, 'I have scheduled two visitors per day starting tomorrow'. 
'But I'm not sure whether I'm up to meeting people tomorrow, I still feel like shit.'
' I'm sure you can. It's 24 hours until then. Besides, you're the talk of the town. Jack, you're doing an outstanding job; people are lining up to visit you'. 
'What do you mean?' Jack asks, puzzled.
'The pictures in Interview Magazine. Andy's polaroid was going off non-stop at the Limelight Halloween party. The dance scenes are remarkable. And most talked about is the picture of the kiss between you and Elisabeth McGovern on the dancefloor! Julian Schnabel thinks it could mark a new beginning in contemporary photography'. 
Jack coughs in amazement. 
'And Ricky did an excellent job with your costume. I thought you were Beauty and the Beast, but Julian says you were Alex from Clockwork Orange and Elisabeth was slutty Cinders.' 
'Thank you! Yes, I have a leaning towards brutes and monsters.' Jack says sarcastically.
'Should I mention that Senator George McGovern called the embassy and asked who was responsible for the photos of his daughter? I said, Andy Warhol is the exclusive photographer for Interview Magazine! He hated it; I could feel that. But Andy's such a name… Senator McGovern congratulated us, asked me to send his regards to Mr Warhol and hung up. What do you say about that level of diplomacy?' 
[bookmark: _Hlk57027757]Jack lets out a sigh, 'nothing is going on between Elizabeth and me. According to Julian, she feels stuck with the public image of the good daughter and used me to get back at her dad,' 
'Which Julian?' the attaché asked. 
[bookmark: _Hlk57027820]'The Rothschild one I happen to know, Julian Rothschild, I don't know Schnabel.'
'Really, do you honestly suggest that Julian knows anything about women?' 
'Categorically no .' Jack answers. 
'Well, there you are.'
'By the way', Jack continued. 'Julian is the reason I'm here. No surprise his brunch was at a bathhouse, a very exclusive club, marble everywhere. Unsurprisingly, the only people there were men - all wearing a small towel around their waists. Oh boy, can that guy drink. The last bar we visited looked like a prison cell and a lot of punishment was going on. I called a cab and asked the driver to help take Julian home as he was paralytic, and I ended up in this hospital bed. Arrange what you want, but no more than two people', Jack hangs up. He reaches for the morphine drip and falls asleep.
EVENING
'MR PETERSEN, MR PETERSEN!'
Jack wakes up, the noise of the TV is the second impression that hits his sensory nervous system. Then he notices the doctor who smiles at him.
'I'm Dr Werner, I'm going to put my hands on your abdomen. Please tell me where it hurts.'
Jack lets out a small scream as Dr Werner's hand pushes on the area where it hurts the most. He examines Jack's eyes, checks the pulse, looks at the clipboard by the bedside. 'So, you're from Sweden, aren't you?'
Jack nods.
'You've got acute pancreatitis but also an open stomach ulcer.'
'How long do I have to stay here?', Jack looks worried.
Dr Werner gives a medical report 'These are two severe conditions and the outcome is not always guaranteed. We have to monitor the situation as the days go by. The Gonorrhoea should clear up in a few days. Until the HIV/AIDS tests are back, you stay in the HIV/AIDS ward.' 
'Can I have visitors'? 
'There is no risk of infection unless mucous membranes come into direct contact with blood or semen.'  
'Sorry, I don't know what that means.'
'It means that you should not have unprotected sex or expose other people to blood until we know your situation.'
The guy in the next bed cracks up with laughter. The doctor gives him a rugged look, and he disappears back into the silence he's been in ever since Jack noticed him. At least he seems to have a weird kind of humour, could it be a sign of intelligence?  Jack makes a cynical note to self.
'What does it mean, the outcome is not guaranteed?' says Jack with a suffocated panic in his voice.
'I would say that the situation is serious, I estimate a 50% risk of mortality in conditions like these'.
Jack's face is frozen; he cannot move his lips.
