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Trent** (D, D Recently dead friend. Freaked out. 
Lya** (D,D Trent’s partner. Cynical. 
Leon*  (M, D Curious. Open. Believes he’s been called. Mate of Trent. 
Red *** (M The Great Receiver. Showman/woman 
Lift *** (M, D Red’s devious assistant. Charming and sly. 
Corrin** (D,D Would-be journalist. Determined to uncover the fraud. 
Tai* (D, M Seller of herbal remedies. Refuses to doubt. A complete believer. 
Cass* (D Nervous. Making their way in a new town. Misses dead Mum 

terribly. In love with... 
Cam* (D Singer. Seeking fame. Egotist.  
Gus** (M,D Staunch. Blokey. But lost his dad when he was 13. And has a 

secret he’s protecting. 
 
 
  

 



PROLOGUE: AN INVITATION 
 
As the audience arrive, the stage is set for the performance of The Great Receiver. A 
platform serves as a small stage. A poster advertising the event is on the back wall. An 
empty fish bowl sits on a small table centre stage.  
 
THE GREAT RECEIVER (RED) is dressed to perform, with black cape, white shirt, 
waistcoat, top hat. They hover, welcoming guests, helping them find their seats.  
 
The lights are dimmed, red perhaps. Mystical music plays. 
 
LIFT, the assistant, dressed more flamboyantly, in colourful silks and sequins, moves 
through the audience, instructing some of them to fill in their cards and seal their 
envelopes, before placing them in the bowl. 
 
When all is ready, RED takes centre stage and welcomes the audience formally. 
 
RED Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to my show tonight. I understand full well 

that you have come here for many reasons. Some of you are curious, 
others sceptical, some come seeking comfort, others confirmation. Some 
of you are here because you are lost, and you know that you are lost. 
Others don’t know this, but are lost nonetheless. For that is how it is. We 
are all lost. This is my show, and yet I do not know what will happen here. 
For the workings of the universe are inscrutable. Some of you have written 
on cards and sealed them in envelopes, and those envelopes now sit in 
this bowl, where it will remain throughout the show. Keep your eye on this 
bowl. Make sure we do not cheat you. For cheating cheapens truth, 
makes fiction of it. And tonight you will learn that truth is far more 
interesting than fiction can ever be. It was ever thus. Assistant, lights if you 
please. 

 
LIFT moves to the lighting board, clearly visible on stage, and brings the lights down, 
but not to complete darkness, and then up on a quite different scene. LIFT and RED 
fade from the scene but remain hovering in the background, watching carefully. 
Throughout the play, as actors enter and then exit, they do so from the audience.  
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SCENE ONE: WATER 
 
LYA and TRENT sitting together. It is clear they know each other well. She is reading a 
book. He is pretending to be interested in his phone. He clearly wants to say something. 
She clearly hopes he won’t. Eventually the urge gets too much for him. 
 
TRENT So what do you think happens when we die? 
LYA Really? 
TRENT Yeah. 
LYA Again? 
TRENT You don’t understand. 
LYA Nothing. Nothing happens when we die. That’s the thing about being 

dead. Nothing happens. 
TRENT If you say so. 
LYA I do. 
 
Another silence, filled with precisely the same energy as the last.  
 
TRENT But you can’t know that. 
LYA We’ve been through this. 
TRENT Not for sure. 
 
LYA sighs. Moves through to the kitchen, pours a glass of water, holds it over TRENT’s 
head. 
 
TRENT Don’t. 
LYA Here’s the thing about knowing. I can’t know for sure that if I tip this glass 

of water, the water will fall downwards. Everything I’ve ever seen tells me 
it will, but I can’t know for sure.  

TRENT Yes, but - 
 
LYA tips the glass. Gravity does the rest. 
 
TRENT Really? 
LYA Sorry if I’ve dampened your mood. 
TRENT You’re unbelievable. 
LYA I think you’ll find it’s your Great Receiver who’s unbelievable. 
TRENT So you’re definitely not coming to the show? 
LYA No, I’m not. 
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TRENT So your mind is closed? 
LYA Open to the truth, closed to bullshit. It’s a good rule. You should try it. 
 
Another long pause. TRENT does nothing to dry himself. The next time he speaks, it is 
with real reluctance. He is not scared of LYA, so much as of some other, unspoken, 
consequence. 
 
TRENT Every time I say his name, something happens. 
LYA Whose name? 
TRENT You know. 
LYA You mean - 
TRENT Don’t! 
LYA You mean… Johnny. 
 
No sooner has she spoken than the lights begin to flicker. TRENT is terrified, LYA 
slightly unnerved. 
 
LYA Coincidence. 
 
