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                               CHARACTERS

PHIL MASTERS................................28 year old poet/painter

MEG MASTERS.................................27 years old, his intelligent, fun loving wife

SARAH MASTERS...............................Phil & Meg's daughter, between 3 & 4 years old

MRS MASTERS.................................Phil's neurotic mother

MR MASTERS..................................Phil's hen-pecked father

MARY........................................A plump, cockney natural mystic

KING DAVID..................................An aristocratic tramp in his sixties

OLD IRISH MAN

DESMOND LESLIE...............................An Anglo-Irish flying saucer fanatic

GERALD.......................................A young Irish lad

MELINA.......................................A Taurian, hippy Earth Goddess type. 28 years old

MICHAEL RONER................................A flower-power fanatic about 27 years old

PAUL SHELLY..................................An aristocratic cartographer about 35 years old

ALDISS.......................................A cockney weirdo about 30 years old

A SUITED SPY FOR `THEM'......................A silent `official' in his forties

STEPHEN......................................A young, gay photographer

MIKE McKINNON................................A Glaswegian intellectual, hard-man-tramp,aged 30

MARTY MISSION................................A Paranoiac poet,aged 32

TOM DAVIDSON.................................A serious minded, Piscean musician, aged 31

RIMI.........................................A half-Italian nature lover

ARTHUR.......................................A Yorkshire grocer, aged about 60

RAY..........................................A very large electrician, about 25

PETER,(WHO WAS DOMINIC)......................A crazy friend of Phil's about 30 years old

ANTHONY DUCKWORTH............................The vicar of Haworth, aged about 40

MARY AND JOHNNY RIDD.........................Two Romany Gypsies

PAUL ROWNTREE................................The Head of The Sandymouth Community, aged 55

GLYNN DYSON..................................A very confused young hippy aged about 28

ROCK.........................................A real White Magician, about 75, resident at Sandymouth

EVELYN.......................................A born mystic with clairvoyant abilities, aged 75

HILTA........................................A charismatic Venusian disguised as a Finnish abstract painter

JACK.........................................The postman in Haworth

The action is between Nov 1967 and late August 1968

                      ACT ONE.       SCENE ONE

PHIL'S PARENTS' HOUSE IN TORQUAY. THE DINING ROOM. A SMALL ROOM, MOSTLY TAKEN UP WITH THE DINING TABLE, WHICH IS LAID FOR LUNCH. PHIL AND MEG ARE SAT IN ARMCHAIRS. SARAH IS PLAYING ON THE FLOOR

PHIL:
Would you like to see the first oil painting I ever did?

MEG:
Oh, yes, where is it?

PHIL:
Mum!

MOTHER:
(VOICE OF MOTHER FROM KITCHEN. BROAD DEVON ACCENT) Yes, Phil, what is it?

PHIL:
Where's that oil painting I did of Cockington Forge which I sent you?

MOTHER:
I'll get it later on. It's in the bottom cupboard somewhere. (MEG GOES OVER TO THE WINDOW AND PUTS THE BLIND UP SINCE IT'S MIDDAY AND THE SUN IS SHINING, WHILST PHIL GOES TO THE CUPBOARD WHICH WAS HIS OLD TOY CUPBOARD, AND LOOKS FOR THE PAINTING. JUST AS HE FINDS IT, HIS MOTHER COMES WALKING IN - PLUMP, WEARING AN APRON - AND IMMEDIATELY WALKS OVER TO THE WINDOW AND PULLS THE BLIND DOWN) Who put the blind up? The blind stays down! I don't want the neighbours staring in here. And I don't want you rummaging through all my things and turning the place into High Jail. (PHIL STANDS UP WITH THE PAINTING IN HIS HAND, AS IF HE'S CAUGHT A PRIZE FISH)
PHIL:
Calm down, mum. Calm down. One, the cupboard is perfectly tidy and, two, Meg put the blind up, to see the view and let the sun come in. Now I'm sure, mum, that the neighbours have no interest whatsoever in studying our Sunday lunchtime activities.

MOTHER:
You don't know anything about how rotten the neighbours are here. I'm fed up with them. They use bi-noculars on us, night and day!

PHIL:
Don't be ridiculous mother. Just a little sunlight. (PUTS BLIND UP)
MOTHER:
(RUSHES OVER AND PULLS THE BLIND DOWN) Don't you DARE put that blind up! The blind stays down!

MEG:
I can't believe this is really going on. I'm sorry I put the blind up because I love the sun.

MOTHER:
Well miss, do try to understand, that ordinary people live under tremendous strain. (SHE WALKS OUT)
FATHER:
(BROAD DEVON ACCENT, WALKS IN CARRYING THE SUNDAY DINNER) I see you're upsetting your mother again, as usual.

PHIL:
Look, I come home for the first time in... what, ten years? and... oh, let's forget it. (MOTHER COMES IN WITH THE REST OF THE DINNER. THEY ALL SIT DOWN AND EAT. PHIL PICKS UP SARAH TO PUT HER ON THE CHAIR) Oh, she's wet. I'll change her.

MEG:
The stuff is in my bag in the hall. (PHIL WALKS OUT, CARRYING SARAH, AND GOES INTO THE SITTING ROOM, WHICH IS LIKE A MUSEUM, WITH SETTEE AND BIG ARMCHAIR, GLASS CABINET WITH BOOKS IN, BULRUSHES IN A LARGE VASE AND IS NEVER USED.  PHIL IS SAT ON THE SETTEE, IN THE MIDDLE OF CHANGING SARAH, WHEN HIS MOTHER COMES TO THE DOOR. SHE LOOKS FURIOUS)
MOTHER:
(SHOUTS) What are you doing in here? (PHIL LOOKS UP SHOCKED) Get out of here. Do you hear me? Get out of here! (PHIL TAKES NO NOTICE, CONTINUES CHANGING NAPPY) Get out of here! I won't have my place used in this way. (FATHER COMES TO DOOR) Harold, get him out of here!
FATHER:
Come on. Get out! You hear your mother. (PHIL FINISHES CHANGING NAPPY - LOOKS AT BOTH OF THEM WHILST CUDDLING SARAH)
MOTHER:
Get him out, Harold. Out, I don't want him in the house. I don't want any of them in our house! Get them out! (MEG COMES TO DOOR AS PHIL GETS UP AND GOES TO WALK OUT)
MEG:
I can't stand it. I'm disgusted with you, Mrs Masters, disgusted!

MOTHER:
Get out of my house. Get them out, Harold!

PHIL:
I'm leaving now. (PUSHES PAST MOTHER AND FATHER. MOTHER PUSHES PAST AND OPENS THE FRONT DOOR, AND PICKS UP MEG'S BAG AND THROWS IT OUT. PHIL AND MEG GO TO WALK OUT) You're not my family. You're like the Gestapo!

MOTHER:
(THROWING MEG AND PHIL'S COATS AFTER THEM AS THEY LEAVE) We never want to see you again! (TO PHIL) The next time I want to see you, is when you're in your coffin!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO

A VICTORIAN HOUSE OVERLOOKING THE SEA AT MAIDENCOMBE, SOUTH DEVON,BELONGING TO MARY,50, A PURSER'S WIFE. PHIL AND MEG HAVE GONE TO STAY FOR THE NIGHT

PHIL:
Well, how did all these events begin?

MARY:
(BROAD COCKNEY) Well it all started a few years ago... but really, I suppose it started years before that, when I was living with my first husband. I had two boys. One was seven and one was five. And one day when Tommy was at work, I said to meself, a marriage can either run on love or fear. So, I said to meself, what's the troof of this one? Well I came to the definite conclusion that it was run on fear. So, when the boys came home from school, I had all their stuff and mine packed into two big trunks. Got a taxi, and set off to another life. I brought them up meself in the east end. They're both grown up now, and married. Anyway, a few years ago, I met this purser, and we got married and, as you see, living in a pretty smart house. Well, one day when Arthur's at sea, I'm in the kitchen, when the word `sheep' keeps coming on in me brain. It went on and on, `sheep, sheep'. That's it - just that - it didn't matter what I did, I couldn't stop it. I tried standing on me head, banging it against the door, but it just went on `sheep'. Eventually I say, `Alright, Mary, let's go for a drive.' I drove to the nearest point I knew, where there were sheep grazing. There's a church by this field. I went into the churchyard, and went to sit on a park bench to view the sheep. There was a woman already sat there, and no sooner had I joined her on the old bench, she began crying like a fish. Sobbed her bleedin heart up. Soon, she explained to me, that she and her husband, who was now dead, had lived all their life together on a small farm in Wales. She said she felt that she was also dying now, and wanted to see some sheep, before she went. So I consoled her as well as I could, and didn't even mention the message I had been getting. Nothing happened for a week or so, then I start picking up, `The cliff tops at Wall's End, cliff tops at Wall's End.' That's all that kept coming through. After a whole day of this, I drove to the cliff tops. I was walking along, when suddenly out of me own bleedin mouth came these words: `I'm not a saint, but I did give my life to orphaned children, and chose this spot to be buried, where the children had spent many happy times. I wanted no place marked, but don't forget to heal my children.' I didn't know what to do so I just came back home. Nothing else happened. About a week goes by, when I started picking up `McCracken.'. This goes on for another day: `McCracken, McCraken.' Eventually I knew what I had to do. I remembered that the Vicar at Cockington, is called McCracken. So I got in me car, just about to drive off, when a friend comes by. I knew she was the last person to mention what I was going to do cos she wouldn't have understood it, at all, and would have ridiculed it! So, I just drove on, and waved to her! Parked the car, and walked across the field towards the vicar's house. And as I was getting nearer, I started to cry and cry like a baby. By the time I got to his door, I was virtually howling. Anyway, it was Sunday lunchtime, and I had no time to hang about. I didn't even knock. Just went straight in. He and his missus were tucking into their roast. `Alright,' I said, `here I am! I think you want to see me.' He was very considerate. Sat me down and said, `Alright, tell me what's been happening to you?' So I told him the story, while he and his wife was eating their dinner. When I came to the bit when I was on top of the cliffs at Wall's End he said, `Mary, you are a very sensitive woman.' Well, that was the first time I'd heard that. `How come?' I said. `Well,' he said, `there was this lady who opened an orphanage at the end of the 19th century, and she used to bring the children to visit Babbacombe, and they'd play on the cliff tops and, when she died, she asked to buried there at Wall's End, without any sign of the place. I want you to do spiritual work in your church at Maidencombe.` `Wait a minute,' I said, `one, I've never been in the church at Maidencombe, two, I'm not a christian and, three, I didn't think your church had anything to do with Spiritualism.' `It's not spiritualism,' he said, `but spiritual work. It's one of the main activities of the real Church of Christ - Spiritual Healing.' `But I can't do spiritual healing,' I said. `No you can't, but The Holy Spirit can do it through you.'`Oh, that's different.' I said  `Well,now you're being asked to make way for The Holy Spirit, so what do you say? Are you up to it?' `But if I tell the vicar at Maidencombe, who I've never met, that I'm going to begin to do spiritual work in his church, he'll go potty.' `His reactions,' he said, `are not the subject of our present concern. The point is, are you going to do it, or not?' `Right then,' I said.

So, I went back home, and gave the vicar at Maidencombe a ring. Didn't explain why, but told him I wanted to see him. We arranged that he should come round the following day, and have tea. So he did. Well, he rabbited on for about fifteen minutes, about what it meant to be a Christian, and I knew by that time, he hadn't got the faintest clue of what it really is all about. He'd got it all from books! `Look,' I said, `I didn't ask you here, so you could tell me what books you've read. I wanted to find out what you know, because I'm going to do spiritual work in your church.' Blimey, he went bananas! Started calling me an agent of the devil, a witch, and lots of stuff like that. `Say what you like,' I said. `Makes no difference. I'm going to do it anyway!' And so I did. And I've been doing it for the last three years. Then one day, a few months ago, I started having these stomach pains. All over, but mostly in my stomach. I was writhing about the floor in agony. It was like I felt pregnant. I thought I can't be pregnant? Surely I'm not pregnant? But it felt like I was pregnant. Then there was this knock at the door and it's Jenny - who's asleep upstairs at the moment - who I'd never seen before in my life! And she's standing there, about four months pregnant at the time, and had nowhere to go, because her boyfriend had dumped her out of his car as they were passing past this `ouse. (They had an argument about Jenny being pregnant!) So, in a state of desperation, she knocked on the door of the first house she could see, and of course, it was me who answered the door - and that solved the riddle of my pregnancy pains.

PHIL:
That's an incredible story! I didn't realise that the Christian Church still had a living spiritual network...

MARY:
Nor does anyone, until it hits you! Religion ain't that sentimental picture people fink it is! It's a tough world! A real battle. With loads of fun. You're either in it, or you're not! What's in between, is codswallop. And that's the troof!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE

PHIL AND MEG IN PHIL'S LITTLE BASEMENT ROOM, 186 HAVERSTOCK HILL, HAMPSTEAD, NORTH LONDON. MEG IS IN THE MIDDLE OF HER FIRST LSD TRIP. SHE IS VERY HIGH. KING DAVID AT THE DOOR. FLOWERS IN VASES. DAVID HAS NEWSPAPER PARCEL UNDER HIS ARM. THE ROOM IS VERY STARK, BUT AESTHETICALLY BEAUTIFUL .

DAVID:
I Thought I'd better come round and see you old boy. It's been ages and ages since I last saw you.  I had a marvellous stroke of luck yesterday. I came across the Holy grail, which they drank from at the last supper. So I set off to find you because I thought we could make an occasion of it. And celebrate with a nice cup of tea. And I've got something else here, which I thought would interest you. It's a marvellous old Chinese sword, which was used to cut the heads off those bloody Christian priests! (LOOKING AT MEG) Are you busy down here in the crypt? (MEG LOOKS ALARMED)
PHIL:
No David. Please come In. Meg is taking her first LSD trip...like she's in another world.

DAVID:
Oh, it's not bloody poetry is it?

PHIL:
No, it's alright. It's alright. You'll be OK. Sit down. (DAVID SITS IN CHAIR. MEG IS SAT ON THE FLOOR IN THE CORNER, WITH HEAD IN HANDS. DAVID IS UNWRAPPING GRAIL PARCEL. HE TAKES OUT A VERY LARGE OLD TWO-HANDLED GRAVY JUG AND HOLDS IT UP)
DAVID:
Just look at that old boy. That's a famous relic for you. I don't reckon that's been used for a long time.

PHIL:
(GOES TO TAKE IT) Ah.

DAVID:
Careful old boy, how you handle it - it's radioactive.

PHIL:
Well, perhaps I'd better not touch it.

DAVID:
It will be safer if you didn't. I think Chinese swords are more in your line. (UNWRAPS A RUSTY BAR OF A BEDSTEAD) Now, Take a hold of that, old boy. That's rich with bloody history. I can hear the screams of those bloody Christian priests, when I hold this. (HOLDS ABOVE PHIL'S HEAD) Getting what they deserve.Ah ah ah.

PHIL:
Careful what you say, David, Meg is travelling out of her body, and it'd be a shame if she crashed!

DAVID:
Look old boy, I didn't come here to be tortured with prayers! I can't go anywhere these days and have a quiet cup of tea! I'm sick and tired of being tortured with people's prayers! If it's not prayers, it's poetry! Rammed down your throat, wherever you go! Nobody's real. All they want to do all day long, is talk about that filthy creature they call God.

PHIL:
I think you're being very unreasonable, David.

DAVID:
I didn't know you'd have a religion going on in here. (PEEVED) I just thought you'd like to have a chance of having a first view of the Holy Grail, whilst we had a cup of tea.

PHIL:
Yes, I'm glad to see the holy vessel...and I'll make a pot of tea. But please, try not to upset Meg, as she's very sensitive at the moment. (PHIL MAKES TEA OFF STAGE)

DAVID:
Women are always sensitive about their imagination. You can't take a step anywhere, without them thinking that you're giving them a baby. I went to see Mary the other day, popped in to have a cup of tea. I sat in the kitchen as I always do. Was holding my tea, when she told me she was having a baby! I told her, I don't know anything about it. She had no right to blame me. I've been doing my work, night and day. Doing my meditation. Why should she tell me she's having a baby? I'm having enough trouble. Trying to make the place look decent. I can't stand all these newspapers they keep bringing into my house. I told my guests, you can come and stay here for the night, I don't mind that, but I'm having no newspapers in here. If you want to read newspapers, you read them in the garden. That's what they do - try to thrust it down your throat, day and night! Prayers and poetry. One of these guests, even lit a fire in the front room with his newspapers. And that brought out the fire brigade. Then, one of these generals with a helmet on, accosted me in the street, and asked me where I came from? (INDIGNANT) Where I came from? I told him straight: where do you think I come from!? The same place as you sir! I've crawled up through the floor-boards, a few million years ago, and all I want is some peace and quiet. If you want fires, go and light your own.

PHIL:
(ENTERING WITH TRAY) Here's some tea and biscuits, David, perhaps this'll cheer you up.

DAVID:
I was alright, before I saw that woman over there with all her prayers.

MEG:
(CRYING. LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW) The trees David, are wearing corduroy. Oh David, reality is so wonderful, so wonderful! I wish you...

DAVID:
(INTERREUPTING) It's sheer hell out there! It might be wonderful for you, but you're not a choir boy! 

MEG:
Oh you're never relaxed, David. You should try to enjoy life, and stop fighting God.

DAVID:
There she goes. More treachery from the virgin Mary. (MEG LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW UNTIL THE END OF THE SCENE)
PHIL:
I think that was going a bit far, David.

