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(FREUD ENTERS AND MOVES VARIOUS OBJECTS INTO THEIR ‘CORRECT’ PLACE. HE IS CLEARLY SUFFERING FROM OCD AND HAS PROBLEMS STRAIGHTENING THE 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)

FREUD
Come in.


(ANOTHER KNOCK)

FREUD
Come in.


(ANOTHER KNOCK)

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

MR BUB
(MR BUB 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.

MR BUB
Sorry?

FREUD
You’ll be my nine o’clock.

MR BUB
No, it’s Bub actually. 


(THE DOOR OPENS SLOWLY AND MR BUB ENTERS)

MR BUB
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.



(MR BUB ENTERS HESITANTLY)

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


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

FREUD
I’m afraid not.

MR BUB
I prefer to sit upright.

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

MR BUB
Why?

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

MR BUB
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. 

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
How will I know you’re still there?

FREUD
I will, of course, be speaking, commenting, questioning, seeking. 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.

MR BUB
(THINKING HARD) I’m trying…

FREUD
A metaphorical mirror.

MR BUB
That’s even harder.

FREUD
Just take a seat.

MR BUB
Can I take my shoes off? 

FREUD
Is that strictly necessary?

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

FREUD
(HORRIFIED) Muddy!

MR BUB
Just a bit. Is that alright?

FREUD
It is just mud isn’t it?

MR BUB
Just mud. 

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


(MR BUB 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.

MR BUB
Our what?

FREUD
Our journey.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
You must be really old.

FREUD
I beg your pardon.

MR BUB
You must be really old.

FREUD
I don’t understand.

MR BUB
You were born in 1856.

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

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

FREUD
Who did?

MR BUB
I did.

FREUD
I have to say that is very unlikely.

MR BUB
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 Bub. That’s a very unusual name isn’t it. Bub. Bub. Unusual but somehow familiar. Is it Jewish?

MR BUB
Sort of.

FREUD
May I call you William?

MR BUB
Why?

FREUD
(CHECKING HIS PAPERS) It’s your name, isn’t it?

MR BUB
Oh yes, so it is. I forgot.

FREUD
You forgot your first name!

MR BUB
Is that unusual?

FREUD
( SUSPICIOUSLY ) Yes.
 (BEAT) Some of my clients use a false name. They don’t want people to find out they are seeing a psychiatrist.

MR BUB
I am more than happy to tell people I’m seeing a psychiatrist. Especially one as eminent as yourself.


(PAUSE)

MR BUB
I just lie here, do I?

FREUD
Yes.

MR BUB
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 trancelike state which can, indeed, lead them into a peaceful sleep.

MR BUB
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. Do you suffer from vertigo?

MR BUB
I do as a matter of fact. I find it overrated. I prefer Psycho.

FREUD
(NOT UNDERSTANDING) Anyway. Rest assured. You’re perfectly safe.

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


(FREUD LEAFS THROUGH SOME NOTES. MR BUB 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 of Doctor Mayfield.

MR BUB
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.

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

FREUD
I’m aware of him, yes.

MR BUB
He’s a friend?

FREUD
Not exactly no.

MR BUB
A colleague though?

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

MR BUB
Really?

FREUD
Dr Mayfield is a Jungian

MR BUB
He might be young, doc, but he does a good session.

FREUD
No, no, you misunderstand me. 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 outmoded approach 

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
Snake oil. Now I’ve heard of that. Does it work?

FREUD
Of course it doesn’t…

MR BUB
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..

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

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

MR BUB
(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.

MR BUB
Five years.

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

MR BUB
Better than what?

FREUD
Better than you felt before.

MR BUB
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.

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

FREUD
A bullet?

MR BUB
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?  

MR BUB
I still feel a bit isolated.

FREUD
Well, we all feel like that sometimes.

MR BUB
Unwanted, unloved… 

FREUD
I see

MR BUB
… abused, denigrated, maligned, mistreated.

FREUD
These are common…

MR BUB
… reviled, vilified, lambasted, maltreated, disparaged. (BEAT) Apart from that, everything’s hunky dory. 

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 they see into their own subconscious without the assistance of a therapist. The mind is devious, Mr Bub, it leads you astray at every opportunity. Only in psychoanalysis can we isolate the knots and scars that lay hidden deep in the subconscious, bring them to the surface and banish them for good. Leaving the mind clear and liberated. 


(AS THIS SPEECH GOES ON, MR BUB MOVES HIS SHOES APART)

MR BUB
I keep getting this feeling that people don’t like me

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

MR BUB
Let me see – I had them last week. And last month, now I come to think about it. And last year of course. And the year before. In fact it’s been going on for the last twenty thousand years. Give or take.

