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TRIGGER WARNING  
This play contains heavy themes and graphic descriptions of cancer and Human 
Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV). Other potential triggers featured include but are not 
limited to: Adolph Hitler, depression, blasphemy, cannabis, and the Trump family. 

C H A R A C T E R S 

NATE	 	       Male, 20s, homosexual, recently diagnosed with autoimmune disorder

ANGELICA	       Female, 30s, bald, suffers from cancer


“We all die. The goal isn’t to live forever, the goal is to create 
something that will.”     
          — Chuck Palahniuk,  Diary 

∞  

DEDICATED IN LOVING MEMORY TO

ROBERT GWINNETT 

MY GUARDIAN ANGEL
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Two spotlights up on stage. One lights NATE, a young man
in his 20’s. The other lights ANGELICA, a woman in her
late 30’s, on the opposite side of the stage. A bandana is

covering her visibly bald scalp. Both face out into audience. 
The two spotlights indicate they are not in the same space 

and their words are not in dialogue with each other. They’re
separate deconstructed monologues to the audience.

ANGELICA
Have you ever heard a sentence that cuts you so deep your entire body shuts down? Where you 
feel the person inside you has been hollowed out and you aren’t the same person you were just a 
few minutes ago? You’d better sit down.

NATE
“Your rapid test came back positive.”

ANGELICA
“We found something.”

NATE
You never think it’ll happen to you. You think, surely, there must be some mistake here. And you 
realize: there have been. Many, actually—and they’ve all been yours.

ANGELICA
You see the doctor talking you through what comes next but you’ve forgotten language entirely. 
You have no idea if you’re listening to how you’re going to survive, or how you’re going to die.

NATE
You see lips moving but sound becomes increasingly distant. Certain unfamiliar terms start to 
pierce through the silence, terms you’ve never heard before but are relevant now, like 
“genotype,” “CD4”/

ANGELICA
“Carcinoma”/

NATE
“Viral load”/

ANGELICA
“Metastasis”/

NATE
All the doctor’s visits. All the immunizations. All the blood that’s drawn just to test how well 
disease is hiding itself inside your body. You start to feel fragile.
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ANGELICA
All the hospital trips. All the treatments, the side effects. All these tests just to track how much 
it’s growing. You start to feel weak. You feel hopeless/

NATE
You feel helpless. The worst part is the misunderstood feeling. When you can’t find a single 
person who seems to grasp what you’re going through. A lot of people still think it’s this “rare 
cancer found in gay men.” A lot don’t understand that it’s manageable now.

ANGELICA
It sucks. You finally build up the strength to tell people and they give you those sad eyes. Those 
pitiful eyes, you know? They look at you like you’re already dead, and it’s really the only way 
they look at you until you get better… Or until you’re actually dead.

NATE
According to my counselors, many patients who get diagnosed go on to live “long, productive 
lives.” That’s the term they use. “Productive.” So why do I still feel like I’m dying?

ANGELICA
Walking out of that consultation felt like seeing the world in IMAX for the very first time. You 
start to notice everything—beauty on a cellular level. Your senses all heighten and they’re all 
shaming you for not paying better attention until now.

NATE
Walking through the world feels unfamiliar now. It feels brand new, but I don’t look any 
different. I think I still look exactly the same. The fact that this thing is invisible to the naked eye 
makes it a lot scarier.

ANGELICA
I see it everywhere. Every time I look in the mirror, or look down at my arms, or even when I 
feel the breeze hit my scalp. I can’t escape it. Everywhere I go I’m reminded. Some days I try to 
convince myself it’s all one big awful dream. But this is worse than any nightmare I’ve ever 
experienced.

NATE
I feel stuck in one of those nightmares where you’re falling and about to die, but I can never 
wake myself up. I just remain stuck in this plunging suspension.

ANGELICA
No person should have to go through this, not even in their dreams.

NATE
WAKE UP!! WAKE! UP! This can’t really be happening. 

ANGELICA
Why did this happen to me? It’s not my fault/
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NATE
It’s all my fault. It might take two people, but I have no one to blame but myself. And now when 
it ultimately does kill me, I’ll die alone because I’ve turned myself into this untouchable. How 
could I have let this happen?

