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Introduction

 


 


Walter is a two Act play,
non-fiction, true events. From the time that Walter was born
premature in 1951 at 3 1/2 months, he was given a dire prognosis
that he would be Mentally Retarded, and he would face some
difficult times in the years to come. His parent were told it was
best to Institutionalize him then take the baby home. Soon after
his premature birth, an additional illness left Walter with a
facial deformity that left him with paralysis of the right side of
his face, a total hearing loss in one Ear with Seventh Cranial
nerve brain damage. In the mirror he always saw a lopsided face,
was inflicted with a stutter & stammer, and had a very dim few
of life. To escape these trials & tribulations Walter would
daydream about becoming a famous person who has overcome his
personal demons and the Bullies that tormented him for many years
in Public School. Our story starts in 1959 with Walter having one
of those unfair times in his life and our story ends many decades
later. Walter always felt that it wasn't fair that God would allow
him to suffer so much in life.




 


Act I

Scene One

Bedroom 1959

“Day Dreaming”

 


[Scene One opens with lights low on bedroom scene and
doorframe and voice of the mother is heard off stage left with
Walter leaning in the doorway his back to audience.]

 


 


Mother:

 


(Voice off stage Right in an exasperated tone)

[Lights very low on bedroom scene, Medium spot is on
Walter, Walter always keep the right side of his face in shadows
away from audience]

 


Walter, are you going to daydream the rest of your
life away? Wake up boy, there's a real world out there. You will
not find any success in your dreams. You got to clear the clouds
away and see the blue skies above. Are you listening to me boy, or
have you gone into this fantasy world of yours, where you find only
regrets when you wake up? It’s bad enough that your teacher says
you disrupt the class with your daydreaming, and she has to stop
everything and wake you up from where ever you mind is wandering
to. I give up son, one day you will wake up and find out that you
have dreamed all your hopes away and lose your chance to amount to
something worthwhile. Your just like your father, a dreamer wasting
his time and mine. (Pause).... Go to your room boy, dream all you
want, but remember this, dreams will get you nowhere!

 


 


Walter:

 


[Spot fades out] You turn around walk to your
bedroom, [lights gradually fade up halfway over bedroom platform,]
you jump up on the bed and pull up the window shade and open the
window. Resting your elbows on the window sill looking out the
window toward center stage right, meanwhile platform spins slowly
so that outside of window is facing audience down stage at an angle
downstage right to center stage right. [Spot comes up covering only
half your upper torso, keeping right side of face head in shadow,
in the window.] You are looking out of the window toward down stage
right, keeping your face in shadow away from audience. You project
your voice over the Audience, at first you stammer your words, then
clearly speak)

 


Walter:

 


Thhey ttell mme God that I'm aaa dreamer, that I live
in aaa world of fantasy, hhhiding behind a curtain of mmmake
believe. (stammering ends you speak up starting your
Soliloquy).They say that I'm crazy, my dreams will not provide for
me any happiness. They want me to wake up and face the facts, live
in a world of reality. (With a sigh of despair, you cover your face
in your hands for a brief moment, the audience hears you murmur
with a few sobs and cries. Then you look out once again into the
night.) But God! That world of reality is cruel and mean when I
live in it. I am subject to its harshness, the truth it presents
me. Each day I wake up, I huddle in fear, praying that today would
be different. I pray that today I would find my courage and walk
with my head raised up, my eyes looking forward, a smile on my
face. (You move your face out of shadow and face the audience down
stage center. The right side of your face is a frozen tabloid of
pain and anguish. You raise your voice in anguish.) No! Instead, I
walk with my head down, my eyes turned to the ground and the smile
on my face is a frozen lopsided mask of ugliness. (Shouting out) I
hate the way I look! (You turn your face back into the shadows,
your voice raised in agitation) I go to school dreading each hour,
the time for recess, the time for games. Yesterday they came to
bully me again, they crowded around me after school. I thought I
had avoided them, oh no, I can't run fast enough to avoid them.
Never will they ever leave me alone.
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