FREUD
Twenty thousand years

MR BUB
Yes.

FREUD
You’re twenty thousand years old?

MR BUB
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?

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
Yes, but I’ve always looked like this.

FREUD
Like Peter Pan.

MR BUB
I don’t look anything like Peter Pan.

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

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

FREUD
Everybody is a little boy at some time.

MR BUB
What even women?

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

MR BUB
Typical 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 those 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.

MR BUB
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)

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

FREUD
The night club?

MR BUB
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 you to leave home.

MR BUB
I’m speechless. You worked all that out from, just, things that I’ve said. It took Dr Mayfield took 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?

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

FREUD
What gives you the idea you are disliked?

MR BUB
I don’t know really. I don’t know what I’ve done, but people always seem to end up, sort of, driving me out.

FREUD
What literally?

MR BUB
Oh yes, most definitely.

FREUD
We 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.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
I’ll give you an example, shall I?

FREUD
Of course.

MR BUB
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 say 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 specism 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?

MR BUB
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

MR BUB
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 that, that triggered them off.

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

MR BUB
Yeah. Probably chucking ‘em down that well was a bad move.

FREUD
I beg your pardon.

MR BUB
Chucking them down that well behind the castle. Probably not a good idea, you know, in retrospect.

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

MR BUB
We are covered by client/physician confidentiality, aren’t we?

FREUD
Yes, of course.

MR BUB
I’m reasonable 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.

MR BUB
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, MR BUB UNTIDIES HIS SHOES AGAIN) Are you sure these events actually happened. They seem more dreamlike to me.

MR BUB
(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 building up, gnawing away at my insides… 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.

MR BUB
Sorry?

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

MR BUB
You too, eh?

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

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

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

MR BUB
I know, I know but it’s so wonderful… All these years thinking I was the devil, doing all these terrible things…

FREUD
The devil?

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

FREUD
The devil… mmm…

MR BUB
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… must get away before…’ Before what I wonder?

MR BUB
Before the shops close maybe?

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

MR BUB
I might have mentioned it in passing, yes.

FREUD
And is that true?

MR BUB
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 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.

MR BUB
That’s what I said to Hitler.

FREUD
To Hitler. 

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

FREUD
And?

MR BUB
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 your contact lenses in.

FREUD
I find your little fantasies most amusing, William, 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 raging 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.

MR BUB
So I’m not the devil.

FREUD
Sorry to disappoint you.

MR BUB
Archduke Ferdinand. I assassinated him. Started that First World War thing.

FREUD
You hadn’t been born.

MR BUB
And me suggesting the Great Leap Forward to Mao?

FREUD
Fantasy.

MR BUB
Not even lending Lee Harvey Oswald my rifle?

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

MR BUB
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?

MR BUB
Threw himself out of the window. Nine floors up.

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

MR BUB
27th October. It was a Friday, I think.

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

MR BUB
Something the matter?

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

MR BUB
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, see what the problem was.

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

MR BUB
Is it?

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

MR BUB
Terrible business. I liked him. We were making inroads.

FREUD
And the devil business?

MR BUB
‘Complete fantasy’, he said. Same as you.

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

MR BUB
I know it’s very sad and everything but this is still my session and I’m feeling like we might be on to something, you know, going forward and all that.

FREUD
(THINKING OUT LOUD) Bub? William Bub? William Bub? Oh I see, William Bub. Middle name. Now let me guess. Zacharia, perhaps?

MR BUB
Wow! That’s incredible, doc. You must be psychic. 

FREUD
William Zacharia Bub. Or shall we just call you Bill Zee Bub? Beelzebub.

MR BUB
Whatever makes you happy.

FREUD
Can we not put this silly fiction to one side? I’d like in this first session, at least to make acquaintance with the real you, rather than the tiresome prankster you are pretending to be.

MR BUB
I think the problems started in my childhood.

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

MR BUB
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. 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 insisted 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 – maybe even knocking a couple of goals in himself.

FREUD
It is natural in the early years to see our parents as authority figures. 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.

MR BUB
But that’s just my point. You can’t. Because he’s 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.

MR BUB
Well that’s a big bloody help that is. Now I’ve got my dad and God telling 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 MR BUB)

FREUD
Now I want you to relax.


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

FREUD
It’s your own time your wasting.


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

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


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

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

FREUD
You do know I charge 250 pounds an hour. (BEAT) Plus V A T.


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

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

MR BUB
I am. I’m definitely feeling tired now.

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

MR BUB
Did you know they’ve got a pencil museum in Keswick?

FREUD
(STANDING UP AND DOING SOME MANIC TIDYING)  That’s it, that’s it. You, Mr Bub, 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 quid an hour.

