I Am The Walrus


I am the Walrus

by

Pete Barrett
Two men meet in the desert in 33AD. One of them will change the history of the human race for thousands of years. One of them won’t.
CHARACTERS (2M)

The Walrus Dressed in a weird mixture of clothes from cultures over the last two thousand years. The actor will need to give impressions of Humphrey Bogart, Elvis Presley, surf dude, Yoda, etc

The Carpenter (ACT 1 ONLY)  – Dressed in traditional ‘biblical’ clothes from 1st Century Palestine

Dr Freud (ACT 2 ONLY) – Dressed in an old fashioned style.

THE SET

ACT 1- THE DESERT. A few rocks strewn about, two of which provide convenient seating for the two characters. At the back of the set is a rear projection screen which, when not showing short film sequences, is filled with the image of a pitiless sun which moves slowly across the sky.

ACT2 - DR FREUD’S STUDY with a desk, bookcases, an entrance door, a couch, a wall with a picture.
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(WIRE BY LOW ANTHEM FILLS THE AUDITORIUM. LIGHTS UP ON THE CARPENTER WHO SITS HEAD IN HANDS CENTRE STAGE. PROJECTIONS OF THE DESERT CONTINUE THROUGHOUT THE ACT).

VOICE
(CRACKLY AS IF ON AN OLD 78 RECORD) The sea was wet as wet could be, The sands were dry as dry. You could not see a cloud, because no cloud was in the sky: No birds were flying overhead. There were no birds to fly. The Walrus and the Carpenter were walking close at hand; Together they wept bitter tears to see such quantities of sand: "If this were only cleared away," they said. “It really would be grand!". "If seven maids with seven mops swept it for half a year. Do you suppose," the Walrus said. "That they could get it clear?" "I doubt it," said the Carpenter, and shed a bitter tear. 


(THE WALRUS APPEARS STAGE LEFT. WALKS PAST THE CARPENTER, BUT THEN DOUBLES BACK).

WALRUS
Is this seat taken? (PAUSE) This seat, is it taken?

CARPENTER
(NOT LOOKING UP) It’s a rock.

WALRUS
I know it’s a rock.

CARPENTER
(NOT LOOKING UP) This is a desert. You don’t get chairs in the desert.

WALRUS
I know, I know. You don’t have to tell me that, I’ve been out here all day. Rocks and scrub, rocks and scrub. Dust. Heat. A chair would have been heaven. (POINTS TO SEAT) May I?

CARPENTER
Help yourself. (LOOKING UP) Where did you appear from? I didn’t see you coming.

WALRUS
(POINTS) I came from over there.

CARPENTER
Where are you going?

WALRUS
(POINTS) Over there.

CARPENTER 
So you’re a traveller?

WALRUS.
Yes, I’m a traveller, and I’m travelling from there (POINTS) to over there. (POINTS).

CARPENTER
Bit pointless isn’t it?

WALRUS
Is it?

CARPENTER
It’s all just the same out here. It’s one bit of desert and another bit of desert. Seems pointless.

WALRUS 
Maybe. But, on the bright side, if I hadn’t been travelling from there to over there, I wouldn’t have run into you.

CARPENTER
Why does that matter?

WALRUS
We wouldn’t be having this chat.

CARPENTER
We’re not having a chat.

WALRUS
We’re having a delightful chat.

CARPENTER
I don’t know who you are. I’ve never met you. I have no desire to have a ‘delighful chat’ with you. Or anyone. In fact I would much prefer it if you carried on your way and left me alone.

WALRUS
I’m not surprised this seat isn’t taken. Frankly, you’re giving off some, very, bad, vibes.  

CARPENTER
I don’t want to talk to anyone. I came out here specifically because I didn’t want to talk to anyone. I wanted a bit of peace and quiet and an opportunity to think. (BEAT) Look, I don’t want to be rude. We’re fellow travellers and all that and, in other circumstances, I’d be more than happy to spend some time…  But, just at this moment, I prefer to be, alone. Sorry.  No offence.

WALRUS
None taken. (PAUSE) Could I make a suggestion?

CARPENTER
Did you hear what I said?

WALRUS
It’s only a suggestion. You don’t have to act on it.

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
Fine. (PAUSE) Let's go off by ourselves to a quiet place and rest awhile. You don’t mind if I rest here for a moment do you?

CARPENTER
Yes. I do.


(PAUSE) 

WALRUS
Do you know what semiotics are?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
No. Me neither. (PAUSE) It’s weird isn’t it? (NO REPLY) Who’d’ve thought it, eh? The two of us. Out here. Having great craic. About semiotics and stuff.

CARPENTER
We are not  discussing semiotics. Because neither you, nor I, know what they are.

WALRUS
(AFTER PAUSE, AS HUMPHREY BOGART) Of all the rocks, in all the deserts, in all the worlds, she has to  walk into mine. (STARTS TO WHISTLE A TUNE. IT’S MODERN AND THE AUDIENCE WILL RECOGNISE IT).

CARPENTER
Look. I don’t mind if you just sit there - quietly. But I can’t bear it if you whistle. 

WALRUS
Sorry. (AFTER A FEW MOMENTS HE STARTS DRUMMING HIS FINGERS ON HIS BAG). 

CARPENTER
Do you have to do that?

WALRUS
I can drum William Tell (DRUMS WILLIAM TELL).

CARPENTER
I don’t care.

WALRUS
(BLOWS AIR AND SIGHS LOUD AND LONG SEVERAL TIMES).

CARPENTER
We are in the desert. The desert is vast. The desert has huge mountain ranges, deep valleys, miles of wide deserted spaces, all of it empty. Could you not just go out and find your own bit of desert! 

WALRUS
I get a vague inkling you want to be alone.

CARPENTER
At last. 

WALRUS
Not looking for conversation.

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS 
Which?

CARPENTER
What?

WALRUS
No, I’m not looking for conversation or No, I am looking for conversation?

CARPENTER
I WANT YOU TO GO AWAY.

WALRUS
Just seeking clarification.

CARPENTER
Are you clear now?

WALRUS
Yes. (BEAT) And that’s your final word?

CARPENTER
Yes.

WALRUS
Nothing more to say on the matter?

CARPENTER
None.

WALRUS
Topic closed?

CARPENTER
Permanently.

WALRUS
OK. Can’t say fairer than that. (BEAT) So. (BEAT) Alright then. You stay right where you are and I, will be on, my, way. (STANDS UP AND WALKS OFFSTAGE).

CARPENTER
(WATCHES HIM LEAVE AND AFTER A LONGISH PAUSE, BLOWS AIR AND CALLS OUT) Oh God. Look, I’m sorry, alright. I didn’t intend to be rude. We can chat if you like. (TO HIMSELF) God knows, I’ve nothing better to do. (STANDS, WALKS TOWARDS EXIT, CALLS) I’m not a rude person. Not normally. Everybody likes me. Most of the time. (TO HIMSELF, SADLY, WALKING BACK TO SIT ON HIS ROCK) Well most do. Used to. (BEAT) I didn’t exactly choose to be out here, on my own. (CALLS) Have you gone? (NO REPLY. TO HIMSELF) Yes you have, haven’t you. We were just boats in the dark, slipping silently by, without so much as a wave.

WALRUS
(OFFSTAGE, WHISTLES THE SAME TUNE AS PREVIOUSLY. POKES HIS HEAD AROUND THE CURTAIN)  Only little me. They do say I have all the best tunes.

CARPENTER
You didn’t go very far then?

WALRUS
Just over there.

CARPENTER
I’ve been on my own for a long time.

WALRUS
Out here?

CARPENTER
Yes.

WALRUS
And before that?

CARPENTER
Home. (BEAT) At least I thought I was home.

WALRUS
Shall I… ?  (I.E. SHALL I SIT DOWN)

CARPENTER 
Yes. Do. Please. Come and sit down. You didn’t say your name.

WALRUS
No, I didn’t, did I.  (SITS DOWN, PAUSE) Can I ask you a personal question? You see, I’m a very curious sort of person.

CARPENTER
You certainly are.

WALRUS
Why, exactly, are you sitting in the desert?  On a rock? On your own?

CARPENTER
I don’t know.

WALRUS
This is the desert. We were never meant to be in the desert, us humans. Scorpions, yes, humans, no. If you don’t know why you’re here, then maybe you should think seriously about going home. The desert is not a place to be, unless you really, really need to be here. Here one can neither stand not lie nor sit. There is not even silence in the mountains But dry sterile thunder without rain There is not even solitude. 

CARPENTER
I had to get away.

WALRUS
Why?

CARPENTER
I don’t know.

WALRUS
Do your family know you’re here?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS 
You have got a family, then?

CARPENTER
Two children. A boy and a girl. And my wife. Her parents. My parents. My brothers.

WALRUS
And none of them know you’re here?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
How long?

CARPENTER
Six, maybe, seven days.

WALRUS
You’re lost.

CARPENTER
Yes. (BEAT) Well, no. I’m not lost in the sense I can’t find my way back. It’s a day’s walking, that’s all. (BEAT) But I am lost.

WALRUS
Mentally, you mean.

CARPENTER
Spiritually.

WALRUS
Oo, spiritually. Spooky. 

CARPENTER
Something made me come here.

WALRUS
And you didn’t bother to tell your family?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
Why not?

CARPENTER
I don’t know.

WALRUS
Quite big on the ‘don’t knows’, aren’t you?

CARPENTER
They’d’ve have stopped me. Begged me not to go. I couldn’t explain it to them. I’d’ve just gone back to work. I’d be there now.

WALRUS
As?

CARPENTER
A carpenter. I was a carpenter.

WALRUS
Then you still are.

CARPENTER
No, I’m not. I’m not that same person any more.

WALRUS
Why?

WALRUS/CARPENTER (TOGETHER) I don’t know/You don’t know.

CARPENTER
Perhaps I’m mad. It’s that cruel wind. It never stops. I had a cousin who went mad. He said the animals in the yard were staring at him all the time. Went to the cliffs and threw himself off.

WALRUS
No cliffs around here. You could jump off that rock. Probably just sprain your ankle though. I’d say the ideal place to jump off would be, say, the temple.

CARPENTER
I was working.  Building a fence and suddenly… suddenly everything stopped making sense. One minute I was there working, looking forward to going back to my family, sharing a meal, tucking the children into bed and then… part of me wasn’t there at all. It was as if I’d split into two. It felt like my soul was crying…

WALRUS
Didn’t eat oysters did you? They’re buggers, those oysters. I ate one – thought I was Beethoven for a couple of hours.

CARPENTER
So I left. Didn’t tell anyone where I was going. Didn’t kiss anyone goodbye.

WALRUS 
Have you eaten, you know, since you’ve been here?

CARPENTER
Barely (BEAT) I’ve got some water if you want some. (OFFERS HIM A WATER CONTAINER).

WALRUS
It’s not Holy Water is it? Can’t stand that stuff. Worse than Diet Pepsi.

CARPENTER
Why would it be Holy Water?

WALRUS
The time has come to talk of many things: of shoes, and ships, and sealing-wax, of cabbages and kings.
CARPENTER
What do you mean?

WALRUS
Supposing, I told you, that you, are going to be the most loved, the most respected, the most influential person in the world for the next few thousand years.

CARPENTER 
I’d say you were a fool.

WALRUS 
For the next hundred years?

CARPENTER 
You’re definitely a fool.

WALRUS
For the next fortnight?

CARPENTER
Crazy.

WALRUS 
OK, let’s backup a little. Supposing I was to say to you, your father is not your real father.

CARPENTER
Wouldn’t make sense - everybody says we’re like peas from the same pod, me and my father. (BEAT, REALISING) And you’re insulting my mother.

WALRUS 
Ah well, that’s just where you’re mistaken. I am not in any way suggesting that your mother is not what she should be. I’m suggesting that your father, is in fact, (BEAT) God.

CARPENTER
God?

WALRUS 
Yes, God.

CARPENTER
My dad is God? Yahweh?

WALRUS
No, not Yahweh. 

CARPENTER
Isn’t Yahweh God?

WALRUS
Oh come on. You know what that Yahweh’s like. He’s a dyspeptic, vindictive, bad-tempered, mass-murdering old bastard.  Possibly the worst God ever. I mean, look, for one thing he drowned everyone in the whole world apart from Noah.

CARPENTER
And his family.

WALRUS
Yes alright, as if that makes a difference. (BEAT) Then there was Sodom and Gomorrah - he rained Brimstone and Fire all over them. I mean, Sodom maybe, but not Gomorrah. There’s nothing wrong with a bit of Gomorrahing. I usually have a Gomorrah first thing in the morning. And what about the Hittites and the Girgashites and the Amorites and the Canaanites and the Perizzites and the Hivites and the Jebusites.  They didn’t just have to be destroyed, they had to be utterly destroyed. Imagine what he’d do to the gypsies on the bypass? And don’t talk to me about the Amaleks: “Put to death both man and woman, child and infant, ox and sheep, camel and donkey." I mean, the poor old donkeys. He gives ‘em a break letting ‘em on the ark and then he goes and smites them because they happen to end up working for the Amaleks. No, no, we’re not talking about Yahweh. This is a completely new, super shiney God. He loves everybody. (PAUSE) I dunno, maybe Yahweh was his uncle or something. You know, the sort of uncle you have to shut the kids in the bedroom when he comes round for tea.

CARPENTER
And this new God, is my father?

WALRUS
Yes. Definitely. (PAUSE) Although. Some do say that you are actually God himself, taken human form, so that you can walk freely amongst men.

CARPENTER
(LAUGHS) So I’m the son of God. But also, I am God himself.