DAVID:
Oh well, I suppose I'd better be getting on. (LOOKS AT HIS WATCH) I've got plenty to do. And if I don't do it, nobody else will bother. (DRINKS TEA AND GETS UP. PHIL TAKES HIM TO THE DOOR)
PHIL:
(POINTING AT THE SKY, PUTS ARM AROUND DAVID'S SHOULDERS) Look David, look at the sky. What Meg says is true. Look at the miracle of the beauty of those stars.

DAVID:
Huh! Don't talk to me about the stars! You call that fun? Infernal machinery! High precision turbines. Whirling gears, hammering on the anvil. And look at the sparks shooting out! And what's coming out of the sparks? Machine gun fire. Rolls Royces. Baby elephants. Yacking dogs.Tanks and Spitfires.Tea and porkpie hats. You call that fun? It's bloody torture. Torture day and night. And no-one else cares about it, and I've got to keep it all in order. Look, I won't keep you any longer old boy. I can see you're very busy down here in the crypt. I've got to get on!

PHIL:
OK David as you will. I'm sorry you didn't enjoy the visit. I don't know when we'll meet again? We're off to Ireland tomorrow, to attend a flying saucer conference.

DAVID:
Well perhaps you might mention that the weather down here on Orion, is bloody awful... (WALKS OFF)  and the tea - filthy!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR

PHIL, MEG AND SARAH WALKING ALONG A ROAD IN COUNTY FERMANEAUGH, IRELAND. PHIL QUESTIONS AN OLD MAN STANDING BY THE ROADSIDE.

PHIL:
Excuse me, could you tell me the way to Lough Erne?

MAN:
(VERY IRISH ACCENT) And what would you be wanting to go to Lough Erne for?

PHIL:
Well, we've got to meet some friends on Lusty Beg Island.

MAN:
Lusty Beg Island indeed! There's better places to go lad, if you want to go anywhere at all!
PHIL:
Well, we'd like to get there... if...

MAN:
If I was to recommend anywhere, I'd say Sligo was more to my liking.

PHIL:
(AMUSED) I wasn't asking you if you liked the place, I'd just like to know the right direction?

MAN:
If I gave the RIGHT direction, it's a form of recommendation, is it not? And what's more, it can be said that very often one may take the right direction, and end up in the WRONG place. There's many folk who are in the WRONG PLACE right now lad, but who think they know the right direction, we should all travel along. So if you really want to get lost in that godless spot in the middle of nowhere, you'd better take that road on the left.

MEG:
Thanks a lot. Are you from these parts?

MAN:
When a man wonders where he's from ma'am... he becomes a wanderer in the spirit. Nothing is what it appears to be, and that's a knotty point in the grain. May the spirit guide you rightly ma'am and you lad, and your little one. Watch out - that's my motto.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE

LUSTY BEG FLYING SAUCER CONFERENCE, LOUGH ERNE, COUNTY FERMANEAUGH, EIRE. 1968. INSIDE A MARQUEE. A HUNDRED OR SO PEOPLE. SMALL ROSTRUM STAGE. IRISH BOY ON ROSTRUM, NAME OF GERALD. DESMOND, THE ORGANISER, INTRODUCES GERALD TO AUDIENCE

DESMOND:
Our last speaker tonight is a young man called Gerald O'Casey. His is a very strange story which I personally feel is completely authentic! I first heard Gerald tell his story a week ago, when his mother phoned me up and asked if she could bring him to the conference, as she thought it might help his confidence in relation to these matters. (POINTS TO GERALD) May I introduce - Gerald O'Casey! (GERALD IS A TALL LANKY YOUTH, 18 YEARS OLD. HE TALKS IN BROAD IRISH ACCENT, AND DELIVERS HIS SPEECH HESITANTLY. HE SEEMS VERY AWKWARD, IN HIS POSITION OF ADDRESSING PEOPLE)
GERALD:
My story begins on the fourteenth of March this year, when I was walking home from a dance, near midnight. I had to walk five miles to my home. At the point where I was walking in the middle of the moors, I was suddenly aware of the place getting brighter and brighter. looking up,I saw three coloured lights, coming down towards me, from the sky. The next thing I knew, I was lying on a hospital bed. There was a television set above my head. I thought, for God's sake, where am I?  And printed on the T.V. screen, was what I'd just said. Jesus, that's a weird television I thought. And printed on the screen was, `Jesus, that's a weird television'. Next thing, two male nurses come up to me, and tell me to get up. I did. I told them I didn't know where I was? What was wrong with me? What sort of hospital was I in? They didn't answer any of my questions, but instead, asked me to stand up and take off my plastic mac. I took it off, and they took it from me. Then, one of them beckoned me to go into another room, and went with me, whilst the other one, began examining my see-through mac, with strange instruments under bright lights. I was taken into the other room, where there was a young woman standing up in a silver-coloured gown. The man left me in the room, with the woman. The room seemed almost round. The walls were a strange orange-red colour, and there was a funny sound of humming all the time. `Where am I?' I said to her, and `who are you?' She didn't answer my questions either.  Instead, she asked me very quietly, to take off my clothes. `I don't want to take my clothes off,' I said. `There's nothing wrong with me. I don't have any bruises, and I can walk alright. I think something might have knocked me over, but I can't feel any pain! So you don't need to examine me.' `No,I want you to help me,' she said. `How can I help you,' I said. `You would help me with an experiment, if you took your clothes off,' she replied. I kept telling her I didn't want to take my clothes off! Eventually, she said, if I wouldn't take them off, she'd ask the two men to undress me. So I did take them off. Then she took off her silver dress... and she had nothing on underneath!!!!! I was really frightened! I'd never seen a young woman naked before. Then she told me to come over to her. I said I wanted to put my clothes back on. She told me I was being silly, and that there was nothing to be frightened of, that she wouldn't hurt me. So eventually I walked over to her. She pulled back a curtain, and there was a strange sort of bed there, it wasn't really like a bed, because it was shaped like an 'S', and the material on it - I couldn't work out what it was - it was almost as if it was made of solid hot air, that was coloured orange-red, but the colour kept changing, sometimes golden to bright green... she lay sideways on the `bed', and told me to lie beside her back, and so I did, and she persuaded me to make love to her. I'd never done that before! I sort of passed out whilst it was happening. Afterwards she said that I was very strange. Strange!? I said it was a funny thing for a doctor to ask a patient to do!!!! I wasn't angry now, because I liked making love to her, but I asked her, `what do you mean, I'm strange..?' She said, `all you Earth people are strange. You never seem to develop.' `Are you different from me then?' I said. `Totally different,' she said. I started to feel faint. I got up, and was starting to put my clothes on. `Well where do you come from?' I asked. `You wouldn't understand, even if I told you,' she said. `Please let me try,' I said. She refused. I kept begging her. At last she said, `alright, but I can't see how it will help you! I am from a different galaxy than this one.' I don't know why it frightened me so much, but I felt petrified. She had put her silver-coloured gown on again, and led me into the other room, where the two men were still examining my mac. She spoke to them in a strange language - one of them, came over and gave me back my mac. He led me over to the other side of the room, and told me to lie down on the bed under the strange T.V.  What will happen next, I thought? The next thing I remember, I was lying on the grass, beside the road, in roughly the same spot, where I first saw the coloured lights!!? I heard a strange beeping noise above my head, and the coloured lights were just visible... and then - gone! I felt very frightened, and ran all the way home, and told my mother everything. She was wonderful, and believed me! But since I've been at this conference, I don't feel people believe me! (LOOKS SHY)
DESMOND:
Well, that's a pretty remarkable story I think you'll all agree, and I think it was very brave of Gerald to stand up in front of a crowd of people he hardly knows, and relate such a devastating..personal story. With Gerald's permission, perhaps if anyone would like to take the opportunity of asking him any questions that might have cropped up, whilst he was talking, now is the time to shoot away.

MELINA:
(HIPPY LADY, LONG BLACK HAIR) Gerald, you didn't say anything about what the lady looked like...?

GERALD:
I think that's private.

MELINA:
It's silly to say it's private when you just told us details of an intimate relationship you had with the lady - I'd just like to know what she looked like.

GERALD:
I don't know how to describe what she looked like.

MELINA:
Well, was she tall? Thin? Fat? Dark? Beautiful? Or ugly?

GERALD:
How dare you suggest she might be ugly!  She was beautiful! She had long,dark wavy hair, and she was covered all over...in large golden freckles.

MELINA:
Covered all over in large golden freckles doesn't sound very beautiful to me. Did she have ears like us and pubic hair?

GERALD:
I don't want to talk about this any more. She wouldn't like it. She is very beautiful... and she loves me.

MELINA:
You sound as if you still know her...?

GERALD:
(SUPERIOR TONE) I do still know her. She's... my best friend. And she's with me now!

PAUL:
Where exactly do you imagine you were when all this happened?

GERALD:
I was inside a spaceship!

PAUL:
How can you be sure it was a 'spaceship'?

GERALD:
I've just been told to not speak any more about this subject.

PAUL:
Who told you this?

GERALD:
I'm not saying any more about that special meeting. These space people are my real brothers and sisters who I trust.

PAUL:
If they are communicating with you right now, how are they doing it?

GERALD:
I'm not going to tell you, because you wouldn't understand. I've been told not to tell human beings, `things they cannot understand'.

PAUL:
You say they are your brothers and sisters now. So, are they our brothers and sisters as well?

GERALD:
I'm not going to answer any more questions. (PEOPLE START TO ARGUE AND GERALD RUNS OFF STAGE. DESMOND COUGHS AND EVENTUALLY EVERYONE CALMS DOWN)
DESMOND:
(SPEAKS VERY FAST, AS IF ON SPEED) I hope we haven't upset our young friend too much. It must be a very distressing time for him. He in fact had already told me that the lady was in direct contact with him, and was due to have a baby very soon. I know it's strange, but I've met quite a few people who have been contacted by aliens, and they've all been profoundly disturbed by the events. Except for one person, who I got to know very well. That was George Adamski.

Now George told me that he met aliens quite frequently, who were extremely ethical people with a tremendous desire to help humanity through this infantile stage it's going through. He also came across another group of extra-terrestrials who are trying to interfere with humanity's possible evolution. George came up against these many times! And learned a great deal about them. Apparently they come from a planet in the constellation of Orion, and were the first ones in our Galaxy to develop space travel. There is a reference in the Old Testament which says, `The Lord's hand will prevent the Dark One from seizing the gentle sisters.' George explained to me that `the Dark One' was a name used to describe Orion by many primitive tribes all over this planet. The Kalahari bushmen, the Australian Aborigines, Maoris and Peruvian Indians, all regard this point of light as a source of malevolence! And they all regard the Pleiades as gentle. As you know, we all call that group os stars, ` The Seven Sisters'. So, it indicates that the beings from Orion would be prevented by the Lord from interfering with the evolution of life in the Pleiades. Now George maintained that they were definitely interfering with the growth of understanding on our planet. I've mentioned this because I think it's extremely important that we confront the issue of dark forces. We humans have a weakness for trivialising the good, and romanticising the dark. We have to face the fact that `evil is a reality' and it's not limited to this planet. Most sensitive people are aware that there is a war going on on the spiritual planes. I experience this war in my soul, as a struggle between truth and lies. We cannot hope to escape the responsibility of deciding which way our life goes, by fantasising a race of eager angels who will save us from this dilemma. Whether this planet survives or not, depends not on our technology, but on our will and, unless our will is rooted in Divine truth, we are bound to eventually promote the final destruction. But the point is, we must concentrate our energy on being good, not on trying to avoid being bad. If you are good, that which is good in the universe comes your way. And, with the true light of love, you can confront the dark.

PHIL:
(JUMPS UP FEELING ANGRY) Look, we're becoming OBSESSED by the idea of aliens, because we act like ALIENS... to one another! By our attitudes we've made Gerald feel like an ALIEN. People pass on information to one another but, because we don't actually trust ourselves, we can't trust each other. It's only by being truthful that I can trust myself... not by being good!! Ideas of `good and evil' BOTH CONSPIRE to create an UNBALANCED UNIVERSE. If there ARE aliens around, let us hope that they are neither good nor bad... but honest, and sensitive to the ordinary beauty of this stunning planet. Let us hope that they take joy in the warm feel of a country lane in the summer's evening, and that they can distinguish the difference between such an ambience, and that of a seaside town in winter.

Let us hope that they have worked through what we're stuck in - preserving illusions whilst destroying our real Mother planet!  Do you realise that, if you allow a grudge against another to LIVE IN YOUR SOUL - you are Suffocating that other person? If you think, `I like Phil... BUT' and you don't tell him up front what that `BUT' is, you cannot possibly really communicate with him! You will be fudging around an objection and, therefore, alienating him!

If we refuse to be really truthful in our social dealings, then we deserve to be taken over by `masters of illusion'. We must be honest and expose to each other our meanness, our selfishness, and the manic way we try to be always RIGHT!  We're still self indulgent, because we're obsessed by the fear that we don't really count in this universe...and we try to counteract this phobia through ego-inflation.

Why does a conference like this encourage shallow gossip? Because we like to think we're in the know, and superior to most other human beings... and of course... you can only maintain this illusion through LYING TO YOURSELF. We have to scrutinise our own motives, before we disseminate what we consider to be the `facts'. If the public doesn't feel a sense of depth and conscience in what we have to say about the future, we will only encourage ALIENATION. We must remember that the integrity and style of the individual IS the texture of the announcement. What's the use of being enthusiastic about a 'new age' if you're still speaking with an old tongue? You just make people feel the whole thing's - PHONEY!  And now... here's a little jig to end my morbid newsflash! (PHIL PLAYS HIS BAMBOO FLUTE, AND WHEN HE STOPS, PEOPLE FILE OUT. PHIL WALKS OUTSIDE AND LOOKS UP AT THE STARS. PAUL SHELLEY WALKS UP BEHIND HIM)
PAUL:
That was real utterance Phil.

PHIL:
(SWINGS ROUND) It was anger!

PAUL:
Yes, but a clear statement of our condition - straight from the heart. I felt it. That's utterance. A real outcry. Keep it going Phil. Keep it going!

PHIL:
What are you going to do about it Paul?

PAUL:
(COMES CLOSER TO PHIL) I was going through a rough patch when I was tripping last week, and a voice said my only hope was to `devote my life to God'.

PHIL:
You're lucky.

PAUL:
Not really. I had to explain to the invisible messenger that I had too much on my plate already. (WALKS OFF. PHIL SHAKES HIS HEAD, AND WANDERS BY A TENT. MELINA AND MICHAEL ARE SITTING ROUND THEIR FIRE. THEY ARE BOTH VERY INTO FLOWER POWER AND ARE DRESSED ACCORDINGLY)
MELINA:
Hey, I'm Melina. This is Michael. That was a great speech. Come and sit down, and have some mint tea.

PHIL:
(SITS) Ta. I'm Phil.

MELINA:
You've got a little girl with long hair haven't you?

PHIL:
Yep. She's called Sarah.

MELINA:
My son's called Simon. He's about the same age I guess, three?

PHIL:
That's it. (PAUSE. MICHAEL ROLLS A JOINT, MELINA HANDS PHIL A CUP OF MINT TEA)
MELINA:
You must think I'm very bolshie, the way I questioned Gerald?

PHIL:
We're all self-centred Melina. I am. Is that clear?

MELINA:
I didn't like the way he was saying everything... as if he was reading it off a script. I wanted to get to his real feelings.

PHIL:
I understand that... but surely you could see he was very unaware of himself... yet you jumped in for the kill!

MICHAEL:
I don't think that's fair! He asked to be challenged... by telling his story with such total conviction. (NO-ONE HAS NOTICED MEG WALK UP)
MEG:
(SITTING DOWN) I don't think CONVICTION is the point at issue! I'm Meg, and it seems to me that something very powerful has happened to that young guy, and what I feel is that he's been HYPNOTISED by whoever or whatever he's been in contact with - hypnotised to relate this particular story, for goodness knows what reason? I think that's WHY he appears convinced!

PHIL:
Very clear Meg. (GIVES HER A HUG. MELINA AND MICHAEL BOTH NOD) It's true that `conviction' can be a ploy to gain power. (PAUSE. MELINA STARTS QUIETLY CRYING)
MEG:
(PUTS ARM AROUND MELINA) What's the matter honey?

MELINA:
I've learnt from a shocking experience how `conviction' can be a channel for very dark forces!
MICHAEL:
Come on Melina - you don't need to go over all that again.

MELINA:
Michael! It's my life - not yours!

MICHAEL:
(PAUSE) That HURT Melina. (HE LOOKS AWAY)
MELINA:
When I was fourteen, I discussed with my best friend at boarding school the question of whether Black Magic was real or imaginary? (SOBS) It was just before the lights went off in the dorm that we decided to try out an experiment. We decided... (FRENZY OF SOBBING. MICHAEL PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND HER)
MICHAEL:
This is masochistic Melina! Stop torturing yourself.

MEG:
If she wants to get it out, let her!

MELINA:
Thank you Meg. He's always trying to stop me getting CLEAR.

MICHAEL:
 (IN A HUFF) That's not fair.

PHIL:
Come on man... let's help her get off the hook. (MICHAEL SHRUGS, LIGHTS THE JOINT AND SITS DOWN)
MELINA:
You've got to stop crowding me Michael. Your verdict doesn't release me. It's in me and I want it OUT!

MEG:
That's right. Truth is the only way through... so out with it!

MELINA:
(PULLING ON THE JOINT) We decided that on the twelfth stroke of midnight - I would try to stop her heart beating by WILLING IT. I was supposed to check at half past twelve if she was alright - but I fell asleep! In the morning - she was DEAD!!!!!

