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(Not e: Throughout this play, there are several special effects
called for, such as flowers being created or withering, tree

| eaves changing color, etc. These will be acconplished via
pneumatics and lighting effects.)

ACT 1

Scene 1

The action of the scene takes place in front of a black
curtain that remains closed the entire scene -- there should
be four to six feet between the curtain and the lip of the
stage. The theater and stage should be as dark as possible.
There are no lights, no sound, until called for as descri bed.

A cacophony of sound slowy rises, though not too |oud...nore

i ke an aural fabric, a presence. It's an alnost white noise
junbl e of voices with different enotional tinbres -- talking,
crying, pleading, calling out, demandi ng -- hundreds, if not

t housands of voi ces.

A single, intense, well-defined cone of |ight suddenly appears
stage center-right. It falls directly down onto the stage
and does not touch the curtain.

A dark Figure ENTERS stage right. He's tall, gaunt, dressed
all in black, the Iong black well-worn duster he wears
obscuring his legs, so he seens to float as he noves.

As the Figure passes into the cone of |ight, we hear:
A man coughi ng, then begi nning to choke.

WOMVAN (O. S.)
Dad?

Wt hout stopping, the Figure quickly reaches out, grabs air
with his outstretched fingers, pulls it back to hinself. He
| ooks off as he does it, al nbst nonchalant in the action,

wal ki ng on. As he leaves it, the cone of |ight and choking
sound di sappear.

A second cone appears center stage sinultaneous to his |eaving
the first. The Figure walks into it. As he does so we hear:

The beeping of an intensive care heart nonitor. The Figure
reaches out, grabs air, and pulls it back to hinmself as he
again sinply noves through the cone. The beepi ng becones

one long, shrill tone as the Figure steps out of the cone of
[ight, which disappears -- along with the audio -- the second
he | eaves it.
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Anot her cone of |ight appears before The Figure as he noves.
He enters it. As he does so, we hear:

FRAT GQUY
Hey, guys! Check this out!
Ger oni np- 0-0-0-0...!

The Figure stops and | ooks up. He puts his hands on his
hi ps and wat ches.

FI GURE
Oh, for the love of...Really?!?

(Beat)

FRAT GUY
VWhoa, shit!

The Fi gure shoots his hand up over his head, |eaning right,

i ke an outfielder reaching for a long fly ball. He catches
sonething and pulls it back to hinself. He shakes his head
as he noves out of the cone of |ight.

Fl GURE
| di ot.

But anot her cone of |ight imrediately appears directly in
front of him The Figure stops and shakes his head.

FlI GURE
Enough of this.

The Figure turns away fromthe new cone. But inmmediately
anot her appears in front of him He turns again, but another
cone of light drops to the stage. They're com ng faster

now.

FI GURE
Enough, 1 said!

The cacophony gets |ouder. The Figure | ooks stage right.
Anot her cone appears. He looks left. Another cone is lit.

The cacophony has becone intense, the voices stronger and
nmore strident.

Frustration is obviously nounting in The Figure.
FlI GURE
(1 ooki ng up)
VWat the hell do you want from ne?!

A line of cones now stretches across the stage. The Figure
puts his hands over his ears against the cacophony.



FI GURE
NO  NO MORE

He turns and runs, EXITS stage right.

The cones of |ight disappear one by one, fromstage left to
stage right, alnost as if they're chasing The Figure. The
cacophony begins to fade as the cones of |ight extinguish
until, as the last cone of |ight goes out, the cacophony of
voi ces has yielded to abject silence.

Scene 2
Curtain up. Lights up.

A park. The entire upstage area, full left to full right,

is trees and shrubs. Fromthere downstage is a carpet of
green grass, with an occasional bush, small tree, or snal
bunch of flowers randomy placed. At far stage left, a fallen
tree trunk rests, large enough to sit on.

An ol d park bench, with worn wooden slats, sits slightly
stage left of center. [It's |ong enough for two people to
confortably sit w thout crowdi ng one anot her.

Six feet stage right of the park bench is a spindly tree
about six feet tall, with a slightly bowed, thin trunk and a
bushy top of short, horizontal |inbs covered in | eaves.

The light is that of early norning: warm wth the occasi onal
angl ed shaft of sunlight splashed across the trees and grass.
There is no sound of any kind.

ENTER stage left, LIFE, a voluptuous woman who | ooks to be
in her forties. She's beautiful, with long hair pulled back
| oosely, and bright eyes set in an open, happy face. Her
body | anguage and novenents are sensuous, |lusty. She wears
a flowng, floor-length dress, fitted at the waist, under a
cardigan sweater. Her overall visage could rem nd one of an
earth nother, or a |ate-Sixties hippy. She carries a hobo
bag.

Life sits on the bench, sets her bag next to her.

LI FE
Beauti ful. Just beautiful.

She | ooks to her left, then behind her.

LI FE
Could use a little nusic, though.
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Wthout |ooking, Life flicks her left hand at the trees center
| eft behind her. Immediately, the sound of baby birds
chirping for their nmorning wormis heard.

LI FE
That's better.

She reaches into her bag, pulls out a ball of yarn and two
| arge knitting needles. As she plops theminto her |ap, she
gl ances downst age left.

LI FE
And maybe a bit of color...right
over. .. here.

She flicks her hand at the spot, and a group of two or three
bright red flowers rise up

LI FE
And over here too, | think..

Anot her flick, and a couple of yellow fl owers pops up.

LI FE
Wonder f ul .

She begins to humas she inserts her needles into the yarn,
begins to knit. She casually glances stage right. She |ooks
back to her knitting, still hummng to herself. But a nonent
| ater, she glances stage right again, this tinme | eaning back,
as if watching for sonething. She drops the knitting to her

| ap.

LI FE
VWhere is he?

Life goes back to her knitting, humm ng again. Another flick
of the wist and a groupi ng of crocuses pops up at her feet.
She smles at them

LI FE
(to the crocuses)
Hell 0-0-0-0, you little sweeties!

A nonent | ater...

DEATH
(of fstage right)
Go away! Leave ne alone, damm it!

LI FE
(smling and noddi ng)
Ah...Always the subtle one.
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DEATH enters stage right. He's the Figure we saw earlier:

tall, gaunt, and dark -- handsonme in a roguish way with
| ongi sh, disheveled hair, md-to-late Forties, if age had
any relevance. He's still dressed all in black -- open

collared shirt, pants and belt, boots, and the "duster" style
coat, open now, that flows around his ankles as he wal ks.

Hi s hands are over his ears as he enters, and he's tw sting

his head left and right, like a child refusing to hear a
par ent .
DEATH
No nore! No, no, no!
Life doesn't seemto notice Death's foul nood at all. Just
keeps knitting.
LI FE
Well, there you are. | was begi nning

to get worried, dear.

Death ignores her. He stops, tentatively lifting his hands

fromhis ears, listening. He relaxes a tad at the silence.

LI FE

Beautiful day, isn't it?
DEATH

(finally acknow edgi ng
her)

Beautiful...?

LI FE

Yes. The day. Gorgeous, isn't it?

Deat h | ooks back to where he just canme from

DEATH
Depends on one's perspective, |I'd
i magi ne.

LI FE

Oh, now...just |ook around. Beauty
ever ywher e.

DEATH
| f you say so.

LI FE
| do. Every day should be so pretty.

Death flops onto the park bench next to her.

DEATH
Uh- huh. Real ski ppy.



LI FE
Sonebody's certainly M. Mpeypants
this norning. Ddn't sleep well
| ast night?

DEATH
Sl eep? What are you tal king sl eep?
W don't sleep. Since when do we--

LI FE
(pats his |eg)
Oh, | know we don't! Just making
conversation, dear. They say a little
routi ne chit-chat can make things
seem better, nore normal.

Death turns his eyes to her.

DEATH
Nor nal .
LI FE
Yes. Nor nal .
DEATH
VWhat about what we do is "nornmal" to

you?
Life stops knitting a nonent, | ooks back at Deat h.

LI FE
well, all of it, silly. Wat you
do, what | do. Never done anything
el se, have we, now? So...
(si ng-songy)
Normal is as normal does.

Back to her knitting. Death stares at her a nonent, then
slowy | ooks away, his thoughts el sewhere. After a beat...

LI FE
So...7?
DEATH
So. .. what ?
LI FE
How are things?
(Beat)
DEATH
Things are...l think I'mlosing ny

m nd, actually.



Life's needl es keep clicking.

LI FE
M hmmm
DEATH
Maybe 1've already lost it.
LI FE
VWher e, dear?
DEATH
VWhere, what?
LI FE

Where did you have it last?

DEATH
Have what | ast?

LI FE
Your m nd, dear.

DEATH
(facetiously)
Seriously?

LI FE

Certainly. Renenbering where you

| ast had sonet hi ng- -

DEATH
It was a figure of speech! |

said, "I'mlosing ny mnd", |ike,

"The cheese is sliding off ny
cracker™.

LI FE

You | ost sone cheese too, dear?

He regards her disbelievingly.

DEATH
You' re not hel pi ng.
LI FE
Well, it's always worked for
t hi nki ng back and vi sual i zi ng.
DEATH
|"mcertain of it now | am going
crazy!
LI FE

You' re going crazy too?

me. .. j ust



DEATH
Oh, for the love of...

LI FE
Who' s nmaki ng you crazy?

DEATH
You really want to know?

LI FE
O course | do.

Death flicks his armat the world in general.

DEATH
They are.
LI FE
Who is that, hon?
DEATH
They. Them Al of them They just
don't stop.
LI FE

Who's that dear? Who won't stop?
Death rises, paces.

DEATH

(petul antly)
Ch, | don't know...let ne see. How
about the idiots who think they can
drive after a fifth of gin? O punks
who think a gun is their manhood?
Cancer, diabetes, heart disease,
regi onal skirm shes, religious
zeal ots. ..

(a di sgust ed pause)
...idiot frat boys. And this is not
to nmention the dozens of species a
day |' m supposed to cl ear because
manki nd can't manage t hings.

LI FE
Sounds |ike you' ve been busy.

