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Characters
CYRIL:
The eldest - age unspecified, but his voice has broken.

ANTHEA:
Second eldest - a caring girl

ROBERT:
Can be a little reckless

JANE:
The youngest - often scared but can rise to the occasion.

PSAMMEAD:
Voice only - a very old cantankerous sand-fairy

ANIMAL DEALER:
Fast-talking cockney salesman

NURSE:
Elderly woman, kind under a bluff exterior

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Elderly gentleman, absent-minded but very sharp and kindly

AMULET:
Voice only.  Resonant, mysterious

NADIA:
Young girl in ancient Egypt

SCOUT:


HEADMAN:
Strong tenor

ASSYRIAN:
Dark, villainous.

VISITOR:


TAVIN:
Captain of an Atlantean sailing ship

SHANTYMAN:
Bass

OLD PRIEST:
of the Temple of Poseidon

YOUNG PRIEST:


ACTIVIST:
Rough baritone

PACIFIST:
Smooth tenor

REKH-MARA:
Egyptian priest, not necessarily to be trusted

PHARAOH:
Imperious, haughty

GUARD:
Fierce

SOLDIER:
Friendly and overawed by the children

SEA-CAPTAIN:


PHELESE:
Landowner and ship-owner in Tyre

KALIA:
Wife of Phelese

HEAD SCIENTIST:


CAPTAIN:
Leader of a group of French soldiers.

BONAPARTE:
Small but ruthless French General

KLÉBER:
Bonaparte's second-in-command

CHORUS, LONDONERS, BLOOMSBURY SET, VILLAGERS, SAILORS, SCIENTISTS, FRENCH SOLDIERS, GUARDS, COURTIERS:


RUNNING TIME:
?? minutes.

PRODUCTION NOTES:
Scenes on the apron separate the full-stage scenes so that no time is wasted changing scenes.  Learned Gentleman's Room is a small permanent set downstage right.  I'm also suggesting considerable use of the gauze and back-projection.  Some of the scene descriptions are taken from Nesbit's book, but I envisage a general purpose set - just scaffolding with a standing area on an upper level, and perhaps a few additions to suggest the scene.  Of course, all of this is up to the director: these are just the author's ideas.


This script is just a first draft - some scenes may need to be modified and shortened.


Instrumentation - I can give you anything from a solo piano to a symphony orchestra!  I suggest two keyboards and percussion, augmented by solo instruments as the budget permits.  For instance "The fight in the village" is arranged for two keyboards, one playing strings, the other brass; "Flood and fire" has them both playing various instruments.

Scene 1:  Bloomsbury, 1905.
SONG:
"Bloomsbury"

LONDONERS:
Bloomsbury, Bloomsbury, It's the heart of London.
Everything that you could need:
It's a treasure trove indeed.
All the wonders you can think of, here in Bloomsbury.
In the streets, in the squares, In the high-class houses,
There are people great and small;
You can't hope to meet them all.
Lords and ladies, intellectuals, here in Bloomsbury.
There are parks and great museums,
And the first time that you see 'em
You will say that it's amazing
How much there can be in Bloomsbury.

The members of the Bloomsbury set move ostentatiously to the front.

BLOOMSBURY SET:
We are the Bloomsbury set, the cream of the cream.
 We are the thinkers and dreamers,
We can live without regret
While we dare to dream.
There will be some who object to how we behave.
We are above their displeasure.
All their judgements we reject!

They are going to continue when the Animal Dealer steps forward and determinedly sings.

ANIMAL DEALER:
If you're looking for a creature like a rabbit or a weasel,
You can grab it very easily and take it home with you.
I've got everything you need to start a little private zoo,
 and if you fancy something bigger I can get that too!

CHORUS:
If you fancy something bigger he can get that too!

ANIMAL DEALER:
I've got centipedes and millipedes and
other creepy-crawly things, and
birds and bats and butterflies and
anything that uses wings.
Jellyfish and smelly fish and angel fish and such:
You can find a fresh inhabitant in every hutch.

CHORUS:
You can find a fresh inhabitant in every hutch.

ANIMAL DEALER:
If it's not too idiotic wanting something more exotic, I can
show you some amazing things and never overcharge.
Now the one we see before us is a little brontosaurus:
It's a baby but I'm hoping it will grow quite large.

CHORUS:
It's a baby but he's hoping it will grow quite large.

ANIMAL DEALER:
There's a funny looking animal that
must have come from far away.  It's
something like a spider and a monkey and I couldn't say.
I could show it to you but I think you'll understand:
Every time I open up the hutch it bites my hand.

CHORUS:
Every time he opens up the hutch it bites his hand.

LONDONERS and BLOOMSBURY SET now sing their parts together.  During this the four children enter and make their way to the Animal Dealer's shop.

End of song.

CYRIL:
This is all very well, but it doesn't make up for what we haven't got.

ANTHEA:
Cyril, we weren't going to talk about it.

ROBERT:
But I so miss mother and father.

ANTHEA:
I know, we all do.

JANE:
And we had such a magical time last summer.  We found Psammead in the sand pit - and it granted all our wishes...

ROBERT:
And they all turned out wrong.

CYRIL:
Yes Robert, but we'd be more sensible this time - wouldn't we?

ROBERT:
Too late - we had to agree that Psammead wouldn't grant us any more wishes.

ANTHEA:
We still had an amazing time though, didn't we.

JANE:
Nothing like that will happen this summer.  Old Nurse is very kind to us - but she's not  - -  magic.

PSAMMEAD:
 (whispers from inside a hutch)  Buy me - do - please buy me!

Cyril starts and jumps a yard away from the hutch he was leaning on.

PSAMMEAD:
Come back - oh, come back!   Stoop down and pretend to be tying up your bootlace - I see it's undone, as usual.

Cyril kneels down and peers into the hutch.

PSAMMEAD:
Listen, I don't think the creature who keeps this shop will ask a very high price.  I've bitten him more than once, and I've made myself look as common as I can.  He mustn't think you care about me, or he'll charge a price far beyond your means.  Oh - I never thought I should be so glad to see you!

CYRIL:
(standing in front of the hutch)  Don't look at this hutch.  It's Psammead!  It wants us to buy it.  Look at that white rat and count your money!  (He turns back to the hutch.)
PSAMMEAD:
Ask the price of lots of other things.  Then say, "What do you want for that monkey that's lost its tail - the mangy old thing in the end hutch."  Oh - don't mind MY feelings - I've tried hard enough to look like one!  If he names more than you can afford, say you wish you had the money.

CYRIL:
But you can't give us wishes.  We've promised never to have another wish from you.

PSAMMEAD:
Don't be a silly little idiot, but find out how much money you've got between you, and do exactly what I tell you.

Cyril has a brief whispered consultation with the others, then goes into the shop and comes out with the Animal Dealer, who has a bandaged hand.

CYRIL:
How much do you want for that white rat?

ANIMAL DEALER:
Eightpence.

CYRIL:
And the guinea-pigs?

ANIMAL DEALER:
Eighteenpence to five bob, according to the breed.

CYRIL:
And the lizards?

ANIMAL DEALER:
Ninepence each

CYRIL:
Toads?

ANIMAL DEALER:
(angrily)  Now look here, I ain't 'avin' you comin' 'ere prizing every animal in the stock just for your larks!  I never had a customer yet as wanted to buy mice, and lizards, and toads, and guineas all at once.  Hop it!

CYRIL:
Oh!  wait,  just one more thing.  What do you want for the mangy old monkey in the end hutch?

ANIMAL DEALER:
Mangy young monkey yourself; get along with your blooming cheek.  Hop it!

JANE:
Oh! don't be so cross, don't you see he really DOES want to know THAT!

ANTHEA:
Jane!

ANIMAL DEALER:
(suddenly interested)  Ho!  Does 'e indeed?    Then two pahnd ten's me price.  He's not got his fellow that monkey ain't, not this side of the equator, which he comes from.  Two pahnd ten shillings, or hop it!

The children look at each other.

CYRIL:
We've got  - -  just over a pound.

ANTHEA:
(remembering what Cyril had whispered to them)  Oh!  I WISH I had two pounds ten.

ANIMAL DEALER:
So do I, Miss; I wish you 'ad, I'm sure!

ANTHEA:
(feeling something move in her hand)  Why, I HAVE got it after all.  Here's the money, now let's have the Sammy,... the monkey I mean.

The dealer looks hard at the money, then quickly puts it in his pocket.

ANIMAL DEALER:
I only hope you come by it honest.  And it's worth thribble the money, so it is.

He opens the hutch gingerly,  makes a sudden fierce grab at the Psammead, who bites him.

ANIMAL DEALER:
Ow!  It's bit me to the marrow.

ANTHEA:
Let me do it.

She reaches into the back of the hutch and comes out holding Psammead in her arms.  The children cluster round to admire it, while the Dealer looks on in amazement.

CYRIL:
But you can't take it home like that; we shall have a crowd after us.

ANIMAL DEALER:
I can't give you nuffink, only a paper bag like what we put the tortoises in.

He picks up a paper bag and blocks the audience's view; when he moves away we see Anthea cradling the bag in her arms and Psammead peering out from it.

ANIMAL DEALER:
Well! if that don't beat cockfighting!  But p'raps you've met the brute before.

CYRIL:
Yes, he's an old friend of ours.

ANIMAL DEALER:
If I'd a known that, you shouldn't a had him under twice the money.

The children exit, chattering excitedly.

ANIMAL DEALER:
'owever, I ain't done so bad, seeing as I only give five bob for it.  But then there's the bites to take into account!

He goes back into his shop, rubbing his hand.  The lights go down and the children walk across downstage as the next scene is set.

PSAMMEAD:
You've saved my life.  That man would have thrown cold water on me sooner or later, and then I should have died.  I saw him wash out a guinea-pig's hutch yesterday morning.

JANE:
Oh you poor thing.  What can we do for you now?

PSAMMEAD:
Get me sand: silver sand from the art supply shop.  And get me plenty.

CYRIL:
Robert, have you got enough money?

ROBERT:
Yes I think so.  (Exits in the other direction.)
ANTHEA:
There's an old tin bath we can put it in.

PSAMMEAD:
And then I will scrape myself, and scratch myself, and burrow into the sand, and have a good sleep.  And don't you dare wake me up until tomorrow.

ANTHEA:
First thing!

PSAMMEAD:
After you've had breakfast, and not before.

Scene 2:  Home.
Apron, possibly with the gauze down.  A table centre-stage with a tin bath on it (and room for a puppeteer behind it).

JANE:
(entering)   Good morning, Sammy.

ANTHEA:
(entering)   I think he's still asleep.

CYRIL:
(entering with Robert)  We'll wake him up then.

ANTHEA:
Wait - I'll do it.  Sammy, it's Anthea,  Have you slept for long enough?  We'd really like to see if you're all right.

Psammead's long horns with eyes on appear from the bath and look cautiously around.  Then it emerges, stretches and shakes itself.

PSAMMEAD:
You must have bolted your breakfast most unwholesomely.  You can't have been five minutes.

ANTHEA:
We've been nearly an hour.  Come - you promised.

PSAMMEAD:
Now look here, we'd better begin as we mean to go on.  You've saved my life - and I'm not ungrateful - but it doesn't change your nature or mine.  You're still very ignorant, and rather silly, and I am worth a thousand of you any day of the week.

ANTHEA:
Of course you are...

PSAMMEAD:
It's very rude to interrupt; what I mean is that I'm not going to stand any nonsense, and if you think what you've done gives you the right to pet me or demean myself by playing with you, you'll find out that what you think doesn't matter a single penny.  See?  It's what I think that matters.

CYRIL:
I know, it always was, if you remember.

PSAMMEAD:
Well, then that's settled.  We're to be treated as we deserve.  I with respect, and you with - but I don't wish to be offensive.  Do you want me to tell you how I got into that horrible den?

ROBERT:
Yes we do.

PSAMMEAD:
When you'd gone away last summer, I was tired out with all your silly wishes; I felt as though I hadn't really been to sand for a year.

JANE:
To sand?

PSAMMEAD:
Where I sleep.  You go to bed.  I go to sand.  A man caught me, and I bit him.  And he took me to his house and put me into a basket with holes that I could see through.  And I bit him again.  And then he brought me to this city, which I am told is called the Modern Babylon - though it's not a bit like the old Babylon - and he sold me to the man you bought me from, and I bit them both.  Now, what's your news?

CYRIL:
There's not quite so much biting in our story; in fact, there isn't any.  Father's gone to Manchuria, and Mother's gone to Madeira because she was ill, and I just wish they were both safe home again.

Psammead begins to blow itself out, which is what it does when granting wishes, but it stops short suddenly.

PSAMMEAD:
I forgot; I can't give you any more wishes.

JANE:
Then you can't help us at all.  Oh - I've been thinking about it ever since we saved your life yesterday.  (She begins to cry.)
PSAMMEAD:
Now DON'T; you know how it always upsets me if you cry.  When there's water around, I can't feel safe a moment.  Look here; you need some new kind of charm.  And there's one of the strongest charms in the world not a stone's throw from where you bought me yesterday.  The first man that I bit  went into a shop to ask how much something cost, and I saw an Amulet in a tray.  If you can only buy THAT, you can have your Heart's Desire.

JANE:
Let's get our hats.  Will you come with us?

PSAMMEAD:
Of course; how else would you find the shop?

Scene 3:  Bloomsbury.
Again the children walk across downstage as the scene is changed.

PSAMMEAD:
Left there.  (Pause)  Now down that little alley-way.

ROBERT:
How on earth do you know?  I can't think how you do it.

PSAMMEAD:
No - I don't suppose you can.  Round this corner.  THERE - that's the shop.

They rush over to the Antique Dealer's shop and study the window.  Londoners and the Bloomsbury Set walking about as before.

CYRIL:
There's a tray there with rubbish in it.

PSAMMEAD:
(very excited)  That's it!  There, under that blue and yellow buckle, you can see a bit sticking out.  It's red.

CYRIL:
That thing like a horse-shoe?

PSAMMEAD:
Yes.  Ask the price of the buckle.  Then the man will get the tray out of the window.

Cyril goes into the shop and a hand appears through the green half-curtains at the back of the shop window and takes away the tray.  Eventually he comes out.

CYRIL:
(whispers)  I've got it.  Let's get home.

PSAMMEAD:
Let me see it first.  (It looks closely.)  But there's only half of it here!

CYRIL:
That was all there was.

PSAMMEAD:
There should be another piece, and a sort of pin to fasten the two together.

CYRIL:
(simultaneously)  Isn't half any good?

ROBERT:
(simultaneously)  Won't it work without the other bit?

ANTHEA:
(simultaneously)  It cost seven-and-six.

JANE:
(simultaneously)  Oh, bother, bother, bother!

PSAMMEAD:
(simultaneously)  Don't be silly little idiots!

CYRIL:
(long pause)   What shall we do?

PSAMMEAD:
Go back and see if he's got the other half.

Cyril goes back into the shop.

