
Love and Death
Synopsis 

The lessons of compassion, sympathy and love are the central themes of this 
complex story. The plot considers the peculiar connection between love and 
death. It’s a tale that grapples with the “why’s” and “why not’s” of life.  Like life 
itself, the story is at times humorous and at other times sorrowful. Some of life’s 
mistakes can be overcome and rectified, while others leave a scar that one must 
learn to live with——-Beware!

Love and Death 

Scene I (stage set in a motel room) 

Actor 1, “Risk verses reward.  I’ve heard it a thousand times, but lately I’m feeling 
it differently.  Have I played it too safe?  Excuses, detours, broken promises, 
hidden yearning and the ashes of desire——- these are the things that leave me 
with an aging man’s question——-is it too late?”   

Mary, “There’s nothing worse than too late. How’s that old saying go?  It’s never 
too late to be who you might have been.  Stop over thinking things, just do 
something. Decide who you wanna be, and try it on for size.  Nothing changes 
until you change. Love what you do and do what you love.  Be a doer, not a 
complainer.  The universe hates complainers, time wasters and procrastinators.”   
  
Actor 1. “I just wanna be happy. I wanna feel a sense of joy.”   

Mary, “Sometimes it’s rainbows and unicorns, other times it’s black clouds and 
mean people?  Don’t wait for happiness and joy.  Be happiness and joy. It’s just a 
subtle difference in the way of looking at things, but it makes all the difference in 
the world.  Choose your words and thoughts carefully.” 

Actor 1, “Ya see, I play this game in my head with words.  I take a word and try to 
understand it’s deepest meaning.  Then I choose a word with a similar meaning and 
then look for their differences. Like the words joy and happiness. You’re right, 
language is in the subtleties.  People are sloppy with their choice of words, they 
have no respect for language and the art of communication.  They redundantly call 
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everything “awesome” or “amazing”.  Childbirth is amazing not the new coffee 
drink at Starbucks.  Short-lines at the DMV is awesome, not Amazon Prime.” 

Mary, “Okay, I’m hooked.  Tell me the difference between joy and happiness.”  

Actor 1, “Joy is organic.  Out of nowhere it just finds you and you’re left feeling 
good.  It’s like when  you’re a little kid and you wake up and suddenly realize it’s a 
Saturday. It just hits you and you’re glad to be alive, no expectations.  But 
happiness is fleeting.  It comes with unrealistic expectations. It’s getting what 
you’ve always wanted and realizing it isn’t what you thought it would be. It’s 
where imagination meets reality. Fantasy is always better than reality. That’s why 
Hollywood peddles superhero movies and crap like Harry Potter.  People love 
fantasy and magic. They vicariously have power and control when they escape into 
fantasy. While on the other hand reality can be unpredictable and scary.”  

Mary, “In other words, pray for good weather but carry an umbrella. Or, things 
aren’t aways what they appear to be. Reality is a spoiler.”  

Actor 1, “That’s a weird way of looking at it, but I guess it kind of works. Let me 
put it this way. Happiness is forever chased. Joy is found in those candid Kodak 
smiles. If you’re not careful you can easily miss them. It’s a postcard addressed to 
yourself from this vacation we call life. It’s enjoying the life you’ve been given.  
You’re the director, writer and star of your movie. If you don’t like the script, then 
do a rewrite. Why be the victim when you can be the hero. It’s suddenly seeing 
someone for the first time with no filters or judgment. It’s sharing your deepest 
darkest secrets with someone you trust. It’s knowing everything is gonna be just 
fine, it’s being in the flow of life and not fighting against the current.” 

Mary, Do you want a drink?  (Mary pours two drinks with ice).  Are you sure that 
all these crazy thoughts haven’t been brought on by a midlife crises? You’re over 
thinking everything. Just do what most old dudes do. Get a Harley, or a tattoo, go 
bungee jumping. Take a yoga class. Rediscover recreational weed or meditate and 
become a vegan——if need be get a prescription for viagra.  But whatever you do, 
by all means don’t become a bitter mean spirited old fart acting as if life has done 
ya wrong——you know, like a mean spirited republican. That will make even a 
young man appear old and crusty. Very unattractive. Always protect yourself from 
thoughts of futility. Have a spring in your step, a smile on your face.”  

Actor 1, (Takes a sip off his drink) I don’t need viagra, I need a dirty lil woman 
like you.  (Gives her a teasing pat on the ass) As for a tattoo, no way, I have 
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commitment issues. In ten years there’s gonna be a whole lot of aging folks 
walking around with stretched out tattoo’s that look more like a Jackson Pollock 
painting than hearts and angel wings. Getting older isn’t for sissies.” 