DEATH
Oh, that's not the half of it! Then
you have the termnally ill. The

tortured. The insane. Toss in a
few i mm nent sui ci des. | can't stand
it!
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Life stops knitting a nonent, flicks her hand toward a spot
downstage. A small seedling springs up. Life smles, goes
back to her knitting.

LI FE
s that why you're late, love? Wre
you hel ping a few of thenf

Deat h stops short and gazes at Life.

DEATH
Was | help...? No. Actually I
wasn't. |'mdoing nmy best to ignore
them if it's any of your business.
LI FE
Now, why woul d you do that?
DEATH
Have you been listening at all?
LI FE
Certainly.
(beat)
You still haven't explained why you're
| at e.
DEATH
Stuff your "late". | wasn't |ate.
LI FE
VWll, we agreed on ten, and it is
hal f past...
DEATH

So what? Wen did tine start neaning
anything to us?

LI FE
It's just common courtesy, hon. |If
you were going to be late..

Deat h bounds up.

DEATH
| wasn't | ate!

Death steps to the first clunp of flowers Life created, gazes
down at them

DEATH
(more to hinsel f)
In fact, 1'lIl never be | ate again.
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LI FE
(not | ooking up from
her knitting)
What's that?

Deat h reaches his hand out toward the clunp of flowers,
spreads his fingers, but then abruptly pulls his hand back,
as if he'd stuck it into flane.

DEATH
| said, I'll never be |ate again.

Life continues to knit and consi der her flowers. The
conversation nmay as well be nmuzak

LI FE
Well, that's a good attitude. Not
polite to be late, you know.

DEATH
Polite is irrelevant. You can't be
late if you' re not expect ed.

LI FE
Don't be silly. Everyone expects you
to be dropping by at sone point.

DEATH
"Expects" nmay be the wong word.
"Fears" is nore like it. O "Abhors

t he thought of..." maybe.
LI FE

You don't really believe that.
DEATH

Doesn't matter. It's a noot point.
LI FE

ls it?
DEATH

It is.
LI FE

Mmm hmmm  And why is that?
Death sits on the bench, watches Life al nost absent m ndedly
flick up another small bunch of crocuses nearby. He rolls
hi s eyes and shakes his head.
Beat .

DEATH
Because | quit.
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This stops Life md-stitch, brings her focus to Death.

LI FE
Excuse ne?
DEATH
| said | quit. QUI.T. Qit.
LI FE
Quit...what?
DEATH
Thi s.
LI FE

VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?

Deat h opens his arns, |ooks to the sky.

DEATH
This!'  This whol e arrangenent!
LI FE
I|"mnot sure | follow.
Death ri ses.
DEATH
| think you do.

He noves to the flowers again, stands over them

DEATH
But just to nmake the point crystal..
(di sgust edl y)
Specifically: This.

As Death utters the word, he reaches toward the flowers,

closes his fingers and withdraws his hand. | mmedi ately, the
flowers shrivel to the ground. Death stands above the dead
flowers and | ooks at them a beat, a pained | ook on his face.

DEATH
That | no | onger wish to do.

Life drops her knitting on her bag. She rises, noves to
Deat h.

LI FE
(a bit irritated)
Oh, now, that wasn't necessary.

DEATH
My poi nt exactly.
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Life gives hima snmall shove out of the way. She stoops over
her dead flowers, waves her hands over them They i mediately
spring back to life. She fluffs themup and smles at them

Death sits on the bench.

DEATH
None of it's necessary. W' re not
necessary.

Life rises, goes back to the bench.

LI FE
OCh, stop. It would be pretty boring
around here w thout us, don't you
t hi nk?

DEATH
Fromwhere | sit, the silence of
oblivion m ght be a nice change.

LI FE
Stop it. You don't want that any
nore than | do.

Another flick of Life's wist, another fl ower.

DEATH
How woul d you know? Do you ever
stop your ceaseless birthing | ong
enough to even consider what | have
to go through just to nmake room for
all of it?

LI FE
You're Death. It's what you do.

DEATH
D d.

LI FE
(armused)
Stop it.

DEATH
| mean it.

LI FE
(si ng-songy)
No, you don't.

DEATH
| ' m serious, El!

Life continues to concentrate on her knitting.
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LI FE
(nore sing-songy)
| know, | know.
DEATH

You're not hearing ne, are you?

Knit one, pearl one.

LI FE
O course | am
DEATH
No, you're not. You never do.
LI FE
You're just having a bit of a bad
day.
Death whirls on her.
DEATH

This isn't about a bad day! It's
about every day! Every second of
every m nute of every hour of every
excruci ati ng day!

Death spreads his arns, shouts to the sky.

DEATH
It's ENDLESS!

At this last, the lights darken slightly, some of the flowers
at Life's feet whither a bit.

Life, startled, drops her knitting.

LI FE
Dee! Control yourself! You don't
have to shout!

Deat h wat ches her bend and bring the flowers back to ful
Vi gor.

LI FE
What's gotten into you?

A l ook lingers a noment between them before Life sits, |ooks
down at her fol ded hands.

LI FE
Al right. Wuat's really going on
here?

Deat h | ooks around, |ost in thought.
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DEATH
You ever wonder who thought all this
up...this whole thing? You ever
wonder about that?

LI FE
No...not really--

DEATH
| nmean, it's got a certain appeal,
"Il give it that...colors, snells,
tastes...water. Weird material,

wat er .

LI FE
Can't do without it. Pretty tasty
stuff.

DEATH

(turns to her)
And then there's us. What you are,
what | am "The quick and the dead".
What do you have to be snoking to
come up with a concept |ike that?

LI FE
|"ve al ways thought of us as two
sides of the sanme coin, darling.
You know, a heads and tails kind of
thing. Can't have one w thout the
ot her ?

DEATH

(pissily)
Yin and Yang?

LI FE
Ni ght and Day.

DEATH
Ones and zeroes.

LI FE

(enj oyi ng the gane)
Li ght and dar k.

It gets faster...

DEATH
Dits and dahs.

LI FE
Odd and even.



DEATH
Wet and dry.

LI FE
Up and down.

DEATH
East and West.

LI FE
Young and ol d.

DEATH
Thin and fat.

A quick finger of warning....

LI FE
Watch it!

DEATH
(beat...contritely)
Hot and col d?

LI FE
Better. Positive and negati ve.

Beat. They | ook at one anot her.

DEATH
Yeah. Positive...and negative. You
see, that's...that's just it, E.
How d | end up on the m nus side?
Where is it witten that it's always
got to be ne that negates everything?
Wiy do | always have to be the bad

guy?

LI FE
You aren't...really. In the bigger
pi cture, | mean.

DEATH
Thi ngs don't see the bigger picture
when it comes to nme, El. They just
see ne, and they don't |ike what
t hey see.

LI FE

Don't be silly.

DEATH
You're not there. You're not |ooking
in their eyes.
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LI FE
Maybe not, but--

DEATH
They see ne and everything goes cold
and black. [|'malways the ugly end.

It's depressing.

LI FE
Ch, now. ..

Death | ooks at her a | ong nonent.

DEATH
What do you see when you | ook at ne,
El ?

Li fe observes him sml es.
LI FE

| see ny Dee. A good guy who does
what he has to do.

DEATH
Who hates what he does.
LI FE
Sweet heart, it's who you are.
DEATH
Yeah. Well, | don't want to be ne
anynore.
LI FE
Silly. You're you. Wo else wuld
you be?
DEATH

| don't know. A Picasso, maybe? A
Pavarotti? A Steve Jobs! Soneone
people will give a little respect
to.

LI FE
You are respec--

DEATH
Don't say it! Fear is not respect.

LI FE
Honestly, | don't know what your
problemis. W have--
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DEATH

What's so hard to understand? |['ve
al ways had the shit end of the deal
in this setup. You get the new, the
joyous, the electricity of the first
breath. Creation, for the Sun's
sake! You're Life! Wbrshipped!
Revered! How refreshing! And what
do | get to work with? Decay.
Stench. Ruination. Foul ness beyond
belief. And these days, thanks to
manki nd' s continued ingenuity, nore
bl ood and guts and scream ng than
you can imagi ne. And oh, the
screamng! M CGod, it's incessant!
And if it's not a scream it's a
whi nper, a sniveling plea for nercy
that's not mne to give.

(he pauses, his voice

now sadly quiet)
Not a damm thing in this universe
wants to have anything to do with
me. Nobody seeks ne out for tea.
They won't take a walk with ne, go
antiquing...nothing. And forget
dating! | can't have an intelligent
conversation wth a single person.
| f someone nentions ny nanme at all
it's in a whisper or a curse. And |

hear all of it, too -- "Ch no, it's
the G im Reaper!" "Stay away, Dark
Conmpanion!" "Save ne, it's HM!!I"
All | have to do is be near

them ..they can sense it. You have
any idea how that feels? And then
to have to watch the light go out of
them..to take all they are, al

they'Il ever be -- and pretend it's
just business as usual. For ne,

it's forever been lights out, party's
over, stop tape. Well, | just can't
do it anynore. | won't do it anynore.

Death flops onto the bench, dejected. Life smles at hima
nmoment, shakes her head. A nonent |ater, she nonchal antly
flicks her wist and the cry of a newborn is heard.

Death sees and hears it, slides down on the bench, his head
bent over the back rest, armover his eyes.

DEATH
(sorrowf ul noan)
Awww, for the | ove of--
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LI FE
Sorry! Sorry, sorry, sorry. Just
slipped out. Sorry.

DEATH
You' re inpossible, you know that?

Life very pointedly goes back to her knitting.

From SR, ELVIN enters. He's dressed in jeans and a sport
coat over a nice shirt. He seens to be just wanderi ng,
readi ng a book. He crosses to the log, |ooks around, sits
and |l eans against it, lights a cigarette, continues reading.

Life glances at him

LI FE
Ch, now, why?

DEATH
Hhmnt?

LI FE
Nasty habit.

DEATH

(rai sing his head)
What's that?

LI FE
(tilts her head toward
El vi n)
Snoki ng. Nasty habit. Nasty, nasty,
nasty. Makes nore work for you than
nost things, 1'll wager.

DEATH
(lays head back down)
Not anynore. He has nothing to fear

from ne.