ANGELICA
I know I’m not responsible, but it’s hard not to feel like I am. Seeing your family look at you as 
if they’ve already lost you, seeing the pain each and every one of them is trying to conceal every 
single time they speak to you… It really becomes the final nail in your coffin. And that’s after 
you’ve realized all the time that’s been stolen from you. I’ll never get the wedding I’ve dreamed 
of my whole life. I’ll never have children. I’ll never get to have the full life I’ve always dreamed 
of. A fulfilled life.

NATE
HIV doesn’t directly kill you, it only weakens your immune system to invite other illnesses 
inside, like cancer. I already know I’m susceptible because my mom passed away from it while I 
was in high school. She was always in so much pain and suffered until I graduated, though she 
began to see herself as dead long before. But honestly, that’s not living—feeling like you have to 
endure that pain out of obligation to the ones you love. They don’t want to see that. And I 
certainly don’t want to live that way.

ANGELICA
My entire body feels so unfamiliar to me. It’s not a safe space anymore.

NATE
If your existence at its bare minimum becomes so sacrificial and so selfless, really, what’s the 
point? You’re only saving yourself to die later anyway.

ANGELICA
It’s surreal when you’re confronted by your own mortality, like you’re experiencing the five 
stages of grief but on yourself. There’s no way to know just how much you’ll be losing. You 
hope and pray it’s just your body, something that can’t hold onto the weight of being 
impermanent.

NATE
It’s scary having to embrace the rest of your life knowing all this is happening on a micro level. 
It really stops you from living your life some days. I feel kicked out of my own body. Poison is 
pumping through my blood, my gut, everywhere.

ANGELICA
Trying to accept what’s happened and what’s going to happen just feels like agreeing to live for 
an undisclosed amount of time with a person you’ve already mourned. You can’t be expected to 
just continue living your life, or living more now even, when you know your death has already 
begun on a micro level. You want to live up every single moment because you never know which 
day is going to be your last. But some days you really need it to be your last.
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NATE
I hope it doesn’t hurt. I just don’t want to feel any pain. That’s my only wish.

ANGELICA
Whatever happens at the end can’t feel as horrible as this. This is my own private hell. 

NATE
I want to know what happens after you die. I don’t think I believe in Heaven, Or God, for that 
matter. But with a world this full of suffering and pain, I can’t bring myself to believe in 
anything. I really want to, but the only proof of anything I’ve seen is the hell I’m going to be 
stuck in for the rest of my life.

ANGELICA
There’s no way death can feel any worse than this.

NATE
Maybe you start over in a new life and forget everything. That might be nice. Being rinsed clean 
of all the tracks this world has left on you. I hate seeing the world this way, robbing me of my 
spirit. 

ANGELICA
This disease has sucked up all my youth since I was 28 years old. I’ve spent so many hours 
sleeping, or throwing up after treatments, or sitting in hospital waiting rooms looking at other 
sick people who feel the same way. But I still feel so alone. I can’t help it.

NATE
There’s no cure. They say they’re searching but it’s obvious healthcare industries make far too 
much money from sick people for the government to want to cure people. That’s why they only 
have costly antiretroviral therapy now, which only renders HIV undetectable in your body 
without being able to eradicate it from your DNA entirely. This is a strategic move by 
pharmaceuticals, since the HIV becomes active again once you stop taking your pills.

ANGELICA
My condition was deemed “incurable” because of how much and how quickly it spread. I even 
learned I was even a candidate for assisted suicide. It’s an easy way out, if I don’t want to fight. 
Do I even want to try to fight this just to have something else kill me later anyway? I’m not sure. 
It’s so easy for people to become remembered for how they died instead of how they lived. I 
don’t want people to only remember me as suffering. I want people to remember me for my 
positivity. For my optimism even in trying times.
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NATE
Oh and the fucking kicker? I still love myself far too much to even consider suicide. I’m too 
much of a coward to continue on with my life and too much of a coward to end it. I feel like I 
already killed myself but I’m still around to suffer the consequences. Like I chose an extended-
release suicide by accident and now I’m overstaying my welcome waiting for a timer I can’t 
even fucking see to run out. I used to say I’ve been a survivor since birth because I was six 
weeks premature. Looking back, I’m not sure why I would have rushed.

ANGELICA
When you’re forced against something bigger than you, the questions you ask yourself slip 
further and further out of reach because they can’t possibly be answered during this lifetime. 
There’s also a list of questions you hope never get answered while you’re still here. What if my 
treatments stop working?