'We would also need to have a payment of $50.000 at the latest tomorrow. Your insurance does not cover this kind of situation and the hospital stay. That's all at the moment if there isn't anything you want to ask, Mr Petersen?' 
'I'll ask the embassy to contact the bank in Sweden first thing in the morning.' Jack is stunned by his own coolness, almost as if he was talking on behalf of somebody else.
Dr Werner and the nurse leave the room. Jack is left behind in his bed, quivering like an autumn leaf waiting to be torn off and destroyed by the next storm. He is twenty-three,  physically, mentally and emotionally used up. Living on tranquillizers, antidepressants, sleeping pills and alcohol. Nothing can keep his mind still or calm him.
Already at the age of six, his ADHD was managed with amphetamines. As a teenager, antidepressants and sedatives kept his mental health issues under control. Now, he can't function without medication and drugs. 
I am a stranger to myself; I'm dying alone in a hospital bed. Soon to be put into a body bag by the hospital janitors shouting, 'don't touch the body or the dead fucker will kill us both.' Jack is aware of his self-pity and cures it with an intake of sarcasm. 
He looks around the room, the guy in the next bed is asleep, his chest rising up and down on the in-and out-breath. The TV screwed to the wall is always on. 
Jack follows the silhouettes of people outside, walking past in the corridor through the door's frosted glass. He quickly grows bored and turns to the other side of the room. He looks out of the window, and his gaze follows a flock of migrating birds in the twilight. The moment ends abruptly when Jack becomes aware of a person sitting next to the window, on the visitor's chair. 
A black man, perhaps in his 70s, grey hair, hands relaxed on his knees, piercing eyes and wearing a hospital staff tunic.
'Hello, who are you?' Jack heard himself say before he moved his lips. 
'I'm Ben, old Ben, that's what they call me.' 
'I didn't see you come in?' 	
Ben looks back at Jack, he seems tired but friendly. 'I'm known to move about quietly in this place.'
'I must say.' Jack studies the hospital outfit, beige tunic and brown trousers. Nurses' uniforms are blue, doctors' are green; he must be a care assistant.  
'Are you my healthcare assistant?'
'Yes, Mr Jack, I suppose you could say that.'
'So, what do you do then, Ben?'
'They call me the midwife on the other side.' 
'The other side – like in dying, you mean?'
'I suppose, in a way. People are often confused when they die and don't know they are dead. I help people to cross to the other side.' Ben responds, nodding his head.
'Jesus -  am I dead???'
'No, Mister, not yet. And people rarely die anyway, it's more like moving on' Ben replies.
'Shut the fuck up!!! O God my lips are still not moving. It's the bloody morphine! I have morphine delirium! How can I ask for help without moving my lips?', he thinks to himself. 'This is so fucked up! Just so fucked up!' 
'I have to rush, there is a cardinal arrest in Ward 47', Ben suddenly disappears. 
'I'm in the fucking Phantom of the Opera. Complete madness that is what this is.' Jack is reaching for his benzos and swallows a few. Puts himself in a foetal position, pulls the duvet over his head, lies in darkness and waits for the medication to kick in and fall asleep.
MORNING
The hospital porridge reminds him of vomit, and the coffee tastes like tea. Jack puts them aside, the nifty thing with morphine is that it stops your appetite. Jack is amused by himself. 
'MR PETERSEN, MR PETERSEN'. Kendis unmistakable voice was making its way to every corner of the room.
'Yes,' Jack looks up from his hospital bed and thinks to himself: that girl could be a fantastic gospel singer. 
'You've got two guests and a photographer. It's not permitted to take pictures of the hospital room or patients, is that clear Mr Petersen?'
'Yes, it's clear.'
The door shuts behind nurse Kendis and re-opens as Rick and Elisabeth step in. 'Darling, Jack! What has happened to you, poor boy?' Rick air kisses and whispers, 'the candy man is here' and takes out his silver box. 
'Yes, please' says Jack. 