TRENT moves to the kitchen, fills a glass of water, comes back and tips it over LYA. 
 
TRENT Sorry. Coincidence. 
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SCENE TWO: LEON 
 
LEON moves onto stage alone, directly addresses the audience. 
 
LEON I can tell you exactly when I first heard of the Great Receiver. It was four 

weeks ago. Thursday night. I was walking back from the cafe where I work 
on Jackson St. It would have been about ten thirty. And there’s a building 
site, and along the fence, just a temporary fence to keep pedestrians safe, 
people have plastered posters. You know the sort of thing, advertising fun 
runs and music festivals and yoga classes. I don’t usually read them. I’ve 
always assumed nobody reads them. But as I walked past, I can’t say 
exactly what it was, but I think most likely it was somebody across the 
road getting on their scooter or something, and their light came on, maybe 
in a little flash of on and off or something, and it must have been aimed 
exactly at that fence, because what it looked like was that one of the 
posters started to flash, just as I walked past it. And you know, it’s night, 
and a poster starts flashing at you, and then when you turn back and you 
can see no good reason why it might have been flashing, or how, and the 
poster itself is advertising this guy who claims to talk to the dead… I’m not 
saying I’m into it. I’m not saying I believe this stuff. Probably it was just a 
coincidence. But the poster flashed at me. And to tell the truth, there’s one 
dead guy I definitely want to talk to. There’s something I need to say. 
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SCENE THREE: HERBAL JOURNALISM 
 
TAI, alone on stage, meditating. LYA enters, carrying a camera. She begins to film him. 
TAI opens one eye, observes, closes it. Resumes meditation. It’s a long time before he 
speaks. 
 
TAI Like what you see? 
LYA No. 
TAI Thank you. 
LYA Because I’ve spent a whole week looking for something to film, and the 

harder I look - 
TAI The less you see? 
LYA Yes. No, not like that. It’s just, I’m so uninspired. 
TAI You know the secret to finding the thing you’re looking for? 
LYA Refusing to waste time talking to people who -  
TAI You just have to stop looking. 
LYA Yeah, that’ll work. 
 
But TAI has produced a poster, which he now holds before her. The Great Receiver.  
 
LYA Okay, should have seen this coming. 
TAI I did. 
LYA How is it that people are so stupid that they can think a person who could 

genuinely talk to the dead might end up performing in a school hall? 
TAI You think she’s a fraud? 
LYA I know she's a fraud. 
TAI So make that the subject of your documentary. Make it about the way 

people fall for a fraud. 
LYA That’s actually pretty good. 
TAI You seemed surprised. 
LYA Shocked. It’s not like you to try to help me. 
TAI I’m going to the show. I don’t think she’s a fraud, and I’d like the company. 

Unless Trent’s going. 
LYA You know I go out with him, right?  
TAI One of the many reasons I don’t like him. 
LYA He asked me to go and I said I wouldn’t… He was sweet though, in the 

end. Promised me he wouldn’t go… But then if he finds out I went with 
you... 

TAI I understand. Men are often jealous of me. I have a very alluring aura. 
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LYA Who told you that? 
TAI I tell myself. Life is all about the narrative, in the end. 
LYA Great theme for a documentary though, and I have nothing else. Yes, the 

desperation of believers. If Ms Reel doesn’t think that’s worth a Media 
Studies excellence she can stick it up her - 

TAI And if she’s not a fraud? 
LYA All teachers are frauds, one way and another. 
TAI And if this Great Receiver is not a fraud? 
LYA Then the documentary is going to make me famous. 
TAI Excellence, Fame, an ingrained sense of superiority... You know this is all 

splashing about in the shallow end, right? 
LYA You know the deep end’s making you smell bad. 
TAI We have been conditioned to believe the smells of the body are 

unpleasant, when in fact - 
LYA No, dude. You stink. 
TAI Oh. I didn’t know that. 
LYA Should think about showering, occasionally. 
TAI I had a dream, where my soul was washed down the plughole. I think it 

might have been a sign. 
LYA Can I interview you, for the documentary? 
TAI Saying what? 
LYA Just what you normally say. The more nutters the better. 
TAI See you at the show. 
LYA Yeah, maybe pretend you didn’t know I was - 
TAI It’s a date. 
LYA No, I definitely didn’t say - 
TAI Can’t hear you. Meditating. 
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CHAPTER FOUR: THE GREAT RECEIVER (aka RED)  
 
RED moves back onto the small stage. LIFT follows. The two whisper together, and 
then RED encourages LIFT forward. LIFT is nervous, as if unaccustomed to this. (Or 
accustomed to appearing unaccustomed.) 
 