LI FE
Well, he should...if you weren't
bei ng so obstinate. [It's poking the
bear, Dee...not that |'m conparing
you to--

DEATH

Forget it. Let him enjoy.

LI FE
But it's such a limting action --

It. ..
( MORE)



LI FE ( CONT' D)
(she struggles to
find the right words)
...denies, it...disrespects..

Life rises, noves toward El vin.

DEATH
El, what are you--7?

LI FE
.1 mean, look at him Conpletely
unaware that he's conprom sing his--

DEATH
For fire's sake...wll you | eave the
guy al one?!

Death rises, follows Life. They stand near El vin,
obvi ously unaware of them

LI FE
You conpl ai n about what you have to
deal with! See what | have to watch?

DEATH
VWhat ? Soneone enjoying hinsel f?
LI FE
The ingratitude! | take the tinme to

create all this wonder and beauty,
and he does sonething stupid that in
the end throws away what |'ve given
hi m and makes work for you. It's a
sacril ege he nmakes you do that!

DEATH
Ah...the dawn breaks..
LI FE
What ?
DEATH
Nothing. It's called free wll, El.

Sonet hing they were given that we
obviously weren't.

LI FE
Vell, you cry about no one |iking
you. .. he seens to be doing everything
he can to run right to you

DEATH
He's not running to ne any nore than
he's running fromyou

19.

who is



LI FE
(points at the
cigarette)
That's not a death wish? O at the
| east a lack of fear?

DEATH
Bul | shit.

LI FE
You don't think so?

DEATH
No. | don't. The man's just--

LI FE
Ask him

DEATH
VWhat ?

LI FE

Ask him Mani fest and ask hi m how
he feels about you...about dying.

DEATH
You' re not serious.

LI FE
Deadl y.

A | ook between them Death can't believe she said it.

LI FE
So to speak.
Beat .
DEATH
Look, | haven't been corporal in
ages. Not sure |I renenber what to--
LI FE
Like falling off a bike. Cone on.
"1l go with you. 1t'll be good for
you.
DEATH

| don't want to scare him

LI FE
He can't be that afraid of you if
he's doing things |ike snoking.
(sotto voce)
Probably has unprotected sex, too.
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Life takes Death's hand, pulls himslightly aside. A bright,
intense flash of light envel opes them then fades.

Elvin junps as he suddenly notices them startl ed.

ELVI N
Oh, ny God! You frightened ne.
Death i mredi ately spreads his arns in an "I told you so"
gesture.
ELVI N

Didn't hear you com ng.

Life gestures back to Death, then smles at El vin.

LI FE
(to Elvin)
Sorry about that, love. Light on
our feet, | guess. Beautiful day,
isn't it?
ELVI N

Yes. CGorgeous. Perfect for reading.

LI FE
It is, isn't it?

Elvin smles, then goes back to his book. Life sits on the
| og next to him

LI FE
Good book, is it?

ELVI N
Yes. Very good, actually.

El vin shows her the cover.

LI FE
(reading title)
"On Death and Dying".
(gl ances at Deat h)
How ' bout that?

ELVI N
Kubl er- Ross. The five stages of
dealing with death. Not that | have
a vested interest, mnd you. Cane

across it in a yard sale. You know
it?
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LI FE
(eyes still on Death)
A bit. How about you, Dee? You
famliar with it?

DEATH
(pissily)
Intimately.
(points at Elvin's
cigarette)
You have anot her one of those?

LI FE
Dee!

DEATH
(sitting on |o0gQ)
| don't get here that often. Wen
in Rone, right? May 17

ELVI N
Certainly.

El vin hands Death a snoke, lights it. Death takes a |ong,
sati sfying drag.

ELVI N
You can take the rest of the pack,
if you'd like. 1[I've been thinking
about quitting.

DEATH
Have you?

ELVI N

Not the best thing you can do for
yoursel f, but they're just so damed
pl easur abl e.

Deat h has taken anot her | arge drag.

DEATH
They are, aren't they?
LI FE
They'I'l kill you eventually, you

know.
Death is really enjoying the cigarette.

DEATH
Maybe. Depends.
(gl ances at Life)
Sone people could live forever these
days.
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ELVI N
(1 aughs)

| doubt that. Not really interested
in testing those waters, though.

LI FE
Uh- huh. But...you concerned about
dyi ng? That why you're reading the
book?

ELVI N
Not really. | certainly don't want
to shuffle off this nortal coil just
yet. Got too nmuch I want to do before
| fall off the perch.

LI FE
|"m sure you do. But...let ne ask
you, since we're on the subject.
Wul d you be afraid? If you cane
face to face with death, | nmean?

ELVI N
Face to face with The Gi m Reaper?

Death's head falls back as he sighs deeply. Life ignores
his histrionics.

LI FE
Well, yes. Like, if | said -- what's
your nane, hon?

ELVI N
El vin.

LI FE
Like if | said, "Elvin..."
(gestures to Death
still enjoying his
ci g)
"...1"d like you to neet...Death."

Death rolls his eyes at Life, who goads himon.

LI FE
Deat h, neet El vin.

Death stares wearily at Life.

LI FE
Conme on. Say hello to Elvin.

ELVI N
You' re supposed to be death?
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Deat h extends his free hand.

DEATH

(flatly)
Yes. Death at your service. How do
you do?

El vin | aughs, shakes Death's hand, playing al ong.

ELVI N
Fine, thank you. N ce to neet you

El vin | aughs nervously, withdraws his hand, wipes it on his
| apel .

LI FE
VWat's the matter? That wasn't so
bad, was it?

ELVI N
That ? No, of course not. Just a
gane, right? But if he really were
death, | nmean, really him 1'd have
screaned like a little girl and run
as far and fast as | possibly coul d.

LI FE
You woul d?

ELVI N
Are you kidding? W wants to neet
the Bl ack Angel? Certainly not ne.
Not now, not ever, right?

DEATH
Uh- huh.

Deat h stands, |ooks hard at Life, crushes out his cigarette
with his foot.

DEATH
(to Life)
Sati sfied?

Deat h stonps away, noving to where they manifested earlier,
| ooks at Life.

DEATH
Com ng?

Life smles at Elvin as she ri ses.

LI FE
Excuse us a mnute, wll you?
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ELVI N
Certainly.

El vin goes back to his book as Life joins Death. She
obviously wants to tal k about this nore, but as soon as she
gets there, the bright, intense flash of |ight envel opes
them then fades.

El vin gl ances over, |ooks around for them sees nothing.

ELVI N
Huh.

El vin shrugs, checks his watch, gathers his things, and
wanders of f SL.

Death strides to the bench, obviously distraught. Life
follows slowy.

LI FE
Dee. . .
DEATH
That's it. |I'mfinished.
LI FE
He thought it was a gane. He didn't
nean- -
DEATH
O course he neant it! They al
mean it!
Li fe noves SR
DEATH

Not a single thing you' ve ever created
wants to have anything to do with

ne.
LI FE

Aw, Dee. ..
DEATH

Well, if that's the way they want

it, that's the way they' Il get it.
To use one of their nore insulting
phrases, "I'mdead to them™

A silence rests between themfor a nonent. Life finally
sits, takes up her knitting, and is about to flick her wi st
again, but after a quick glance Death's way, pulls her hand
back i n.
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VWhat will you do, if not what you
wer e designed to do?

DEATH
| don't know. Travel, maybe. Chil
for a while. Let things go, you
know? | nean, hasn't it occurred to
you that you' re nmuch too w apped up
in what you do?

LI FE
| love what | do. | always have.
From m nute one. | have no problens
withit.

DEATH
Goody for you.

LI FE
Look...l"msorry you' re out of sorts,

but this is the way things are.
don't know that we can do anyt hing
about it.

DEATH
"' m not asking you to do anyt hing
about it. It's nme that's going to
st op.

LI FE

Well, that's just it. Wat do you
suppose wi || happen if you stop and
| don't?

DEATH
Maybe that's sonething you should
consider. You're a bit out of
control, you know. Got me running
full-tilt boogie just trying to
mai ntain parity. You should pul
back a bit, regardl ess of what | do.

LI FE
Phooey.

DEATH
Anyway, nobody will notice a dam
thing, if you ask ne. 1In fact, there

m ght be nore than a bit of rejoicing.
| magi ne t he headl i nes:
( MORE)



DEATH ( CONT' D)

(he sweeps his arm

across an imagi nary

mast head)
"I'nmortality Finally Achieved!"

(agai n)
"Pl an Ahead! You're Going To Need
e

LI FE
Where do you get such nonsense?

DEATH
| daresay, there mi ght even be a
Nobel in it for nme: "The man who
conquer ed Deat h".

LI FE
You are Deat h.
DEATH
Still.
LI FE
Now you're just being foolish. You
know you can't just quit. | don't

know why you're even considering it.
W're ateam-- Life and Death -- |
need you, you need ne.

DEATH
Then quit with ne. Let's drop it
all. Just...be...for a while.

LI FE

Not a good i dea.

DEATH
What's not good about it? Everybody
el se gets sone tinme off. Wy
shoul dn't we?

LI FE
It would get a bit stale around here
rat her quickly, don't you think?

DEATH
What do you nean?

LI FE
Everything getting ol der but not
dyi ng? Nothing new comng up to

renew it all? And inmgine the backl og

of work you'd have once we canme back

27.
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Deat h shudders at this prospect. He drops onto the bench
agai n, di straught.

DEATH
It's not fair. |'mcapable of so
much nore than dust to dust, ashes
to ashes. | can be creative.

LI FE
You are creative. |In your own way.
But it's just the way it was desi gned.
One of us creates, the other
uncreates. Yin and Yang. Dits and
dahs.

Life pats Death's knee, smles at him then stands.

LI FE
VWhich reminds ne. | need to do a
few things. |It's spring, after all.

Li fe noves downstage, peruses the area in front of her
Deat h, slunped and sullen on the bench with his chin on a
hand, watches her.

LI FE
| think we can nmake a nice patch of
wi | df l owers right here, don't you?

DEATH
Oh, sure. Go ahead. Pile it on.

Life ignores him kneels, begins to humsoftly. She flicks
her hands lightly over an area of grass. Yellow tulips spring
up as her hands pass. She giggl es.