'The white one is Quaaludes; the blue is ecstasy but don't touch the purple ones.'
'Great! I make a cocktail of the uppers and downers.' Jack reaches for the water and swallows. 
'Hi, Jack' I've been so worried about you', says Elisabeth. 
'I love to have you here, don't worry, nothing is contagious, come on and give me a kiss. I'm glad you're here, I can't wait to get out of this miserable place. I miss my life and everyone'. 
Rick gets out his make-up kit. 'Your complexion is terrible; this will take some serious effort. Give me a good thirty minutes to get your face into shape.' 
'Why don't you take the picture raw and ready?' Jack interjects.
'No, we are not going trashy baby, I'm not too keen on realism stuff. Your face is my canvas, I will make it perfect and only then will I paint the sickness onto your face.'
'Like the Picture of Dorian Grey, you mean?'
'Which Dorian are you talking about? What picture?  Anyhow,  it's more like making the bleak intriguing and chic. That's what Andy would say anyway '.
'So, you're the interviewer, Elisabeth?' Jack askes.
'I never did anything like this before. Where are my questions, Rick?'
Rick digs into his back pocket and waves a piece of paper. 'Here are the questions from Interview Magazine.' With the other hand, he lights a cigarette.
Elisabeth sits right up, looks Jack deep into the eyes and says, 'So, who is Jack Solero?'
'You mean the man behind the mask?'
'Why don't we start with your monologue The Swedish Immigrant?' 
'It's about what it's like to be poor and hungry. Did you know that a hundred years ago Sweden was one of the poorest countries in Europe?'
'Was there a problem with the potatoes, because of climate change, or was it Ireland?' Elisabeth is rather vague.
'In the monologue, I explain that the Swedes were poor and hungry. They didn't speak the language when they arrived in the US. They grouped together like wolf packs, but they were hard workers and honest God-fearing people. The audiences is mostly descendants. Scandinavians love to see their struggle performed on stage. But in truth, I think we acknowledged their struggle and history. They sent flowers to the Chelsea Hotel, where I stay. I've got hay fever. In the U.S it's all about the future and nobody cares much about the roots.  
'So, next question, you're an actor by profession.'
'Yes'
'How was it to perform at the Palace Theatre on Broadway?
'The dressing rooms are small, but the stage is enormous.' 
'How did you meet Silvia Miles?' Elisabeth continues.
‘860 Broadway, The Factory. Next question please.'
'Are you upset that Silvia didn't get an Oscar for her performance in Midnight Cowboy?'
'Don't remember the movie, next question.'
'When did you and Silvia Miles start to go out together?'  
'Andy wanted me to escort Silvia. He likes to go home early and have some Campbell soup with his Polish mum. Silvia and I stay out partying to the morning. We are naturals, two party animals.' 
Elisabeth stops the tape recorder. 'Rick, can this be published?'
'No way… But don't worry, the editor takes care of it.'
'Your programme is called Scandinavian today, what is it?'
'A yearlong run to flood the U.S. with everything Nordic: films, theatre, dance and music.'
'How did you get involved in the team?'
'Our producer, Viveca Bandler, asked me to be part of the group of artists, actors and dancers.' 
Kendis storms into the room to open the window.
'MR, PETERSEN. Why do you think there is a sign on the wall saying NO SMOKING?' Rick puts out his cigarette in the plastic water cup. Kendis waves her robust arms in the air to disperse the smoke. 'The visiting time is over in one hour and no more smoking!' Kendis leaves the room.
Elisabeth continuous. 'How is it to work with a legend like Mrs Viveca Bandler?'
'Viveca is an icon. It's very much her vision that I see happening in front of my eyes. She is a living myth, and if one is fortunate enough to get her in the right mood, preferably with a bottle of whisky, she might tell you about her visits to Berlin in the mid-1920s. One late night, I was lucky. She had travelled several times to date a girl who was performing in a trendy club. She retold vividly a quite liberated scene. The performer was Marlene Dietrich who at the time, was pushing for liberation of gender stereotypes and sexual identity. Viveca later learned that Marlene's heart could not be owned by anyone person but belonged to everyone and no one. 'Heartbroken for the first time but certainly not the last', Viveca said laughingly and loudly.