WALRUS
And the Holy Spirit.

CARPENTER
What’s that?

WALRUS
What that is… is… somewhat nebulous. Basically God has to be everywhere at the same time, and the human form doesn’t really lend itself to that. You can’t have your foot in Kuala Lumpur, your ear in Mombai and your finger up the Straits of Gibraltar. Just doesn’t work. So you’re also this sort of giant cloud thing. So you are God, but you’re also the Son of God and the Holy Spirit. Sort of a threesome you might call it.

CARPENTER
This is blasphemy. I don’t wish to continue this conversation. I am not God. My father is not God and I know nothing about the Holy Spirit.

WALRUS
No, not yet you don’t, obviously. Not yet. But this is only the beginning. (SIGNIFICANTLY) Today, my son, is the first day of the rest of your life.

CARPENTER
You say the most stupidly bizarre things.

WALRUS
Don’t blame me. I didn’t say it. I’m just quoting Hello magazine. 

CARPENTER
If I am, as you say, all of these things, what happens now? What am I supposed to do?

WALRUS
Well, you can’t sit around here moping for the rest of your life. There’s dozens of nutters out there claiming to be prophets. You need to be out there staking your claim. You’ve got to rise above them. What you need, my friend is a USP. 

CARPENTER
A U S what?

WALRUS
USP. Unique Selling Point. Something to make you stand out in the crowd. Something to make all the other prophets look, you know, routine.

CARPENTER
I don’t really follow.

WALRUS
OK. So, here’s the thing. For the next few years, you are going to wander from place to place, preaching to all the people. But you’re not like the other prophets. No. For one thing, you’re not boring. And you don’t say stuff like: ‘We’re all doomed, doomed, I tell you’, which can get a bit bloody tiresome. No. You tell stories. People love stories. And through these wonderful stories you teach them about the new God. Not the old, angry, spiteful God. No. A new compassionate and caring God. Then, some of the people listening like it so much they become your disciples. Before you know it, there’s dozens of you preaching all over the place. But the really big breakthrough comes when the Romans are converted…

CARPENTER
The Romans.

WALRUS
Yes, the Romans. Those bastards. It’s them that pick it up and spread the whole idea right across the world and, after a few hundred years or so, nearly everyone signs up. And Bob’s your uncle. (BEAT) Although I don’t think gods actually have uncles.

CARPENTER
So that’s all I have to do, is it?  Tell them about this new God.

WALRUS
Four other Oysters followed them,
And yet another four;
And thick and fast they came at last,
And more, and more, and more--
All hopping through the frothy waves,
And scrambling to the shore.
CARPENTER
What?

WALRUS
You just need to go out there, see’em, hook ‘em and reel ‘em in.

CARPENTER
By telling stories?

WALRUS
Yep!

CARPENTER
But I don’t know any stories.

WALRUS
Then make some up.

CARPENTER
Like what?

WALRUS
I dunno. Something like: Once there was this chicken. And this chicken always wanted to be a fish. And so one day he jumped in the river and Lo and Behold he become a fish. Alleluia.

CARPENTER
And, the point of that story, is…?

WALRUS
We are all chickens. But if you believe in God, we can become fishes. Or eagles. Or something.

CARPENTER
That’s just rubbish.

WALRUS
Yes, it is. Yes, it is. And that’s because I just made it up and I am not the Son of God. But you are.

CARPENTER
I told you, I don’t know any stories.

WALRUS
You’re thirty three years old. You must know some stories.

CARPENTER
How d’you know I’m thirty three years old?

WALRUS
Look, your message is basically this: I am the Son of God and I am the only one who knows how to hook you up with God. You don’t need priests. You just need me. 

CARPENTER
And that’s it?

WALRUS
In a nutshell.

CARPENTER
Doesn’t seem that new.

WALRUS
There’s a lot worse about – like Scientologists. They say 75 million years ago this bloke called Xenu took over Earth, blew everyone up, and space aliens took control of our minds. And, apparently, Xenu is alive today trapped in a force-field powered by an eternal battery. (BEAT) In Billericay.

CARPENTER
And people believe that?

WALRUS
Yes, of course. (BEAT) Maybe not the Billericay bit.  (BEAT) So which is better – people who take all your money and tell you all your problems are caused by the spirits of murdered space aliens. Or. Choose a god who is very nice to you even if you’ve done terrible things. 

CARPENTER
How can I believe what you’re telling me is the truth? I don’t know you. I don’t know who you are. You could be anybody.

WALRUS
(HANDS HIM A POSTCARD. THE PICTURE OF A CATHEDRAL IS PROJECTED ONTO A DISPLAY SCREEN AT THE REAR OF THE STAGE) Have a look at this. What do you make of that?

CARPENTER
It’s a huge building. Some sort of Roman temple I would guess.

WALRUS
(HANDS HIM ANOTHER POSTCARD. THE PICTURE OF ANOTHER CATHEDRAL IS PROJECTED ONTO A DISPLAY SCREEN) What about this?

CARPENTER
I have never seen buildings like these. Do such things really exist?

WALRUS
Truly. (BEAT) Although not yet, of course (HANDS HIM ANOTHER POSTCARD. THE PICTURE OF ANOTHER CATHEDRAL IS PROJECTED ONTO A DISPLAY SCREEN).

CARPENTER
Not yet?

WALRUS
In the future.

CARPENTER
We cannot see into the future.

WALRUS
You can’t.

CARPENTER
And you can, I suppose?

WALRUS
Naw. I just sort of, know stuff.

CARPENTER
Doesn’t that make you God?

WALRUS
Me. No. I never got the gig. You know what selection panels are like. I haven’t touched an underage goat in years, but it’s hard to shake off the reputation.

CARPENTER 
I notice all these temples are built in the shape of the cross.

WALRUS
(SHIFTILY) Really? Are they? I didn’t notice that.

CARPENTER
Yes, look, every one is in the shape of a cross.

WALRUS
Probably a building regs thing.

CARPENTER
Really?

WALRUS
Yeah, prob’ly.

CARPENTER
Do you have other pictures?

WALRUS
Dozens. (HANDS HIM THE REST OF THE CARDS).

CARPENTER
(LEAFING THROUGH THEM. PROJECTIONS CONTINUE) They are even more beautiful inside. I have never seen so much gold in one place. What is this at the back?

WALRUS
That’s the altar.

CARPENTER
And above it, the cross again. Every altar has a cross behind it.

WALRUS
(SHIFTILY) Prob’ly a coincidence.

CARPENTER
There’s a man on the cross.

WALRUS
(SHIFTILY) Look at those candles. Ever seen candles that big? You’d have to boil down a whole donkey to get a candle like that.

CARPENTER
All these temples are dedicated to me?

WALRUS
Absolutely.

CARPENTER
It would take hundreds of years to build these. Hundreds of stone masons, carpenters, joiners…

WALRUS
Like I said, you’re going to be big, really big, bigger than John Lennon, bigger than the Beatles.

CARPENTER
Beetles!? (BEAT) But the cross. I don’t understand the cross.

WALRUS
Well it’s like the Church of Elvis Presley. (PULLS UP HIS COLLAR, MOVES UNDER A DOWNLIGHT. IMPERSONATING ELVIS) ‘Ladies and Gentlemen, without a song, the day would never end; without a song, a man ain’t got a friend; without a song, the road would never bend - without a song. So I keep singing a song. Goodnight. Thank you. And God Bless’ When was that? – around 2100? They needed a symbol to go on the Altar. But Elvis, you see, died in less than regal circumstances. You couldn’t put a toilet on the altar so they turned the toilet bowl into a golden throne and the cistern into a glowing cloud. It’s probably the same with the cross.


(PAUSE)

CARPENTER
It’s a crucifixion. It’s a crucifixion, isn’t it?

WALRUS
(SHIFTILY) You think? No, can’t be. They only use that for bandits.

CARPENTER
Who is the man on the cross?

WALRUS
Just some… criminal, probably.

CARPENTER
Every temple has a cross and every cross has a man nailed to the cross. (BEAT) My God, my God, it’s me, isn’t it? I’m the one on the cross.

WALRUS
No. Doesn’t look anything like you. All that long hair. To be honest, he’s an awful lot prettier. 

CARPENTER
I’m going to be crucified. That’s me. On the Altar. That’s why all the temples are built in the shape of a cross. Crucified! Have you ever seen a man crucified? You die in agony. Takes hours, days.

WALRUS
It has got a bad press, admittedly.

CARPENTER
Can you think of any worse way to die?

CARPENTER
And that thing around my head. What is that?

WALRUS
Some sort of hat… ? 

CARPENTER
A hat? That’s not a hat. It has spikes. My head is bleeding.

WALRUS
Perhaps it’s a size too small.

CARPENTER
They’re thorns. They’ve put a crown of thorns on my head. That means they torture me. Why would they do such a thing?

WALRUS
They’re Romans, aren’t they? You know what the Romans are like. They do all sorts of weird stuff.

CARPENTER
Think of the shame to my family.

WALRUS
Oh no, no, no, it’s not like that. They don’t crucify you because you’re a criminal.

CARPENTER
Why then?

WALRUS
Because they’re scared of you. The priests are pissed off with you, because you say you don’t need great temples – or priests - to worship God. The Romans hate you because they think you’re a terrorist. But the people, the people love you.

CARPENTER
And yet they let me die in agony?

WALRUS
Yes, but you’ve got to look at the bigger picture. It’s just a temporary thing. 24 hours, max. And there’s a twist at the end. You know like in the Sixth Sense. After three days, you’re resurrected.

CARPENTER
What does that mean?

WALRUS
You come back to life.

CARPENTER
But I’m dead. Crucified. How much more dead can you be?

WALRUS
You’re God. That’s why you’re still alive.

CARPENTER
If I’m God, why did I let them kill me in the first place? Why didn’t I just walk through the walls of the prison?

WALRUS
Yeah, that might work.

CARPENTER
Really?

WALRUS
No. (BEAT) You see, the thing is, even though you’re supposed to be God, you don’t actually have any real superpowers. You’re not like Spiderman. Spiderman fires this stuff from his wrists so he can swing through the skyscrapers and catch villains in his web. Or Superman, he can fly and lift up whole buildings in his hands. And the Hulk – he turns into a green monster. Thor has the big axe. I’d say you are most like Batman. Batman doesn’t have superpowers as such, but he has all these amazing gadgets.

CARPENTER
And I’m like him.

WALRUS
Yeah. (BEAT) Without the gadgets.

CARPENTER
If I am God and I don’t have any powers, what is the point of being God?

WALRUS
It is true you do have magic powers. (BEAT) But only in retrospect.

CARPENTER
Meaning?

WALRUS
Look, according to the book, you feed  five thousand with a couple of loaves and fishes, turn water into wine, heal the sick, raise the dead, cleanse a leper, give eyesight to the blind, walk on the water, blah blah blah, blah blah blah.

CARPENTER
So I do have super powers?

WALRUS
No.

CARPENTER
But you said…

WALRUS
Look, this is how it works: The stories about you are written down in the Bible, in the Gospels. But the people who write the Gospels don’t actually get down to work until at least fifty years or so after you die. None of them know you. Nor do they know anyone who knew you. 

CARPENTER
So they don’t know what really happened?.

WALRUS
The tales about you are passed from person to person to person and as they are, they get changed. Just a little at a time. But a little, times a little, times a little – well, eventually, what you get is a lot. So. What you actually do is to feed a crowd of a dozen people with five loaves of bread and two fishes, which is not bad.  Cheaper than McDonald’s. But, by the time the word gets around, it’s not ten anymore. No. It’s a hundred. Then a thousand. Then five thousand. It’s no longer a picnic, it’s Woodstock – three days of loaves and fishes.

CARPENTER
So maybe Moses didn’t part the waters with his staff, he just happened to know a safe place to cross.

WALRUS
That’s it. That’s it, exactly.

CARPENTER
And the Pharaoh’s chariots weren’t washed away. They were just heavy and their wheels got stuck in the mud.

WALRUS
A…ley…bloody..lu…yah.

CARPENTER
So they invented all these stories.

WALRUS
No. They didn’t invent them, no, no, no. That would be dishonest. They embellished.  There’s a huge difference.  And that’s where you come in.

CARPENTER
Why do they need me?

WALRUS
Baubles.

CARPENTER
Eh?

WALRUS
It’s all very well having lovely baubles, but lovely baubles are useless without a Christmas tree to hang them on. (BEAT) You see, Jonah and the Whale – that’s obviously a fable. It’s all true, apart from the fact there wasn’t a bloke called Jonah and he didn’t get eaten by a whale. It’s a good story but everyone knows it’s not true. Well, everyone except people who live in Alabama.

CARPENTER
Where’s Alabama?

WALRUS
It’s on the edge of the world, just before you fall off.(BEAT) Anyway, what you have to remember is that humans are not the most reliable of witnesses. (PAUSE) Let me paint a picture for you. You need to cross the river that flows into the Sea of Galilee. There’s been no rain for months and consequently the river is unusually shallow. In fact it’s possible to wade right across that the river, so that’s what you do. But, unknown to you, observing this scene from the bushes, are a couple of young long haired surfer dudes.


(SPEAKING IN THE MANNER OF SURFER DUDES/BILL AND TED PULLING ON IMAGINARY JOINTS. ONE LINE SPOKEN UNDER ONE DOWNLIGHT. ONE LINE UNDER ANOTHER)


‘Hey man, isn’t that like that preacher dude everyone’s talking about.’


‘Mos def. What’s he doing?’


‘He’s like crossing the river. Hold on. No. He’s not swimming he’s walking. He’s walking on the water.’


