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CHARACTERS

KALEB: Young male, late 20’s-early 30’s, aspiring writer, confused lover of STEPHANIE.

STEPHANIE: Young female, late 20’s-early 30’s, Assistant producer for a theater, striving to patch her relationship with KALEB.

EXECUTIONER: Character conjured by KALEB to kill STEPHANIE, later lover of WAITRESS.

WAITRESS: Character conjured by KALEB to enjoy his script and fall in love with EXECUTIONER.

FELIX GUSTER:  Character in KALEB’S play. 30’s or 40’s, burnt out office worker.  Apathy gives way to suicidal tendencies.  

OSWELL PENN:  Character created by KALEB. 20’s or 30’s.  Has had his heart broken 15 times in the passed three years.  Fears death and loneliness.  Talks often, to protect his insecurities.  

GOD:  KALEB’S interpretation of the Devine One.  Very laid-back deity.  More of an uncle than a fearsome ruler.

SATAN:  KALEB’S interpretation of the Prince of Darkness.  Female leader of the underworld.  Enjoys kicking souls in the balls.

DEATH: Character in KALEB’S play. Overly lazy reaper of souls.  Obnoxious, shallow, apathetic, lazy, douche bag.

ST. NICK: Turkish Saint known for his generosity.  Trained in stealth combat.

EMMINS:  KALEB’S Head demon of suicide.  Conducts business like a lovable restaurant manager.

TRISH: Minion demon of suicide.  Younger and eager to be part of “the team.”  

JONES:  Minion demon of suicide.  Been on the crew for a long time, but still enjoys himself, positive outlook. 

Other Characters: 

MIKE: Aggressive tool of a boss, emotionally destroyed.

ANDREA: Twelfth girl to break OSWELL’S heart.

CUPID: Frustrated God of Love.
Director’s Note:
TRISH, EMMINS, and JONES should do all of the set transitions.  Most everything should be on wheels, the WAITRESS should be on roller skates if at all possible.
Synopsis: As Stephanie and Kaleb try to work things out with their relationship, Kaleb writes two scripts.  The first script is a commentary on the relationship.  The other script is a misogynistic dark comedy involving suicide, the afterlife, and Santa Claus.  
ACT ONE

Scene 1

A Dungeon.  TRISH and JONES are strung up or shackled to a wall.  They appear as if they’ve been up there for years, tortured on and off.  TRISH has a cloth over one of his eyes, dry blood caked on his cheek.  They sing “Iris” by the Goo Goo Dolls in unison.  EMMINS enters as the executioner, whistling the same song.  He pushes a shopping cart full of tortuous devices.  

JONES

Hey Doc, did you clean those off since you last used them?

They all chuckle as EMMINS exits then enters dragging a new torture victim on stage.  This is FELIX.

TRISH
Hey, nice catch there, Tiger.  

JONES

Good specimen, absolutely.

FELIX

What do you want from me!?  I didn’t do anything to you!

TRISH 
Aww.


JONES

Aww.

EMMINS

Oh come on you two.

JONES

Oh hey wait a second, Poncho, you’d better stretch first, you don’t want to throw your arm out thirty whips into him do you?

EMMINS

Oh, you are right, that would be embarrassing.

TRISH  

Not as embarrassing as the time you dropped that ironing brand on your foot right!  “Oh my tosies!” HAHA!

JONES

HAHA!

EMMINS shackles FELIX to the middle of the wall in between TRISH and JONES, does some yoga, maybe some jazzercise moves and decides he’s ready.  He begins to beat FELIX tiredly.  Punching him right left right left.

TRISH 
Whoa, whoa what is this?  Are you punching that man?  What happened to the creativity?  The spark!

JONES

Seriously, chief are you tired, bad sushi, what?

EMMINS

No, no it’s not that.  It’s… aw forget it.  Here, 

Picks up a knife from the

Cart. 

EMMINS (CONT’D)

Is this better?

Throughout this scene EMMINS continues to torture his company.

TRISH 
Come on boss, you’ve gotta get it out of your system.

JONES

Trish is right it’s not good for you to bottle up your emotions.

EMMINS

Well it’s… (breaking down) it’s Helga.

TRISH 
Ah, domestic issues?

EMMINS

I suppose.  It’s not like we fight or anything like that.  We just don’t… talk like we used to like when we… like when we were in love. 

FELIX

What the hell is this place!

JONES

You mean you don’t love her anymore?

FELIX

(Livid) Let me Out! Damn-it! 
FELIX breaks his binding and rushes away from the wall.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES exit then enter again with blankets and a pillow.  They tangle FELIX in these and exit again.  FELIX collapses briefly then sits up as he awakens.  The sound of heavy keyboard typing crescendos.  FELIX pulls the pillow over his ears.  Typing continues as the lights fade and into…

A young couple sits in their bedroom and stares into each other’s eyes.  KALEB sits at a typewriter in a rolling chair arching his neck to stare.  He types angrily, aiding the transition.  The mood is very tense and aggravated.  Several beats pass.

STEPHANIE

Please stop thinking you hate me.

KALEB

… I can’t.

STEPHANIE

Kaleb, I need you.  Why are you being like this?

KALEB

You made me like this!

STEPHANIE

You’re choosing to be like this!

KALEB

You chose to make me like this!

STEPHANIE

AHHHBRRA-LA-LA-BUDAHH!

They share an awkward moment.

KALEB

So what the hell was that?

STEPHANIE

You’re just so frustrating, that I can’t even find words to express it sometimes-

KALEB

And you resort to obnoxious yelling noises?

STEPHANIE

Screw you.  See this is what I mean!  You won’t just understand me!  You just start attacking me-

KALEB

And hating you.

STAPHANIE

Stop saying that, you do not hate me.  The Kaleb I fell in love with is not capable of hate.
KALEB

Well the Kaleb whose life you destroyed, hates you.

STEPHANIE

You’re always so dramatic!  Why do you always have to exaggerate everything?  

KALEB

You.. destroyed.. my life.

STEPHANIE

Fine!  Ok, fine.  I destroyed your life!  There, admittance, confession, vulnerability.  I throw myself at your fucking mercy!  Will you forgive me?

KALEB

… Are you serious?

STEPHANIE

I just said will you forgive me?  

KALEB

I hate you.

STEPHANIE

NO TALENT BASTARD!

KALEB

TASTELESS STONE-HEARTED WHORE!

STEPHANIE

Shh, ok.  Ok.  I know what we need.  I know how to fix this.  …I need you to hold me.

KALEB

No.  Nope.  Get off of me!

STEPHANIE

Sh.  Let it happen.

KALEB

NOT LIKE THIS!

STEPHANIE

LET IT HAPPEN!

KALEB

I HATE YOU!

STEPHANIE

HOLD ME!

KALEB

Stephanie!  You’ve fucking lost it!  You-

STEPHANIE

Excuse me?  I’ve lost it?  You’re the one who wrote that piece of psycho shit script!
Scene Two

Open in a poorly-lit ER.  Three surgeons, EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES are silently performing open-heart surgery on a patient.  A bloody arm hangs down over the operating table.  The mood feels tense.  After a beat…

EMMINS

… so he lifts up a cow tail and sure enough, there’s the golf ball lodged right in the rectum.  So he says, “Honey, this one looks like yours,” and she smacks him with the golf club!

The DOCTORS erupt in childish laughter, slapping the table, etc.  This carries on for a bit.  It was a good one.

TRISH 
Sheezus.  No one can tell um’ like you can, Emmins.

JONES

No doubt about it.

(Beat)

TRISH 
Ehh, this heart is shot, who’s up for an early lunch?

EMMINS

Well if we quit on him now the boss is going to be all like “This is the fourth early lunch for you three in a row, how many plugs have pulled today anyway?  Blah blah blah.” 

TRISH 
Fine, fine, fine we’ll dig around for a few more minutes.  

JONES

Hey Trish?

TRISH 
Yup.

JONES

Were you chewing gum earlier?

TRISH 
Um, yeah…

JONES

Ok, then I’m going to let you fish your wad out of this poor guy’s chest.

TRISH 
What?!  

EMMINS

Trish you jackass!

TRISH 
It must’ve fallen out while I was laughing… alright, alright, I’ll dig her out.  God.

TRISH walks over to a cart with several utensils lying upon it.  She looks around and decides on a set of tongs.  She drops them on the way back to the table, picks them back up and wipes them on her coat.  She goes in for the pinch.

TRISH 
“Honey this one looks like yours.”

More laughter erupts.  The PATIENT begins to moan, then move slightly.  He is waking up to pain.

JONES

Oh no, not another one.

EMMINS

He looked pretty sleepy to me.  In fact, let me be honest with you guys, I thought he was dead.  Well, hold him down, we’ll have to do this the quick way.