NATE
What if they really don’t find a cure in my lifetime?

ANGELICA
What if this spreads even more?

NATE
What if I’ve spread this to others?? What if I’m the reason someone else feels this way?

ANGELICA  &  NATE
What if I don’t come back from this?

The spotlights begin to bleed over the entire stage,
pulling away from the subconscious and into the real

world. It is a sunny day. Nate frantically tries to make
a phone call while anxiously driving his car.

ANSWERING MACHINE (V.O.)
Please leave a message. *beep*

NATE
(to self) Shit! (to phone) Hi, sorry, I’m on my way to you guys to pick up a prescription but I’m 
running late because of a car pileup on Schuyler. It’s (looking at clock on phone) 2:48 right now, 
I may get there one or two minutes after 3pm the LATEST, if possible please don’t lock the doors 
until then because I’m out of these pills and need my refill TODAY. Thank you so much sorry. 
(About to disconnect call, then remembers) Oh, my name is Nathaniel Carlyle. Okay thank you 
see you soon. 
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Nate hangs up and pulls into the pharmacy parking lot.
He quickly turns off his car and rushes into the pharmacy,
crossing downstage to a small counter labeled “PICK UP 
WINDOW” bearing a large barcode scanner. He viciously

attempts to cool down as he reaches the pharmacist, located
past the fourth wall in the audience. Angelica tediously 

browses the pharmacy aisles.

NATE
(catching his breath, reducing speed from his little sprint) Thank God. (crossing downstage to 
pickup window, to audience) Oh thank God, hi. One refill for Nathaniel Carlyle?

Nate’s attention is quickly
(and implicitly) directed to the barcode scanner by the

pharmacist. He understands and tries to recall his 
prescription number as he punches it into the keypad.

His prescription lights up and he signs the receipt with
the stylus on the card processor.

NATE
Thanks! Have a good one.

Nate quickly opens his pill bottle while crossing back toward
the exit. He sticks his finger inside to remove a pill, which
he quickly and inattentively dry-swallows. Angelica, also

not paying attention, browses the vitamin selection while traveling 
through the aisles, accidentally colliding into Nate and spilling 

his new pills all over the floor.

ANGELICA
(almost immediately diving to the floor to pick up loose pills, but cannot do it quickly because of 
her physical condition) Oh, excuse me, I’m so sorry!

NATE
My fault. I wasn’t paying attention. I rushed the whole way over here to make it by 3 and my 
head is all over the place. (noticing her bandana) You really don’t have to do that, I can get 
those.

ANGELICA
I’m kinda having one of those days myself, I don’t mind at all. It’s the least I can do… 
(examining a single pill from the bottle) I don’t think I’ve ever seen these before. Pretty color.
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NATE
They look like the color blue after being left outside in Hurricane Katrina. I think Periwinkle 
might be the legal name, but—they don’t get me very high. 

ANGELICA
(amused, jokingly) Maybe you should double your dose.

NATE
I wish, sadly these are just antiretrovirals… Hardly notorious for their psychoactive features. 
Probably a good thing since I already forget to take them every other day.

ANGELICA
How strict is it?

NATE
Not too sure. This is a combination pill so I don’t have to take four separate ones throughout the 
day, but I think I get like a 28-hour window or something before my last dose wears off so I can 
be a little late every now and then but taking it at the same time daily is widely encouraged.

ANGELICA
Sounds like birth control. At least it doesn’t affect your period, right?

NATE
(smiling) Fortunately it doesn’t, but every time I miss a dose I’m lethargic for a week at a time so 
these little guys don’t look like they’re fucking around.

ANGELICA
(also smiling now) You’re funny. (extending arm for handshake) I’m Angelica, by the way.

NATE
Nate. It’s nice to meet you.

ANGELICA
(placing the last loose pill into the bottle) I think we got all of them.

NATE
Well teamwork makes the dream work.

ANGELICA
I think you were actually doing great on your own til I knocked the botte out of your hand.

NATE
Which would have never happened if I’d refilled this five days ago like I was originally supposed 
to. I like to keep at least a week’s supply but I’ve been feeling so sluggish this week that I waited 
to run out. That’s why you may have noticed me sprinting through here a few minutes ago.
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ANGELICA
I definitely saw, but only because we’re the only two people here today with the exception of half 
a pharmacist. 