‘No way’.


‘Way! He is totally walking on the water.’ 

‘Are you stoked, dude?’

‘Totally not.’. 

‘Then that truly is a most excellent miracle.’
So you see you can’t even trust the eyewitnesses. People see what they choose to see. 

CARPENTER
So you’re saying that, by the time my story was written down, it was all fiction.

WALRUS
Some truth. Some exaggeration. Some embellishment. (BEAT) And there’s more, unfortunately.

CARPENTER
What?

WALRUS
The people who wrote your story down – they didn’t just want the story of your life. They wanted the story of the Messiah: the one foretold in the prophecies. So they melded the two things together and… (DEMONSTRATING WITH HIS FINGERS). Voila!! - the Lord is with us.

CARPENTER
I suppose it’s easy to predict the future, when the future’s already happened.

WALRUS
That’s good. (BEAT) That’s very good. See, you’re thinking like a god already.

CARPENTER
If they’re making all these things up, why do I have die in agony? Why can’t they just invent that bit?

WALRUS
Authenticity. You can embellish the truth, but you can’t make it all up. They need a good, honest, brave man to die on the cross. That’s where it all starts. You are the grit in the oyster. You are the seed in the field. You, my friend, are the eggman.

CARPENTER
Yes, but, why me? Why not somebody else? All I want is a little peace with my family, my children, my wife. I don’t want this madness. I want to forget it ever happened.

WALRUS
Too late!

CARPENTER
No, it isn’t. 

WALRUS
You’re making an elementary mistake - you think have a choice.

CARPENTER
Of course I have a choice.

WALRUS
You didn’t choose to come out here, did you? 


(PAUSE)

CARPENTER
Who are you? I still don’t know who you are. How do you know all these things?

WALRUS
(ADJUSTING HIS CUFF LINKS) Name’s Bond. James Bond. 007. Licensed to thrill, and bonk the babes.

CARPENTER
That’s not true.

WALRUS
I am the egg man.

CARPENTER
I thought you said I was the eggman.

WALRUS
I am the eggman.  (POINTING AT AUDIENCE) They are the egg men. I, am the Walrus. (AS A GUNSLINGER, TO THE AUDIENCE) Coo coo catchu. (BLOWS THE BARRELS OF HIS IMAGINARY GUNS AND THEN SPINS THEM INTO HIS IMAGINARY HOLSTERS).

CARPENTER
I have to provide for my children. What sort of man wanders off and leaves a whole family with not enough to eat, with no wood for the fire? That’s what I was put on this world to do - to be honest, to work hard, to feed my family. That’s why I’m here.

WALRUS
Maybe. Trouble is, there is where you were. Here, is where you are now.

CARPENTER
I don’t know why.

WALRUS
You are here in the desert. Your children are crying their eyes out. Your parents are terrified you’ve been eaten by wolves, ‘Who’ll look after us now?’ Your wife thinks you’ve gone off with the woman two doors along with the big bosom.

CARPENTER
I kissed her. I kissed her once. Years ago. That was all.

WALRUS
Not what your wife thinks.

CARPENTER
(STANDING) How do you know what my wife thinks? No, no, no, I’ve had enough. All this talk of gods and men. I’m going to go back to what I know. I’m fed up listening to your nonsense, dying of thirst and hunger in the desert. Lord, what was I thinking of? Goodbye. I’m going home. (HE STRUTS OFF STAGE LEFT).


(WALRUS PACES, DRUMS HIS FINGERS, WHISTLES, TO FILL THE SILENCE. HE HEARS SOMETHING) 

WALRUS
Hold on. Here we go.

(HE MIMES HOLDING A FISHING ROD AND CASTING STAGE LEFT. HE GETS A BITE. HE REELS IN HIS FISH. THE CARPENTER APPEARS HESITANTLY STAGE LEFT. IT APPEARS AS IF THE WALRUS IS ACTUALLY CONTROLLING HIM WITH THE FISHING ROD. EVENTUALLY THE CARPENTER SITS BACK DOWN DESPONDENTLY)

WALRUS
You’re back then.

CARPENTER
Am I?

WALRUS
Apparently.

CARPENTER
It’s as if there’s something invisible in my way, something I can’t get past.

WALRUS
You can’t go home.

CARPENTER
Yes, but why not, that’s what I don’t understand.

WALRUS
Do you believe in Destiny?

CARPENTER
Fate you mean?

WALRUS
No, Destiny. They were the Dutch entry for Eurovision 1995. ‘Ding-ding-a-ding. Ding-ding-a-ding. You stole my heart.’ Catchy.
CARPENTER
Why can’t you talk sense to me? Why all these riddles? It’s my life we’re talking about. My life. And my death.

WALRUS
Why would I want to help you?

CARPENTER
Isn’t that what you’re here for?

WALRUS
Me? Nah. I’m just a traveller crossing the desert. I happened to meet this fella sitting on a rock. I stopped for a friendly chat. (BEAT) It’s nothing to me what you do, or don’t do.  

(PAUSE)

CARPENTER
If I was God. I would know I was God. I would know what I was doing here. I would know what to do.

WALRUS
Doesn’t work like that.

CARPENTER
How does it work then?

WALRUS
Look, let’s say that God, manifested himself in an old fort in the Thames Estuary. And let’s just say they started running boat trips off Southend Pier. (WALRUS GIVES GESTURE FOR SIGN . BLACKBOARD SIGN APPEARS ON SCREEN. - COME AND SEE GOD. £10. BRING A PACKED LUNCH). Then that’s an end to the whole argument isn’t it. God exists. You don’t need faith anymore.

CARPENTER
So, to have faith, you can’t have proof.

WALRUS
If you’re a god, you are not allowed to prove your own existence. (BEAT) You know, apart from the occasional crying statue, or  unusually marked aubergine. I hear it’s the first thing they teach at God school. 

CARPENTER
So I am not God.

WALRUS
I didn’t say that. You see, it’s your word against 2.1 billion others. (PAUSE) About the ninth hour Jesus cried out with a loud voice, saying, “Eli, Eli, Lama Sabachthani”.

CARPENTER
‘My God, my God. Why hast thou forsaken me?’

WALRUS
Matthew 27:Verses 45 to 46. Why did you say that? Makes no sense. 

CARPENTER
I didn’t say it.

WALRUS
No, but you will. It’s almost like saying - maybe the whole thing is a ghastly mistake. There’s no one listening. Never has been.  I’d’ve cut that line.

CARPENTER
Why would I say a thing like that?

WALRUS
Job to say, mate, job to say. Maybe they know.

CARPENTER
Who?

WALRUS
(INDICATING THE AUDIENCE) Them out there. (TO THE AUDIENCE) Anybody?

CARPENTER
There’s no ‘them out there’. It’s just you. Me. And the desert.

WALRUS
Oh yes, silly me, I forgot. It’s just (MIMES INVERTED COMMAS) the “two” of us.

CARPENTER
Why are you doing that thing with your fingers? (MIMES INVERTED COMMAS. STANDS UP AND APPROACHING THE AUDIENCE) Are you saying we’re not alone out here? (MOVES HIS FACE CLOSE TO A MEMBER OF THE AUDIENCE BUT LOOKS RIGHT THROUGH HIM) I can’t see anyone. All I can see is dust and rocks and scrub.

WALRUS
Of course there’s no one out there. (WINKS AT THE AUDIENCE) Look, let’s try and keep to the point. 

CARPENTER
One day the whole world will worship me. Is that right?

WALRUS
Most of ‘em.

CARPENTER
Not everyone.

WALRUS
No.

CARPENTER
Who else do they worship?


(CARPENTER SITS DOWN)

WALRUS
Well you’re the big one. You’re definitely Top of the Pops, deity wise. There’s 2.1 billion Christians. (BEAT) But there’s also 1.5 billion Moslems.

CARPENTER
Moslems?

WALRUS
You know, under the chin, beardy, thing. (BEAT) Not a good look. (BEAT) Especially on the women. (BEAT) Maybe that’s why they keep ‘em covered up? Anyway (TAPS NOSE), best not to say any more.

CARPENTER
Why not?  Is there a problem with Moslems?

WALRUS
Oh, no, no, no. Lovely people the Moslems. It’s just a few of them -  not many, not many - are a bit funny.

CARPENTER
They make you laugh?

WALRUS
They don’t so much make you laugh as make you go: Pouf! (MIMING AN EXPLOSION)  Somebody, and it wasn’t me, told them that if they blow themselves up…

CARPENTER
Blow themselves up?

WALRUS
Like when lightning hits a tree  …there’ll be 72 virgins waiting for them there. Or it might be 72 white raisons. We’re not sure - there’s some translation issues. Personally, I’d get that cleared up before I started lighting any fuses. (BEAT) Besides what could you do with 72 virgins – start a nunnery, try to repopulate Essex. Two tarts and a bottle of vodka, that’s more my style.

CARPENTER
So you fear the Moslems?

WALRUS
Not the Moslems, no. Moslems are lovely. Just need to avoid the blowy-uppy ones.

CARPENTER
Oh I see. This is why you feel free to mock the Christian God, but not that of the Moslems.

WALRUS
Just check for me, would you, just check, just check (POINT ACROSS FOREHEAD) Does it say ‘IDIOT’ across my forehead?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
That’s why I don’t mock the Moslems.

CARPENTER
So there are two religions. Mine…

WALRUS
They’re called the Christians.

CARPENTER
…and Moslems.

WALRUS
There’s 23 million Sikhs fr example. Need to watch them.

CARPENTER
Why?  

WALRUS
If you upset them, they’ll surround the theatre waving their ornamental daggers about.

CARPENTER
Theatre?

WALRUS
Did I say theatre?

CARPENTER
Yes you did.

WALRUS
I meant wilderness.

CARPENTER
Then why did you say theatre?

WALRUS
Because… Because…. We’re in the theatre. (BEAT. POINTS TO HEAD) The theatre of the mind.

CARPENTER
So there’s lots of religions.

WALRUS
Dozens. Plus 1.1 billion who don’t believe anything at all.

CARPENTER
But if I am the one, the only true God, why would they need any other?

WALRUS
Well it’s the faith thing again isn’t. Because you can’t actually prove anything, people are unable to distinguish between the one true God and all the Gods that people made up on the back of a fag packet.

CARPENTER
How do you tell?

WALRUS
Ah well, that’s it isn’t it – how do you tell?  My guess is if it involves a mad extraterrestrial dictator called Xenu, or a woman with six arms and the head of an elephant, we don’t have to worry too much about the opposition. You know what they say, ‘One man’s myth is another man’s Poseidon’. Geddit?

CARPENTER
Every man should have faith.

WALRUS
And women. Although, you don’t want them becoming disciples. Or priests.

CARPENTER
Why not?

WALRUS
We already let them have kids, cook the supper, feed the goats, tend to the old, clean the barn, make the beds. What more do they bloody want?

CARPENTER
Women are not to be part of my church?

WALRUS
They like your mum. But only because she was a virgin when she had you.

CARPENTER
But I have an older brother.

WALRUS
You’ll probably want to keep that one to yourself. (BEAT)  All your disciples are going to be men and all their disciples are going to be men too. That’s just the way it is.

CARPENTER
But I can chose women. It is my choice. 

WALRUS
Actually, you probably will have some women disciples. But they just won’t get a mention in dispatches, particularly when its only the women who don’t run off when you get arrested. They stay right to the end. Right to the bitter end.


(SILENCE)

WALRUS
You’re thinking about the pain again, aren’t you?

CARPENTER
Is that really the only way the story can end?

WALRUS
They give you vinegar.

CARPENTER
Does that help?

WALRUS
Not really. Not unless you’ve got some fish and chips. 

CARPENTER
Easy for you to be so flippant.

WALRUS
At least you end up in Heaven. (BEAT) Are you hungry? All this philosopherising is hard work.

CARPENTER
I’ve been hungry for days.

WALRUS
Not much out here is there? All very well living off the land, but you can’t actually eat the land, can you? (PICKS UP HIS BAG AND TAKES OUT A LUNCHBOX, SITS DOWN AND OPENS IT. DISPARAGINGLY) What’s she done today? Oh my God, semolina pilchards!! Again!! Never buy your wife a Beatles’ cookbook. 

CARPENTER
So is there a heaven or not?


(WALRUS IGNORES HIM)

CARPENTER
Is there, or not ?

WALRUS
Excuse me?

CARPENTER
What?

WALRUS
I’m on a break.

CARPENTER
I just wanted to be clear…

WALRUS
I’m. On. A. Break.


(PAUSE)

WALRUS
Quite hot, isn’t it, the desert. But at night it’s really cold. What’s that all about?

CARPENTER
I thought we weren’t talking.

WALRUS
This is just an informal chat.

CARPENTER
And that’s alright is it?

WALRUS
As long as there’s no discussion of a political, scientific or religious nature.

CARPENTER
Oh, for God’s sake…

WALRUS
No religion, I warned you.

CARPENTER
Look, you started all this. Can we not get on and finish it?

WALRUS
(PUTTING DOWN LUNCHBOX) I suppose so, but I’ll need to go early on Friday. 

CARPENTER
There’s one thing I don’t understand. 

WALRUS
Fire away.

CARPENTER
If I become this preacher. Even if I preached to a hundred people a day, most of the people in the world are never going to know I exist, let alone hear what I have to say.

WALRUS
Ah but you forget the maths thing. You have 12 disciples, and they have 12 disciples each. And so on. Of course, it helps when your original apostles die horribly too.

CARPENTER
Really? 