JONES and TRISH hold the patient down, who is now screaming horrifically.  EMMINS walks over to the cart and picks up a large wrench.

PATIENT

Stop!  Stop!  Get the fuck off of me!  

EMMINS pulls a ringing cell phone out of the patient who shoots up out of bed and grabs the phone.  Reality seeps in.  Our patient is OSWELL PENN.  EMMINS, JONES and TRISH exit and throw blankets and pillows onstage from off.  OSWELL lights up his watch and groans.  OSWELL feels around for a pillow and finds it on the floor.  Phone continues to ring.  Upon reaching for the pillow he sluggishly oozes out of bed onto the floor to join it.  OSWELL grabs his sheet down from his bed and sits up.  Finally he answers the phone.

OSWELL

Darling, it’s early, are you ok?  Good.  So… can I go back to sleep now?  Ask me what?  No I wouldn’t hate you.  Great.. I appreciate your honesty.  I’m ok.  Yup.  It was good while it lasted.  I’d like to keep you as a friend too.  I know.  Can I go back to sleep now?  What.  Just say it.  Please just say it so I can go back to sleep.  You’re a what?  Well that’s… kind of disgusting.  It’s not the lifestyle that appalls me, it was your word choice.  I don’t hate you.  If I say that I hate you will you hang up on me so I can go back to sleep?  …Bitch.

OSWELL begins to cry.  He reaches behind him to pull an arrow out of his back.  He throws it to the floor, rolls over and goes back to sleep.  CUPID enters and picks up the arrow.

CUPID

Well fuck you too!  God!  Why do I even try anymore?

Exits.
STEPHANIE and KALEB sit opposite of each other in a diner.  Each have a dwindling, neglected cup of something.  The steam has dissipated as well as most of the flavor.  STEPHANIE focuses on the script in front of her.  KALEB devotes his attention to STEPHANIE’s every expression, every reaction, every breath.

STEPHANIE

Hm.

KALEB

What the fuck does that mean??

STEPHANIE 

What?

KALEB

What part are you at?

STEPHANIE 

The song.

KALEB

Ok, I got the music for that!

STEPHANIE 

Um… You know Kaleb, I’m not sure a song really belongs here.

KALEB

Yeah.  That’s why it’s funny, God, I have to explain everything-  

STEPHANIE 

I mean, it’s not a musical is it- or was that the intention?

KALEB

Nnn, well maybe.  But not really, but it’s funny.  Here’s the music, kind of imagine the lyrics over it.

KALEB digs out a cassette player and begins to play a pretty terrible recording of -most likely himself- playing electric guitar.

Beat.

STEPHANIE 

Ok, I’m done with the song.

KALEB stops the recording and resumes staring.

KALEB

There’s a good part coming up.
Scene 3

A cube farm.  FELIX sits at his desk and types at incredible speeds, staring slightly off his desk at the floor.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES are office workers who type equally fast behind him at their own desks.  FELIX stops to take a drink out of his thermos.  Immediately as his fingers stop, EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES look threateningly over their shoulders at him.  FELIX glances at them and gets back to work.  FELIX’S fingers do not stop moving throughout scene.  OSWELL enters with a dolly.  He’s a vending machine stocker.  

OSWELL

Hey Felix?

FELIX

Hi Oswell.  How’s the stocking business treating you?

OSWELL

Killing me slowly… Christ.  You’re pretty quick, man.

FELIX

Yup.

OSWELL

How long have you been here?

FELIX

Today?

OSWELL

No, like with the company.

FELIX

Fifteen years, three months, one week, one day, one hour, two minutes, 14 seconds.  

OSWELL

… No I meant specifically.  Do you have any plans tonight?

FELIX

Yup.

OSWELL

Cool… cool.  When’s your break?

FELIX

Twelve fifteen so 2 hours 29 minutes, 40 seconds.

MIKE enters with a clipboard.  An uptight supervisor, suspenders, uncomfortable pants, bad tie.  He stops and begins to assess and check.

OSWELL

Hey Mike.

MIKE

Oswell right?  Have you stocked the machines?

OSWELL

Yeah.  I just-

MIKE

Even the machines outside by the Smoker’s corner?

OSWELL

No, those are Pepsi machines, I only do Coke, they are two different companies with two whole different trucks.

MIKE

You only do Coke?

OSWELL

… Yeah.  Haha, I mean I don’t DO Coke-

MIKE

Do you understand that if you refuse to stock all machines in the facility I will be forced to replace you with someone who will?  I will not find this difficult.

OSWELL

Oh, come on, Mike, you’d miss me at least a little.  Our back and forth banter, guy time gripe sessions, our secret handshake…

MIKE

You are one of my many mindless drones who operate on caffeine, my authority, and nothing else.

OSWELL

I see.

MIKE

Do you???

OSWELL

Yes, you’re looking for a drone who will stock both machines work for both companies, live two lives essentially. 

MIKE

You are no longer adequate to work for this facility.

OSWELL

I work for Coke… I mean I don’t work for coke-

MIKE 

You’re free to leave.

OSWELL

Excellent, I’ll pack my things.

MIKE exits with a sneer.

FELIX

How did you do that?

OSWELL

What, get fired?

FELIX

Yeah.

OSWELL

It was pretty easy.

FELIX

I’ve been trying to get fired my entire career.  I’ve done everything short of committing a felony.  Getting a job was the worst career move of my entire life.

OSWELL

Why don’t you just quit.

Upon hearing this, EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES do their threatening over-shoulder glance in OSWELL’S direction.  FELIX becomes uneasy.

FELIX

Um… (mechanically) because there is nowhere else I would rather allocate my talents.

EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES continue their work.  

OSWELL

Twelve fifteen, outside by the Pepsi machines ok?

FELIX

Weren’t you just fired?

OSWELL

I don’t even work for him.  This just means I get a break in the day and a few extra drinks to burn through.  But I have more machines to stock elsewhere, see you at 12:15.

OSWELL exits and FELIX resumes his carpet stare.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES slowly turn menacingly.  FELIX feels their glare and types harder and faster.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES slowly ascend from their seats and begin to loom.

EMMINS

Type, you sniveling droid!

TRISH
Monkey!

JONES

You worthless little robot!

TRISH 
Monkey!

EMMINS

Robot!

TRISH 

Monkey!!

JONES

Robot!!

EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES perform absurd monkey/robot impressions.
Back in the Diner…
STEPHANIE 

Kaleb, what would you say is your overall… intention with this piece, I’m just-

KALEB

Sure, ok-

STEPHANIE 

Not sure what you’re trying to communicate to me here.

KALEB

Well-

STEPHANIE 

Because so far, it’s just an utterly offensive account of suicide parodies, relationship rehashes, and-
KALEB

Well it’s a dark comedy, it’s making light of otherwise gruesome situations.  It’s funny.  My intention-

STEPHANIE 

It’s not- ok go ahead.

KALEB

My intention is to make people laugh, to, to stop people from thinking about their sad, sick, and overall mundane little lives-

STEPHANIE 

And instead focus on your sick, sad little play?  … I’m sorry-

KALEB

Why do I even bother?
STEPHANIE 

That was over the line-

KALEB

You have NO artistic eye, NO comedic mind… This script will get laughs, I mean it’s edgy it’s relatable.  Just show it to your boss and you’ll see! 

STEPHANIE 

Kaleb.  I think you’re just going to offend people, it’s mean spirited.  

KALEB

Mean spirited??? 

A WAITRESS approaches.

WAITRESS

Refills?

KALEB

No, thanks.  But hey, tell me what you think of this.

STEPHANIE 

Why did you write the waitress into this?  Don’t pitch your script to the waitress please.

KALEB

Relax!  Ok, there’s a guy named Oswell who’s depressed because every woman he sleeps with turns into a lesbian.  It’s happened like fifteen times in the passed three years and he’s had it.  But he’s a coward right?  He wants to kill himself, but he can’t do it alone.  Then there’s this other guy, Felix who’s just sick of the monotony of his life and his marriage and his job so he agrees to come over and off himself too, so Oswell can ya know- do the same.  

STEPHANIE 

(To the Waitress) Do you really want to hear him continue because I would really like him to stop.

KALEB gets out a ten and slaps it down on the table.  

KALEB

Two more minutes.

WAITRESS

Fair enough.
Scene 4

The Smoker’s Corner.  MIKE puts some money into an empty Pepsi machine.  He waits for the Pepsi Jazz that will never come.  He erupts in rage, striking the machine and growling pathetically.  He falls to the machine’s feet and begins to weep.  FELIX enters awkwardly.  MIKE notices after a beat.

MIKE

Felix.  I need you to do something for me.  Now.

FELIX

I’m taking my required fifteen-minute smoking break, sir.

