place for him to be.

This man was unprepared for the days to come. This man looked
in the mirror and failed to see what was looking back at him. Which
was a thing incapable of adapting to a new environment. The colder world.

(Beat.)

I like his office. Door needs fixing, though.

THE END OF I by Diana Amsterdam.

JEROME, in his late thirties, is in bed with his wife. He’s going through a
mid-life crisis.

TIME: The present.

JEROME: What is death? [ALICE: We’ll figure it out in the
morning.] You always say that. You always say we’ll figure it out in
the morning, but how will we figure it out? Do you know how to figure
it out? I've been trying for three weeks to figure it out, and I can’t
figure anything out. I can’t figure a damn thing out. Did it ever occur to
you that death could be nothing? Nothing, Alice. Nothing. Nothing.
Nothing. Death could be nothing. Nothing, Alice. Death could be
absolutely nothing. Can you figure out nothing? Can you? Can you
figure out nothing? Can you find nothing? Can you experience nothing?
Can you be nothing? Try to be nothing. Go ahead, Alice. I dare you.
Try it. (ALICE is asleep.) Try it. Try to be nothing. Try it. Just try it,
Alice. Just try it. Just try it for one minute. For one second. Try it. Just
try to be nothing. Not just nothing, nothingness. Try to be nothingness
for one minute, For one second. Absolutely nothing. I don®t mean
something. I don’t mean wake-up-in-a-few-hours. I mean nothing.
Nothing. No thing, nothing. No feel. No smell. No taste. No see. No
nothing. No nothing. No me. No 1. No L. (He bolts upright, extremely

" agitated.) Alice. Alice. (He shakes her awake.)

[ALICE: Come here, darling.]

No! Don’t tempt me! You fall into a woman’s arms you can’t
even begin to understand nothing, nothing just disappears, nothing just
evaporates, all around you there’s something, something, something.
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Wc')_gien; are very dangerous, Alice. (ALICE is asleep.) Women make

v, believe that you’re going to live forever. And you're not going to

tive forever. You're going to die! Die! Die! Die! Die! Stay away from
me, Alice! Alice. Alice! Oh God, I love you, I love you, Alice, I love
yeu, 1 Tove you, I love you. I love you. I love you and I love our
danghters. I love their eyes, I love their hair, I love their little
lji\ékg‘erriails. 11ove their tiny shoes. I love those little sheets you bought
them, the ones with the butterflies. (Notices the sheet under him.) 1
fosie: this sheet. T loye'this sheet! (Rubs the sheet.) 1 don’t want to leave

ijs sheet! T don’t want to! I love it! I love this sheet! I don’t want to!

Would it go on wm‘tlwut me? Could it go on without me? Could it?
Wnuld it? Where would I be? Where’s Marty, Alice? What happened
1g ;Izgly “Where did he go? One minute he was riding his motorcycle,
z%ming with the wind on his face more alive than at any other time
except inside a woman and the next minute, blotto! Gone! Zap!
qudppc(ned’ People disappear off this planet, Alice. All the time.

: 1, an 't you save me?-Can’t your love save me? Save me, Alice, save

me! [ALICE: In the morning.] (Speaks directly into her face.) You and
me are going to die, Adlice.

i THE EXTRA MAN by Richard Greenberg

IT%, in his twenlm, wears his neuroses on his sleeve as he analyzes the
dmner sparty Laura is giving in the next room. He’s a critic for various
ﬂ'(ane film m'lga?meﬁ

: The kitchen of Laura’s apartment.

P

"FIME: The present:

Yy
HESS (enters);Not that I don’t love you, but your party makes me
want {0 open a vein. Do you know what’s going on out there? Okay. In
the, middle of the room, Paula Ellenbogen is holding forth on the topic
of her ré@cnt dental'surgery and displaying to anyone who’ll take her
Jp on it what she -calls, “the gapizg hole in my lower mandible.”
ls?amiy is following Keith around the room, singing the overture to
Candide or something into his ear—directly into his ear. And when

58




