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#Everyman 

[Camera walking along up toward a park bench where a tramp 

lies sleeping. Beside him, leaning against the bench is a 

sandwich board with the words, “Your end is nigh”. As the 

camera walks past the tramp shouts out:] 

Stop! 

Listen. 

I am Wulfgar. 

Herald and Bard. 

And today I am the messenger to everyone. 

Look me up: 

Hashtag @Everyman 

In this time of plague, 

Death walks beside us. 

Look. 

There. 

Behind you! 

[Camera looks behind. Doesn’t see anything in particular. Looks 

back] 

The comet. 

The portent of doom. 

The harbinger of ill-tidings. 

Neowise is here to settle your account. 

What have you done? 

Yes. 

What are you proud of? 

In the beginning, did you take good heed of the ending? 

I bet you’re not even thinking of the journey. 

Bet you just go round fornicating and boozin’. 

Drowned in sin. 

Worldly riches on your mind. 

Your whole world’s focused on pride, wrath and lechery. 

Charity and good deeds you forgot. 

Never thinking of your account. 
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What will you leave behind? 

How will you be judged? 

[The camera turns to leave.] 

Stop! 

Wait! [The camera turns back.] 

Hear me!  

For Death is walking with you. 

With everyone. 

On this journey, 

Counting. 

Who will account for you? 

What have you done? 

You don’t look like one who has pulled any statues down to me. 

You’re, “my life matters”, more than, “Black Lives Matter”. 

Am I right? 

Thinking of yourself. 

Hoarding your riches. 

Lying and cheating. 

But the Death Secretary is watching. 

Sixty-five thousand and counting. 

And, the worst is yet to come. 

So many bad deeds and good but a few. 

- 

Put your money away. 

You can’t tempt me with coin. 

I set nothing by gold, silver or vouchers. 

No president, businessman, queen, duke or prince. 

Can buy my forgiveness. 

Look at Trump and his vices. 

Bigly! 

That is what he said. 

Bigly. 
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A bigly hoard won’t save him from the journey. 

His wealth will depart like some paid for tart. 

Death shadows him too. 

Death!  

The leveller. 

Yet some more level than others. 

But not for the poor, the elderly and the BAME. 

They pay the price for the young and the vain. 

But in time beauty and strength will depart. 

Time! 

Our relentless companion. 

In whose company all is forgotten. 

The incurable degenerative disease. 

Afflicting even the mighty; 

For once they lie entombed in the clay. 

Their empires in ruins. 

They shall not see that all their gold for was nothing. 

O bella ciao, bella ciao, bella ciao, ciao, ciao.  

- 

Will your family come with you? 

Will they stand witness? 

Or are they just like you? 

Feigning some illness to avoid going out. 

What of your friends? 

So many good times in sport and play. 

Where are they now? 

Never here when you need them. 

Where is your discretion, your strength and your beauty? 

No good to you now at time of accounting. 

Good deeds and knowledge are all that stand. 

Time to trade in your mattress for sand. 

- 
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Take comfort. 

Laugh, don’t be sad.  

For soon you will be forgotten. 

Like those who have come before. 

No one will care. 

No one will know what you did. 

No one will know who you were. 

Your time… 

…just a flash in the dark. 

The ice is gone. 

The ice will come. 

And the ice will go again. 

The land scraped clean for the next chapter. 

- 

Aye, right! You’re thinkin’. 

Who is this loon? 

Get him off me. 

But I’m with you on the journey. 

Who else is there now? 

What have you got left? 

Just your good deeds. 

Are there any? 

It’s time to take account. 

It’s time to say your last. 

For I come with no warning. 

Did I introduce myself? 

I am Wulfgar. 

Herald and Bard. 

And today I am death. 

Wulfgar pulls up skull face mask. 

Horrified, the camera turns away from Wulfgar to walk away 

but walks directly into Wulfgar, who is now in front of the 

camera. Fade to black. End 