Rick, 'Wow! I would have paid a fortune to have heard that story. It must have been such an iconic moment'.
'Elisabeth, this material is the stuff the magazine is really about. Great.' Rick continues.
'No sorry guys, but this has to stay confidential, erase it from the recording now please.'
Elisabeth erases parts of the tape, puts it back on recording and continues.
'How is it to perform in New York? I always wanted to work in the legendary clubs in New York.' 
'The run started out on Broadway, followed by gigs in some well-known clubs in the New York area and finally touring the U.S. from the north coast to the south coast.
'Where were you staying during your year-long visit?'
'Now we are starting to talk about the real reason why I'm in New York. It's a dream come true to stay at the Chelsea Hotel. Mark Twain was, in fact, one of its first guests.' 
'Really!!!'
'For fuck's sake, yes. Chelsea is the legendary refuge for musicians, poets and artists. Jack Kerouac wrote On the Road there in a few weeks and had an affair with Gore Vidal allegedly. His friend William Burroughs was finishing writing Naked Lunch.' 
'Wow, really!!!'
'Dylan Thomas was sadly discovered dead in room 306 after too much whiskey during a poetry-reading tour. Bob Dylan, who borrowed his name from the Welsh poet, wrote Blonde on Blonde in Room 319.' 
'I can't believe that's true! Is there more?'
'Andy Warhol's muse, Edie Sedgwick, burned down room 203 while struggling to put on false eyelashes. In the meantime, Patti Smith shared a room with Robert Mapplethorpe.' 
'Why has nobody ever told me?'
'The stories and legends go on endlessly. Chelsea Girl was also shot in the place. So much human greatness and talent, but far too much pain and misery', Jack mused to himself. 'Towards what end, and for what use?  If greatness and misery cancel each other out, then there is nothing left in the karmic cycle.' 
'You must promise to take me there.'
'For sure, if you help to clear up my room, we can have a meal and listen to some jazz in the bar. Rick, is my face ready? I want to have the picture taken and get you lot out of the hospital. I'm getting tired, close to fainting.'
LATER
Jack wakes up. The guy in the bed next to him is crying uncontrollably. 
'Hey, you…!  You...!'
'The guy dries his eyes on the back of his hand and looks at Jack.' 
'I'm sorry. It's just coming over me.'
'What's up, dude?' 
'It gets to me sometimes. I don't know how to stop it.'
'Just let it out, dude. What's your name by the way?'
'Jim'.
'How long have you got left?'
'I don't know, maybe three or six months. It's not the dying or the pain that's the worst, but that my own family and my friends abandoned me. It hurts a lot. They say its God's punishment for people like me. But what have I done? I followed my heart and I got ill.'
'What happened to you?'
'My mother found Tom and me fooling around in my room.  Later that evening, I was thrown out of my home. They didn't want any pervert and homo in the house. The devil possessed me, and evil has taken over my body. That's what they said'.
'Fuck, I hate it when people do that to their own children.  When I have my own one day, I will love them for whoever they are'.
'Tom and I hitched all the way from Salt Lake City to N.Y'.
'Wow, that's the longest hitch I ever heard of'.
'Yeah, well things you do when you're in love'. We were terribly young and barely dry behind our ears. Once in New York, the thrill factor was wearing off, and Tom left.  I got into hard luck, was homeless, lived on the street, became clean last year and got a job. But by then, I had already developed AIDS. Tom died of AIDS last year. No one came to the funeral, no one of his relatives anyway, only me, a bartender he worked with and Chantelle - a drag queen.'
'How old are you?'
'I'm twenty-five.'
'AIDS at twenty-five? You must have caught HIV very early.'