LI FE
Oh, how nice. Aren't they nice?

DEATH
(as flat as slate)
St unni ng.

Deat h sighs, watches Life create another patch of flowers
with a flick of her hand. He | ooks at his free hand a few
nmoments, then over at Life again, then back to his hand.
Hi s head snaps up, his eyes go wide. He brings both hands
up in front of his face, looking fromone to the other. He
st ands.

DEATH
One of us creates, the other
uncreates. That's what you said.
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LI FE
(fluffing her new
fl owers)
MM hmm
DEATH
So...it's just a matter of the

creation getting done, and vice versa.

LI FE
(wavi ng her hand,
bringing up a new
batch of fl owers)
| suppose so.

DEATH
So technically, it doesn't matter
who does what .

This stops Life. She sits back on her haunches, | ooks around
at Deat h.

LI FE
VWhat are you getting at?

Death cones to her, excited.

DEATH
| propose a trade.
LI FE
What ?!
DEATH
Let's swap jobs. [I'll create, you
uncr eat e.

Life immedi ately withdraws, gets to her feet, noves toward
t he bench.

LI FE

Ch, no. No, no, no, no, no.
DEATH

Wy not ?
LI FE

You can't be serious.

DEATH
VWat's the difference? You said,
one of us creates, the other--

LI FE
Correct. | create. You uncr eat e.



30.

DEATH
That's a bit segregationist--

LI FE
It's the way it's always been.

DEATH
Who said so? There's only you and
me. We can do what we want to.

LI FE
You can't just arbitrarily change
t he status quo.

DEATH
Oh, really? And what "quo" m ght
that be? |Is there a caste system
here that |'ve been m ssing?

LI FE
No, of course not. |It's just...the
speci ali zation of |abor. Experience.
Craft.
DEATH
(amused ridicul e)
Craft?!
LI FE

Yes, craft. Wat do you know about
creating life?

DEATH
Plenty. | have a uni que perspective
that gives ne a very deep appreciation
for it.

LI FE
It takes nore than appreciation, |et
me tell you. It takes years of study.

M Il ennia of |earning through trial
and error. Do you really think the
worl d can tol erate anot her age of

di nosaurs while you're getting up to

speed?

DEATH
| don't know. | rather |iked the
di nosaurs.

LI FE

They were an anomal y! A young,
i nexperienced girl experinmenting
with parts and pieces.
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DEATH
Still, it was a shane to have to
elimnate them

LI FE
That's not the point. The point is,
it's taken nme billions of years to

get it right: to internalize an innate
feel for bal ance; to understand how
to manage the progress of evol ution.
The nuances of DNA al one took ne

eons to figure out! You have to

know what you're doing. You can't

just cowboy it out there.

DEATH
Cowboy it? Are you suggesting that
| - -

LI FE
Well, one has to wonder how nuch
nuance is involved in pulling the
pl ug on sonet hi ng.

Thi s pushes Death over the edge.
DEATH

"PULLI NG THE PLUG?!?" |s that al
you think | do?!

LI FE

Oh, of course not. | was just--
DEATH

Well! The truth finally conmes out!
LI FE

Ch, conme on. | didn't nean...
DEATH

No, no. | get it.

(1 ndi cates her)

Life.

(i ndi cates hinsel f)
Death. Specialization of |abor,
right? 1'mjust here to reclaimthe
raw materials for your next
mast erwork, to feed the machi ne.

LI FE
Now, you know that's not--

DEATH
| don't know what | was thinking.
Me being creative. R diculous.
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LI FE
You are being ridicu--

DEATH
No, no. Please. Let me return to
nmy proper station...

Death noves to the spindly tree stage right of the bench.

DEATH
... Assune ny proper role.

He grabs the trunk. Imediately, the leaves fall fromthe
limbs and rain to the ground, and what Death is | eft holding
is his classic scythe, which he lifts fromthe ground.

DEATH
Let's see, where shall | begin?

LI FE
(very concerned now)
What are you going to do?

Death turns upstage, noves toward the trees and shrubs.

DEATH
A bit crowded over here, yes?

Death swings the scythe in an arc that roughly covers from
upstage center to md-stage right. As he does so, the

[ ighting changes in such a way as to paint the | eaves as
brown and dying. Certain |inbs droop.

LI FE
NO  STOP!

DEATH
And what is that | hear? Birds?
Too many of the little bastards around
al ready, don't you think?

Death thrusts the scythe at the area of trees upstage center
| eft where Life had created the baby birds earlier. A black
hole is blown in the foliage, and the chirping i medi ately
ceases.

Death turns to Life.

DEATH
How m 1 doi ng? Maintaining the status
quo, am | ?

LI FE
You're acting like a child. You
stop this behavior imediately.
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Death wal ks to a clunp of flowers DSC that Life has created.

DEATH
VWiy? It's just...

(rmocki ngly)

what...l...do, isn't it?

He drops the scythe to ground | evel, sets up like a golfer
with a driver, then lifts the scythe |like a golf club, about
to cut through the flowers.

At the top of his swing, Life junps forward, grabs the scythe,
prevents Death fromswi nging it down.

LI FE
ALL RI GHT! ENOUGH  STOP THI S!
(puts her face into
his, eye to eye)
Pl ease. Stop

Death slowly lets the scythe down, relinquishing it into
Life's hands.

Life takes the scythe back to where Death got it, sticks it
into the ground.

LI FE
Honestly. | don't know what's cone
over you.

Life bends, and wi ggling her fingers, draws the | eaves back
up the trunk of the tree until they are back in place on the
i mbs, obscuring the scythe.

LI FE

That was conpl etely unaccept abl e.
DEATH

VWll, this whole situation has becone

unacceptable to ne.
(he turns to her)
You, ne, all of it.

Deat h noves determ nedly toward stage right. Then he stops,
turns back to Life.

DEATH
l"mtelling you...l"d consider
destroying this whol e fucking bal
in one shot and be done with it.
But that would nean I'd have to care
enough to bother. Wich I don't. So
you do what you want. Just don't
count on me cleaning up after you
anynore. |'mout of here.
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Deat h EXI TS.
Life calls after him

LI FE
Dee! Get back here this second!
Dee!

Li fe stands transfi xed.

LI FE
Shit.

Li fe goes back to the bench, sits, winging her hands.

LI FE
Damm it.

Staring strai ght ahead, distraught, Life absentm ndedly flicks
her | eft arm back behind her. The baby birds begin chirping
again. She flicks her right hand downstage in front of her,
and a coupl e of yapping puppies are heard.

Life cones to herself, pulls her hand in.

LI FE
Per haps under the circunstances..

She sits silently, holding her hands in her lap. But in a
moment or two, she starts to fidget, her eyes glancing left
and right. She starts to rock back and forth. She seens
very unconfort abl e.

Finally, Life can't hold it in anynore. She suddenly flicks
her right hand out, and inmediately the cry of a newborn
baby is heard offstage. Her left hand flicks, and anot her
newborn wails its first breath

This continues as the lights begin to fade -- nore birds
chi rping, puppies yapping, flowers junping up, newborns crying
out.

LI FE

(flicking her wist)
Oh, shit. ..

(flick)
shit...

(flick)
shit...

(flick)

CURTAI' N
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Scene 3

CURTAI N UP

Probably the sane park. If you could see it. It is overgrown
wth trees, brush, flowers, vines. |[It's a ness.

There's a cacophony of sound as well -- a fabric of crowd

noi ses, honking horns, crying babies, bird calls, dog barks,
nonkey howl s, cricket chirps, frog ribbets, lion roars, the

occasi onal pig squeal

The park bench is still center stage, but al nost conpletely
surrounded by what | ooks |ike banboo and rushes, sone even
com ng up through the slats of the seat. Nearby, Life's

wi | df | ower garden has gone berserk -- a tangle of bloons and
Vi nes.

On the bench sits Life, slouched over, her chin propped on a
hand. Her hair is unkenpt, tousled, her clothes sloppy and
di shevel ed. She's definitely not her jovial, lusty self,
even as she flicks her wist and the cry of another newborn
baby is heard. Al this does is elicit a deep and troubl ed
sigh fromher. And yet...she does it again, alnost |ike
it's autonom c.

As this ensues, an OLD MAN in a tweed jacket and vest enters,
pushi ng his way through the bushes upstage. He carries a
book and noves |i ke nol asses, shuffle-stepping and | eaning
on a cane. He just barely nmakes it to the bench, flops down
onto it with a hugh sigh.

Life looks up at him He struggles to catch his breath,
sucking in air through a toothless nmouth. He | ooks back at
her with rheuny eyes.

OLD MAN ELVI N
Sorry to disturb youu Mnd if |
rest here a nmnute?

LI FE
Be ny guest.

OLD MAN ELVI N
Don't know if | coulda nade it much
farther.

LI FE
You do look a little worn out.

CLD MAN ELVI N
That | surely am
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The A d Man breathes deeply a nmonent or two, then turns to

Li fe.

OLD MAN ELVI N
For gi ve ne.
(offers his hand)
Nane's El vin.

Li fe takes hi s hand.

LI FE
El vi n?

ELVI N
Yes. Elvin Wsterly.

LI FE
El vin...Elvin. Have we net?

ELVI N
Mebbe. Been comn' here all ny
life. Nice place to read when the
weat her' s cooperati ng.

LI FE
Ah, yes! Elvin. Been a while. You
can call me LaVida.

ELVI N
LaVida, did you say?
(of f her nod)
Pretty nane. Spanish? Italian?

LI FE

Little bit of everything, | suppose.
ELVI N

VWll, nice to neet you...or see you

again...or whatever. Mnd' s not
quite what it used to be.

LI FE
Ch, | hear that. \Were are you
headed, Elvin?

ELVI N
Can't really tell you. | think
knew this norning, but...

LI FE
Well, then, where are you com ng

fronf

Elvin's eyes show his attenpt to renenber.
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ELVI N
[...uh...

Elvin turns, |ooks and points back from where he cane.

ELVI N
Back there a ways...
LI FE
Mm hnm
ELVI N
Don't remenber exactly...
LI FE
Well, don't worry about it. Not

i nportant.

Life takes a long look at Elvin, as he pulls out a
handkerchief, begins to wipe his face with it.

