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SYNOPSIS
After Jesu Kristos, the great philosopher, is misquoted in an interview, things start to spiral out of control. Will this mean tragedy for Jesu and his girlfriend Mary? 
CHARACTERS
PAUL APOSTOLIDAS – a journalist, male, 20s - arrogant.
JESU KRISTOS – a philosopher, male, 33 - bearded, gentle and forgiving.
PETER – a publisher, 30s - male, brash and media savvy.
MARY – JESU’S girlfriend, 20s -  smart, sexy and in love with Jesu.

SETTING
Scene One: An academic’s office - a table and two chairs.
Scene Two: Jesu and Mary’s kitchen the next day, using the same table and two chairs.
PROPS
Scene One – books, papers, coffee mug, a notebook and pen, a small hand-held video recorder or iPhone.
Scene Two: an ipad, two iphones, breakfast stuff (optional) SFX gunshot and fake blood.




ERRATA
SCENE ONE
An academic’s office, with two chairs and a desk, piled with books and papers. 
JESU is sitting at the desk. He has longish hair, a beard, loose casual clothing and a serene expression.
PAUL enters. He is 30-something, trim, with short-hair. He wears a suit jacket and tie. 
PAUL: 		Hi!  (He extends his hand). Paul Apostolidas, from The Tribune… about your book. (He brandishes a media release.)
JESU: 	Oh, yes, come in. 
He moves a pile of papers from a chair and motions for PAUL to sit down.
	Excuse the mess.  Marking!  The bane of my life. Would you like a coffee, or a glass of water or something?
PAUL: 		No thanks, I’m fine.  (He sets up a small hand-held video camera.) Do you mind if I film this? I might put a clip on the website.
JESU:	Ahhh….I suppose so. I might have to check with the big boss. Can I get back to you on that?
PAUL takes out his notebook and pen – but leaves the camera on the table. 
PAUL: 		Sure.  (He sits with notebook and pen poised.) I usually like to get the spellings of names first - just to get the formalities over and done with. It’s “Jesu”, isn’t it? 
JESU: 	Yes, (Spelling) j-e-s-u. Jesu Kristos - with a K.
PAUL: 	Greek?
JESU: 	Jewish, actually. 
PAUL: 	So how did you get interested in philosophy? 
JESU: 		I’ve always been interested. You know  - life, the universe and      everything - even when I was a kid. 
PAUL:  	Unusual. Is your father a philosopher or academic?
JESU: 		No, no...My father’s dead and my stepfather’s a carpenter, so no, nothing like that.
PAUL: 	 How old where you when he died?
JESU: 	Before I was born – a car accident. I never knew him.
PAUL:	 So you were raised by a single mother?
JESU: 		Ah, no...Joe - my stepfather - was around before I was born, so he’s the only father I’ve really known.
PAUL: 	Wow! Sort of a ménage a trios?
JESU: 		(Embarrassed laugh.) Hardly. Joe was friends with my mother when my father died. When she found out she was pregnant and alone, he kinda stepped in.
PAUL: 		What about your mother? Is that where your interest in philosophy comes from?
JESU: 	Sort, of. She’s into spirituality and all that. Says she saw an angel once. 
PAUL: 	Really? Is that on the record? 
He writes in his notebook.
JESU: 		Ah no… Probably shouldn’t have told you that. She’s actually very down to earth - if a little over-protective.
PAUL: 	Where did she see the angel?
JESU: 	Is this relevant?
PAUL: 	There’s a lot of public interest in this stuff. It could be an angle. 
JESU: 	(Annoyed.) The angle is philosophy – and my book.
PAUL. 	 So - your father – what did he do?
JESU: 		As I said, I never knew him.  Mum just said he was the creative type. She said, “Your father is in heaven”. She’s always saying what a great guy he was.
	Joe gets a bit pissed off. Keeps saying you’d think the guy was a God the way she talks about him.
PAUL:  	God?
JESU: 		Yes…you know…  “never speak ill of the dead” and all that. But, listen …can we get back to the book?  (He checks his watch.) I’ve got a lecture at one.
PAUL: 	Right. So what made you choose philosophy at college then?
JESU: 		I started at trade school actually, doing a carpentry apprenticeship with Joe. I didn’t really know what I wanted to do when I left school, so I thought, why not? 