PHIL & MEG:
WHAT!!?

MELINA:
YES! YES! YES!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE SIX

TOM'S BASEMENT ROOM IN POWIS TERRACE, NOTTING HILL GATE, LONDON. IT'S DARK, JUST A COUPLE OF CANDLES. TOM DAVIDSON IS SAT BY THE FIRE. THERE ARE A LOT OF OTHER PEOPLE LOUNGING ABOUT. THE PLACE HAS LOST IT'S MAGICAL ATMOSPHERE. IT NOW HAS A WORN OUT,  LAY-ABOUT ATMOSPHERE. LETHARGIC WITH CONTINUOUS DOPE-SMOKING. TOM LOOKS AS IF HE'S BEING DRAINED BY THE AIMLESSNESS OF THE LAY-ABOUTS WHO ARE SPONGING OFF TOM, BECAUSE OF HIS GOOD, EASY-GOING NATURE. PHIL IS SAT BY THE FIRE, WITH ALDISS. ALDISS HAS HORN-RIMMED GLASSES, TALL, WELL-CUT SUIT, COCKNEY ACCENT.

PHIL:
I can't get out of my mind - Melina's terror!

ALDISS:
Yeah, well, one night about midnight, this voice in my head told me to walk out of my room, then down this road, turn a corner and go on, and so on, until it told me to go into this particular house, go up the stairs and then it said - go into this particular room! I went in, and was told to wait. There was absolutely nothing in the room, except an electric light - on. All white walls. I waited, and waited, and then was told to leave the room. Then I had to walk, and walk, and walk, and eventually I came to Charing Cross Road Railway Station, in the middle of the night. I was then told to go in, and wait. Inside were hundreds and hundreds of people - all waiting like me. I looked around, and saw some of the controllers at the back, wearing suits and bowler hats, and went up to one of them and asked if I would be `allowed to come back from where I was being sent?' He stared at me for some time, and then said calmly, `I see no reason why not!' Then over the loudspeakers, I was told to get on the next train. The carriages were packed with men and women all looking very glum. At Tunbridge Wells, a voice over the PA system on the station said, `get out all those in need of faith.' I got out, and was then guided to a large country mansion, where I was kept on lentil soup for three months. Don't ask me what happened there - I don't know. I remember going in the gates and coming out. Then I was told to go home. As I walked out, the Gatekeeper looked at the clock and calendar and said, `three months and two hours.' That's all. I got back home, and nothing else has happened. That was a year ago. For a year I've been utterly paranoiac - but I was talking recently to a friend who's now dead, and told him the story, and I was complaining as usual about the strange treatment I'd got, and he said, `I don't see why you worry so much. After all, the controllers kept their word.'( PAUSE. ALDIS STARES AHEAD)

PHIL:
(IN A STRONG, AUTHORITATIVE, DRAMATIC VOICE) Alright, you lot. I think you've drained Tom enough with this limp behaviour. Things are going to change around here. How do I know? Because I'm the changer. Tomorrow night...in here...at eight o'clock, I'm going to give a philosophical talk. Honest, intelligent people welcome!(EVERYONE LOOKS CONFUSED BY THIS INCONGRUOUS STATEMENT AND THERE IS NO REACTION.)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT ONE, SCENE SEVEN

POWIS TERRACE BASEMENT. ELECTRIC LIGHT ON. THE ROOM IS SPOTLESS AND ELEGANT WITH A TABLE, ON WHICH IS A VASE OF FLOWERS, FRUIT IN BOWLS, GLASSES OF FRUIT JUICE, PLATES OF NUTS, ETC. TOM IS DRESSED IN CLEAN WHITE SHIRT, AND CLEAN TROUSERS. PHIL IN WHITE SUIT, STRAW HAT AND WHITE SHOES. PEOPLE ARE SAT ON CHAIRS. MARTY MISSION, MIKE McKINNON,PAUL SHELLEY, SANDOR, AUDREY, RAY, PETER, MEG, SALLY, MARK HYATT, TOM AND OTHERS ARE SITTING DOWN. AS PHIL STARTS TALKING, A SUITED MAN COMES IN AND SITS AT THE SIDE

PHIL:
(STANDING UP BEHIND THE TABLE. NOTES ON THE TABLE) For too long now, we've been avoiding the major issue of our time - the impotence of the good, and the fact that intelligence is being continuously down-graded. We have become used to the idea that our life on this planet is to be governed by prejudice. Prejudice implies a distortion of the present, through the mind - a mind which is a constellated set of interpretations, fitted out to suit a low level of awareness. All governments today encourage selfishness - all governments, that is, in the western hemisphere - and therefore we have a responsibility to alter the `psyche of our society.' We cannot make this contribution if we continue to avoid confronting the issue. The issue is that we are not thinking. Not thinking with our guts, with our bones, our heart and our spirit. We are avoiding coming into contact with our sleep. We do not recognise the decay we are encouraging, through refusing to name it. I am giving this talk tonight because last night I came down here and witnessed a perfect example of spiritual deterioration. Parasitic people laying about, lethargic, doped up, draining Tom because he's TOO good-natured to tell them to piss off! Now, what we need is a space - a common space - that is, not someone's pad like this, but a space where those who are attempting to create and are creating, can inspire those who THINK they can't create - to do something! In other words, a place where I can write poetry, Tom can compose music, Meg can do her illustrations, Paul can do his leylines, etc, etc, in peace, and therefore, by creating works in public, it might inspire others to start creating . (PAUSE) Let's say that if, instead of me writing at home, I write in this projected space, and someone else does weaving, and so on, the atmosphere for a start will be an encouragement for others to experiment. You see what is happening? There is a deep disappointment setting into our movement, because we sense that we are not CHANGING the form of our society. We've taken acid, etc, seen the light, been fried like an egg by the Sun of Truth, changed our partners, vomited up our past, but we've failed to convert! Now this IS THE ISSUE. FAILED TO CONVERT, because we are not SETTING AN EXAMPLE. One showing is worth a thousand explanations, so goes a Chinese saying. We can only convert by BEING a pointer ourselves to a different way of living life. This means one's life is open to scrutiny. No HOGWASH. You take acid, you feel open, you want to love the whole of humanity but, next day, you accept the robotic behaviour of people on the streets, on buses, trains, in shops, etc. When someone avoids contact with you on a bus, etc, IT IS PAINFUL, but the scenario states by inference that this fact must be made subliminal. Life is being destroyed on this planet before our very eyes, whilst we dream of enlightenment. We have to act, but act from compassion, and that means facing that my pain is your pain, and vice versa. We are all responsible for the psychic atmosphere of this planet. Yes, each one of us is contributing to the tone of the feeling of being a human being today. So let's come on, up front, and throw away our petty, private escape plans, because we're all in this boat together! Either the whole of humanity will make it or none of us will! This means we have TO THINK - to learn and think beyond the surface ideation process. To think with our core. This is not easy. It means really caring. And the disease of our time is characterised by NOT CARING. This is the Devil's sneer. 

So, first we need a space to work and think in. A common space, where host and guest do not operate. Does anyone have any suggestions?

STEPHEN:
My name's Stephen and I have a studio in St Stephen's Gardens which I'm not using. It's about ten times bigger than this, and you can use it - free of rent - just pay for the electricity. (THE SUITED MAN QUIETLY LEAVES THE ROOM)
PHIL:
Good, I'll make the arrangements with you, Stephen, in a minute. So we've already got a good start. Now, we've got to work hard, to get to the core of our dilemma. Let us just add one more point. We have to be an example of heartfelt caring. We are up against a massive psychic force, embodied in so-called `scientific thought.' This philosophy of science is actually nothing to do with real science which, if it existed in our society, would look at everything that is intrinsic to human life, and life in general. We are being encouraged subliminally to adopt the view that the goal of existence is pleasurable duration. Longevity, without pain or suffering. The idea is that the meaning of living is `pleasure for the body'.

I know the spirit is real - but its reality is not formed from photons. The spiritual nature of being is found precisely through thinking. And thinking begins with CARING about life. And caring means sharing. If true intelligent sharing is pursued with diligence and intensity, the spiritual nature of being is revealed.

Thank you everyone for coming tonight, and giving the speaker your attention.

(EVERYONE STARTS CHATTING, AND DRINKS, ETC, ARE HANDED OUT. WHEN EVERYONE HAS GONE, EXCEPT McKINNON, MEG AND TOM, PHIL SPEAKS TO TOM, WHILST MEG IS PUTTING SARAH TO BED IN A CORNER. McKINNON IS PACING UP AND DOWN, PLAYING WITH HIS FLICK KNIFE)

Did you notice that official-looking bloke come in and sit down when I was giving my spiel?

TOM:
Yeah, I noticed him alright.

PHIL:
What did you make of him?

TOM:
Perhaps he was an alien. It seems we're definitely being watched by `them'... whoever they are!

PHIL:
But why are WE being watched? Do they think that we're dangerous?

TOM:
Perhaps they're watching any section of the population which tries to work out what's going on? (MARTY STROLLS IN, WEARING A BLACK OVERCOAT AND LOOKING VERY GREY)
McKINNON:
(JIBES) Ah, it's Marty, with a mission no doubt.

MARTY:
(TO PHIL) Ugh, so this is your little power-trip, Phil. Master-manipulator of the Gate, eh?

PHIL:
Stop sneering, Marty. We don't need this sort of dark talk. We're trying to create good vibes here, so why don't you help?

MARTY:
I don't want to contribute to a classroom atmosphere. I hear you've banned drugs here! Who are you to dictate what people do?

PHIL:
Don't be an imbecile man. If you take this attitude to our new place there'll be no free space - free of paranoia. If there's drugs on the premises, there's paranoia. Admit it! This place and Stephen's studio are catalysts, so stop casting dark nets over what's positive.

MARTY:
It's all your ego-trip Phil. You'd like to be regarded as King of the Gate!

McKINNON:
You see, we have a very curious situation. The English have lost their front... line of deep thinkers... and have left behind... a rubble of complaint.

PHIL:
(MARTY SNIGGERS AS HE GOES TO WALK OUT) You're becoming unbearably bitter Marty. And do you know WHY? It's because you're NOT WORKING. You're using your intelligence to spread darkness, instead of light. You've become an adept at undermining. It's very sad! (MEG LEAVES SARAH ASLEEP AND SITS NEAR TOM)
MARTY:
(SNEERING) Well, don't cry for me - any of you. You can all travel - on your public bus. I prefer elegance! (EXITS)
McKINNON:
It is very inter-esting... that it is considered necessary... to teach upstarts how to sidestep.

TOM:
(SMILES) Perhaps he doesn't like not being the centre of... (SMASH - A BRICK WRAPPED IN A PIECE OF PAPER SKIDS ACROSS THE FLOOR, THROWN THROUGH THE WINDOW. MEG RUSHES OVER TO SARAH, WHO SCREAMS. PHIL RACES TO THE WINDOW, LOOKS OUT AND SHRUGS. TOM NODS KNOWINGLY. McKINNON PICKS UP THE BRICK AND UNWRINKLES THE PIECE OF PAPER)

McKINNON:
A very inter-esting social reaction! A message smashes through the status quo, and no-one wants to read it, but the outlaw. (READS) Pretension... is infinitely WORSE than nothing! (LAUGHS AND LETS THE PAPER FLUTTER TO THE FLOOR AND WALKS OUT, CAREFUL NOT TO STEP ON THE LINES OF THE FLOORBOARDS, (LIKE AVOIDING LINES ON A PAVEMENT). TOM, MEG AND PHIL STARE AFTER HIM. MEG COAXES SARAH BACK TO SLEEP. PHIL MENDS THE WINDOW WITH A PIECE OF CARDBOARD. TOM SITS QUIETLY. ALL THREE THEN HUDDLE ROUND A GREEN PARAFFIN STOVE. LONG SILENCE. SUDDENLY MEG JUMPS UP AND PUTS ON HER FUR-COLLARED BLACK OVERCOAT)
MEG:
I'll leave you two philosophers... (MOCKING) to enjoy this silent TORTURE on your own! I think you've BOTH forgotten what a woman is! I'm going OUT to see if I can find some LIFE. Phil, you can babysit for a change!  I'll see you when I see you Tom. I'm going back to Haworth tomorrow! (PHIL STARES IN AMAZEMENT, AS SHE RUSHES OUT. TOM AND PHIL SIT IN SILENCE FOR SOME TIME)
TOM:
Could you handle Wales?

PHIL:
What?

TOM:
(A BIT SHY) Would you take on Wales?

PHIL:
WHALES? (SHAKES HIS HEAD IN CONFUSION)
TOM:
(CONFIDENTIAL AND VERY INTENSE) Look Phil, you're a good talker, so YOU can talk to the people! You can tell them what's happening. The plan is for McKinnon to handle Scotland, whilst I stay in London and use the bandstand in Kensington Gardens as a telepathic broadcasting station. The Welsh like talking, so they would appreciate your poetic approach. So will you pass on THE MESSAGE in Wales?

PHIL:
(LOOKS ASTONISHED AND BREATHES DEEPLY, SHOCKED THAT TOM SHOULD CONCEIVE OF SUCH A STARK, CHILD-LIKE PLAN!) What about the new space we've just been offered?  What about all that?

TOM:
Give it to Marty. He wants to be king, so let HIM!

PHIL:
You're CRAZY! He's become a FASCIST!

TOM:
There's much wider issues at stake Phil. Do you doubt my vision?

PHIL:
Frankly, yes! I honestly don't believe it works like this. It's like... the beginning of a... (DISAPPROVING VOICE) POLITICAL revolution. It's not like you Tom. How did you get into all this?

TOM:
(CRESTFALLEN) It's best not discussed! (LOOKS DOWN TO THE FLOOR)
PHIL:
(PUTS ARM AROUND HIM) Come on Tom... out with it. How did you suddenly get into this political trip?

TOM:
It's not sudden! I've been into it for FOUR years!

PHIL:
FOUR YEARS! You've kept this to yourself for four years?

TOM:
It was important I told no-one!

PHIL:
Why ever not? (PHIL STANDS AWAY FROM TOM, TO GIVE HIM SPACE TO `THINK')
TOM:
Alright, I'll explain... though I'm not sure that I should...

PHIL:
Come on Tom... don't leave me in the middle of your dream.

TOM:
OK. Look... it happened like this... four years ago the very first `happening' was held in London. THE AMERICANS ARRIVED to show us where IT'S AT! When it was all over... I was packing up my sax... others were clearing up, etc... and Frank Zappa... as he was leaving the place... THE MARQUEE... he said... OK, IT'S UP TO YOU NOW! ... I looked around, and it didn't SEEM TO ME as if anyone had TAKEN ANY NOTICE OF WHAT HE'D SAID!  Then I realised that what he'd said, WAS MEANT FOR ME... Perhaps only I heard it! Anyway, there it was. It was up to ME, to change the consciousness of ENGLAND! To do this, I saw I'd have to alter the energy level on which everyday life DEPENDS.

So, I created situations where many different energies would converge, and therefore would change by interaction. (PHIL IS SHAKING HIS HEAD IN AMAZEMENT) For instance, I realised that the kids could generate more energy if they had their OWN SPACE to get together in. So I decided to OPEN UP Colville Square. You know, it was all fenced off, so that no-one but a few rich residents could use it. So, in the middle of the night, I cut a few big holes in the wire netting, and put up a big notice saying `CHILDREN'S FREE SPACE'.

The kids piled in but, by about three o'clock, the council arrived and closed it again. But, armed with wire cutters, I opened it up again... and again it was CLOSED DOWN... but I kept going... and eventually, after the ninth time, IT STAYED OPEN AND, AS YOU KNOW, IT'S OPEN NOW.

PHIL:
And you did all this as part of your secret mission to change England's consciousness?

TOM:
Well I didn't know if there were any others who had been given the message, or whether I was the only one!

PHIL:
Well, did you check it out?

TOM:
You can't check it out because, by doing that, you might WARN the opposing forces that there's a revolution taking place. Of course they know something's happening but I don't think they realise it's going to change the whole planet... whether they like it or not! They think they can stop it by brute force. They don't realise that the people WANT the NEW WORLD, which we're going to CREATE. I know that people are behind us. I'll give you an example... when I was doing the Portobello Street Processions with the local kids every Saturday... an inspector and a sergeant came down to the basement here in Powis Terrace... `THERE'LL BE NO PROCESSION ON SATURDAY!' the inspector BARKED. I was kneeling on the floor. I just stared at them, and made no reply. `THERE'LL BE NO PROCESSION ON SATURDAY. DO YOU HEAR?!' After a long pause, I looked up at the inspector towering over me and said, `I hadn't realised that the police were now into FORTUNE TELLING!'

On the Saturday, I began the procession as usual, at three. Walking at the front playing my sax, I was followed by about thirty ragged kids, playing dustbin lids, and wailing away on battered penny whistles. Suddenly the fuzz appeared, and went to stop my progress, but instead the onlookers and barrowboys made such a racket of protest... booing and jeering, that the police were forced to withdraw in embarrassment! We continued with much cheering up to Ackland Road. So you see, the people are ready to open up, if they hear the WORD. Now, that's your area! You'll be able to tell the people in Wales what to do when the whole thing `falls to pieces' when the psychedelic changes HIT THEM!

PHIL:
What sort of changes are you anticipating Tom?

TOM:
(LOOKS AT PHIL, HARD AND LONG) Look Phil, ACID didn't happen by chance. It was GIVEN TO US, so we could PREPARE for the BIG CHANGE! Given to us by the SPACE PEOPLE.

PHIL:
You really believe that?