LIFT The number of times people have thought they were going to expose her - 

I’ve lost count. But we’re still here, and they’re still trying to work it out. It’s 
an obsession, this desire to prove that the world does not extend beyond 
the boundaries of their imaginations. The great biologist J.B.S Haldane 
once said ‘the universe is not only queerer than we suppose, but queerer 
than we can suppose.’ And that is what they resist, these so called careful 
thinkers. They miss the obvious fact that the puny human mind was, by 
the admission of their very own ‘scientific’ models, never designed to 
understand the workings of the universe. To believe we’ll ever understand 
the world we inhabit, well that is surely the greatest leap of faith of all. I 
don’t claim to know how these things happen. I simply enjoy the privilege 
of watching them unfold. I have known The Great Receiver since her first 
show, and I can assure you, there really is no explaining what she does.   
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CHAPTER FIVE: LOVE 
 
CAM sits, with his guitar, nursing a drink, preening, practising for that time when people 
will not be able to take their eyes off him. Imagining a future in which he is gloriously 
famous. CASS sits, unable to take her eyes off him. Nervous beyond words. Building up 
the courage. Twice she tries to rise from her seat and walk over to him. Twice she fails. 
On the third, she manages momentum, but little else. She stands awkwardly at his 
bored shoulder. A painful period of time elapses before he notices. 
 
CAM Yes? 
CASS Ah, I heard you… hello, I’m Cass… I heard you sing… before… I liked it. I 

really liked it. 
 
CAM offers nothing in return. Just finishes his drink and picks up his phone. Scrolls. 
 
CASS Right... It wasn’t the first time I’d seen you play... Should I just go? 
CAM Up to you. 
 
CASS hesitates, then sits. 
 
CASS Thank you. 
CAM Didn’t say you could sit. 
CASS Oh, sorry, I - 
CAM But you can. If you want to. 
CASS Thanks… I might, if that’s... 
CAM What’s your favourite song? 
CASS Of yours? 
CAM Of course. 
CASS Running Saturday. 
CAM Interesting choice. 
CASS First one I ever heard. It was at the school talent quest. We go to the 

same school. 
CAM Oh. I didn’t know that… Sorry. 
CASS It’s okay. There’s a lot of - 
CAM No, I mean I’m sorry you have to go there. It’s a shit hole. 
CASS Yeah. 
CAM You want an autograph? 
CASS Um… sure. I haven’t got any paper. 
CAM Then why did you ask for a - 
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CASS I didn’t. You suggested it. 
CAM But you came over here. 
CASS But to… Doesn’t matter. Yes, an autograph would be amazing. Write on 

my arm and I’ll take a photo of it.  
CAM Okay. 
 
CAM produces a sharpie as if he always carries one for this purpose and signs CASS’ 
arm. The contact almost causes her to faint. 
 
CAM I can play you a song if you like. 
CASS What, like, just for me? 
CAM You can film it. But only if you promise to post it. 
CASS I just need to warn you of something…  Um, damn, ah… okay. If you play 

me a song, now, I’m probably going to fall in love with you. 
CAM Okay. 
CASS That won’t be awkward? 
CAM I’m going to be famous. I’m going to have to get used to it. 
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CHAPTER SIX: REGRETS 
 
GUS walks onto the stage. Blokey, nervous of the audience. Settles his nerves by 
exercising. 
 
GUS They say you should live every day as if it’s your last. I understand that’s 

bad advice. If this was my last day I’d run up my credit card, send 
offensive messages to my enemies, spill all my juiciest secrets and eat 
chocolate until I vomit. And clearly that’s not a smart way to live every day. 
But I get what they mean. I get that you should live as if, any person you 
see, any experience you have, you might not get it again. You should 
appreciate what you have, right, before it’s gone. ‘Cos once it’s gone, well 
it’s hard to say sorry. It’s hard to make up for it. It ends up like a wound 
that will never heal over. So instead of fading, the pain gets sharper, and 
every day, you wish, you just wish… 
My Dad died when I was eleven. I could have been kinder to him. I could 
have made it easier for him. And now I can’t. 
Yeah, I’d give anything to be able to talk to him, just one more time. 
Anything. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN: AN INVITATION 
 
CORRIN walks on stage, stops, checks her phone, steps forward and knocks. LIFT 
moves, as if to answer a door. 
 
LIFT Yes. Hello? 
CORRIN Is this the home of the performer who class themselves The Great 

Receiver? 
 
LIFT is surprised. At first they do not answer. 
 