MIKE

I need Pepsi Jazz from the gas station on Leavenworth.  I’ll write you a company check.  

FELIX

You’ll write me a company check for a can of diet Pepsi?

MIKE

20 Ounce bottle Pepsi Jazz, you ass!

OSWELL enters.

FELIX

Hello Oswell.  We need to run an errand, do you mind if we talk on the way?

OSWELL

Sure where we goin? 

MIKE

(In Withdraw) Gas station on Leavenworth, Pepsi Jazz, 20 ounces.

OSWELL

That stuff tastes like ostrich bile.  Whatever.  Sure let’s move.

Scene 5

FELIX’S Car.  OSWELL and FELIX are on their way to the gas station on Leavenworth.

OSWELL

So what are your plans?

FELIX

Personal errand.  What did you have in mind?

OSWELL

I’m going to kill myself.

FELIX

… Oh… me too.

OSWELL

I don’t want to do it alone- what?  Oh.  I had a huge convincing speech and everything.  So why are you doing it?

FELIX

Because I don’t want to live any longer.  I’m not sure if my wife’s my own monotonous nightmare or if I’m hers.  My kid is eleven and still wears diapers.  My job is hell.  And it’s too late to turn back.  Maybe it wouldn’t have been last year, but I didn’t.  And now here it is, year fifteen, and there’s no more light.  If I quit, they take away my retirement benefits, I’m burnt out, broke, in debt… Wait here, I’m going to get the Jazz.

OSWELL watches FELIX leave and sits there for a moment before FELIX returns.  

FELIX (CONT)

They don’t take checks.  

OSWELL

You can come over to my place to do it.  You won’t have to worry about your wife or your kid catching you.  

FELIX

Maybe.  Where do you live?

OSWELL

I’m squatting in the condemned hotel on 35th.  Are you sure Mike isn’t going to kill you before you do?  He seemed pretty intent on that Jazz.

FELIX

Maybe I’ll get lucky.

OSWELL

Chyeah… in what way?

Scene six

Open with OSWEll sitting in an easy chair in the middle of his old dusty hotel room.  Behind him TRISH and JONES are dressed as emo kids, complete with running eyeliner.  They sob as they sing “How could this happen to me” (etc) by Simple Plan.  EMMINS enters dressed as cupid, except instead of a bow and arrow, he carries a rifle.  He shoots TRISH and JONES in the heart, they fall dead and remain there.  EMMINS exits as FELIX enters.

OSWELL

You ready?

FELIX

I guess.

OSWELL

What was your last meal?

FELIX

Um.  Liz made a casserole.  How are we going to do this?

OSWELL

Was it good?

FELIX

Yeah… (in thought) it was pretty good actually.

EMMINS enters with a shopping cart containing a long length of rope.  He whistles as he drops the rope in front of OSWELL.  He loads up a dead JONES and TRISH and exits.

FELIX (CONT)

What’s this?

FELIX picks up the rope.  It has a noose on both ends.

OSWELL

So we can die at the exact same time, like we agreed.

FELIX

I didn’t… any other ideas?

OSWELL

I bought a gun.  Thought about killing Mike.

FELIX

Why didn’t you?

No response.

FELIX (CONT)

Look, are you serious about this or what?  Do you even have a reason to do this?

OSWELL

Felix, my man… (Musical number)

You’ve spent fifteen years

Suspended in pain

Nothing has changed

Just stayed the painful same

Now all of this dullness

Has made you half soulless 

And left you half insane 

With a stone heart and a stone brain-

FELIX

Damn-it, could you please just answer my question?

OSWELL

Ok fine…

My heart’s-

Is it cool if I do the song?

FELIX

Uh sure.  

OSWELL

My heart’s been broken

Fifteen times 

By fifteen different women

In the passed three years

But here is the clincher,

I would be fine

If every single one of them didn’t later turn up…

FELIX

Dead?

OSWELL

Queer.

FELIX

Have you tried going gay?

OSWELL

Yeah, I turned a guy straight.

FELIX

Have you considered priesthood?

OSWELL

Man that’s no good,

I think God wants me dead!

OSWELL AND FELIX

I’ve got fifteen reasons 

To tie the noose

I’ve got fifteen reasons

Though I doubt it’s any use

I’m already dead inside

But I’ve got fifteen reasons to die.

FELIX

Oswell, you’ve got me thinking…

OSWELL

About how worthless is the soul?

FELIX

No that was one stinking perfect casserole.

I’m having second thoughts.

OSWELL

Second thoughts, man what about me?

We’ve got fifteen reasons and besides we agreed!

FELIX

No we didn’t but I’ll make a pact right now

I want to turn second thoughts into second chances 

OSWELL

Fine, How?

FELIX

Let’s give it two more weeks of this god-awful life

And if I fall back in love with my wife

Or if you find the unic that you’re looking for

We can call this whole thing off, but if not then sure

After all…

FELIX AND OSWELL

We’ve got fifteen reasons 

To tie the noose

We’ve got two weeks to prove

That’s it’s just no use

And if we 

Turn out to be

As dead as we feel we are inside

We’ll have fifteen reasons to die!

They shake hands, FELIX goes to exit and the door does not open.

FELIX

… What the hell is this??

OSWELL

Oh sorry, the doors lock automatically on both sides, you need a key.  Sorry.  Forgot.

OSWELL unlocks the door and lets FELIX out.  
The Diner,

KALEB

So they make an appointment for two weeks later so they can tie up some loose ends etc.  When Felix gets over to Oswell’s to do the deed-

WAITRESS

Two minutes, thank you.
WAITRESS takes the ten and walks away.  She does not laugh.  In fact she’s kind of disgusted. 

STEPHANIE 

Did you see that?  Did you see what you did to her just now?  You have ruined her day.  You’ve ruined her month- you probably just ruined her freaking Christmas.

KALEB

She didn’t get it.  You’re all the same-
STEPHANIE 

There’s another problem!  Have you ever stepped outside yourself to consider how misogynistic this play is?  Imagine her face times a hundred, times two hundred!  Oh my God!  I will not be part of this! 

KALEB

Stephanie at least finish it-

STEPHANIE 

Kaleb.  Ok.  So you’ve written two scripts here basically right?  One is the mess I’m reading and the other one is happening right now.  You’re writing me to say this so you don’t get confused most likely, yes?  You’ve made a character out of me.  You’ve made me unsupportive- maybe rightfully so, not to mention up tight.  I actually think you’re an ok boyfriend Kaleb- most of the time, and a.. decent actor, but as far as your writing skills go… ok look.  Nothing agrees with anything right now.  I mean you despised me in that second scene and now you’re depending on me to get this script produced as if it never happened, as if everything is ok!  Even right now, I’m making sense!  If I were making sense, you’d go back and change scene two and there would be no need for this vary dialog!  You get it?  It’s black and white!  Completely freaking bi-polar ya know?  And coming from you… I guess it does make sense.  But what I’m saying here is, it’s not going to make sense to anyone else.   
KALEB

These scripts are about love.  They’re not supposed to make a lot of sense.  AND, I’m a tremendous actor I just have yet to get cast in a role that completely-

STEPHANIE 

What’s going to happen Kaleb, when you show this script to me, and I find out that you’ve created a character out of me?  Do you think I’ll be pleased to realize this is the way you see me?

KALEB

I might not show it to you.  Either of them.
STEPHANIE

You show everything to me.  That’s what makes us work.  That and honesty.

KALEB

Debatable.  

STEPHANIE

Oh what, you would rather me lie to you, tell you it’s great, tell my boss to produce it, get it made, and have you humiliated?

KALEB

You have NEVER trusted my creativity!

STEPHANIE

You’ve never trusted my professional taste and judgment!

KALEB

Fine you know what? FINE!  That’s what!  And you know what else?  I’m scrapping it!  Yeah, I’m gonna rip it up and write a spritely romance comedy musical you can giggle and eat popcorn to!  Is that what you want?

STEPHANIE

Ok fine!  Actually no!  No, I’m going to take this to my boss and I’ll tell him to read it over and when he comes back to me the next day, fires me and tells me to die for making him read such depressing demeaning garbage, THEN you can write your little romance comedy.

KALEB

Fine do it!

STEPHANIE

I will!

KALEB

Do it tomorrow!

STEPHANIE

I’m kind of busy tomorrow with going to the gym and stuff, but I’ll try to fit it in!

KALEB

Oh you will?

STEPHANIE

Yeah!

KALEB

You’ll try to fit it in?

STEPHANIE

Yeah I said I’ll try to fit it in!

KALEB

Well good!

STEPHANIE

I know!

KALEB

But could you please just finish it.  Tomorrow, finish it tomorrow before you call him ok?