Mary, (With a sly grin on her face she pulls back the sheets and reveals a tattoo of a 
dragon on her upper leg) Do you wanna pet my dragon?  Maybe make it breathe 
fire!  (Pulls her covers back over her). Don’t be such a fuddy-duddy.” 

 Actor 1, “Do you think I’m old?” 

Mary, “Compared to what, a dinosaur? You’re doing it again, overthinking 
everything. Don’t worry about what others think.”        

Actor 1, “Dinosaur, very funny. (laughs) Sometimes I think laughter is better than 
sex.”    
  
Mary, “Good sex is like a good joke.  It’s all about timing, pacing and knowing 
when to deliver that punch line. At times it’s more like slap stick rather than a 
steamy scene from a Harlequin Romance novel.  (acts out in an overly theatrical 
manner, spoken with a southern accent) ‘Have your way with me sir. Strip me of 
my brassiere and then my virtues——-take me now, make me your naughty girl. 
(laughter)” 

Actor 1, “Nice metaphor.  And you my dear, give good humor.” 

Mary, “Touche.”   

Actor 1, “I wanna be what’s called “being in the moment”. I want to be like a hotel 
room, no past, no future, just living in the now.” 

Mary, “Hotel rooms are depressing and lonely.  We all need a home and someone 
there to make us feel special when the world leaves you feeling small and 
insignificant.  (she leans across his chest).  You’re special baby, unique and 
sometimes childlike——in a naive but sweet way. You’re either a very young soul 
or a very old one.”  

Actor 1, “I’m a lost soul. I still need to find a mountain to climb. I’m needing an 
adventure, a means to leave my mark on this life, something left behind in this 
world showing that I’ve lived.  I watched a movie about this guy Alex Hannond.  
He climbed mountains without ropes or climbing gear. It’s called Free Soloing.  He 
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just headed out on this granite face that was more like a mirror than rock.  He 
stared into that granite until he saw himself.  It’s an intimate way of learning who 
you are or what makes you tick. Big challenges will reveal to you what you’re 
made of. Your world is only as big as your courage. This guy looked at life with a 
purity that’s somewhere between zen serenity and a madman with a death wish
——-I want to live like that. We’re all gonna die anyway, so why not live fearless. 
In the end we have nothing to lose. You’d think knowing that we're all gonna die 
would make us nicer to one another.  You never know when it may be the last time 
you may see someone.”  

Mary, (She comes to the bed and lays down next to him) “Maybe we’re all clinging 
to the side of a vertical wall.  One shaky hand hold to the next. Everyone’s trying 
to pick the right route, praying that their hand holds won’t crumble and send them 
tumbling into the abyss. Some never leave the safety of the ground but they never 
see what’s above the clouds., or take a peek at what’s going on inside. Some get 
frightened and remain stranded on a tiny ledge waiting for someone to come and 
save them.  And buddy, no one’s gonna come and rescue you but yourself. This life 
isn’t for the feint of heart or chicken shits, there’s no one coming to save you, 
there’s no turning back!  Time moves in one direction——-forward.”   

Actor 1, “Hey now, I thought you were suppose to help me. You suppose to give 
me good advice, you suppose to make me feel better about myself.” 

Mary, “I’m your paramour, your dirty little secrete. You pay me for sex and get 
some life coaching on the side.”  

Actor 1, “No, I pay for the life coaching and get the sex as a bonus. The best 
foreplay is laughter and you make me laugh. In your line of work you see a lot of 
people. Is everyone as lonely and pathetic like me?” 

Mary, “Probably. Everyone’s different.  Everyone comes off strong and fearless, 
but we’re all secretly scratching our heads and saying what the fuck am I doing 
here. Some clients just want someone to talk to. Others want me to dress up like a 
stripper and dance for them.  Everyones looking for a fantasy. They’re looking for 
something to make them feel alive for a little while.  The old want to feel young, 
the bored want to be entertained. Some just want a smoke, a joke and a stroke. 
(laughter) Most folks are too afraid to climb their mountain.  So they settle—-they 
compromise——they give up on life. (Mary sit up cross legged) Why do you—- 
come to me?” 
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Actor 1, “With you there’s no strings. You listen to me or at least pretend too. You 
let me whisper my deepest darkest fears into your ear.  You allow———.” 

Mary, “Why don’t you do that with your wife?” 

Actor 1, “I don’t know. I guess we got off track.  She doesn’t see me anymore. She 
doesn’t let me be who I am, or  understand who I want to be. She’s holding on to 
someone I use be, or someone she believes me to be in her mind. Maybe I do the 
same with her. I don’t know. We’ve become strangers. To feel alone when you’re 
lying next to someone is the saddest of lonelinesses. Even though I only see you a 
couple of times a month and I pay for your attention, I think we have something 
special and unique.” 

Mary, “And what might that be?” 