LIFT I don’t understand. 
CORRIN It’s a perfectly simple question. 
LIFT No, who are you? What are you doing here? 
CORRIN So it is? 
LIFT How did you get this address? 
CORRIN And you also live here? 
LIFT I’m not going to… What do you want? 
CORRIN A ticket. To the show on Friday. I tried to buy one, but there was a waiting 

list. 
LIFT There’s always a waiting list. She’s very popular. And now word’s getting 

out, about the things that happen, it’s only getting worse. You should have 
bought a ticket earlier. 

CORRIN I only just saw the poster. 
LIFT If you leave your name, I’ll see if I can get you bumped up the list. To 

reward the effort you’ve made, coming here. 
CORRIN I’m not on the list. 
LIFT Well then, I can’t - 
CORRIN I prefer not to leave my details. I didn’t want to… but now you’ve rather 

forced my hand. 
LIFT I don’t understand. 
 
CORRIN produces a pack of cards, shuffles them, fans them out face down. 
 
CORRIN Pick a card. Any card. 
 
LIFT pauses, but does as instructed. 
 
CORRIN Now, don’t show me… No, you look at it, but don’t let me see. 
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CORRIN pauses, closes eyes frowns. Opens them again. 
 
CORRIN The six of clubs. 
 
RED smiles, gets up off their stool and walks to LIFT, retrieves the card and takes it to 
the audience, showing them that the card selected was indeed the six of clubs. 
 
RED Simple trick. Well could be one of a number of simple tricks. There’s a 

number of ways of doing that.  
 
Walks back to the now frozen CORRIN. 
 
RED Amateur magician, journalist, out to write an article on why I’m a fraud. In 

the audience tonight. I’m afraid he’s going to be disappointed. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT: SLIPPING OUT 
 
LEON creeps about the stage, throws a small stone at TRENT’s window. TRENT’s face 
appears. 
 
LEON You ready? 
 
TRENT checks behind him nervously. 
 
TRENT Should be sweet. She’s actually ended up going round to a mate’s place 

so you can come round the front. 
 
They meet at the front door, and hold their conversation while walking side by side, 
maybe walking on the spot, then stopping for traffic crossings, moving out of the way of 
electric scooters etc. Synchronised swerving. 
 
TRENT It’s not too late to bail. 
LEON I know. 
TRENT But you don’t want to? 
LEON No… Maybe. Do you? 
TRENT Nah, in now.  
LEON Probably he won’t even… 
TRENT Nah. 
LEON Mostly frauds. 
TRENT Maybe all of them. 
LEON Maybe. 
TRENT You still think about it? 
LEON Course. 
TRENT Yeah. 
LEON You? 
TRENT Yep. 
LEON We could have - 
TRENT There’s no point - 
LEON So you never think about what - 
TRENT I’m not saying - 
LEON If we just turned back. 
TRENT I know. 
LEON I said it. I said, we should go back and see if Johnny’s - 
TRENT I know. I heard you. 
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LEON And you agreed with me… You agreed with me. 
TRENT And then Marcus said we were running out of time. 
LEON Yeah. And who wants to argue with Marcus? 
TRENT Never lets it go. 
LEON Even question him and it’s a civil war. 
TRENT I knew we weren’t running out of time. 
LEON Yeah, it was Johnny who was running out of time. 
TRENT Yeah. 
LEON We can go back, if you want. There’s beer in the fridge. 
TRENT You scared? 
LEON A little bit. You? 
TRENT Shitting myself. 
LEON You want a hug? 
TRENT Nah… Okay. 
 
They hug. 
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CHAPTER NINE: DISCWORLD 
 
TAI A lot of people, most people, think the world is a pretty simple place. They 

think all you have to do to understand it is to listen to the smart people 
who have studied it, and they’ll tell you how things work. But what if it’s all 
a lie? What if the so called smart people were lied to too, and the lie is so 
big, so absurd, that nobody can possibly imagine it could be a lie? Well 
that happens. It happens more than you think. Like probably you think the 
world is round. Like you’ve seen it, the model, right, the globe, this 
spinning sphere. Everybody’s seen it, so everybody just assumes it’s true. 
But it isn’t. When you look into it, none of it really adds up. If we’re 
spinning so fast that the entire globe turns around once every twenty four 
hours, well just think about it. The earth’s circumference is forty thousand 
kilometers. So, divide that by twenty four and you get over 1600km per 
hour.That’s how fast you’re supposed to be spinning, when you stand at 
the equator. All the time. So how come you don’t feel that? How come the 
air comes with us? What makes the air spin? Why aren’t thousand 
kilometre an hour winds ripping us to pieces? I’ll tell you why. Because the 
earth isn’t spinning. No, no, no. The earth, you see, is perfectly flat. And 
that doesn’t even scratch the surface of the lies you’ve been told. Don’t 
get me started on the moon landing. Just don’t even get me started. 
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CHAPTER TEN: SMUGGLERS 
 
GUS is standing patiently, waiting in a line. CORRIN approaches him. It is clear GUS 
has never seen CORRIN before. 
 