PAUL: 	 A carpenter and a philosopher? Impressive. 
JESU: 	It wasn’t really my calling… I prefer the wood when it’s still on the trees. 
PAUL: 	Pardon?
JESU: 		You know – national parks, the wilderness and all that.  I recently spent 40 days and 40 nights in the desert. It was awesome!
PAUL: 	Wow, that must be some sort of record!  
JESU: 	(Laughing.) It’s just a personal thing. Cleansing the spirit and all that.
PAUL: 	You must have had to take a truckload of food and water.
JESU: 	I was fasting, so it was pretty easy.
JESU: 		Fasting? For forty days and forty nights? That’s incredible. (He writes in his notebook furiously, then looks up.) Carrot juice or wheatgrass?
JESU: 	Neither. As I said, I didn’t eat anything.
 PAUL: 	Not even a muesli bar? How is that possible?
JESU: 	I was tempted, many times; but no, I didn’t. 
PAUL: 		It’s a miracle you didn’t die. How did you feel afterwards?
JESU: 		Hungry. But I think it was an important time for reflection, and it certainly helped me get my head clear to write my book. Speaking of which…(He looks at his watch.) 
PAUL: 		Oh, yes… sorry! (He consults the media release.) I believe it’s an attempt ... (He reads robotically.) “to understand the phenomena of faith through the eye of reason”.
JESU: 	You believe? Did you read it?
PAUL: 	Well, no...I only got it this morning. The publicist promised to send it but….
JESU rolls his eyes and sighs, obviously cross but trying not to show it. 
JESU: 	Oh…never mind!
PAUL: 	(Looking sheepish.) Sorry!
JESU: 		It’s disappointing…but… (He reaches out and takes PAUL’S hand.) I forgive you. 
PAUL: 	   (Touched.) That’s very nice of you. Most authors are really pissed off if you     haven’t read the book.
JESU: 	Ah well, do unto others.
PAUL: 	Pardon?
JESU: 	You know, do unto others as you would have done unto you.
PAUL: 	Meaning?
JESU: 		Treat others as you want to be treated. That’s basically the message of the book. It’s really an extension of the social contract. It makes for a better world. So basically it’s a good news story.
PAUL. 		Oh dear, I was hoping for Page Three at least. (He consults the media release again, searching for his next question.) So…hmmm… “understanding faith through reason”. Isn’t that an oxymoron? 
JESUS: 		(Becoming animated.) Not really. Both are an investigation of truth, just through different means. My research shows evidence of a soul, a higher spirit, so to speak. 
	I’m also of the view that this higher spirit is a loving and forgiving force and that there is another realm, a kingdom, if you will, to which we can all aspire. You only have to ask and be open to it.
PAUL: 	(Glazed over, then suddenly inspired.) Sort of like The Secret? 
JESU: 	Come again?
PAUL: 		You know – The Secret? That book that says if you imagine what you want, you get it - like a car park, or a new bike, or a tax cut.  
JESU: 	We’re not really talking about earthly treasures.
PAUL: 	We?
JESU: 		Just a bunch of mates. We meet at the pub for a few drinks and go fishing and camping and have alcohol-inspired philosophical raves. 
	One time we ran out of wine, so I filled up the empty bottles with water. They were so pissed they couldn’t tell the difference. 
PAUL writes furiously in his notebook.
PAUL: 	Water into wine? You could make a fortune!
JESU: 		Then this guy Lazarus, he passed out. Everyone’d left him for dead, but I felt sorry for the guy so I stayed with him until he came to. It was a miracle he didn’t get alcoholic poisoning.
PAUL. 	A miracle? Do unto others?
JESU: 		Exactly!  (He checks his watch again.) Look, I’m really sorry but – I have to go. 
	Here’s my card… let me know if you want anything more or if you need to check anything. 
PAUL: 		Thanks! It’s been fascinating…really fascinating.  The story will be on the website later today and in the paper tomorrow. 
JESU grabs his jacket and laptop bag and papers and goes to leave.
JESU:             	You’re welcome. (Beat.) Go in peace!