Actor 1, “We’re both a little bit broken inside. We know how to give others what 
they want, but we can’t find what we're looking for in others. We’re eccentric, 
guarded, expecting to much out of everything and everyone, full of contractions, 
aloof but desperately seeking passion——- we’re hard to get to know and even 
harder yet to love.  

Mary, (sarcastically) “Hey, you forgot to mention, moody, awkward and mentally 
unstable.  Now, who could resist that?” 

Actor 1, Maybe if we’d turned a different corner we’d be———you know, be like 
girlfriend and boyfriend.  We could go out to dinner like real couples do. We could 
share a cozy little house.  I’d come home from work and we’d fix dinner together.  
We’d shut our door and leave all the meanness of the world outside.  We’d lay next 
to one another in our warm bed and talk about our day.  You’d kiss me good night 
and I’d pull you close. We’d have one another and that would be enough.”  

Actor 2, (Surprised) “My god you’re a romantic. Maybe you’re confusing sex with 
love. You paint a sweet little fantasy. I only wish life were so simple.”  

Actor 1, “Simple is good. What’s your fantasy?” 

Mary, “Growing up, my fantasy was to get away from the trailer park and my 
fucked up childhood. So I ran away from home. It’s made me strong. No one 
controls me or tells me what to do.”  
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Actor 1, “Maybe you’re confusing strong with being emotionally detached. 
Vulnerability is the price you pay for intimacy. Opening up is always a risk. There 
are somethings you can’t out run. You gotta face up to them before you can move 
on. You gotta open up and then let it all go.” 

Mary, “Maybe that’s something you can do.  There are pieces of me that no one 
can understand or touch.  To a degree, we’re all alone in this thing, trying to 
remember, trying to forget, looking for what’s just out of reach. I never allow 
myself to be vulnerable. It’s better that way.” 

Actor 1, (Gets up and looks out the window and listens to the wind and rain against 
the window pane.)  “I like the sound of rain.  (There’s the sound of an ambulance 
siren in the distance).  I hate sirens.  I know that out there somewhere, someones 
life is never gonna be the same. Things can change that quickly.  I get this sudden 
realization that this life is fragile, and that everything is in vain. Everything just 
slips away. Sharing our pain is maybe the only way to rise above it. (he comes back 
to bed and holds her) Trust me.  Let me in, what is it you’re trying to forget?”   

Mary, (looks away as if seeing a memory in the corner of the room) “I always 
looked older than I was. When I was twelve I looked sixteen. I was raised in a 
trailer park by a mother who liked her booze, her drugs and her partying.  She’d 
come home with men who found me more attractive than her, and she hated me for 
that.  (Pulls her hair back in defiance). They-uh, well I learned to keep secrets.  I 
learned to hide my feelings. (Tearing up).  I gave up on everything. I had an 
abortion at fifteen, I quit school. I quit everything. I learned to make my way on 
my own. Even when I was starved for affection, I never let my guard down.  Look 
at what you made me do. (she fusses with her eye makeup)Why the fuck don’t you 
share your silly fantasies with your wife?” 

Actor 1, “We don’t even have sex anymore, let alone share these deeper intimacies.  
I have a love for you like what I once had for this buddy I grew up with.” 

Mary, (Pulls back from him).  “Are you gay?” 

Actor 1, (Laughs) “Uh no.  My buddy and I would sit in a dark park and drink our 
beers and talk about how we would never compromise.  That we’d be different 
than all the rest who were nothing but phonies.  We were gonna travel and see the 
world on our terms. We’d do important things and have beautiful women. What 
I’m saying is that we could talk about everything from what cars we thought were 
hot, to what chicks we thought were hot. We made plans about how we were gonna 
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take the world by storm. Now that’s a deep and intimate relationship.  I feel like I 
could tell you my deepest darkest secrets and you wouldn’t laugh at me.”  

Mary, “Whatever happened to your buddy. The last time I heard from he was an 
insurance salesman living in the suburbs, two kids, a mortgage and a reluctant AA 
member.  Imagine that, selling insurance. I guess we all kind of quit on our dreams 
when we get older. Life can make us become things we never intended. (runs his 
fingers through her hair).Thanks for “getting me” and letting me be me, even with 
all the weird parts————at least for an hour or two.”  

Mary, (Looking disappointed) “I see. So, the sex thing with me isn’t that 
important.” 

Actor 1. “You help me forget the world out there.  You make me want to be a better 
person. Even if it’s just for an hour or two, even if I have to pay for it and even if 
it’s not for real——-Real, I don’t even know what’s real anymore.”  

Mary, “That’s not a very nice thing to say.  What we have is something real.  
Something special. Maybe someday we could both get dressed up and go out to 
dinner and see a movie, just like boyfriend and girlfriend.”   