PSAMMEAD:
Cheer up!  Even the bit you've got is SOME good, but it'll be no end of a bother if you can't find the other.

CYRIL:
(coming out again)  No go; the man said the thing was perfect.  He said it was a Roman lady's locket, and people shouldn't buy curios if they didn't know anything about arky-something-or-other, and he never went back on a bargain.

PSAMMEAD:
Well, you may have a few adventures before you get the other half.  You want to get it, of course.

CYRIL:
Rather.

ROBERT:
And we don't mind adventures.

PSAMMEAD:
No, I seem to remember that about you.  Well, be quiet and listen with all your ears.  Eight, are there?  Right - I am glad you know arithmetic.  Now pay attention, because I don't intend to tell you everything twice over.

CYRIL:
We're all ears.

PSAMMEAD:
Well, then, this is half of an Amulet that can do all sorts of things; it can make the corn grow, and the waters flow, and the trees bear fruit, and the little babies come.  And it can give you your Heart's Desire.

ROBERT:
Now you're talking.

PSAMMEAD:
Of course I am, so there's no need for you to.

ANTHEA:
Yes, but that's what the WHOLE Amulet can do.  What about the half?

PSAMMEAD:
That has the power to take you anywhere you like to look for the other half.

The children all look excited, and then:

ROBERT:
Does it know where to look?

PSAMMEAD:
(shaking its head)  I don't think it's likely.

ROBERT:
Do you?

PSAMMEAD:
No.

ROBERT:
Then we might as well look for a needle in a bottle of hay.  Yes - it IS bottle, not bundle, Father said so.

PSAMMEAD:
Not at all - you think you know everything, but you are quite mistaken.  The first thing is to get it to talk.  I suppose you can read.

JANE:
Oh yes!

PSAMMEAD:
Well, then - all you've got to do is to read the name that's written on it.  As soon as you say the name out loud  - -  things will happen!

Silence as the Amulet is passed around.

CYRIL:
There's no name on it.

PSAMMEAD:
Nonsense, what's that?

CYRIL:
Oh, THAT!  It's not writing.  It looks like pictures of chickens and snakes and things.

PSAMMEAD:
I've no patience with you; if you can't read you must find someone who can.

ANTHEA:
We don't know anybody who could read that sort of writing.

PSAMMEAD:
Is there no wise man in your Babylon who can pronounce the names of the Great Ones?

ANTHEA:
Oh!  There's a poor learned gentleman upstairs from us.  He has a lot of images in his room - we peeped in once when he was out.  Old Nurse says he doesn't eat enough to keep a canary alive.  He spends it all on stones and things.

PSAMMEAD:
Try him, only be careful.

CYRIL:
I'm still not sure about any of this.

ANTHEA:
Oh, come on Cyril.  You know Sammy said it could give us our Heart's Desire.

CYRIL:
That might not be such a good thing after all!

Cyril moves downstage to start the song, singing straight to the audience.  Anthea, Robert and Jane join him to sing their lines.

SONG:
"Heart's Desire"

CYRIL:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
What does it mean to you?
What will it lead you to?
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
How could you make your dreams come true?
What would you need to do?

ANTHEA:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
How could you bear to choose?
What would you fear to lose?
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
So many good things you could use.
Which could you then refuse?

BOTH:
Can you just ignore the magic,
When you're stranded in the mire
And you know it would be tragic
Not to gain your Heart's Desire?

ROBERT:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
What if it could be real?
Ice-cream for every meal!

JANE:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
Mother and father here with me:
That's all I need to see.

The onlookers get interested and start to gather round.

ANTHEA:
Will it change you for the better?

CYRIL:
Might it change you for the worse?

ANTHEA:
Will your friends and loved ones see it as a blessing?

CYRIL:
Or a curse?

4 CHILDREN:
If you end up rich and famous
With the loss of all your friends,
Then we hope that you won't blame us
when you find that's where your journey ends.

ALL:
Use your mind.  Use your heart.
Don't keep the two apart.
Then you can make a start.
Don't delay.  Seize the day.
Don't let a thing stand in your way.
That's what we really want to say.
Just let your passion blaze like a fire,
And you'll find your Heart's Desire.

Scene 4:  Learned Gentleman's Room.
A small permanent set downstage right - a mummy-case, a glass cabinet on the wall containing curios, an old armchair and a small table or desk piled high with books, papers and a plate of food.  The Learned Gentleman is holding something small in a pair of fine pincers and peering at it through a spy-glass.  The children knock on the door - no reaction.  They knock again.  They push the door open and come face-to-face with the mummy-case, so they all exclaim and jump back, which at last gets the man's attention.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I beg your pardon.

CYRIL:
It's us that beg yours.  We're sorry to disturb you.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
What can I do for you?

CYRIL:
We know you are very, very learned, and we have got a charm, and we want you to read the name on it, because it isn't in any of the languages WE know.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
You are the children who live downstairs, are you not?  I should like to inspect it.

With politeness, but without interest, the gentleman takes it.  But after the first glance all his body suddenly stiffens.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Excuse me.

He carries the Amulet to the window, studies it, fixes his spy-glass in his eye and looks again.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Where did you find this?

CYRIL:
We didn't find it.  We bought it at a shop.

JANE:
We gave seven-and-sixpence for it.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
It is not for sale, I suppose?  I ought to tell you that it is extremely valuable - extraordinarily valuable, I may say.

CYRIL:
Yes, we know that, so of course we want to keep it.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Keep it carefully, then, and if ever you should wish to part with it, may I ask you to give me the refusal of it?

CYRIL:
Refusal?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I mean, do not sell it to anyone else until you have given me the opportunity of buying it.

CYRIL:
All right, we won't.

ROBERT:
And can you read the name?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(slowly, carefully)  The name is Ur Hekau Setcheh.

CYRIL:
(slowly, carefully)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.  Thanks awfully.  I do hope we haven't taken up too much of your time.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Not at all.

They file out of the door, then Anthea turns back and into the room, where the gentleman and the mummy-case are staring at each other.  She puts her hand on his arm and he jumps.

ANTHEA:
I know it's not my business, but do look at your dinner.  Father forgets his dinner sometimes when he's writing, and Mother says I ought to remind him if she's not at home, because it's so bad to miss your regular meals.  You don't seem to have anyone else to do it.

She glances at the mummy-case.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Thank you, my dear.  It was a kindly thought.  I'll eat it immediately, before I forget.

Scene 5:  Home.
No set, just the gauze.  Cyril, Robert and Jane are waiting impatiently.  Anthea enters carrying Psammead.

PSAMMEAD:
Sit down on the floor, in a circle.  Now Anthea say the word as I have taught you.

ANTHEA:
(slowly and solemnly)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

All the lights go out.  Then a faint light appears in the centre of their circle.  As the light becomes brighter, a wordless chorus starts, very quietly at first but getting louder.

MUSIC:
"Invocation"

AMULET:
I Speak.  What is it that you would hear?

CYRIL:
(long pause)  Please we want to know where the other half of the charm is.

AMULET:
The part of the Amulet which is lost, was broken and ground into the dust of the shrine that held it.

ROBERT:
Oh, I say!

CYRIL:
Then it's all up?

AMULET:
If you would find it, you must seek it where it still is, perfect as ever.

CYRIL:
I don't understand.

AMULET:
In the Past you may find it.

PSAMMEAD:
(whispered crossly)  Don't you understand?  The thing existed in the Past.  If you were in the Past, too, you could find it.  Time and space are only forms of thought.

CYRIL:
I see.

PSAMMEAD:
No, you don't, and it doesn't matter if you don't.  Ask it things!  Find out!

CYRIL:
(to the Amulet)  What part of the Past?

AMULET:
If you choose a time, I will take you to the place that then held it.  You yourselves must find it.

ANTHEA:
When did you see it last?  I mean, when was it taken away from you?

AMULET:
That was thousands of years ago.  The Amulet was perfect then, and lay in a shrine, and I worked wonders.  Then one coming to rebuild the shrine dropped a hewn stone on the Amulet as it lay, and one half was sundered from the other.  And there being none to speak the word of power, I could not rejoin it.  So the shrine was destroyed, and the Amulet lay in the dust of the desert many thousand years, and at last came a small man, a conqueror with an army, with a crowd of men who sought to seem wise.  One of these found half the Amulet and brought it to this land.  But none could read the name.  So I lay still.  And this man dying and his son after him, the Amulet was sold to a merchant, and from him you bought it.  And now, the name of power having been spoken, I also am here.

A long pause while they all look at each other not knowing what to say.

ANTHEA:
Will you take us back to when there was a shrine and you were safe in it - all of you?

AMULET:
Yes.  You must hold me up, and speak the word of power, and one by one, beginning with the first-born, you shall pass through me into the Past.  But let the last that passes be the one that holds me, and let him not lose his hold, lest you lose me, and so remain in the Past for ever.

ROBERT:
That's a nasty idea.

AMULET:
When you desire to return, hold me up towards the East, and speak the word.  Then you shall return to this time, and it shall be the present to you.

ROBERT:
But how...

A bell rings loudly.

ROBERT:
Oh crikey!  That's tea!  Will you please make it proper daylight again so that we can go down.  And thank you so much for all your kindness.

ANTHEA:
We've enjoyed ourselves very much indeed, thank you!

The beautiful light fades slowly and then the normal lights come up.

PSAMMEAD:
I think  - -  I think I need to go to sand.  Right away.

ANTHEA:
I'll take you.  But first  - -  may I hang the charm round my neck with a piece of string?

JANE:
Why you?

ANTHEA:
Do you want it, Jane?

JANE:
No, I'd be scared of losing it.

ANTHEA:
It would be so awful if it got lost.  It would be rather beastly to have to stay in the Past for ever and ever.

CYRIL:
All right, but make sure you keep it safe.

Anthea exits with Psammead.

ROBERT:
That small man, the conqueror - I think it meant Napoleon.  He took an army to Egypt, and a lot of people went grubbing in the sand, and fished up all sorts of wonderful things, older than you would think possible.

CYRIL:
I've done Napoleon in History too.  A ruthless general - wouldn't like be caught by him.

JANE:
Let's go down for tea.

They all exit.

Scene 6:  Regent's Park.
LONDONERS:
(Quietly chatting, perhaps children chanting a singing game)
Passers-by - ladies with parasols, women selling roses, children playing games, perhaps a policeman chasing someone.  The four children enter, somewhat anxiously, Anthea carrying Psammead in the bag and Robert carrying their lunch - all carefully dressed in frocks, hats, shoes, stockings, coats, collars, and all the rest of it.

ROBERT:
I do love Regent's Park.

CYRIL:
Yes, but we're not here to play.  And we mustn't be too long.  Old Nurse has given us lunch, but she'll be worried if we're not back in time for dinner.

ANTHEA:
The eldest has to go first, and you'll have to be last, Jane.  You understand about holding on to the Amulet as you go through, don't you.

JANE:
I wish I hadn't got to be last.

ROBERT:
I'll hang on to you.

Anthea hangs the Amulet round Jane's neck.  Jane holds it out  at arm's length.

CYRIL:
(solemnly)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The charm grows so that Jane is holding the edge of a great red arch, just large enough for Cyril to get through.  Through the opening shines a blaze of blue and yellow and red.

CYRIL:
(deep breath)  Here goes!

Cyril steps through the arch, followed by Anthea, then Robert holding Jane's sleeve to drag her through.  The arch disappears, and Anthea pushes the charm inside Jane's frock.

Scene 7:  Eight Thousand Years Ago.
ROBERT:
Well, this IS a change of air!

They are all feeling the heat.

CYRIL:
I wish I knew where we were.  Here's a river, now - I wonder whether it's the Amazon or the Tiber, or what.

PSAMMEAD:
(looking out of the bag)  It's the Nile.

ROBERT:
Then this is Egypt.

CYRIL:
I don't see any crocodiles.

PSAMMEAD:
(pointing with one hairy arm)  What do you call that?

Sound of a large body splashing into the water.

ALL:
Oh!

Crashing sound somewhere else.

PSAMMEAD:
And there's a river-horse!

CYRIL:
It's a hippopotamus.

A crackling of reeds and twigs behind them.

ROBERT:
Keep your hand on the charm, Jane.  This is the sort of place where simply anything might happen to us.

JANE:
I believe a hippopotamus is going to happen to us - a very big one.

They all turn to face the danger.

PSAMMEAD:
Don't be silly little duffers; it's not a river-horse.  It's a human.

Nadia enters without seeing them, an earthenware pitcher on her head.  She fills this with water from the river, turns to go, sees them, screams and drops the pitcher.

ANTHEA:
Don't be frightened, we won't hurt you.

NADIA:
Who are you?

ANTHEA:
We're children - just like you.  Won't you show us where you live?

Nadia is trembling with fright and about to run off.  Anthea takes off her bangle.

ANTHEA:
Here, this is for you.  That's to show we won't hurt you.  And if you take it I shall know that you won't hurt us.

Nadia holds out her hand, Anthea slides the bangle over it, and the girl's face lights up with the joy of possession.

NADIA:
Come, it is peace between your house and mine.

ANTHEA:
What's your name?

NADIA:
Nadia.

ANTHEA:
(pointing)  Cyril.  Robert,  Jane.  And I'm Anthea.

They follow her through the darkness of the jungle and eventually come out into the light.  There is a hedge of thorns about eight feet high with a gap in the centre.

NADIA:
That is where I live.

JANE:
(scared)  Oh!

CYRIL:
Psammead must know there's no danger - it's not so brave itself.  Come on!

ROBERT:
What's the hedge for?

NADIA:
To keep out foes and wild beasts.

ROBERT:
I should think it would too.  Some of the thorns are as long as my foot.

They go through the gap and disappear.  As they come round the end of the hedge back into view, Cyril is saying:

CYRIL:
There's an outer hedge, then an inner hedge, and now?

NADIA:
This is my village.

Men and women appear.  Nadia stands protectingly in front of the children.

VILLAGERS:
(worried muttering)
NADIA:
They are wonder-children from beyond the desert.  They bring marvellous gifts, and I have said that it is peace between us and them.

The villagers crowd round the children in amazement, touching their clothes, their shoes, the buttons on the boys' jackets, and the coral of the girls' necklaces, asking "What is this?".   Anthea hastily takes off Jane's frilly lace collar and hands it to a woman.

ANTHEA:
Take this, and look at it.  And leave us alone.  We want to talk among ourselves.

The crowd back away.

ROBERT:
I say, what a lot we could teach them if we stayed here!

CYRIL:
I expect they could teach us something too.  Those flint bracelets must have taken some making.  Let's get the girl to show us round, and we can be thinking about how to get the Amulet at the same time.

Anthea beckons to Nadia, then while Cyril talks to her she looks around the village.

CYRIL:
Tell us how you make the bracelets, the stone ones.

NADIA:
With other stones; we have men of special skill in such work.

CYRIL:
Haven't you any iron tools?

NADIA:
Iron?  I don't know what you mean.

CYRIL:
Are all your tools of flint?

NADIA:
Of course.

