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SYNOPSIS
Barry, an upper working-class bloke in the Docklands, receives an unexpected visit from Harold, who claims to be his subconscious. As the details emerge, it turns out that Harold in fact has the wrong address. He offers to help Barry with any problems he may be having since he's there anyway. Barry tells him about his embarrassing bedroom situation, but unfortunately Harold can't help - he's just a subconscious after all, not a genie. But fortunately for Barry he knows someone who is.

CAST
Barry:

30's, average-looking guy, dressed in a bathrobe and grandpa slippers.

Harold:

30's, dressed in a business suit, holding a briefcase.
STAGE SETTING
Two armchairs on opposite sides of a small coffee table (with a

lampshade behind Barry's chair if practical.)

PROPS
A pair of armchairs

A small coffee table

A lampshade

A pack of cigarettes 

A briefcase 
A lad's magazine like ZOO

CURTAINS OPEN

Barry sits in a recliner wearing a bathrobe and grandpa slippers, absorbed in a naughty magazine. As he reads, Harold enters the stage, completely unnoticed by Barry, and comes to stand in front of him. Barry absent-mindedly takes out a pack of cigarettes from one of his pockets, head still in the magazine, and pops it into his mouth. He gropes around in his pockets for a lighter without any luck. Annoyed, he puts aside the magazine and suddenly he becomes aware of Harold standing in front of him with a jump.

BARRY:

Whoa.

HAROLD:

Hi.

BARRY:

Who are you?

HAROLD:

I'm your subconscious. What? Don't you recognise me?

BARRY:

You're a bit bigger round the edges than I expected.

HAROLD:

You could lose some weight yourself.

BARRY:

What are you doing here anyway? Can't you see I'm in the 



middle of something?

HAROLD:

Well excuse me. It's not every day your subconscious 



comes in for a little heart-to-heart.




Harold casually takes the seat opposite Barry.
BARRY:

You could've at least knocked. What if I was . . . you 



know, in the middle of something.

HAROLD:

Buddy, who do you think I am? Just where the hell do you 



think I came from? I'm your subconscious, for crying out 



loud.

BARRY:

Well, where did you come from?

HAROLD:

Just a couple of blocks down, opposite the Indian mini-



mart.

BARRY:

What - in that rundown block of flats next to the rail



yards?

HAROLD:

 . . . yeah.

BARRY:

Smells like fish scales.

HAROLD

Well we can't all live in the Docklands now can we?

BARRY:

Fair enough.

BARRY:

So, what do you want then?

HAROLD:

I don't want anything. I came here to sort you out.

BARRY:

Sort me out? Just who do you think you are?

HAROLD:

C'mon now, we've been over this. I'm your subconscious. 



But you can call me Harold.

BARRY:

Harold?

HAROLD:

Would Harry be more suitable?

BARRY:

Hey, you're my subconscious, why can't I choose my own 



subconscious's name?

HAROLD:

You did.

BARRY:

Bullshit. As if I would ever call my subconscious 




Harold. What a stupid name . . .

HAROLD:

Well what does that say about you, my friend?




Barry snorts and folds his arms, looking away.
HAROLD:

Let's get down to business then, shall we?




Barry rolls his eyes.

BARRY:

Here we go . . .

HAROLD:

So, you've been having some problems. Going through some 




tough times. It's alright though. It's normal. These 



things happen. It's all part of the rich tapestry of life. 



Now, I understand your girlfriend just dumped you, yeah?

BARRY:

Uh . . . What? Are you sure you've got the right guy? I've    




been divorced for three years now, mate.




Harold pauses, eyes darting, making some quick 



calculations in his head.

HAROLD

Gerald?
BARRY:

Barry.
HAROLD:

This is Unit 7, right?

BARRY:

Five.

HAROLD:

Shit . . .

BARRY:

There there, mate. Happens to the best of us. I remember 



this one time, I’m trying to get away from a couple of 



Mormons so I run into a theatre to throw them off and 



there's this musical going on in there and I jump into an 



empty seat at the back trying not to attract any attention 



and next thing I know there’s Ernie Dingo sitting next to 



me holding a snake and I'm like 'whoa, there'.

HAROLD:

I don't get it.

BARRY:

You just had to be there I guess. 

HAROLD:

Umm . . . OK. Well, is there anything that I can help you 



with? You know, since I'm here and all. I mean, it was 



raining on the way here. Left my umbrella at home . . . 



tram was a bit late . . . water in my 
shoes . . . 

BARRY:

Nah, I think I'm pretty good thanks. My lawn's mowed, my 



colon's irrigated, I managed to snatch up some last-minute 



Metallica tickets, I had new blinds put in the kitchen; 



hell, I even had a Chinese massage earlier in the day. 



Never been better actually. But thanks for offering.

HAROLD:

Nothing? Nothing at all?




Barry thinks for a couple of seconds.
BARRY:

Well, actually, there is one thing you could do.

HAROLD:

And what's that?

BARRY:

This is kind of embarrassing, actually. I've been having 



some, uh, erectile dysfunction lately, if you catch my 



drift. I’ve been trying to find all sorts of excuses to 



avoid sex until I can get it all sorted out. Last night I 




told my girlfriend a fox stole the last of my dingers. 



A fox! It's starting to get a little desperate.
HAROLD:

I'm not a genie, mate. But if you're after one, I've got 


 
a mate in Northcote who does a bit of hocus pocus off the 


 
books. Know what I mean?

BARRY:

Yeah, that'd be great.

HAROLD:

Here, I've got a business card around here somewhere, just 



give me a sec -




Harold scrounges pops open the briefcase and sifts through 



it until he pulls out a slightly crumpled business card.
HAROLD:

Here you go, mate. Just give him a buzz, any time between 



nine to five, working days. He charges a decent rate. Top  




bloke, really. He'll be able to sort you out, no worries.



Barry takes the card and turns it over in his fingers.
BARRY:

Oh, thanks a lot, er, Harold.

HAROLD:

Any time, Barry. Any time.

BARRY:

How about a cuppa then?

HAROLD:

Yeah, alright. 

BARRY:

Sugars?

HAROLD:

Two thanks.
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