LI FE
If you don't m nd ny asking, how old
are you?

ELVI N
Ader'n | thought 1'd ever be, | can

tell you that. Last birthday I
remenber was a hunnert and ten, nebbe?
Not sure any nore -- quit countin' a
way's back. How old are you?

LI FE
A bit older than that.
ELVI N
Real | y? The years have been kind to
you.
LI FE
In the genes, they say.
ELVI N
Uh- huh.
(beat)
It's awful, though, isn't it?
LI FE
Awf ul ?
ELVI N
Bein' this old, | nean. Just plain
awful . Sonetinmes | think if | could

find a way to end it, | would.
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LI FE
Real | y?

ELVI N
Soneti mes, yeah.

El vin puts the handkerchief back in his pocket.

ELVI N
Don't know why nothin' dies anynore.
Sone scientist nessed up sonmewhere,
is what | figure. Made sonethin' in
a test tube and it got out. Wo
knows? But livin' longer's not the
bl essi ng everyone thought it would
be, I tell you true. Can't hardly
see. CGotta gumny food. Just
breathin's nore work'n |'ve ever
done. And forget tryin' to pee.
No, there are days | think |I'd give
anything just to lie down, shut ny
eyes, and not wake up again.

LI FE
| had a friend once | w sh could
have heard you say that.

ELVI N
He feelin' his age too? Kinda |ookin
for his eternal rest?

Life sm | es.

LI FE
Not exactly.
(beat)
But life is so...precious. How can
you. . .?
ELVI N
It is, yes. [|'ll not argue the point.

But these days you could make a case
of it being too nmuch of a good thing.

Life | ooks around at the chaos that surrounds them

LI FE
Hate to admt it, but | kind of see
your point.

Life rises, turns to the overgrown w | df | ower garden near by.
ELVI N

Just the way things are now, |
suppose.
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Elvin watches Life trying to prinp the garden.

ELVI N
That your garden? You like flowers,
do you?

Life smles at Elvin, nods, then turns back to the garden,
touches a bl oom here, another there, getting lost a bit in
the interaction.

LI FE

| love their faces when they first
show themto nme, you know? Especially
in the norning. So full of energy
and prom se. The richness of the
colors surprises ne sonetines, too.
| mean, | know what they're going to
be, but still...It's like they're
trying to show ne how nmuch they can
be. Like they're proud of it, or
grateful. Like they want ny approval .
Al of it, maybe. And they want ne
to be proud of them

(moves fromthe garden

to a nearby tree)
| see that in nost everything, really.
O feel it, is nmore what it is. It
feels warm The kind of warm you
get when your children put their
arns around you and hug you and
whi sper their love in your ear.
Basic, elenental. It's a feeling |
can't get enough of. | think it's
why | can't stop nak..

Life catches herself, realizes she's about to say sonet hing
she shoul dn't.

LI FE
well. ..

ELVI N
You're a nother then?

Life laughs at this.

LI FE

Ch, ny, yes.
ELVI N

G andnot her too, | suspect.
LI FE

And t hen sone.
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ELVI N
VWll, you don't look it. Life's
been good to you, seens |ike.

LI FE
That's an odd thought, actually...
Elvin starts to get up. [It's not easy for him
ELVI N

GQuess |'d better try to get goin'.
" m probably | ate for sonethin
somewher e

Life offers hima hand, gets himon his feet.

ELVI N
Thank you. 4 d bones, you know?
(off Life's smle)
Ni ce talking with you

LI FE
You too. Safe travels.

Elvin smles, begins to shuffle his way off stage left.
He' s agoni zi ngly sl ow.

Life watches hima nonent, then begins to pace, winging her
hands.

LI FE
This is getting a little crazy.

Absent m ndedly, she flicks her hand. Another flower pushes
it's way up through the scrub. She gazes at it a nonent,
half smles. Then she shakes her head, suddenly upset.

LI FE
Ch, damm it!

Life stuffs her hands into the pockets of her nowtattered
cardigan, flops onto the bench, drops her head over the bench
back in exasperation, looking silently up at the sky.

LI FE
G ve ne strength...

El vin continues his inpossibly slow shuffle toward stage
left. For a nonment or two, this is the only novenent on
st age.

Then Death ENTERS stage left. He's dressed conpletely
differently -- board shorts, an untucked Tomry Bahama shirt
under an unconstructed, |oose-fitting suit jacket, \Wayfarer
sungl asses, and sandal s.
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He carries a Starbucks Grande Latte cup, and is reading a
Peopl e magazi ne as he wal ks.

As Deat h conmes upon Elvin, he gazes over the top of the
magazine at him Elvin smles, waves weakly. Death guy-
nods to Elvin, and turns slightly as he wal ks by to continue
wat ching the old man nove off stage. He shakes his head in a
"tsk-tsk' manner.

Death turns back around to notice Life spraw ed on the bench.
He smles, folds the nagazine, sits on the other end of the
bench, sips his latte.

LI FE
(head still back)
Back al ready, Elvin?

DEATH
That's a new one. Haven't been called
t hat one yet.

Life's head snaps up, sees Death. She sits upright, |ooks
of hate, joy, relief, and uncertainty flashing across her
face sinultaneously.

LI FE
Dee!

DEATH
(spreads his arns)
Hi ya, Sweetheart!

LI FE
|'"'mso glad you' re back

DEATH
Just passing through, actually. On
my way to Cabo. Thought I'd drop in
a sec and say hi.

LI FE
(di sappoi nt ed)
Oh. | thought maybe...

DEATH
(knows what she's
t hi nki ng, shakes his
head)
No.

Life | ooks himup and down.

LI FE
Kind of a new | ook for you.
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DEATH
Trying to lighten things up a bit.
The other was a little...severe,
you know? All that bl ack.

LI FE
Sur e. | don't use the col or nuch
either. Been keeping busy?

DEATH
Nah. Just chilling. Catching up on
my reading. Finally got through al
of Stephen King. Tackling Bal dacci
next .

LI FE
Going for the classics, | see.

DEATH

(shrugs)
Al in one's perspective, isn't it?
Anyway. Been traveling a bit too.
Just canme in from St. Lucia. Fabul ous
pl ace. Not too crowded. Yet.

(1 ooki ng around)
You' ve been busy, | ooks like.

LI FE
(in a big sigh)
So it appears.

Beat .

DEATH
War ned you.

LI FE
Don't start.

DEATH
Just saying. ..

LI FE
Well, don't.

DEATH
O o0- 0- kay.

They sit in silence a few nonents. Death |ooks around, shakes
his head. Life notices, is about to say sonething...

DEATH
Not saying anything. Nothing to
say. Not...a...thing...
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DEATH
It's just that it didn't have to be
this way.

LI FE
(t ouchy)
What part of "don't start" didn't
you understand? | don't want to
tal k about it.

DEATH
Ckay. \WWat ever.

After a nonent. ..

Beat .

DEATH
VWho was the A d Tiner?

LI FE
You didn't recognize hin?

DEATH
No. Should |?

LI FE
Nane's Elvin. W talked to himonce,
remenber? Right over there? He was
readi ng that book on Death and--

DEATH
And Dying! Yes! | renenber him
Vaguely. Nice | ooking young guy,
gave ne a snoke.

LI FE
The sane.
DEATH
Aged a bit.
LI FE
(touchy)
That supposed to be funny?
DEATH
(sips his latte)
VWhat? Al | said was--
LI FE

| know what you said.
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Life rises, noves downstage. She glances at Death, then at
her hands.

LI FE
Truth is...he's aged a | ot.
Everything has. He's getting so old
he barely knows his own name anynore.
(sits next to Death)
You could really help himout, you

know.

DEATH
Wiy? He going to Cabo too? Need a
lift?

LI FE

You know what | nean.

DEATH
Sorry. Don't do that anynore.

LI FE
He actually asked for you.

DEATH
Right. Look, | didn't stop by to
rehash ol d--

LI FE
Maybe you didn't, but....just |ook
at all of this, Dee!

DEATH

(si ng-songy)
Not ny re-spon-si-bil-ity.

LI FE

This world is crying out for you!
DEATH

Bull shit. 1've been |listening. And

you know what? Everything still
val ues you over ne.

LI FE
You' d be surprised. You should have
talked to Elvin. | think he's been

trying to find you for years. |
really think he's had enough of what
| gave him

(sadly)
Everyt hi ng has.
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(rising)
No, they haven't. They're just
tired of where it's led. Your
friend' s looking for nme sinply as an
out. He doesn't really want ne.
Nobody wants ne.

LI FE
| think you' d be surprised.

DEATH

Balls. They see ne as the end. And
every last one of themsees it as
unfair. Can't tell you how many of
themtry to convince ne "it's a
m st ake. "

(beat)
Frankly, I"'minclined to agree with
‘em

LI FE
You' re making too much of it, Dee.
Al they want --

Death junps quickly to sit beside her.

DEATH
No, see, I've had a lot of tine to
t hi nk about this.
(a proud beat)
There's a flaw in the system

LI FE
A what ?

DEATH
A flaw. The system s fl awed.

LI FE
Yes. You're not participating.

DEATH

It has nothing to do with ne. Listen.

The flaw is the unalterable
progression. It's an unstoppable
train. Once begun, you can't just
get off...like, pick an age you want
to be and stick with it awhile. Not
allowed. You can't even slow it
down. Once you're on the damed
escal ator, you have to go all the
way. And now...well, all the way's
a long stretch, isn't it?

45.
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LI FE
You have too nuch tine on your hands.
You' re over-thinking this.

DEATH
No, I'mnot! |'mserious! | nean,
what if that fellow ..Elvin, was
it?...what if he wanted to be, say,
thirty for nore than a year? Hale
and hearty, vibrant, everything still
wor king? He can't do it, the way
things are set up. He's just got to
get ol der and shakier, and watch it
all slip away. Maybe if we work
t oget her, we coul d change things,
correct the--

LI FE
Dee, there's no flaw The systenis
perfect. O it was. |It's broken

now only because of you...because
you're ignoring your end of it.

Death doesn't like hearing this. He rises, picks a flower
and studies it.

DEATH
My end of it? Al | was was a way
t o bal ance the nunbers.