OSWELL’S condemned hotel.  OSWELL is pacing as he eats a cookie.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES are in pajamas, sleeping on a cloud of pillows in the background.  FELIX enters.

FELIX

You go first, what’s the news?

OSWELL

I’m in love!  I mean I’ve only been seeing her for a week, but I’m in so much fucking love it’s mended everything- every painful memory, every insecurity- I can’t even describe it, Felix-

FELIX

You don’t have to.  Oswell, I’m in love with my wife, I’m completely re-enchanted.  She’s worth waiting for through the workday.  Worth changing my fifth-grader’s diapers!  

They embrace.

OSWELL

Thanks for making me wait man.

Lights fade on OSWELL and FELIX and focus on EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES as they rub their eyes in waking.

EMMINS

Oh shit.  What time is it?

JONES

What happened?

TRISH
How long were we out?

EMMINS

Two weeks!  Aw, we were so close!  Who was supposed to set the alarm?

TRISH 
Meee.  

JONES

Trish!  For the love of God!

TRISH 
My bad.

EMMINS

Ok, we can still do this, stretch it out, there’s still time to get this done.

EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES exit.  Lights rise again on OSWELL.  He weeps in his chair in his hotel room.  He loosely holds a gun. FELIX enters, appearing disheveled.

FELIX

Where’s your key?

OSWELL

(Sobbing)She left me man.  

FELIX

Is it in your pocket?

OSWELL

Just like all the rest, we should’ve ended it that night with my noose.  Or my gun.  Speaking of which I’m glad you’re here.  

FELIX

Your key, Oswell.

OSWELL

My key?  Yeah, it’s in my pocket, why?

FELIX smacks OSWELL in the back of the head with a hammer, unconscious.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES dump OSWELL out and carry the chair OS. They bring on many large boxes filled with assorted food and water. 

TRISH 
About time!

JONES

Ah, we’ve waited so long!

TRISH 
Not it!

JONES

Not it!

EMMINS

Not it! Awww!  Come on, I did the last one!

TRISH 
Rules is rules, Emmins!  You had dibs on Felix anyway.

JONES

I think I’ll go on vacation, what do you think of the tropics, Trish?

TRISH 
Sounds a bit sticky this time of year, Jones, but anything’s better than Heaven!

EMMINS 

You guys suck.  You know he might not even go through with it, he could still come to his senses.

JONES

Keep dreaming, Emmins.

TRISH 
Seriously Emmins, you get all worked up about reeling um’ in, but when it comes time to make the deliveries, you get all reluctant on us.

EMMINS

Alright, alright whatever.  Lost Cause Oz is waking up, I’ll get the cart ready.

EMMINS exits.  TRISH and JONES take a seat and watch with intrigue.  FELIX takes OSWELL’S gun and key from him.  OSWELL is lucid but dizzy and hurting. 

FELIX

It’s been a strange passed couple of days since we’ve seen each other.  

OSWELL

(Faintly)What are all these boxes? 

FELIX

Enough food and water for about a year and a half I suppose.

OSWELL

Felix?

FELIX

My wife left me yesterday, Oswell.  (Heading towards the door) She uh, told me she was a lesbian.  

JONES AND TRISH 
Awww snap!  No she didn’t!  That’s messed up!  Ice-cold! 

OSWELL 

Wait… Wait man!

FELIX exits shuts the door behind him, ensuring it locks automatically.  

TRISH AND JONES (Over Oswell)

Do it!  Do it!  Do it!

OSWELL (CONT)

I didn’t know man I swear!  I swear to you, oh God!!

FELIX shoots himself in the head and falls behind curtain.

TRISH 
It’s goooood!

OSWELL

NOO!  LET ME OUT!  GOD-DAMN-IT FELIX!
KALEB sits defeated facing a wall in his bedroom.  STEPHANIE smirks behind him.  Several beats pass.

STEPHANIE

Do you wanna know the foremost reason why he hated your script?  The misogyny.

KALEB

Bullsh- What misogyny???

STEPHANIE

Satan’s character mainly.  Prrrretty misogynistic.  

KALEB

Isn’t Satan usually portrayed as at least a little misogynistic?  

STEPHANIE

You portrayed yourself as a little misogynistic in making the character of Satan a-
KALEB

I hate you.

STEPHANIE

How could you say that?  How is any of what you’re feeling right now MY fault?  Would you like to project it all on me?  Would that make you feel better, Sweetie?  Isn’t that what I’m doing in this clusterfuck anyway?
KALEB

Feels pretty damn good so far, bitch!

STEPHANIE

You would NEVER say that to me in real life!

KALEB

That’s why I’m saying here!

STEPHANIE

You know what makes me laugh?  

KALEB

My misery!

STEPHANIE

In all your infinite control of this script, this world, YOUR creation… your script was STILL rejected!  You could have made yourself a super-hero!  I could’ve read your script and loved it and the world could have worshiped you for it!  

KALEB

But that wouldn’t be funny.

STEPHANIE

So this is funny?  Do you hear them laughing, Kaleb?  Do you hear anyone laughing?  Kaleb, YOU’RE not even laughing.

KALEB

Why did I make you so cold?

STEPHANIE

Because I made YOU so cold?  According to you.

KALEB

You know what I’m calling my romance comedy?

STEPHANIE

What?

KALEB

“The Reasons Why I Hate You.”  It’s an adaptation of “Taming of the Shrew” and kind of our thing-

STEPHANIE

Isn’t that kind of close to “10 Things I Hate About You?”

KALEB

…THIS IS WHAT YOU DO!

STEPHANIE

Kaleb, I’m just trying to help you!

KALEB

THIS IS EXACTLY WHAT YOU DO!  I come up with a decent idea, even for a fluffy substance-hollow romantic comedy, and you find someway to crap on it!

STEPHANIE

There’s already crap on it!  I’m just trying to get you to see it!

KALEB

That’s it.  

HITMAN enters.  He draws and shoots STEPHANIE who remains physically un-phased, but offended.
STEPHANIE

What are you doing?

KALEB

I’m killing you off.

STEPHANIE

You can’t kill me off!  I’m your only other female character!  Unless you planned on the Hitman and the waitress getting together-
KALEB

Bye!

HITMAN exits behind STEPHANIE who tantrums OS.  KALEB hesitates before he continues to write.
Black.  Strobes light the stage.  EMMINS wheels on a cart and fills it with FELIX, who is extremely confused.  JONES drags OSWELL OS while TRISH takes care of the boxes and arranges the next scene.  

JONES

This part always reminds me of that part in “Charlie and the Chocolate Factory.”

EMMINS

The one with Gene Wilder?

JONES

Exactly, when they’re going through that tunnel on the chocolate river-

TRISH 
“Are the fires of hell a’glowing?!”

JONES

We need to hook up like a projector and feed images through it like a chicken getting its head cut off and stuff, like Wonka did, that was so affective.

TRISH
“And they’re certainly not showing any signs that we are slowing!”

TRISH JONES AND EMMINS

AHHHH!

EMMINS

We’re here.

Lights come up on God’s office.  GOD sits in a comfortable chair in front of a TV with the remote in one hand and a Mountain Dew in the other.  

EMMINS (CONT)

Um, Mr. God?  

GOD

(Turning to face them) Please, just God… (He sees Felix in the cart and sighs exasperatedly).  Emmins.

GOD rises and approaches the two.

EMMINS

What.

GOD gives EMMINS a sinister titty-twister. 

GOD

Go away.

EMMINS begins to exit with FELIX.

GOD (CONT)

No, leave him here, moron.  How long have you been doing this?  Well take the cart, genius- hey did you get that from Hy-Vee?  Just answer me, did you get that cart from Hy-Vee?

EMMINS

Yeah, I think so.

GOD

K, go return that those are like $300 apiece, don’t be a douche, go.

EMMINS exits with the cart.

GOD (CONT’D)

Felix… what are you doing here?

FELIX

Are you God?

GOD

Yeah, you’re dead, why did you do it?

(beat)

GOD (CONT’D)

You know what, I’m going to wait until Oswell gets here, I’ve got some bones to pick with him too.

FELIX

How long does he live?

GOD

A few days.  

FELIX

Crap, I forgot about the window.

GOD

No, Oswell doesn’t kill himself, he couldn’t do it alone.  He could’ve cut his wrists with a pineapple can lid, or sure jumped out the window, hung himself with his pants, but nope.

FELIX

Then what happens?

GOD

Chokes on a Little Smokey.

FELIX

… So do I have to wait here for a few days or…

GOD

Don’t worry time will fly.  You wanna play some Scrabble?