Actor 1, “I’d like that.” 

Actor Mary, Well——-how bout I throw in a “two-for” for free?   

Actor 1, Hummmm, (She goes down under the covers). 

Scene II (Stage set in at a dinning table). 

Actor 1, (seated at a computer)  

Wife, (speaking in a harsh tone) “Don’t forget to feed the cat and take the garbage 
out. I’m going to be late for work again.  Eat something frozen in the freezer. We 
need milk and bread.  The dishes in the dishwasher are clean——you need to 
unload them. Are you listening?  Why don’t you ever listen to me?” 

Actor 1, (removes one ear from his headphones) “I do, (exaggerated) Now what 
was it you said?” 
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Wife, “Can’t you ever just listen to what I’m saying. All you do is sit around and 
type your poems, or blogs, books or plays or whatever it is you do.  If you could 
ever sell any of that————-that——-stuff, I’d be more———encouraging——
are you listening.  I swear you never listen to me. Why don’t you ever write a poem 
about me?”   

Actor 1, “I don’t write horror stories or noir fiction.” 

Wife, (She gives actor 1 a cursory kiss on the forehead.)  Look at what you made 
me do, you smeared my lipstick. Now, don’t forget that I’ve got my manicure 
appointment and yoga class after work.” (She does an exaggerated warrior yoga 
pose and announces “Namaste” then heads out the door). 

Cat, “Why the fuck do you let her talk to you like that?” 

Actor 1, “In one ear out the other.” 

Cat, “Don’t worry I got your back.  By the way, don’t eat anything from her herb 
garden.” 

Actor 1, “Why’s that?” 

Cat, “Cause I pissed on her thyme, rosemary and parsley. Someone’s gotta put that 
bitch in her place.” 

Actor 1, “I don’t know anymore. Sometimes I feel that all I’m doing is getting 
older——and more jaded too.  I watch my days go by and I don’t even know what 
I suppose to be doing.  No one buys my songs or writing projects. I feel like a 
fucking failure. I’m a turtle living in my shell. (stands up and looks out the 
window) Why do we have to grow older.  Why do we all have to die?   (staring out 
the window) Jesus, it’s raining again. I want so much of what’s out there, but I 
don’t even know where to go to find it.  I want so much to be something, but I 
can’t figure out what that something is.  (The sound of thunder from outside). 
There’s a rumbling thunder in the distance and it’s calling out my name. I got to get 
this shit straight before I die. I no longer know what’s shadow, what’s substance.”  

Cat,  “Do you really want to go there?————— Okay, here we go. Let’s talk of 
love and dying?” 

8



Actor 1, “I don’t see the connection, but sure, let's talk of love and dying. Why not 
start by explaining to me why god made getting old so disdainful.  I’m slowly 
morphing into a freaking animal, with the turkey neck, crows feet, spider veins and 
reptile skin. I wouldn’t even mind having a bad hair day, at least then I’d still have 
hair. Young guys now call me mister or sir, I’m not a mister or sir, I’m a bro, a pal, 
a “hey you buddy”……   I walk into another room and forget why the hell I went 
there in the first place.  I’m forever looking for my keys, my wallet or my phone.  I 
bend over to tie my shoes and getting back up exhausts me and gives me vertigo. 
I’m plagued by either constipation or diarrhea. I have more gas than Saudi Arabia.  
I take freaking naps and when I wake up I forget if it’s morning or afternoon.  The 
days drag by but the weeks go by in a hurry. I can’t hear for shit anymore, at least 
that blocks out the wife’s incessant blathering. Maybe a fading memory isn’t such a 
bad thing, at least it helps me forget all the dumb shit I’ve done over the years.”   

Cat, “God gives you stuff and then takes it away until all that’s left is the 
nothingness of what you thought was you. The body’s just a vessel for the soul. It’s 
a banana peel on hot black top. It’s gets wrinkled, stiff, worn-out and 
unrecognizable. It will fill you with aches, pains and regrets.  Old age will strip ya 
of all your vanities. At some point you’re gonna have to make it solely on your 
personality——-and brother, that’s not good news for you.  (laughter) At least 
there’s viagra, that’s if you can still find someone willing to give you a ride.   
Listen to your soul, it’ll tell you what to do.” 

Actor 1, “I don’t need viagra, I need someone like Mary.  She wants me in spite of 
my crazy peccadilloes and enumerable flaws. Listen to my soul, huh? How will I 
know when it’s my soul and not the first stages of Alzheimer's?” 

Cat,  “The brain’s main job it to protect you. It’ll tell you to play it safe. It will tell 
you “Who do you think you are?”  It will tell you that no one can be trusted. It will 
tell you to never show vulnerability.”  

Actor 1, “That seems like sound advice to me.” 