ANTHEA:
(returning)  What's in that place in the middle?

NADIA:
(low)  That's the secret sacred place.  No one knows what is there.  There are many walls, and inside the insidest one is IT  - -  but  - -  no one  - -  knows what IT is except the headman.

CYRIL:
I believe YOU know.

ANTHEA:
(taking off a bead ring)  I'll give you this if you'll tell me.

NADIA:
(catching eagerly at the ring)  Yes.  My father is the headman, and I know a water charm to make him talk in his sleep.  But if they know I have told you they will kill me.  In the insidest inside there is a stone box, and in that is the Amulet.  None knows whence it came.

ANTHEA:
Have you seen it?

Nadia nods.

JANE:
Is it anything like this?

NADIA:
Hide it, hide it.  You must put it back.  If they see it they will kill you for taking it, and me for knowing that there was such a thing.  Oh, woe - woe! why did you ever come here?

CYRIL:
Don't be frightened, they shan't know.  Jane, don't you be such a little jack-ape again.  Now, tell me...

SCOUT:
(rushing on)  Many foes are upon us!  Make ready the defences!  (He collapses panting on the ground.)
JANE:
'Oh, DO let's go home!  Look here - I don't care - I WILL!

She holds up the charm.  Nothing happens.

ANTHEA:
You haven't said the word of power.

JANE:
Oh  - -  er  - -  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

ROBERT:
Hold it up towards the East, you silly!

JANE:
Which IS the East?

ROBERT:
I don't know.  Ask the Psammead - he knows everything.

ANTHEA:
(looking in the bag)  He's not there!  He's gone!

NADIA:
(low)  Hide the sacred thing!  Hide it!  Hide it!.

CYRIL:
(trying to look brave)  Hide it up, Jane.  We're in for it now.  We've just got to stay and see it out.

HEADMAN:
Now let all make offering, that we may be strong in battle.

SONG:
"People of the Nile"

HEADMAN:
We are the people of the Nile.
Living here for countless generations.
This is our village, built by our ancestors.
Now it is we who must protect it.


Who plants the crops and makes them grow?

MEN:
We the people of the Nile.  (repeat after each question)
HEADMAN:
Who are the hunters of the plains?
Who builds the huts of sticks and mud?
Who chips the flint to make the tools?
Who makes the boats to catch the fish?
Who keeps the weapons sharp and strong?

WOMEN:
We are a peaceful people.
When we meet the other tribes, we will not attack them.
They will not attack us.  They have their own place;
we have ours.  There is peace between us.

MEN:
But we have heard of strangers who do not look like us.
They fight with strange weapons, and with fire.
No-one knows where they come from, or what they want.

WOMEN:
We have heard of strangers, not at all like us,
who fight with strange weapons, and with fire.
Where do they come from?  What do they want?

MEN:
We warriors are brave men, and not afraid to die.
So if it is needful, we will fight.
Give us strength to win the battle that is to come.

WOMEN:
Warriors are brave men, not afraid to die.
So if it is needful, they will fight.
Give them the strength to conquer our foes.

ALL:
We are the people of the Nile.
Living here for countless generations.
Just as the river flows on its endless way,
We shall be living here for ever.
We are the people of the Nile.

End of song.

During the song the children give their offerings to the Headman, who studies these in amazement.  While they sing, some of the men are sharpening the flint heads of javelins, and making other preparations; some men and women are rushing about, using long poles to lift thorns from heaps and fill up gaps in the hedge.  The air glows red and then the light quickly dims.  People gradually move off.  Nadia brings the skins of wild deer and leads the children to a heap of dry sedge to one side of the stage.

NADIA:
My father says they will not attack yet.  Sleep!

ROBERT:
I don't know what poor old Nurse will do with us out all night; set the police on our tracks, I expect.  I only wish they could find us!  A dozen policemen would be rather welcome just now.  But no use getting into a stew over it.  Good night.

They lie down and try to sleep.  The lights slowly dim out.  A long pause, then lights come full on and simultaneously from everywhere at once come horrible threatening shouts and shrieks and howls, and the crackle of dried thorns as the enemy tries to break down the hedge.  There is now a skin curtain in front of the central gap in the hedge.

MUSIC:
"The fight in the village"

Some of the villagers rush on with weapons.  The children start to scramble up, then there is a shower of javelins from one side and they hastily pull back again.  The villagers rush to that side  and some throw heavy stones over the (offstage) hedge at that side - then there  is a shower of javelins from the other side and they all rush over there.  Cyril pulls out a javelin which has struck something near him.

CYRIL:
It's copper.  The head is copper.

The Headman is standing in front of the skin curtain, and as the warriors come before him he murmurs a word and touches their foreheads with something red.

CYRIL:
That's the Amulet!  You know the Psammead said it could make people brave.

The fight rages offstage.

SCOUT:
(off)  They're in!  They're in!  The hedge is down!'

Headman disappears behind the skin curtain.

ANTHEA:
He's gone to hide it.  Oh, Psammead dear, how could you leave us!

A shriek from behind the skin curtain; the headman staggers out and runs off terrified.

ANTHEA:
Oh!  What is it?  What is it?  Oh Psammead, Psammead!'

PSAMMEAD:
(pulling back the skin curtain and peering out)  Well?

Anthea catches it in her arms.

PSAMMEAD:
Don't choke me!  Come inside.

The two sides of the hedge slide apart.  The inside of the hut is pitch dark.

CYRIL:
I've got a match.  (He strikes it.)
PSAMMEAD:
I've been asleep here.  Most comfortable it's been.  That man won't come back.  I bit him, and he thinks I'm an Evil Spirit.  Now you've only got to take the thing and go.

Heaped in the middle are the offerings that had been given the night before.  At one side is a large square stone block, and on it an oblong earthenware box.

CYRIL:
Is it in there?

PSAMMEAD:
The headman was just going to bury the box in the sand when I jumped out and bit him.

ANTHEA:
Light another match, Robert.  Now, which is the East?

PSAMMEAD:
Why, where the sun rises, of course!

JANE:
But we can't see the sun in here, and it isn't rising anyhow.

PSAMMEAD:
Why, the East's where the shrine is.  THERE! (pointing to the great stone)
CYRIL:
Now, Jane, I'll take the Amulet, you stand ready to hold up the charm.

A great crackling overhead and a blaze of sunlight.  The roof has been broken in at one side.  A dark face looks in.  Then we see his arm, holding a copper knife.

ASSYRIAN:
Here is their Amulet, that makes them strong to fight and brave to die.  And what have we here - gods or demons?

3 CHILDREN:
Jane, JANE, QUICK!

Jane with trembling hands holds up the charm towards the East.

CYRIL:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The Amulet grows to a great arch.  Cyril dashes through, dragging Anthea with the Psammead.  Robert follows, clutching Jane.

Scene 8:  Learned Gentleman's Room.
Learned Gentleman is eating his dinner and Anthea is telling him of their adventure.

ANTHEA:
And then we remembered how to get back, and there we were in Regent's Park, and it hadn't taken any time at all.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(amazed)  Who tells you all these things?

ANTHEA:
No-one; they just happen.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Make-believe.  Perhaps when I was a child...  No, I'm sure I never did.

ANTHEA:
You haven't finished your steak.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Oh yes.  (He continues eating.)  Thank you for bringing my dinner - that was a very kind thought.

ANTHEA:
I just wanted to make sure you didn't forget about it again.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
And your story  - -  was wonderful.

ANTHEA:
I'm glad you liked it.  And when we have other adventures...

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Yes, yes, please come up at any time and tell me your make-believe.  You make it all sound so real.

ANTHEA:
(hesitantly)  Do you  - -  do you ever go out?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I study at the British Museum some of the time.

ANTHEA:
That's not quite what I was thinking of.

SONG:
"Drawn together"

ANTHEA:
All that you breathe is dusty air,
Here with your books and your clutter everywhere.
No time for feelings, no time for games,
Though you can read all kinds of names.


Would you enjoy a different place,
Feeding the birds with the sun upon your face?
Out in the open, free as the air,
to feel the magic everywhere.

She breaks off, embarrassed to show her feelings so openly, but the Learned Gentleman thinks about what she has said and smiles.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
You are a most unusual girl,
Too young to face all the troubles of the world.
Yet when I met you, right from the start,
I saw you had a loving heart.


Show me your magic: let me breathe
Some other air, through the power of make-believe.
Where could we travel?  What could we see
If you would journey there with me?

BOTH:
Drawn together by a spell.
No design, as far as I can tell, but we're
Drawn together, here and now.
Two different lives are combined somehow.

ANTHEA:
You have wisdom.  I have none.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
But your life has only just begun

BOTH:
And if you could tell me all you knew,
So many things could I learn from you.


Drawn together by a spell.
No design, as far as I can tell, but we're
Drawn together, here and now.
Two different lives are combined somehow.
Two different lives are combined somehow.

End of song.

Anthea exits.  Learned Gentleman sits and thinks, then rouses himself with a start.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I really must take a holiday.  I have a distinct impression that the little girl from the rooms below gave me a coherent and graphic picture of life as I conceive it to have been in pre-dynastic Egypt.  Strange what tricks the mind will play!  I shall go for a long walk before returning to my work.

Scene 9:  Home.
CYRIL:
Wait till I tell the boys at school we've been to Babylon, and made friends with the Queen, and sung to the King.

ROBERT:
They'll just think you're mad!

JANE:
Why couldn't Nurse take me shopping with her?

ROBERT:
You're too young, Jane.  Anthea's a lot more sensible - for a girl.

CYRIL:
Actually Anthea's more sensible than you, Robert!

JANE:
So there!  And who was it who asked the King of Babylon for the half amulet - and got us all thrown into prison?

ROBERT:
I know - I was carried away by the feast, and the music, and the flaming torches, and the applause.

CYRIL:
Never mind - we escaped.

ROBERT:
Where shall we ask the Amulet to take us now?

JANE:
No, not now!  We need a break from all the magic stuff.

CYRIL:
I know - let's play statues.

ROBERT:
Some of those we saw in the British Museum?

CYRIL:
Or in father's big photograph book.  Yes.

JANE:
You need somewhere in the open so that we can admire you though.

ROBERT:
On the stairs, outside the Learned Gentleman's room.  We'll be very quiet so as not to disturb him.

JANE:
Statues are usually quiet.  And Anthea should be back soon - we girls can be judges.

ROBERT:
Come on then.

Scene 10:  Learned Gentleman's Room and outside.
Learned Gentleman is talking to a visitor in his room while they are eating a meal.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
But I tell you, it was really detailed.  Her make-believe conjured up ancient Babylon - what the people wore, the Queen doing "Justice", the feasting and the dancing, the taster to make sure the Queen wasn't poisoned - it was all there!  It must be thought transference; it must be.

VISITOR:
You've got Babylon on the brain, old man.  And I've almost finished my meal, while you've hardly started.  Stop talking and eat up!

While they eat, the four children appear outside, Anthea carrying Psammead cradled in her arms.  Cyril takes up a pose of the Discobolus of Myron and Robert is the Venus de Milo.

CYRIL:
How's that?

ANTHEA:
Your right arm with the discus needs to be higher.

JANE:
And you need to be bent more so you can hurl it further.

ANTHEA:
Mind that geranium though!

ROBERT:
What about me?

JANE:
I thought the Venus de Milo didn't have any arms!

PSAMMEAD:
Of course she did - they got broken off centuries ago.  I remember her when she had arms.

The girls busy themselves adjusting the boys' position, and step back to admire the results.

VISITOR:
(standing up)  Sorry, but I need to rush.  You see a doctor, old boy.  All that about thought transference is simply twaddle.  You've been over-working.  Take a holiday.  Go to Dieppe.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I'd rather go to Babylon.

VISITOR:
I wish you'd go to Atlantis while you're about it, to give me some tips for my magazine article.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I wish I could.  Goodbye.  Take care of yourself.

The Visitor leaves the room and is brought up short by the display.

VISITOR:
Hullo, Kiddies.  Do I see the Discobolus of Myron?  And  - -  er  - -

ROBERT:
The Venus de Milo.

VISITOR:
Of course.  How stupid of me.

CYRIL:
I say, what was that Atlantic place you wanted him to go to?  We couldn't help hearing you talk.

VISITOR:
Atlantis.  Great continent - disappeared in the sea.  You can read about it in Plato.

CYRIL:
(doubtfully)  Thank you.

ANTHEA:
Were there any Amulets there?

VISITOR:
Hundreds, I should think.  So HE'S been talking to you?

ANTHEA:
Yes, we like him awfully.

VISITOR:
Well, what he wants is a change of scene.  His head is crusted so thickly inside with knowledge about Egypt and Assyria that you can't hammer anything into it unless you keep at it all day long.  And you could hammer almost incessantly.  Right.  So long!

He exits.  The children all look at each other.

CYRIL:
All right.  LET'S go to Atlantis.

ANTHEA:
And take the learned gentleman with us.  He'll think it's a dream afterwards, but it'll certainly be a change of scene.

ROBERT:
Why him?

ANTHEA:
He WISHED to go to Atlantis, so he's got to go some time; and he'd be safer with us.

CYRIL:
Agreed?

They all nod.  Cyril knocks on the door.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Come in.

ANTHEA:
Will you come to Atlantis with us?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Thank you very much, but I have only a quarter of an hour to spare.

CYRIL:
It doesn't take any time.  Time is only a mode of thought, you know.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(to himself)  This is a dream - it must be.  (to Cyril)  Very well.

Anthea holds out her hand and pulls him gently to his feet.  Jane holds up the Amulet.

JANE:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

CYRIL:
To just outside Atlantis.

ROBERT:
You owl!  It's an island.  Outside an island's all water.

PSAMMEAD:
(struggling)  I won't go.  I WON'T.

The Amulet has grown to a great arch.  Cyril pushes the Learned Gentleman through and the others follow.

Scene 11:  Ship / Atlantis.
They arrive at a scene of great activity.

PSAMMEAD:
Let's keep out of the way.

They back away offstage.

SONG:
"Shanty"

The sailors may not be pulling ropes, but they are moving rhythmically in time with the music, stamping their feet each time on the words "once more".  They are clearing the deck of obstacles, taking down the sail, bringing out valuable goods to be disembarked, and finally making the ship fast to the quay by golden metal chains.  Possibly a couple of them are dancing a hornpipe.

SHANTYMAN:
(possibly banging a small drum to give a regular beat)  We've sailed across the seven seas.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
Attended by a friendly breeze.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

SHANTYMAN:
We've traded with all kinds of men.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
And now we're heading home again.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

ALL:
Clear the deck, clear the deck,
for the sail is coming down.
There is no need for sail now we're coming to the town
Stow away, stow away all the gear that we must store,
Till the time we must leave and go to sea once more.

SHANTYMAN:
There's just one thing we long to see.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
Our wives and children on the quay.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

SHANTYMAN:
So glad to see us safe returned.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
And share the riches we have earned.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

ALL:
Clear the way, etc.

