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This playscript went to print while rehearsals were still in progress, so may differ slightly from the version as performed.
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EVERYMAN

























EVERYMAN








Prologue: Everyman’s birthday party with Fellowship, which descends into drunkenness, coke-snorting, lewdness and aggression amidst the dancing and laughter. The prologue ends with a rap and Everyman vomiting into a bucket provided by God/Good Deeds.




Fellowship (rapping)


Masters of the Universe


listen to my rap verse


Masters of the Universe


listen to my rap verse


Masters of the Universe


 


24/7 livin in Heaven, revvin up the lifestyle, bevvies with the brethren,


Tinker tailor soldier I spy, camel don’t pass thru a needle’s eye,


Rich man, poor man, beggarman, thief, beyond redemption, beyond belief,


Happy fuckin birthday, woof woof, hair of the dog,


Masters of the Universe, you’re –


listen to me listen to me – you’re God.


What’s God like God like God like God like –


you’re God-like, listen to the truth.


 


24/7 gotta make a livin, on my second wife – I, upgradin on the Wifi,


revvin up the revvin up the revvin up the lifestyle,


Rich as Croesus, thank you Jesus, connected to the thigh-bone


is the fuckin iPhone,


Happy fuckin birthday, woof woof, beware of the dog,


Masters of the Universe you’re –


listen to me listen to me – you’re God.


What’s God like God like God like God like –


you’re God-like – listen to the truth.




Everyman vomits.





Everyman


Oh my God …


God/Good Deeds


What’s God like? Me. Me. Hear my voice –


though I’ve been their shepherd, of their world the light,


have walked on water, raised the dead, self-resurrected,


so it’s been said, turned water into wine …


or, verily, I was when nothing was


and I will be when nothing else remains;


sent several prophets to explain all this,


have clicked on like a pilot-light above apostles’ heads,


and what they think I think is to be found


in all their Holy Tomes – Torah, Bible, Koran – or scriptures –


that which is heard, that which is remembered –


despite all this, my prayer remains unanswered.


For I perceive here in my majesty


how all mankind grows worse from year to year,


cavorting with Wrath, Greed, Sloth,


with Pride, Lust, Envy and with Gluttony.


It seems that Everyman has had enough of me


or takes my name in vain. The angels weep


to see the ruin of the Earth:


the gathered waters, which I called the seas,


unclean, choking on themselves.


The dry land – fractured, fracked.


The firmament so full of filth,


my two Great Lights, to rule the day and night,


have tears in their eyes.


                                                I gave the tree, yielding fruit,


whose seed is in itself; abundant fish,


great singing whales, winged fowl, cattle,


every living beast I could imagine. Behold, it was all good,


all good. And now? All trashed. For why?


For Everyman liveth only for his pleasure.


Therefore, I will have Reckoning with Everyman.


Amen to that. I hoped well once that he


would make his mansion in my glory


and so I made him hero of the story,


the lazy, selfish, thoughtless, thankless fool.


But, should I show myself, he’d not believe.


I need a mighty messenger. Where art thou, Death?


Death


Almighty, Governor, I’m here, at your command,


awaiting orders. Suited, booted, scythe in hand.


God/Good Deeds


Death – trump card, final word – pay Everyman a call


and show him, in my omnipresent name,


the final journey he must undertake,


right now, and can’t escape. Impress upon him


he must bring a Reckoning to me


of how he’s used the time I’ve granted him.


You get my drift? Comprendez? Samjha?


My will is set on this.


Death


Thy Will Be Done. I’ll find an Everyman


most typical of one who’s squandered his God-given time


on pleasure, treasure, leisure, etcetera. The world is full of them


and my dead eyes see all the world at once.




Everyman groans.





Sorted.




Everyman gives God/Good Deeds £10 for clearing his vomit.





Everyman


Bless you.


Death


Here’s one arriving now


with no thought in his hedonistic head


that Death will, pronto, buttonhole him in his tracks.




Enter Everyman on to balcony.





Amazing view.


Everyman


I’m seeing two of it. Birthday bash.


I need a slash.


Death


That’s right.


Piss on the world, as usual.


Everyman


Look, mate, don’t go starting anything …


Death


How’s your soul?


Everyman


What?


Death


Have you forgotten God?


Everyman


Oh my days.


Death


Omnipotent? All-seeing?


A word in your shell-like.


God’s been watching you.


You’re on God’s mind.


Everyman


I think you’re confusing me with someone else.


Death


Your card is marked. I know your name, son.


The hour is later than you think


and I’ve been sent to you by God. Specifically.


Everyman


God? By God?


Get out of my face.


Death


Not possible. Not an option. No way out.


It’s in your interests not to doubt


God has a plan for you. Everyman.


Everyman


Who told you my name?


I have nothing to do with any creed –


live and let live, that’s my philosophy.