CORRIN Ah, excuse me. 
GUS Hello. 
CORRIN Do you mind me asking, what is it you’re queueing for? 
GUS The show. 
CORRIN You mean the Medium? 
GUS Yeah. 
CORRIN You have a ticket? 
GUS Yeah. They put me on a waiting list, but I found out yesterday I was in. 
CORRIN Cool. 
GUS Yeah, it was a relief. 
CORRIN I couldn’t even get on the waiting list. 
GUS Really? 
CORRIN Yeah. Found out too late.  
GUS Okay. You trying to buy a ticket? 
CORRIN Nah… Well, I was. Asked like six people but they all told me the same 

thing. 
GUS What was that? 
CORRIN Well, they all have a special reason for being here. Something that means 

more to them than a few extra dollars. 
GUS Yeah. 
CORRIN What’s yours? 
GUS Dunno. Just want to talk to him, really. 
CORRIN The Medium? 
GUS Nah. Well yeah, but through him. I want to talk to my Dad. 
CORRIN I’m sorry. When did he die? 
GUS It’s a few years ago now. 
CORRIN What do you want to say to him? 
GUS I just want to ask him, if he knows, well, if he knows what I’ve been doing 

since. It shocked me, you know, and I hadn’t been that… I was a little 
screw up, I didn’t take anything seriously, and I think that really 
disappointed him. And now, since that, well I’ve been making an effort. 
I’ve been trying real hard not to screw up, and in my mind, I’ve been doing 
it for him, and I just want to know… well does he know that? Can he see 
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it? Can he see I haven’t turned out to be the disaster he always thought I 
was. 

CORRIN Wow. That’s hard. 
GUS What about you? What’s your story? 
CORRIN You’re the first person tonight who’s asked me that. Most people are so 

happy being listened to, they forget that cuts both ways. 
GUS I’m listening. 
CORRIN Twins. I’m a twin… I was a twin. And now… I just really really miss her, 

you know. 
GUS That’s shit. 
CORRIN Yeah, it is. 
GUS I can’t sell you my ticket. 
CORRIN I know. Wasn’t going to ask. 
GUS I know the hall though. 
CORRIN I’m listening. 
GUS There’s an emergency exit, just past the toilets. No alarm on it. If you wait 

there, once I’m in, I’ll, you know… 
CORRIN You’re a good man. 
GUS Haven’t always been. 
CORRIN Thank you. Thank you so much. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN: IT MUST BE LOVE 
 
CAM Great artists speak of the pain within. It connects us, pain. Pain is the 

universal experience. All the great love songs are sad love songs, you 
know. Songs of heartbreak, they’re the ones that stay with us. Think of all 
the great novels, think of Shakespeare’s soaring tragedies. Whether it’s 
the anger of the rap star or the despondency of the lonely emo, art is 
about ripping open our chests and exposing our bleeding, beat-skipping, 
aching heart to the world. I want to be a great artist. I want to be 
remembered. But it’s a problem, you know, because, well, I don’t have 
much pain. I live up on the hill with a beautiful view out over the harbour. 
We have a little puppy called Honest and it has a partially paralysed tail so 
that when it’s happy it can only wag it to one side. It’s the cutest thing 
you’ve ever seen. My parents are still in love and we can afford to go 
overseas for our holidays. I have friends and they’re mostly good to me. 
I’m comfortable enough with how I look and school’s pretty easy. I’m just, 
well, I think I’m too happy to make art. I tried worrying about that, I thought 
I might be able to develop an anxiety problem, but basically I was born an 
optimist and it turns out that shit’s incurable. So what I’ve decided to do, is 
I’ve decided to study other people’s pain. And then I’m going to write my 
songs about that. Maybe I can be fake-great. Maybe that will be enough. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE: ALL IS REVEALED 
 
MUSIC UP. One by one, two by two, the audience arrive. CORRIN is let in through the 

back door by GUS. TAI hovers, waiting for LYA, and greets her as one 
might a date. TRENT and LEON arrive together. CAM brings his guitar. 
CASS follows at a close distance. TRENT notices LYA, then TAI… All the 
while, RED and LIFT go through the preparations. LIFT circulates 
amongst the newcomers, giving out pens and paper and envelopes. LYA 
and CORRIN follow every move with suspicion, LYA all the time 
surreptitiously filming. The fishbowl is ceremoniously passed around, 
envelopes are collected.  

