
Passing Time.  A Play for Radio. By Terry Miles. 
Two men are talking.

BARRY: 
Hello Joe. How are you now?  

Joe: 

Hello. 

BARY: 
What was the last thing you can remember?  
Joe:
I was asleep and woke up with this pain in my chest.   

I opened my eyes. I was in my bed and looking at  the bedroom door. I couldn’t move. I must have passed  out because everything went blank from there on. 
BARRY:
Well, you’re here now . Stand up.  
Joe stands up.

Joe: 

Jesus, I can stand. Are you a surgeon or something?  
BARRY:
No, nothing like that. 

JOE:

Who are you? 

BARRY:
Who I am doesn’t matter. But if you must know my 


name, it’s Barry.  How are you feeling? 
JOE:

I’m feeling as light as a feather. I haven’t had a drink   

so I’m not drunk, or was drunk. Where am I? 

There is a buzzing sound getting louder.

BARRY:
Quick, duck.

There is the sound of a swarm of bees passing overhead.  
Joe:

I felt that. There must have been thousands of them. 

Where did they come from?   

BARRY:
They died of pesticide poisoning, human activity to 


maximise crop yield.  

Joe:

How come they’re here?   

BARRY: 
Let me say something about myself before I answer 

your question. I’m a follower of Saint Francis of Assisi. 
Joe: 

But the bees? 

BARRY:
They’re in the fast lane?  
JOE:

To where? Am I missing something?  

BARRY: 
All in good time. 



Quick, run to the left. 

There is the sound of Barry and Jo panting as they run to the left.  
There is the sound of a herd of cattle as they stampede past.  
JOE:

What’s startled them?  
BARRY:
Nothing. They’re in the fast lane too. 

JOE:

Fast lane to where? 

BARRY:
To where you’re heading, that’s where. 

JOE: 

Where?  

BARRY:
I’ll give you a clue…  Look behind you.  
JOE: 

It’s a flock of lambs running for all they’re worth. 

BARRY:
Don’t worry they’ll miss us.  
JOE:

Are you sure?  
BARRY:
Positive!  
There is the sound of a flock of lambs running past.

JOE:

What frightened them?   


And why so many?  
BARRY:
Remember all those lamb chops you’ve eaten?  

JOE: 

What’s that to do with anything? 



And now I’m getting hungry just thinking about them. 

BARRY:
Your hunger pains will pass.  
JOE:

How come?  
BARRY:
You haven’t got it yet? 


Got where you are?  
JOE:

No, just tell me.  
BARRY:
This is purgatory; those critters are all in the fast lane 

on their way to their final destination.  
JOE:

Heavens above! 
BARRY:
Got it! I thought you’d never get there.  

JOE:

Oh, Lord! But I’m not there yet, am I?  

BARRY:
No! And for some it takes lifetimes, for others it never 

happens. They just have to dodge every one and every 

thing in the fast lane. Forever and forever.  

JOE: 

I’m starting to feel tired, Barry.   
BARRY:
That will pass, just like everything else passes.  

JOE:

Like things in the fast lane? 

BARRY:
Like things in the fast lane if you want to refer to them 

as such. 

JOE: 

God! What’s that heading our way? God almighty, 


what ever it is it’s moving fast.  
BARRY:
Now, now! Don’t get so excited.   

There is the sound of a pack of dogs running very fast.
JOE:

Jesus!  
BARRY:
Jesus has nothing to do with it.  
JOE:

They moved so fast I didn’t see which breed they were. 



What were they?   
BARRY: 
Greyhounds. They’re put to sleep as soon as they’re 

retired. And they’re retired when they’re very young. 

Just think how old you were when you couldn’t run as 

fast as a twenty-five year old Olympic athlete. 
Retired at less than a third of their expected lifespan.  And instead of looking forward to retirement. 
An injection. And that’s it. 
JOE:

Isn’t that unfair on the lambs?  
BARRY:
With all that wool on their backs they can’t be expected 

to run any faster.   And when they get to that heavenly 

grass they’ll be well and truly happy even if it’s just to 

run on.  
JOE:

What about fleas, flies, lice, mice  and rats?  
BARRY:
All the irritants have a special place with all the 


heavenly refused. And it’s not just the small critters 



it’s the prototypes that got out of hand: dinosaurs, and 

tyrannosaurus rex, etc.  They’re there too. 



Some call it hell, but  who am I to say.  Come on, we 

have to keep moving or you’ll never get there.  
JOE: 

So it’s just a matter of time?  
BARRY:
Time and effort. And reflection and atonement.  

JOE: 

So what’s it like to be there?   

BARRY:
To tell you the truth, it’s a bit boring. In fact it’s as boring as hell. That’s what I’ve heard, anyway. It’s worse than watching that picture box everyone seems to have nowadays.   
Now, what do you call that damn thing?  

JOE:

What do you mean? Oh! You mean television. 