TOM:
Belief is arrogance. As the space ships approach... the very AIR WILL BECOME ACID... EVERYONE WILL BE TRIPPING IN THE SAME MOMENT... Can you IMAGINE IT? ... Bus conductors will SEE a load of MONKEYS on the bus... butchers will start howling at seeing blood... everything will CHANGE in A FLASH... so if the people aren't prepared... when they are immersed in the sudden movement... in the REAL MOVEMENT... in the MOVEMENT of ETERNITY... yes, in the pulsating miracle of life... if they're not READY... they might turn the whole EVENT INTO HELL... That's why it's vital that people should know of this TIDAL WAVE WHICH IS ABOUT TO WASH AWAY THE SQUARE WORLD... so they can RIDE IT JOYFULLY, INTO ETERNITY.

PHIL:
Gee whiz, Tom, you really are carrying a colourful load. What about women? What part will they play in this massive social revolution?

TOM:
We must lead them to receive the `LIVING SPIRIT'. Jesus said that `every woman who makes herself MALE, will enter the Kingdom of Heaven.' That means that they have to follow THE LIGHT instead of sex.

PHIL:
(GETS UP AND PACES UP AND DOWN) Look Tom, I don't FEEL that it would be right for me to go to Wales. I just can't SEE IT! I was there a few months ago and I hated it. It felt DEAD! Absolutely DEAD. Dehydrated. STATIC! ... I'm sorry Tom. (THEY BOTH SHRUG THEIR SHOULDERS AS IF TO SAY `WELL PERHAPS IT WILL WORK OUT IN A DIFFERENT WAY') Who knows, perhaps I'll be sent somewhere else!? (TOM GETS UP, SHRUGS AGAIN AND TOUCHES PHIL'S SHOULDER)
TOM:
I'm going to Kensington Gardens to sleep in the bandstand. See ya. (PHIL NODS AS TOM LEAVES. SLOWLY THE LIGHTS GET DIMMER, GIVING THE EFFECT OF TIME PASSING, WHILST PHIL PACES UP AND DOWN, LOOKS AT SARAH FROM TIME TO TIME, OCCASIONALLY SHE CRIES)
SARAH:
Where's mummy?

PHIL:
I don't know darling. Go to sleep. (PHIL FALLS ASLEEP SITTING IN A CHAIR). LIGHT GETS VERY DARK. LIGHT GOES ON WHEN MEG RETURNS WITH A DETERMINED AIR. SHE STARTS UNDRESSING. PHIL WAKES UP AS SHE'S HALF UNDRESSED. HE LOOKS AT HIS WATCH) Blimey it's three o'clock!

MEG:
Has she been alright?

PHIL:
She woke up once and cried for you... but it was OK. I must say I've been feeling very freaked out!

MEG:
(UNDRESSING) I suppose that's because I didn't come back when you EXPECTED! I'm beginning to think you're a hypocrite Phil. You go around telling everyone else to break through, and yet you try to cover up the fact that YOU are still clinging to a woman like a child! I'm not your mother, Phil, do you understand? (HE GETS UP AND GOES TO HOLD HER BUT SHE MOVES AWAY AND GETS INTO BED)
PHIL:
Look Meg, I don't know what you're getting into but...

MEG:
I don't know what I'm getting into myself! I need to be alone for a while. I don't want to be a passenger on your train ANYMORE. You've got a trip to work out with Tom, so I'll leave you both to it.

PHIL:
(STARTS TO UNDRESS) But Meg, Tom is into the weirdest trip... I...

MEG:
Look Phil, I'm tired and I want to sleep. I'm leaving with Sarah in the morning. Just respect my space for a change. Try getting HIGH ON ALONENESS! (PHIL STOPS STILL, HALF UNDRESSED, AND STARES AT MEG, WHO TURNS OVER TO SLEEP)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE

PAUL SHELLEY'S ROOM,ON TOP FLOOR OF POWIS TERRACE, ABOVE TOM'S ROOM IN THE BASEMENT. PAUL IS KNEELING ON A LARGE MAP OF BRITAIN, DRAWING LINES ACROSS THE MAP. HE IS WEARING TWEED JACKET, RIMLESS GLASSES. PHIL IS SAT IN AN ARMCHAIR. CANDLE LIGHT. ON THE SOFA IS RIMI, A DARK-HAIRED, HALF-ITALIAN  LYING DOWN STARING UP AT THE CEILING. CHARTS AND DIAGRAMS, INCLUDING STAR-MAPS ON THE WALLS. IT'S A `GENTLEMAN'S ROOM'. LEATHER-BOUND BOOKS AND FINE FURNITURE.

PAUL:
So Phil, you've lost your enthusiasm for the new centre in St Stephen's Gardens.It's becoming a habit.

PHIL:
What is?

PAUL:  The way you keep going around the same pattern. Starting centres like Sam Widges or the Mingle,then the artists community in Barons Court, then this new one...but then giving up. You need a new line Phil.

PHIL: It certainly seems impossible old ground around here. How can anyone generate a free space with people like Marty flinging bricks through the window? What are we going to do about all these unpredictable, resentful, violent people?

PAUL:
(NOT LOOKING UP) We'll organise them into squares!

PHIL:
Into squares! I thought the circle was to be the shape for the New Age? Aren't we supposed to be helping the silver discs in the sky to link up to the masses on this planet?

PAUL:
I thought that was your role Phil? Wasn't this your aim for the centre?

PHIL:
I wanted to create a space for high energy communication, to bring about a practical demonstration of creative telepathy.

PAUL:
It's too advanced. The masses yearn for decay.

PHIL:
It seems people like Marty enjoy trashing other people's trips.

PAUL:
Or some prefer the safety of slavery!

PHIL:
Maybe it's the pleasure of justifiable complaint? (RIMMI QUIETLY STANDS UP, LOOKS AROUND AND WALKS OUT)
PAUL:(ONCE RIMI HAS LEFT THE STAGE)
Incidentally, have you met Rimmi before?

PHIL:
Never. What's he up to?

PAUL:
He's in the middle of his first acid trip.

PHIL:
Blimey Paul, I wish you'd said that before! ... I would have been much more careful of what I was saying. I hope I haven't been complaining again?

PAUL:
Well, you seem to enjoy problems Phil. Rimmi is really having a good time..out of his head. How's Meg?

PHIL:
I don't know? A bit fed up with me I guess. She went back to Haworth a week ago.

PAUL:
Well, it doesn't do one good to be addicted to blind admiration! What's your next step?

PHIL:
I'm not sure. I think maybe I'll go back to Haworth and do some walking along the canals.

RIMMI:
(AT THE DOOR, LOOKING FRIGHTENED) Paul!

PAUL:
(KEEPS EYES ON HIS MAP. PHIL SWINGS ROUND TO LOOK AT RIMMI) Yes?

RIMMI:
(MOVING INTO THE ROOM) Who eez running eet all?
PAUL:
(MATTER OF FACT VOICE) The CIA. (RIMMI LOOKS MORE SCARED. PHIL STARES AT PAUL, WHO CONTINUES DOING HIS MAP WORK. LONG PAUSE)
RIMMI:
SEE EYE A? SEE EYE A? VAT EEZ SEE EYE A? (PHIL GETS SCARED OF PAUL, SEEING HIM AS AN S.S. OFFICER. RIMMI REPEATS `CIA?' OVER AND OVER, VERY SLOWLY, AS HE LIES DOWN ON THE SOFA. PHIL STANDS UP)
PHIL:
Well... Paul... I'm feeling... TIRED. I think I'll be off. (MOVES TOWARDS THE DOOR) Rimi, I'm Phil.God bless you. I've got to go. (RUSHES OUT)
LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO

NEXT MORNING AT 8 AM. PHIL KNOCKS ON THE FRONT DOOR OF PAUL'S HOUSE. IMMEDIATELY THERE'S THE SOUND OF SOMEONE RUSHING, CLATTERING DOWNSTAIRS. THE DOOR OPENS. IT'S RIMMI, LOOKING COMPLETELY DEMENTED.

PHIL:
Rimi,what's the matter with you man?

RIMMI:
Whe eez Paul Shelee?

PHIL:
Calm down man. He's just a fella like anyone else!

RIMMI:
(FREAKING) NO EEZ NOT! EEZ controlling all of EET! EE EEZ ZE PENDRAGON OF ING-GLAND! EEZ ROOM EEZ ZE CONTROLLING STATION FOR BREEE-TAN! I SAW EEM SEND MESS-AGES ALONG ZE MIND NET-WORK. You know ZAT?

PAUL:
(SUDDENLY APPEARS BEHIND RIMMI, LOOKING VERY NONCHALENT AND HAPPY) Hello Phil. Early bird, eh? Not sleep too well? (RIMMI KEEPS STARING AT PAUL, OBVIOUSLY FRIGHTENED BY HIM)
PHIL:
No, I didn't sleep too good!

PAUL:
Bad luck! Fancy some breakfast round the corner? You won't get far on an empty stomach. (PAUL PASSES RIMMI, AND THEY ALL WALK OFF INTO `MICKS', THE NEARBY CAFF, A WORKMAN'S CAFF WITH A FEW PEOPLE EATING BREAKFAST. RIMMI SITS DOWN AS ONE IN A FRANTIC TRANCE, IN THE CENTRE. PAUL AND PHIL SIT ON EITHER END OF THE TABLE)
PAUL:
What will you have Phil?

PHIL:
Tea and a bacon sandwich will do me.

PAUL:
Rimmi?

RIMMI:
(STARING AT THE MENU CHALKED UP ON THE WALL) Vot?

PAUL:
Look, there's the breakfast. What do you want?

RIMMI:
Egg... bay-con... beans... cheeps... toes... peas... much-rooms... egg... mealk... tea... cofee... bay-con.... beans... 

PAUL:
(PAUL STANDS UP AND SHOUTS TO MICK BEHIND THE COUNTER) Three teas, one bacon sandwich, and egg, beans, sausage and chips and a cream doughnut! (HE GOES TO GO OUT, AS PHIL STANDS UP, LOOKING AT RIMMI)
PHIL:(HISSES)
Paul, what can we do? Rimmi's in a bad way!

PAUL:
You should have ordered a cream doughnut Phil. They're rather good in here. Home made. Crisp with a fair dollop of cream.

PHIL:(HISSES)
Paul! Rimmi's completely freaked out! Can't you see that?

PAUL:
I'm just popping out to get a newspaper. The teas are on the counter Phil. (PAUL WALKS OUT. PHIL CARRIES THE TEAS TO THE TABLE. AS HE RETURNS TO FETCH PAUL'S DOUGHNUT, RIMMI POURS THE WHOLE CUP OVER HIS HEAD, UNSEEN BY PHIL. PHIL PUTS PAUL'S DOUGHNUT DOWN AND STARES AT THE SODDEN RIMMI, GRINNING FROM EAR TO EAR. PAUL SITS DOWN, OPENS HIS NEWSPAPER AND EATS HIS DOUGHNUT, DRINKS HIS TEA, UTTERLY IGNORING RIMMI'S CHIMPANZEE ANTICS. MICK BRINGS RIMMI'S BREAKFAST, AND PHIL'S SANDWICHES. LIKE A CANTANKEROUS CHIMP, RIMMI ANNOINTS HIMSELF WITH THE FRIED FOOD. WHEN PHIL CAN'T TAKE ANYMORE, AND GETS UP TO LEAVE, PAUL CASUALLY COMMENTS() Incidentally Phil... if you go into imagination... go all the way!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.               SCENE THREE

TOM'S BASEMENT PAD IN POWIS TERRACE, NOTTING HILL GATE. LIT WITH CANDLES. PHIL, TOM, SALLY, PETER AND McKINNON ARE SAT ON THE FLOOR SMOKING A JOINT.   

TOM: Paul's right,Phil. If you go into imagination, go ALL THE WAY!

PHIL: (VERY AGITATED) Listen man, imagination is one thing...INTENT is another. It's Paul's TONE I'm talking about. It was arrogant...removed...cold...and indifferent to poor Rimi's mental state.

McKINNON: Rimi is a mental state mister. He's an Italian fairy.

PETER: A flaming Roman candle burning at both ends.

SALLY:  Very fairy-like. Very sweet!...like an Italian rum baba.

PHIL:  For God's sake! What's the matter with all of you?  Don't you care that Rimi's probably in some nut-house right now having his brains fried?

TOM: Who are you to say I don't care? 

PHIL: You're being ridiculous Tom!

TOM: That's your judgement! I prefer to be practical. If you're so concerned to know where Rimi is, why don't you go down to Glastonbury and see if his wife knows what's happened to him? 

SALLY: Good idea Tom. Yes, do go Phil and find Rimi. You'll probably find him playing on the Tor. That's his fairy playground.

(GEET PENNER AND SKIP WALK IN AND STAND BY THE DOOR. THEY'RE WEARING JEANS AND BRIGHTLY COLOURED SHIRTS. THEY HAVE DRUG DEALER VIBES)   

SKIP: Hey Tom, Phil...everyone. This is Geet. (NODS AND HELLOS ARE EXCHANGED) Yeah, we've just got back from California...where life has gone technicolour-quadraphonic seven miles high. Flower-power man! Happenings...happenings...happenings man...is that right Geet?

GEET: Like sixty thousand far out freaks man...spaced out on purple haze or sunshine or S.T.P. man...and everyone's NAKED but spangled with snaking coloured light shows...and everyone's dancing to the most far out sounds...and like this is EVERYWHERE...everywhere it's happening in public parks...beaches and in vast studios...night and day.

SKIP: And that's what we intend to get going here, Tom. We're going to book the Alexandra Palace man...for the First British Acid Happening. The First Vast British Be-in. There'll be free bowls of acid punch on the door...which you have to take to get in!

GEET: Yeah man...like...we've really got to kick out the jams.

SKIP: Like down here man...you're not even ON THE MAP!
TOM:  What map?

SKIP: The world transformation map man! Look Tom, you know the deal. Paul let us use his basement as long as it benefitted the local community. But man, what benefit are you lot to the local community? Is ligging about a social benefit?

McKINNON;  Hey mister...I don't like you talkin like dat. You watch your step mister. 

SALLY Mike...here...(HANDS McKINNON THE JOINT)...calm down.

SKIP: (MOVING BACK FROM McKINNON THROUGH THE DOORWAY) This is typical, nothing happening-layabout behaviour. Look Tom...you can write...and so can you Phil. You could write an article together for the Grove News...and let the locals know what you do down here in the Free School basement? If you did that...I would consider you'd made a meaningful contribution.

PHIL: How about if our contribution is being invisible to the social map readers?

PETER: Like we are the dancing lights which leave no mark!

SKIP: (VERY HEAVY) Tom, wake up! You're supposed to be in charge here! Either you and your mates contribute a thousand word article for the next issue of the Grove in eight days time...or I'll recommend to the Free School Committee that the lease on this basement be extinguished...which means in simple language...you'll be out on the street.

GEET: Yeah, the times they are a changin man! You lot just don't realise how behind the times you all are. In Haight Ashbury man...they've learnt to do everything on acid. The bands play on acid. Everything is happening on acid. But look at The Floyd man. You can tell it's English...or that Sid is English...because of the lack of professionalism.  Tripping shouldn't mean that you forget what you're doing. I've got no time for that. Look...I got the Floyd their first record deal and I've just come back from touring the States with them...but Sid was a complete disaster. Why? Because he doesn't know how to hold it together when he's tripping. So he shouldn't trip right? But no, we had to fade him out...and use tapes with the group miming...and this is LIVE concerts on an American Tour I'm talking about...a fucking disaster...and Sid  wont respond to anything the band say...or what I say...so it's getting to the point...well let's say...he might have been the inspiration behind the forming of the band...but now Sid's become...impossible!

PHIL: And I'll tell you WHY! It's because he can't stand being near you or the rest of the band. That's what he told me not long ago. He feels betrayed by the rest of the group.

GEET: HE feels betrayed!?

PHIL: Yes, he feels betrayed!. Alien, because he can't play what he wants to play because he finds the level of consciousness you and the band operate on is SHIT! Utterly crass!  He's into Cosmic REALITY...and none of you lot suss that Sid is not in the least interested in getting drunk on lager and touching up teeny-bopper groupies...which is the infantile mind-set you and the band inhabit. So, Mr Geet Penner, don't be surprised if you find Sid going invisible very soon.

TOM: And you can tell your FREE SCHOOL committee that they can give this basement back to Paul right away. I'm splitting NOW!

PHIL: And so am I. 

SALLY: Well we could all go back to my pad.

McKINNON: (TO SKIP) (PULLS HIS KNIFE OUT) No thank you missy. I aint going nowhere! You hear that mister? I aint going nowhere...till I says so.  It's you THAT'S GOING MISTER! Committees don't exist mister. You work that out! 

                           LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO       SCENE FOUR
THE BANDSTAND IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. LATE EVENING. THERE IS SOMEONE LYING DOWN IN THE CENTRE, HEAD RESTING ON A BOOK. PHIL APPROACHES STEALTHILY. SUDDENLY, McKINNON SITS UP WITH A VERY SWIFT ACTION AND HAS A KNIFE POINTING AT PHIL. PHIL PACES ROUND HIM UNAFRAID. McKINNON PUTS THE KNIFE BACK UNDER THE BOOK.

McKINNON:
(GRINNING) Very inter-esting... a man either freezes or moves fast... faced with death!

PHIL:
(HARSH) What are you doing here?

McKINNON: 
A very inter-esting question? Now mister... what are you doing here?

PHIL:
I was hoping I might come across Tom. I know he likes a stroll in the park in the evening.

McKINNON:
Very inter-esting. I believe he's following the quest of King Arthur.