 
THE MUSIC fades, or changes in quality. The lights change, smoke ushers forth. In 
amongst it all, on stage, appears RED, dressed in outlandish costume. Solemn, 
controlling. SILENCE falls. Out of that silence… 
 
TRENT So this is the mate you were visiting, is it? 
LYA It’s not what it looks like. 
TRENT So what are you - 
AUDIENCE 
MEMBER Ssshh. 
TRENT Sorry. 
 
RED waits, unperturbed. 
 
RED Ladies and gentlemen, may I begin by thanking you for coming out here 

tonight. I am sure many of you will have had to endure criticism and 
mockery, as if there might be something feeble minded about your 
curiosity. But nothing could be further from the truth. For it is as they say, 
minds are like parachutes - they only work when they are open. 

 
Another whoosh of smoke, coinciding with the bang of a drum and RED plays surprised, 
unnerved. 
 
RED I must warn you now, as I warn all my audiences, that there is no 

guarantee of anything happening tonight. Sometimes the spirits speak 
through me, and sometimes they stay silent. But I can feel something in 
the room tonight. There is something here. Let’s create a welcoming 
atmosphere for whatever it is that might wish to visit us. Everybody, 
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please,  find the hand of somebody near, bow your heads and close your 
eyes. 

 
Some close their eyes. Others don’t. RED smiles. 
 
RED Ah yes. Some of you would prefer to keep your eyes open and firmly on 

the envelopes. Well done. I shall appoint you the kaitiaki of the bowl 
tonight. Keep watch my friends. Do not look away. Not for one second. 

 
LYA now stands between TRENT and TAI, both of whom are holding one of her hands 
possessively. She is clearly tiring of the attention. 
 
CORRIN is sidling around the edge of the audience, getting as close to backstage as 
possible. LYA’s lens is trained steadily on LIFT, who is indeed moving quietly at the 
back of the stage, busy without drawing attention to herself. 
 
RED begins to shake, and LIFT hurries across to put an arm around her, offer support. 
All part of the show. RED straightens, shrugs her off. 
 
RED It’s here. It’s started. 
 
More changes to the atmosphere (lights, smoke, sounds, whatever) as LIFT moves 
solemnly to the bowl and lifts it before RED, who looks, then closes her eyes and feels 
around for an envelope.  
 
RED takes an envelope and holds it to her forehead, eyes closed, staring straight 
ahead. 
 
RED I’m getting a letter. A J perhaps,or a G. it’s not very clear yet.  
 
RED is scanning the audience, looking for a reaction. Sees the tightening of GUS’ frame 
and guesses correctly. 
 
RED Yes, a G. A man, an older man I think. But not old old. Beginning with a G.  

A George… no, a Gordon.  
 
Focuses exclusively on Gus now.  
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RED Yes, he was close to you. Very important to you. And he had something 
wrong with his… no, not wrong with, something happened to his…  

 
Her hands, which started at her neck, perhaps face, are slowly moving down her body, 
reading his eyes, waiting for the hit. At the chest she gets it.  
 
RED And this was sudden... but it wasn’t a heart attack... It was an injury. I’m so 

sorry, this was your father wasn’t it? He’s telling me he is your father. And 
he died in a car crash. A drunk driver. Coming home from work. Early 
morning, he’s telling me. He worked shifts. 

 
LYA is moving in, catching GUS’ reaction. CASS is quietly taking notes. TAI is moving 
closer and closer to the stage, mesmerised. CORRIN slips behind the black curtain, 
unnoticed. 
 
RED And there is something you want to ask your father, isn’t there? 
 
GUS is nodding, his lips move, but he can not speak. 
 
RED No, it’s all right. You don’t need to say. He already knows. And he wants 

you to know he is watching over you. He is very proud of you, Gus. That’s 
your name isn’t it? He wants you to know he is proud. 

 
This is the money shot and GUS collapses. RED draws back, letting the ensuing drama 
unfold without her. She takes the envelope, still in her hand, and openly reads it, 
nodding to herself as if it confirms everything she already knew.  
 
CAM crouches beside GUS. 
 
CAM Are you okay? 
 
GUS is disorientated, but manages to sit as he speaks.  
 
GUS I just… How could she have… Yes, yes. I’m okay… I’m better than okay… 

That’s the best thing I could possibly have heard. 
CAM But before that, before your father spoke to you, you looked in pain. How 

did that feel, that pain, would you say?  
 
She checks her notebook. 
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CAM Would you say ‘ rusty barbed wire, dragged across your heart’, or was it 

more ‘the throbbing ache of hopelessness’? Or maybe, I’ve got one more, 
ahhh, yeah, here it is, ‘a compressed ball of grief.’ You seemed to respond 
to that. Was it a compressed ball of grief? Does that get closer? 