WALRUS
Judas hangs himself from an olive tree. Andrew is crucified and suspended on an olive tree – nice touch that. Bartholomew gets crucified upside down. (ASSUMES VOICE) OK Barty Boy, I’ve got some good news and some bad news. The good news is you’re going to be crucified. The bad news is that you’re going to be upside down. (BEAT) James, gets stoned to death by the Jews…

CARPENTER
Why would they do that? 

WALRUS
Well it might not have been them, but Jews used to take the blame for everything in those days. Blame the Jews. Saves time. They’re used to it. (BEAT) Another James gets beheaded . Peter gets crucified upside down, as does Philip. And Thomas gets stabbed to death with spears.

CARPENTER
If they were preaching peace and the love of God, why did they all end up killed in such horrible ways? 

WALRUS
I know exactly what you mean. Dying a horrible, painful and humiliating death seems, superficially, to be a bad thing. But of course with the right PR, dying a horrible, painful and humiliating death for the sake of your beliefs – happens to be a very good way of getting people on board. I mean, if they stuck poor old Richard Dawkins up on a heap of brushwood and set fire to him, people’d say. ‘Mmm, d’you know, maybe that Richards Dawkins had a point’.

CARPENTER
It occurs to me, that if I never start preaching, a lot more people would die peacefully in their beds.

WALRUS
Interesting point. You teach forgiveness, and peace, and love and your followers say. ‘Hey, you in there, do you want some  forgiveness, and peace, and love. No. In that case we’re coming in to slaughter the lot of you’.

CARPENTER
Do people really slaughter in my name?

WALRUS
A bit.

CARPENTER
How much is a bit?

WALRUS
Quite a lot.

CARPENTER
Tens? Thousands? Millions?

WALRUS
Yeah, probably. (BEAT) But that’s just what humans do. Any excuse and they start killing each other. That’s got nothing to do with religion. No religion says go out and kill the unbelievers. So  if they do, it’s a bonus. (BEAT) It’s like Jerusalem: the Moslems were running Jerusalem so the Crusaders would come and slaughter them all and knock down their Mosques. Then the Moslems attacked and did the same to the Christians, Then the Christians would come back…

CARPENTER
And on and on and on it goes. 

WALRUS
The Spanish Inquisition used to imprison the Jews. If you confessed, they tortured you and then killed you. If you didn’t confess, they just carried on torturing you until you died. They weren’t big on choice, the Spanish Inquisition.

CARPENTER
Is this what I taught? - Go forth and murder the Jews, murder the  Moslems.

WALRUS
No. What you say is Blessed are the meek. Blessed are the merciful: Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called the children of God.

CARPENTER
What is the point? What is the point? I devote my life to teaching peace, and die on the cross, and then these people do the most terrible things in my name. What is the point of teaching at all?

WALRUS
Yeah, a lot of teachers ask that. (BEAT) See, it’s not your teaching that’s the problem. It’s the people who are listening. They just hear what they want to hear. It’s not your fault. (BEAT) Of course by the twenty first century, people stop believing in God at all.

CARPENTER
How can you live without God?

WALRUS
It all started to fall to bits in the Middle Ages. We had this terrible plague. People were dying like flies. See, initially, they assumed it was God’s punishment for sinners. But then the old ladies died, and the children, and the babies. Even the priests. 

CARPENTER
I have known many who have died for no reason – our first child was barely born when the Lord took him. What sin could he have committed in those few moments alive?

WALRUS
Ah well that’s Yahweh for you, miserable old bastard. The Christian God, he’s different. He loves all men, he’s full of compassion. But then, why the plague?

CARPENTER
It is not for us to question the soundness of God’s wisdom.

WALRUS
No, but the occasional clue might be handy. (BEAT)  Anyway, in the twenty first century people started giving up on the idea of God altogether. Because of Science. Because of Darwin and Dawkins.

CARPENTER
Was Dawkins a God?

WALRUS
No. Although, now I come to think of it, he did have suspiciously bushy eyebrows. (BEAT) He believed in Science.

CARPENTER
Was Science a God?

WALRUS
Of sorts. (PAUSE) But, say, for example, your five year old daughter Matilda runs out into the road, directly under a bus. 

CARPENTER
Bus?

WALRUS
Like a cart, without the donkey. (BEAT) Matilda runs out into the road under a bus, so what? She’s laid out on a slab, face white as bleach,  blank eyes staring out into space, so what?. Never mind - the universe is a beautiful place. Of course your daughter was pretty and funny, but all she was, was a zillion atoms rushing about. If it wasn’t for a few Higg’s Bosons, she’d have no mass at all. The bus would have gone straight through her. So why are you looking so miserable? She’s still here. Every one of those atoms are still here. They’re just in a different order. Why are you crying? 

CARPENTER
To lose a child. Who can bear that?

WALRUS
Exactly. Now the priest turns up and says, Matilda isn’t dead. She’s sitting next to God in Heaven, his holy hand resting on her shoulder, in a strictly non-Jimmy Savile manner. One day, he says, you’ll die too, and you’ll be together again. Daddy! Matilda! Delightful. (BEAT) Never going to happen of course, but what’s Science got to match that? 

CARPENTER
So Science is not the answer?

WALRUS
Studying a brick doesn’t tell you what a cathedral looks like. If  a shepherd gets struck by lightning, we’d just say, serves him right for getting too friendly with his sheep. But Dawkins says no, lightning is just looking for the quickest route to the ground. And that’s why modern man got so confused. 

CARPENTER
Who?

WALRUS
Modern Man

CARPENTER
Are we not modern men?

WALRUS
I’m talking about in two thousand years time. Say, I don’t know, for sake of argument, 2014 (CURRENT YEAR) Modern man lives in a little fluffy pillow. He doesn’t die in child birth, doesn’t die of the measles. His wife doesn’t die in agony producing her 12th baby, his children don’t die in his arms. So when it comes to his turn to die, he’s upset, ‘It’s so unfair. Why me? Why me? I sort my rubbish into five different re-cycling bags, I bought a Big Issue last month. Why me? Why me Lord?’ You see - he hasn’t spoken to God for fifty years. Now, all of a sudden, they’re best friends forever.

CARPENTER
He sounds confused.

WALRUS
It’s all so sad. They’ve forgotten everything that’s beautiful. (WILDLY GESTICULATING) A butterfly alighting on an Azalea bloom, wispy pink clouds smeared across an ice-blue sky, the cold morning dew on the grass…

CARPENTER
Jew on the grass?

WALRUS
Dew. Dew. Not Jew. I am trying to work here, y’know. (BEAT) Anyway.  A cool breeze on the burning forehead, the plaintive song of a nightingale, seagulls soaring up against the black storm clouds. (BEAT) No, no, they want music played so loud it makes their ears bleed, televisions as big as walls, lasers slicing up the skies, fireworks shrieking and blasting away the quiet of the night. They gabble into their mobile phones, make themselves deaf to the world with headphones. In church for two hours on a Sunday!  Two hours is an eternity for these people. 

CARPENTER
How did they get like this?

WALRUS
Hard to say.

CARPENTER
Is all compassion lost – don’t they help their neighbours?

WALRUS
Never meet them.

CARPENTER
Take the arm of an old man?

WALRUS
Sent ‘em off to a home years ago.

CARPENTER
Perhaps we could teach them to be kind again.

WALRUS
(ASIDE AS YODA, PERHAPS WITH YODA HAIRY EARS) Strong the force in the little one is. (BEAT) You’d be amazed at what people believe these days. They’re forever sticking pins in their arms, dangling crystals over each other, tickling their feet to cure piles, sticking tubes up their arses, moving their furniture around so everyone trips over it, drinking water that had a drop of rhubarb juice in it fifteen years ago. If they’re not meditating or levitating, they’re winding their legs round the back of their heads, adjusting their chakras, primal screaming…


CARPENTER
This is modern man?

WALRUS
Yes.

CARPENTER
In two thousand years time?

WALRUS
Yes.

CARPENTER
What about in four thousand years’ time. Am I forgotten?

WALRUS
Right at this minute, I’m not – officially - allowed to talk about the four thousands. People out there might hear stuff they’re not supposed to know.

CARPENTER
We’re in the middle of the desert. There’s nobody to hear.

WALRUS
You never know. (TAPS HIS NOSE, INDICATES A MEMBER OF THE AUDIENCE) Some rocks have ears. 

CARPENTER
No, they don’t.

WALRUS
(CHANGING THE SUBJECT) This is great, isn’t it. Just you and me. Out here. In the sunshine. Chatting away. Just think, if my dear old mum could see me now. She always wanted me to be on the stage.

CARPENTER
On the stage?

WALRUS
What?

CARPENTER
You said ‘On the Stage.’

WALRUS
Did I?

CARPENTER
Yes.

WALRUS
Ah. Right. Well. What I meant to say was: ‘If only my dear old mum could see me now…  at this stage… in my life.
CARPENTER
Why do I find it so hard to believe a word you say?

WALRUS
We need to get on. We need to start thinking about morality.

CARPENTER
We have the ten commandments don’t we? Isn’t that enough.

WALRUS
They are pretty good, the ten commandments, I’ll grant you that, but there is a bit of a problem with them. Thou shalt not kill. Good. Thou shall not commit adultery. Fine. But then you get You shall not covet your neighbor’s wife, or his male or female servant, his ox or donkey, or anything that belongs to your neighbour. I mean, let’s just say your neighbour has just bought a new ride-on lawn mower and you say, ‘I wouldn’t mind one of them.’

CARPENTER
Ride-on lawn-mower?

WALRUS
Doesn’t matter. (BEAT) But is that right up there with murder, thieving and adultery? How is that going to work out in hell? – ‘Hi. What are you in for?’ (CHINESE ACCENT) My name is Mao Zedong and I murdered 50 million people. How about you?’ (NORMAL ACCENT) ‘Me? I was just admiring my neighbour’s Hayter Ride-On Mower and bang, I end up down here.’ 

CARPENTER
(THINKING) It seems to me we need more… general principles.  Love thy neighbour, turn the other cheek.

WALRUS
See, you’re a natural. (BEAT) What about gays? 

CARPENTER
Gays?

WALRUS
Men who sleep with men.

CARPENTER
I have slept with men. I have slept with many men

WALRUS
Whoa!!! Whoa!!! (MIMES BRINGING A HORSE UNDER CONTROL) Easy boy, easy. You’re frightening the horses. You have slept with men!! Now you tell us.

CARPENTER
My father, my brothers, my son. We only ever had two beds.

WALRUS
(DEFLATED) Oh that! Is that all? I’m talking about men having sex with each other.

CARPENTER
Sex? With each other?

WALRUS
Yes.

CARPENTER
That’s not possible is it?

WALRUS
Think about it.

CARPENTER
(HE THINKS ABOUT IT) Oh I see. Goodness. We don’t do that round here. That’s not right is it? (BEAT) Mind you, we shouldn’t be too quick to judge. It’s just, it seems such a strange thing to want to do.

WALRUS
So that’s a no, is it?

CARPENTER
I’m not sure.

WALRUS
You’re not a Liberal-Democrat are you?

CARPENTER
What’s that?

WALRUS
What about abortion?

CARPENTER
It happens all the time.

WALRUS
Yes, but not we’re not talking accidentally… we’re talking half a bottle of gin and a coat hanger.

CARPENTER
Children are a gift.

WALRUS
Not, if you don’t have enough to feed them.

CARPENTER
I have heard these things go on. Old women in the village…

WALRUS
So: Good thing? Bad thing?

CARPENTER
I don’t know.

WALRUS
You have to know. If you don’t know. Who does? 

CARPENTER
We should teach people not to be greedy, not to strive for wealth, to help the poor, to love their enemies and forgive them.

WALRUS
What about eternal life?

CARPENTER
They want that as well?

WALRUS
Apparently. Personally I think it’s overrated.

CARPENTER
In what way?

WALRUS
Well, the first million years are ok, but after that it all gets a bit samey.

CARPENTER
I think if life is hard for some people, they need to think of something better to come.

WALRUS
You see! You’re a natural. You don’t need me. You’re fully primed and ready for blast off.

CARPENTER
I don’t feel ready. How can I teach people to love a God that you say, doesn’t exist.

WALRUS
He exists, of course he exists… in here (POINTS TO HEAD) Do you know what these scientists believe?

CARPENTER
No. 

WALRUS
They say that billions of years ago a single living cell appeared, maybe from outer space, maybe just spontaneously in the primordial soup. 

CARPENTER
Primordial…

WALRUS
…. Soup. Heinz don’t do that flavour anymore. (BEAT)  Anyway, this cell lands on a totally uninhabitable planet. But it manages to split into two cells, and those two split into two more, and precisely two billion years later, with the help of evolution, a man pulled up his collar, walked into Sun Studios, Memphis and began to sing: (PULLS UP COLLAR. MOVES UNDER DOWNLIGHT)

Well, since my baby left me,
I found a new place to dwell.
It's down at the end of lonely street
at Heartbreak Hotel.

You make me so lonely baby,
I get so lonely,
I get so lonely I could die.
And that, say the scientists, is all there is to it. Does that sound likely? First there was nothing, and then there was a big bang and then there was everything.

CARPENTER
How can they know such things?

WALRUS
Two people meet in the desert. They have a chat. And one of them goes on to change the whole world. Where did that first cell come from? Nobody knows. Why did we meet in the desert? Nobody knows. Why is Justin Bieber so popular? Nobody knows.

CARPENTER
I know where I came from. You, presumably know where you came from.

WALRUS
Yes. I came from over there and, later on, I will go out over there. It’s all in the script, haven’t you read it.

CARPENTER
What are you talking about – a script? You mean a parchment, a document?