GOD’S cell phone rings (Sexy Back, JT).
GOD (CONT)

God.  Oh yeah?  Sure send him up.  Hey by the way, have you just completely forgotten about Mr. Curothers or what?  What do I mean- he’s like 134 years old!  No he’s not!  No he is still alive I’m, sure.  Just you know, pick up the slack you’re falling behind.  No it’s cool, just yeah, send up Oswell and… yeah.  Ok, you have a good one, thanks.  Mr. Curothers, write it down.  K, bye.

OSWELL enters.

OSWELL

Hi, a guy told me to just come in- Felix!

GOD

Oswell, don’t bother he’s dead.

OSWELL

What?  Am I dead?

GOD

Yeah, take a seat-

FELIX takes a seat.

OSWELL

Who are you?

GOD

Oh I guess it has been a while, I’m God, hi Oswell.

OSWELL sits suspiciously.

OSWELL

Is this heaven?

GOD

Why do you think you deserve to go to heaven?  I gave you everything!  Every single thing on that dumb little rock I put there, for you.  Felix, you used to thank me for your food when you ate dinner, what happened to that?  That was nice, you said thanks for this and I said sure chew carefully and it was cool.  It was really cool!  You haven’t thanked me for anything in thirteen years!  Except for that one time Mike burnt his arm in that coffee and he was on all sorts of painkillers and he let you off super early and you said, “Thank God!”  You’re welcome.  I gave you a freaking gorgeous wife!  Oswell, is she not gorgeous?

OSWELL

Oh yeah.

GOD

Easy.  Yikes.  Oswell.  Everything you do for yourself, you are going to suck at.  This is a gift.  You know how many people ask me if I could just let them do the right things the right way for the right reasons?  Billions, daily!  But no!  You had to chase that vagina, that’s all you ever wanted to do was chase the vagina, chase the vagina, chase the vagina.  Did you want to learn to play guitar, or to cook, or get your degree?  Not unless it pertained to the vagina!  I gave you everything!  I’m just not sure how else to tell you that I love you.  You know?  I mean I chose you!  You’re my sauce!  You’re my sauce!

OSWELL AND FELIX

Sorry.

GOD

You took a dump on your gifts and threw your turd-soaked blessings back in my face.  But ok.  Business time.  You each have one request, as long as it doesn’t screw up any of my plans, I’ll make it happen.  Oswell?

OSWELL

Um.  Could you discontinue Pepsi Jazz?

GOD

It’s that bad?  I’ve never had it.

OSWELL

Yeah.

GOD

Cool with me.  Felix?  Maybe you should wish for you kid to find some parents?  Just a suggestion.

FELIX

Can you… make him stop pissing his pants?

GOD

Can-do.

FELIX

And can he cure cancer?

GOD

Hey, that’s two, I can only meet you half-way there.  Why is that always the second wish?  All right you two, come here.  Hugs.  Come on.

They all hug.

OSWELL

Does this mean you’ll let us into heaven?

GOD

HA!  No, this is more of a goodbye hug.

OSWELL AND FELIX

Oh come on!  

GOD

You say you have fifteen reasons to die and gee, that sure is a lot but I gave you six billion reasons to live.  Felix, man, your wife was beautiful.  You two were perfect there for a few years, but your apathy turned her into… 

OSWELL

A slut- I’m so sorry man, it just came out-

FELIX

What the fuck is wrong with you??

OSWELL

Well what the fuck is wrong with you, now that you mention it?!

FELIX

You mean the locking you in your room then shooting myself thing.

OSWELL

No the other thing- YES!

GOD

It’s been real guys, but you gotta get going It’s almost 8:30, and me and Moses have disk golfing.  Love was the answer just by the way if you wanted to know. To life, to living, getting through the day.

FELIX (To OSWELL)

Prick.

OSWELL (To FELIX)

Jackass.

GOD 

Good luck in hell guys.  I hear it sucks.

Black.  

Hell.  Hell looks a lot like the office where Felix used to work.  A WOMAN stares at the floor as she sits at a desk and types, types, types, transcribing the mountainous stack of paperwork looming on her desk.  OSWELL and FELIX stand SL, confused.

OSWELL

Listen.  I really am sorry for turning your wife gay, but, that bitch killed me too you know!  Would you still have shot yourself if she hadn’t turned gay?  What if she’d just left both of us?

FELIX

… I would’ve just killed you.

OSWELL

Come on!  I didn’t know she was your wife, man.  She didn’t say a fucking thing about a husband.

FELIX

Then I probably should’ve killed her too.

OSWELL

Well fair enough, but I just want you to see that I’m innocent here ya know?  I wouldn’t have so much as winked an eye at her if I’d known she was married, especially to you.  Ok?

FELIX

You winked an eye at her?  What is this the 50’s?  

OSWELL

Winking is classic!  It’s corny, sleazy, and cheesy as hell, but it’s been working for centuries.  

FELIX

What the hell is that anyway.  I’m going to close one of my eyes and look in your direction, this implies my appeal towards you- what is that?

OSWELL

It’s like a signal you know, a… just a really subtle signal.  It’s innocent, just like I said.

FELIX

If you’re innocent, why are you in hell?

TRISH, JONES, and EMMINS enter.  EMMINS, dressed as a school teacher (preferably complete with long black dress, glasses on the nose, and a wig with a bun).  TRISH and JONES are the unruly students.

EMMINS

Anyone?

TRISH 
Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  Mrs. Emmins, I got this!

EMMINS
Yes, Trish?

TRISH 
Um, because um-

JONES

Oswell was a selfish prick whose ultimate satisfaction derived from not from the loving others, but from female genitalia?

TRISH 
Dude!  I told you I HAD this!  

EMMINS

That is correct, Jones!  Trish, next time you hesitate, no cheese and crackers.

TRISH 
Maaaan!

OSWELL 

This is bullshiest!  I am here because I choked on a Little Smokey!  This is all!

SATAN- a female- enters carrying Seuss’s “Fox in Socks”.  TRISH, JONES, and EMMINS bow and exit.

SATAN

Felix, Oswell, How-do-ya-do, my name is Satan, welcome to hell.  Can I answer any questions for you thus far?

FELIX

Hello yes, um.  I’m not sure how to ask this, I’m new here, but are you the… only Satan in hell?

SATAN

In this particular hell, yes-sir-y indeed-y I’m the one and only Great Satan.  Do you ask that because I’m a woman?

FELIX

Well.  I guess it isn’t that surprising.

SATAN

Understandable.

SATAN knees FELIX in the balls. 
SATAN (CONT)

What about you, questions?

OSWELL

I’m all set thanks.

SATAN

Fabulous, let’s get to it shall we.  I’d like you to read me this book, it is my favorite.

SATAN hands OSWELL “Fox in Socks”.  

OSWELL

Ok then.  “Fox in Sox by Dr. Seuss… Fox socks-“

SATAN kicks OSWELL square in the jewels.  

SATAN

Skipped the copyright page.

SATAN hands the book to FELIX who just got back up on his feet.

SATAN (CONT)

Continue please.

FELIX

Um.  “Fox in Sox by Dr. Seuss… [copyright page]… Fox socks box Knox… Knox in Fox-“

SATAN delivers another mortifying ball-kick and hands the book to OSWELL on his knees.  

SATAN

So, so close.  Next.  

OSWELL

“Fox in Socks by Dr. Socks-“ shit-

Black.

Fade in.  OSWELL is clutching his package and vomiting into a nearby trashcan.  FELIX is in a fetal position looking up at the book as SATAN holds it in front of him.

FELIX

“Fox in Socks our game is done, sir.  Thank you for a lot of fun, sir.”

FELIX and OSWELL breathe a quivering sigh of relief.  OSWELL reaches FELIX for a high five.

SATAN

You’re welcome!  Haha!  That was a lot of fun wasn’t it?  I think we’re off to a jovial start!  Some people apparently think my characterization is misogynistic, do you get that first impression?

FELIX

Well given the vague, relativity of hell as it were and the evident misogynistic perspectives of Oswell and I, I think you’re pretty much dead on.
OSWELL

I have a question.  How do you torture people in hell who don’t have testicles?

SATAN

Silly, everyone has testicles in hell!

FELIX and OSWELL glance at the lady still typing at the desk.  She slows and nods defeated.

LADY

It’s not as much fun as I thought it would be.

OSWELL recognizes her.

OSWELL

Oh no… it’s you!

FELIX

Oswell?

OSWELL

It’s her!  Number Twelve!

LADY

… Oswell?

OSWELL

Number Tw-… Andrea.

ANDREA

Great.  Hell didn’t suck enough.  

OSWELL

Felix, I can’t be here, man, that’s number twelve!  I married that one, man!  I can’t do this, I can’t be here!
ANDREA

Suck it up Oz!  Good lord, always sniveling, you haven’t changed a bit have you?  Or have you gotten more pathetic?