'I'm pretty sure I got it from Gregor Smith. Our neighbour in Salt Lake City. A Mormon pastor and a fucking paedophile. I heard he died two years ago. This gives me some trust in God.'
'Maybe we all need a shady God to be on our side'. Jack tries a smile. 
'Well, God and I aren't precisely on the best of terms these days'.
'You have me, as long as I'm around. I might go more quickly than you, though.'
His hospital friend goes fast asleep, and Jack finds himself alone.
He looks out of the window. A tall yellow crane is delivering a large piece of cement, yet another supermall is being built. 'The sign of our time' he thinks to himself. 'Yet another grey November evening.'
He feels deserted, but also hollow inside as if something was missing. The feeling that never really can be fulfilled. Only perhaps on stage, or sometimes whilst on drugs, he escapes this hollow feeling. He knows most people don't feel this way, and he envies them. But he also knows of people in showbiz who are suffering. They might be loved by the masses. Yet, alone in the dressing room, they fall apart with no sense of self.'
Jack looks over to the visitor's chair and finds Ben sitting there in his uniform, hands clasped on his knees.
'Hello, Ben', says Jack without moving his lips.
'Good evening, Mr Jack.'
'So, apparently, I do see dead people, hey?'
'Clearly so, and it also gives me someone to talk to.' 
'Death seems so unfair and not friendly at all. Life and being born are such cheerful things. Everyone is happy and celebrating. Death is more like darkness, I think. Somehow, life is easier to understand'. 
'Mr Jack, Death is not your friend, never is, Mr Jack. Far too powerful it is. For a wise person, Death can be a teacher, a very good teacher indeed.' 
'But how? Honestly, Ben, I feel fucking lost in all this.'
'Mr Jack, Death is a greater force than all of us together. It triumphs over life and gives meaning. Nothing else does. It can be our greatest teacher.'
'But how can anyone learn from death if one is still alive?' 
'Only if we can overcome the fear, we can learn from its wisdom. The moment you get familiar or think, you know it. It will rip you apart like a tiger.'
Ben gives Jack a long look. 'You are doing good, Mr Jack, but nothing has a clear outcome yet. No one can tell you which way to go. You're born human, and only you can decide.' 
'What do you mean born human? How else could one be born?'
'Mr Jack is very clever, there are countless ways one can get reborn.'
'What do you mean?'
'Mr Jack, people who die are waiting for a new-born body to occupy. You have to stay around until somebody calls your name. It gets pretty desperate in the astral world too; some souls give up and possess a cat or a dog.' 
'Come to think about it, I would rather like to be a cat in my next life.'
'Mr Jack, dead people call it a cosmic suicide, that's what they say; what are the odds to move on if one inhabits a cat?  
'Probably not such a good option then, after all?'
'Mr Jack, don't ever set yourself up for animal reincarnation. Not good, no good, very bad indeed'.
'Right, OK, but how long does one have to wait in the astral world before you get a new body?'
'Far too long, too much lingering on, I'm afraid. I left my last body behind here in the hospital on an evening in April 1933.'
Jack jumps up in his bed. 'You have been hovering around here for 50 years?'
'It's a hospital, and it gets pretty crowded with dead people.' 
'Ben, you told me you're the midwife on the other side.  You're helping the dying, aren't you?'
'I suppose I am.'
'Ben, I'm not ready yet. I don't want to go to an overcrowded astral world and wait around forever. Please could you ask for some extra time for me? I only ask for one more miserable go at this life. I know, it looks a mess, but I do try every day. And I'm not ready to give it up yet. I want to try to make something of it.'
'Mr Jack, I'm only a simple servant at the hospital whilst I'm waiting. I only have little wisdom, just enough to know that everything has to have its purpose to survive or perish. That is all I know, Mr Jack; one has to find a way to be of use. 
'But how? What kind of purpose?'
'Just look at the beetle, it spreads the manure and digs air tunnels in the earth—a small but valuable contribution. Nothing can live only by or for itself. The only rule I know of. Maybe Mr Jack will find greater truth in life.'