TAVIN:
The sea may be rough, and there's danger close at hand.
And we can't drop our guard
when we're in some foreign land.
So some men will get hurt; we know not where or when.
And some men will never come home again.
But that is the way that a sailor's life must be.
If we sweat on our ship we can live in luxury.
And when we go ashore we climb the mighty hill,
To pray to Poseidon and do his will.
You will see the priests in the temple there
treating us as honoured friends.
For they know full well that an island world
must depend on sailor men.

SHANTYMAN:
And now the quay is full in view.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
Its marble jetties shine like new.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

SHANTYMAN:
The palaces are roofed with gold.

SAILORS:
We're bound for Atlantis.

SHANTYMAN:
And other wonders yet untold.

SAILORS:
Atlantis rules the waves.

ALL:
Nearly home, nearly home, and our journey cannot fail,
now our ship is within, and we need not fear the gale.
Nearly home, nearly home, we'll be safe upon the shore,
Till the time we must leave and go to sea once more.
Till the time we must leave and go to sea once more.

End of song.  The time travellers enter cautiously.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Wonderful!  Wonderful!.

They have now reached the quay, where wives and children greet them.  One family wait in vain for their man, and other sailors comfort them.

ROBERT:
I say, Mr - what's your name.

ANTHEA:
He means that we never can remember your name.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
When I was your age I was called Jimmy.

ANTHEA:
Thank you  - -  Ji-jimmy.

TAVIN:
What are you doing here?  Do you come to bless or to curse?

CYRIL:
To bless, of course.  We come from the land of the sun-rising.

TAVIN:
I hope you're a good omen.  It's needed.  And this - your slave, I presume?

ANTHEA:
Not at all, he's a very great man.  A sage, don't they call it?  And we want to see all your beautiful city, and then we shall go back, and he will tell his friend, and his friend will write a book about it.

TAVIN:
What is a book?

ANTHEA:
Something written, or, or engraved.

JANE:
(showing him the amulet)  Like this.

CYRIL:
Jane!

TAVIN:
The stone is of our country, and that which is engraved on it is like our writing, but I cannot read it.  What is the name of your sage?

ANTHEA:
(hesitantly)  Ji-jimmy.

TAVIN:
Ji-jimmy.  Will you land?  And shall I lead you to the Kings?

He steps onto the quay and they follow him.

ROBERT:
Lead on, please, Though I should like to see all over your beautiful ship, and sail in her.

TAVIN:
That shall be later;  just now we're afraid of a storm - do you notice that odd rumbling?

The Captain takes them through the streets while the set is changed.

JANE:
It's just like Babylon, only everything's perfectly different.

TAVIN:
Our Kings are ten, and the Royal line, unbroken from Poseidon, has the noble tradition to honour strangers if they come in peace.

CYRIL:
(whispering to Anthea)  No deepest dungeons here, then.

JANE:
Are all these houses real gold?

TAVIN:
The temples are covered with gold, of course, but the houses are only oricalchum.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(stumbling about, dazed)  Oricalchum - oricalchum.  Oh, no, no; let the dream go on.

TAVIN:
The High Ji-jimmy is perhaps weary with his magic journey, and we are yet very far from the Great Temple.  I will arrange for you to be transported.  (Exits)
ANTHEA:
Jimmy, don't you think all this seems much more like now than Babylon or Egypt?   Oh, I forgot, you've never been there.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I know a little of those nations, however, and I quite agree with you.   A most discerning remark - my dear.   This city certainly seems to indicate a far higher level of civilization than the Egyptian or Babylonian.

TAVIN:
(entering)  Come - it is all arranged.

They all follow him off.

Scene 12:  Temple of Poseidon.
Downstage is a lower level where two priests are standing.  Upstage is a higher level representing a large balcony.

[The gauze remains down.]

OLD PRIEST:
It is not lawful for us to watch the Ten Kings catching the bull which is to be sacrificed.

YOUNG PRIEST:
And yet we're allowed to watch the sacrifice itself.  Where's the sense in that?

OLD PRIEST:
Listen young priest, if you wish to live to become an old priest like me you'll learn to stop questioning everything.  You youngsters are all the same - wanting to overturn the way things have been done for generations.

YOUNG PRIEST:
But this entire ceremony is overturning things - I thought it was only performed every five years.

OLD PRIEST:
This today is because the City's so upset by the odd noises from the sea, and the god inside the big mountain speaking with his thunder-voice.

YOUNG PRIEST:
But all that's happened before.

OLD PRIEST:
I know.  If anything could make ME uneasy it wouldn't be that.

YOUNG PRIEST:
What would it be?

OLD PRIEST:
It would be the lemmings.

YOUNG PRIEST:
They're a sort of rat, aren't they?

OLD PRIEST:
Every year they come swimming over from the country that no man knows, stay here awhile, and then swim away.  This year they haven't come.  You know rats won't stay on a ship that's going to be wrecked.  It's my belief those lemmings know something, and that's why they've fought shy of us.

YOUNG PRIEST:
I say that's superstitious nonsense.

OLD PRIEST:
But I say your opinion isn't worth having!

YOUNG PRIEST:
And who are those curious visitors?

OLD PRIEST:
I don't believe they mean us any harm.  They and their High Priest Ji-jimmy are a good omen, I'm sure of it.

A roar of cheering from offstage.


They've caught the bull.  We must go outside and watch the sacrifice.

YOUNG PRIEST:
And the visitors?

OLD PRIEST:
They can watch from the balcony.

The priests both leave.  The four children appear on a balcony upstage.

JANE:
And just fancy, we rode up to the temple on a hairy elephant.

PSAMMEAD:
(looking out of its bag)  Mammoth.

ANTHEA:
Certainly was.

CYRIL:
We can watch from here.

He and Robert rush to one side.

JANE:
I don't like sacrifices.

ROBERT:
Stay and look at the sea then, if you're scared.

The girls move to the other side.

MUSIC:
"Flood and fire" - gentle at first, then rising to a climax.

ANTHEA:
Look Jane, we can see all the way down to the port.  There - that's the ship we came on.

JANE:
It looks so different from up here - like a toy boat.

CYRIL:
Look at the size of that knife!  The bull won't last long.

ROBERT:
I wish we still had sacrifices.

CYRIL:
You wouldn't if it were you being sacrificed.

ROBERT:
Oh.  No, I suppose not.

JANE:
And the sea looks so calm.

ANTHEA:
That's just in the harbour.  Look out beyond the breakwater.

JANE:
Oh yes - that's quite rough.

A roar from the crowd offstage.

ROBERT:
That's finished the bull.  The King's covered in blood - but he doesn't seem to care.

JANE:
What's that further out?  It looks like a black wall.

ANTHEA:
It must be another island.

JANE:
An island with a huge wall?  (Pause while they look)
ROBERT:
Now he's going to drink the bull's blood.  This is splendid.

ANTHEA:
It's not a wall.  And it's moving.

JANE:
A wave?

ANTHEA:
It's too tall to be a wave.

JANE:
It is, it's a huge wave.  Sammy, you tell us.

Psammead looks out of its bag which Anthea is carrying.

PSAMMEAD:
It's a wave all right - and it's coming towards us.

ANTHEA:
Cyril, Robert - over here, quickly.

The boys hurry over.  The sound of the sea is now louder, mixed with shouts and screams.  The two priests and other people - townspeople, sailors, perhaps other priests - are running into the lower area, terrified.

YOUNG PRIEST:
To the hills!  To the hills!

OLD PRIEST:
Our town is strong against the thunders of the sea and sky!

YOUNG PRIEST:
No it isn't!  To the hills!

He rushes off.  Some follow, some mill about in confusion.

A tremendous crash as the wave hits the town.

ANTHEA:
Oh!   The town - the poor people!

ROBERT:
(trembling)  It's all thousands of years ago, really.

CYRIL:
It's sweeping over the quays and docks, tearing gigantic stones from forts and bridges, and throwing them against the temples.

JANE:
I don't want to look.

CYRIL:
Great ships are being swept over the roofs of the houses and smashed halfway up the hill.

PSAMMEAD:
I want to go home.

JANE:
Oh, yes, yes!

ANTHEA:
But where's Jimmy?

ROBERT:
Down there with the Ten Kings.  (He rushes to the other side.)  Jimmy!  Jimmy!  Come up here - quick.

ANTHEA:
He'll never hear you.

ROBERT:
(together)  Jimmy!  Jimmy!

CYRIL:
(together)  Jimmy!  Jimmy!

ROBERT:
Yes, he's coming.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(hurrying across the lower level and off)  I must see the end of the dream.

A roar like thunder.  People are now joining them on the balcony, with horrified cries.

ROBERT:
That's not the sea.  What is it?

The light starts to turn red.

CYRIL:
The mountain.  It's a volcano!

Ashes and sulphur start to shower down on them.  There is a sound of elephants stampeding, mixed with the cries of people near and far.

PSAMMEAD:
Come home.  That's the last wave, I know it is!

JANE:
Oh come!

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(entering the balcony)  I will see the end of the dream.

CYRIL:
You'll never see anything else if you do.

ANTHEA:
Oh, Jimmy!  I'll never bring you out again!

PSAMMEAD:
You'll never have the chance if you don't go soon.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I will see the end of the dream.

ANTHEA:
Oh, this is horrible!  Come home, come home!

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
The end of the dream.

PSAMMEAD:
Hold up the Amulet, Jane.

Everyone staggers as the building is battered by the wave.  Jane holds up the Amulet.

PSAMMEAD:
Now, say the word!

JANE:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

Psammead leans out from its bag and bites the hand of the learned gentleman.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Aah!  My hand!

In the confusion the boys push him through the arch and the others follow in order, leaving Atlantis to its destruction.

 END OF ACT 1.
ACT 2
Scene 13:  Bathroom.
No set, just an overhead spotlight downstage.  Anthea is kneeling and sobbing.  Cyril bursts in and stops dead.

CYRIL:
Hullo!  What's up now?  Dinner'll be cold before you've got enough salt-water for a bath.

ANTHEA:
Go away!  I hate you!  I hate everybody!

CYRIL:
I didn't know,

ANTHEA:
Nobody ever does know anything

CYRIL:
You haven't been having a row or anything?

ANTHEA:
No.  Wash your horrid hands, for goodness' sake, if that's what you came for, or go.

Pause while Cyril looks at her in surprise.  Then he edges towards her and puts his hand on her arm.

CYRIL:
Now, what's up?

ANTHEA:
It's Mother.

CYRIL:
She was all right in her letter this morning.

ANTHEA:
Yes; but I want her so.

CYRIL:
You're not the only one.

ANTHEA:
I know.  We all want her all the time.  But I want her now most dreadfully, awfully much.  I never wanted anything so much.

Cyril thumps her on the back.

CYRIL:
Cheer up.  I've been doing some thinking.  If you'll stop it, like a sensible kid, and wash your face, I'll tell you about it.  Can't you stop crying?  Shall I put the door-key down your back?

ANTHEA:
(laughing a little)  That's for noses, and I'm not a kid any more than you are.

CYRIL:
Look here, we've only just played with the Amulet so far.  We've got to work it.  And  there's Father out there all among the fighting.  I don't howl about it, but I think...  Now, my idea's this.  You know missionaries?

ANTHEA:
Yes.

CYRIL:
Well, they always take the savages beads and brandy, and hats, and really useful things.  And the savages give them pearls, and shells, and so on.  The great thing is to get people to love you by being generous.  You remember how the Babylonian Queen froze on to that pocket-book?  Well, we'll take things like that.  And offer them in exchange for a sight of the Amulet.

ANTHEA:
A sight of it is not much good.

CYRIL:
No, silly.  But when we've seen it we can go and take it in the night when everybody is asleep.

ANTHEA:
It wouldn't be stealing, would it, because it will be such an awfully long time ago when we do it.

CYRIL:
Come on, let's see what the others think.

They exit as the lights come up for the next scene.

Scene 14:  Home.
In front of the gauze, no set.  All four children are going off and returning with possible treasures which they put in a pile on the floor.

ROBERT:
I don't think ancient Egyptians would want dolls!

JANE:
Of course they would.  Where there are children, there are bound to be dolls.

ROBERT:
I've got  a rubber stamp with father's name and address on it, and a piece of putty.

JANE:
How useful.

CYRIL:
(entering)  Lead soldiers - they won't have seen those before.  And I've got a tie-clip somewhere.  (Exits).

Anthea enters with Psammead in his bag.

PSAMMEAD:
Never again will I go into the past with a grown-up person.  I will say for you four, you do do as you're told.

ANTHEA:
Yes, well we're not going back to Atlantis.

JANE:
(shivering violently)  No!

CYRIL:
(entering with the tie-clip)  I knew I had it somewhere.

ROBERT:
Sammy, we wondered what you thought would be good merchandise with which to buy the affection of say, the Ancient Egyptians.

CYRIL:
And whether you think the Amulet is likely to be found in the Court of Pharaoh.

PSAMMEAD:
(shaking its head)  I'm not allowed to play in this game.  Of course I could find out in a minute where the thing was, only I mustn't.  But your idea of taking things with you isn't a bad one.  And I shouldn't show them all at once.  Take small things and conceal them craftily about your persons.

ROBERT:
Thanks very much.

The children continue going off and returning things to add to the pile.

ROBERT:
(scornfully)  Wait!  We can't take all this rubbish.  We must just each choose one thing.

JANE:
Oh, but how can we possibly...

CYRIL:
Let's close our eyes, and reach out, and the first thing you touch you stick to.

ANTHEA:
All right.

They do this.

JANE:
(having picked up the tie-clip)  It's not much.  I don't believe Ancient Egyptians wore ties.

ANTHEA:
Never mind, I believe it's luckier not to really choose.  It's always the thing the wood-cutter's son picks up in the forest, and almost throws away because he thinks it's no good, that turns out to be the magic thing in the end; or else someone's lost it, and he is rewarded with the hand of the King's daughter in marriage.

CYRIL:
I don't want any hands in marriage, thank you.

ROBERT:
Nor me.  It's always the end of the adventures when it comes to the marriage hands.

ANTHEA:
Are we ready?

JANE:
It is Egypt we're going to, isn't it? - nice Egypt?  I won't go anywhere I don't know about - like that dreadful big-wavy burning-mountain city.

ANTHEA:
Yes, Egypt.

CYRIL:
I say, I'm rather sick of kings.  And people notice you so in palaces.  Besides the Amulet's sure to be in a Temple.  Let's just go among the common people, and try to work ourselves up by degrees.  We might get taken on as Temple assistants.

ANTHEA:
Like beadles, or vergers.  They must have splendid chances of stealing the Temple treasures.

ROBERT:
Righto!

Anthea hangs the Amulet round Jane's neck.  Jane holds out the charm at arm's length.

CYRIL:
(solemnly)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The arch grows and they go through it.

Scene 15:  Egypt.
They arrive in an angry crowd.  They edge themselves into a doorway.

SONG:
"Rebellion"

ACTIVIST:
Comrades and fellow workers,
How long must this go on?
Slaving to feed our masters Who live in luxury.
Why do we labour night and day
Earning a bare subsistence wage?
Let's make an end of it now!