NATE
I was so scared they were going to be closed when I got here! It was only 2:48 or something but 
they get OFF on locking that door early.

ANGELICA
You made good time, and you didn’t have to wait. I’ve never been seen that quickly, especially 
not since they upgraded their computer software. I thought the improvements were intended to 
reduce wait time but I’ve been here for at least twenty minutes. 

NATE
I’m honestly just lucky they had my refill prepared already. They usually bask in the idea of 
testing my patience and get pissed when they’re here past 3 filling your shit but (lowering his 
volume to talk shit) they move soooo fucking slow.

ANGELICA
I usually just pay extra for the delivery service to skip all this stress, but my prescription recently 
changed so I needed to come in person for this one. I definitely should have gotten here at least 
six hours earlier. 

NATE
Yeah you should have camped out, probably. How have you been keeping yourself sane? 

Nate looks at the merchandise in the aisle that 
Angelica was just perusing—many multivitamins and supplements. 

He is unsure why there are so many different kinds.

NATE
So many multivitamins. A little late for those…

ANGELICA
Well considering none of my high-grade meds seem to be doing the job well enough, I guess it 
couldn’t hurt to go back to the basics. (This is deeper than Nate expected the conversation to go. 
Beat.) They’re fun reads to kill time, though.

NATE
Marketing strategies for multivitamins really just blow my mind. Like how are you able to sell so 
much of these chalky capsules that allegedly promote health, even though you just piss out your 
extra vitamin intake? Your body definitely just stops absorbing vitamins after a point, I’m 
certain, and depending on diet you usually get a lot of those nutrients from meals. 
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ANGELICA
Do you also have this thing where you look at a pill and read all the great stuff it’s supposed to 
have in it and you’re just like… Does it really? I’ve stopped trusting a lot of marketing I see, 
though. Example B: Are electric cars really that much better for the environment or is global 
warming actually already a very serious threat to our planet?

NATE
Wow, sounds like you’ve been holding that in for a while. Very deep.

ANGELICA
(mildly laughing at herself) I just think it’s interesting to see how people can be so easily 
manipulated into believing anything they’re told if there’s some reward or payoff. Or because a 
corporation said something is truth, so every ignorant consumer believes this is truth because 
they’ve heard of this corporation before and therefore trust everything this corporation says 
without an actual good reason. I was actually just reading through a few of these I’ve never heard 
of to see if they have anything that promises to shrink tumors.

NATE
(feeling the room, unsure if she’s joking or how to respond appropriately) I’m not too sure, 
honestly… Vitamin C might be a good place to start.

ANGELICA
I’m fucking with you. Sorry, I have a dark and defeated sense of humor.

NATE
Oh! No you’re good. Laughter’s the best medicine allegedly so I’ll take as much as I can get.

ANGELICA
Yeah, sometimes my jokes are a little fucked up but people are typically too uncomfortable to tell 
me I’ve offended them.

NATE
People are so fucking sensitive. A lot of people don’t know about my condition, so I can’t really 
play the sick card. It’s so fine though, almost everyone I’ve spoken to about it still thinks it’s a 
death sentence, but to be fair I didn’t know how manageable it is now until it I caught it.

ANGELICA
Even when I was in school, hardly anyone knew the specifics of HIV/AIDS. They saw The 
Normal Heart or some other media created to spread awareness of the epidemic in the 1980s/
1990s but then never followed up or kept themselves informed. I don’t even think some of my 
friends even knew transmission could occur by sharing needles, either.

NATE
Right? You’re lucky if I share my food, fuck a needle.
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ANGELICA
Well, you don’t have to worry about anyone being misinformed here. I had a lot of gay friends in 
high school and saw from a distance what you’re probably going through. I was actually a 
consistent fag hag back in my day.

NATE
I mean same, given where I’m at today. I didn’t know that term was still used in American 
vernacular though. Unless you just revived it.

ANGELICA
I’ve had no social inclination so I really couldn’t tell you if that’s been used in the past couple 
years at all… You’re very young though, it’s probably from a little bit after your time.

NATE
You don’t even know how old I am. And technically I’m pretty sure this is still my time 
considering I’m not dead yet. 

ANGELICA
I don’t know, but you look like a baby. A strong, perhaps muscular baby, but a baby all the same.