SCENE TWO
The next morning. JESU and MARY, are reading their ipads over a coffee at the breakfast table. 
MARY: 	(Bursting out laughing.) Oh, Lord! You should read this stuff! It says you think you’re the son of God!!!
JESU: 	What?! 
MARY: 		Listen to this -  “Growing up, the young Jesus” – well he got that wrong, it’s Jesu - and he spelt Kristos with a c-h instead of a k. Oh dear! (Reading aloud) “…the young Jesus believed his real father was in heaven - and this heavenly father loomed large during his upbringing.” 
JESU: 	I said he was dead! Mum used to tell me he was in heaven! 
MARY: 		Listen to this! “His mother claims to have been visited by an angel…” (She scoffs). “... who told her she was pregnant with the child of the dead man who was now in heaven”.  
JESU: 	He died in a car accident, for God’s sake! Let me see! 
She hands him the ipad and he glares at it as he scans it furiously. 
JESU: 		Is there anything about my book! This was all just chat before the interview. He was supposed to write about the damned book! 
MARY: 	It gets worse. Scroll down. He says you’re developing a cult following. 
JESU: 	That’d be nice. Maybe I’ll make a profit. 
MARY: 		(Looking over his shoulder as JESU reads the article with growing horror). Are you up to the bit where he says you turned water into wine? 
JESU: 		What!? I’m going to ask for a retraction! I’ll sue! It makes me sound like a complete loony.
MARY gets up and looks over his shoulder.
MARY: 	Oh dear, the trolls are out.  720 comments –  most of them say you’re a nutjob.
JESU: 	A nutjob?!
MARY: 	Don’t worry, darling. I know you’re not. 
She kisses him tenderly on the head.
JESU: 		Thanks, Mary, You’re a saint. At times like this you really find out who your friends are.
MARY: 		Yeah…Judas rang. He wants to organise dinner. Just the usual crowd  - at that pub with the long table. Oh, and Mr Pontius, the faculty head, rang.
JESU: 	Oh no! I’m a dead man. When they read this they’ll crucify me!
MARY’S mobile rings. 
MARY: 	(Annoyed.) Why are they all ringing me? Did you turn your phone off again?
JESU: 	Sorry, I was meditating.
MARY:  		(She rolls her eyes then looks at her phone and hands it to JESU). It’s Peter - your publisher. 
Spot on PETER on the phone, stage left.
PETER: 		Where’ve ya been, man? Can you come to a book signing at (Bookshop where this play is being staged) tomorrow? Sales are going through the roof. 
JESU: 	What?!
PETER: 		It’s fantastic! That interview with that journo has had 400,000 hits on YouTube. 
JESU: 	YouTube? Who put it on YouTube?
PETER: 	I did, man. It’s PR gold!
JESU: 	 Take it off! Now! 
PETER: 		No way, man! It’s gone viral. You’re immortal! I’m coming over. Fox News wants to talk to you. They’re offering five grand for an exclusive interview. 
JESU: 	That’s disgusting!
JUDAS: 	You’re right – let’s make it 10!
JESU: 	Over my dead body!
He slams down the phone, and then puts his head in his hands.
SFX: Door bell rings.
MARY: 		Don’t answer it! I meant to tell you - the media’s been camped outside all morning.
JESU: 	What? I need to get to work. I’ve got a lecture at nine.
MARY:  		(Looking out the window) You’ll never get out.  You’ll have to call the office 			and say you can’t come.
JESU grabs his coat and brief case. 
JESU: 	  I have to go…I’ve never missed a day yet. I just explain it’s all a mistake and    they should stop behaving like a pack of sheep and go home.  
MARY: 	Jesu, I’ve got a bad feeling about this. Don’t.
JESU: 	Relax…I’m good with crowds. 
He exits.
JESU OS: 	My friends… 
SFX: Gunshot.
MARY leaps up and runs to the door in time to see JESU staggering backwards into the room clutching his heart. 
Blood trickles from his shirt and onto his hands as he collapses on the floor.
MARY: 			(Screaming.) Oh my Lord! My God!  (She falls on the floor and kneels beside him, screaming.) Jesu!!
PETER rushes in.
PETER: 	What happened?! I was outside when I heard a shot.
JESU is now sprawled centre stage with his arms either side, his head at an angle and his feet together, crucifix style.
PETER: 		Oh, God, no!!
MARY to PETER: 	Quick! Call an ambulance! 
MARY to JESU:	 	(Sobbing) Oh my God! Jesu! Jesu! 
She pumps his chest frantically trying to revive him.
PETER pulls out his mobile and frantically presses 000.
PETER: 		Ambulance? Yes, someone’s been shot…Yes! No.1 Nazareth St, Galilee. Beat. North of (town where this play is being staged). He’s unconscious. 
A despairing MARY covers her face with her hands, and hunches over the unresponsive JESU.
MARY:			Oh, my Lord! My God!
PETER stricken, gently lifts her from the body of JESU. 
They face each other, stage left, and hug, their backs to JESU.
Beat.
SFX: Triumphant mystical music, rising to a crescendo. 
Bright spot on JESU, who stands and turns to face the audience with upturned hands and a beatific expression, radiant in the light.
JESU: 	(Dazed, turning towards them.) Mary? Peter?
PETER: 	Holy shit! (or cow, if swearing is an appropriate for your audience.)
MARY turns to see JESU and is shocked, then elated. She rushes into his arms. 
MARY: 	Oh my God! I thought you were dead!
JESU: 		(Incredulously: dazed and rambling) I think I was….I saw this bright light and people beckoning me. I think I saw my father. He said, “This is my son, with whom I am well pleased”. I think he liked the book.
MARY: 	It’s a miracle!
PETER:  		(Examining JESU’s wounds incredulously.) Amazing! The bullet must have just grazed you!
JESU sits down, shaky and dazed. MARY sits beside him, with her arm around him.
JESU: 	 (Feebly.) From now on, I think I’ll forget writing books and just go to an
	ashram for a while.... you know - eat, pray, love. 

MARY: 	I’ll go with you!
PETER stands up - impassioned and inspired:
PETER: 	Good idea! Leave everything to me! 
	I’m gonna write a book about this - and it’ll be the greatest story ever told! 

THE END
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