BARRY: 
That’s it! It’s like watching those plays they call soaps. Why do they call them soaps Joe?  

JOE:
It’s because companies manufacturing soap powder and bars of soap advertised their products in the middle of them. We call them commercial breaks.  

They finance what you call plays. 
BARRY:
As soon as I passed through those Heavenly Gates someone called out asking me  what happened to this person and that person. I thought they were real people at first. But I found out it’s like watching Shakespeare in a little box.   Is that so? 

JOE:
You could hardly call it Shakespeare.  But then,  some people might. I take that back – those people are unlikely to have seen a play by him. Willingly, anyway! 
Soaps just teach people how to be more 

dysfunctional than they already are. 

BARRY: 
Anyway, I thought  watching the heavenly would be like watching television soaps for an eternity. That’s why I offered to do the job I’m doing.  
JOE:

So people have jobs?   

BARRY:
Oh, yes! Out of sheer boredom. Can you imagine it?   
It’s like being on a crowded beach, sunny as hell, but, 

shoulder  to shoulder with everyone else. 
JOE:

I want to meet my parents and my brother and uncle. 

BARRY: 
You’ll have a job.  It’s virtually impossible to find anyone. Remember you’re there in the midst of everyone who has ever lived from the beginning of time, shoulder to shoulder, so to speak. 

JOE:

So I’ll never see my folks again? 
BARRY:
Never say never. Try to be optimistic. 



In time perhaps. One never knows. 
JOE: 

How long is time, Barry? 

BARRY:
Time is endless. Infinite so to speak. 

JOE: 

All alone in the infinity of time.  Is that it? 
BARRY: 
You’re not alone, remember. 



Everyone who has lived is there, too.  

JOE: 

It doesn’t sound like heaven to me. 
BARRY:
Some people even want to go to the other place.  



Just for something different or for adventure.  
JOE:

Are they allowed to?  
BARRY:   
They’re told to think about it very carefully before they 

make their final decision.  

JOE:

Do any of them return?  
BARRY:
Not allowed to, too louse ridden or worse.   
JOE:

I feel like scratching just thinking about it.  
BARRY:
And there’s only one critter that’s escaped from the other irritants. 

JOE: 
What’s that? 

BARRY: 
The Honey Badger. 

JOE:
Never heard of it. 

BARRY:
The South African honey badger. 


God knows how they  escaped.  God, I’ve done it  again.  Actually, the Almighty doesn’t know either or so it’s said. Vicious critters they are, too, and intelligent with it.  It’s said that they distracted the guards. And that was thought to be impossible.  

Just don’t mess with them, that’s all.  

Now just let me say a little prayer and then we’ll change the subject.  

Barry kneels and says a little prayer.

JOE:

Jesus, he’s on his knees again. 
Just when I was getting used to the idea. Now it’s beginning to scare me.  

Barry: 
Now, do you want to change the subject?   
JOE:

Yes!  Why did you choose to be a guide? 
BARRY: 
It’s a long story. I had just gone through purgatory  


and I had just passed through those heavenly gates. 
I was just chatting with the guards-cum-guides.  
And when I learned about the alternative place I happened to say, “Are those Welsh speakers in the other place? They’re irritants, aren’t  they?”  I mean, I was only joking! I have a sense of humour, you know.
I forget sometimes; it’s not always appreciated. 

Well I was declared a languagist . And I was sent back 

to begin purgatory again. And with a job to do. 
To guide another soul through purgatory. So here I am. 
JOE:

So, I’m your first? 
BARRY:
Goodness, no. There’s been a few since then. 

I kind-a got to like the job. So I carried on. 

JOE:

What  did you do when you were real so to speak.  
BARRY:
What do you mean, real Joe? Am I not  real now?  


Aren’t you speaking to me?  
JOE: 
 
I am but  It’s not the same, is it?  
BARRY: 
It’s just a different dimension that’s all. 



Death is just the sandwich filling so to speak! 

Squat down, there’s another swarm of past beings. 

There’s a swishing sound.  
JOE: 

There were so many; what were they? 

BARRY: 
Tuna. Overfished they are. 


Will people never learn?  
JOE: 

Are we to expect every kind of fish to swarm by, too?  

BARRY: 
Got it! You’re beginning to get the hang of it.  
JOE: 

What did you do in life, Barry?  

BARRY:
I was a shepherd in the Welsh hills.   
JOE:

So you liked sheep?  
BARRY:
Young ones. Especially lamb chops. Rack of lamb just 

the thought of it takes me back. Mind you, back then 

you had to  do the slaughtering yourself. You couldn’t 

just run to the supermarket and get it already chopped 

up and wrapped.  I had a lot of atonement to do for it.  

Let’s change the subject shall we.  