NATE
(lightly amused) Well, I’m a very legal baby, definitely. I’m kind of an angry baby, though. But 
I’m not mad at anyone in particular—it’s weird. Like, myself kinda, but mostly at the entire 
planet and likely the universe as it stands currently. We’re all just fucking things up for one 
another if you think about it. I don’t know, maybe I just need someone to hate so I don’t hate 
myself so much in the situation.

ANGELICA
That’s completely human, though. When we don’t know who to blame, we blame ourselves 
because we’re the only ones in sight. It’s a coping mechanism for grief: redirecting resentment 
into the nearest available vacancy. Every person must come to terms with circumstance and 
nature, and recognize how powerless we are in our own personal dynamics with the universe.

NATE
Is that from a book or something? That sounded rehearsed. I’ve definitely heard that somewhere.

ANGELICA
No, that one was an original. You seem like you really want to hold yourself accountable for 
what happened and I’ve been there before. I wish I had someone to talk me through those 
thoughts. It’s hard to always look on the bright side.

NATE
I don’t believe there always is a bright side.

ANGELICA
I disagree, you shouldn’t think that way.
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NATE
Think about it: you can be the most deplorable person on the planet and still mean well, but 
because your execution doesn’t lend to those good intentions, you’re perceived in a different way 
that’s a disservice to your humanity.

ANGELICA
Well, you’re certainly smart enough to see the difference.

NATE
I think at some point everyone grows up and starts to see the truth behind their ignorant bliss. It’s 
like how children believe in Santa and think babies are delivered by romanticized carrier 
pigeons. Every parent in the whole world does it, but when you find our out your parents weren’t 
honest it’s a disappointment. Like believing in magic, then being told it never existed. I wish I 
still had my parents here to feed me lies when I need to hear them.

ANGELICA
Did your parents relocate? Or you just mean you wish you were still in the nest?

NATE
Uh, well… My mom passed away the month I started college, actually.

ANGELICA
I’m so sorry… Was she sick? Accident?

NATE
You couldn’t have known, you’re okay. She had cancer for over three years in a few parts of her 
body. It eventually just got to be too much for her. She couldn’t move well by the end and was 
fatigued all the time, always in so much pain. She was hardly lucid her past couple months, 
constantly disoriented… I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable. I’ll include a trigger warning 
next time. 

ANGELICA
That’s very sweet. I really appreciate your kindness, Nate. But I’ve seen it all and have certainly 
heard it all though, don’t hold yourself back on my account. Say what’s going to make you feel 
better.

NATE
I’m not too sure what I’m feeling right now. I don’t think it’s as much anger anymore. It’s ok, 
though, I can’t accept free psychotherapy from you when you could be charging bank.

ANGELICA
I most certainly do! Plus I have time to kill. I’m still waiting for them to call out my prescription. 
They close in five minutes anyway, this one’s on the house.

NATE
I’m gonna need to see a degree before I trust you with all that. How long have you been waiting?
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ANGELICA
At least twenty-five minutes. I should have just bounced by now though. They make me wait 
until the edge of fucking forever and the pills are nowhere near as effective as they promise to 
be.

NATE
I’m guessing they don’t get you high?

ANGELICA
Certainly not. How do you like your prescription?

NATE
It’s a match so far. My body feels a lot better. The onset was a lot of night sweats, awful stomach 
pains, CONSTANTLY shitting… I’ve been on them for a few months now though and I’m 
essentially like new, body-wise. But I know my immune system is more vulnerable and now any 
baby cold I get is going to feel like double pneumonia so like do I get a fucking flu shot or not??? 
Also, if I’m overstaying my welcome at all don’t hesitate to turn me away and I’ll go in peace/

ANGELICA
You’re fine, Nate. I’m enjoying this quite a bit. Trust me, when you’re with another person who’s 
also sick, your brain doesn’t really register who has it worse. 

NATE
I just feel bad dropping all my problems on you in the first ten minutes of knowing each other. 
I’m not even certain I remember your name.

ANGELICA
It’s Angelica.

NATE
That’s what I thought, honestly. Well, thanks for being a really good listener by the way. You 
would make a great therapist, I’m sure.

ANGELICA
Why thank you. I actually began majoring in psych so I could focus on PTSD and veterans, but I 
had to defer my enrollment because I was recovering from my first surgery. So I’m not licensed 
but I do have some training in the field I can probably milk for a bit. Plus I’d rather hear your 
problems over mine any day.