LI FE
You were...are...nore than that.

DEATH
| was a garbage man, and you know
it.

LI FE
When did you becone so depressive?
DEATH
Not depressed any nore, baby. 1|'ve
stepped off the treadm|l. Livin
the life.
LI FE

You' re shirking your responsibility.

DEATH
Not shirking. Abdicating. Not going
to hang around when |I'm not want ed.

LI FE
Don't be ridicul ous. You're val ued.
And needed. Can't you see that?
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DEATH
No, | can't, frankly. | never saw
anybody fighting for ne. Not once
have | seen a gazelle stop init's
flight and bare its throat to the
cheetah chasing it. |I've never heard
of anyone lying on a lifebed fighting
for death.

LI FE
"1l bet that anything in this world
right now would beg on its knees for
your touch.

DEATH
| doubt it. But even if they did,
it's a noot point. | told you --
that's not what | do anynore. |'m

into positive waves only now.

LI FE
VWhat if they thought what you could
do for themwas a positive thing?
VWhat if they'd consider it a gift
beyond neasure?

DEATH
Ch, pl ease.
LI FE
|''mserious, Dee. In sone strange

way, this whole nmess has turned into
your best chance ever to be enbraced
as a valuable part of the continuum

They m ss you. They'll understand
now.

DEATH
Bull shit. They'll always |ike you,
they' Il always hate ne.

LI FE

Maybe that's your problem You' ve
beconme so literal you' re mssing al
t he beauty in what you do--

DEATH
It's pretty hard not to be literal
when you're killing sonething.

LI FE

(undet erred)
...o0r the opportunity you provide.



DEATH
What opportunity!?

LI FE
To go around again, give it another
shot. To grow. To evolve. Wat an
amazing gift that is, and only you
can provide it.

DEATH
You think it's so great, you do it.

LI FE
It's not ny job. It's yours. And
frankly, you need to start doing it
before all of this gets so out of
hand we'l|l never regain control of
it.

DEATH
Al'l you need to do is stop.

LI FE
You really want to make this about
me, don't you?

DEATH
It's as nmuch about you as it is ne.
Yin and Yang, renenber?

LI FE
But it wasn't nme that upset the apple
cart.

DEATH

You coul d have cone with ne when you
had the chance. Retirenent is pretty
good, you know. You mght like it.
You ever seen Cabo this tinme of year?

Life stands, her frustration boiling over.

LI FE
So what are we supposed to do? Just
put it all on cruise control? Let
everything age so long it becones
intelligent dust? | can't do that.
And nei ther shoul d you.

They sit in silence a few beats.

LI FE
Seriously. Dee. You have to cone
back. It's getting inpossible.
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Death | eans forward, el bows on knees. He's silent a few

beats, then he sits up straight, |ooks at Life.

DEATH
You know what | want.

Life stands | ooking at Death a nonent, then..

LI FE
l"msorry. | just can't.

DEATH
It's a sinple swap. It doesn't have
to be forever.

LI FE
| can't take the life out of
sonet hi ng.

DEATH

It's not nuch different than what
you do now, you know. You just pul
back instead of push out. | suspect
it feels the sane in nbst respects.

LI FE
It doesn't matter.

DEATH
It's not like | don't understand. [
mean, | don't want to do it anynore

either. But if we're going to put
this thing back in bal ance, one of
us is going to have to.

LI FE
No. | told you. | can't kill.
won't.
A heavy beat.
DEATH

Even to save it all?
A very heavy beat.

LI FE
Even to save it all

Even heavi er.

DEATH
Then that's it, | guess.
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A long silence hangs between them |ike an old married couple
who have realized they' ve reached the end of the line and
have nothing nore to say to one anot her.

Deat h sl unps back on the bench, stares off despondently.
Life wal ks to the bench, slowy drops down. She sits up
straight, staring down at her hands folded in her lap. No
nmore flicking.

The lights begin to fade very slowy. The cacophony of sound,
however, does not. It continues well past the point of
conpl ete darkness on stage, then slowy fades out.

CURTAI' N

Scene 4

Curtain up. Lights up.

The stage is an even nore congested ness of overgrowth. The
park bench is conpletely surrounded now, with reeds and vi nes
crawl i ng over and through it, palmleaves falling over the
back, one across Death's shoul der.

The sound pollution of Iife happening is again |oud, alnost
oppr essi ve.

Life and Death have not noved. They sit as they were at the
end of the | ast scene: he despondent and sl unped at one end
of the bench, she sitting straight, her hands folded in her
| ap.

They sit this way for several beats.

A loud lion roar nearby startles Life. She |ooks back into
the tangle of overgrowth, then slowy turns her gaze to Death,
who hasn't noved a nuscl e.

DEATH
You m ght at |east have cut back on
things |ike that.

LI FE
(sonmewhat def ensively)
They' re magnificent beasts.

DEATH
Uh- huh. | suspect you'd say much
t he sanme about the Ebola virus.

LI FE
Well, actually, its architecture is--
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DEATH
Ch, pl ease.

Deat h stands, begins to nove downstage, but trips on a vine,
al nost falls.

DEATH
For the | ove of Sol!

Death stands with head bowed, hands on hips, shaking his
head. Life sits quietly a nonment, chagrined. She then
peruses the unkenpt ness around her.

LI FE
This is ridicul ous.

Death rolls his eyes, nods his head.

DEATH
The light bulb flickers on again.

Li fe | ooks around anot her nonment or two, then |ooks up at
Deat h.

LI FE
Waiting you out's not going to work,
isit?

DEATH

What do you thi nk?

Li fe consi ders Death anot her npbnent, then | ooks down at her
hands, still folded in her |ap.

LI FE
Al right. Al right. Mybe we can
try a few things...

Death | ooks to her.

DEATH
Excuse ne?

LI FE
| said, naybe we can try--

DEATH
You' re serious?

LI FE
I"mterrified, if you want to know
the truth. God knows what you'll--

DEATH
You're saying you'll swap jobs?
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LI FE
No, I'mnot saying that. 1've told
you...ending life isn't ny cup of
tea, but...what | amsaying is that
"1l coach you...let you try a few
t hi ngs, and then...

Death sits close to her on the bench.

DEATH
VWat's the catch?

LI FE
And then you cl ean things up.

Deat h stands, shaking his head.

DEATH
No. No. That's not what |--

LI FE
(undet erred)
You return things to their proper
bal ance, and- -

DEATH
No! That's not - -

LI FE
That's as far as I'll go, Dee. No
further. If that's not good enough
for you, then I'msorry. You m ght
as well just vaporize it all. M
along with it.

Life sits back on the bench, crosses her arns. Death
considers her a nonment, then turns away in frustration,
screans at the sky.

DEATH
AAAARRRRGGGGHHHH! ! !

Deat h stands notionl ess, again with head bowed, hands on
hi ps.

DEATH

Ckay.
LI FE

Ckay what? You'll cone back?
DEATH

"Il consider it. But first...

Deat h | ooks around, pushing up his sl eeves.
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DEATH
(ent husi astical ly)
Where do you think | should start?

LI FE
Wherever. Just think of sonething
beautiful, give a little push, and
see what happens.

Deat h stands, noves stage left of the bench. He rubs his
hands together in a gleeful way.

DEATH
Okay. | guess I'Il try sonething
right here. Right here good?

LI FE
Just a second.

Life stands, noves far stage right.

LI FE
Ckay.

Deat h | ooks at her di sappointedly.

DEATH
(as dry as dust)
Thanks for the vote of confi dence.

He turns back and | ooks at the ground in front of him

DEATH
Ckay. Ready?

LI FE
(al nost to hersel f)
Ch, geeze...

Death raises his arns, then alnost throws them at the ground.

In that sane instant, the lights go imediately to black and
all sound ceases.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO, Scene 1

LI GHTS UP. The sane park, still pretty nmuch a congested
ness.

But there are a few new things added:

A spindly, skinny tree stands downstage, m dway between center
stage and stage left. On it's one scraggly branch hangs an
ENORMOUS appl e, so heavy it bends the tree over.

Downstage right is a large tree trunk, topped with a couple
of spindly linbs with two or three hot pink | eaves on them
Protrudi ng through the trunk at a dozen points -- part of
the actual bark -- are bird' s heads. An occasional chirp
conmes fromone or two of them

And near the stage left end of the park bench sits a large
exercise-ball-sized ball of fur -- no head, no tail, no paws --
just a big ball of fur with a couple of floppy ears.
Cccasionally, it barks.

Life and Death stand side by side at the other end of the
bench, backs to the audi ence, blocking whatever sits on the
bench in front of them

LI FE
This is what | was sayi ng about DNA
It's alittle squirrelly someti nes.

DEATH
| see that.

LI FE
Especially when you get into the
nor e sophi sticated organi sns.

DEATH
It's really hard to get it to give
you what you want, isn't it?

LI FE
" ve al ways thought working w th DNA
is kind of Iike trying to nold
sonmet hi ng out of nercury.

DEATH
Uh- huh.

LI FE
Were were you going with this?
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DEATH
Well, follow ny thinking here..

Death turns and paces stage right a bit, which forces Life
to turn and step back a pace to ook at him This reveals
what is sitting on the bench:

It's a single naked creature, HE/ SHE, humanoid. |f one were
to draw a line down the center, head to toe, the right side
woul d be male, and the left side, female. The nmale side has
shortish, dark hair, a three-day growh of beard, and a
noderately hairy chest and torso, well-chiseled. The female
si de has pageboy bl onde hair, snmooth fair skin, pouty |ips,
and one wel | -forned, noderately-sized breast.

DEATH
You know how there's always so much
tensi on between nen and wonen, right?

LI FE
Ye-e-e-e-s-s-S. ..

DEATH
And a lot of that is because they
just don't really understand what
it"'s like to be one or the other, to
really be in the other's skin, so to
speak.

LI FE
Go on...

Whil e this conversation evolves, the Creature's eyes ping-
pong between Life and Death, a | ook of w de-eyed innocence,
appr ehensi on, and confusion all in one.

DEATH
So | thought, why don't | just put
them t oget her? Make themone. They'd
have an innate understandi ng of one
another. It could elimnate an awf ul
| ot of problens, don't you think?

