


EXTRACT FROM AcT |l ScENE 24:
ViLLa DicpaTi; JUNE 1816; NIGHT

Mary Shelley, P.B. Shelley, Byron, Claire Clairmont & Dr. Polidori drinking and
talking by candlelight as thunderstorm rages outside.

POLIDORI: Dr. Mesmer has shown that we are
subject to the ebb and flow of magnetic forces emanating from
the heavenly bodies - and to walk to the cadence of cosmic
magnetic tides is to walk in health and happiness...

BYROXN: Oh good God, not Rousseau under another name - "We
are the children of a benevolent Nature...'

POLIDORI: If my lord will indulge me a moment: Dr. Mesmer
shows that each person generates his or her own animal
magnetism - the force of attraction and repulsion - from the
median point of our bodies.

SHELLEY: Exactly. Plato teaches in the ‘Symposium’ that the
guiding force of nature is Love. Science calls it electricity,
magnetism: the energy of the universe, of heaven and earth, of
Life itself - it is Divine Love. And that is what Mesmer means
too - amimal magnetism is Love.

BYRON: Sounds more like sex to me, Shiloh. A force of artraction
and repulsion emanating from our midriffs?

CLAIRE: That's what de Sade savs: we are driven by sex.

[Lighming and thunder]

BYRON: Look at the lightning, Shiloh. Your pure universal energy.

Look at the raw ferocity of its power. You tell me that's Love?

CLAIRE: When lightning strikes, the heavens fuck the earth as
fiercely as a man fucks a woman!

BYRON: Claire's right, Shiloh. That's where the quest for the
Sublime leads.

SHELLEY: But sex is the physical manifestation of Love!

BYRON: Even that old bore Burke realised that the most intense of
all Sublime feelings is not Lowve but Terror...

CLAIRE: AndPain.

BYRON: But he was too Brirish to realise what that meant.

MARY: And what does it mean?

CLAIRE: It means that Terror and Pam are the height of the
Sublime — because they amplify sex beyond mere orgasm —
bevond imagination'

MARY: The sleep of reason truly brings forth monsters.

BYRON: Ifit's the Sublime vou're after - its into the realms of

Terror and Pain we must go. Are yvou game, Shiloh?

CLAIRE: We know the Tempestuous Loveliness of Terror well
don't we, Shiloh? Many's the night he's petrified Mary and I
half to death with his tales and phantasms! Shelley sees ghosts,
you know. And I have fits!

BYROXN: Fits of sublime ecstasy, eh? Excellent.

Then let us seize the opportunity of this magnificent night to
scale the heights of the Sublme!

MARY: Or phinge the depths? [BYRON picks up a book]