Cat, “The soul will tell you to be brave.  To have faith and tenacity. These are the 
seeds that give birth to miracles. Find what you want and go for it with all your 
strength, all your spirit.  As Bukowski put it “Find what you love and let it kill 
you.”  The doors will open when you start asking the universe what it is you want.”   

Actor 1, “How will I know what it is I want?” 
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Actor 2, “If you’re aware and listening, you won’t find it, instead—— let it find 
you. Know that everything is accessible when you’re open to it. Take walks in the 
woods with no destination in mind.  All great thinkers and spiritual folks had to 
wander into the wilderness to find their path. Take time to think of those who have 
loved you. Stare up at the Milky Way, you’ll find patterns in the stars, there’s the 
big dipper, astrological figures and animals.  Everything’s connected. Somewhere 
up there you’ll find your north star.”  

Actor 1, “Is it ever too late for me to find my path.  Is it ever too late to confess 
love to someone?” 

Cat, “Hell yeah. There’s a lot of people thinking they still have time to do and say 
the things they’ve kept hidden in their hearts——-things they’d intended on saying 
on some mythical future day(laughs) maybe in a heart felt eulogy. Time is the most 
valuable currency.  It’s what happens between each passing moment. You can’t 
save it, buy it or control it.  It’s a wave you ride until it crashes on you or closes 
out. Don’t be one of those fools who has things they intend to tell someone, but 
neglects to say them until one day that person is gone. Life is brief, honesty is rare, 
love is never wasted. Listen up, god created death to give an urgency to getting 
things done, to make everyday count, to give love and connections priority over all 
things.  Ya see, love and death are connected. Without the finality of death, love 
never need be confessed, shared or offered up.” 

Actor 1, “I never thought of it that way. Does this life thing ever get easier?” 

Cat, “Just remember nothing is forever, not pain, not pleasure and not this life. The 
Buddhist say nothing is permanent, all is in flux. Trying to hold on to the things 
that once were leads to suffering. You must learn to let go or be dragged. There is 
death and then rebirth——-again and again. Jesus said said the same thing when he 
said we must be born again. Learn to say what you feel and feel what you say. “It’s 
truly a pity never to say what one feels.” Virginia Woolf. We’re all travelers, just 
passing through. Don’t get too hung up on where it’s all leading, you’re forever 
getting there.”  

Actor 1, “How will I know when I get there?” 

Cat, “When you come back to where you started.  Cause, no matter where you go, 
there you are. A dog chases his tail until he gets ahold of it and gives it a painful 
bite, dumb ass dogs.  Stop and be happy on purpose.  Don’t wait for happiness to 
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find you. Every morning you have a chance to start over again. An opportunity to 
be born again.”  

Actor 1, “It’s funny, I had a dog for fourteen years and he never once spoke a word 
to me. Not once. Why’s that?” 

Cat, “Cause dogs are freaking stupid, they chase sticks and sniff each others butts. 
Dogs treat you like a god.  Cat’s know they’re a god.  Now get along, you’re taking 
up my precious nap time.”  

Scene III  (Staged in a hotel room) 

(Mary and actor I) 

Actor 1, “Do you want to know the difference between forever and always?”  

Mary, “This is that silly word game you play, right? I think you’re gonna tell me 
anyways, so go ahead, what’s the difference.” 

Actor 1, “It’s not a silly game. Although unpublished, I’m a writer. I get hung up 
on the meaning of words. They give the craziness of my life order and meaning. If 
you find the right words, and if you string them together in the right order, they can 
create a spark that’ll thaw the coldest of hearts——-make the hardest of hearts 
melt and once again believe in passion, romance, love and blah blah blah.” 

Mary, “Damn, you sure sound like a real poet, especially that blah, blah, blah part.”  

Actor 1, “Is that a weakness or a strength? Being a poet that is.”  

Mary, “Poets are old souls with a child's naivety. They’re romantics in a world 
ruled by cynics. They’re like me, easily taken advantage of, often misunderstood.  
Poets are beautiful freaks of nature——-like you.”  

Actor 1, “I might be a freak, but I’m your freak. Maybe someday I’ll write a poem, 
just for you—-and my words will open the door to your wise ass heart.” 

Mary, “Those would have to be some very magical words. Maybe they could pull 
the Excalibur sword from my stone heart.————So, please tell me——what’s 
the difference between always and forever.” 
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Actor 1, “When you say you love someone for always, it means you love them in 
spite of what kind of day you’ve been having.  It means you love them even with 
all the stupid shit they do that pisses you off.  It means you’ll forgive them,——
even when they may have accidentally hurt you. What makes them happy, makes 
you happy, and what hurts them, hurts you——that’s an always kind of love.” 

Mary, “What does it mean when you love someone for forever.” 