Beat .

LI FE
The reproductive act should be
i nteresting.

Death | ooks at He/ She, then to Life, then back to the
Creature.

DEATH
Didn't consider that.
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LI FE
Mnhmm Bit of an oversight, there.
(Wal ks to the tree
with the birds in

t he trunk)
| kind of Iike your songbirds in a
tree.
DEATH

Just a matter of syntax.

LI FE
Maybe so. But that's all part of
it, Dee. There's specificity in the
chaos. There's room for nuance, of
course, but nuance is itself an
exacting science.

Life sits next to He/ She, who turns to her with a childlike
smle. Life smles back

LI FE
And believe it or not, there's sone
sel f-control invol ved.

DEATH
This fromyou

LI FE
Hear me out. Anything that lives is
a wonderful thing, isn't it? A one-
of -a-kind that has value sinply
because it exists. But that's not
to say there aren't the occasional
m shaps -- random mut ations that
find their way into the soup, so to
speak. Doesn't make them any | ess
special, but if you have the choice..

DEATH
Your point?

LI FE
One needs to consider that just
because you can nmake sonet hi ng,
doesn't necessarily mean that you
shoul d make it.

Life discreetly dips her head toward He/ She.

DEATH
Bad i dea, huh?
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LI FE
Could rank up there with sone of the
things | tinkered with as a younger
girl, before | knew what | was doi ng.

DEATH
Li ke what ?

LI FE
The m notaur, naybe. Mernmaids.
Satyrs. The Hydra. Unicorns. There
were a nunber of them

DEATH
| thought those were all nyths.
LI FE
That was spin. | nmean, would you

have advertised any of them as your
best work?

Deat h wanders over to the Balldog, scratches and pets it.

It whinpers with pleasure. HeShe smles, gets up and wanders
over. Death takes its hand, shows it how to rub the dog,
which it begins to do vigorously and with joy through the
fol | ow ng:

DEATH
(referring to his
creations)
So all of this...?
LI FE
(cautiously)
| likeit. | nmean, they're all a
bit...inpractical...but what's
inportant is that you' ve expressed
yoursel f.
DEATH
| npractical, huh?
LI FE
(1 ooking at the huge
appl e)
Well, it would be kind of hard to

carry that around in your pocket for
an afternoon snack.

DEATH
| was thinking about ways to end
hunger .
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LI FE
Adm rable. dad you didn't start
W th beef.

A wthered smle from Deat h.

By this time HeShe and the Ball dog are having a grand tine,
j unpi ng, ronping, playing like a kid and a puppy. At one
point the Balldog rolls SR with HeShe wapped around it.

LI FE
(1 ooki ng at HeShe)
| love the young. Such innocent
ener gy.

HeShe and Bal | dog circle each other in play. Then Bal |l dog
rolls offstage. HeShe foll ows eagerly.

LI FE
(nods toward HeShe)
Probably shouldn't let themrun free,
you know. M ght upset a few people.

Deat h shrugs.

DEATH
People need to cultivate a little
nmore tolerance. Let "emhave a little
fun.

LI FE
And t hen what ?

Death sits on the bench, chin in hands, obviously despondent.

DEATH
| don't know.
(beat, sigh)
Don't know anyt hi ng anynore.

Life sits beside him

LI FE
Don't take it so hard, Dee. | told
you it wasn't easy. W' ve had
mllennia to hone our skills. |
certainly can't do what you do
anywhere near as well.

DEATH
Di d. Renmenber ?

Life rises.



Li fe cons

LI FE
Yes, well...we need to tal k about
t hat .

DEATH

Not hing to tal k about.

LI FE
We had an agreenent. You play around
a bit, then you clean things up.
(no response)
Dee. .. sonet hi ng needs to be done
about this.

DEATH
You can do it if you want.

LI FE
That's not going to happen and you
know it.

DEATH
You haven't even tri ed.

LI FE
And I'"mnot going to. That's not
what |'m good at, just |ike your
gifts aren't...well...
(indicates his
creations)

DEATH
Look...l may not be the best at
creating things, but | sure as hel
know | don't want to be ending them
anynor e.

ders for a noment.
LI FE

Maybe you're looking at this the
wWrong way.

DEATH
Looki ng at what ?

LI FE
What you do.

DEATH

How el se am | supposed to | ook at
it? One nonent sonething' s alive,
the next nmonent | show up and it's
not .

59.
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LI FE
You're being too literal again.
VWhat if....what if the opposite of
"being" isn't "not being" but "being
sonething else"? Wat if you thought
of it that way?

DEATH
(a weary sigh)
We going to get all netaphysical
now?

LI FE
You yourself said that all you did
was "reclaimthe raw material s" for
me to do sonething new with, right?

DEATH
| f you say so.

LI FE
| do. Now, think about that. You're
not really ending sonething, you're
an integral part of the process of
transformng it. Wthout what you
do, nothing new gets nmade. You see?

DEATH
Doesn't matter what | see. Wat
matters to ne i s what THEY see. And
when they see ne, it's the worst--

At this noment, an extrenely old and decrepit Elvin suddenly
stunbl es through the underbrush nearby, falling to his knees,
nmoani ng and coughi ng and nobaning sonme nore. He's in really
bad shape.

LI FE
Ch, the poor dear!

Elvin crawls a few feet, then tries to stand. It's an
agoni zi ng process.

LI FE
Look at this! Look what your
sel fi shness has | ed to!

DEATH
Me?!

Life noves toward Elvin, stops. A bright flash of |ight
surrounds her as she manifests. She noves quickly to Elvin.

LI FE
You all right?
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Elvin is barely aware of her. He |ooks up at her voice, but
his eyes are obviously not seeing her -- or anything el se
for that matter.

ELVI N
Eh? VWiat...? W is it?
LI FE
It's LaVida, Elvin.
ELVI N
LaVi da?
LI FE

Let nme hel p you up.

She tries, but it's awkward and difficult. Li fe | ooks at
Deat h.

LI FE
Dee!... G ve ne a hand!

Death's head drops back wearily.

LI FE
Dee!

DEATH
Yes! Yes, yes, yes....

The intense bright |light flashes around Death as he noves to
them He helps Life get Elvin to the bench, where he sits
unsteadily.

LI FE
There you go. You all right now?

ELVI N
Yes, thank you. Not as spry as |
used to be.

LI FE
Vell, rest here a mnute, catch your
br eat h.

El vin takes out his handkerchief, nmops his brow Life sits
next to him

LI FE
We've met before, | think. You
remenber ne?

Elvin squints up at Life, adjusts his gl asses.
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Vaguel y. .. You one of ny w ves?

DEATH
Wves? How nmany have you had?

ELVI N
Can't recall exactly. Twelve, fifteen
maybe. Got fifty-sonme-odd children.
Two hundred thirty grandkids, | ast
count. No idea how many greats and
great-greats and all that.

Death turns and throws a withering glance at Life.

DEATH
(to Life)
You really need to get sone help.

Li fe shoves her hands into her cardi gan pockets.

LI FE
We're not tal king about ne right
now.

She throws her chin at Elvin.

LI FE
(to Death)
How | ong are you going to let this
go on? You'd think you could show a
little nmercy.

DEATH
Mercy!?!  Way do you think | quit in
the first place? Biggest act of
mercy in history, you ask ne.
(beat)
Nobody cares anyway.

LI FE
(i ndicating Elvin)
HE does!
(spi nni ng, arns spread)
ALL of this does!

Life steps to him

LI FE
| do.
(touches his arm
t enderly)
Dee, pl ease!
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DEATH
How many tinmes do | have to tel
you. . . No!

Death sits on the bench near Elvin, his head in his hands.
After a nonent, Elvin leans into him

ELVI N
Little fracas with the Mssus, is
it?

DEATH

(1 ooking up at him
Excuse nme?

ELVI N
Used to have 'emall the tinme nyself--
DEATH
No, it's not--
ELVI N
--til 1 learned the Secret.
DEATH
The Secret?
ELVI N
Capital "S" Secret.
DEATH
Wiich is...?
ELVI N
What ever she wanted, | wanted.
Sinpl e, eh?
DEATH
_(dryly)
A bit, yes.
ELVI N
Took sonme tinme to learn, | tell ya

Burned through a few marri ages before
it clicked in.

DEATH
You've had the tinme, |ooks |ike.

ELVI N
Bit too nmuch, you ask ne.

DEATH
How so?
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ELVI N
Well, last | |ooked, | was north'a a
hunnerd and ei ghty sonethin'. Feels
too nmuch |ike forever

DEATH
Thought everyone wants to live
forever.

ELVI N
Not sure this is what anyone'd cal
"l'iving".

DEATH
Still better than the alternative,
isn't it?

LI FE

(to Death)

s it? Quantity and quality are not
al ways conplinmentary, you know.

DEATH
Again the light bulb..

LI FE
(to Death)
Stop it.
(to Elvin)
VWhat if | told you you didn't have
to go on like this?

DEATH
El ...

LI FE
VWhat if | told you that all it would
take would be to sinply ask for your
eternal rest?

DEATH
El! Don't!
ELVI N
(to Life)

How s that? Ask who?

LI FE
| f you could neet Death--ask himto
take you...end all this? Wat if
you could do that?

ELVI N
Funny, that.
( MORE)
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ELVI N ( CONT' D)
Sonmeone said nmuch the sane thing to
me years ago, right here in this
very park, | believe. Had ne shake
hands wth sonme fella Iike he was
Death. Sonme gane they were playin'.
Made nme a little skeevy, that did.

LI FE
VWhat if it wasn't a ganme?

Deat h junps up.

DEATH
Don't you dare do this!

Life is undeterred.

LI FE
VWhat if he were here? Wat woul d
you ask of Death?

ELVI N
VWhat would | ask hinf

LI FE
Yes.

ELVI N

Well, now. ..not sure..

(rmops his brow again)
| nean, life is sweet, isn't it?
Any way it cones. You never want to
thi nk about lettin' it all go, now
do ya? So nmuch to it. | nean, the
t hought of not seeing the fire of
anot her sunset. Not tasting chocol ate
i ce cream again, or dark Cuban coffee,
or a beautiful woman's |ips, or
feelin' her fingers caress the back
of ny neck. Having soneone nmake ne
laugh "til | cry, or a piece of nusic
nove ne to tears. And snells --
Lordy, apple pie just out of the
oven...the air after a
rain...cinnanmon. God, | |ove
ci nnanon. So many things |I'd m ss.