NATE
Well, what about you? Is there anything you need an unbiased listener for?

ANGELICA
I’ve retired the energy I used to spend questioning my life. It feels better to not beat yourself up 
with questions you can’t answer yourself.
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NATE
You’re such a realist. I don’t know, you have a great guardian-like quality about you. It feels very 
secure, you know? Like I immediately trusted you after you spilled my entire bottle of life 
support all over this dirty floor.

ANGELICA
I don’t think I’ve heard the words “secure” used to describe me since before I got sick. It all 
means nothing though, because I’m going to formally pass away waiting for this medication. I 
might need you to call it.

NATE
You might want to just go up to the counter to make sure they don’t try to slip out. I swear, this 
would be so much more convenient if weed was legalized.

ANGELICA
Do you have any idea how many things would be more convenient if weed was approved for 
medical use here? It’s the only thing I can use to treat my symptoms most days because of my 
nausea. There are days I won’t be able to eat a single bite.

NATE
That’s horrible. I haven’t missed a day in forever. I smoked everyday anyway but weed 
apparently also stopped the spread of HIV in primates, so I thought it must have a similar impact 
on humans.

ANGELICA
I actually read that. I’ve Googled health benefits of weed countless times and it’s about time it’s 
getting the recognition it deserves.

NATE
Well you know the only reason it hasn’t been used more widely for medical reasons is because 
pharmaceuticals know there’s no profit in distributing something that can already be found for a 
cheaper price and is more accessible. But it works—they apparently also cured some guy in 
Berlin by using stem cells from placenta to replace his immune system or some shit. First time I 
read that I convinced myself for a few days I could just eat an entire placenta and I’d be cured. 

ANGELICA
Did you try it?

NATE
No because that’s fucking stupid. Like there’s no shot that eliminates HIV instantly and I’m the 
first genius that came up with it. Besides, where am I even going to find a placenta on such short 
notice?

ANGELICA
Oh, true. You may need to put your name on a list or something.
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NATE
(Riffing off her joke) The placenta waitlist. Hah, yeah I don’t know, maybe it’s worth a look.

INTERCOM (V.O.)
The pharmacy is now closed. Please bring all final purchases to checkout. 

ANGELICA
No shot this isn’t ready yet.

Nate and Angelica approach the pick-up window,
endowing the audience with the Pharmacist role again.

ANGELICA
Hi, I— (Nate cuts her off and points her to the barcode scanner.) Oh. (Removes barcode receipt 
from pocket and scans it, lighting up her prescription. She retrieves it and begins to cross away 
from the window.) Have a good day! (Reading the new bottle, to Nate.) Anzemet? Hmm.

NATE
Oh, my mom used to take that before she passed. It was really helpful for her nausea from 
chemotherapy. 

ANGELICA
So you’re saying then it would behoove me to take these pills?

NATE
I think you’ll develop an appreciation for them, yes. Realistically though, this stuff probably still 
pales in comparison to weed.

ANGELICA
I’m sure, but I doubt this state is going to see medicinal or recreational bud for quite some time 
because this governor fucking sucks. I can’t even fathom how someone so increasingly 
unlikeable won the election.

NATE
I’m sure it was Russia or some other extra motherfuckers who just couldn’t stay home and focus 
on domestic affairs for whatever god damn reason… Are you okay to smoke the weed, by the 
way? I actually keep a one-hitter and some bud on my person at all times, if you want to walk 
somewhere. Or we can hotbox my car, doesn’t matter.

ANGELICA
I really shouldn’t smoke it, but I do have my wax pen on me. I haven’t hotboxed in so long 
though. What car do you drive?
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NATE
It’s a robin’s egg blue Mini Cooper. Ideal for hotboxing.

ANGELICA
I wish I still had my car. I miss driving. I had to surrender my license after I started my 
treatments because I couldn’t operate machinery with the medication I was taking. 

NATE
Well I still can’t operate my car too well and none of my medications warn that my motor skills 
might be affected, so I should probably surrender mine too. I actually got into a tiny fender-
bender rushing over here. Ironically that’s what almost made me late.

ANGELICA
At this point just hit whoever you want with it, can life really sink that much deeper at this point? 
But actually, if we use the 7th Street exit instead of the 6th Street door, I can take you across the 
street into that little secluded garden with the walkway. I sometimes go there to smoke and/or 
think, it’s very peaceful.