PHIL:
What's that supposed to mean?

McKINNON:
Nothing's changed much these last ten years. Like these gardens, everything is flat, ordered, labelled and the direction of time reveals a world of people who say it's getting a bit cold, when they mean, `close the fucking door!' So what do you want to know?

PHIL:
What's Tom up to?

McKINNON:
He's decided to become a gypsy, and explore the Glastonbury Romance. You should find him around the Tor. (HE STANDS UP AND HANDS THE BOOK TO PHIL) Read this?

PHIL:
What is it? (LOOKS AT THE TITLE) Claude Bragdon?

McKINNON:
Very inter-esting. Apparently, sexual abstinence is good for clearing out the mind. Tom recommended that you read it?

PHIL:
What?

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO.               SCENE FIVE

GLASTONBURY TOR. FULL MOON. PHIL SEEN MOVING TOWARDS THE REMAINS OF ST MICHAEL'S CHURCH. A FLUTE CAN BE HEARD PLAYING `THE GENTLE SPACEMAN' WRITTEN BY TOM DAVIDSON. PHIL, IMAGINING IT'S TOM, VERY EXCITED, STICKS HIS HEAD INTO THE TOWER, LIT BY MOONLIGHT.

(PAUL,LEANING AGAINST THE OTHER WINDOW FRAME, FINISHES PLAYING THE FLUTE)

PAUL:        A fine full moon Phil. Been in Avalon long?

PHIL:
Just arrived. (CLIMBS INTO THE TOWER)
PAUL:
What are you doing here? I thought you were in Haworth?

PHIL:
(LEANS AGAINST WINDOW FRAME) I was going up, but I thought I'd see Tom first.

PAUL:
But Tom is in Haworth... as far as I know!

PHIL:
I don't believe it! How come?

PAUL:
He went up there thinking you were there?

PHIL:
Well, McKinnon told me he was here!

PAUL:
He said he wanted to see you, before he started travelling around here. I told him you'd gone back to Haworth.

PHIL:
You're sure he went up there to see me and not Meg? Look, he left a book with McKinnon for me... on sexual abstinence... yet... he's up there with Meg!??

PAUL:
Yes...but he thought you'd be there...because that's where you told me you were going. You seem to be getting very paranoid Phil.

PHIL:
I've come down here to find out what's happened to Rimi. Do you know where he is?

PAUL:  He's in the nut house in North London. I paid him a visit a few days ago.

PHIL: How is he? 

PAUL: Mad as a hatter. Couldn't recognise his wife. Kept calling her left wing!

PHIL: 
Is he going to be alright?

PAUL: (STARTS TO CLIMB OUT OF THE TOWER) I share John Buchan's view that life on this planet is controlled by a diabolical agency!

PHIL:
Very interesting! What meaning do you give to diabolical?

PAUL:
It only has one meaning. (PAUL AND PHIL TOGETHER STARE AT THE MOON)
PHIL:
So...if you think the world is run by the devil Paul, why did you tell Rimmi that the whole show is being run by the CIA?

PAUL:
(OUTSIDE LOOKING IN) But YOU said that to poor Rimi - not me!

PHIL:
You're crazy! CRAZY! I distinctly heard YOU tell Rimmi that...and you know that that's what drove him mad! IT WAS YOU THAT DROVE HIM MAD!  WHAT'S  GOING TO HAPPEN TO HIM NOW?
PAUL:
(MOVING AWAY) Phil... you need to calm down. I think you're getting very unbalanced... without the support of your beautiful wife! (GOES DOWN THE HILL, PLAYING HIS FLUTE. PHIL STARES IN CONFUSION)

                             LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE SIX

THE MAIN ROOM IN MEG'S COTTAGE IN HAWORTH, YORKSHIRE. PHIL IS SAT IN A ROCKING CHAIR BY THE FIRE, READING THE BOOK McKINNON GAVE HIM. MEG IS UPSTAIRS TELLING SARAH A BEDTIME STORY. PHIL LOOKS A BIT CONFUSED. HE'S DRESSED IN FLOWERY CLOTHES. HE FINISHES THE BOOK AND PUTS IT IN HIS JACKET POCKET, THEN STANDS UP AND LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW. MEG CAN BE HEARD COMING DOWN THE STAIRS. IT'S MIDSUMMER. SHE IS DRESSED APPROPRIATELY, IN GYPSY SKIRT, BLOUSE AND ANKLE BRACELETS. SHE LOOKS VERY FREE AND HAPPY. WALKS OVER TO PHIL AND GIVES HIM A KISS.

MEG:
Are you feeling better?

PHIL:
(PAUSE) I can't work it out? You really promise me that Tom hasn't been in Haworth?

MEG:
(MOVES AWAY) He might have been here for all I know but I've not seen him! Now can we drop it - once and for all? Your paranoia is getting very boring Phil. You've been back here for a whole day... and we haven't even made love once!

PHIL:
I've been thinking a lot about sex recently Meg.

MEG:
Well, you should put into practise what you think.

PHIL:
Exactly. I've been reading a book by Claude Bragdon on practising sexual abstinence. (TAKES BOOK FROM HIS POCKET AND GOES TO HAND TO MEG) I'd like you to read it?

MEG:
(EXPLODES IN ANGER) Oh, not another fucking trip out of a book! If you want to practise sexual abstinence - do it. That's not MY TRIP! Is that CLEAR? Clear!?

PHIL:
Oh come on! (STILL HOLDING THE BOOK) Look,It's a real path to enlightenment. Why not try it?

MEG:
You TRY IT! I'm leaving. NOW! (GRABS THE BOOK AND THROWS IT AT HIM, THEN GRABS HER COAT, RACES OUT, SLAMMING THE DOOR)
PHIL:
(OPENS DOOR AND SHOUTS) MEG!? MEG!?

LIGHTS OFF

ACT TWO, SCENE SEVEN

ONE HOUR LATER. PHIL IS SAT BY THE FIRE, IN THE ROCKING CHAIR, STARING INTO THE FIRE. KNOCK AT THE DOOR. GETS UP AND OPENS IT. ARTHUR THE GROCER IS AT THE DOOR, DRESSED IN CAP, TWEED JACKET AND GREY FLANNELS. RAY IS VERY LARGE, WITH RED FACED, HORN-RIMMED GLASSES, ALSO DRESSED IN TWEED JACKET AND GREY FLANNELS. ABOUT 25 YEARS OLD.

PHIL:
(PLEASED TO SEE THE GROCER) Arthur! Come in. Surprise, surprise!

ARTHUR:
Thanks very much Phil. I’ve brought a friend along. I hope you don’t mind. This is Ray.

PHIL:
Come in Ray and sit down. Coffee? Tea?

ARTHUR:
Coffee... please Phil.

RAY:
(SITTING IN THE ROCKING CHAIR) I won’t thanks, Phil. (PHIL MOVES INTO KITCHEN AND POURS COFFEE. ARTHUR PICKS UP THE BOOK. RAY FIDGETS WITH HIS PODGY HANDS, STARING INTO FIRE) Mind if I smoke?

PHIL:  No go on.( RAY FUMBLES A LOT IN LIGHTING HIS FAG)
ARTHUR:
You read ‘This Claude Bragdon’ Phil?

PHIL:
(LOOKING IN THE ROOM, FROM THE KITCHEN) What made you ask that?

ARTHUR:
I just noticed the book on floor. Did Tom pass it on to you?

PHIL:
How did you know? Has he been up here?

ARTHUR:
Aye, when you and Meg were at Flying Saucer conference. (RAY WINCES) I lent him book then, and he thought you and Meg would find book interesting.

PHIL:
(GOES BACK AND FETCHES THE COFFEE AND BRINGS BACK, HANDING ONE TO ARTHUR) The plot gets thicker and thicker Arthur.

ARTHUR:
That’s what Ray were saying. He’s run into some funny business recently... in fact quite honestly... Ray’s come along... hoping you might throw some light... as it were...

RAY:
(INTERRUPTING, DESPERATE) Arthur! I shouldn’t have come. It’s not right on Phil.

PHIL:
Rubbish! Let’s hear the tale.

RAY:
I can’t expect you to believe me.

PHIL:
Come on Ray, what’s it about?

ARTHUR:
It’s about the flying saucers... like.

RAY:
(STARTS GETTING VERY, VERY NERVOUS) I never said that Arthur! Why do people keep going on and on about Flying Saucers?

ARTHUR:
Only yesterday your mother were telling me, that you were phoning up air force station, to say you’d seen a flying saucer! (ARTHUR DRINKS HIS COFFEE)

RAY:
I didn’t say... (SHOUTS) FLYING SAUCER! I asked them what sort of flying craft were they testing?

PHIL:
Oh yeah!? And what did they say?

RAY:
They said they didn’t know what I meant when I described what I saw.

PHIL:
Oh you did see something!??

RAY:(SHAKING)
Yeah... bloomin mini flew over me head!

PHIL:
What make of mini was it?

RAY:
(ALMOST HYSTERICAL) I don’t know what bloody sort of mini it was! I just wish they’d stop doing it to me! (INCREASE IN SHAKING)

PHIL:
OK, OK. Calm down! Tell me what you know from the beginning.

RAY:
You’ll never believe it!

PHIL:
Forget all that! Just go on with the story.

ARTHUR:
You can trust Phil, Ray. Don’t worry lad. (PAUSE)

RAY:
Alright! About a year ago, about midnight, I drove up to quarry, near where path to Bronte Falls begins. Do you know where I mean?

PHIL:
Above the reservoir you mean?

RAY:
Yeah, that’s right, near clearing at top of brae. I drove in there, in my Thunderbird (my girlfriend were sitting beside me). There, in clearing, in headlight beam, were a little white mini, with children playing around it.

PHIL:
What, children playing around a mini at midnight?

RAY:
(FACE REDDENS. CAN’T BRING WORDS OUT. EVENTUALLY SAYS...) I knew you wouldn’t believe me!

PHIL:
I didn’t say that I didn’t believe you, I’m questioning your description of the event. What were the children wearing?

RAY:
I don’t know. White vests.

PHIL:
And did they look like normal children?

RAY:
(SUDDENLY SHRIEKING) NO, they didn’t!

PHIL:
Why, what was abnormal about them?

RAY:
They had strange heads!

PHIL:
(GETTING DOWN A BOOK. SHOWS RAY AN ILLUSTRATION IN IT. PHOTO OF AN ABORIGINAL DRAWING OF A LITTLE MAN WITH A BIG EGG-SHAPED HEAD) Did they look like this? (RAY LOOKS AT THE PICTURE AND MAKES STRANGE, FREAKY GRUNTS. ARTHUR GETS UP AND MASSAGES RAY’S SHOULDERS)

ARTHUR:
(SOOTHINGLY) It’s alright Ray, it’s alright. You’re with friends. (RAY CALMS DOWN)

PHIL:
So, they had big heads did they?

RAY:
Yes, like that mongol child in the village who’s got a large head.

PHIL:
How big was the mini?

RAY:
I don’t know!

PHIL:
Well roughly how big? As big as this room?

RAY:
(TREMBLING. NOT WANTING IT TO BE A FACT) Bigger!

PHIL:
Alright, it was a big mini! - it’s midnight - there’s little children with big heads, in white vests, playing around it. You come pelting up in your Thunderbird, complete with girlfriend - what happens next?

RAY:
(VERY DISTRESSED) Jessie screamed and hid under dashboard. I were terrified, stopped car, turned around and drove off! Bloody fast! BACK TO HAWORTH!

PHIL:
You saw nothing else?

RAY:
Yes, I did see something else! Why do you keep pestering me?

PHIL:
I’m trying to help you man, to get it all out! What else did you see?

RAY:
As I were turning round, all the little children disappeared.

PHIL:
And what happened to the mini?

RAY:
(SHAKING, REALLY DISTRESSED) I don’t know what happened to the mini - cos two men came running towards me, from t’other side of car - and they were very tall!  Very, very tall! And they had huge red eyes! That were glowing like hot coke! And they came running towards me, with enormous strides.

PHIL:
What, as if they were bouncing along?

RAY:
No! They seemed to be gliding along! 

PHIL:
What were they wearing? What were they wearing Ray?

RAY:
(REALLY FREAKED, ALMOST CRYING) I don't know. Eighteenth century clothes!!! (ARTHUR MASSAGES HIM MORE)
ARTHUR:
Calm down. It’s alright.

PHIL:
What sort of clothes do you mean?

RAY:
Like what you’d imagine Dick Turpin were wearing - breeches, long coat, ruffle.

PHIL:
So what happened next?

RAY:
I drove car as fast as I could, back to Haworth. I must have been doing over 70. And when I got to top of Main Street... (ALMOST CRIES) they were standing outside church!!! How did they get there before me???

PHIL:
It’s obvious that their mini goes faster than your Thunderbird. (RAY JUMPS UP)

RAY:
You don’t believe me do you!!?

PHIL:
Calm down Ray. I believe you. It’s you who can’t believe your own experience.

RAY:
(RAY SLUMPS INTO CHAIR) It’s true. I’m scared I'm going mad!

PHIL:
You’re not mad, Ray. It scares anyone who comes in contact with aliens.

RAY:
Why me?????

PHIL:
First-timers always say that. P’raps you should be grateful for having first-hand experience of what, for the majority of people, is mere speculation. Come on man, you’re with friends now. I’ve had lots of experiences of this type of phenomena myself! So, take this opportunity to let out the whole story. What else has happened to you, since the quarry episode?

ARTHUR:
There’s no need to worry Ray. Phil really does understand this situation.

RAY:
(STILL VERY SHAKY) Alright. The next thing that happened was I had a phone call from a farmer who lives near Shipley. He said his drainage pump had stopped working. Could I go over and mend it? That’s my job you see, I’m an electrician. I work for myself. It were late afternoon, I drove over right away... the pump house were in the middle of a field... a small little affair, about four foot square. The electric coil had completely burnt out. In fact, the whole pump were very black. Put a new coil in it, and got it working. The next day, he phoned me up. ‘When can you do that job?’ he said. I've done it I said. Not working again he said. So I went back that evening. It were dark when I arrived at pump house. I used a torch to examine pump. It were completely burnt out again! By time I’d fixed it up again, it must have been about ten o’clock. As I were walking back to car, I became aware of a high pitched humming sound. It made me feel very frightened. Then, as I were going to get into me car, I saw lights approaching from over t’other side of brae. Naturally, I assumed it were a car, coming up brae. Humming increased and, next thing... I saw two tall men walking towards me from top of brae - then suddenly, this mini comes tearing over summit and sails right above the two men, who immediately disappear as mini flies above them. I dashed into bushes, as it flew over me head!!! (PAUSES, SHAKES) It’s horrible! Horrible! And the tall men just vanished. Vanished!

PHIL:
It’s quite an incredible story. I’ve heard of other accounts where men are seen to disappear, when a beam of light coming from a flying saucer crosses their path.

RAY:
Where do they go? People can’t just disappear like that.

PHIL:
Well I’m not sure they were actually here!

ARTHUR:
Do you mean that they were ‘magicians’?

PHIL:
I believe the two fellas were three dimensional projections from the spaceship, and that the aliens have been experimenting to perfect their ability to project what appears to be living human beings, into our dimension. And what you saw was the cessation of their projection.

RAY:
You mean, they weren’t ‘living people’?

PHIL:
No, they’re like people you see on a film. The air is used as a screen.

RAY:
Well who are these people who can do this?

PHIL:
Possibly they're from Orion, and probably up to no good. Have you any idea, Ray, why you think they want to contact you?

RAY:
I’ve no bloody idea! I don’t want to be contacted by them!

PHIL:
Well the point is, you have been. And what I’d like to know is what sort of people they are. Have you ever had a closer look at them?

RAY: NO.

PHIL:  Are you sure?

RAY: Yes.

PHIL: Are you sure you haven't had a closer contact with them?

                        PAUSE

RAY:
(VERY DISTRAUGHT) Other day I were mending a lady’s fridge in Bingley, when I suddenly felt a strange sensation all over me. I ‘knew’ it were them! I looked out of window and THEY WERE BLOODY WELL STANDING THERE, ON OTHER SIDE OF ROAD!!!! STARING IN WINDOW!!! Why don’t they bloody well leave me alone????

PHIL:
Were they wearing eighteenth century clothes again?

RAY:
No, they were wearing gabardine macs. And trilby hats.

PHIL:
What sort of feeling do you get from them?

RAY:
They just bloody scare me.

PHIL:
That’s just your reaction to something you don’t understand. What I want to find out is, what sort of beings are they in themselves?

RAY:
What do you mean, what sort of beings?

PHIL:
Well I mean, are they cold or warm?

RAY:
They’re not warm! They’re bloody hot!

PHIL:
Hot? How do you know they’re hot?

RAY:
(REALLY SHAKING NOW) Because I turned bloody corner going to me car, and bumped into one of them and his bloody mac was HOT!

PHIL:
Christ man, you’ve really been through it. What did you do then?

RAY:
I ran like hell!

PHIL:
Did they chase you?

RAY:
No, when I looked around they were gone!

PHIL:
Is there any more to this?

RAY:
No, that’s it.

PHIL:
Are you absolutely sure?

RAY:
Yes. That’s truth Phil.

ARTHUR:
I think it’s time we were getting on Ray.

RAY:
(STANDS UP LOOKING SPACED OUT) Aye, I feel like hitting sack. (ARTHUR AND RAY MOVE TO DOOR. PHIL OPENS IT)

PHIL:
Well, good night gentlemen. And don't worry Ray. It will be alright, I promise you.

ARTHUR:
(RAY NODS AND GOES AHEAD) Aye, good night Phil. And how did you enjoy Claude Bragdon’s book?