WALRUS
You’re not fooling anyone you know. They know! They know! They’re not stupid (MEANING THE AUDIENCE. THEN DOES THE WAGGLE HAND GESTURE AS IF TO SAY, WELL MAYBE. WE HEAR A SIREN IN THE DISTANCE. THE AUDIENCE WILL HOPEFULLY BELIEVE AN AMBULANCE IS PASSING BY).

WALRUS
Hear that?

CARPENTER
What?

WALRUS
That siren. Can’t you hear it?

CARPENTER
All I hear is the wind.

WALRUS
I don’t get this.

CARPENTER
There’s nothing out here you know. I’ve been here for days. There’s nothing.

WALRUS
That siren. (TO MEMBER OF THE AUDIENCE) You heard that didn’t you? (TO ANOTHER) Did you? You didn’t. Bit deaf?

CARPENTER
(TO WALRUS) You’re not from around here are you?

WALRUS
I’m from Jordan.

CARPENTER
No. It’s more than that. You’re not from another place. You’re from another world.

WALRUS
You can talk.

CARPENTER
You joke.. you joke about everything, but none of this is a joke to me. It’s not you who must go and face your own death. You can just walk away and leave me here. I just want none of this to have ever happened (PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS, AND BEGINS TO SOB).

WALRUS
Oh no, don’t do that, don’t do that. I hate it when men cry. It’s so embarrassing. Come on. I mean, it’s not the end of the world is it? That’s not till AD two thousand and seventy nine.

CARPENTER
I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

WALRUS
Look, I’ll tell you a joke shall I. An Arab, a Jew and an American go into a bar. Seconds later, a Palestinian goes in with an assault rifle, shoots ‘em all dead and then he says, ‘You wouldn’t let me be in your joke would you, yer bastards’. 

CARPENTER
The thing is, if I’m not God. If I’m just some ordinary bloke who goes off preaching and everything else is invented by people long after I’m dead, why does it have to be me? It could be anybody. I have a wife and children and parents to support. Why not just pick up some itinerant off the street? Let him do it. Let him be crucified. I don’t want the last time my children see me is when I’m screaming out for mercy and bleeding to death. I desert my children and this is how I end up.

WALRUS
It has to be you.

CARPENTER
Why?

WALRUS
That’s a good question. That’s a very good question. (BEAT) It’s because, you have been chosen.

CARPENTER
By whom?

WALRUS
(GNOMIC) By the chooser.

CARPENTER
Who is?

WALRUS
(GNOMIC)  The one who choses.

CARPENTER
You don’t know, do you? You appear to know everything, but you don’t know the important things. (BEAT) Who are you? Who sent you? Do you know? Do you actually know anything at all? 


(PAUSE)

WALRUS
I have to go.

CARPENTER
Now? But I still have questions.

WALRUS
I have an appointment. (POINTS) Over there.

CARPENTER
You say nothing is supernatural? Everything is just what it appears to be?

WALRUS
No more questions.

CARPENTER
One more.

WALRUS
Oh for God’s sake. (BEAT) Go on then. But this is definitely the last.

CARPENTER
Nothing is supernatural?

WALRUS
No.

CARPENTER
Including you.

WALRUS
Including me. (BEAT) Do you want to poke me?

CARPENTER
Yes, yes I do. (POKES WALRUS IN THE ARM)

WALRUS
Ouch, that hurt. Too hard.

CARPENTER
You seem to know an awful lot about the past and the future. Isn’t that supernatural?

WALRUS
(FAUX MODESTY) One does what one can.

CARPENTER
Seriously.

WALRUS
Depends.

CARPENTER
On what?

WALRUS
What time do you think it is?

CARPENTER
(LOOKS UP AT THE SUN) It’s nearly midday now.

WALRUS
I have (GIVES ACTUAL TIME) on the () November 2014.

CARPENTER
So? 

WALRUS
If you have the right time, I’m supernatural. But if I have the right time, I’m just human like everyone else.

CARPENTER
There are two conversations going on here – mine and yours and there’s very little connection between the two.

WALRUS
Pinteresque.

CARPENTER
Does that mean meaningless?

WALRUS
Close enough. (PAUSE)  Now before I go, I need you to decide if you’re going with the whole Messiah thing, or if you’re just going to crawl back under your rock and die. It’s Make Your Mind Up time.

CARPENTER
Already?

WALRUS
Already.

CARPENTER
I think I’m going home. Forget all this ever happened.

WALRUS
Do you honestly think you can just walk away from this?

CARPENTER
Why not? I have a choice. I can be a good man. I can look after my parents when they’re old. Make sure my children grow up in the right way. Keep my family safe. You can’t ask any man to do more than that, can you?

WALRUS
No. You’re absolutely right. Nobody can ask for more. And when the heathens come and kill your parents, rape your wife and take your children into slavery, you’d have done your best and when you die with your face in the dirt, maybe people’ll remember you for a day or two, maybe a week. ‘He was a good sort. He could put a fence together. What was his name again?’ There’ll be no churches. No cathedrals to take your breath away. No paintings to inspire. No great music to lift you up from the dirt and the filth. No, if that’s your decision, go home. Don’t you worry about us, we’ll manage. The ship of fools’ll head out to sea, with no compass, no rudder, no lifeboat. Nothing.   

CARPENTER
I can’t, can I?

WALRUS
What you need to understand is that your God is the best God there’s ever been. He’s kind, tolerant, compassionate, forgiving. Which you have to admit is pretty damn impressive for someone who doesn’t even exist.  And the only way anybody’s going to hear about him is if you go out there and tell them. (RAISES COLLAR AND MOVES INTO THE DOWNLIGHT AND SINGS AS ELVIS, SOME OF)

Oh well, I'm tired and so weary
But I must go alone
Till the lord comes and calls, calls me away, oh yes
Well the morning's so bright
And the lamp is alight
And the night, night is as black as the sea, oh yes

There will be peace in the valley for me, some day
There will be peace in the valley for me, oh Lord I pray
There'll be no sadness, no sorrow
No trouble, trouble I see
There will be peace in the valley for me, for me 
CARPENTER
It’s impossible.

WALRUS
You’re right. (BEAT) But I really do have to go now

CARPENTER
Already?

WALRUS
Just speak from the heart. (BEAT) I mean, not literally. That’d just be weird.

CARPENTER
What if…

WALRUS
No more questions. You’ve had your lot.

CARPENTER
I think you’re right about the spirits. We had a well go bad on us. Everyone blamed the bad spirits. I knew it was just an old sheep fallen in. (BEAT) It’s always the Gods or the spirits when things go wrong. Never our own fault. When things go right, we take the credit. Can’t have it both ways, can we?

WALRUS
And that’s exactly why we need you out there. You’ve got to educate them. Stop them thinking about themselves for once. If they love a God who is kind and generous and forgiving, maybe they’ll be a bit more like that themselves.

CARPENTER
Even if God isn’t there?

WALRUS
No. Because he isn’t there.

CARPENTER
All the Gods and devils and spirits and ghosts are all just in our heads…

WALRUS
All of them.

CARPENTER
Even you?

WALRUS
You think I’m here. You think I’m actually here and not (POINTS TO THE CARPENTER’S FOREHEAD) in there. We’re all just ideas in other people’s heads. Didn’t you notice?

CARPENTER
Is that what I am – just an idea?

WALRUS
You’re real enough.

CARPENTER
That bloody cross isn’t just an idea in someone’s head, is it… or the nails.

WALRUS
Or the pain.

CARPENTER
My family?

WALRUS
They won’t understand. They’ll think you’re just another man who ran away from his responsibilities.

CARPENTER
My children? At least tell me my children will be alright

WALRUS
Of course.

CARPENTER
Truly?

WALRUS
No idea. (BEAT) I can tell you they don’t become famous, otherwise we’d’ve heard what happened to them, wouldn’t we?

CARPENTER
You don’t make this easy.

WALRUS
You just need to know, unlike 99.99% of the population, you actually have the power to change the world. The only other people who can do that are the bastards that fight and kill and pillage and rape. (BEAT) And nobody ever changed the world by staying at home and tending the goats.

CARPENTER
Goatherds don’t get nailed to crosses.

WALRUS
No. (BEAT) Not unless they’re really, really bad goatherds.

CARPENTER
So this is it then?

WALRUS
This is it.

CARPENTER
(PAUSE) I think I’m ready.

WALRUS
Good. You won’t regret this. Well, not until they’re opening the toolbox, anyway. 

CARPENTER
I’m ready. So. Let’s go to work.


(THE ALLELUYAH CHORUS CUES IN DIRECTLY AFTER ‘WORK’. THE CARPENTER WALKS UP TO THE SCREEN AT THE BACK OF THE STAGE AND STRETCHES OUT HIS ARMS AND WE SEE A SERIES OF IMAGES OF CHRISTIANITY, GOOD AND BAD, PROJECTED ON THE SCREEN IN A SERIES OF FAST ZOOMS. AT THE END THE WALRUS AND THE CARPENTER EMBRACE AND SHAKE HANDS AND THE CARPENTER LEAVES THE STAGE)

WALRUS
(ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE. BY IMPLICATION HE SUGGESTS THE OYSTERS AND THE AUDIENCE ARE THE SAME)
"It seems a shame," the Walrus said,
"To play them such a trick,
After we've brought them out so far,
And made them trot so quick!"
The Carpenter said nothing but
"The butter's spread too thick!"

"I weep for you," the Walrus said:
"I deeply sympathize."
With sobs and tears he sorted out
Those of the largest size,
Holding his pocket-handkerchief
Before his streaming eyes.

"O Oysters," said the Carpenter,
"You've had a pleasant run!
Shall we be trotting home again?'
But answer came there none--
And this was scarcely odd, because
They'd eaten every one.

WALRUS
Damn. Damn. I forgot to tell him about the donkey. (SHOUTS) Jesus. Jesus. Jesus. Jesus.
CARPENTER
(RETURNS TO THE STAGE) Did you want me?

WALRUS
Well who else would I be shouting at?

CARPENTER
I don’t know.

WALRUS
You don’t know?

CARPENTER
I didn’t know you wanted me. 

WALRUS
Who in hell do you think I was talking to?

CARPENTER
Jesus

WALRUS
That’s who you are.

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
You’re not Jesus?

CARPENTER
No.

WALRUS
Who are you then?

CARPENTER
John.

WALRUS
John?

CARPENTER
John.

WALRUS
Oh shit.

CARPENTER 
What did you want me for?

WALRUS
Oh, nothing, nothing. You just carry on.

CARPENTER    I’ll carry on then.

WALRUS
Yes, you do that.



(THE CARPENTER EXITS. THE WALRUS COMES FRONT STAGE FALLS TO HIS KNEES, PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS AND ROCKS)

WALRUS
John!! John!! John the bloody Baptist. Everybody knows, the man’s a complete head case. Oh for God’s sake, what have I done?. What have I done? There goes the bloody bonus. I’ll be out of the door with my cardboard box on Monday.

( FADE UP THE GUITAR OPENING OF ‘ONE OF US’ BY JOAN OSBORNE.  WALRUS PICKS UP CARDBOARD BOX AND FILLS IT WITH DESK OBJECTS LIKE A STAPLER, SELLOTAPE, EXECUTIVE TOYS. TAKES A PAIR OF WINGS OFF A COAT HANGER, THROWS THEM OVER HIS SHOULDER AND SADLY LEAVES THE STAGE. VERY SLOW FADE. THE SONG PLAYS TO END)

END OF ACT ONE

ACT  TWO

 (ON THE OUTSIDE LOOKING IN)

(MUSIC FINNISH SONG BY MADDY PRIOR FROM UNDER THE COVERS. FREUD’S STUDY WITH COUCH, EASY CHAIR, BOOK CASE, ENTRANCE DOOR ETC. FREUD ENTERS AND MOVES VARIOUS OBJECTS INTO THEIR ‘CORRECT’ PLACE. HE IS CLEARLY SUFFERING FROM OCD AND HAS PROBLEMS STRAIGHTENING ONE PICTURE. HE HAS SEVERAL GOES AND WILL KEEP COMING BACK TO IT THROUGHOUT THE SCENE TO GET THE PICTURE STRAIGHT. THERE IS A HESITANT KNOCK ON THE DOOR. MUSIC FADES)

FREUD
Come in.


(ANOTHER KNOCK)

FREUD
Come in.


(ANOTHER KNOCK)

FREUD
(IMPATIENTLY) Yes. Come in, come in.

WALRUS
(THE WALRUS POKES HIS HEAD HESITANTLY AROUND THE DOOR) Only little me.

FREUD
(ANNOYED) I haven’t got…  (CORRECTING HIMSELF) You’ll be my nine o’clock, then?

WALRUS
Sorry?

FREUD
You’ll be my nine o’clock.

WALRUS
No, it’s Walrus actually. 


(THE DOOR OPENS SLOWLY AND WALRUS ENTERS)

WALRUS
Am I early?

FREUD
(LOOKING AT HIS WATCH) A little. But it doesn’t matter. You’re my first client of the day. Come right in.



(THE WALRUS ENTERS HESITANTLY)

FREUD
No need to be nervous. Please come in and make yourself comfortable on the couch.


WALRUS
The couch. Can’t I just sit on a chair?

FREUD
I’m afraid not.

WALRUS
I prefer to sit upright.

FREUD
In analysis, the patient lies on the couch. And the analyst sits over here.

WALRUS
Why?

FREUD
You’ll be more comfortable on the couch and I will be sitting back here.

WALRUS
But I won’t be able to see you.

FREUD
Correct. It’s important that you don’t look at me. Because this session is not about me. It is entirely about you. Treat me as an irrelevance. 