NATE
Aside from it being illegal to smoke in any parks, isn’t that also technically trespassing? Unless 
you live in those complexes it’s attached to.

ANGELICA
I don’t, I’ve never been questioned or asked to leave or anything, though. I’m almost certain the 
garden just operates on an honors system. (Playful.) You down, or are you too scared?

NATE
I’ve been down, fuck it. Let’s go kill some time before time finishes killing us.

ANGELICA
That’s the spirit.

Nate and Angelica exit the pharmacy through the
entrance opposite the side Nate entered from earlier. 

They walk along a pathway within the garden to a
distant bench, conversation flowing throughout this

walk and continuing after they’re planted on the bench.
Nate packs and hits his one-hitter while Angelica takes

some drags from her wax pen. 

NATE
Shit, is the smoke bothering you? I didn’t realize the walkway was so narrow. 
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ANGELICA
After all the surgeries I doubt secondhand smoke is going to be what finally does me under. I 
think you’re right though, it may not be entirely legal to smoke in here. Have you ever tried 
smoking a wax pen?

NATE
I haven’t. I’ve always been more of a blunt man myself. 

ANGELICA
That’s disgusting. Try this.

Nate tries Angelica’s wax pen and is pleasantly
surprised by the experience. 

ANGELICA
Nice, right?

NATE
Oh my God… Is this flavored?

ANGELICA
(nodding) Mmm. Bubble gum.

NATE
Incredible. Very refreshing. Possibly hydrating.

ANGELICA
Hopefully rich in calcium too, my joints are killing me today. I thought that was just because it’s 
supposed to rain a lot later but there’s still not a cloud in the sky. 

NATE
You broke something I gather?

ANGELICA
Yeah, those are old though. I did gymnastics in high school and botched this dismount once so I 
broke a bunch of shit in my right leg. I’m starting to feel it swell up a little though. Could be 
either from the rain we’re expecting or from having to wait on my feet for so god damn long at 
that pharmacy. 

NATE
How are you even outpatient? You’re like a house of cards right now. Let me drive you home 
when we’re done at least and we’ll give those legs a break.
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ANGELICA
Are you okay to drive stoned?

NATE
If anyone tells you they’re not okay to drive while stoned, that shit was laced or that person has 
never smoked weed before. 

ANGELICA
Yeah you know I never really personally found it difficult to drive after smoking weed. 

NATE
I really needed this. I wish you could have some.

ANGELICA
Don’t tempt me, I’m growing tired of the wax pen. It’s not bad, but it’s the same high every time, 
you know? I used to love mixing it up with bubblers, blunts, I even used to own this 18” bong in 
college.

NATE
Wow you were really a pioneer weren’t you?

ANGELICA
It would calm my anxiety the night before an exam in high school and it stuck because it’s 
wonderful.

NATE
It’s the eighth wonder of the fucking world. I’ll confess though, I didn’t always pay as much 
attention as I should have during the allegedly best years of my life because I was stoned so 
much.

ANGELICA
When you look back, did you have fun?

NATE
I did. It kept my head on my shoulders, actually. I used to be so in-my-head during those years 
and worried about foolish things like growing old.

ANGELICA
I think everyone experiences that at some point in their youth. I never wanted to reach old age 
because I didn’t want to experience losing everybody I love, or sit around and watch my body 
gradually and slowly fall apart. Spoiler alert: disease ages your body prematurely anyway, and 
it’s a terrible viewing experience. You can’t really win no matter when you plan to check out.
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NATE
That makes me so mad. And then we have all these stupid educational systems with schools that 
teach you how to solve math problems where you have to find values for letters of the alphabet 
intended to represent numbers, but they can’t teach you the most elementary shit like balancing a 
checkbook or keeping yourself alive. What the actual fuck is wrong with this world?

ANGELICA
Life is all about luck, honestly. I’ve accepted that whether I’m lucky or unlucky will shape the 
remainder of my future, and that’s out of my hands so I’m not stressing it. Besides, if nature 
hasn’t killed you yet, there’s a high probability another person might.

NATE
You’re telling me. There’s ten shootings each day in this country but when I need anyone to 
come shoot me in the back of the head nobody owns a gun. 