CHORUS:
Let's make an end of it now!

SOLO 1:
How are you going to do it?

SOLO 2:
You'll get yourself into trouble!

ROBERT:
I've heard all this before, in Hyde Park on Sunday.

ACTIVIST:
We should withhold out labour.  We need to go on strike.
More bread, more onions and more beer!

CHORUS:
More bread, more onions and more beer!

ACTIVIST:
And a longer mid-day rest.

CHORUS:
Yes, a longer mid-day rest.

ACTIVIST:
Where are the fruits of our labour?
Where is the corn that we gathered?
It's in the granaries.  Let's march on the granaries.

CHORUS:
Let's march on the granaries.  Let's march there now.

PACIFIST:
No!  We must go to Pharaoh.
He will listen to our voices when we are oppressed.
Let's go to the palace gates!

CHORUS:
Let's go to the palace gates.
Let's go there now.

ACTIVIST:
Let's march on the granary.

CHORUS:
Let's march on the granary.

PACIFIST:
No, we must go to Pharaoh.

CHORUS:
Yes, we must go to Pharaoh.
March on the granary!
Go to Pharaoh!
Surely the king will not turn his back
on those who support his kingdom.
We must fight for our rights.
Nobody else can help us.


It's Pharaoh's guards.
They're on their way.  Their swords are drawn.
Their horses are galloping, drawing the chariots,
coming to trample us down.
They mean to run us down!
Let's run.  Let's hide somewhere.
Somewhere the guards can't find us.
Somewhere behind the houses,
where no-one ever looks, hiding from Pharaoh's soldiers
until they drive away.  We must hide away.

End of song.

By this time the chorus have crept off-stage.  The children come out, draw a long breath and look at each other.

CYRIL:
We're well out of that

ANTHEA:
Yes, but I do wish the poor men hadn't been driven back before they could get to the King.  He might have done something for them.

JANE:
Not if he was the one in the Bible he wouldn't.  He had a hard heart.

While they are talking, Rekh-mara enters furtively and sneaks up behind them to listen.

ANTHEA:
Ah, that was the Moses one.  The Joseph one was quite different.  I should like to see Pharaoh's house.

CYRIL:
I thought we decided to try to get taken on in a Temple.

ROBERT:
Yes, but we've got to know someone first.  Couldn't we make friends with a temple doorkeeper?  I wonder which are temples and which are palaces.

REKH-MARA:
Did you wish to seek out the Temple of Amen Ra?  Or the Temple of Mut, or the Temple of Khonsu?

CYRIL:
It doesn't matter which Temple.

REKH-MARA:
Tell me your mission.  I am a divine father of the Temple of Amen Ra and perhaps I can help you.

CYRIL:
Well, we've come from the great Empire on which the sun never sets.

REKH-MARA:
I thought somehow that you'd come from some odd, out-of-the-way spot.

ROBERT:
And we've seen a good many palaces.  We thought we should like to see a Temple, for a change.

PSAMMEAD:
(whispering to Anthea from his bag)  I don't trust him.

ANTHEA:
Shhh!

REKH-MARA:
Have you brought gifts to the Temple?

CYRIL:
Perhaps.  And we can do magic.

REKH-MARA:
What sort of magic?

CYRIL:
I can make fire itself!

REKH-MARA:
I should jolly well like to see you do it.

CYRIL:
Well, you shall.  Just stand close round me.

He pulls a match from his pocket.

REKH-MARA:
Do you need no preparation - no fasting, no incantations?

CYRIL:
No fasting  - -  er  - -  and the incantation's quite short.  Union Jack, Printing Press, Gunpowder, Rule Britannia!  Come, Fire, at the end of this little stick!

He strikes the match on his boot and stands up, shielding the flame with one hand.


See?  Here, take it into your hand.

REKH-MARA:
(backing away)  No, thank you.  But come with me to the great house of Pharaoh.  He loves good magic, and he will raise you to honour and glory.  (confidentially)  The fact is, I am out of favour at present owing to a little matter of failure of prophecy.  I told him a beautiful princess would be sent to him from Syria, and, lo! a woman thirty years old arrived.  But she was a beautiful woman not so long ago.  Time is only a mode of thought, you know.

CYRIL:
So you know that too, do you?

REKH-MARA:
It is part of the mystery of all magic, is it not?  So, will you come to Pharaoh?

The children exchange glances and then nod.  Psammead looks out of his basket and is about to object; Anthea pushes him firmly back again.

They walk around upstage while the gauze is lowered behind them.  Rekh-mara is proud of the city; the children exchange whispered comments.

REKH-MARA:
Behold our capital city.

CYRIL:
Narrow streets.

ROBERT:
Narrow and dirty.

REKH-MARA:
The best houses are built within walls twenty feet high, and all the windows are very high up.

ANTHEA:
What about the little square huts with smoke coming out of a hole in the back.

REKH-MARA:
Those are the poor people.

CYRIL:
(whispered to Anthea)  The poor haven't improved much since the first time we came to Egypt.

JANE:
What are those figures over the doors?

REKH-MARA:
Amulets, to keep off the evil eye.  (He leads them off.)
ROBERT:
(whispered to Jane)  I don't think much of your "nice Egypt".  It's not a patch on Babylon.

JANE:
(as they exit)  Ah, you wait till you see the palace.

Scene 16:  Pharaoh's Palace.
MUSIC:
"Dance before Pharaoh"

Darkness.  A deep drum-beat, then the rattle of a tambourine.  A female dancer is lit centre-stage by an overhead spot-light.  Then lights come up on two male dancers, one each side if her.  As the music speeds up other dancers appear and the gauze is raised to show a whole team of dancers whirling about while Pharaoh and his ministers watch admiringly.  Applause as the dance ends.  Then Rekh-mara steps forward.  He leads the children up the steps before the throne, then falls on his face with hands outstretched.  The children do the same.

PHARAOH:
Raise them, that they may speak to me.

The officers of the King's household raise them.


Who are these strangers?  And what do you mean, Rekh-mara, by daring to come into my presence while your innocence is not established?

REKH-MARA:
Oh, great King, these strangers are the children of the vile and conquered Kings of the Empire where the sun never sets.  They know a magic not known to the Egyptians.  And they come with gifts.

The children, bow, somewhat embarrassed, and pull out the padlock, the pencil case, and the tie-clip.

CYRIL:
(low)  But it's not tribute.  England doesn't pay tribute!

Pharaoh examines all the things with great interest.

PHARAOH:
A small tribute, truly, but strange, and not without worth.  And the magic, O Rekh-mara?

REKH-MARA:
These unworthy sons of a conquered nation -

CYRIL:
(low)  Nothing of the kind!

REKH-MARA:
can make fire to spring from dry wood - in the sight of all.

PHARAOH:
I should jolly well like to see them do it.

Cyril lights a match.

PHARAOH:
Do more magic.

ANTHEA:
He cannot do any more magic, because of the voice of the free people who are shouting for bread and onions and beer and a long mid-day rest.

PHARAOH:
A rude-spoken girl, but give the dogs what they want.

A richly-dressed official hurries out.

REKH-MARA:
You will be the idol of the people.  The Temple of Amen will not contain their offerings.

Cyril strikes another match, then lights a candle from it and holds it up to Pharaoh - everyone is amazed.

REKH-MARA:
Oh, greatest of all, before whom sun and moon and stars bow down, am I pardoned?  Is my innocence made plain?

PHARAOH:
As plain as it ever will be, I dare say.  You are pardoned.  Go in peace.

Rekh-mara disappears rapidly.

PHARAOH:
And what is it that moves in that sack?

Anthea tries to draw back but one of the guards stops her, so she has to show the Psammead.

PHARAOH:
Seize it. A very curious monkey.  It will be a nice little novelty for my wild beast collection.

The guard grabs Psammead who bites him.  The children protest.

PSAMMEAD:
Get off!  I'm no monkey - I'm a Psammead!

The guard carries it off.

ANTHEA:
Oh, do be careful!  At least keep it dry!  Keep it in its sacred house!

She holds up the embroidered bag.

ROBERT:
It's a magic creature; it's simply priceless!

JANE:
You've no right to take it away. It's a shame, a barefaced robbery, that's what it is!

A stunned silence.

PHARAOH:
Take the sacred house of the beast from them, and imprison all.  Tonight after supper it may be our pleasure to see more magic.  Guard them well, and do not torture them - yet!

GUARD:
Yes, great Pharaoh.

The children are dragged off by this guard and another one.  They are taken across downstage as the scene is changed.

JANE:
(in tears)  Oh, dear!  I knew exactly what it would be!  Oh, I wish you hadn't!

CYRIL:
Shut up, silly.  You know you would come to Egypt.  It was your own idea entirely.

JANE:
I thought we should play ball with queens, and have no end of larks!  And now everything's going to be perfectly horrid!

SOLDIER:
(entering from the other side and blocking their way)  What's all this then?

GUARD:
Imprison them, at Pharaoh's pleasure.

SOLDIER:
But they're just children.

GUARD:
Do as you're told!

JANE:
In the darkest dungeon - we know!

SOLDIER:
No dungeons round here, Miss.  But sounds like you'll have to be locked up.

They have reached a room.  The guards shove them inside and the soldier shuts the door.

Scene 17:  Prison room.
A room - it doesn't need any furniture.  High above them Rekh-mara is watching through a chink in the wall.

ANTHEA:
Definitely not a dungeon, that's one comfort.  Even paintings on the wall.

JANE:
(with a sigh of relief)  Now we can get home all right.

ANTHEA:
And leave the Psammead?

Long pause while they all wonder what to do.

CYRIL:
Wait a sec.  I've got an idea.  (He ponders for a few moments, then begins hammering on the door.)
SOLDIER:
(entering)  Stop that row, or...

CYRIL:
Look here, it's very dull just guarding us.  Would you like to see some magic?  We're not too proud to show you.

SOLDIER:
I don't mind if I do.

CYRIL:
Well then, you get us that monkey of ours, and we'll show you.

SOLDIER:
How do I know you're not making game of me?  Shouldn't wonder if you only wanted to set the creature on me.  I daresay its teeth and claws are poisonous.

ANTHEA:
No they aren't.

CYRIL:
You see we've got nothing with us?  You just shut the door, and open it again in two minutes, and we'll have a magic - oh, I don't know - a magic flower in a pot for you.

SOLDIER:
If you can do that you can do anything.  (goes out, barring the door)
CYRIL:
Jane - the amulet.

JANE:
But which way is East?

Long pause while they look at each other.

ROBERT:
Just hold it up and turn round slowly till the Amulet begins to grow.

JANE:
(doing as he suggests)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

Cyril goes through it (and off-stage).

ANTHEA:
Do you think Old Nurse will mind?

ROBERT:
Not if it's saving our lives.

ANTHEA:
Oh, I suppose not.  Hold it steady, Jane!

A long pause, then Cyril comes back with a geranium in full scarlet flower from the staircase window of the Fitzroy Street house.  Jane lowers the arch as the soldier returns.

SOLDIER:
Well!  Well I'm blowed!

CYRIL:
I never liked that geranium anyway.

ANTHEA:
We can do much more wonderful things than that - oh, ever so much.   All we need is  - -  our monkey.

SOLDIER:
All right, I've got it outside.

He exits and returns with Psammead's bag.  Anthea takes it from him and checks that Psammead is inside.

ROBERT:
What would you wish for - if you could have anything you wanted?

SOLDIER:
Well, I dunno.  I suppose - a big heap of gold and jewels.

ROBERT:
How big?

SOLDIER:
Er  - -  (pacing round the room)  About this big.

ROBERT:
Go ahead then - wish!

SOLDIER:
I wish...

JANE:
No, wait!  (to Robert)  You know it will turn to stones at sunset, and what good will that do him?

SOLDIER:
It was a trick, then!  I'm not stupid, you know.

ANTHEA:
Anyway, people say money can't buy you happiness.

JANE:
We've seen some awfully miserable rich people.

ANTHEA:
Is that what you really want?

SOLDIER:
(thinks hard)  I'm not an Egyptian, you know.  I was brought here as a slave.  After five years I became a soldier - that's a bit better, but it's not what I want to be.

ANTHEA:
So what do you really want?

JANE:
What's your heart's desire?

SOLDIER:
Heart's desire?  (Long pause)  To go back to Lebanon where I belong.  I don't know if my old mother's still alive, but I've got friends and family there - I was a farmer, where it's not so hot and dry - it even snows there.

CYRIL:
Go ahead and wish then.

PSAMMEAD:
(peering out of the bag)  Here we go again!

REKH-MARA:
(from the spy-hole)  No, wait!  I forbid you to...

SOLDIER:
I want my freedom!  I wish I was back in Lebanon with my family.

A flash and perhaps a puff of smoke - the soldier disappears (possibly through a trap-door).

CYRIL:
Quick Jane, the arch!

REKH-MARA:
Stop!  I must talk with you!  (He disappears from the chink in the wall.)
ROBERT:
Come on, Jane!

JANE:
(holding up the amulet)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The children disappear offstage.  Rekh-mara rushes in through the doorway, frustrated and angry, but he is too late.  As the lights fade he looks at the amulet hanging round his neck.

Scene 18:  Home.
Anthea and Jane are painting; Jane is in a dreamy mood.

JANE:
Blue and red, make purple.

ANTHEA:
Not always they don't.  It has to be crimson lake and Prussian blue.  If you mix Vermilion and Indigo you get the most loathsome slate colour.

JANE:
(sucking her brush)  Sepia's the nastiest colour in the box, I think.

ANTHEA:
Sepia is made out of beastly cuttlefish.  And purple's made out of a fish as well.  You've heard of Tyrian purple.

JANE:
(dreamily)  Out of lobsters?  They're red when they're boiled, and blue when they aren't.  If you mixed live and dead lobsters you'd get Tyrian purple.

ANTHEA:
I shouldn't like to mix anything with a live lobster.

JANE:
Well, there aren't any other red and blue fish.  You'd have to.  (She sucks her brush again.)  How sweet Chinese white is!

ANTHEA:
I don't think you're supposed to eat it.

JANE:
Maybe not.  It gives you a queer feeling in the back of the throat if you paint with it too long.

ANTHEA:
(jumping up)  Oh!  I'm tired of painting.  Let's get the boys and go somewhere by Amulet.  And let the Amulet choose.

JANE:
Oh yes!  We'll say "Take us anywhere you like in the Past - but somewhere where you are".

They hurry off.

Scene 19:  Rowing ship.
The crew are fastening rush baskets to a long rope with a great piece of cork at the end, and  casting these over the side of the boat, too busy to notice the new arrivals.  At length Anthea approaches a man who has rather more clothes than the others.

ANTHEA:
Whatever are you doing?

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Pulling up our lines with the dye shell-fish. How did you get here?

ROBERT:
A sort of magic.

The Captain fingers an Amulet hanging round his neck.

CYRIL:
What is this place?

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Tyre, of course.