PHIL:
Depends what you mean by ‘enjoy’ Arthur. Do you enjoy being rejected?

ARTHUR: No, but because of Bragdon, I enjoy being alone.
LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE EIGHT

ONE WEEK LATER. PHIL HAS SARAH ON HIS LAP. HE IS ROCKING HER TO SLEEP. HE CARRIES HER UPSTAIRS TO BED, COMES DOWN AND PICKS UP A PAINTBRUSH TO START WORKING ON A LANDSCAPE, PROPPED UP ON THE MANTLEPIECE. KNOCK ON THE DOOR. PHIL IS WEARING JEANS AND WHITE SHIRT.

PHIL:
Come in.

PETER:
(ENTERS DRESSED IN BLUE CORDUROYS AND STRIPED BLAZER) So!

PHIL:
Dominic...Peter! (THEY EMBRACE AND DO A LITTLE JIG)
PETER:
Ze country life is ze good life eh? So, vy you live here?

PHIL:
`Why?' doesn't matter. I am here, and what a crazy amazing village. (PETER WALKS UP AND DOWN, EXAMINING THE COTTAGE) There's some really weird stuff happening around here, man. Disappearing spacemen, flying minis, spirits who dig having a rumpus in the grocer's bath... and wives who run away when you suggest a change in the familiar sexual pattern!

PETER:
Meg?

PHIL:
Yeah,raced off when I suggested we cut out fucking for a bit.

PETER:
McKinnon told me to tell you that `women are addicted to power, but they call it love.'

PHIL:
I suppose that's McKinnon's justification for threatening young damsels with his knife. What the hell do you think you're doing, passing on cheap prejudice like that, in such a calm, facetious way?

PETER:
Being without Meg is becoming too much for you eh Phil? You disappoint me, man! You're never going to grow up, the way you carry on!  Phil, you've got no depth, because you're still clinging to your wife like a baby!

PHIL:  Stop fucking prancing around the room Peter, pretending that you're detached and free. It's BULLSHIT! I know how difficult it is to be ORIGINAL when you're ALONE. TRY IT FOR ONCE MAN. Stop acting out the same old trip! I don't need this man. I'm going into the garden.

PETER:
Ah. You want to contact the `other world'. Perhaps ze flying saucers.

PHIL:
Listen Peter, have you ever actually seen a flying saucer?

PETER:
No man, but I'd like to.

PHIL:
OK. Grab a deckchair from the kitchen. (THEY MOVE INTO THE GARDEN AND SIT IN DECKCHAIRS. PAUSE)
PETER:
Ah, the majesty of God's infinite mind.

PHIL:
(POINTING) You see that star?

PETER:
Which one man? Yes, OK. What about it?

PHIL:
Just keep looking at it.

PETER:OK man.(LONG PAUSE) Hey man ze star! It is a moving star. It is - ah, of course - it is ze spaceships! Our brothers. Hey look at that! Isn't it beautiful! I love them! Zey are ze flying thoughts of God? No?!

PHIL:
Oh, so you've seen them before?

PETER:
Listen man, it's strange, but often I'm in bed and suddenly I know there's one out there, and I go to the window, and there she'll be! ... White as excitement, and silent as truth. And as I stare, I feel myself get into stronger and stronger contact, until sometimes I actually can get a telepathic view of the inside of the ship. Such peace! It is as if the whole ship is built with love and prayer.

PHIL:
Well this is pretty ASTONISHING! Just now, inside the house, you claimed you'd never seen a space ship!

PETER:
Oh come on man - look at that man! Incredible! It's moving so fasti- and it's off! Whoosh! There she goes... gliding on the waves of love! 

PHIL:
Look, just now you definitely said - oh, I wish I had a tape recorder - you definitely said y

ou'd `never seen a flying saucer..and now...'

PETER:
Phil, I couldn't have said that!

PHIL:
Oh well, let's forget it. I'm going in for a cup of tea.

PETER:
Good idea. (THEY GET UP AND WALK INTO THE HOUSE) Were you serious?

PHIL:
No!

PETER:
Did I really say that?

PHIL:
I don't know. Do me a favour?

PETER:
OK man. What?

PHIL:
Babysit for an hour or so. I want to go for a walk by myself. Is that cool?

PETER:
Sure man. (PICKS UP THE CLAUDE BRAGDON BOOK) I'll read this. Is it good?

PHIL:
Seminal! (GOES OUT)             LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE NINE

THE GRAVEYARD WHERE THE BRONTE FAMILY IS BURIED IN HAWORTH. IT'S EVENING. THE CROWS ARE CAWING IN THE TALL DARK TREES. PHIL IS LEANING AGAINST A TREE, WITH EYES CLOSED. AS HE LISTENS TO THE CACKLING OF THE CROWS, HE SUDDENLY BECOMES RIVETED BY ANOTHER SOUND, WEAVING THROUGH THE NATURAL CACOPHONY. HE IS ELECTRIFIED... THEN RUNS OFF.

LIGHTS FADE

ACT TWO, SCENE TEN
PHIL, BREATHLESS FROM RUNNING, ENTERS THE MAIN ROOM AT HAWORTH. NO-ONE IS THERE.

PHIL:
Peter! (RUNS UP THE STAIRS. MEG ENTERS FROM THE GARDEN. SHE LOOKS VERY BEAUTIFUL. SHE'S TRIPPING ON ACID. STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, SWAYING. PHIL COMES DOWN THE STAIRS AND ENTERS THE ROOM) Meg! Oh Meg, you look wonderful. God, I've missed you so much. (EMBRACES HER) You feel amazingly light.

MEG:
I'm tripping... but I've just been given an instruction - to pack up acid. This is my last trip... and it's wonderful.

PHIL:
I'm tripping as well... but not on acid. I've just been given a message as well... in the Bronte graveyard. I don't know if I heard or imagined it.

MEG:
It doesn't matter. What was it?

PHIL:
I was told we've got to leave here. A wind circled round me - like it did when I first met Audrey. I told you about that - how it circled round me in St James Park... after I'd got into contact with my previous life - with the Victorian poet Philip Marston.

MEG:
(DANCING AROUND THE ROOM) Come on... stop waffling. What's the message?

PHIL:
(PAUSES, BREATHES DEEPLY) I've got to found a centre, where people can give birth to themselves. Like a spiritual maternity hospital. A centre, free from all religious dogma!

MEG:
Wow! So what now?

PHIL:
We'll sell the house, advertise it in the Observer next week, and when it's gone, we'll... hit the road... (PAUSE) Meg... I've been making assumptions again! (PAUSE) Will you come with me... I'm sorry... I mean, it's not even my house... it's yours! I'm such an egotist!

MEG:
(HOLDS HIM) Of course I'll come with you. (SHE RUBS HERSELF AGAINST HIM SEXILY) If you don't deny love making! (THEY BOTH BURST OUT LAUGHING) I had an amazing time. Tripped out the whole time. How was Sarah? She looks so peaceful asleep. Peter was in a funny state when I arrived. Said he'd have to go, before I made him randy... I said I'd make love with him... if you were into it... but he fled... back to the safety of his old life!

PHIL:
He's crazy! I don't know how I would have felt... if I'd have walked in and found you and Peter screwing?

MEG:
Good sex is destroyed through attachment.

PHIL:
Did you see... Tom?

MEG:
I couldn't find him. He's down in the Glastonbury area. Apparently he's bought a horse and he's travelling round Somerset, on a cart he's built. Rimmi's having `a rest' in the local nut house! You were right about Paul's chaotic influence on poor Rimi.

PHIL:
OH NO! Do you know how Rimi's coping in the nut house?

MEG:
Mike McKinnon saw him, and said he was pulling through.

PHIL:
You saw McKinnon?

MEG:
(PAUSE) Yeah... he seems to be living in the bandstand. He's a strange bloke. Very gentle under the aggressive facade. You didn't say how Sarah was without me?

PHIL:
She was quite amazing. We had a wonderful time together. Going on long walks and playing down at the park swings. It did me the world of good - being alone... and I don't mind what you did with Mike McKinnon or anyone else. That's true!

MEG:
Really? (THEY EMBRACE) Well, he wanted to rape me... but I told him he didn't have to.

PHIL:
You made love?

MEG:
Of course! (SHE DANCES ROUND THE ROOM) That's what I went down to London for. I must admit I was hoping it would be Tom. How does that make you feel?

PHIL:
Have you got any acid left?

MEG:
One trip... which Mike told me to put in your coffee! He thought you needed a booster! (SHE LAUGHS AND TAKES A SUGAR CUBE OUT OF HER BAG ON THE ROCKING CHAIR AND PUTS IT IN HIS MOUTH) You know what... we've never before tripped together. This is our last chance. We shall be midwives in the future! (THEY EMBRACE)
LIGHTS FADE

MID-DAY,TWELVE HOURS LATER IN THE HOUSE. PHIL AND MEG ARE NAKED AFTER TRIPPING ALL NIGHT. THERE'S A KNOCK ON THE DOOR AND IN WALKS MICHAEL RONER. HE'S DRESSED IN VERY GAUDY CLOTHES WITH A RED BANDANA AROUND HIS FOREHEAD. TALKS IN A BROAD GLASGOW ACCENT.

PHIL:
Michael what are you doing here? I thought you were in Ireland with Melina?

MICHAEL:
(LAUGHS) So did I. Give me a hug, Meg. God, it's so good to see you both. I've had a bad scene with Melina... and she threw me out. She's into a power trip... and used black magic on me.

MEG:
Are you sure? You might just be projecting your own inclinations onto her. I've seen you use magic on women, Michael, so come off it.

MICHAEL:
Oh please, Meg. I've come to see you to get strength, NOT to be put down. Phil, (MICHAEL KNEELS AT PHIL'S FEET) please will you accept me as your student?

PHIL:
What are you talking about Michael?

MICHAEL:
You're my spiritual master and I want you to teach me how to find God. (KNOCK ON THE DOOR)
MEG:
(PUTS ON COAT AND GOES TO DOOR AND OPENS IT) Come in Vicar. (THE VICAR, WEARING USUAL ANGLICAN CLOTHES, WALKS IN. HE'S ABOUT FORTY, TALKS IN YORKSHIRE ACCENT)
PHIL:(PUTTING ON TROUSERS)
Hello father. This is Michael Roner... an acquaintance from Glasgow. Michael, this is Father Anthony Duckworth, the Vicar of Haworth.

MICHAEL:
(STILL KNEELING) Hello Father, you caught me in the middle of my `prayers.'

VICAR:
How unusual! And who were you praying to, young man?

PHIL:
He was praying to me, Father. He was begging for me to save his soul.

VICAR:
And who said you had the power to save this young man's soul, Phil?

PHIL:
He did.

VICAR:
This is preposterous. I suppose you've mesmerised this young man, Phil, with your latest fantasy where people can give birth to their souls.Preposterous!

MEG:
Whatever do you mean, Vicar?

VICAR:
This tale which Phil told me yesterday evening, about how he was told by the Holy Spirit to leave Haworth and found a spiritual maternity hospital, a place without dogma where people can give birth to their true self.

PHIL:
That's not a fantasy. The Holy Spirit gave me that message.

VICAR:
I said to you at the time, how do you know that it was the Holy Spirit who spoke to you and not Lucifer leading you astray? Since you never take Holy Communion or ever attend a church service, how can you be on speaking terms with the Holy Spirit?

PHIL:
It's a great mystery, Father. Are you jealous that the Holy Spirit doesn't speak to you?

VICAR:
How d'you know that the Holy Spirit doesn't speak to me?

PHIL:
If you were in communication with the Holy Spirit, you wouldn't talk to me the way you do. You would bless me and Meg and Sarah as we venture into the unknown to carry out God's will.

VICAR:
I certainly will not bless you in this insane caper you've invented. You and Meg have succumbed to the guile of dark forces, and they will lead you both into hell. STOP NOW, Phil, and you and Meg stay here in Haworth under my true guidance and you will be saved from certain doom.

MEG:
You've gone insane, Tony Duckworth. You're not fit to be a Vicar. You're full of fear and dark thoughts. There's NO LOVE in you. We're going into the unknown to work for love.

MICHAEL:
And I'm coming with you both.

PHIL:
No you're not Michael! Maybe, when we've set up the Spiritual Maternity Hospital you can visit...but I'm not taking you with us... and I'm NOT going to be your teacher. I'm NOT a guru, Michael. If you want a spiritual guide, Michael, I suggest you pay Arthur the Grocer a visit, who lives two hundred yards down the hill on Sun Street.

VICAR:
Arthur's a lunatic, Michael. He's another one possessed by dark spirits. Stay away from him. Come and visit me in the Old Parsonage, Michael, and we will pray together to the true Holy Spirit, who... if you place all your faith in him... will lead you through this valley of death and deception.

MICHAEL:
The Valley of Death is the past, Mr Duckworth. Phil, Meg, Sarah and I have left the past. We've travelled a long way past your dark world of fear. We four have entered the New Age of Aquarius, where fear has NO voice, NO representative. If you want to be saved from all your doubt in life, all your gloom, come with us into the New Age and help us build the New Spiritual Maternity Hospital.

VICAR:
(RUSHES OUT OF THE DOOR) You're ALL possessed by demons!  All of you. I shall report you to my superiors.

PHIL:
Who's that? The local Masonic Lodge Grand Master and his filthy crew?

VICAR:
You'll find out!                                                                                                 PHIL:
Fuck off... and you can do the same, Michael.  (LIGHTS FADE)

ACT TWO, SCENE ELEVEN

FIVE WEEKS LATER. THE HOUSE IS EMPTY, APART FROM TWO HAVERSACKS IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM. PHIL IS AT THE DOOR, CHATTING TO JACK,THE POSTMAN. PHIL IS DRESSED IN JEANS AND SWEATER. MEG AND SARAH ARE PUTTING THINGS IN THE HAVERSACKS. PHIL HAS BARE FEET. POSTMAN:(HANDING PHIL A LETTER) Where will you be going then Phil?

PHIL:
We're not sure. (SHAKES THE LETTER) Maybe this will give us a clue.

POSTMAN:
Well, you won't get far, bat (DIALECT FOR `NO') shoes. You'll need clogs for journey.

PHIL:
We won't be walking far, I hope.

POSTMAN:
Well Phil, God speed you on journey. Bye Meg and you, Sarah.

MEG & SARAH:
Bye!

PHIL:
Yeah, all the best Jack.(PHIL AND JACK PRETEND TO DO A SAX DUET. JACK GOES. PHIL SHUTS THE DOOR AND READS LETTER) Meg, listen to this. I told you not to worry. It's a letter from Maud Kennedy. `Dear Phil, Meg and Sarah, I've recently heard that there's a `new age community' being formed at a place called Sandymouth,near Aberdeen. The people are pioneering a new way of life on a piece of wasteland near the sea.' She says that they are being guided by Meher Baba,the silent Sage, and we should go and visit them. How about that? (KNOCK AT THE DOOR)
MEG:Come in!  Good old Maud... and Meher Baba!

PHIL:
Ray, come in. You look much better. This is my wife, Meg, and this is Sarah. (THEY ALL GREET EACH OTHER) Did you know we're just off into the unknown?

RAY: (VERY CHANGED. VERY CONFIDENT) Aye, Arthur just said. I'd hoped to catch you before you left. (MEG AND SARAH GO BACK TO PACKING UP)
PHIL:
You're looking terrific. Ray we've just heard about a spiritual commune near Aberdeen,we might visit. What d'you think Meg?

MEG:
Of course. I thought it was obvious.

PHIL:
(TO RAY) We had no idea where we were going. Seriously. The woman who's bought our house is arriving at noon... and we've just been given some guidance from an old friend, who's in touch with a great spiritual Master. So,it seems we're being guided to go to Scotland!  To help pioneer a new way of life.

RAY:
Very good Phil. Well, I'm glad I caught you. How will you get there?

PHIL:
We're going to hitchhike.

RAY:
I thought as much. Well I'll take you to Wetherby Corner. I'm going that way.

PHIL:
(PATS RAY ON BACK) Ray, how come you've changed so... drastically?

RAY:
Well, the pressure's off Phil, now that my space brothers have left!

PHIL:
(PICKING UP HAVERSACK TO FEEL THE WEIGHT) Your space brothers!!!?

RAY:
That's it Phil. I were falling to pieces before, because I were denying who I really am. You certainly put me in the right direction.

PHIL:
How did this change happen?  Meg, this is incredible. Last time I met Ray when you were away, he was very, very scared of being contacted by spacemen. Now...

RAY:
I realise I am one!

SARAH:
Are you a spaceman?

RAY:
(MAKES A FUNNY FACE) Yes... and you might be as well.

PHIL:
Spill the beans, man. What happened?

RAY:
(WALKING JAUNTILY AROUND THE ROOM) Well, after I saw you, I started to feel much better and I decided I'd have to stop thinking they were strange `flying minis'. I faced up to fact that they were flying saucers from another planet. Then one day, I were sitting on balcony of my flat, with girlfriend Jessie, when I suddenly felt extremely happy. I felt this warmth, flowing all over me. It were clear afternoon. I looked up at the sky, and there was this beautiful spaceship, gleaming in the sun, floating silently by. I pointed it out to Jessie. We both stared in amazement. It were so clear, that you could even see portholes. Then a very strange thing happened! I knew I were in telepathic contact with them. Pop! It were like television!

PHIL:
Really? What did they broadcast?

RAY:
It wouldn't be right for me to tell you EVERYTHING Phil. (BEHAVES WITH A SENSE OF POWER) You see, I discovered why it were, I were selected like. Let's just put it, that I understand how flying saucers work now. I'd caused myself all that bother, trying to deny my connection to them!