WALRUS
An irrelevance? Does that mean I should ignore you?

FREUD
No, no. But the focus is you. I will be in the background. You won’t even see me.

WALRUS
How will I know you’re still there?

FREUD
I will, of course, be speaking, commenting, questioning. But I am an observer. Not a participant. So please, lay on the couch. There’s nothing to fear. Think of me as a mirror.

WALRUS
(THINKING HARD) I’m trying…

FREUD
A metaphorical mirror.

WALRUS
That’s even harder.

FREUD
Just take a seat.

WALRUS
Can I take my shoes off? 

FREUD
Is that strictly necessary?

WALRUS
I can’t relax with my shoes on. Anyway, they’re a bit muddy.

FREUD
(HORRIFIED) Muddy!

WALRUS
Just a bit. Is that alright?

FREUD
It is just mud, isn’t it?

WALRUS
Just mud. 

FREUD
(CONTROLLING HIMSELF) Good. (BEAT) Please go ahead. If it helps you to relax, then go right ahead.


(THE WALRUS SITS ON THE COUCH, TAKES OFF HIS SHOES, TOSSES THEM ACROSS THE ROOM CARELESSLY AND LIES BACK ON THE COUCH.  FREUD COMES OVER, PICKS UP THE SHOES, SNIFFS THEM GINGERLY AND PUTS THEM TOGETHER TIDILY. HE ADJUSTS THE PICTURE AND THEN SITS DOWN)

FREUD
And so we begin our journey.

WALRUS
Our what?

FREUD
Our journey.

WALRUS
I thought we were staying here.

FREUD
We are. (BEAT) You must not take my words too literally. The journey is through your past life. The destination, your future life, which can only be both better and happier.

WALRUS
You must be really old.

FREUD
I beg your pardon.

WALRUS
You must be really old.

FREUD
I don’t understand.

WALRUS
You were born in 1856.

FREUD
Oh I see. (CHUCKLES) Sigmund, of course. Sigmund was my great great grandfather. He died in 1939.

WALRUS
Yeah, I remember. (BEAT) Used to go mushroom picking with him.

FREUD
Who did?

WALRUS
I did.

FREUD
I have to say that is very unlikely.

WALRUS
I know. He was useless at it. I had to chuck half of them away. I kept telling him they were Amanitas. He wouldn’t believe me.

FREUD
Yes. Perhaps we’ll come back to that later. (BEAT) So. Your name is Walrus. That’s an unusual name isn’t it. I don’t believe I’ve met a Walrus before. Rather fishy, eh?

WALRUS
Fishy?

FREUD
Yes, a walrus, rather fishy.

WALRUS
What do you mean?

FREUD
The walrus is a marine mammal. They eat fish.

WALRUS
Nobody told me.

FREUD
I was making a joke.

WALRUS
Really? Are you certain?

FREUD
I think you’d be more comfortable if you lay down on the couch.

WALRUS
This couch is rather lumpy. You don’t have any ice I could lay on, I suppose?

FREUD
I’m sorry?

WALRUS
Some ice. Some ice I could lie on.

FREUD
No. I only have the couch.

WALRUS
I was making a joke.

FREUD
A joke?

WALRUS
Walruses generally lie on the ice.

FREUD
Oh I see. How amusing.

WALRUS
Isn’t it. (BEAT.MAKING HIMSELF COMFORTABLE) I’ll just lie here, shall I?

FREUD
Yes.

WALRUS
This is comfy. I like this couch. I hope I don’t drop off though.

FREUD
Funny you should say that. It’s quite common for my patients to drop off. Psychoanalysis can have a rather hypnotic effect. My clients find themselves falling into a deep trance like state which can, indeed, lead them into a peaceful sleep.

WALRUS
No I meant, I hope I don’t drop off the couch. (LOOKING) It’s quite a long way down.

FREUD
I don’t think there’s much chance of that happening.

WALRUS
No?

FREUD
Rest assured. You’re perfectly safe.

WALRUS
Well, thank God for that. That’s great news, Doc. I feel a whole lot better knowing I’m in safe hands. 


(FREUD LEAFS THROUGH SOME NOTES. THE WALRUS LEANS OUT AND MOVES HIS SHOES APART. STILL LEAFING THROUGH THE NOTES, FREUD GETS UP, PUTS THE SHOES TOGETHER AND ADJUSTS THE PICTURE AND RETURNS TO HIS SEAT)

FREUD
I see you were a patient with Doctor Mayfield.

WALRUS
I was. But I didn’t think we were getting anywhere. So he suggested coming to you.

FREUD
Really! I find that… difficult to believe.

WALRUS
Why? You’re the best. Everyone says so. You know him, do you, Doctor Mayfield?

FREUD
I’m aware of him, yes.

WALRUS
He’s a friend?

FREUD
Not exactly no.

WALRUS
A colleague though?

FREUD
No, not really. Dr Mayfield, is a competent enough therapist. (BEAT) If slightly misguided about the fundamentals.

WALRUS
Really?

FREUD
Dr Mayfield is a Jungian.

WALRUS
He may be young, doc, but he learns fast.

FREUD
No, no, you misunderstand. I said he was a Jungian. It’s a minor, unimportant, offshoot of Freudian analysis. Karl Jung, a pupil of my great great grandfather, came up with it. It has been discredited for years, of course. But these Jungians will persist with their, dare I say it, rather old fashioned approach. 

WALRUS
What was his approach? 

FREUD
Oh, some nonsense about the collective unconscious. Entirely erroneous of course. All that business about dreams using universal metaphors. Frankly, I’m surprised that Mayfield has the gall to call himself a psychoanalyst. No more than a counsellor, in my opinion. Like one of those ‘holistic’ therapists. Two a penny these days: snake oil sellers to a man.

WALRUS
Snake oil, I think I’ve heard of that. Does it work?

FREUD
Of course it doesn’t…

WALRUS
I’ll have a look in the health food shop on my way home. They might stock it. Or the internet. You can get anything on the internet.

FREUD
It is not real, it is just a quack remedy.

WALRUS
Quack remedy, really, wow. Do you take it before or after meals?

FREUD
There is no. Such. Thing. As. Snake oil.

WALRUS
(TAPPING HIS NOSE) I know the routine, doc. Let’s keep it to ourselves, eh. Don’t want the hoi-polloi getting hold of it.

FREUD
We’ll move on shall we? (BEAT) So. How long were you with Doctor Mayfield.

WALRUS
Five years.

FREUD
Five years! (DISAPPROVINGLY) Mmm… Mind you, psychoanalysis can be a long process. Do you feel better?

WALRUS
Better than what?

FREUD
Better than you felt before.

WALRUS
Oh yes. I used to have these terrible headaches, used to last  for days on end. I had to lie in a dark room wearing ear plugs.

FREUD
It is true the mind can manifest psychological hurt as actual, physical pain.

WALRUS
Yes, he definitely sorted out the headaches. (BEAT) Of course having that bullet removed from my skull also helped a bit.

FREUD
A bullet?

WALRUS
It’s a long story. I didn’t even know it was there. (ASIDE) Well, how was I to know Abe Lincoln’s gun was loaded?

FREUD
I’m thinking more of your… psychological health. Has that improved?  

WALRUS
I still feel a bit isolated.

FREUD
Well, we all feel like that sometimes.

WALRUS
Unwanted, unloved… 

FREUD
I see

WALRUS
… abused, denigrated, maligned, mistreated.

FREUD
These are common…

WALRUS
… reviled, vilified, lambasted, maltreated, disparaged. (BEAT) Apart from that, everything’s going swimmingly. 

FREUD
This does rather prove my point. There is little evidence Jungian treatment is effective in the longer term. It’s complete nonsense to say that people can help themselves. How can they? How can anyone see into their own subconscious without the assistance of a therapist. The mind is devious, Mr Walrus, it leads you a merry dance at every possible opportunity. Only in psychoanalysis can we isolate the knots and scars that lay hidden deep in the subconscious, bring them to the surface and them banish them for good, leaving the mind clear and liberated. 


(AS THIS SPEECH GOES ON, THE WALRUS MOVES HIS SHOES APART).

WALRUS
I keep getting this feeling that people don’t like me.

FREUD
And you’ve been having these feelings for how long?

WALRUS
Let me see – I had them last week. And, now I come to think about it, last month too. And last year, of course. And the year before. In fact, probably for most of the last century. (BEAT) Well, thinking about it, I guess it would have been for about the last… twenty thousand years, give or take.

FREUD
Twenty thousand years

WALRUS
Yes.

FREUD
You’re twenty thousand years old?

WALRUS
Well, obviously not. (BEAT) I’ve just had this feeling for twenty thousand years. Before then I was perfectly happy.

FREUD
So you are telling me that you are more than twenty thousand years old?

WALRUS
I suppose I could have been miserable even back then. I don’t really remember. I mainly only remember the last forty years or so.

FREUD
That makes sense – the last forty years. That’s how old you look, roughly.

WALRUS
Yes, but I’ve always looked like this.

FREUD
Like Peter Pan?

WALRUS
I don’t look anything like Peter Pan.

FREUD
He didn’t age. He was always a little boy.

WALRUS
He’s lucky. I’ve never been a little boy.

FREUD
Everybody is a little boy at some time.

WALRUS
What even women?

FREUD
I did have a client once who claimed to be a vampire. To have lived for several hundred years…

WALRUS
Typical bloody vampire, always exaggerating.

FREUD
And some of my clients come up with tales of their previous lives – as Egyptian princesses, human sacrifices, Druids and so on. I do not find it productive to try to deal with these memories. I say to them: we are only interested in finding some sort of harmony in your present life and we’ll leave previous – and future - lives for, shall we say, less scrupulous therapists.

WALRUS
You don’t just tell them not to be so stupid, and that there’s no such thing as reincarnation.

FREUD
As I said, we put the question of their previous lives to one side.


(AS HE SAYS THIS, FREUD GETS UP, TIDIES UP THE SHOES AND STRAIGHTENS THE PICTURE)

WALRUS
I think the problems started when I was thrown out of Heaven. 

FREUD
The night club?

WALRUS
No, the place. You know, the place where all the good people end up. Anyway. Up till then I was this totally wondrous angel. I had grace, beauty… wings.  I was number two and I was thinking, it was just a matter of time before, you know, I stepped into the big man’s shoes.

FREUD
Interesting. I assume what you are telling me is that your father was a strong, unbending man and eventually the competition between the two of you became too much and you were forced to leave home.

WALRUS
I’m speechless. You worked all that out from, just, things that I’ve said. (ASIDE) It took Dr Mayfield two years to work out I hadn’t got a tail.

FREUD
My patients present their dilemmas in a variety of different ways. I have learned to see through the superficiality of their words to the inner world beyond. (BEAT)  So why did you go to Doctor Mayfield in the first place?

WALRUS
People don’t like me. I can’t seem to find out why.

FREUD
What gives you the idea you are disliked?

WALRUS
I don’t know really. I don’t know what I’ve done, but people seem to want to drive me out of every place I go.

FREUD
I often find that, at the root of this feeling, is self-hatred. We project our own doubts about ourselves onto others making it appear that we are disliked. In the end, it makes no difference whether it is perception, or actuality.

WALRUS
Really?

FREUD
Absolutely. I’m sure if we conducted a survey of your friends and acquaintances, we would find you no more or less popular than anyone else.

WALRUS
I’ll give you an example, shall I?

FREUD
Of course.

WALRUS
I was staying in the Bavarian Alps, in a friend’s place, a lovely old castle. I did my best to get to know the locals but, to be honest, they were just ignorant peasants. Barely a brain between them. There’s only so much to discuss about mountain goats.  Anyway, there were unsubstantiated rumours, and they started to ostracise me - rushing up to me on the street, brandishing crucifixes and shouting, ‘Get out, demon, get out’. That’s specyism, that is. Next thing I know there’s a procession of them climbing up the hill with burning torches. They ended up setting fire to my friend’s castle.  

FREUD
And how did that make you feel?

WALRUS
Unwanted. (BEAT) And hot.

FREUD
Mass hysteria in small out-of-the-way villages is surprisingly common. In parts of Africa, they still burn witches. Perhaps there was some… unexplained incident that triggered the events.

WALRUS
Not really. I mean, there were a few teenage girls missing, but no more than half-a-dozen. (BEAT) Actually, now you come to mention it, I think you might be right. It probably was the girls, that triggered them off.

FREUD
Quite probably. In fact almost certainly. Communities when provoked can exhibit the symptoms of mass neurosis. 

WALRUS
Yeah. Probably chucking ‘em down that well was a bad move too.

FREUD
I beg your pardon.

WALRUS
Chucking them down that well behind the castle. Probably not a good idea.

FREUD
Are you saying it was you, murdering these girls?

WALRUS
Listen Doc, we are covered by client/physician confidentiality, aren’t we?

FREUD
Yes of course.

WALRUS
I’m pretty sure it wasn’t me that did it. Although I do have these blackouts when I do things and then don’t remember. I’m just sitting about and the next thing I know is I’m at the sink washing the blood off my hands.

FREUD
Blood.

WALRUS
Probably just cut my finger or something. Is there such a thing as somnambulistic vegetable chopping?

FREUD
(STANDING UP) When the unconscious is driving us (GOES ROUND TO SHOES) we often do things that we are not consciously aware of. (TIDIES SHOES AND STRAIGHTENS PICTURE. AS HE RETURNS TO HIS SEAT, THE WALRUS UNTIDIES HIS SHOES AGAIN) Are you sure these events actually happened. They seem more dreamlike to me.