JOE:

So you’ve spent a long time in the middle of it all?  
BARRY:
That makes it sound like Buddhism.  The middle way 

you know.  
JOE:

In the waiting area, then.  
BARRY:
Well, It wasn’t as if I was doing nothing. I had to watch 

out for herds and swarms. I had to keep going no 


matter what.  
JOE: 

Did you meet any interesting people?  
BARRY:
God, most of them were so tedious. Sorry God but some of your creations, not to mention worshippers are so boring.  They just go on and on talking as if you are only speaking to them. The conceit of it!  Sheer hubris!  

A pause. 

Barry kneels to pray. 
JOE:

God! Are you praying again?  



At this rate we’ll never get anywhere.   

Joe’s soliloquy whilst Barry prays.

JOE: 

I’m here. Or am I? Am I dreaming. 



Am I to be here, alone in eternity? With no contact with 



anyone I know, or should I say knew. 



Will all my past acquaintances be lost to me? 



Am I to be adrift in a sea of strangers, forever? 
In a  whisper.

JOE:

God, he’s still praying. 



Why do prayers seem to take forever?

In a normal voice.



Aren’t there any women around to chat up?  

BARRY: 
I heard that. 

JOE: 

Welcome back to the dead. 

BARRY:
Pure sex segregation. I mean, it’s not as if you have any working parts, if you get my drift. You know what He’s like on that score. Or perhaps you don’t. What you have to realise is that there isn’t a Goddess up here.
It’s His one regret. When He saw what He’d done for others… Anyway He just gets really resentful at times.  And the only ones He can take it out on is us. So when you get to the gates you just have to pray that He’s in a good forgiving mood. God, no. Goodness, did I just blaspheme?  

JOE: 

Depends on how you meant it,  
BARRY: 
I can’t remember how I said it. How did it sound to 


you? 
JOE: 

It sounded like, God with an exclamation mark. 
A pause.

JOE:

Oh, you’re not praying again, are you?  



We’re not going to make any progress if you’re going to 

pray every few minutes.   
BARRY: 
I don’t usually blaspheme. You must be having a 


negative influence on me.  

JOE: 

Don’t blame it on me. You make it sound as though 


you’re a determinist more than anything else. 

BARRY:
What if I am a determinist?  

Barry Starts praying.

JOE: 

Jesus! He’s praying again.
Joe’s soliloquy.
Well, if he’s a determinist he’s denying the possibility of having Free Will and if he does that he’s going to think that what he’s thinking is governed by others.   
That’s not a good place to be.  
It’s fine to think that other folk’s behaviour is governed by determinist principles, just not oneself, that’s all. 
BARRY:
Hey, I heard that! I’m not doing this job to be lectured by some smart ass.   

JOE:

Oh, get on your knees and pray.  
BARRY:
I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to call you a smart ass.   

JOE:

Yes, you did.  

BARRY:
Let’s calm down shall we. Here duck your head again.  
There is the sound of flapping wings as many birds fly above them.

JOE: 

And what birds were they?  

BARRY:
Grouse. It’s those rich landowners in kilts, again. Shooting living critters for pleasure.  Boy, do they have something to learn when they get here. 

JOE:

And what did you mean, we? You’re the one who 


needs to calm down. I’m perfectly rational and level 


headed.  
BARRY:
O K.,, you’re right; can you imagine what it’s like doing 

this job for… I don’t know how many lifetimes… 


Or for an eternity?  
JOE:

So do you ever think of going back to that heavenly 


place?   

BARRY: 
Heavens no, not at all. I mean, you don’t know yet, just how crowded it is. And the noise! Everyone talking at once, some  hoping that someone will respond in the same language. And there are other’s talking in a way that we don’t anymore. Languages change, you know, they’re hardly recognisable after five hundred or a thousand years. Have you ever read Piers Plowman? It might as well as be in Dutch as far as I’m concerned.  And then there is the critters. All that have ever lived. It’s a crowded place, no doubt about it.  
JOE:

When you put it like that I can imagine it. 


Isn’t there an alternative?  

BARRY: 
Only that other place. And it’s a one way ticket, remember.  That’s the problem with eternity.  

Unless, of course, You do what I’m doing, spending and  enjoying, to a point, travelling through purgatory 


forever and forever, occasionally meeting someone interesting.   Even then it’s the almighty that decides. 
JOE: 

Haven’t I any free will in the matter?  

BARRY:
Not a chance!  It’s all determined by the Almighty 


behind the gates.  Not that you negotiate with him 


directly. No! He has others to do that job.  They’re a bit 

like the masons in that respect.  

JOE: 

I don’t want to be here. 
BARRY: 
 Now, we’re coming up to the point where I hand you 

over to another guide.  If you want to discuss it further 



you can talk to him.  Just a warning, you have to be 
a little more observant now. Whales and elephants are a real danger as they pass by in the fast lane but there aren’t as many as there were. Just keep a look out that’s all, the next guide might not be so attentive as me. And don’t blaspheme, others might not be as free thinking as I am, as I’ve learned to my cost. Now we’re coming up to the check point so I’ll say goodbye. Your new guide is waiting for you. Goodbye.  
The End.
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