Jack looks out of the window for a moment to reflect on the simple but powerful words of Ben. He wants to reply, but too late, Ben has already gone. Ben is turning out to be the closest person to Jack now, but will he ever see him again? Or does he even really exist, Jack wonders to himself.
NEXT DAY, NOON
MR PETERSEN! MR SVEN PETERSEN!
'Yes, nurse Kendis.'
'You've got visitors. But keep in mind, this is a hospital, not a party. Two hours only and do respect the other patients in the ward.'
'Yes, nurse Kendis.'
[bookmark: _Hlk57825369]Alan and Dean from the Civilian Warfare Gallery step in. Together with a new generation of artists, they transformed the East Village art scene by exhibiting ground-breaking work. The art mirrors the mood in Ronald Reagan's USA and provided artists with opportunities for free expression to communicate what they were facing. New York adopted this little gallery.
'Hi Alan, how are you doing?  So, what's happening, Dean?'    
[bookmark: _Hlk57748150]'Basquiat wants to exhibit his graffiti, but our gallery is too small, he needs bigger spaces to display his outdoor paintings, what do you think?'
'Yes, you're right. Art needs to be exhibited in a space that reflects its origins or the message gets lost, don't you think?'
'We just talked about this in the cab, actually', Alan interjects. 'Dean hints that Basquiat and Keith Harring could have an exhibition together and showcase their different graffiti style.'
Jack gets animated, 'great, and that would also reflect the different cultural norms in the context of race. I only met Basquiat twice. He seems pretty lost but super talented. There is something tribal about his art, don't you think?'
'For sure. We are doing Greer Lankton next, anyway' said Alan.
'Lankton's work on the human body is really thought-provoking, don't you think? Do you reckon the show will be censored by religious factions in the neighbourhood?' 
'Yes, I'm quite sure it will', Dean added, 'but then again, that's our mission to take art to its next level in terms of contemporary relevance.'
Jack suggests, 'why don't we start planning the Swedish exhibition in Stockholm? Let's make a start now, shall we?'
The two hours pass quickly in lively planning. Dean and Allan leave. Jack is feeling drained. Exhausted from the noise they brought with them from the city, always restlessly looking at what's happening next. Now Basquiat is the new thing, creating graffiti with secret messages all around the city. Andy Warhol, who has lost touch with his time and crowd, has adopted Basquiat to reinvigorate his own contemporary relevance. It's all a game of survival. Did Dean look high? Jack thought to himself. The heroine is back. Keith Herring has AIDS. The nightlife seems so superficial. Studio 54, with its camp crowd, is dead. The new embodiment for the chic's The Limelight. An old church reinvented into a hedonistic club with the latest for the city that never sleeps.
LATER
'Mr Petersen.'
'Yes, Dr Werner'.
'You're doing better. Let me feel your abdomen, tell me where it hurts.'
To Jack's surprise, it doesn't not hurt so much anymore and the inflamed area is now easing.
'The pancreatitis is healing well. You're young and healthy, otherwise. We give you a prescription and diet plan for the stomach ulcer, the STD infection is gone, and the HIV test came back negative. You can go home tomorrow, Mr Petersen.' 
The door swings open, the doctor and nurse leave the room. The stale hospital air flows in from the corridor. Jack plummets back into sleep.
Jack wakes up rudely; the caretakers are back again.
'We are taking him to intensive care, I think the faggot is dying.'
'Please don't call me that. I can still hear you' Jim says in a weak voice.
'What should we call you then? The homo with gay cancer'?
'I have a name, it's James'
'OK Jimmy boy, hold on to your bed, here we go.'
'Bye Jim' Jack shouts; but it is too late, he is already out of the room. Will he see him again? Probably not. He is dying. It has progressed quickly. Organ failure. He is on a ventilator and cannot eat.