GUS Who are you? 
CAM Cam. You might have heard of me. I’m a singer. Headcam. That’s what 

we call my band. No? 
 
CORRIN pushes forward.  
 
CORRIN Go away - Gus, are you all right? 
GUS I just - 
CORRIN You were just scammed.  
GUS No. No, you can’t say that. This was… He knew. He knew things that he 

couldn’t have… I don’t even talk to my friends about it. I can’t. 
 
TAI pushes forward. 
 
TAI Leave him alone. We know what we saw. 
TRENT What are you doing here? 
TAI I have an interest in the possibilities of - 
TRENT You followed her didn’t you? We told you to stop doing that. It’s basically 

stalking. 
TAI Actually she invited me. 
TRENT Is this true? 
LYA Don’t look at the camera. This bit’s meant to be fly-on-the-wall. 
 
LIFT moves through the crowd to the group. 
 
LIFT Quiet now. He’s getting another voice. Look. He’s getting another voice.  
 
The group turn to regard the next portion of the show, each with their own attitude 
toward what is unfolding. 
 
LIFT And you know you’re going to have to give me that camera at the end of 

the evening, right? 
LYA What are you afraid of? 
LIFT Editing. 
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RED begins to shake.  
 
RED I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking this must all be some sort of a 

trick.at set up. But sir, tell me this, have you and I ever met again, or had 
any sort of communication? 

 
GUS shakes his head, dumbfounded. 
 
RED And, to my assistant, explain again, to all of us, what happened with these 

envelopes. 
LIFT Well, as you know, when you came in today, I gave you all a piece of 

paper and a pen. These were unmarked, you were able to examine them, 
just as you were able to examine the envelopes they were placed in. 
While you wrote, I instructed you to make sure I could not see what you 
wrote, and asked you to fold the paper before you sealed it in an 
envelope. You were able to examine that envelope, and placed it in the 
bowl yourself. The bowl is transparent, as you can see, and was put in 
front of you. You have been able to watch the bowl the entire time, and 
some of you have.been watching it. So there is no way either of us could 
have accessed anything that was written on the envelope, and you can 
see for yourself that my colleague is not looking inside the envelope, and 
yet, somehow, he knew what was on your envelope, did he not? 

 
GUS again nods and LIFT moves across and gives him a hug. 
 
LIFT So something else is happening here. Something that needs explaining. 

But maybe this was just a fluke. Maybe she got lucky. But look and you 
will see, another message is coming through. Watch more carefully this 
time. Trust nothing, that your belief in what you have seen permits no 
doubt. Trust nothing. 

 
 
RED reaches in and takes another envelope, holds it to her forehead.  
 
RED I am getting another… another G…. No, that can’t be right… not a G. A J 

this time. There were mixed signals last time. Two voices desperate to 
speak. But this one is a J. A… A John. 
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An obvious hit from both LEON and TRENT. But she is bluffing anyway. She has 
already read their envelope. 
 
RED Not John, you called him Johnny. And younger. This is a younger voice. 

Taken too soon. It was at night… at a house, a concert… no, a party. I’m 
getting a lot of people. Yes, a party. But not at a house. At a beach. And it 
was an accident, but  not a car. I’m being told… he’s telling me he fell. 
Through the darkness. From a cliff. He slipped. He wants you to know he 
slipped. But you… 

 
LEON and TRENT hold one another, overcome. LYA films them. CORRIN rolls her 
eyes. TAI had dropped to the ground and appears to be praying. 
 
RED You think… you wish you’d gone back for him. You had his phone. You’d 

stolen his phone…. As a joke. So he didn’t have a torch… But he wants 
you to know he doesn’t blame you. He wants you to know it wasn’t your 
fault.  

 
TRENT is crying now, clinging to LEON’s shoulder. LYA is still filming, but there is a 
sense she is unnerved by this now. Everybody is. Apart from CORRIN, who remains 
resolutely sceptical. 
 
LEON It’s okay dude. It’s okay. He forgives us. Johnny forgives us. 
 
TAI gets up and joins in the group hug. CORRIN has had enough, and moves towards 
them. 
 
CORRIN Okay, this isn’t all right. What you’re all doing here, it isn’t all right. 
TAI I really think you need to step away. You’re invading a very private 

moment. 
LEON Man, I don’t even know who you are. 
TAI Tai. 
LEON Okay. 
CORRIN It’s a fraud. Can you not see how you are being - 
TRENT It can’t be. There’s no way. There’s no way she could have - 
CORRIN That’s exactly what she wants you to believe. 
TRENT So how did she do it? Tell me how she did it. Tell me how she knew. 
CORRIN Okay, if you really want to know - 
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LIFT If you keep raising your voices in here, then I’m going to have to ask you 
to all… Another one! She’s getting another one. This is most unusual. To 
get three in one night. Most unusual indeed. 