PHIL:
So, in a way, you were playing a game before?

RAY:
(GRINS) You could say that... but I think you saw through it, which made me admit truth, so now I'm paying off debt...

PHIL:
HOW?

RAY:
By always being happy, saying `thank you' for strange events, and taking you and your family to the Wetherby roundabout. Are you ready to leave? (PHIL LOOKS TO MEG AND SARAH. MEG HAS ALREADY PICKED UP HER HAVERSACK AND SARAH HER LITTLE BAG)
MEG & PHIL:
Let's go... into the unknown...HIGH-lands! (LIGHTS FADE)

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE

MEG, PHIL AND SARAH WALKING UP A LANE OUTSIDE OF DUMFERMLINE, AROUND MIDNIGHT. A CLEAR SKY WITH A FULL MOON. THEY HAVE JUST BEEN DROPPED OFF BY A LORRY THEY HITCHED WITH FROM YORKSHIRE. PHIL HAS A HAVERSACK WITH A TENT IN IT.

MEG:
What a fantastic night.

PHIL:
Yes, our first night of freedom.

SARAH:
Daddy what's that? (POINTS INTO THE DARK)
PHIL:
I can't see what you mean darling. (SUDDENLY AN OLD MAN OF SEVENTY APPEARS IN FRONT OF PHIL)
JOHNNY:
(VERY SCOTTISH ACCENT) Excuse me, sir. Can ye help me?

PHIL:
(TAKEN ABACK) Why, what can I do for you?

JOHNNY:
(VERY, VERY DISTRESSED) I am Johnny, sir. And I've lost me wife, Mary. I can't find her anywhere. I've looked for her, up and dune this lane. And can't find her anywhere. (HE BURSTS OUT CRYING)
PHIL:
Oh dear. Johnny what can we do?

JOHNNY:
(LOOKS UP AT STARLIT SKY) Baba knows everything, sir. This is all I have, sir. (SHOWS PHIL A BOOK IN THE DARK) My bible, sir.

PHIL:
Look Johnny, let me pitch my tent in this field, and put my daughter to bed, then I'll help you find Mary.

JOHHNY:
That's very kind of you sir. I'll have another look for her, in the hedge and up the lane. And in the field.

PHIL:
Alright. We'll see you in a minute. (JOHNNY WALKS UP THE LANE)
MEG:
How incredible!

PHIL:
Utterance. (LOOKS UP) `Baba knows it all.' (PHIL HAS JUST PITCHED THE TENT. MEG IS INSIDE PUTTING SARAH TO BED. SHE IS SINGING TO HER. JOHNNY RUNS UP)
JOHNNY:
(VERY EXCITED VOICE) I've found her sir, I've found her!

PHIL:
(SURPRISED) Really? (HE STANDS UP) Where?

JOHNNY:
Over there sir. Come and have a look. She's alright sir. Thank Baba, sir. (THEY WALK BEHIND A HAYSTACK AND, SITTING INSIDE A PILE OF HAY, IS A WOMAN THE SAME AGE AS JOHNNY)
MARY:
Come and sit down, sir. I'm very grateful. (PHIL AND JOHNNY SIT DOWN BESIDE HER) I'm very grateful to you sir, for looking after my Johnny.

PHIL:
Well, I didn't do much.

MARY:
You gave him faith, sir. He's not used to being without me, sir.

PHIL:
Call me Phil, please.

MARY:
Yes, this was the longest we'd ever been apart in sixty years. Sixty years and tonight, he could nee find me for more than four 'ours! That four 'ours was a long time for Johnny. For me, I knew Baba would look after him, so I went to sleep!

PHIL:
Well I can see it's a big relief for Johnny that you've been found.

MARY:
Now then, Johnny tells me you've got a small baba with you. Bring her over... and your wife. I must see the whole family together. Hurry before the little baba falls asleep. (PHIL RETURNS WITH MEG AND SARAH, WRAPPED UP IN A BLANKET) Sit down missus. Ah, let me hold the baba. Ah, she's a fine baba. Sleeps so peaceful.

PHIL:
She's called Sarah. And this is Meg - Johnny and Mary.

MEG:
Gosh, I didn't really think you were real! When Johnny said he'd lost you in the field, it didn't strike me that you might be in a haystack.

MARY:
Sometimes I have to hibernate, and usually Johnny can find me. I was just telling your good man that this was the longest time that Johnny has ever been away from me. It was four 'ours! You see we're always together. Together now, for sixty years or more.

MEG:
How wonderful to meet you both.

MARY:
Aye, we've lived all our life here under the stars, just like this!

PHIL:
Amazing! Amazing!

MARY:
Real Romany, that's me. Johnny's only half Romany. We met when we were both thirteen. I asked a penny off him to buy sweets. When I came out of the sweet shop Johnny said, `will you marry me?' `Certainly not,' I said. And the next day, the same thing happened. But on the third day, when I came out of the sweet-shop, again he asked `will you marry me?' and I said, `Done! We start now!' That's a Romany Marriage,but Johnny didn't know how to live by faith under the stars without anything. You see, a real Romany has nothing but Baba above. Nothing. No caravan - no weight. So, I had to teach Johnny how to live this way! He found it very hard at first.

JOHNNY:
That's right sir. Very hard!

MARY:
But, we've brought up thirteen children this way.

MEG:
THIRTEEN!?

MARY:
Yes ma'am, thirteen, all brought up inside haystacks!

MEG:
Incredible! Incredible! Inside of haystacks!!!??

MARY:
Like this one... all the babas were born inside haystacks.

PHIL:
This is so fantastic! How do you live inside of a haystack?

MARY:
Easy. You hollow it out and then make a chimney up through the middle, and there you are. Thirteen children - all growed up now - the youngest is twenty-seven and a school teacher. In Dundee.

MEG:
Do any of your children live like you?

MARY:
Ach, no, none of them. They've all got 'ouses and jobs. Johnny and I have never stayed in an 'ouse since we've been together.

MEG:
Doesn't it get very cold in winter, inside of a haystack?

MARY:
Ach, you get used to it.

PHIL:
Sixty years under the stars!

MARY:
No, seventy-three for me, sir. I was born in a hayrick, and I've always lived in hayricks.

JOHNNY:
That's right, sir, but it's only sixty years for me.

MARY:
Now you tell the gentleman and the lady, Johnny, what you saw the night we saw the Lord.

JOHNNY:
Mary, I can-nee tell that story. You tell it.

MARY:
You tell the gentleman, Johnny. Tell him how you saw Baba.

JOHNNY:I can-nee tell that story Mary, you tell it.

MARY:
Aye, and so I shall! One night, the bairns were asleep in the rick, and Johnny and I were sat outside like we are now. And I was looking up when suddenly the whole sky splut in two - and I said Johnny, `look up now'. He said, `Mary I can't. I said, `Johnny you look up now, and see the Lord,' and Johnny did look up, and he was terrified of what he saw.

JOHNNY:
The whole sky was splut in two, sir. And the Lord was looking down on Mary and me. And a hand made of light reached down and touched my heart, sir, and touched Mary's heart.

MARY:
The Lord blessed us, sir. Joined our souls and gave us the strength we needed. You see, we are pilgrims of Baba. That's the Romany name for The Lord. Most folk think we are like the tinks who steal and do bad things. But we never swear or steal. Johnny and I have always earned our food, by working in these fields around here. That's why I think the Lord touched us with his love. He knew he could trust us.

MEG:
I feel very honoured to meet you both. You are the only true saints I've ever met.

MARY:
Don't say that, ma'am. We're only children, Children of Baba. (LIGHTS FADE)

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO

INSIDE A CARAVAN AT SANDYMOUTH. PAUL ROWNTREE, A BALD SHINING HEAD, RED BLAZER, GREY FLANNELS, AN EX-RAF CAPTAIN, ABOUT 60. PHIL AND MEG WITH SARAH SAT ON HER LAP.

PAUL:
Well, you've made it to the centre of light. Thanks for the postcard - we have all been wondering what to expect after you wrote. I had to laugh when you said, `we're coming, and already on the road.' So what is your purpose in coming here?

PHIL:
I was given a message - telepathically - to found a spiritual maternity hospital, and then information about your community was sent to us, by Maud Kennedy, on the day we set off to found our centre.

PAUL:(A BIT TAKEN BACK)I see. So you weren't told specifically to come here in your message?

PHIL:
Well, not in the telepathic one. No.

PAUL:
I see... well, sit down... ah...

PHIL:
This is Meg, and our daughter Sarah. (THEY ALL SIT DOWN)
PAUL:
Well then, you must be tired Meg... and the little one.

MEG:
Yes, she's exhausted. Where could I put her to bed?

PAUL:
(BEAMING) Right here! This IS the visitors' caravan. There's two bedrooms. One either end... Strawberry? (BEAMS. PHIL AND MEG LOOK CONFUSED. PAUL THEN ADDRESSES SARAH) Would you like a big strawberry before you go to bed?

SARAH:
Yes please.

PAUL:
Right then. I'll be back in a moment. (DASHES OUT)
MEG:
Not exactly what I was expecting.

PHIL:
Perhaps it's a front... I was expecting something a bit more raw than this, I must say. Did you notice that the whole area is laid out like a suburban rock garden? I'm surprised the place isn't pickled with those little gnomes with red hats. (PAUL BURSTS IN CARRYING A BOWL OF ENORMOUS STRAWBERRIES, THE SIZE OF TOMATOES)
PAUL:
(BEAMING) Well then, look at that! (PROUDLY SHOWS THE BOWL TO SARAH. EVERYONES GASPS IN ASTONISHMENT)
SARAH:
CAN I EAT ONE?

PAUL:
Please do! Please do! (SHE DOES)
MEG:
But they're ENORMOUS!

PAUL:
Everything is larger than life around here. It's the result one gets if you work in harmony with the LITTLE PEOPLE.

MEG:
The LITTLE PEOPLE!

SARAH:
Where are they mummy?

PAUL:
They're all round here, because this is a very special place Sarah. God and the fairies help us to grow big strawberries and pears, so that people will believe in magic.

SARAH:
They make nice strawberries. Can I have another one?

PAUL:
Of course... I love a good strawberry myself... come on Meg, Phil, tuck, in.

PHIL:
You bet. Ta.

MEG:
Gosh, they're delicious. Delicious. Come on Sarah, take one more to bed with you, and say good night to Paul and daddy.

SARAH:
Night, night.

PAUL:
Good night Sarah. Sleep well.

PHIL: Night, night darling. (MEG TAKES HER OFF)
PAUL:
Well then, I bet you're relieved that you've found the centre of LIGHT?

PHIL:
Well, yes... ah... it's not exactly what I was expecting.

PAUL:
I bet... well of course I can't tell if you're meant to be here or not. That's not my job. I just do what I'm told. You can't make mistakes then can you? I work BLIND if you see what I mean? You've heard of Rock I suppose?

PHIL:
Rock?

PAUL:
Oh, I see, you're not LINKED UP to Rock. Wonderful man. He's one of our Spiritual Advisers. Works on the Pan Plane, of course.

PHIL:
Really, what does that mean?

PAUL:
Oh I see, you're GREEN to this sort of work, are you?

PHIL:
Well, I might know about it, but call it a different name.

PAUL:
Doubtful! If Pan had LINKED you up, you'd of course KNOW HIS NAME! Well, I wonder why you've been sent here. Rock's the man to sort this out. Devas?

PHIL:
... Em... I don't think so.

PAUL:
That's Daphne's field. Fascinating. This is the centre where we have been told by God that we have to LINK UP all the many pieces of the jigsaw puzzle. You'll have been sent here for a purpose. There's no doubt about it. How about God?

PHIL:
... Well... eh... yeah... I don't really know what to say?

PAUL:
Sensitive?

PHIL:
(LOOKS REALLY CONFUSED) What does that mean?

PAUL:
Pick things up! Messages on the etheric. Off the network.

PHIL:
Yeah, you could say that. I'm a poet, if that means anything to you?

PAUL:
Ah ah, I guessed as much. Agnes - that's my wife - she's a poetess! So you'll know about being alone under the stars, listening to secret intimations?

PHIL:
Yes, you could say that... tell me... when you said Rock worked on the Pan Plane, do you mean to say that he's actually met Pan?

PAUL:
Definitely. In Princes Street. Of course he tried a few tricks on Rock at the beginning - pretended he was the Devil or God - but the old man didn't fall for it. You always get tested you see. Pan was looking for a human being who he could trust... and Rock turned out to be the man for the job.

PHIL:
What job is that?

PAUL:
Fancy a stroll?

PHIL:
Why not.

PAUL:
(THEY GET UP AND WALK INTO THE `GARDENS') Well, this will give me a chance to show you some of the wonders being made manifest here. It started on the top of Glastonbury Tor. Agnes was contacted by God one cold, starlit night, whilst we were huddled up together in the tower of what remains of St Michael's church. You know it of course?

PHIL: I certainly do. I was there recently.

PAUL: Well, from that moment on, we have only done what God has specifically told us. She's the one who gets the messages from the Divine, and my job is to carry them out...to the letter. Look at that red cabbage. Grown in sand.
PHIL:
Wow, that's really vast!

PAUL:
There you are, you see. That's what comes as a result of doing what you're told. I reckon that would weigh about 40 lbs or more. We cut one last week which must have weighed 56 lbs. A half hundred weight! How about that? Grown in sand but nourished by God.

PHIL:
It's interesting that God is such a keen gardener. But there might be other interpretations of why there's such splendid fruit and veg here. You might be using a lot of fertiliser for all I know, dug into the sand.

PAUL:
That's a very unkind thing to say... The only time I've ever dug fertiliser-dung into the sand was this year, in the flower beds because I hadn't had time to do all the gardens, and with the visitors pouring in to see them...I didn't want them to be disappointed! (PAUSE) Now that's our Sanctuary. It's the focus for the work of harmonising the three kingdoms - Pan's, the human and the Divine. The Devas of course come under Pan's rule. Every morning and evening, we gather together and tune into the Etheric Network... LINK UP and BEAM OUT LIGHT to other centres, and to those under attack from DARK FORCES. Agnes meditates all through the night in the Sanctuary and, in the morning, I read out our daily instructions. Nothing's done here without the agreement of God and Pan.

PHIL:
Well, it's a fine looking building. How did you get the money to build it?

PAUL:
Ah, I see you don't know the principles of visualisation! Well, it's easy. All it requires is that you picture on the etheric exactly what you need... and it's supplied to you!  We needed £32.000 to have this Sanctuary built, so one evening we all gathered together, and sat in a circle where the Sanctuary is now, and all of us at the same time, pictured a cheque for £32,000... and, after three days, a bankers draft was sent... from an anonymous donor. Now,Isn't God just wonderful?

PHIL:
Well, I think it's a pretty strange practise.

PAUL:
Now look at those apples. See how the branches are bending under the weight of their bounty. (GLYNN DYSON WALKS BY LOOKING VERY ZOMBIE-LIKE. HE'S A BEARDED HIPPY) Hello Glynn! Glynn, this is Philip Masters... Glynn Dyson.

PHIL:
Hello. We've met before. A few times. Remember?

GLYNN:
(NODS) Yeah man. Dig it.

PAUL:
(FROSTY) Glynn's being doing some very useful work for the New Age, forging LINKS between the younger generation, and the old. As a matter of fact, he's just written an excellent article for our New Age Magazine, pointing out that the new Hippy Generation must LISTEN and LEARN from their elders, or they'll get lost! (GLYNN NODS HIS HEAD VACANTLY)
PHIL:
And what if the younger generation are tuned into something which the older generation are scared of... like UFOs for instance?

PAUL:
We're not afraid of our Space Brothers here! Do you think that this might be your purpose in coming here? To be a channel for them?

PHIL:
Perhaps.

GLYNN:
I was SENT HERE by a UFO man! I'm sure of it. Listen man, I was tripping in the Gate, and I heard this voice come out of the sky and say, `go to Sandymouth.' How about that? Ever since I've been here the sky's been buzzing with them... but I'm too far out to get into contact.

PAUL:
Don't worry Glynn, I think Phil will link us up.

GLYNN:
Hey man it's great that you've arrived. Someone on the same wavelength as myself. I can't make it with Michael Roner...

PHIL:
O no, is Michael here already?

PAUL:
Ah, you know Michael do you?

PHIL:
Sure do.

GLYNN:
Michael's into a power trip, man.

PHIL:
Really? tell me something new...

PAUL:
(LOOKING AWKWARD AT THE TONE OF THE CONVERSATION) Well then, I've got a lot to do. Don't forget lads, the morning meditation is at nine o'clock. Incidentally, Phil, if you feel inspired to read a poem in the morning, you're welcome. This is, as Glynn will tell you,  a free space here. (STALKS OFF)
PHIL:
(STARES AT GLYNN FOR A BIT, WHO LOOKS SHEEPISH) Hey Glynn, man, what have you been DOING HERE?

GLYNN:
What do you mean man? I'm helping to bring the New Age down from the astral onto the physical plane.

PHIL:
Yeah, by visualising bungalows on the etheric I suppose! Come on, man! You've been taken over Glynn! HYPNOTISED! Paul's got you by the balls, because he can see you're scared of freaking out, so he's USING YOU to AMPLIFY his EGO... AND YOU'RE GOING ALONG WITH IT! It's a load of shit! All this stuff about the young NEEDING THE OLD. Wake up man ! WAKE UP! (GLYNN LOOKS DAZED AND SHAKES HIS HEAD. SPOTLIGHT ON PAUL SLASHING DOWN SOME GORSE BUSHES IN A RAGE)
GLYNN:
(BRIGHTER) HEY, man, if you're right, I'm up shit creek. I've got nowhere else to go man. My life in London's over, but I've got a role here, man. I'm needed.