OSWELL

Hell has changed you, Angela.  You used to be so sensitive- for Christ sake you were a lesbian.

ANDREA

Oh wake UP, Oswell…

OSWELL

What?

ANDREA

I was never a lesbian!  You were just too pathetic to be with forever.  And how do you tell a pathetic person they’re too pathetic to be with?  You tell them it’s you.  

OSWELL

You’re a liar!

ANDREA

Think about it Oswell.

FELIX

She’s got a point, Oz. 

OSWELL

YOU… What about the rest of them- the rest of- all the women who…

ANDREA

What do you think?

FELIX

Probably.

OSWELL

Shut the fuck up Felix, she’s not talking to you!
SPEAKER ANNOUNCEMENT (EMMINS)

Welcome, welcome, welcome new-comers one and all!  Let’s get this eternity on it’s way how’s about huh?  Take a seat and get outsourcing!  Today we are focusing on… the lyrics of popular 80’s band, WHAM!.  Get those fingers dancing!

FELIX

I hate hell.

HITMAN and WAITRESS sit across from each other at the diner.

HITMAN
I don’t know what to say.  I guess I should have seen it coming.  I should have, but I didn’t.  Please don’t do this.

WAITRESS

I know I’m sorry for the bad timing, but… it’s just not working.  I’m serving tables to hold me over until my big soap opera break and you kill people for a living.  There’s just no common ground, Hitman.  We don’t have anything in common.

HITMAN
Sure we do, we love each other.  Don’t we?  We love each other…

STEPHANIE

That’s from Mrs. Doubtfire.

KALEB

Shut up!  Hey didn’t I kill you?

STEPHANIE

You tried, but you wrote me back in because you started stealing lines from Mrs. Doubtfire, and you knew this wasn’t really going anywhere.  The only thing this little piece has going for it, Kaleb, is us.  Our stakes are higher than any of this other secondary garbage.  Will she hate this script too?  How will she react to his caricature of her?  Will he realize that he’s just writing this to project his childish frustration onto me without me getting pissed at him?  Will she realize the same?

KALEB

Ok, ok so what you’re saying is that if I can raise the stakes of the other characters higher, I can kill you off and you will stay dead?

STEPHANIE

That’s pretty much it, yup.  Good luck, darling.

HITMAN
You can’t do this to me.  

WAITRESS

What are you talking about?

HITMAN
You’re timing is worse than you thought… you’re pregnant.

STEPHANIE

Bzzz!  Try again.

KALEB

WHAT!?

STEPHANIE

Do I really have to explain this one to you?

KALEB

K, fine shut up, I have plenty of ideas.

HITMAN
I have cancer.

STEPHANIE

Trite.

HITMAN
We both have cancer.

STEPHANIE

Not an STD.

HITMAN
We both have AIDS.  Also, you’re pregnant.

STEPHANIE

This isn’t working at all.  

HITMAN
I love you.

STEPHANIE

…What?

WAITRESS

Yeah, what?

STEPHANIE

Kaleb?

KALEB
WHAT!?  …I… Ok, It’s obvious that I might maybe… need you.  I can’t even write a fucking thirty-minute piece without you.  So if I just say I love you, will you just… stay with me until it’s finished?

STEPHANIE

Only if you want me to.  It’s up to you.
KALEB

I mean I probably won’t mean it…

STEPHANIE

I know.

KALEB

But maybe it would help things if I just said it ya know?

STEPHANIE

So say it.

WAITRESS

Yeah say it!

HITMAN

Ok.  I love you.

STEPHANIE

Doesn’t count.

HITMAN

Thanks, why am I even here?

STEPHANIE

Say it, Kaleb.

KALEB

Fine.

ALL

I LOVE YOU.  I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU, THERE!  ARE YOU HAPPY?

STEPHANIE

It’s a start.  Maybe it’s a turning point in your script?

KALEB

I’ll consider it.

STEPHANIE

I love you too you know.

KALEB

You’re just saying that because I wrote you to.

STEPHANIE

But that says something doesn’t it?

KALEB

I suppose.

STEPHANIE

Maybe you can finish it right here.  Leave it open-ended.  That’s a pretty trendy playwright-y thin to do isn’t it? Because, I don’t know what happens, you don’t know what happens… it would make sense.

KALEB

Nothing in this script makes sense, it’s about love.  Besides, I didn’t end it here, it’s not what happened.  I couldn’t leave all my characters in hell.  There had to be a… a swoop you know?

STEPHANIE

I know, you couldn’t just leave them there.  Right?

FELIX types away at a very familiar desk.  TRISH and JONES loom over his shoulder with coffee mugs like corporate gargoyles.  They sip and breathe obnoxiously and heavily.  FELIX begins to fight a hand cramp.  It defeats him so he stops to rub his hands.  TRISH and JONES begin to stab him casually.

FELIX

Ah!  Son! Of a!  Bitch!

FELIX goes back to typing, TRISH and JONES stop stabbing.  OSWELL enters with a dolly strapped to his back.  The dolly carries a massive bulk of Coke.  He sweats profusely.

OSWELL

Felix… I can’t die, I should be dead, but I can’t die!

FELIX

Have they stabbed you yet?

OSWELL

What?  

FELIX

(To Trish and Jones) Would you guys mind?

TRISH and JONES walk over to OSWELL and casually begin to stab him as they sip out of their mugs.

OSWELL

Ah!  Ow!  Ow!  Ok! 

TRISH and JONES stop and move back over to their looming positions.

OSWELL (CONT)

We’ve gotta get out of hell man!  We can’t do this!  We gotta go… make a difference in a child’s life or something!

FELIX

Hell is utter isolation.  There is no contact with anything outside, let alone even a whim of escape.

JONES

Well that’s somewhat of an assumption.  

TRISH
Yeah, there was that one part in the bible where the rich guy in hell asked the poor guy in heaven for a drink of water.  Of course, he couldn’t make that happen.

JONES

Right, but they could still see and talk to each other.

OSWELL

Well maybe we can find a poor dude in heaven- a poor guy who isn’t a total douche bag- and he could talk God into I don’t know…

FELIX

Finding us a lesser hell?

TRISH AND JONES

Awwwww!

JONES

I don’t think they like us, Trish.

TRISH 
Maybe it’s all the stabbing and whatnot-

FELIX

If you guys tell us where to find that window, and we don’t make it out, Satan will throw us into a deeper hell.  That’ll be more fun for you would it not?

JONES

Take a look at the diplomat!  That would be fun!

TRISH 
Hey, I’m game, where was that window?

JONES

It was.. K, if you’re in the lobby, the first set of elevators down the third hallway-

TRISH
Fourth hallway.

JONES

Fourth hallway-

TRISH
And then the ssssecond?

JONES

Second.

TRISH 
Seventh?

JONES

Seventy-second floor.

OSWELL

Is there an atlas of hell?

TRISH 
Oh the atlas!

JONES

Right!  Nearly forgot about the atlas!  It’s gotta be in a file cabinet somewhere-

TRISH 
Let’s go look for it.

JONES

Yeah, we’re going to go look for it- you guys sit tight.

TRISH and JONES exit.

FELIX

Ok.  Which dead person that we know of has the most sway with God and would be willing to help us out?

OSWELL

Do you know any dead Christians who weren’t total douches?  

FELIX

What about Joan of Arch?

OSWELL

Joan of Arch would not be merciful- I fear her actually.

FELIX

What about Thomas Jefferson?  He’s all for equality and whatnot, right?

OSWELL

I don’t know, maybe.  Was Steve Erwin a Christian?

FELIX

I just have a feeling we can do better, there’s gotta be someone up there who is just… you know renowned for giving…  

OSWELL

Robin Hood- NO!  St. Nick! 

FELIX

St. Nick!  Hell Yeah!  The most generous person on earth!  We will ask Santa Claus to ask God if we can go back to earth-

OSWELL

Ok, so why would God want us back on earth?

FELIX

There’s gotta be something he wants done… something that’s been falling through the cracks for too long…

OSWELL

Something that needs to not exist anymore- to just die already…

FELIX

Mr. Curothers!  

OSWELL

What?

FELIX

He’s the oldest man on earth.  God was talking to Death about him… We can kill Mr. Curothers.

Scene Four

The Window Into Heaven.  A big window in the middle of an empty room.  FELIX pokes his head in.

FELIX

Oswell!  Oswell I think I found it!

OSWELL

Well it’s about freakin’ time!  This atlas is useless.  All right.  So… what do we do, knock?

FELIX

Hello?  Maybe there’s like a secretary or directory or something.  We’re looking for St. Nicholas, is he around?

A large bearded Turkish man comes to the window, with a Mountain Dew.

TURKISH MAN

Yes?

OSWELL

Man, this isn’t working, we’re screwed.