WALRUS
(REVELATION) Oh my God, you’re right. I just dreamt it. None of it actually happened. All these years I’ve wasted. All this guilt I’ve been carrying, gnawing away at my insides… ‘and he woke up and it was all just a dream’. That’s fantastic, Doc. Unbelievable. It’s like a huge yokel has been lifted off my shoulders.

FREUD
Yoke.

WALRUS
Sorry?

FREUD
‘It’s like huge yoke has been lifted off my shoulders’.

WALRUS
You too, eh?

FREUD
That may just be what we call a Freudian slip: when we unconsciously express a deep seated fear. So. We need to ask - Who is the yokel sitting on your shoulders?

WALRUS
Wow, another insight. That’s two already. This session just keeps getting better and better.

FREUD
We mustn’t get too excited. These things take time. We have a long way to go.

WALRUS
I know, I know, but this is so wonderful… All these years thinking I was the devil doing all these terrible things…

FREUD
The devil?

WALRUS
It’s incredible. I really believed that I was the devil and I’d been making mischief for thousands of years.

FREUD
The devil… mmm…

WALRUS
What’s up doc?

FREUD
Dr Mayfield mentioned  something about the devil in his notes. Let me see. (SHUFFLES THROUGH HIS NOTES) Ah yes here we are. ‘Massive delusions’, ‘Tendency to invent’, ‘exaggerations’.  Strange. There’s an unfinished sentence here: ‘OMG, he really is… must get away before…’ Before what I wonder?

WALRUS
Before the shops close perhaps?

FREUD
Mmm. Possibly. (BEAT) So you told Dr Mayfield that you were the devil.

WALRUS
I might have mentioned it in passing, yes.

FREUD
And is that true?

WALRUS
You don’t really believe in the devil do you?

FREUD
Tempting us all into sin. (CHUCKLES) I don’t think we need a devil to explain the evil in our society. It’s all around us. With the subconscious mind in the driving seat, and that subconscious full of noxiousness, anger and hate. No, we don’t need supernatural forces to explain the wickedness of man.

WALRUS
Funnily enough, that just what I said to Hitler.

FREUD
To Hitler. 

WALRUS
I met him when he was a painter. Not a very good painter, I might add. I mean, good painters don’t need the numbers, do they? I bet Michelangelo didn’t need the numbers.

FREUD
And?

WALRUS
All I said was, you won’t sell many paintings round here. Too many bloody Jews. Then he seemed to go a bit mental and went rushing off ranting about ‘the final solution’. I thought he was talking about that stuff you put you contact lenses in.

FREUD
I find your little fantasies most amusing, Mr Walrus, but I can’t help thinking that you are using them to throw us off the scent.  You have, I believe, built up a kind of… comic persona, an impervious shell around your real self, that will not allow us to see the real turmoil within. You are like a swan, serene and calm above the water, but paddling desperately below the water to maintain the illusion of control.

WALRUS
So I’m not the devil.

FREUD
Sorry to disappoint you.

WALRUS
Archduke Ferdinand. I assassinated him. Started the First World War.

FREUD
You hadn’t been born.

WALRUS
And what about me telling Mao we needed a great leap forward?

FREUD
Fantasy.

WALRUS
Not even lending Lee Harvey Oswald my rifle.

FREUD
He had his own gun. It was all in the reports.

WALRUS
Well, shiver my timbers. It’s all coming out today, isn’t it? I didn’t get anywhere with that Doctor Mayfield. No wonder he killed himself.

FREUD
Killed himself?

WALRUS
Threw himself out of the window. Nine floors up.

FREUD
I didn’t know that. When was this?

WALRUS
27th October. It was a Friday, I think.

FREUD
Wait a minute, these notes.. (HE RIFLES THROUGH THE NOTES)

WALRUS
Something the matter?

FREUD
‘OMG, he really is… must get away before..’ 27th October. Four o’clock. You’d just seen him.

WALRUS
Had I? I didn’t realise. He’d got his receptionist to ring me and sort out the referral to you. I couldn’t understand it. I thought we were getting on like a house on fire. I just wanted a word, you know, to see what the problem was.

FREUD
Interesting phrase to use: ‘A house on fire’.

WALRUS
Is it?

FREUD
Question: In what circumstances might you throw yourself out of a ninth floor window? Answer: When the house is on fire.

WALRUS
Terrible business. I liked him. We were making such good progress.

FREUD
And the devil business?

WALRUS
‘Complete fantasy’, he said. Same as you.

FREUD
My great, great grandfather predicted the Jungians would come to a bad end.

WALRUS
Look I know it’s very sad and everything, but this is still my session and I get the feeling we might be on to something, you know, going forward, as they say.

FREUD
Very well. Let’s proceed.

WALRUS
I think the problems started in my childhood.

FREUD
Interesting. We have talked about your controlling father. Often, even after the demise of the problem parents, we find ourselves performing actions that are dictated by these now invisible figure (AS HE SPEAKS HE GETS UP, GOES OVER AND TIDIES THE SHOES AND ADJUSTS THE PICTURE).

WALRUS
The thing is that I don’t really like people who are omnipotent. I find them irritating. The fact that they’re all-knowing and all-seeing is bad enough, but they’re eternal too. You can’t have a sensible conversation with people like that. There’s only one thing worse than people who think they know everything and that’s people who do know everything. (BEAT) We were having this discussion once about who won the FA Cup in 1895. I bet him a fiver it was West Bromwich Albion but he said it was Aston Villa, one nil. But you see, even if he’d been wrong, because he’s omnipotent, he could have just gone back and changed the result.

FREUD
It is natural in the early years to see our parents as figures of ultimate authority. Then, as we get older, we realise, they too have flaws and eventually we leave them behind and make our own way in the world.

WALRUS
But that’s just my point, you see. You can’t. Because they’re omnipresent. You can’t even go to the toilet without them squeezing in beside you.

FREUD
The authority of the father figure is internalised and manifests itself as a belief in god.

WALRUS
Well that’s a big bloody help, that is. Now I’ve got my dad and God telling me who won the cup in 1895. 


(PAUSE)

FREUD
I think perhaps we might try something a little different. Please sit up.


(FREUD COMES ROUND TO THE COUCH AND SITS BESIDE THE WALRUS).

FREUD
Now I want you to relax.


(WALRUS RELAXES SO MUCH HE CRUMPLES UP AND FALLS OFF THE COUCH)

FREUD
It’s your own time you’re wasting, you know.


(WALRUS GETS BACK UP ON THE COUCH.  FREUD  TAKES PENCIL AND HOLDS IT IN FRONT OF THE WALRUS)

FREUD
Now I want you to keep your eyes on the pencil.


(HE MOVES IT BACK AND FORTH. THE WALRUS FOLLOWS IT WITH HIS WHOLE BODY LIKE A CHARMED SNAKE)

FREUD
Just your eyes, Mr Walrus, just your eyes. (BEAT) Now. Your eyes are beginning to feel heavy. (WALRUS KEELS OVER AS IF HIS EYES WEIGH A TON. HE FALLS OFF COUCH AGAIN).

FREUD
You do know I charge 250 dollars an hour. Plus tax.


(WALRUS DUSTS HIMSELF OFF AND RETURNS TO THE COUCH. FREUD WAVES THE PENCIL).

FREUD
Now you are feeling tired, really tired, really really tired.

WALRUS
I am. I’m definitely feeling tired now.

FREUD
(IRRITATED) There’s no need to speak. (BEAT) Just concentrate on the pencil. Back and forth. Back and Forth. Back and Forth.

WALRUS
Did you know they’ve got a pencil museum in (ENGLAND/KESWICK)?

FREUD
(STANDING UP AND DOING SOME MANIC TIDYING)  That’s it, that’s it. You, Mr Walrus, really are the most trying patient that has ever been my misfortune to encounter in twenty years of psychoanalysis. I’ve had kings on this couch, billionaires, but none of them, not one of them has been as irritating as you are. I can’t fathom why you’ve come to me. Just playing games is it?  Just playing games at 250 dollars an hour.

WALRUS
(PUSHING THE SHOES APART) Plus tax.

FREUD
How on earth did Mayfield put up with you for five years? No wonder he threw himself off the building. Is there room on the ledge, Mayfield? Budge over. (FINISHES TIDYING AND SITS DOWN AGAIN)

WALRUS
(TO THE TUNE OF ‘MAYBE IT’S BECAUSE I’M A LONDONER’) Maybe it’s because he’s a Jungian.

FREUD
Will you shut up. Will you just shut up. For two minutes. Shut up. For two minutes. And put those bloody shoes together. What are you, five years old?


(LONG SILENCE).

WALRUS
Sorry Doc.

FREUD
(CALMING) That’s all right. That’s all right. That’s all right. It is…  exceedingly unprofessional to lose one’s patience… with a patient. It shouldn’t have happened. But. I apologise. In psychoanalysis, the patient should be allowed to free associate. The analyst merely listens. Makes no judgement. Appears, superficially, to be entirely uninvolved, but listening, all the time listening, for those clues, those vital clues, that point us to the underlying neurosis. Yet in this session, for reasons I cannot readily explain, I seem to have been drawn in. I have found myself saying more than the patient. (BEAT) Let us resume. Sit back on the couch. Relax. And tell me what is on your mind. 

WALRUS
Right. Off I go then. I just say what I’m thinking about.

FREUD
Don’t think. Just speak. Let the thoughts spill out in any way they will. Don’t censor. Even the vilest thing should be heard. The floor is yours.

WALRUS
I think all my problems stem from an incident in my childhood. You know, with my normal dad.

FREUD
Go on.

WALRUS
It was a Saturday I think. I was trimming some bushes with a chain saw when, gosh and darn it, wouldn’t you just know it, I lost my grip and I accidentally decapitated my Dad. So I went rushing into the house to tell my mum and I slipped on a patch of oil and, blow me down with a feather, if I didn’t have sex with her. Inadvertently, of course. I didn’t know what to do, so I thought the best way forward was to internalise my pain by burying it deep in my subconscious. That way I could forget it all completely and it wouldn’t affect my future behaviour in any way. Then, coincidentally of course, there were a series of slayings in my neighbourhood. (HE MOVES HIS SHOES APART).


(PAUSE) 

FREUD
I wonder, Mr Walrus, if psychoanalysis is exactly the best way forward for you. It is expensive…

WALRUS
250 dollars an hour! Plus tax.

FREUD
… and there are many other avenues open to you. (BEAT) Electroconvulsive therapy is, I understand, making something of a come back.

WALRUS
Isn’t that painful?

FREUD
Hopefully. I mean, probably. (BEAT) These games you are playing, will preclude any chance of gaining any meaningful momentum. You do know that?

WALRUS
(AS GROUCHO MARX) No, but if you play it, I’ll try and pick it up as you go along.

FREUD
It is a very expensive way of wasting your time. (BEAT) And mine.

WALRUS
But I thought we were on the verge of some significant insights, breakthroughs even.

FREUD
Not on the verge, not in the region, not even in the same galaxy as an insight.

WALRUS
But we’ve only just started.

FREUD
That is the single most depressing sentence I have ever heard in my life. Don’t you realise that as long as you maintain this facetious… facade, There’s no point in pursuing this analysis further. Perhaps you should  read my great great grandfather’s book Jokes and Their Relation to the Unconscious.

WALRUS
I don’t like joke books.

FREUD
I think you might find it enlightening.

WALRUS
You do know who I am, don’t you, doc?

FREUD
Yes I do. You’re Mr Walrus, or whatever. You are my client. What you are not, is the devil. The concept of the devil has grown up because of the cognitive dissonance between the idea of a compassionate God and a world full of pain and misery. Everything’s simpler if you put it down to a figure of purest malevolence.

WALRUS
So I’m not the devil.

FREUD
No.

WALRUS
And I’m not responsible for all the evil in the world?

FREUD
No.

WALRUS
Well that really is a big weight off my shoulders, Doc, I can tell you. I mean, Rwanda, there was some bad stuff there. I was working as a DJ in those days and I might just have mentioned, between the weather and the traffic news, in passing, mind, that the Tutsi were cursed and should be slaughtered without mercy. I mean, being a DJ is quite difficult. You have to talk rubbish for hours at a time. I bet Dave Lee Travis triggered off a few genocides in his time.

FREUD
What is the point of all this… fantasy? You’ve created an entire world of make-believe. Do you really believe any of it? What does it achieve? (BEAT) What is going on inside your mind that you don’t want me to see? (STANDING) We all have our eccentricities. Those dark corners of  the subconscious (TIDIES SHOES, STRAIGHTENS PICTURE) that hide a multitude of lurid secrets. (SITS DOWN).


(LONG PAUSE).

FREUD
Mr Walrus?

WALRUS
I’m thinking.

FREUD
Well, that’s a first.


(PAUSE).

WALRUS
I am the devil. I have lived for thousands of years. I was an angel once. God’s favourite angel but he cast me out and left me to wander the world taking my revenge on his favourite race - destroying their hopes, their faith, their future. Dragging the sinners into hell…

FREUD
Say that again.

WALRUS
Dragging the sinners into hell.

FREUD
Isn’t dragging sinners into hell exactly what God wants? If that is the case, surely you still work for God.

WALRUS
No, no, no. He hates me. I don’t work for God anymore. He cast me out.

FREUD
I think if you did your research a little better you’d realise that there are all sorts of representations of the devil throughout history and many are contradictory. Is he a fallen angel, a demon poking a sinner in the Garden of Earthy Delights, inside a young girl making her spew pea soup. In the bible he is sometimes seen to be God’s servant, testing his minions, as he did for Jesus in the Gospels. The tempter came to him and said, “If you are the Son of God, tell these stones to become bread.” Jesus answered, “It is written: ‘Man shall not live on bread alone, but on every word that comes from the mouth of God.’(BEAT) So it is not just that you are not the devil. The devil does not exist.