He draws back and speaks in a low voice to one of the sailors.

JANE:
But we never said come to Tyre.

ANTHEA:
The Amulet heard us talking, I expect.  I think it's most obliging of it.

ROBERT:
And the Amulet's here too.  We ought to be able to find it in a little ship like this.  I wonder which of them's got it.

ANTHEA:
Oh - look, look!

On the bare breast of one of the sailors gleams something red: the exact counterpart of their precious half-Amulet.

Long pause, full of emotion.

JANE:
Then we've found it!  Oh do let's take it and go home!

CYRIL:
Easy to say 'take it'.  He looks very strong.

ANTHEA:
It's odd, I do believe I've seen that man somewhere before.

ROBERT:
He's rather like our learned gentleman.  But I'll tell you who he's much more like...

The sailor looks up at them with recognition in his eyes.

ANTHEA:
(together)  Rekh-mara!

ROBERT:
(together)  Rekh-mara!

They look at each other nervously, wondering what's going on.

JANE:
We can go back in a minute if anything nasty happens.

CYRIL:
Of course we can.

The Sea-captain returns rather suddenly and they all jump back nervously.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
I see that you are from a far country.  Since you have honoured my boat by appearing on it, will you partake of some figs and cucumbers?

ANTHEA:
That sounds delicious.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
And once our boat is made fast I will lead you to one of our great ones.  He loves strangers from far lands.

CYRIL:
Thank you.  But we are ignorant of so many things.  Can you tell us about Tyre?

A sailor brings them food and they start to eat it with great enjoyment.

The music starts; he speaks over the introduction.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Tyre!  I would be delighted to enlighten barbarians like you!

SONG:
"Tyre for ever!"

The men sing a rock anthem with rough voices - they are nothing like the sailors of Atlantis.  Rekh-mara doesn't join in: he just watches the children steadily.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Feast your eyes on the island there.
Walls and towers and a harbour fair.
That's our home, and we proudly boast:
We sail out to the farthest coast.
See the mainland over there,
Where our merchants dwell.
There are gardens and there is farming land,
And it's part of Tyre as well.

SAILORS:
Tyre for ever!  Tyre rules the waves.
All tergevver we sing your praise.  Yes it's
Tyre for ever!  (Clap)  Tyre rules the waves.  (Clap)  
All tergevver (Clap)  we sing your praise.  (Clap)
SEA-CAPTAIN:
See that ship as she races past.
Sailors glad to be home at last.
She's been out on a three year trip.
They can't wait to unload the ship.
Working in the silver mines,
They'll have earnt their pay.
They can make a splash as they spend their cash,
And you'll hear them proudly say:

SAILORS:
[Chorus as before]

SEA-CAPTAIN:
These are fish that the merchants buy.
From these fish they can make their dye.
Purple cloth of the finest weave,
Fit for kings as I do believe.
Tyre is powerful; Tyre is free.
Tyre is far above.
And I swear that I would be glad to die
For the city that I love.

SAILORS:
[Chorus as before - the final two lines are sung unaccompanied.]

End of Song

All the time the long, narrow eyes of the Egyptian are watching, watching.

CYRIL:
Thank you - you've explained a lot.  But we were wondering...

SEA-CAPTAIN:
No time for wondering - we're about to enter the harbour.  I must make myself presentable.

He combs his hair and beard, puts on a garment like a jersey with short sleeves, an embroidered belt, a necklace of beads, and a big signet ring.

ROBERT:
The harbour's full of ships.  This is wonderful.

CYRIL:
And look at those men diving.

ROBERT:
That's jolly good.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
I should think so.  The pearl-divers of Persia are not more skilful.  Why, we've got a fresh-water spring that comes out at the bottom of the sea.  Our divers dive down and bring up the fresh water in skin bottles!  Can your barbarian divers do as much?

ROBERT:
I suppose not.

The ship is now at the quay and sailors are making her fast and moving the baskets of fish ready to carry them ashore.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Now, I'm fit to be seen.  Come along?

JANE:
(cautiously)  Where to?

SEA-CAPTAIN:
To Phelese, the great sea-captain.  The man I told you of, who loves barbarians.

REKH-MARA:
(coming forward)  I have known these children in another land.  It was my magic that brought these barbarians to your boat.  And you know how they will profit you.  Let me come with you.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
So it was your doing.  I might have guessed it.  Well, come on.

ANTHEA:
I wish he wasn't with us.

ROBERT:
Nonsense - as long as he's with us we've got some chance of the Amulet.  We can always fly if anything goes wrong.

Scene 20:  Tyre.
They follow the Sea Captain around the stage while the scene is being changed.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
This is the dyeing factory.  Wait here while I sell the night's catch.

He exits.  The children look at each other worriedly, then at Rekh-mara.

REKH-MARA:
Trust me.

ANTHEA:
I wish we could.

REKH-MARA:
You feel that I want your Amulet.  That makes you distrust me.

CYRIL:
Yes.

REKH-MARA:
But you also, you want my Amulet, and I am trusting you.

ROBERT:
There's something in that.

REKH-MARA:
We have the two halves of the Amulet, but not yet the pin that joined them.  Our only chance of getting that is to remain together.  Once part these two halves and they may never be found in the same time and place.  Be wise.  Our interests are the same.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
(entering)  The sale went well, and I'm told Phelese has just come back from Tarshish.  He's at his garden house - unless he's hunting wild boar in the marshes.  He gets frightfully bored on shore.

JANE:
Is it a long way.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
It is.  I'll hire some donkeys to transport us there.

He leads them off.  The lights come up on a long low house with pillars all along the front.  Cedars and sycamores grow near it and shelter it pleasantly.  They enter again, Robert rubbing his bottom.

ROBERT:
Those donkeys are a bit hard on my...

ANTHEA:
Better than walking though!

CYRIL:
It's jolly decent of the skipper to have brought us to such a ripping place.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Wait while I make arrangements.  (He enters the house.)
ANTHEA:
This feels more real than anything else we've seen.  It's like a holiday in the country at home.

JANE:
I should like to spend a week here, and donkey ride every day.

Everyone is feeling very jolly.  Even Rekh-mara looks pleasanter than usual.  The Sea-captain returns with Phelese, who looks steadily at the children and nods twice.

PHELESE:
Yes, my steward will pay you the price.  (pointing to Rekh-mara)  But I shall not pay that rate for the Egyptian dog.

SEA-CAPTAIN:
Very well.

The two exit.

REKH-MARA:
This is a pretty kettle of fish.

ALL CHILDREN:
What is?

REKH-MARA:
Our seafaring friend has sold us all for slaves!

They look at each other in shock for a long moment.

CYRIL:
What do we do?

JANE:
(holding up the amulet)  Go home now!

REKH-MARA:
We wait.  We are in no danger - we can go to our respective homes whenever we wish.  And the Amulet in its completeness may be somewhere near.

ANTHEA:
I don't like the idea of being slaves.

ROBERT:
Let's risk it.

ANTHEA:
All right.  For the moment we might as well stay.

KALIA:
(entering)  Are you the new slaves?  What strange clothes you wear.  Where are you from?

CYRIL:
Our country is called England.

REKH-MARA:
And mine is Egypt.

KALIA:
The king has ordered my husband to start on another voyage this very evening.  You children must keep me company - talking, singing and dancing - to distract my mind from my sorrows.  You Egyptian - report to the kitchen - plenty of work to be done there.

Rekh-mara looks pleadingly at the children, but they can't help him.  He exits the way Kalia is pointing.  Kalia sits down and gestures to the children to sit on big soft cushions at her feet.  The sun is setting and the stage gradually darkens.


I hope we're going to be good friends.  My name is Kalia.

CYRIL:
Robert, Anthea, Jane - and I'm Cyril.

KALIA:
Thank you, Cyril.  Now tell me all about your country.

JANE:
Well that's  - -  actually that's quite difficult.

CYRIL:
I'll tell you.

He stands up tall and proud as the introduction starts.

SONG:
"Our country"

CYRIL:
When I tell you about our country,
There's a pride I will never lose.
We are safe in a land at peace
With the right to live as we choose.

ANTHEA:
(spoken)  Except for women.

Cyril glares at her.

CYRIL:
There are people across the ocean
Who will serve us with no regrets.
All are part of the British Empire,
On which the sun never sets.

The other three stand up to sing the chorus.

ALL 4 CHILDREN:
Our country is fearless.  Our country is mighty.
Our parliament rules us, and everyone is free.
Our land is defended by heaven above.
I put my trust in the country that I love.

CYRIL:
We have ships that will cross the oceans
Bearing goods to the farthest shore.
Kings and coal miners, rich and poor
Are all equal under the law.

ANTHEA:
(together, spoken)  Except for women.

JANE:
(together, spoken)  Except for women.

Cyril and Robert both glare at them.

CYRIL:
We won't rest on our former glories;
We still fight at the Empire's call.
See our soldiers and sailors there,
And the union flag over all.

ALL 4 CHILDREN:
Our country is fearless.  Our country is mighty.
Our parliament rules us, and everyone is free.

Both boys shoot out a hand to cover their sisters' mouths.

ANTHEA:
(together, muffled)  Except for women.

JANE:
(together, muffled)  Except for women.

ALL 4 CHILDREN:
Our land is defended by heaven above.
I put my trust in the country that I love.

End of song.

KALIA:
Thank you.  That's a wonderful song - and I don't believe a word of it!

CYRIL:
But it's...

KALIA:
If you had an empire like that, we'd all have heard of it.

JANE:
I said it was difficult to explain.

KALIA:
You'll be telling me next you've come from the future!

Robert opens his mouth to say something, realises it's useless and sits down abruptly on his cushion.  The other three look at each other, shake their heads and also sit down.

KALIA:
And empires never last.  Look at the Egyptians, and the Romans.

CYRIL:
No, the British Empire will last forever.

KALIA:
Anyway, now it's time for me to retire to my lonely bed.  The slaves' quarters are  - -  No, you can sleep here, on these cushions.  Good-night.

ALL CHILDREN:
Good-night.

She exits.  The children curl up on the cushions.

JANE:
I do like being a slave.

The lights are now very low.  A pause, then a shadowy figure appears and approaches the children.

REKH-MARA:
(low)  Be quiet, or all is lost.

CYRIL:
(low)  Who..?

REKH-MARA:
(low)  It's me, Rekh-mara, the Priest of Amen.  The man who bought us has gone to sea again, and he has taken my Amulet from me.  Is there magic to retrieve it  in the Amulet you bear?

CYRIL:
We can go after him, but he might take ours as well, or he might be angry with us for following him.

REKH-MARA:
I'll see to that.  Hide your Amulet well.

Jane holds up the amulet.

CYRIL:
Take us to Phelese on his ship, where you are.   Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The amulet becomes an arch, and they all go through it, Rekh-mara leading.

Scene 21:  Ship.
They pass through the amulet to a ship tossing on the wind-blown sea in the darkness.  The sailors are not like the rough crew of the rowing boat; they are gentleman adventurers.  Phelese turns round and sees them.

PHELESE:
(nervously)  Well!   Well, I never did!

REKH-MARA:
(bowing low)  Master, we are here by the magic of the sacred Amulet that hangs round your neck.

PHELESE:
I never did!  Well, well!

ROBERT:
What port is the ship bound for?

PHELESE:
Are you a navigator?

ROBERT:
No, I'm afraid not.

PHELESE:
Then I don't mind telling you that we're bound for the Tin Islands.  It is a secret location we keep from all the world.

JANE:
The King sent you, didn't he?

PHELESE:
Yes. he bade me set sail with half a score brave gentlemen and this crew.  You shall go with us, and see many wonders.

He bows and leaves them.

ROBERT:
What are we going to do now?

REKH-MARA:
Wait till he lands in the Tin Islands.  Then we can get the barbarians to help us.  We will attack him by night and tear the sacred Amulet from his accursed heathen neck.

JANE:
When shall we get to the Tin Islands?

REKH-MARA:
Oh, perhaps a year.

CYRIL:
(feeling unwell)  A year of this?

ROBERT:
Look here, we can shorten that year.  Jane, out with the Amulet!  Ur Hekau Setcheh.  Take us to where the Amulet will be when the ship is twenty miles from the Tin Island.

They go through the arch.  The same ship, perhaps with a little more light.

PHELESE:
Ha!  The charm has brought you back!  Have you magic that can help?

REKH-MARA:
What is your need?

PHELESE:
I need a great wave that shall whelm away the foreign ship that follows us.  A month ago it lay in wait for us, by the pillars of the gods, and it follows, follows, to find the Tin Islands.  If I could steer by night I could escape them yet, but tonight there will be no stars.

REKH-MARA:
My magic will not serve you here.

ROBERT:
But I can show you how to steer without stars.  (Takes out his cheap compass)  This is called a compass.  It always points to true North.  What direction are the Tin Islands?

Phelese hesitates, then points.

PHELESE:
That way.

ROBERT:
That's north-west.  See it here.  All you have to do is steer in this direction.

PHELESE:
Wonderful.

ROBERT:
I will give it to you, in return for that charm about your neck.

Phelese laughs, snatches the compass from Robert's hand, and turns away still laughing.

REKH-MARA:
Be comforted.  Our time will come.

The lights gradually go down.  Phelese, crouched beside a dim lantern, steers by the compass.  Suddenly a commotion among the crew.

SAILORS:
She is close upon us!  How could she follow us?

PHELESE:
And we are close to the harbour.  (Long pause, then suddenly he alters the ship's course and stands up.)

Good friends and gentlemen, if we land they land, and only the gods know whether they might not beat us in fight, and themselves survive to carry back the tale of Tyre's secret island to enrich their own miserable land.  Shall this be?

SAILORS:
Never!

REKH-MARA:
(leaping upon him)  Give me back my Amulet!

He grabs the charm.  The chain that held it snaps.  Phelese laughs.

PHELESE:
This is no time for charms and mummeries.  We've lived like men, and we'll die like gentlemen for the honour and glory of Tyre.  I steer her straight for the Dragon rocks, and we go down for our city, as brave men should.  The creeping cowards who follow shall go down as slaves.  Tyre, Tyre for ever!

SAILORS:
Tyre for ever!

ANTHEA:
Quick, the Amulet.

She holds up hers; Rekh-mara holds up his.

REKH-MARA:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

ANTHEA:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

Two great arches appear.   The crash of the ship's bow on the rocks is heard over the sounds of the oars and the sea.  They scramble through the arches.

SAILORS:
Tyre for ever!  Tyre rules the waves!

Scene 22:  Home.
A table centre-stage with the tin bath on it.  Psammead is in the bath.

ANTHEA:
And so we've lost the other half of the Amulet again.

PSAMMEAD:
Nonsense, pooh!  That wasn't the other half.  It was the same half that you've got.

ANTHEA:
But how could it be the same?

PSAMMEAD:
Well, not exactly, of course.  The one you've got is a good many years older, but it's not the other one.  What did you say when you wished?

JANE:
I forget.

PSAMMEAD:
I don't.  You said, 'Take us where you are' - and it did, so you see it was the same half.