TURKISH MAN

Did someone ask for St. Nicholas?

FELIX

Yes, sorry sir, we did, is he available?

TURKISH MAN

I suppose I am, yes.

(Beat)

OSWELL

You’re St. Nick?  Chris Cringle, Father Christmas, that guy?

ST. NICK

Yes… I’m Turkish.  

OSWELL

… Is there not an American version we can talk to?  Long white beard-

ST. NICK starts to leave.

FELIX

Wait, it’s about Mr. Curothers!

ST. NICK

I AM ST. NICHOLAS!  I have no white beard, I know zero toymakers with dwarfism!  I have NO pet reindeer!  I AM ST. NICK!  You both are very bad men and for this reason you get coal forever, in HELL!  …What about Mr. Curothers?

Black.  Window reverses. Lights come up.  We’re in heaven now, GOD’S office is adjacent.  

ST. NICK

I’ll see what He says.

GOD stands in his office with MIKE (the boss).  GOD opens a can of Pepsi Jazz and takes a sip.  Gross.

GOD

This?  You ended it over this?  This tastes like sin.  Haven’t you ever had like a Jones Soda or a Cappuccino?

MIKE

I’ve never needed them, I’ve always had Jazz.

GOD

Until it was discontinued.

MIKE

Right.

GOD

Then you discontinued yourself.

MIKE

Yes.  

GOD

Yyyyikes.  

Knock, knock.

GOD (CONT)

Yup?

ST. NICK

Hello!  I’d like to discuss an important matter with you Sir.  Are you at all busy?

GOD

Well, I kinda wanted to play some Halo 4…

ST. NICK

It pertains to Mr. Curothers.

GOD

Oo, alright.  Ok, Mike go down this hallway, take the elevator down, not up, down, there’s going to be some strobe lights and whatnot, that’s normal, don’t press the stop or anything, don’t freak out.  When the elevator opens, you’ll see a gate.  Walk through it and just tell them I sent you.

MIKE exits.  ST. NICK enters.

ST. NICK

Hello, God, it’s good to see you again!  But this is about business if you wouldn’t mind.  Death has been slacking. They’re over-populated down there and under-populated up here.  We would like to put in our resumes please.

GOD

You, Oswell, and Felix would like to replace Death so you can kill Mr. Curothers.

ST. NICK

Yes sir.  I have been trained in stealth combat.

GOD

You were?

ST. NICK

Every Turkish ninth-grader learns stealth combat, my Lord.

GOD

That’s messed up, cool though.  Um.  Can you go get them?

ST. NICK

… From hell?

GOD

Yeah.  They need to go through the gate and hit the elevator, tell them to press, up, NOT DOWN.  

ST. NICK

Can-do, I’ll give them a call.

GOD

You do that.

ST. NICK gets out a cell phone and dials.

ST. NICK

Hello Satan?  Hi, it’s St. Nicholas.  Good thanks, hey listen would you mind sending up Oswell and Felix?  Yeah from hell.  I know, God says it’s ok.  Sure… Satan wants to talk to you.

Hands GOD the phone.

GOD

God… yeah it’s cool… we’re going to replace Death, the guy you referred to me is terrible.  I don’t think it’s so much an issue of me enjoying creation too much, it’s laziness.  If I present a goal or an opportunity to someone on earth, yeah I’m going to let them slip by a couple times until they wake up and do what they’re there to do, but.  Death has been lounging on the patio for a long time now, I tell him to bring me someone and he doesn’t get around to it, it’s laziness.  Nothing would be wrong with my creation if it weren’t for things like laziness… yeah well it’s a little late for apologies, Felix and Oswell within five seconds please.  

Click.  FELIX and OSWELL are there within five seconds.

OSWELL

God!  Hi, thanks for hearing us out, we really appreciate this-

GOD

You’re welcome.  Now let me tell you a little bit about this position.  You wander the earth for eternity, is everyone ok with that?

ST. NICK

Actually… I kind of like it here, I was wondering if I could do this one thing for you and then come back to heaven?

GOD

Well St. Nick, are you sure?  You could visit the North Pole, say hi to your wife and your elves, take the sleigh for a spin?  

ST. NICK

I’m Turkish.

GOD

Nevertheless, I like having you around.  It’s a deal.

FELIX

Can we go to heaven too?

GOD

Nope.  So you’re wandering the earth for eternity, and if someone’s ready to come home, I let you know and you simply go get them for me.  It’s easy, it’s fun, dental and health benefits- sound good so far?

FELIX and OSWELL indicate yes.

GOD (CONT)

Sweet.  Oh.  There is this one thing though.  We need to get rid of the previously employed.

FELIX

You can’t just fire him?

GOD

Yyyy- kinda.  I mean yes, I can fire him, but there’s no guarantee that he’ll actually stop working.  See it’s not as easy as we would like it to be, but what is?  

OSWELL

So what do we have to do?  Do we need to deliver a memo?

ST. NICK

We need to kill him.

GOD

Yeah.

FELIX

Who, Death?  

GOD

Yeah.    

OSWELL

Isn’t that kind of redundant?  

GOD

You’d think so, but it works different.

FELIX

So how do we do it?

GOD

It’s pretty primitive actually.  You just have to get him to touch himself.

OSWELL

… Are you serious?

GOD

(Chuckling) Yeah.  (Seriously) Yeah.  

OSWELL

Well when do we get the touch of Death.

ST. NICK

When we kill the guy.

GOD 

Right, well Felix and Oswell will anyway, I don’t know what you’d do with the touch of death.  But yes, just tag along to supervise and make sure they don’t do anything rambunctious.  

OSWELL

We won’t be rambunctious!

ST. NICK

I’ll make sure they’re not rambunctious, Father.

GOD

Thanks, Nick.  

FELIX

So where is Death living these days?

GOD 

Montana.  Duh.

Montana- DEATH’S Doorstep.  ST. NICK, FELIX, and OSWELL loom outside the porch area.  

FELIX

So what’s the procedure here?

ST. NICK

Honesty.  We knock on the door, tell him the truth, and he will accept his failure as a holy soldier and resign.

OSWELL

… Why are you here?

ST. NICK

What?

FELIX

That’s a terrible idea.  

ST. NICK

Well it’s the only chance we have!  If Death detects any sign of treachery, he will touch us!  

FELIX

But we’re already dead.

ST. NICK

No.  You’re soul lives.  He would kill your soul!

OSWELL

Well, where do dead souls go?

ST. NICK

They turn into liver spots on the elderly.

FELIX

Where the hell do you get your theology?

OSWELL

It doesn’t matter, it doesn’t matter.  We don’t want dead souls.  So how are we going to do this?  Simon Says?

ST. NICK

…If he’s sleeping… 

OSWELL

Death sleeps?

FELIX

That’s why we’re here, Oswell.

ST. NICK

I’m going to go peak through the window, maybe I can see him yes?  If he sleeps, we enter.

ST. NICK uses stealth tactics to peer through DEATH’S window.

ST. NICK (CONT)

He sleeps!

FELIX

You see him?

ST. NICK

No, Gray’s Anatomy is on.

OSWELL

Let’s move.

They enter and creep over to DEATH’S couch, where he is indeed fast asleep.

ST. NICK

I’m going to blow on him.

OSWELL 

What?  

ST. NICK

I’m going to gently blow on his neck and he’ll try to the itch away and touch his neck.

OSWELL

How does Death scratch an itch if he can’t touch himself?

FELIX

This is stupid.  This is not going to work.  WE are the ones who need to wake up here, damn-it.  The only way Death is going to die is if he kills himself.  

EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES perk their heads through the doorway.

ST. NICK

I’m afraid it’s true.  

EMMINS

Say fellas.  Maybe we can help yeah?  That’s sort of our department.

FELIX

Well… actually we really want to get out of hell and you guys really want us there sooo… why would you want to do that?

TRISH
Business is slow, with this fool.

JONES

Yeah, we don’t get hardly anybody down there anymore.  We’re willing to give you two up for the sake of millions more.  Please don’t take it personally.

JONES

Wow, that was a pretty easy dialogue patch.  

FELIX

It’s ok, as long as we’re agreed that Oswell and I will be the only ones resuming his position.

TRISH
All yours.  So this is going to be a toughy.  How are we going to do this?

EMMINS

Good question.  Any requests?

OSWELL

We need to break his heart.

FELIX

Force-feed him monotony.

JONES

Good suggestions, good goals.  Now we just need the means.  Do we know any heartbreakers?

OSWELL

Number Twelve.

EMMINS

Who?

OSWELL

Andrea.

FELIX

That bad huh?

OSWELL

Yup.

EMMINS

Sounds like a good start.

