AFTERLIFE
By Leon Kaye

Copyright © 2005 by Leon Kaye, All rights reserved.
ISBN 1-60003-036-X

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright
Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing,
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English
languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating
to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that
which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.



Afterlife - Page 2

AFTERLIFE

by
Leon Kaye

At rise: ALEX, a teenage surfer with long blond hair, walks onto the
stage under bright lights. HE's wearing a long Hawaiian shirt,
shorts and old sneakers.

Hi. My name is Alex. I've never been in a play

answer) A reading? Like, is that totallyfnecessagy? | mean, like, I'm right
here and you can see that I'm all honestiand everfything...

(pause)

Yeah, that's a good point, ometimes the wording in those old
plays slows me down. | mean, likeWif you wanted me to read from The
Matrix or something like that, be, like, mondo pleasantly
surprised.

(pause)

Yeah, but | tried readi
nobody uses those
talking and —

Il that "forsooth" and "alas" stuff and,
e, right? It's, like, we, the actors, are

interrupted him)

(HE stops as if someone h
Right. I'm #fiot afy actor yet. Okay. Touché. I'm just saying that if
we're doing this @ school audience, shouldn't we be updating the
gbe or not to be" - shouldn't it be more like... like...
eli? Or should | not off myself?

e wrong play. But you get what I'm saying?
(HE frowns)

Okay, so you wanna leave the words how they are... fine. That's
your call. I'm just saying | would be good as Mercutio. | feel like we can
really relate. Like, if | were alive back then, we'd be best buds.

(pause)



Afterlife - Page 3

He's not a real person? Whoa, dude, that is, like, a tad
disappointing. | thought he was real, man. | mean, he comes across as
real. He's a lot like me. ‘cause | had, like, a near death experience once
just like he did so | understand how he felt.

(pause)
Yeah, right, he actually died.

(HE listens to a question from those in charge)

How did I... well, it's kinda hard to talk abou
get, like, nightmares. And it's not ‘cause I'm on dr
drugs, yeah. But they're legal. I've got prescriptiO
Actually, quite a few prescriptions.

everything.

(pause as HE listens to a question)

Yeah, well... About three years , | was g off Big Sur when
there was this big gnarly wave. | let it go, but thiStother guy was riding it,
and his board clipped me in the head.

(HE points to one of those in charge)

Yeah, right. It did a numbe my short term memory. You must
have been talking to my Spanish _te Anyway, | blacked out, and |
don't remember too much of ppened to my physical body. But |
was, like, totally conscio pther place, and that place wasn't
the beach. Some people : at and watch what's going on with
their bodies. But that didn't en. My buds pulled my body back to
shore, but | don't re ing about that. | woke up in this really
dark place. It was blackdlike those nights you wake up in your car and
there's no moon and you d know where you are for a few minutes.

(HE points to someene in the audience)

this ches @

That dude

hat I'm talking about. So, | look up, and there's
guy with no face and a black hood. And he wants
don't know how to play chess. So | apologize and, |,
m him. And | could tell he was P-O'd ‘cause he was
around up over his head like you would a flag. And he
lorwegian or something. And then there was this bright
light. So | walked toward it. And then | noticed | was in a dark tunnel. And
| said to myself, whoa, this can't be good. Dude, you best be getting out
of here. But you know it's true what other people say. You are drawn to
the light. Kinda like a mosquito. So you take two steps toward the light,
then you stop. And you say, man, I'm gonna get zapped. But then you
take another step. And then another. And | looked around and | noticed
there was other people walking toward the light with me. And | thought,
wow, we're all going to Heaven. This is gonna be cool after all. This is
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gonna be, like, the last day of school, just hangin' out, laughing at those
people taking finals.
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