ANTHEA:
I see.

PSAMMEAD:
But you mark my words, you'll have trouble with that Priest yet.

ANTHEA:
But he was quite friendly.

PSAMMEAD:
All the same you'd better beware of the Reverend Rekh-mara.

They exit.

The lights dim to indicate the passage of time, then come up again.

Cyril and Robert enter.  (Psammead has disappeared.)

ROBERT:
It's been weeks!  And Psammead says we shouldn't use the amulet to go back into the past.

CYRIL:
He's worried about Rekh-mara.

ROBERT:
But what about our heart's desire?

REKH-MARA:
(suddenly entering)  And what about mine?!

The boys both jump and give loud yells.  Anthea and Jane rush in, and stop dead when they see the intruder.

ROBERT:
How did you get here?

REKH-MARA:
The same way you came to my country - through the magic of the half-amulet.

CYRIL:
You can't just barge in here as if...

REKH-MARA:
Peace!  What is this country? and what is this time?

ANTHEA:
The country's England, about six thousand years later than your time.

CYRIL:
Look here, it'll be tea-time directly.  What are we to do with you?

REKH-MARA:
You have one half of the Amulet, I the other.  All that is now needed is the pin to join them.

ROBERT:
Don't you think it.  The half you've got is the same half as the one we've got.

REKH-MARA:
But the same thing cannot be twice in the same place and time.  See, here is my half.  Where is yours?

He puts his Amulet on the table.  Jane unfastens the string of her Amulet and lays it on the table, too far off for the Priest to seize it.  Cyril and Robert stand beside Rekh-mara, ready to spring on him if he moves.  As they watch, his amulet is drawn across the table until it slips into the other one, so the two have merged!

REKH-MARA:
Black magic!

He springs forward to snatch the Amulet that had swallowed his.  But Anthea grabs it, and Robert throws a rope over Rekh-mara's head, binding his elbows to his sides.  Cyril holds Rekh-mara while Robert knots the cord behind him and ties it to the table.  Then the four children, overcoming the priest's wriggling and kicking, tie his legs with more rope.

ROBERT:
I thought he'd have a try for ours, so I got the ropes out of the box-room.

ANTHEA:
Well done, Robert.

REKH-MARA:
Loosen these bonds!  Before I blast you with the seven secret curses of Amen-Ra!

ROBERT:
We shouldn't be likely to loosen them after.

ANTHEA:
Oh, don't quarrel!  Look here, he has just as much right to the thing as we have.  This has got his in it as well as being ours.  Let's go shares.

REKH-MARA:
Let me go!

ROBERT:
If you make a row we can just open that window and call the police - the guards - and tell them you've been trying to rob us.  Now will you shut up and listen to reason?

REKH-MARA:
I suppose so.

The four children whisper together, then Anthea detaches herself from the group.

ANTHEA:
Look here, we want to be friends.  Let's make a treaty.  Let's join together to get the Amulet - the whole one, I mean.  And then it shall belong to you as much as to us, and we shall all get our hearts' desire.

ROBERT:
Will you deal fairly by us?

REKH-MARA:
I will, by the sacred, secret name that is written under the Altar of Amen-Ra, Will you too swear the oath of honourable partnership?

ANTHEA:
No.  We don't swear in England, except in police courts, and you don't want to go there.  But when we say we'll do a thing, it's the same as an oath to us - we do it.  You trust us, and we'll trust you.

They untie Rekh-mara, who stands up, stretches his arms, and laughs.

REKH-MARA:
Now, I am stronger than you and my oath is void.  For there is no secret, sacred name under the altar of Amen-Ra.

PSAMMEAD:
(coming up from the sand in the bath)  Oh, yes there is!  (Shakes the sand off)  You don't know everything, though you are a Divine Father of the Temple of Amen.  There is a secret, sacred name beneath the altar of Amen-Ra.  Shall I call on that name?

REKH-MARA:
No, no!

JANE:
No, don't let's have any calling names.

REKH-MARA:
Besides, I was only going to say that though there isn't any name under  - --

PSAMMEAD:
There is!

REKH-MARA:
Well, even if there wasn't, I will be bound by the wordless oath of your strangely upright land, and having said that I will be your friend - I will be.

PSAMMEAD:
Then that's all right, and now it must be tea-time.  What are you going to do with your distinguished partner?  He can't go down to tea like that, you know.

CYRIL:
Box-room, and smuggle up his meals.  It'll be rather fun.

ROBERT:
Good idea.  Come with us.

Robert and Cyril lead Rekh-mara off; Anthea and Jane exit in the opposite direction; Psammead burrows into his sand again.

The lights dim to indicate the passage of time, then come up again.

CYRIL:
(rushing on)  He's gone!

ANTHEA:
(rushing on)  But he can't have!

CYRIL:
But he has.  The box-room isn't that big.

ROBERT:
(entering)  Good riddance, I say.

ANTHEA:
Yes I know, but  - -  (calling)  Jane!

JANE:
(entering)  Yes?

ANTHEA:
Have you still got the Amulet?

JANE:
(showing it strung round her neck)  Of course I have.

ANTHEA:
So he can't have gone back to Egypt - or anywhere.  He must still be here - somewhere near.

They all look around nervously.

JANE:
Let's tell the Psammead and see what it says.

ANTHEA:
No, let's ask the learned gentleman.  If anything has happened to Rekh-mara a gentleman's advice would be more useful than a Psammead's.  And he'll just think it's a dream, like he always does.

Scene 23:  Learned Gentleman's Room.
Cyril knocks at the door.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Come in.

They discover the Learned Gentleman and Rekh-mara deep in conversation.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Hush!  Please, hush! or the dream will go.  I am learning...  Oh, what have I not learned in the last hour!

REKH-MARA:
In the grey dawn I left my hiding-place, and finding myself among these treasures from my own country, I remained.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Of course I know it's a dream, but, oh, ye gods! what a dream!  By Jove!...

REKH-MARA:
Call not upon the gods, lest ye raise greater ones than ye can control. (to the children)  Already he and I are as brothers, and his welfare is dear to me as my own.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
He has told me...

ROBERT:
Have you told him all about the Amulet?

REKH-MARA:
Yes.

ANTHEA:
And what is your advice?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I  - -  I  - -  (He lowers his head in confusion.)
ANTHEA:
Dear Jimmy, don't worry about it.  We are sure to find it today, somehow.

REKH-MARA:
Yes, and perhaps, with it, Death.

JANE:
It's to bring us our hearts' desire.

REKH-MARA:
Who knows what things undreamed-of and infinitely desirable lie beyond the dark gates?

JANE:
Oh, don't.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(raising his head suddenly)  I understand that somehow you both found the same half of the Amulet.  But who brought your half to England?

CYRIL:
We think it was Napoleon's scientists who were exploring the shrine.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Do you think the other half was there also?

CYRIL:
I suppose it must have been.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Then that's where you must go.  They had no knowledge of the other half - but you do.  That will give added power to your search - it's always much easier to find something if you know it must be there.

JANE:
And the pin that joins the two together?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
That must also be there.

ROBERT:
I don't like the sound of Napoleon.

CYRIL:
Nor do I.  He was a ruthless commander, and England was at war with France - and with Egypt.

JANE:
But to gain our heart's desire - to have mother and father safely back home with us.  (Long pause)
ANTHEA:
Let's go.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
May  - -  may I come?  It's only a dream, you know.

REKH-MARA:
Come, and welcome, oh brother.

ALL FOUR CHILDREN:
No!

ROBERT:
You weren't with us in Atlantis, or you'd know better than to let him come.

ANTHEA:
Dear Jimmy, please don't ask to come.  We'll be back again before you have time to know that we're gone.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
And he, too?

REKH-MARA:
We must keep together, since there is but one perfect Amulet to which I and these children have equal claims.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
But suppose  - -  suppose you find  - -  not the Amulet, but Death.

REKH-MARA:
We must take that risk, oh my brother.

SONG:
"Almost brothers"

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Almost brothers,

REKH-MARA:
Almost brothers

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
since the moment that we met.

REKH-MARA:
Almost brothers

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Almost brothers.

REKH-MARA:
in a bond we can't forget.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Now my brother is beside me,
Must I lose him straight away?

REKH-MARA:
We must never shirk the danger:
The price we have to pay.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Has my room become a prison?
Am I forced to stay inside?
If my brother is in danger,
 Is it right for me to hide?

REKH-MARA:
When the battle is approaching,
Some must stay and some must go,
Though the waiting may be harder
Than fighting with the foe.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Though we come from different ages
And different countries too,
There's a powerful bond between us:
We felt it and we knew.

REKH-MARA:
Here is knowledge, here is wisdom:
So much for me to learn.
But my friend will be beside me,
So I know where to turn.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I have one God, he has many:
There's hours of talk ahead!
If your credo can't be challenged,
You might as well be dead!

REKH-MARA:
We both love to gather knowledge.
Our time will come at last,
When we work at things together,
We cannot be surpassed.

BOTH:
Almost brothers, almost brothers
since the moment that we met.
Almost brothers, almost brothers
in a bond we can't forget.
We must never be disheartened
by the storm clouds and the rain.
Through the magic of our friendship
the sun will shine again.
Almost brothers.  Almost brothers.

End of song.

CYRIL:
Jane.

JANE:
(raising the amulet)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

CYRIL:
Take us to Egypt, at the time when the Scientists found you.

They go through the arch and offstage, led by Rekh-mara, while Learned Gentleman watches them disappear, then slumps down in a chair.

Scene 24:  The Dig in Gaza.
Rekh-mara and the children arrive in Gaza in 1799, where the scientists are excavating an ancient shrine.  They stay hidden - we see them off-stage watching cautiously.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
(standing up)  There must be more!  This is an ancient shrine - one of the oldest we've uncovered.  As French scientists we have a duty to our country - and to General Bonaparte - to find everything of value.

He bends down again and continues raking the earth with some implement.  A pause, then another of the scientists gives an exclamation and holds something up.

SCIENTISTS:
What's he found? / I thought I'd looked there. / Probably nothing / etc.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
What is it?  An Amulet.  (He takes it and carefully brushes the dirt off it.)  This is old  - -  very old.  There are hieroglyphics on it.  We must show this to Bonaparte straight away.

He rushes off, followed by the other Scientists.

REKH-MARA:
(entering)  Now's our chance.

The others enter.

ROBERT:
He was standing here when he found it.  So the other half must be nearby - and the pin.

REKH-MARA:
Not necessarily.  Things can move over the centuries.  But at least we know we're in the right shrine.

They all start searching in the dirt.

ANTHEA:
Do you know where we are?

REKH-MARA:
This is Gaza.  There was a fortress here in my time, and many shrines.

A long pause, then Jane sneezes.

CYRIL:
Ssh!

JANE:
I couldn't help it - the dust got up my nose.

Another long pause, then a French Captain appears.

CAPTAIN:
Stop!  What are you doing?  Who are you?

The children run in different directions while Jane drops down in a small trench and Rekh-mara watches impassively.  Other soldiers rush on and catch them.

FRENCH SOLDIERS:
Got you! / On no you don't! / etc.

CAPTAIN:
(to Rekh-mara)  And who are you?

REKH-MARA:
I am an Egyptian priest brought in to help the scientists.  I heard noises and came to find out what was happening.

CAPTAIN:
And you children, with your strange garb - where are you from?  And how did you get through our guards.

Cyril motions to the other two that they should say nothing.


Won't speak eh?  Well, I know a man who will make you speak.  We're taking you to General Bonaparte.

The soldiers drag the children off.  Rekh-mara hasn't realised that Jane is still in hiding and he continues the search.  The light is fading.

REKH-MARA:
Ah!  I have you, my beauty.

He holds up the other half of the Amulet and rubs the dirt away.  Jane looks out from her hiding place but decides she can't trust him so she ducks down again.  He puts it in his pocket.  [Would he have a pocket?]


But I still need the pin that joins you to the other half of the Amulet.  That will be much harder to find.

He searches.  Then he hears the scientists returning and jumps up, but before he can reach a hiding place they enter.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
You!  What are you doing here.

REKH-MARA:
I am an Egyptian priest sent to help you in your work.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
Nonsense - as if we'd be needing help from a filthy Egyptian.  How did you get in here?  (calls out)  Guards!  Guards!  There's an intruder here!

REKH-MARA:
I can be very useful to you.  I can read inscriptions on any treasures you may find...

HEAD SCIENTIST:
So you were spying on us, were you?

Soldiers hurry on.

CAPTAIN:
Who called us?

HEAD SCIENTIST:
This Egyptian has broken through into the shrine.

CAPTAIN:
But he said he was  - -  You don't know him then.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
No of course not.

CAPTAIN:
All right, we'll take him.  He'll be questioned in the morning to find out how he got through our cordon - if one Egyptian can do it, there may be others.

The soldiers take Rekh-mara off.  The scientists resume their work, getting nearer and nearer to Jane.

HEAD SCIENTIST:
Enough!  It's getting too dark to see what we're doing, and we might tread on a valuable artefact and destroy it.

They leave, congratulating themselves on the find.  A pause, and then Jane emerges from the trench.  It's getting dark and she's alone, scared, with no idea what to do next.  She starts to cry, then starts to search for the missing pin, between sobs.

SONG:
"Alone"

JANE:
I'm alone in the night,
And I know I must keep out of sight.
But I wish that I was like the others.
Like my sister and my brothers.
I'm not brave.  I'm not strong.
I'm afraid I will do something wrong.
But I feel that this is where I'm needed.
Though I haven't yet succeeded.
All I can do is try.


At least being small kept me hidden out of sight.
Not like the rest: oh, I hope that they're all right.
But I'm still free, so it's up to me:
I will find that pin or die!

She realises the truth of what she has said and starts to cry, then pulls herself together.


So I search in the dust.
There is nobody else I can trust.
Though I like Rekh-mara as a person,
Still I never can be certain.
Is he bad?  Is he good?
Would he leave us to die if he could?
How I wish that we could work together.
Share the magic of the treasure.
All have our heart's desire.


But now when I think of the sunshine and the rain,
Safe back at home with our parents once again,
I dry my tears and forget my fears:
That is all that I require.


This is the path I must follow
Just like those sailors of Tyre.
And right or wrong, I must still be strong
Till I gain my heart's desire.

End of song.

Scene 25:  Bonaparte's headquarters.
The soldiers drag the children across downstage while the scene is changed.  Bonaparte is sitting at a make-shift desk and General Kléber is standing at his shoulder as they study some maps.

BONAPARTE:
What do you think, Kléber?

KLÉBER:
It's a risky plan - but then war is a risky business.

BONAPARTE:
Exactly.

There is a knock at the door.


Yes?

The soldiers enter with the children.

CAPTAIN:
Your Excellency, we found these three in the place where the scientists had been digging.

KLÉBER:
But they're just children.

BONAPARTE:
How did you get in there?  And what's the meaning of this  outlandish garb you wear?

The children stare at him but say nothing.


Captain, make the girl talk.