PHIL:
Perhaps you are... but to tell you the TRUTH... There's nothing NEW about this middle class trip here. It's a power trip. Can't you see that? It's definitely not based on LOVE and brotherhood. Have you not noticed that Paul never mentions Christ? It's a centre for the distribution of Luciferic razzle-dazzle. Whatever you've written already, You need to change your article man, and wake them up to what they're caught up in!

GLYNN:
You're right, man, you're right. It's not a free space here. Thank you. Hey that's a man you should meet. That's Rock. (THEY WALK OVER TO HIM) Hello Rock, this is Phil who's just arrived. He's a bit worried about Paul and what he's seen here. I'll leave you to talk to Rock, Phil. I'm going back to my caravan, to re-write my article. See you.

ROCK:
OK, Glynn. I hope you find some inspiration. (THEY START TO STROLL) Well. what's on your mind?

PHIL:
I'm shocked by the blatant worship of mammon, here. Paul seems to be an ego-maniac, who's taken Glynn over.

ROCK:
(BIG SIGH) I'm afraid you're right, Phil. Paul is a major problem here, because he's running the place as HIS wonderful project... and how has this come about? ... Because quite frankly the success of Sandymouth so far, has gone to his head. You see the problem is that the Sanctuary is built on a very strong power point... and it's too much for Paul to handle... so he's using it to pull in all sorts of unnecessary astral bric-a-brac. (MOPS HIS BROW) I'm afraid that he's a very difficult man to argue with, because he believes that he's never made a mistake in HIS LIFE.

PHIL:
What? That's madness!

ROCK:
You're probably right, but you see he only does what Agnes says... Oh, I should have said what `God' says... and because God is perfect, Paul assumes that he's perfect! I am sorry Phil, that you've already been grazed by his abrasive manner. The only thing which saves him is he at least only does what he's told. I must admit that his boasting sickens me.

PHIL:
Couldn't someone else do his job? Someone who is a bit more sensitive?

ROCK:
Not unless Agnes says so... I'm sorry, `God' says so... My goodness... excuse me. Some of my little friends want to talk to me.... (PHIL STARES IN ASTONISHMENT AS ROCK GOES DOWN ON ONE KNEE AND STARTS TALKING TO THIN AIR) I can't believe it! ... When? Just now? ... Cut them down! ... Oh, I am sorry... very sorry... Yes, I'll talk to him... Yes... I'll make sure... yes... never again... Oh dear... Oh dear. (WALKS BACK TO PHIL)
PHIL:
Whatever's going on?

ROCK:
(MOPS HIS BROW) Bad news I'm afraid Phil. I was just talking to a large group of Earth Spirits who are extremely distraught, because Paul has just destroyed their homes, whilst we've been chatting.

PHIL:
How did he ever do that?

ROCK:
Well, they used to live in a clump of gorse bushes behind the Sanctuary and apparently Paul has just cut them all down! I must take him to task about this immediately. (THEY WALK BACK)
PHIL:
Isn't there anyone here who is peaceful and free of Paul's influence?

ROCK:
I know what you're talking about. Yes, there are two ladies here, who ARE very centred and spiritually advanced. Eveline is an elderly lady who lives over there in that Cederwood bungalow, and Hilta is a young, blond, Finnish lady... who, between you and I, might be an extra-terrestrial. I think you would benefit from meeting both of them. Now, if you enjoy gardening, I suggest you do some here tomorrow, as it puts you in contact with the healing forces of the Devas. But for now, I suggest you sit down over there, near the herb garden, and enjoy the sunset. Ah, there's Paul... I'll see you tomorrow, Phil, in the Sanctuary. (HURRIES OFF TO PAUL)
PHIL:
Bye Rock. Good to have met you. (SITS DOWN AND WATCHES ROCK AND PAUL)
ROCK:
Paul, I must talk to you.

PAUL:
Yes Rock, what is it?

ROCK:
Have you just cut down some gorse bushes?

PAUL:
(LOOKS TOWARDS PHIL) What are you talking about?

ROCK:
Could you answer my question Paul?

PAUL:
Has this new chap been stirring up trouble?

ROCK:
Listen Paul, a group of Earth Spirits has just told me that you've destroyed their homes. If you do things like this, the Pan Plane will withdraw co-operation with Man. I'm beginning to lose my trust in you Paul, so don't ever let this happen again! You don't OWN this centre Paul. You're supposed to be a guardian, not a BUTCHER.

HILTA:
(DRESSED VERY SIMPLY, WALKS UP TO PHIL AND SITS DOWN, AS ROCK WALKS OFF. PAUL LISTENS TO HILTA AND PHIL FROM BEHIND A BUSH) You need to speak to me?

PHIL:
I didn't know I did until I saw you. (PAUSE) What is the difference between life here on Earth and life on Venus?

HILTA:
(SHOWING NO SURPRISE AT THE QUESTION) The main difference is about memory. On Venus, very seldom does a person forget a previous lifetime but, on Earth, as you know, the reverse is true.

PHIL:
Look I've been through a lot of things and yet I'm still afraid of death. Every time I'm touched by the miracle of life, I get scared of dying! Why is this?

HILTA:
It is because you forget that your REAL SELF cannot die. Your true HIGHER SELF IS ASLEEP, and so your body... has no true guide. I will help you to align your lonely body with your intelligent soul. When you are joined up, you can SEE what is happening around you, and then you will have much less fear, and then no-one can push you around.

PHIL:
How can you do this?

HILTA:
It is done through prayer. It is very simple, and was taught to the people on my planet by Jesus.

PHIL:
I'm glad that you mentioned Jesus. I was beginning to think that this place was being run by the devil.

HILTA:
Don't worry. I know what is happening here. There are mischievous Venusians AND OTHERS, who are trying to control this power centre for their own ends. I have been sent here by my Master, to help you and to combat the dark forces of the Venusian controllers.

PHIL:
Who are these Venusians?

HILTA:
They first came to the Earth to help man develop out of the Garden of Eden... which is INSIDE THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH. After a long time, when man and woman were perfected forms, they were led out and shown how to live on the surface of the Earth. It was then that an unforeseen tragedy arose... The original Venusian Guardians had become attached to the role of being demi-gods... and decided against returning to Venus... choosing to rule Earth-people by pretending they were `angels' doing the work of our Father/Mother God. Recently, they have been causing havoc by appearing as spacemen from outer space.

PHIL:
Do you mean that the spaceships which I have been seeing are Earthly in origin?

HILTA:
Originally most of these spaceships came from Venus, and were used INSIDE the Earth... where the rebel Venusians live now! It is these rebels who are trying to prevent this planet developing onto a higher level now, because if you SAW WITH YOUR HIGHER SELF, you could SEE what they are up to! Of course, they have Earthly agents who wear masks of respectability. So beware of UFO activity... most of it is aimed to distract... not to enlighten!

PHIL:
The implications are very frightening!

HILTA:
These agents of Lucifer can only be defeated by bringing the Spirit of Christ into your life... Jesus is not that sentimental religious figure which the Luciferic forces invented. To really love one another, you have to be VERY STRONG. The power of Christ, is infinitely stronger than nuclear energy. The Christ Spirit existed before this planet was created... and is the guiding FORCE behind humanity's struggle to spiritualise this planet... and so, tomorrow morning before the service begins at half past eight, you meet me in the Sanctuary, and I show you how to join up with your real self through the power of the true SPIRITUAL LIGHT.

PHIL:
Thank you very much Hilta. Is there anything I can do for you?

HILTA:
Yes, cut sentimentality out of your life, and become a true warrior for love. Now it is important that you meet Eveline. (AS SHE STANDS UP, PAUL ROWNTREE SCURRIES AWAY) Ah, Paul was spying on us... because he feels his power is being threatened. Be careful of him... he is more cunning than you might imagine!

                           LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE THREE

EVELINE'S BUNGALOW. PHIL AND EVELINE ARE SITTING IN ARMCHAIRS SIPPING COFFEE.

EVELINE:
... What she says is absolutely true. Jesus is not a religious figure... someone to be worshipped. Absolutely not. He is like my dear friend Krishnamurti... a cosmic mechanic... Jesus introduced to the Earth, cosmic spiritual laws... which HAVE TO BE LIVED, not revered. If one practises the simple laws as given by Jesus, one can direct the spiritual energies away from the ego, so that the planet can truly develop. Prayer is the key,Phil. It is the art of focusing... not inventing. If you focus on the spiritual sun... then, of course, you are nourished by it. 

PHIL:
But why have people turned prayer into such a pathetic soppy palaver?

EVELINE:
Because they think it's an opportunity to BEG, WHINE and GRUMBLE. They think it's a question of GETTING SOMETHING, when actually it's to do with giving. Giving your attention to God.

PHIL:
But how can you place your attention on God if you don't know what God is?

EVELINE:
Your ego doesn't know what God is, but your HIGHER SELF does, so it's vital that you join up as Hilta has explained.

PHIL:
Yeah, I see what you mean. People aren't in TOUCH with life, because they value their ego-picture of reality more than truth!

EVELINE:
That's right. They'd cling to a photo whilst the realty which the photo echoes is being destroyed in front of them.

PHIL:
I want to tell the WORLD how they've got all their values upside down... that what is least IMPORTANT is their SELF IMPORTANCE. God, Eveline, the world is heading in the wrong direction... I've got to warn everyone!

EVELINE:
I don't think you're ready to do that yet dear. Before you teach, you have to make sure that you are absolutely free of your own past prejudices, otherwise a dark force will use you to spread chaos.

PHIL:
So you agree that there are DARK FORCES at work?

EVELINE:
Most definitely, and sometimes they are very SUBTLE, and at other times, they are plainly grotesque. (PAUL ROWNTREE BURSTS IN)
PAUL:
Phil, you're wanted in the Sanctuary now!

PHIL:
(LOOKS AT HIM QUIZZICALLY) What's all the rush? Can't you see I'm talking to Eveline?

PAUL:
Phil! You're wanted now! Are you coming or not?

PHIL:
You're being extremely rude!

PAUL:
This is your third and last chance - are you coming or not? (PHIL LOOKS AWAY. PAUL TURNS AROUND AND SLAMS THE DOOR AS HE GOES OUT)
PHIL:
He behaves as a man possessed!

EVELINE:
(NODS) Don't worry dear, Krishnamurti would have done exactly the same as you.
LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FOUR

HALF AN HOUR LATER. PHIL IS WALKING THROUGH SANDYMOUTH - WOODEN BUILDINGS, GARDENS,GRAVEL PATHS. MICHAEL RONER, WEARING LEATHER JERKIN AND RED FLARED TROUSERS, TURNS CORNER AND BUMPS INTO PHIL.

RONER:
Phil man, you just let us all down!

PHIL:
Stop bullshitting me! I've let no-one down.

RONER:
You're so arrogant. You always think of yourself before others. A flying saucer was overhead an hour ago, and it chose you to be the channel... to contact us through. And you just refused to come into the Sanctuary! How can you refuse to contact your space brothers when they're trying to help us?

PHIL:
I think this whole thing is a fantasy. It strikes me as very odd that they don't know the right time to approach a prospective communication channel. I was involved in an important conversation with Eveline, and the way Paul interrupted the flow of our meeting, indicated to me that whoever had sent him, was no friend of mine. My view is, I don't care where a message comes from, or who it's from, it's the way it's put out that concerns me! If the quality's not right... I'm not interested!

RONER:
You think you know how it all works. (SNEERS) Well, you're just a cog in the...

PHIL:
Bullshit Roner. Bullshit!

RONER:
Well, you go your own way man. But don't count on any help from me!

PHIL:
I never did, Roner! Never did!

LIGHTS FADE

ACT THREE, SCENE FIVE

THE SANCTUARY, NEXT MORNING. PHIL IS LYING ON THE FLOOR IN THE CENTRE OF A CIRCLE OF CHAIRS. HILTA IS KNELT AT HIS HEAD. PHIL HAS HIS EYES CLOSED, FEET TOGETHER - AS A CROSS.

HILTA:
Now let the light circle the body, at it's own speed... good! Now let it travel up the spine... to the top of the head... now let the light pulse there. (PAUL ROWNTREE, AGNES, RONER, DYSON, MEG, SARAH, EVELINE AND ROCK, QUIETLY FILE IN AND SIT DOWN. MEG AND SARAH NEXT TO PAUL. PHIL IS UNAWARE OF THEIR PRESENCE)
PHIL:
(BREATHES DEEPLY, QUITE FAST) Oh God, I'm being filled with light.

HILTA:
Oh Father/Mother God, the ever present Creator of this Universe, let this light of your love, illuminate this body and bring it into harmony with the higher self. May his eyes be cleansed so that he may SEE your eternal Creation which lies before him. Erase all fear from this man's mind, so that he can enjoy the gift of your eternal love. Aum. (SHE VIBRATES THE WORD)
PHIL:
Amen. (PAUL AND RONER LOOK DARK. THE OTHERS HAVE CLOSED THEIR EYES, AND ARE SMILING) Oh light. Light! My fear has dissolved into pure light.

HILTA:
(ALSO HAS EYES CLOSED) Pure light is what we are. Body is mental concept. Body is light, shaped by time. Realising the light, you become free of time. Then, thought is substantial, your spiritual vehicle... your spaceship... in which you can travel through the Spiritual Universe.

PHIL:
Oh, the Lord and I are one... (PHIL NOW SPEAKS ECSTATICALLY THE FOLLOWING SPEECH. THE SPEECH COULD BE RECORDED ON TAPE AND PHIL COULD HAVE A LITTLE EARPHONE, HIDDEN FROM THE AUDIENCE. THE TAPE RECORDER COULD BE HIDDEN IN PHIL'S COAT. THROUGHOUT THE SPEECH, ROWNTREE AND RONER GET MORE AND MORE ANGRY LOOKING) I am not separate from the whole, so I cannot see the whole. If I try to see the whole, I separate myself from it. I am the whole, so I cannot join up with ‘parts’, who are trying to join up with the whole! There are no ‘parts’ to the whole. There is no greater or lesser, because there is no such thing as Quantity to the whole. The whole is not an accumulation of ‘parts’ or ‘functions’. The whole has no function. Those who think that they are a ‘part’ are inventing an illusion, apart from reality. There are no masters or disciples in eternity. Does the whole have to teach itself?

Teaching is a product of illusion. Illusion is blindness to what is. What is, is the whole. I am the whole.

There are ‘great’ universes which don’t exist. ‘Great’ teachers who do not LIVE, and silly people who have not been born.

I am not part of a clock or a drop of the ocean. I am not ‘anything’ or ‘nothing’.

I am that, from which I am. The only worship that there is, is the awareness of what IS. To worship what is not, is to extend idolatry. What is not, is your interpretation of what is.

If you are not, you will want to be. If you want to be, you will not be free. To be free, is to be. Only the whole is free. There is no freedom for the ‘part’, because the ‘part’ does not exist. ‘Time’ is the interpretation of the part. There can be no movement from ‘Time’ to Eternity. There is no path from ‘illusion to truth’. There is no distance to be covered, for I am everywhere, but everywhere is not a big place... or a little place. I am all, and all is the heart. The heart is joy, and joy cannot be found. I am joy, and joy has no teachers, although joy teaches.

I am the OPEN and in love with all lovers. Lovers love the scent of each other. Each is a flower to the other. I am wild, because I am love.

If you try to bring a bucket of the ocean home, it is no longer the ocean. Try and bring some lightning home. You cannot cultivate me, or cultivate a smile.

The great wisdom, is the singing seeing heart, which SEES form, where blind minds look for pattern.

I am form, but I cannot be seen. I am intelligence but cannot be... communicated.

I am singing, I am sorrow, I am loving, I am dying, I am dancing, I am stillness, I am all. (PHIL STANDS UP AND WALKS OUT)       (PAUSE)
ROCK:
(ROCK IS TALKING TO PHIL OUTSIDE THE SANCTUARY. MEG IS STANDING BESIDE HIM, HOLDING SARAH’S HAND) That was wonderful Phil. Real inspiration. (CHUCKLES) That will have put the cat among the pigeons.

PHIL:
Really?

ROCK:
Oh yes, but don’t worry, as I told you last night, this is not Paul’s private home. Spiritual work is beyond possession. I’ve got to go off to Edinburgh this morning, but I will be back in a week or so. I will see you then, if you weather the storm!

PAUL:
(COMES RUNNING UP CLUTCHING A SHEET OF PAPER) We’ve just had an important message flash through on the network.

PHIL:
Really. What is it? Martians calling?

ROCK:
(ROCK IS VERY AMUSED BY PHIL) No, nothing like THAT! GOD! God says that Phil is to leave RIGHT AWAY!

PHIL:
What sort of bullshit is this? (ROCK SMILES AS PAUL COUGHS IN DISAPPROVAL)

PAUL:
Meg is permitted to stay.

PHIL:
Very clever! Well let me tell you something! I think your so-called ‘God’ is the devil... and you are his errand boy. We are one family... and we leave TOGETHER! in disgust... but WATCH OUT because when we find the right spot, and set up a true spiritual centre to usher in the new age of Aquarius... YOU WILL FEEL IT! (MEG, PHIL AND SARAH WALK OFF. ROCK WAVES. RONER SNARLS, DYSON LOOKS STUNNED AND LOST. PAUL SCREWS UP THE PIECE OF PAPER AND STUFFS IT INTO RONER’S POCKET)

                                        CURTAIN