LATER
Jack wakes up wet. His hospital gown is soaked and clinging to his body. He reaches for the water. His dream was intense and vivid. The kind of dream one never forgets. But what does it mean? Clearly, an important piece of information had been delivered to his subconscious whilst asleep. The symbolism had been strong. His perception of his time in New York has slowly been altering in recent days, and a new path forward is trying to make itself known. But still, so many pieces to the puzzle are missing. 
Gradually, as he is gazing, he sees Ben appearing in the chair. Slowly, but surely. Ben appears almost like a picture on TV when the signal is bad, coming and going. But now, he is looking with a faint smile at Jack.
'Ben. They took Jim away; I think he's really sick.'
'He is no longer here. Mr Jim has gone home.'
'What do you mean Ben?'
'He was one of them.'
'One of what?'
'Mr Jim was a teacher.'
'He didn't teach me anything. People were bulling him.'
'But how did Mr Jim make you feel?'
'Hm…I think. I felt real compassion meeting him if that makes any sense.'
'So, I would say compassion was his teaching. He's gone now, gone far. He shot off like a rocket, never seen anything quite like it before—very rare Mr Jack, very rare, indeed.
'Just before Jim left, I had a bizarre dream. I was walking in the house, but the floorboards were not holding, and everywhere I put my foot, the floor gave way and underneath me was only emptiness.'
Ben looks thoughtful and after a moment replies: 'A house needs a strong foundation, so does a man. A man who doesn't know his own mind, can't trust even himself. Mr Jack, maybe the dream told you that you need to decide what's important in this life. If a man doesn't know that, he's like a leaf in the wind, blown here and there.'
'I kind of get what you say, Ben. You are a very wise man, I think'.
'Oho. Mr Jack is very smart and clever indeed. Old Ben doesn't have many pearls of wisdom, not much wisdom to share. I'm not a teacher'.
'I think you are. What do you think you do then, Ben?'
I'm waiting. Have been waiting for a long time now. It's a tough life to wait, but I help where I can. We all have to find our way to play a part, I don't complain.'
LATER
Nurse Kendis: 'MR, PETERSEN! There's a telephone call for you.'
The payphone is rolled in next to his bed. Jack recognizes the Swedish cultural attaché's distinct accent as he puts the handset to his ear. 
'Jack here'.
'Oh... Hello Jack. I hear you have a speedy recovery.' 
'Yes, it looks like I'm out tomorrow with a bit of luck'.
[bookmark: _Hlk57904718]Ah, that is absolutely fabulous. Now, let's make some plans. The picture of you in the hospital bed has created quite a buzz around here. Andy thinks you're having your 15 minutes of fame. He says the photo represents the best of American contemporary photography, that's what he said. There is a suggestion to make an installation in 'The Limelight'. Blow up the picture on digital screens whilst you are lowered from the ceiling in a hospital bed. You will be the toast of New York. Jack!...are you still there…. Hello! Jack!'
'I'm still on the line…I'm sorry, I just don't think it's my kind of thing anymore. My life, it seems, is taking a different turn at this time. I still have the poetry tour to do next month, and I believe that millions of Swedes out there have little connection to their roots. I think that's a valuable thing to do.
'Jack, listen, we've been working for years for a moment like this. We are only talking about one evening, and it could be very positive for your career, don't you think?'
'Easy come, easy go, as they say, I really don't think I can do this kind of stuff any longer. It's not good for my mental health. Thanks for the thoughts anyway. Bye now.'
NEXT MORNING
The doors shut behind his back as he is leaving the hospital. The winter sun is breaking through the clouds and hits Jack's eyes, the skin of his face absorbs the warmth which continues to radiate through his body. He is feeling the kiss-off life. Jack is grateful for being clean. To feel the sun, the wind, the birds. To be part of life and living. He had been so close to losing it all. But will he make it? Can he stay healthy and clean? Stay determined long enough not to start using anymore? Jack wants to endure, be brave, to feel vulnerable. Daring to be touched by things just like Jim was. I need to stay fearless if only for a day, he thought. Ben was right, Jim had been the greatest teacher. 
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