WALRUS
But if I’m not the devil, who am I?

FREUD
I imagine you are just an ordinary human being. Rich – to afford my fees to such little affect. I don’t suppose that your real name is Mr Walrus. It’s an amusing enough nom de guerre. Faintly ridiculous, clearly fictitious.

WALRUS
There’s just one small problem.

FREUD
And that is?

WALRUS
I don’t have another life. Not as such. Not an ordinary life. I don’t live anywhere. I don’t go anywhere. I have no friends. No parents, no relations. I know it’s unlikely I really am the devil. But there doesn’t seem to be any other logical explanation... 

FREUD
When you came here this morning…

WALRUS
This morning?

FREUD
Where did you come from?

WALRUS
I don’t remember.

FREUD
Did you knock on the door?

WALRUS
Don’t remember. 

FREUD
What’s the last thing you do remember?

WALRUS
Coming in through that door.

FREUD
And nothing before?

WALRUS
Nothing. That’s my whole problem. And it’s much worse than being the devil. My problem is that I don’t seem to exist at all. (BEAT) Except for an hour or so between coming out of there (POINTS TO WINGS) and going back there (POINTS TO OTHER WING) Apart from that. Nothing. Sometimes I feel like I’m a figment of someone’s imagination. And the really weird thing is, I get the feeling I’m doing this over and over again. The same thing, the same words, every day, sometimes twice a day. I know it can’t be true, but that is what it feels like.

FREUD
It is very common trait amongst the clinically depressed to believe they are caught in some kind of never ending cycle. You get up, you eat breakfast, you go to work, come home, go to bed and the next day those same things happen. They are on a treadmill, without the means, or the will, to step off.

WALRUS
At least they have breakfast. I never have any food. I never eat. Or drink. Or wee (BEAT) And all those people watching me, watching my every move, laughing at me. Who are they? What do they want?

FREUD
There’s no one watching you. But it is a common misconception. People say that their life has become like a play, like a performance. They feel self-conscious, as if people are scrutinising their every move, looking for that small but significant mistake

WALRUS
That’s it. That’s it exactly. I feel there’s someone else in the room. Right now. With us. Here.

FREUD
No. We are completely alone.

WALRUS
You haven’t got some pupils out there observing, have you? You know, behind two way mirrors or something.

FREUD
That would be completely unprofessional.

WALRUS
Listen. (BEAT) I can hear them breathing.


(THERE IS SILENCE APART FROM AMBIENT SOUNDS. THE WALRUS WILL PICK OUT ANY SOUND SUCH AS A COUGH IN THE AUDIENCE)

WALRUS
Did you hear that (COUGH, CREAK, WHATEVER)?

FREUD
I can’t hear anything at all.

WALRUS
You know I don’t remember a single thing since I came through that door. (HE WALKS OVER TO EXAMINE THE DOOR. HE TRIES TO OPEN IT) It’s not very substantial this door. Look. It wobbles about. (HE OPENS THE DOOR) It doesn’t go anywhere. There’s just a brick wall. Come and look.

FREUD
(COMES OVER) It’s just my reception area.

WALRUS
Out there?

FREUD
Yes. There’s Janet, my receptionist, on the phone, a table with some old magazines, some very old magazines.

WALRUS
And you see all that. 

FREUD
Come and sit down, Mr Walrus.

WALRUS
You don’t have to keep calling me that. It’s not my real name.

FREUD
What is your real name?

WALRUS
I don’t know. I don’t know anything any more. I mean who are you?

FRUED
I am Doctor Freud, of course, your analyst.

WALRUS
That’s what you say. (BEAT) I mean, it’s a bit of coincidence isn’t it. With all the old fashioned gear and the beard. You look just like Sigmund Freud. You wouldn’t dress like that would you?  Not today. Not in real life. That beard. Oh come on. Nobody has a beard like that, these days. You’re not a Moslem are you. It’s obviously false. Look.


(HE GOES OVER AND TRIES TO TEAR OFF THE ‘FALSE’ BEARD. THEY END UP WRESTLING ON THE FLOOR)

FREUD
Will you get off me, you stupid man! 

WALRUS
It’s false! It’s false!

FREUD
It’s not false. It’s real and that bloody hurts! You’re tearing it out by the roots!


(PUSHES THE WALRUS AWAY)

WALRUS
Alright. OK. It’s real enough. But that doesn’t prove anything. You could have grown that beard ready to impersonate Sigmund Freud.

FREUD
You are a complete lunatic, you do know that don’t you?

WALRUS
Oh that’s brilliant therapy, that is. Is that what you say to all your patients: ‘You know what your trouble is mate – you’re a complete loony, you’re barking mad. That’ll be 250 dollars plus tax’. G’is a job, I could do that.

FREUD
Will you please sit back on the couch. If you do not, I’m afraid there will be nothing else I can do for you. The session…
the treatment will be over. Forever.

WALRUS
All we’ve proved is that I’m not who I’m supposed to be. We’re no closer to the truth. (KICKS HIS SHOES APART).

FREUD
Will you stop it with the shoes. They’re all muddy. I’ll have to have that carpet cleaned now. And put them together properly…


(THE WALRUS PICKS UP THE SHOES, PUTS THEM DOWN TOGETHER BUT UNTIDILY)

FREUD
Sit down! (BEAT) I don’t know, if you want something done properly you have to do it yourself. (GOES OVER AND PUTS THE SHOES TOGETHER, STRAIGHTENS THE PICTURE AND SITS DOWN) Now lie back, Mr whoever-you-are, or we will have wasted the whole session. (PAUSE) Clearly you have been pretending to be the devil for some sort of cosmic effect…

WALRUS
Cosmic?

FREUD
I said comic.

WALRUS
No you didn’t. You said cosmic. Cosmic effect. Maybe that’s a clue. You know, a Freudian schlep.

FREUD
Slip.

WALRUS
What?

FREUD
It doesn’t matter. (BEAT. MUSING TO HIMSELF) Mind you, a Freudian schlep would be interesting. That would have to be an old jew carrying a heavy bag in the wrong direction.

WALRUS
(LOOKING AT AND THEN PICKING UP HIS SHOES) Hold on, hold on. Look out the window.

FREUD
What for?

WALRUS
Just look. Is it raining?

FREUD
Yes it is raining.

WALRUS
Hard?

FREUD
Pretty hard.

WALRUS
And how long has it been raining?

FREUD
Well. All morning so far, I guess.

WALRUS
If that’s the case, why is the mud on these shoes dry?

FREUD
Let me look? (WALRUS GIVES HIM THE SHOES TO INSPECT) It is dry. So what?

WALRUS
So, if I walked here through the rain the mud should be wet, not dry like this. See, it breaks. (HE BREAKS OFF A PIECE OF MUD).

FREUD
Do you realise what you’ve just done? You’ve got mud on my carpet. And not just mud. There are dogs out there you know. (GRABS DUSTPAN AND BRUSH AND BRUSHES UP THE MUD) It’s no good, it’s no good, you can still see it. The carpet’s going to have to go. I’m putting that on your bill.

WALRUS
Oh for God’s sake, stop bloody fussing you old woman. You’ve got an unresolved anal obsession, that’s all. Take some cocaine. This is more important. I’m going to sort this out once and for all.


 (HE RUSHES OFF THE STAGE TO A PLANT IN THE FRONT ROW OF THE AUDIENCE AND SNATCHES HIS PROGRAM)

AUDIENCE
That’s my program.

WALRUS
Oh shut up.

AUDIENCE 
I paid for that.

WALRUS
(MOCKING) ‘I paid for that’. Last of the bloody millionaires. (COMES BACK ON THE STAGE. FLICKS THROUGH THE PROGRAM UNTIL HE FINDS A PICTURE OF FREUD. AND THE NAME OF THE ACTOR PLAYING HIM) That’s you. Look. That’s you. Your name is  (ACTOR’S NAME)  You’ve been in loads of things. (READS FROM ACTOR’S ACTUAL RESUME) Oo, look, you had a small part in Hair -  that must have been embarrassing for you. (PALMS THE PROGRAM).

FREUD
What are you talking about?

WALRUS
It’s all in the program.

FREUD
What program?

WALRUS
(WAVING HIS HAND) The one in my…
hand. (LOOKS AT HIS HAND CONFUSED. DEFLATED) It was there.

FREUD
Your time is nearly up, please sit back on the couch. (THE WALRUS SITS BACK ON THE COUCH) I feel we have at least begun to address your issues but this is much more serious than I thought.  I suggest we need at least three sessions a week for a minimum of a year. Now please lie back down.

WALRUS
What about the dried mud?

FREUD
This isn’t CSI and I am not Sherlock Holmes. You probably came in a taxi which explains why your shoes are not wet.

WALRUS
None of this makes sense. I feel like I’m in a Samuel Becket play.

FREUD
Interesting. Interesting. And though she feels as if she's in a play
She is anyway. (BEAT. HE STANDS AND STARTS HIS USUAL TIDYING. HE PICKS UP A PIECE OF MUD, HOLDING IT GINGERLY AND DROPS IT IN THE BIN. DISPENSES SOME ALCOHOL GEL INTO HIS HANDS AND RUBS THEM THOROUGHLY).

WALRUS
You’re not going to operate on me are you Doc?

FREUD
Only metaphorically.

WALRUS
Will that involve pain?

FREUD
The worst, Mr Walrus, the worst.  And I have something much sharper than a scalpel for the operation. Now!! (STRIDES FRONT STAGE) Imagine if you will that this is not my study, but a theatre. Around us here are the props. Imagine this door is not really a door but a piece of painted wood with a brick wall behind it. Out here (SWEEPING GESTURE) are the audience. You and I, are actors in a play.

WALRUS
It’s a stretch, Doc, but I’ll give it a go.

FREUD
Each time we emerge on the stage we are a different character.

WALRUS
Well you are.

FREUD
Think of the many roles we play: son, father, husband, uncle, friend, underling, boss. Each one a performance on its own. What is my character arc? What is my motivation? Each character forms over time, plays its role, and then disappears. When our parents die we are no longer a son. Where does that part of us go? After all, it’s the first rule of thermodynamics, energy can be neither created nor destroyed. It merely assumes another form.

WALRUS
I’m not the devil then?

FREUD
Yes you are. From the time you walk through that door until the time you leave you are, indeed the devil.

WALRUS
You said the devil doesn’t exist.

FREUD
You are merely taking the guise of the devil. That the real devil doesn’t exist,  doesn’t matter. What matters is what lurks in the subconscious mind. It’s like some monstrous dark oily engine, deep inside us, driving us on. All the awful things ever done to us are stored here. Old remnants of lives we used to live. Instincts we don’t need anymore. Why else do we scream at the scuttling spider and recoil from the slithering snake. The animal is there too, ready to rape and kill, if we’d only let it off the leash. All these things are inside you, Mr Walrus, and what if you chose to hide them away and take on the role of the (MIMES INVERTED COMMAS) “devil”. Take any man off the street and I’ll show you worse.

WALRUS
Wow!

FREUD
Intriguing isn’t it? But our hour is up.

WALRUS
(LOOKS AT HIS WATCH) But it’s only been 30 minutes (OR ACTUAL TIME SO FAR IN THE SECOND ACT).

FREUD
You said you only exist for two hours at a time.

WALRUS
I don’t want to disappear yet. Not when we are just getting to the crux of it all. I don’t want to keep starting from scratch every time. That'll be like Groundhog Day.

FREUD
Perhaps next time we’ll get further.

WALRUS
But we won’t, we won’t! It’s all right for you. You’ve got a nice warm bar to go and sit in – meet up with all your actor mates, sink a couple of pints, rubbish the audience – ‘cor blimey, talk about a day trip from the retirement home. And as for that actress. She’s all tits and no talent’. But I’ve got nothing. Just the same thing over and over and over again. Until we close. Then I’ll be gone completely.

FREUD
I think you’ll find that is what life is like. The same thing over and over again and then… oblivion.

WALRUS
Alright for you to say. 

FREUD
But you have the chance of resurrection. In a revival, a retrospective. Perhaps they’ll make a film.

WALRUS
(STANDS) It’s not fair I hate it. I hate it. I want my own life. I want a family, children, wife, mother-in-law I want to go and buy some galvanised nails from B&Q. I want to sweep up the leaves in the garden and get drunk and make a fool of myself. I want to fill in a tax return and borrow books from the library. IT’S JUST NOT FAIR!

FREUD
Who said anything about life being fair?

WALRUS
(FRONT STAGE FACING THE AUDIENCE. SPOTLIGHT ON) It’s not too late. We can carry on. You want a third act don’t you. I mean I know people don’t like them any more but you've got half-an-hour till the bus goes. (STAGE LIGHTS FADE) Oh no, don’t do that! Don’t do that! We could have a post performance discussion. There must be a few pretentious bastards out there that want to talk bollocks.  Look she’s putting her coat on ready. Oh please don’t go! Please don’t go, not yet. I’m warning you, I warning you up there in the gods. If you turn that spotlight off and I will come and I will find you! That's what I do! That's ALL I do! You can't stop me! I'll wade through you, reach down your throat and pull your heart out! Oh no. Please don’t make me disappear.

 
(SPOTLIGHT OFF. SHORT PAUSE. MUSIC. FREUD STAYS ON FOR A BOW. EVENTUALLY THE WALRUS DOES THE SAME). 

END 
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