 
This time RED looks perplexed, as if she too can’t believe how the evening is turning. 
 
RED This is a fainter voice. It comes from a different time almost, a different 

place. But it’s insistent. It’s most insistent that it tells me…. I’m getting a  
 
At this point RED has the choice of two of the envelopes she has read, both from 
members of the actual audience, and so does a read on them, getting no further than 
the details they put on the card, plus a couple of guesses…. 
 
Just as it gets uncomfortable the ‘house lights’ blaze on and everybody turns. CORRIN 
has taken control of the board and now stands centre stage. 
 
CORRIN I can arrange some smoke as well, if that would help you listen to me. 

Okay, the thing is, I’ve got it. I know how she’s doing it. 
TAI Get off, before I come and throw you off! 
GUS We didn’t pay to see you! 
LEON Get off the stage. 
CORRIN You don’t even want to hear what’s really happening. You’re so set on 

believing that - 
 
LIFT rushes to the stage, to provide a barrier from the approaching trio of angry boys.  
 
RED, serene as ever, raises her hand, and attention turns back to her. 
 
RED She’s right, of course. You came here wanting to believe, and I have given 

you the thing you wanted, but not, as it happens, the thing you need. I am 
a fraud. I’ve never done this before, this is my first and last ever show. I 
set it up not so you would think the dead had spoken to you, but so you 
could see they didn’t need to. 

 
GUS What? 
LEON But no, that’s not possible. I tested you. We decided, tonight, we put 

something on there we’d never told anyone. Not even the police. There 
was no way you could have found out about his phone. No way. 

RED Of course there was a way. 
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GUS How? 
 
RED turns to CORRIN. 
 
RED Do you want to tell them? 
 
CORRIN, unsettled by this turn of events, shakes her head. 
 
RED You’ve said it yourself. You wrote it down. Put it in the envelope. 
GUS No, I was watching you the whole time. You never looked at the 

envelopes. Not ‘til after you’d done the reading. 
RED That’s right. After I did your reading, I opened the envelope I’d held to my 

forehead. But that envelope wasn’t yours, Gus. It was Leon’s. I read it, 
and then I did the reading. It wasn’t difficult. 

GUS So where’s my envelope? 
RED Still in there, I imagine. Unless something spooky has been going on. 
GUS Then how did… 
RED You were on a waiting list. You left your name, your phone number and 

your email address. A little research…. It wasn’t difficult. Your father’s 
death made the papers. 

TRENT What sort of a person takes the money of - 
RED The sort that wants to help you. 
TRENT How? 
 
LYA can not believe her luck, and is filming with undisguised glee. TAI is broken. CASS 
hovers close, gleefully observing his pain. 
 
RED You all came here  tonight looking for something. But you were all looking 

in the wrong place. Lift, if you’d be so kind. 
 
WHILE RED holds the stage. LIFT walks amongst the audience. 
 
LIFT You two came looking for forgiveness. You wanted your dead friend to 

absolve you of blame.  
RED But the dead can’t do that. We have to learn to forgive ourselves. 
LIFT You wanted to hear that your father is proud of you. 
RED But in the end we have to learn to be proud of ourselves. That’s the only 

thing that matters. 
LIFT You wanted to uncover the truth, expose the fraud. 
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RED But the world is full of things we’ll never understand. You’ll be happy when 
you accept this. 

LIFT And you came here because you don’t want to understand anything. 
RED And that’s even worse. 
LIFT You’re here because you think if you get straight excellences, that will 

make you a better person. 
RED But to be a better person, first you have to stop wanting them. 
LIFT You came here to feel pain, when what you need is patience. 
RED Pain visits us all eventually. In the meantime, the better response is 

gratitude. 
LIFT And you, I don’t know why you came here. I have to be honest with you. 
CAM I love her. 
RED I’m not sure we can help you with that. But I can tell you this, my new 

friends. Your mistake was to come looking for the voices inside my head, 
when it is the voices inside your heads that are doing the damage. You’re 
frightened. That’s what binds you, fear. But look at me tonight. Look at 
how readily you believed me. I made three mistakes for every guess I got 
right, but you didn’t notice. You noticed my successes. As other people 
notice yours. As other people will ignore your failures, if only you learn to 
ignore them yourselves. I brought you here to show you you already have 
the thing you are looking for. Maybe that will help you. Maybe it won’t. But 
it’s always worth trying, you know. It’s always worth trying. 

 
 
Lights fade, music up. The audience regather, help one another up, hug, whisper, and 
slowly the lights come up on this, actors and audience as one.  
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