Actor 1, “When you love someone for forever, it means that you may only know 
someone for an hour or a day or even a year, but that love is so strong that you’ll 
never forget them.  Even when you don’t see them for decades, or even if you 
don’t see them over the course of several lifetimes. But once you reunite, that 
powerful connection will still be there—— as if no time has even passed.  You are 
connected beyond space and time. It’s a love that never to dies.”  

Mary, “That’s beautiful. (pauses and proceeds cautiously) I was kind of thinking 
about what you were saying about maybe you and I might spend some time 
together.  You know, off the clock.  Like a couple——-going out to dinner or 
taking in a movie.” 

Actor 1, (squirms and looks uncomfortable. He stutters.)  “Well, I——I don’t 
know. It’s just——-“ 

Mary, “What’s the matter.  Did I say something wrong? I thought you said—-“ 

Actor 1, “You see, I was kind of talking about a fantasy. With your profession it 
might be awkward. What if  we ran into one of your patrons. Sometimes fantasies 
are best kept that way.  It’s just——” (he’s cut off by Mary). 

Mary, “What! What did you just say? You’re a fucking hypocrite. All your sad 
stories about a loveless, sexless marriage.  All your pretty words and poetry are 
nothing but self serving bullshit. You’re no better than any man I’ve every met who 
pays me money to fake passion, to let them touch my body.  Your a fraud. I was a 
fool for letting you in and letting my guard down. Vulnerability! Jesus I should’ve 
known better.” 

Actor 1, “I didn’t mean it like that———I——-I—-was just saying.” 

Mary, (Pulls back her covers and starts to get dressed.)  “You think you’re better 
than me.  Don’t you?  You’re nothing but a lonely little man who hides inside the 
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definitions of silly words and phony fantasies. You couldn’t get published in the 
funny papers, because you’re an imposter.  You’re a fake.  You lack what art 
demands——authenticity. I wouldn’t sleep with you again if you paid me a million 
dollars.  (actor 1, jumps out of bed wearing his Hello Kitty underpants and tries to 
stop Mary from leaving).  And by the way, I never once judged you for your creepy 
cartoon panty fetish.  You’re a freak alright, a fucking (stammers)  Just forget it.  
Forget everything I said” (She slams the door.” She’s gone.)  

Scene IV (Staged in actor 1’s apartment. Cat stretched out on a couch.)  

Actor 1, “I really messed things up this time. I found that someone who could 
understand a fool like me. She got me and I threw it all away.  I should have taken 
the risk, the risk to love without conditions, to love without judgment. For once in 
my life I felt understood. It’s true, to be understood is to be loved. I’ve prayed for 
answers and he, or she, or the universe doesn’t give a flying fuck.” 

Cat, “Buddy, you got it all wrong.  There is no risk or reward.  God isn’t there to 
answer your feeble ass prayers.  He’s in everything you wish you never had to deal 
with. You wanted to be understood, you wanted to be loved.  Well, maybe those 
things aren’t about what you can get.  Maybe it’s more about what you have to 
give. What you give you shall receive. You asked “is it too late?”  Well, nothing 
changes until you change.  What are you waiting for.  Remember, our discussion 
about love and death——the clock is ticking.  There’s no promised tomorrow, no 
guarantees.  You can’t control what tomorrow may or may not bring.  Don’t try and 
control shit. You want something, go get it, be prepared to fight for it. If 
somethings not working, make changes and adjustments, evolve, grow——-or 
concede to the other option——— just becoming another old and bitter “what 
might have been’s”. 

Actor 1, “I wish I could change.  I really do!  It’s so hard to become a better 
person. I’m use to being a loser and a shitty person. It comes natural to me.  It 
requires no energy or work. It’s just that I feel like I’m being pushed and I’m 
fighting it. Is this normal?  Am I normal?”   

Cat, “Dude that’s a stupid question, you’re taking advice from your freaking cat! I 
guess that makes you pussy whipped. Pussy whipped, ya get it? Pussy cat—-oh 
never mind.”   

Actor 1, “I don’t think I’m ready to change.”  
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Cat, “That reminds me of the story about the man who went to visit his neighbor 
who was sitting out on his front porch.  At his feet was this old hound dog that was 
whimpering and whining.  The man asked his neighbor, “Why the hell is your dog 
lying there crying”. The neighbor said “He’s crying because he’s sitting on a nail”. 
The visitor stared back up a the  man on the porch and said, “Damn, then why the 
heck doesn’t he just get up off his ass and move“. The neighbor responded, “I 
guess it ain’t hurting him bad enough yet”.  

Actor 1, (laughter) “I get it.  But still——-I don’t like being pushed.” 

 Cat, “The universe has a twisted sense of humor.  It does push us all forward. The 
more you fight it, the more severe the consequences.”   