DEATH
(to Elvin)
Then why give it up?
(to Life)
Wy are we even tal king about this?
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LI FE
Because it's tine to end this
nonsense.

ELVI N
More'n tinme, vyou ask nme. | don't
mnd tellin" you folks...I"mpretty
tired. And lettin'" go of all this --
as sweet as it may be -- m ght be

the only cure | can see for howtired
of life Il am

(beat)
So if he were here...Death... yeah,
that's probably what 1'd tell him
That it's tine.

(beat. ..l ooks right
at Deat h)
So...I"'mready if you are, son

Death is taken aback by this.

DEATH
Excuse ne?

ELVI N
| said I'"'mready. Let's go.

DEATH
You know- -?

ELVI N
Who you are? Oh, yes.

DEATH
How. .. ?

ELVI N
Not sure. Could sense it, that's
all .

DEATH
(to Life)
Tol d you.
(to Elvin)
You know who | am and you're not...?

ELVI N
Afraid? Nah. Mybe at one tine,
when | was a younger nman, you know,
but not any nore.

Life noves to the bench, sits next to Elvin, takes his hand.
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ELVI N
Been too long here. Need to go. So,
pl ease, do whatever it is you do. |
won't make a fuss.

Death rises, distraught, caught off guard.

Beat .

DEATH
" m sorry.
ELVI N
You want nme to beg? 1'd drop to ny
knees if | could.
DEATH
.l don't...It's not...
ELVI N
Not what ?
DEATH
What | want to do anynore, that's
al | .
LI FE

He's having a md-life crisis. This
is his version of the little red

sports car.
DEATH
(to Life)
It's nothing of the sort! For the
love of.... Wiy is it so hard to
understand? | want what | do to

have sone value! Not just turning
substance to voi d!

ELVI N
Had nme one of themlittle sporty
cars once.

DEATH
VWhat ... ?

ELVI N

Pretty much the sane reason: wasn't
happy with where | was, so tried to
pai nt happy on nyself w th things
like that. Don't work.

DEATH
This is not about--
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Sure it is. It's all about know n'
who you are, isn't it? Acceptin
it?

(pats the bench)
Set wwth ne a mnute, son

Death doesn't nove. Elvin pats the bench again.

ELVI N
Cone on. Set .

Death reluctantly noves to the bench and sits.

ELVI N
Ki nda funny you thinkin" we don't
need you. Need you a lot. Now,
under stand you...maybe not. That's
a different cup a' tea. S why we
run when you cone. But need you?
Oh, yeah. 'Specially now.

DEATH
VWhat's different about now?
ELVI N
Not hin's novin'! The train's stopped.

(beat)
See, the way |'ve cone to | ook at
it,

(he pats his chest)

this -- me, Elvin -- is just a suit
of clothes | put on this norning.
If | ever get to nove on, | figure

"Il just be puttin' on a different
suit tonorrow, know what | nean?

And to be honest with you, |I'mnore'n
alittle curious as to what I'll be
wearin' tomorrow nornin'. |I'mpretty
sure I'll like it just fine.

El vin reaches over and touches Death's knee.

ELVI N
But | can't do it w thout you, son.
None of us can. Wthout you, there
IS no her.
(throws a thunb at

Life)
VWhat you can do for ne is as inportant
as what she did for nme...and wll do

again. ..
(smles at Life)
...1f she's wllin'. But only if

you hel p ne now.
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No one says anything for a nonent. Death rises, wal ks SR

DEATH
" msorry. ..
Li fe noves to Death.
LI FE
Dee. ..
DEATH

Why don't any of you understand?

LI FE
Wiy don't you?

Death slowy turns and crosses to the spindly tree stage
right of the bench. He fiddles with a |leaf on the tree.
Life foll ows.

LI FE
Did you not hear himjust now?
DEATH
| heard an old man nmunbl i ng about
cl ot hes.
LI FE

Ch, cone on! He as nuch as told you
he respects you, needs you, needs
what you can do for him

DEATH

What ? Provide himw th a new Hugo
Boss of f the rack?

Li fe touches Death's arm

LI FE
Dee...listen to ne.
DEATH
No, El...I can't listen any--
LI FE
Please. |It's inportant.

Life takes Death's hand, holds it tenderly.

LI FE
One thing I've always known about
you -- the one constant -- is a

conpassion for life that runs so
pure and rich within you, finely
( MORE)



LI FE ( CONT' D)

tuned. It's magnificent. But it's
a col or you never show because.. .|
don't know. .. maybe you think revealing
it will give them hope for a | ast
m nute reprieve. Wich you can't
gi ve, of course, and which you know
woul d only make the passing nore
difficult for them So you've buried
that part of you, hidden it deep.
But it's that conpassion that's
brought you to this point, Dee.
That conpassion born out of a |ove
for every single thing living. A
| ove as great as mne. | see that
now. And oh, how I |ove you for it!

(takes both his hands

i n hers)
Dee, it was ne that took you for
granted. Not them It's ne that was
blind to the gift you provide. To
themand to nme. The gift that Elvin
needs fromyou now. | can't give it
to him sweetheart. | can't give it
to any of them Only you can. So
find it in your heart to forgive ne.
Pl ease. Forgive yourself. Cone
back to us. W need you.

Life and Death | ook at each other |ong and hard.

finally closes his eyes,
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Deat h

waps his arnms around Life, buries

his face in her neck. They remain entwi ned for several beats,

bef ore Death di sengages.

DEATH
One condi ti on.

LI FE
VWhat...conditi on?

DEATH
We do this one together.

He hol ds her arns, gazes at her.

Life gazes back at Death, then slowy, alnost inperceptibly,

she nods.

They wal k back to the bench, where Elvin sits quietly. They
sit, flanking him

ELVI N
Time, is it?

LI FE
Yes, dear.
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Life puts her near armaround Elvin's shoul ders. He | ooks
at her.

ELVI N
(to Life)
Oh, thank God. Thank you.
(to Death)
And t hank you too.

Death wraps his near armaround Elvin as well, smles at
hi m

DEATH
(to Life)
First tine | ever heard that.

Life sm|les at Death.

DEATH
(to Elvin)
You ready?

Elvin smles, nods.
ELVI N
Ki nda gi ddy, actually. 1Is it gonna
hurt?
DEATH
Nah. Nothing to it. Just let it
wash over you

Life and Death hug Elvin tighter. He closes his eyes and
sm | es.

The intense bright |ight of de-manifestation surrounds them

all, then all lights fade to bl ack.
Scene 6
The park. It's back as it was in the beginning...trim

uncluttered, nature at its nobst beautiful.

Life is sitting on the bench, once again knitting. She huns
absent m ndedly. She stops a nonent, flicks a wist, baby
birds begin chirping. She sighs contentedly.

Death enters from SR He's again in black, but nowit's a
nice suit, black open-collared shirt. He carries a Starbucks
cup and a book.

LI FE
Well, there you are! Right on tine.
( MORE)
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LI FE ( CONT' D)
(he sits)
Beautiful norning, isn't it?

DEATH
It is. Just right.
(of fers her cup)

Cof f ee?
LI FE
Does it have cream and sugar?
DEATH
Bl ack.
LI FE
O course. Silly me. [I'll pass,
t hanks.
DEATH

Suit yourself.

LI FE
(notices the book)
VWhat are you reading?

DEATH
Vonnegut .

LI FE
Like his witing, do you?

DEATH
| like his perspective. Alittle
dark, a little tw sted.

LI FE
(nonentarily concerned)
Dee...you're not getting all..
(makes a 'crazy'
gesture)
...again, are you?

DEATH
No! I'mfine! Never better! Now
if I were reading Sartre or deSade,
maybe. ..

LI FE

You' re making fun...

DEATH
Alittle.
( MORE)
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DEATH ( CONT' D)
(i ndicates the
sur roundi ngs)
Thi ngs are | ooki ng nice.

LI FE
They are, aren't they?

Beat . Li fe reaches out, touches Death's arm

LI FE
(heartfelt)
Thank you.
DEATH
For what ?
LI FE
(i ndi cat es surroundi ngs)
You know. ..
DEATH
(shrugs)
Sure. Alittle rusty at firs and
it took awhile. | still thi k you
ought to lighten it up a bit.
LI FE
Vell, mybe. W'Il see. Things
keep pol linating, you know. | just

try to keep up with them

Back to her knitting. After a beat, Death rises, wanders a
f ew paces. ..

DEATH
Speaking of that...l...uh...l was
wondering if you ever...you
know. .. gave any thought to that guy...

LI FE
What guy, dear?
DEATH
You know...the old guy we net here a
whi | e back. ..
LI FE
Elvin--7?
DEATH

Elvin! Yes. Elvin. You ever help
hi mout with that new suit of clothes
he was tal ki ng about ?



LI FE

No. No, | haven't. Wy do you ask?
DEATH

No particular reason. |It's just...

(sits back down)
He really hel ped us out back there,
you know? | was thinking it m ght
have been nice to return the favor.

LI FE
Did you now?
DEATH
Well, you know. ..he did sort of save

t he worl d.

Life drops her knitting, turns to Death.

LI FE
To be honest with you, darling, |
was waiting for you. You' ve been so

busy and all lately. But now you're
here, so...

DEATH
So...7?

Life sm|les at Death.

He does.

LI FE
So let's give Elvin another ride,
shal | we?

DEATH
we?

LI FE
Yes. You and ne. Together.

DEATH
What about that "division of |abor"
thing you were harping on about...?

LI FE
Wiy don't we just see what happens,
ahall we? Here, give nme your hand.

LI FE
Ckay, now, ready, sweetie?

Deat h nods.

4.
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LI FE
Toget her, now. One, two...

Life smles at Death, then with a flouri sh..

LI FE
Thr ee!

...she flicks her wist.

Bl ackout. The last sound heard is a newborn crying his first
br eat h.

CURTAI' N
THE END