The captain grabs hold of Anthea, pushes her head back and pulls his sword out.

ANTHEA:
(screams)
CYRIL:
All right, we'll talk.  We bring wondrous gifts, and we can work great magic.

BONAPARTE:
Am I a savage, to be appeased by gifts or impressed by magic?  Who are you?  You speak perfect French, but you are not French.  How did you get here?

ROBERT:
No, we're English and proud of it.

FRENCH SOLDIERS:
(mutters of surprise and anger)
BONAPARTE:
Surely not even the English would send in children as spies - yet somehow these three have infiltrated my command post.

CAPTAIN:
Sir, my men have the whole area surrounded.  They couldn't have got past my guards.  General Kléber will vouch for them.

KLÉBER:
Indeed I will.

BONAPARTE:
And yet here they are.  (to children)  Well?!

Cyril and Robert look at each other in desperation.


Speak!  And no lies!

ANTHEA:
We come from your future - from the time when the British Empire rules the world.

BONAPARTE:
And France?  What of France?

ANTHEA:
France is on fairly good terms with England  - -  most of the time.

BONAPARTE:
This is nonsense.

ANTHEA:
You asked for the truth and that's what I'm telling you.  We used a magic charm to travel from our time to yours.

BONAPARTE:
Show me.

ANTHEA:
We don't have it any more.  We don't know where it is.

BONAPARTE:
Kléber, what do you make of all this?

KLÉBER:
It sounds preposterous, and yet the girl has an honest face.  (Long pause while the men face each other.)
BONAPARTE:
No, I cannot afford to take any chances.  Guards - take them out and kill them!

The soldiers start to do so.

KLÉBER:
Sorry sir, but I think that's short-sighted - we must find out how the children got in.  There might be armed soldiers next.

BONAPARTE:
Very well.  Lock them up securely for the night.  They will be questioned very forcibly tomorrow morning.

The soldiers drag the children off.

Scene 26:  Two locked rooms.
Rekh-mara is in a dimly-lit room.  He paces up and down, wrestling with his conscience.

SONG:
"What must I do?"

REKH-MARA:
What must I do?  What must I do?
What is my conscience telling me?
Should I use the Amulet to take me home again?
Now that I have learnt so much my future will be bright.
If I can find the missing pieces that I seek
The glory will be mine alone.
I feel it calling me from somewhere lost in time:
The treasure I have sought so long.


Why should I care about those children
when they've never trusted me?
I believed that Egypt was the greatest power on Earth.
In their British Empire could I ever find a place?
Although I like them and would gladly be their friend
Not leave them to be put to death,
I didn't ask them to be any part of this:
They brought their problems on themselves!


But what about my newfound brother?
I can see he loves them.
How am I to tell him that I
left them here to die and saved myself?
They opened his eyes to a life beyond himself.
Showed him that the world is wide.
Without them at hand, he will never live his dream.
No-one at his lonely side.


This Bonaparte, from all I've heard,
Is not as merciful as some.
After he has tortured me he'll kill me like a dog.
Then the wondrous Amulet will be forever lost.
I know that sacrifices sometimes must be made
To bring the greater good to all.
And I could do so much to help my fellow man
If I just left them to their fate.


But would I then betray my calling?  All that I believe in?
Can I be the kind of priest who
thinks that laws are made for other men?
I've always believed that a man is more than that.
Man can rise and join the gods.
Though sometimes he needs
some assistance from a friend.
I could really use one now!


What must I do?  What must I do now?  What must I do?

End of song.

The Captain unbolts the door of the adjoining room and pushes the children in.

CAPTAIN:
You've caused me no end of trouble.  General Bonaparte thinks my security is at fault - but you couldn't have got past my men.  You'll tell him the truth in the morning.

He exits and they hear him bolting the door.

ANTHEA:
I told him the truth and he didn't believe it.

CYRIL:
That's always the way with grown-ups.

ROBERT:
So what do we do now?  We haven't got the Amulet, or the Psammead.  And in the morning they'll...

ANTHEA:
Stop it!  There's no point in dwelling on that.  What are we going to do?

ROBERT:
(shouting)  I don't know!

Rekh-mara has been lost in thought since the end of his song, but he hears this and looks around for the sound of the voice.

REKH-MARA:
(shouting)  Robert!  Is that you?

ROBERT:
(moving closer to the dividing wall)  Rekh-mara?

REKH-MARA:
(moving closer to the dividing wall)  Are you also trapped?

ROBERT:
Three of us.  Jane is still free.

REKH-MARA:
Brave little Jane.  But what can she do?  I don't see any way out of the room I'm in.  No furniture, a tiny window that I can't reach and couldn't get through, nothing for me to use as a weapon.

ROBERT:
It's the same here.

CYRIL:
Yes but you're smaller than Rekh-mara, and I can help you up to the window.

ROBERT:
Rekh-mara - I'll see if I can get out of the window here.

ANTHEA:
Oh do be careful.

ROBERT:
This isn't the time to be careful - Bonaparte's going to torture and kill us all tomorrow morning!

He climbs on Cyril's shoulders, steadied by Anthea.  At first the window won't budge, and there's great danger of him falling off, but eventually he manages to force it open and drops down the other side.  He unbolts the door to free them, then unbolts Rekh-mara's door and they enter Rekh-mara's room.

REKH-MARA:
Well done - all of you.  I'm proud to be your comrade.  And I have the other half of the Amulet.

He shows it to them, but cautiously - Anthea tries to touch it but he jerks it away from her.

CYRIL:
You still don't trust us.

REKH-MARA:
Neither do you trust me.  Nevertheless we must work together.  All we need now is the pin to join the two halves together, and we can escape this cursed place.

CYRIL:
But we don't know the way back to the dig.

ROBERT:
And it will be strongly guarded, especially as the soldiers don't know how we got in before.

REKH-MARA:
Surely there must be a way.

CYRIL:
At night?  On unknown territory?  With suspicious soldiers all around?  No there isn't.

Long pause while they all look despondent.

ANTHEA:
(slowly)  Yes there is.  (lively)  Of course there is!  We can use Rekh-mara's Amulet to take us to Jane's Amulet.

REKH-MARA:
How could I not think of that?  (He raises his Amulet.)
CYRIL:
And then find a little pin - in pitch black?

ANTHEA:
Don't give up!  Oh please don't give up now, when we're so close.

ROBERT:
I must hold the Amulet - I'm the youngest.  We have to go through the arch oldest first, youngest last.

Rekh-mara hesitates, then hands the Amulet over to Robert.

REKH-MARA:
Take very good care of it.

ROBERT:
Indeed I will.

Robert holds up the Amulet.


Ur Hekau Setcheh.  Take us to Jane's Amulet.

The arch appears and they all go through it.

Scene 27:  The Dig in Gaza.
Rekh-mara comes through the arch first, signals them to wait while he looks around, then beckons them to come through but keep quiet.  The whole scene is conducted in whispers.

REKH-MARA:
Jane isn't here.

CYRIL:
She must be

ROBERT:
At least her half of the Amulet must be.

REKH-MARA:
Where was she when we were caught.

CYRIL:
I don't remember - it was all confusion and running.

ANTHEA:
She was over there.  (She moves over to the trench.)  Jane!  Jane, wake up!

JANE:
Er... er...

ANTHEA:
Ssh!  We've got the two halves of the Amulet.  Now we just have to find the pin.

CYRIL:
Let's form a line and crawl along slowly. digging our hands through the earth and feeling for anything small and pin-like.

ROBERT:
Fat chance of..

ANTHEA:
Shut up Robert - we don't want your opinion.

JANE:
Wait!  I need to know something first.  Can we trust Rekh-mara?

CYRIL:
(together)  I don't see why...

ROBERT:
(together)  The soldiers could be...

JANE:
No, I need to know before I start searching.

Rekh-mara moves away to give the children a chance to discuss him in private.

ANTHEA:
I trust him.  I think he has an honest face, despite  - -  certain things that have happened.

ROBERT:
I don't!  He's after our Amulet - we know that.

ANTHEA:
As we're after his.

CYRIL:
I didn't at first.  But then I looked at things from his point of view.  He has a half Amulet.  He could go back to his own time and just leave us here.

ROBERT:
That could just be a trick.

ANTHEA:
And the Learned Gentleman trusts him.  I know he did some silly things in Atlantis...

ROBERT:
Like getting us all nearly killed.

ANTHEA:
But he's a good man, and I don't think he'd trust somebody who wasn't good, like himself.

ROBERT:
All right, I'll trust him!  Now can we get searching?

Jane produces the pin from her pocket.

JANE:
There's no need.

REKH-MARA:
Jane, you wonderful girl.

CAPTAIN:
(off)  Who's there?

Jane holds up her Amulet.

CYRIL:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

JANE:
Please take us back to the Learned Gentleman's room.

The arch appears and they go through it, Rekh-mara leading, as the Captain rushes on in time to watch them disappear.

Scene 28:  Learned Gentleman's Room.
REKH-MARA:
Jane - you found the pin.  It is you who should join the two halves of the Amulet together.

He hands her his half and she carefully pins it to hers.  There is a sudden burst of sound and a bright light.

NURSE:
Miss Anthea - Miss Jane!

CYRIL:
Oh, bother!  Nurse'll come up if we don't see what she wants.  She wouldn't think Rekh-mara was a dream.

As the children go out onto the landing, Nurse rushes on, an envelope in her hand.

NURSE:
Your Pa and Ma's come home.  "Reach London 11.15.   Prepare rooms as directed in letter".

3 CHILDREN:
Oh, hooray!  hooray!  hooray!

ANTHEA:
(whispering, almost crying)  Oh, then it was true.  We have got our hearts' desire.

NURSE:
But I haven't had no letter.

CYRIL:
I think what we've done has changed the future  - -  I mean the present  - -  which was the future.

JANE:
(hugging Nurse)  Oh, never mind, Nurse; isn't it just too lovely for anything!

NURSE:
Of course it is - but I've got to get on.

She rushes off.

ANTHEA:
Psammead ought to be here at the final council.

She exits; the others return to Learned Gentleman's room.

JANE:
We've got our hearts' desire.  Father and Mother are coming home today.

REKH-MARA:
But what about me?

JANE:
What is your heart's desire?

REKH-MARA:
Great and deep learning.  But if I go back to my own land and my own age, who will believe my tales of what I have seen in the future?  Let me stay here, be the great knower of all that has been in our time.

Anthea enters carrying Psammead.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
The dream is growing more and more wonderful. I have dreamed this beast before.

PSAMMEAD:
If I were you, I should ask the Amulet about that.  It's a dangerous thing, trying to live in a time that's not your own.  Prepare the mystic circle and consult the Amulet.

They sit on the floor in a circle, and Jane places the Amulet in the centre.

JANE:
(slowly and solemnly)  Ur Hekau Setcheh.

All the lights go out.  Then a faint light appears in the centre of their circle.  As the light becomes brighter, a wordless chorus starts, very quietly at first but getting louder.

MUSIC:
"Invocation"

AMULET:
I speak.  What is it that you would hear?

Long pause.

ROBERT:
(abruptly)  What are we to do about Rekh-mara?  Shall he go back through the Amulet to his own time, or...

AMULET:
No-one can pass through the Amulet now, to any land or any time.  But men may pass through the perfect charm to the perfect union, which is not of time or space.

ANTHEA:
I'm afraid we don't understand.  Psammead said something about Rekh-mara not being able to live here, and if he can't get back  - -

AMULET:
Nobody can continue to live in a land and time not appointed.  But a soul may live, if in that other time and land there be found a soul so akin to it as to offer refuge, in the body of that land and time, and thus they two may be one soul in one body.

The children exchange discouraged glances.  But Anthea sees the Learned Gentleman and Rekh-mara looking at each other.  Music starts quietly but builds up and up.

MUSIC:
"More than brothers"

ANTHEA:
Oh, but, dear Jimmy's soul isn't at all like Rekh-mara's.  I don't want to be rude, but it isn't, you know.

AMULET:
Nothing that is not good can pass beneath the double arch of my perfect Amulet.  If both are willing, say the word of Power, and let the two souls become one for ever and ever more.

JANE:
Shall I?

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(together)  Yes.

REKH-MARA:
(together)  Yes.

Jane stands up and holds up the Amulet.

JANE:
Ur Hekau Setcheh.

The perfect Amulet grows into a double arch; the two arches leaning to each other, making a great "A".

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
(standing up)  More than brothers.

REKH-MARA:
(standing up)  More than brothers.

They hold out their hands towards each other, and meet under the double arch.  As they embrace, bright white light dazzles the audience and Rekh-mara disappears (I would suggest a trap-door).  Suddenly it is daylight, and Jane is holding the Amulet, looking wonderingly at it.  A long pause.

JANE:
Then Rekh-mara's him now?

PSAMMEAD:
All that was good in Rekh-mara.

ANTHEA:
He ought to have his heart's desire, too.

PSAMMEAD:
His heart's desire is the perfect Amulet you hold in your hand, Jane.  Ever since he first saw the broken half of it.

ANTHEA:
We've got ours.

PSAMMEAD:
(angrily)  Yes, your parents are coming home.  And what's to become of me?  I shall be found out, and made a show of.  They'll make me go into Parliament - hateful place - all mud and no sand.  That beautiful Baalbec temple in the desert!  Plenty of good sand there, and no politics!  I wish I were there, safe in the Past - that I do.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
I wish you were.

Psammead lifts up his arms in triumph; there is a flash, puff of smoke and he disappears (possibly hoisted up rapidly into the flies).

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
My dear children, I must have fallen asleep.  I've had the most extraordinary dream.  And I feel like a new man.

A ring at the front-door bell.  The opening of a door.  Voices.

ROBERT:
It's them!

Anthea takes the Amulet from Jane and presses it into Learned Gentleman's hand.

ANTHEA:
Here!  It's yours - a present from us, because you're Rekh-mara as well as...  I mean, because you're such a dear.

The other three are already rushing off.  Anthea gives him a brief hug and then follows them, not so rapidly.

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Bless me!  What a treasure!  The dear children!  It must be their affection that has given me these luminous aperçus.  The dear, dear children!

SONG:
"Heart's Desire - Finale"

LEARNED GENTLEMAN:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
Saved from a time that's past.
Here in my hands at last.
Now I know.  Now I see.
So many things are clear to me.
That's all that I could ask.

The lights come up behind the gauze to reveal the whole company (in an assortment of costumes, perhaps the parents with their arms round the four children).

CHORUS:
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
What does it mean to you?
What will it lead you to?
Heart's Desire.  Heart's Desire.
How could you make your dreams come true?
What would you need to do?

4 CHILDREN:
There were times when we were worried
that our dreams would not come true.
But we always kept on trying
and if we can do it, so can you!

ALL:
Use your mind.  Use your heart.
Don't keep the two apart.
Then you can make a start.
Don't delay.  Seize the day.
Don't let a thing stand in your way.
That's what we really want to say.
Just let your passion blaze like a fire,
And you'll find your Heart's Desire.

END
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