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AFTER-AFTERLIFE

by
Leon Kaye

CAST: ALEX, a teenage surfer
(Enters, HE is dressed very casually)

tio in Romeo and
sed up. Sorry. |
time and | won't
ause)

ing? (pause)

ALEX: Yo everyone, my name is Alex. | played M
Juliet last year, remember? (pause) | know, | re
promise if you cast me in Steel Mangoes, I'll st
forget my lines. And | know | can be an aweso
Steel Magnolias? What is that, a mixed drink




Oh, a flower? Well, isn't that like some kind of like girly play then? | mean
like. . . (pause) Oh? All girls in this play? And they're made of steel?
Cool. (pause) Oh, steel as in strong as steel. . . like Superman. | can
be a steel magnolia, | know | can. Please, give me a chance. | can do

the wig. | can like do all the chick stuff and | can wear Aigh heels. | did
on Halloween and when | died last month. | know |,could remember
the. . . (pause) How did I die? Well, it's kind of a ause)

Yeah, | did die like a year ago. But | died last m too. Kind of a
coincidence really. | probably wouldn't have dig @ ere wearing my
crash helmet, but you know me, I'm always forgetting,my helmet.

s'mefangetful, and | forget
@ s | talking about?
o and | was popping
sailing up in the air. And like when |

floating and I'm looking down gn-myself. . . like it's a movie, and the
dude on the ground looks d -- only it's me. And then I'm like on
this big, white escalator. A ing up, up, up -- higher than the
clouds. And | come on thisdflat.area, and | come up to this dude with
what I've done in my life to deserve
getting into heaven. And , once, | went deep sea fishing with
my uncle, and | ca y-two inch striped bass. And the dude
was very impressed, a said it didn't matter if | was good or bad

my helmet, and then | hit my head and. .
(pause) Right. | was riding my cousin’

bathroom, so | ask the dudes where the john is. And one guy says,
"Do you mean the Baptist, or the Divine?" And I'm like thinking | prefer
indoor plumbing, so | say the Baptist. And he points to this dude
wearing like a cave man outfit. So I'm thinking maybe he's the janitor.
(pause) No, he can't be Fred Flintstone cause Fred Flintstone is a



cartoon. And so | go the janitor and before | can say anything, he's

pointing to me and saying | need to cleanse myself of all my iniquity.
And I'm thinking, well yeah, that's why | need to go to the men's room,
dude! But then like these paparazzi start taking pictures of him and he

nun that comes running up to me, calling me the
And she's gotta be psychic or something cause

s yelling, "Die,
e not supposed to

can't cause I'm like twice as big as she is. /
Die," which freaks me out cause | though

Only the paparazzi get wind of her, a
little nun starts swinging a broopiat them, yelling "You don't wanna be
ile, Lady Di rushes off. And they all go

cause it's like glowing

me if | want to see the of Haolies. Ya know, Charlton Heston. And
neePguns, so | say like no way. Next thing |

thing, two fat Italian guys with pinstripe

So these mafia guys, what's the worst they can do to me? Tickle me,
maybe? So | start mocking them. | start saying (Italian accent) You
Guido, you ever taste my momma's macaroni? Fuhgedaboudit! And
they start laughing and cracking jokes while they're carrying me, and
you know, they weren't such bad dudes. They were a couple of



goodfellas. And they bring me to the top of this giant slide. And they
tell me the boss wants me to "take a little trip. Heh-heh-heh." (pause)
Yeah, they laughed like sinister. Like the bad guys on Scooby-Doo.
So I'm looking down this slide, and I'm totally stoked cause | do love
slides, especially water slides like at Six Flags. So I
already. (points to audience) Yeah, right, little did | khow. So I'm
going down this slide. . . down, down, down. . .
slide don't seem to end, like the last half our of

@ fdust. And | crawl
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