MR BUB
(PUSHING THE SHOES APART) Plus V A T.

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

MR BUB
(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)

MR BUB
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’s give it one last try. Sit back on the couch. Relax. And tell me what is on your mind. 

MR BUB
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.

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

FREUD
Go on.

MR BUB
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, William, if psychoanalysis is exactly the best way forward for you. It is expensive…

MR BUB
250 an hour! Plus tax.

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

MR BUB
Isn’t that painful?

FREUD
Hopefully, yes. (BEAT) You do know that these games you’re playing will preclude any chance of making any meaningful progress.

MR BUB
(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.

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

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

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
I don’t like joke books.

FREUD
I think you might find it enlightening

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

FREUD
Yes I do. You’re William, Bill, Mr Bub, 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.

MR BUB
So I’m not the devil.

FREUD
(BRUSQUELY) No.

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

FREUD
No.

MR BUB
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 you, 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  subconscious (TIDIES SHOES, STRAIGHTENS PICTURE) that hide a multitude of lurid secrets (SITS DOWN).


(LONG PAUSE)

FREUD
William?

MR BUB
I’m thinking.

FREUD
Well, that’s a start.


(PAUSE)

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
No, no, no. He hates me. I don’t work for God anymore. He cast me out. That’s constructive dismissal where I come from.

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 often 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.

MR BUB
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. Real name? Who knows? Intentions – to make mischief perhaps. God knows. Literally. 

MR BUB
There’s just one small problem.

FREUD
And that is?

MR BUB
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…

MR BUB
This morning?

FREUD
Where did you come from?

MR BUB
I don’t remember.

FREUD
Did you knock on the door?

MR BUB
Don’t remember. 

FREUD
What’s the last thing you do remember?

MR BUB
Coming in through that door.

FREUD
And nothing before?

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
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

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
Listen. (BEAT) I can hear them breathing.


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

MR BUB
Did you hear that (COUGH, CREAK, WHATEVER)?

FREUD
I can’t hear anything at all.

MR BUB
You know I don’t remember a single thing since a 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.

MR BUB
Out there?

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

MR BUB
And you see all that? 

FREUD
Come and sit down, William.

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

FREUD
What is your real name?

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
So 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! 

MR BUB
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 WILLIAM AWAY)

MR BUB
Alright. OK. It’s real enough. But that doesn’t prove anything. You could have grown that beard just so you could impersonate Sigmund Freud.

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

MR BUB
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 quid. Plus tax’. 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.

MR BUB
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 with the shoes. They’re all muddy. I’ll have to have that carpet cleaned now. And put them together properly…


(MR BUB 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…

MR BUB
Cosmic?

FREUD
I said comic.

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

FREUD
 Slip.

MR BUB
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.

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

FREUD
What for?

MR BUB
Just look. Is it raining?

FREUD
Yes it is raining.

MR BUB
Hard?

FREUD
Pretty hard.

MR BUB
And how long has it been raining?

FREUD
Well. All morning so far, I guess.

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

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

MR BUB
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.  Haven’t you heard of toxicariasis. I could go blind. (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

MR BUB
Oh for God’s sake, stop bloody fussing. 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

MR BUB
Oh shut up

AUDIENCE 
I paid for that.

MR BUB
(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?

MR BUB
It’s all in the program.

FREUD
What program?

MR BUB
(WAVING HIS HAND) The one in my…
Hand. (LOOKS AT HIS HAND CONFUSED. DEFLATED) It was there.

FREUD
Your time is nearly up, Mr Bub. Please sit back on the couch. 

(MR BUB SITS BACK ON THE COUCH) 

FREUD
I feel we have at least begun to address your issues but this case 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.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
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)

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

FREUD
Only metaphorically.

MR BUB
Will that involve pain?

FREUD
The worst, William, the worst possible.  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.

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

FREUD
As we walk onto the stage, we assume a different character. 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.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
You said the devil doesn’t exist.

FREUD
Not in reality but on our stage you can be anything you want. 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 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.

MR BUB
Wow!

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

MR BUB
(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 an hour at a time.

MR BUB
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

FREUD
Perhaps next time we’ll get further.

MR BUB
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.

MR BUB
Alright for you to say. 

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

MR BUB
(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?

MR BUB
(FRONT STAGE FACING THE AUDIENCE. SPOTLIGHT ON) It’s not too late. We can carry on. You want a second act don’t you. I mean I know people don’t like them any more. (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)

MR BUB
Shit.


(SHORT PAUSE. MUSIC. FREUD STAYS ON FOR A BOW. EVENTUALLY MR BUB DOES THE SAME.) 

END 

© Pete Barrett 2016
24