Go and peck at someone else’s swede.


Death


Read my lips.


My Governor wants a Reckoning. Of your life.


No ifs or buts, no bottling it, no mañana. Man-up time.


Here’s the itinerary.


You leave here now and make a pilgrimage to God.


Then you explain yourself.


Everyman


Yeah, yeah, yeah.




Everyman reels back as Death grasps him.





Your touch is ice.


Death


The moment’s now.


The journey long, hard, dangerous.


You can’t decline.


Start counting up your many bad deeds


and those puny few, your good.


You’ll tell the score to God. In ‘Paradise’.


Carpe diem don’t apply.


There you’ll be judged


on how you’ve spent your temporary life.


Yes, rack your brain for one good deed.


There won’t be anyone to intercede.


Everyman


Who are you?


Death


I’m Death. God’s Heavy, if you like.


Yes, you know me now all right.


I always see it in the eyes.


Everyman


Leave me alone.


Death


My calling-card: cancer, famine, war, a virus


or a plague, great fires and floods. You know the score.


Everyman


This is sick.


Death


Sic transit gloria mundi, my old son.


Your time on Earth is done.


Everyman


I’m in my fucking prime!


Death


I spare no living man. Why act as though


you are immortal and I’ll never show?


Everyman


Let me go.


Death


No.


Everyman


Not here, like this.


I swear to you,


I’ll pay whatever you ask.


I’m loaded! I’m successful!


Name your price.


Death


That won’t be happening.


I can’t be bought with gold and silver,


readies, dosh, spondulicks, plastic, notes.


Nor by politicians, princes, priests or popes,


or poets, painters, pimps. No drug baron or oligarch


can grease this palm. Start reckoning.


Everyman


Help! Somebody help me!


I’ve had no warning from you.


I don’t have any Reckoning worth mentioning.


More years! Give me more years!


I’m begging you!


Death


Get up. Don’t blubber like a big girl’s blouse.


Stop grovelling. It’s not a pretty sight. Wipe that snot.


You’ll start this journey now and do what’s right.


No man cheats Death. I’m always up ahead.


Each one of you will know that when you’re dead.


Everyman


This is a headfuck.


Please please please …


I have good friends. I have a family.


This will destroy them.


Death


Destroy them? There’s an idea.


Oh! You want to take them with you?


Heavens to Murgatroyd –


It’s worth a try.


Everyman


I only have one life!


It’s not my time!


Death


Only on loan, my son, only on loan.


And once you’ve gone, there’ll be another one along


who’ll get it wrong. A waste of space


who does not see me eyeballing his face.


What’s my name?


Everyman


Death. I see you.


I see the end of days, of mornings, nights …


then endless sorrow.


Can’t we make a deal – sort this tomorrow?


Death


No can do. It doesn’t work like that. I make white black,


zap, embolism, stroke, or car crash, heart attack.


I’m hard. Your life’s a candle to me. Pff. Snuffed it.


Remember, God created me to sort you out.


Yes, back away – you won’t get far!




Everyman slips and falls off the balcony. The rest of the action takes place in his head during his fall to his death.





Oops. I’ve loved the craic. Au revoir.




Death stalks him.





Fellowship


Happy fucking birthday!


Happy fucking birthday!


Happy fucking birthday!


Happy fucking birthday!


Everyman


Guys?


Fellowship


Hooray!


Everyman


Please …


Fellowship


Brother from another mother,


give me some love.


What’s wrong?


You look like you’ve seen a ghost.


Get him a shot.


Sit down.


Everyman


Think of your worst nightmare, then treble it.


I’m telling you, I’m in deep shit.


Fellowship


Whoo!




Sings from ‘All About That Bass’ by Meghan Trainor.





Everyman


Something unbelievable just happened.


Out there on the deck.


I’m fucking spooked.


Fellowship


Here we go.


The wind-up merchant …


 


Get that down you.


Everyman


I’m deadly serious.


Swear to me, no matter what I say,


however weird it sounds, how mad,


how off its head,


you won’t abandon me.


Fellowship


Never.


Everyman


No?


Fellowship


All for one


and one for all!


Everyman


Have you ever thought about being dead?


Fellowship


Every morning with a hangover.


Everyman


We don’t know when it’ll happen.


We just don’t know.


Fellowship


Ev – what’s going on?


Are you OK?


Everyman


Sinead – I need you. I need you.


Fellowship


Oooh!


Everyman


I need you to come with me – now.


Fellowship


But we’re just getting going!


Everyman


I have to go away; begin a journey –


what did he say?


Hard and long and dangerous …


then stand in front – I can hardly get this out –


then stand in front of God


and give a fucking Reckoning of my life.


Fellowship


A Fucking Reckoning will take a while!


Form an orderly queue …


Everyman


It’s insane …


but if I can find some way


of pitching myself to God –


with the help of the best mates in the world –
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