Actor 1, “What do you mean, the more you fight it the more severe the 
consequences?” 

Cat, “Okay, one time there was this real religious guy who hated gay people. He 
considered himself to be a real follower of the bible. He was religious and self 
righteous. He scoured the bible to support his beliefs. He called all gay people 
abominations before god. The higher power, the universe or god or whatever you 
want to call it gave this man a child.  He loved his son with all his heart. That child 
was carrying an agonizing secret. One day he had to tell his father his secret. In a 
trembling voice he told his dad that he’s gay.  Boy, that man was in a pickle.  You 
can’t love and hate someone at the same time. He believed his son’s lifestyle to be 
sinful so he turned his back on him.  He told him to leave his home and not to 
return until he prayed for forgiveness and relinquish his sinful ways. The father 
couldn’t admit he was wrong about his religious beliefs. He couldn’t change. The 
last thing he told his son was he should be shameful and ask the lord for 
forgiveness.  You know what his son did?   

Actor 1, “No I don’t know.  But I’m sure he was hurt.” 

Cat, “He stuck a gun in his mouth and pulled the fucking trigger.  Hallelujah, 
praise the lord. 

Actor 1, “Holy shit!  What a horrible way for a father to learn a life lesson. Is that 
what we’re here to do———to learn life lessons?” 

Cat, “Hello! That’s why they call them “life lessons”. You’re starting to get woke. 
Here’s another little story about change and redemption.  The universe once took 
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this white soldier who hated black folks and put him together with a black guy in a 
war zone.  This white guy was pissed off that whites and blacks had to share meals 
together, had to sleep in the same barracks and forced to breathe the same dirty 
desert air. One day they got caught up in a fierce firefight and this white dude got 
shot to pieces. In fear and pain he started calling out for his mother and calling out 
for god to come save him.  But no mother or god came to rescue him. All there 
was, was this black guy who he’d despised and treated like shit. He screamed, 
“Please don’t leave me here. Please, I don’t want to die out here”. Their eyes met 
and at that moment something changed. Fear is a great equalizer, it will wake your 
ass up. When you find your back against the wall, suddenly all your petty 
prejudices and arrogance melts away. The black fella packed the white dudes 
wounds until his hands were covered in blood. He put him on his back and carried 
him through enemy fire back to safety.  After this event the white boy had to do 
some reckoning. Mortals are funny. They have a hard time understanding that we 
all need empathy and compassion——that we’re all a lot more alike than we are 
different. This soldier survived and he learned a life lesson the hard way.”  

Actor 1, “Wow, how did he ever thank this guy?” 

Cat, “Oh yeah, he named his first son after this black guy.  (laughing) Rufus is a 
tough name for a white boy to go by growing up in the suburbs.”  

Actor 1, “I don’t like your god.  He’s doesn’t play fair.  He’s a shit stirrer. He 
enjoys our misery?” 

Cat,  “Listen here, when you don’t get that job you wanted. When a relationship 
falls apart. When the medical reports aren’t good. When those you trusted turn on 
you. Well, that’s the higher power. To know misery is to know god. I know it seems 
weird, but he’s not into what’s fair. Fuck, don’t you see, this life isn’t fair and 
doesn’t suppose to be. It’s a classroom. And by the way, it’s not “my” god, it’s 
“your god” that you’ve got to learn to contend with.There’s a quote that goes “We 
don’t see things as they are, we see them as we are”.  We’re all dancing with Maya, 
also known as illusion. So much illusion. What you remember isn’t what 
happened, what you remember is what you were back then.”  

Actor 1, “So. you’re saying that I’m not who I use to be?” 

Cat, “Who you are now, won’t be who you are a year from now.  That is if you 
keep growing——-evolving.  There is no you, there is just being. It’s an endless 
circle of——Transcend-Change-Let Go. Transcend-Change-Let Go.Transcend-
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Change-Let Go.  And so the wheel keeps turning——-until it’s just you letting go 
of you———-to find you.” 

Actor 1, “Letting go isn’t easy, but I suppose it’s true——-you either let go, or 
you’ll be dragged. I refuse to let go of Mary.  I feel I’m going mad.”  

Cat, (Laughing) “Do you remember what the Cheshire Cat said when he was asked 
by the Mad Hatter “Have I gone mad?” 

Actor 1, No, I for got. What did he say?”   

Cat, “He said, “I am afraid so, you are entirely bonkers. but I will tell you a 
secret… all the best people are.” 

Actor 1, “Are you the Cheshire Cat?” 

Cat, “Let me put it this way. I’m what was, what is and what always will be.  I’m 
the choices you make. I’m the laughter in your mistakes. I’m in your farewell to 
blaming others. I’m the circle of seasons. I’m the mercy in forgiveness. I’m what 
goes on beneath it all—-I’m the dream within the dreamer…….” 