ST. NICK

You know what else we should do? …

Scene Two

DEATH asleep on the couch in a different position.  There’s a knock at the door.  DEATH rolls over unresponsively.  A heavier knock.  TRISH enters, slaps DEATH with a shoe and runs out.  Knock knock knock.

DEATH

Whaaaaat?

ST. NICK

Sorry to disturb you it’s me.

DEATH

Nick?

ST. NICK

Yes, I have a message for you… it’s about another position.  It’s temporary.  

DEATH

Come in.  What’s this about?

ST. NICK

Good to see you!  It’s been a while!

DEATH

It has.  Hey do you want an apple or something?

ST. NICK

An apple would be nice sure.

DEATH

They’re in the bottom drawer of the refrigerator, could you get me a can of whatever’s in there while you’re there?

ST. NICK

Sure… should I throw this can away… it’s mostly full?

DEATH

Oh, shit I forgot about that one, never mind.

ST. NICK

Alright.

DEATH

I don’t really have any apples.

ST. NICK

Oh.  Well to business then.  There have been some cutbacks in the afterlife.  And hell has lost a good deal of its outsourcers.  

DEATH

I haven’t been killing very many souls lately-

ST. NICK

No, they’re just being relocated to other positions.  So temporarily, the holy powers that be have requested that you be sent to assist in the compensation.  How about that?

DEATH

I kind of have a good thing going here actually- is it required?  

ST. NICK

The penalty for rejection is the remainder of eternity in hell… where you would probably be outsourcing anyway.

DEATH

Well what about the war and all that shit?  Won’t we need someone to reap over there?

ST. NICK

They’ll strike a truce at least until we’re caught up on the paperwork.

DEATH

Israel is going to agree to a truce?

ST. NICK

Until we’re caught up on paperwork.  You start instantly.  Are you ready?

DEATH

I guess.

ST. NICK

Splendid, this way!

OSWELL and FELIX direct the scene change.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES quickly turn DEATH’S living room into the cube farm/hell.  The cubes are compact as can be.  FELIX saws a quarter of an inch off of one leg of DEATH’S chair.  OSWELL pours pop on his keyboard.  EMMINS enters with ANDREA in a shopping cart.  TRISH and JONES help her out and sit her in another cube where she begins to type.  Satisfied, OSWELL and FELIX exit.  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES are in cubical work attire, coffee mugs, big glasses, etc.  

During the setup ST. NICK and DEATH have this conversation.

DEATH

How long do you think this will take?  I mean to catch up or whatever.  

ST. NICK

It depends on how many hours we put in a day, but I wouldn’t think more than a few years.

DEATH

Do I get a company car?

ST. NICK

For what company?  Heaven?

DEATH

Forget it.  God, this is so freakin’ lame.  Am I going to be working with any hotties?

ST. NICK

I don’t really have any control over that, but there’s always potential I suppose.  

DEATH

Wanna hear about the last hot soul I boinked?  

ST. NICK

Ehh, maybe you can email me an outline later, here we are!  You have a seat here.  These three will be your supervisors throughout the project.  Let me know if you have any major problems.

ST. NICK exits.
DEATH

Emmins, Trish, and Jones, how have you three been holding up?  Sucks about this new position crap doesn’t it?
EMMINS

Good afternoon Death.  Today’s project is to transcribe the complete screenplay of “From Justin to Kelly.”  We will need 700 copies total.  You will be typing each screenplay on a Windows 95.  In Excel.  

DEATH

Why in the hell-

EMMINS

Do not question the intentions of heaven!

DEATH sighs deeply and discovers the short leg of his chair.  He rocks on in a couple of times.  Annoying.  He begins to type.  DEATH realizes how sticky his keyboard is, wipes his hands on his cloak, rocks on his chair a couple of times, and continues to type.

OSWELL enters and whispers something into TRISH’S ear.  FELIX ducks behind one of the cubical walls and begins to blow his nose relentlessly into Kleenex after Kleenex.  

Throughout the rest of the scene TRISH quietly sings the beginning of the McDonald’s slogan “Budop-bop-bop-baw” minus the “I’m Lovin’ It.”  EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES each pull out keyboards not attached to anything and begin to type heavily.  OSWELL slowly inches up behind DEATH then releases the loudest, but shortest yell imaginable.  DEATH jumps and grabs his heart.  Everyone onstage maintains their actions, but are now completely silent.  DEATH looks around scared and confused.

DEATH

WHAT THE HELL??

ALL

Type, Monkey!

Noise resumes.  DEATH’S living room is assembled one piece at a time.  Once his entire room is in place again, everyone in the cube farm looms over him rapid-tapping a keyboard as DEATH clutches his ears on a couch.  ANDREA puts her keyboard down and sits next to him.  FELIX, OSWELL, EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES exit.  

DEATH

And that’s what it’s like all the time, it’s all I hear- I can’t enjoy anything anymore.

ANDREA

That sounds awful.  I guess I’m just used to it.

DEATH

Thanks for coming over, Andrea, I really appreciate it.  The stress was getting to me like you wouldn’t believe.

ANDREA

It’s not a problem.  I know how it is.

DEATH

So how long have you been in hell?

ANDREA

You know I’m not sure.  Part of the whole hell deal is you completely lose track of time so a second can seem like an hour.  But it really doesn’t matter, eternities, eternity right?

DEATH

Hm.  I love the way you talk to me.  The tones in your voice, the way your lips bounce off each other… it’s… 

ANDREA

It’s what?  

DEATH

Sexy.

DEATH begins to rub his hand up ANDREA’S leg and moves in for a kiss.  He stops and recoils when he reaches her pelvic area.

ANDREA

What?

DEATH

You… you have uh… equipment…

ANDREA

Well yeah.  That’s part of the deal too.  You didn’t know that?  I mean, you’re Death, I thought you knew that!  

DEATH

Oh man.  You have to leave.  

ANDREA

Hey!  Ok you know what, fuck you!  See you at work, asshole!  

Upon ANDREA’S exit, FELIX, OSWELL, EMMINS, TRISH, and JONES return with their keyboards.  They surround DEATH and begin to lean in slowly.  DEATH raises a finger and inches it toward his head.  He breathes heavily.  The keyboarding gets heavier, louder.  Leaning in closer.  Touch of Death nearer.  “Budop-bop-bop-ba!” BLACK.

After a beat a cell phone rings (“Sexy Back” –JT).  

GOD

God.

ST. NICK

It’s St. Nick.  Mr. Curothers is dead.

GOD

Excellent.

Scene Three

ST. NICK leads FELIX into GOD’s office.  GOD is on a cell phone and acknowledges FELIX and ST. NICK with a wave.  ST. NICK gives FELIX a fist tap and exits.

GOD

Thanks Oswell, you’re doing great pal.  He’s doing great, he’s in my office right now actually.  Sure.  (Handing Felix the phone) it’s for you, it’s Oswell.

FELIX

Oz, it’s been too long!  I suppose that’s true, how’s business been?  Busy here too.  Oswell.  You can stop apologizing, I forgave you decades ago.  And I’m sorry too but- What are you sorry for then?  …Huh.  It’s ok.  No I’m glad it’s you.  Yeah.  Drop by and visit sometime ok?  Bye.  (Click).

GOD

The headline on Yahoo today was “Autistic Compulsive Bed-wetter Cures Cancer!”  How beautiful is that?  Business might get a little slow for you after all.  

FELIX

I wish I told him I was proud of him.

GOD

Then whom would he have to prove wrong?  Everything works out, Felix, there’s never any need for you to ever worry.

FELIX

Will she go to heaven?  

GOD

Your wife?  Yeah.  It’s her time, Felix.  I didn’t want to put you through it.

FELIX

I know.  I wouldn’t have been able to do it.  

GOD

It’s ok.  I wish you could have spent more time with her.

FELIX

Me too.  It was that casserole.  You were in that casserole weren’t you.

GOD

Secret ingredient.  I had you.  I freakin had you, but nooo I had to give humanity free will!

FELIX

Yeah what was going through your mind there?

GOD

I wanted you to decide to love each other, felt like it wouldn’t have meant so much if I’d programmed you.  Anyway, you’ve got work to do, I just wanted to touch base with you and give you the lowdown on your family.  So there you go.

FELIX

Thanks.

FELIX begins to exit.

GOD

Hey Felix.  I’m glad you’re not in hell.

FELIX smiles.  Nods his head.  Exits.  BLACK

STEPHANIE sits in a living room type space, reading a book with some headphones in.  KALEB enters with a stack of papers- The Script.

KALEB

Hi.

STEPHANIE

Hey.  You were in there for a while.

KALEB

I wrote a script.

STEPHANIE

Figures.  What’s this one about?

KALEB

Love… eventually.

STEPHANIE

Ah.  So I guess I’m not in it.

KALEB

Actually, you’re a lead.
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