Actor 1, “That sounds like a bunch of new age gibberish. You’re more like the The 
Cat In The Hat with your crazy riddles and confusing rhythms.” 

Cat, “I’m the boogie man in your closet, the grim reaper dressed as a clown. I’m 
your Christ that’s risen, your buddha under the bodhi tree, your second wind, your 
last chance, the mosquito buzzing in your ear. I’m a tardy sunrise after a sleepless 
night. I’m that last quiver of self respect you keep in your hip pocket. I’m the 
sadness in love deferred——-If you want her, then go tell her, tell her before it’s 
too late———————Love deferred is the greatest of sins.” 

Actor 1, “I really don’t know anymore. But I do know that I’ve got to make things 
right with Mary.———-(speaks to himself) Love deferred is the greatest of sins-
——This has been a hell-of-a-lesson for me to learn.” 

Scene V, (Scene, Actor 1 sitting at his computer in his apartment) 

Actor 1, (The words he’s typing can be heard by the audience). “I once told you 
my thoughts on always and forever.  I never thought that I could find both in one 
person. That kind of thing only happens in Hallmark movies and sappy love songs. 
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But, I found it in you and I foolishly pissed it away.  God damn it, I’m missing 
you.  I want to make things right. I want you back in my life. Even if it’s just 
meeting and having coffee. I’m trying to not be such a hypocrite. I finally left my 
wife and that’s my first step towards being authentic. I treated you badly and I was 
wrong and I’m sorry. Could you ever find it in you to forgive me?———Jesus, is 
it too late, for me, for us?  Like you once told me, “There’s nothing worse than too 
late.” I’m leaving this note in you mailbox because I don’t want  you to think that 
I’m a crazy stalker.  Please call me. Let’s start over, there’s always tomorrow. At 
least let me know that you once cared for me. Did you?  You’re the most beautiful 
person I’ve ever met. I once promised you a poem here it is.  I hope you like it.  
When it comes to you——I have no words. Imagine that, a wordless poet. Perhaps 
I’m better off being published in the funny papers.” (at the bottom of the letter is a 
cartoon drawing of a man kissing a woman on the cheek)’ 

Scene VI, (He is seen walking up to an apartment and hesitating before dropping 
the letter in the mailbox) 

Neighbor,  (A neighbor getting his mail speaks).  “Excuse me. “There’s no-one 
living in that apartment.  At least not anymore.”  

Actor 1, “What do you mean, no one lives there anymore?” 

Neighbor, “I guess you didn’t hear what happened?  You knew her?” 

Actor 1, “Of course I know her. What do you mean “knew her”.  I’m a writer and 
you’re talking in past tense.  That’s sloppy grammar and poor syntax.” 

Neighbor, “I’m sorry, but she was walking in that crosswalk right there (points) 
and a drunk driver hit her. I was getting my mail and saw it all happen right there 
in front of me.  I was the first one on the scene.” 

Actor 1, “Is she in the hospital? Where is she?  Tell me, Where is she? I need to 
find her. I need to tell her something.” 

Neighbor, (slowly shakes his head).  “No, she’s not in the hospital. She passed. She 
died. I ran to her and held her.  I told her to hold on. I told her that an ambulance 
was coming.  (There’s the sound of a  siren) It was strange, she mumbled  
something about “He’s right about sirens”.  She was trying to say something else. I 
could barely make out what she was saying. She was speaking in a whisper-
———-“ 
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Actor 1, “What do you mean?  What was she trying to say?  (He has a hold of the 
neighbors arm)” 

Neighbor, “She had this strange grin on her face.  She very quietly whispered 
“Love and death, huh?”  She said it as if it were a private joke.  She closed her eyes 
and quietly passed away with that grin on her face.” 

Actor 1 is center stage in a tight spot light. He reads the following poem. 

A Poem For Mary 
(Fools and True Believers) 

And before you, there was a hollow emptiness inside me. I didn’t even know it 
until you came along and poured your love into me. I use to like being alone 

I thought it made me impervious to pain if I stood on the outside looking in and 
wrote about life as a spectator  

I was wrong, I was an imposter 

What is a love story but a fantasy shared by naive believers 
Warm together in our bed, fresh sheets, heavy covers, a patch of bright winter 

stars framed outside our bedroom window  
We wake to wishes hung on falling stars  

You gave me joy and happiness in the places of always and forever.  
You found me there 

Make no mistake, I’ve always loved you, love you now and will forever love you 
We found each other out there 

Irrational, improbable 
Please tell me 
It’s not too late 

The song “Black Magic” by Ruston Kelly plays as the actors take their bow’s.  
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