ANGELICA
Frighteningly accurate. (Looking up at the sun, squinting.) Yeah, it’s a beautiful day to get shot in 
the head… It really does feel like the first day of summer. I’ve been seeing moms with strollers 
and kids with ice cream all afternoon. Real family day.

NATE
I’d completely forgotten it was even the first day of summer until it took me over seven minutes 
to drive around one playground. 

ANGELICA
Crossing guards?

NATE
Yeah that and it’s always one giant parade of these little assholes, straggling along at quarter-
speed like they’re going into the fucking gas chambers.

Angelica’s jaw unhinges, with no visible offense/judgment.

NATE
Oh Jesus fuck, don’t tell me you’re also some Political Correctness Ambassador or some shit, 
okay, that was not racist because Adolf Hitler absolutely crisped people on the fly. He certainly 
did not have the technology to background check each and every one of his victims, just to be 
clear.

ANGELICA
Yeah no, Hitler was a terrible person, for sure. I was actually just thinking it’s funny because I 
have probably zero political inclination considering I wander through the world hardly lucid half 
the time. 
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NATE
(Jokingly) “Not all those who wander are lost.”

ANGELICA
(Beat, mssing the joke) What?

NATE
(Doesn’t care enough to explain the joke to her) It’s a quote from sad white people.

ANGELICA
Oh. The way you said it just made it sound really spontaneous. 

NATE
(Potentially offended) You thought I came up with that? 

ANGELICA
I mean I didn’t find it to be exactly compelling, I just couldn’t hear your quotation marks. I also 
just rarely remember people for the things they’ve said because I feel like most people just don’t 
mean what they say or manage to find a bunch of different ways to say absolutely nothing. 

NATE
I have no intention of ever investigating who actually wrote that quote. I’m pretty sure I first 
heard it in a meme. No, the only author or general human being I can actually quote effortlessly 
is Chuck Palahniuk. You should check out Invisible Monsters. 

ANGELICA
The one where the girl’s face gets blown off?? That’s one of my favorite pieces of literature. I 
definitely have quoted all his work on my social media at one point or another.

NATE
I hated reading so much but I must have had Chuck Palahniuk quotes and excerpts posted up all 
around my room. I’ll be honest I didn’t read any of his books in full. But something about his 
words having this sentimentally-rich quality just pulled me in and I couldn’t pull out until I 
finished, which I guess is the root for most of my problems. When you’re reading, it feels like 
everything means something bigger than the words on the page. He can manipulate language to 
capture these large ideas and really make people listen… It made me really want to get involved 
in writing to some degree. I want to make my voice empowering and insightful like his. At one 
point he says, “No matter how much you love someone, you’ll still take a step back when the 
pool of their blood edges up too close.” I wonder how people would react if my blood made it 
anywhere near them.

ANGELICA
This one quote from that book hit me like a bullet. It was also after I’d been diagnosed so it may 
have had a smaller impact had I been healthy reading it. Shit, it was something like… “If death 
meant just leaving the stage long enough to change costume and come back as a new character… 
Would you slow down”/
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NATE
(finishing her quote) “…Or speed up?” And you got the exact quote, I’m pretty sure.

ANGELICA
Chuck Palahniuk should have written the Bible, in all honesty.

NATE 
I definitely would have read it if he did.
 
ANGELICA  
You’ve never read the Bible?

NATE 
I’ve just never really been keen on oversized books about magic. I’ve never read Harry Potter or 
Twilight either. 

ANGELICA
I mean the Bible is definitely a time commitment, especially if you’re going all out and covering 
both testaments. Certainly not as suspenseful as Invisible Monsters.

NATE
I’ll probably just wait for the audiobook. 

ANGELICA
So I take it you’re not a very observant Catholic?

NATE
Nah, none of it ever really made sense to me. For example, if it’s the word of God, how come 
everyone on the fucking Jerusalem Census has a writing credit from it except for Him? And 
honestly, the stories I have heard just don’t even begin to make any fucking sense. So Jesus knew 
he was going to be betrayed, did nothing about it, he didn’t even confront Judas being like “what 
the fuck bro,” he just took it and went through all of it knowing he was apparently going to die 
and just anticipated he was going to resurrect for our sins. Like, come on, Jesus, what if you 
fucking didn’t??? No chill whatsoever.

The wax pen gets passed back to Nate. He observes
it, as if trying to understand it.

NATE
So this gets you high?

ANGELICA
It had a much stronger effect when I first started using it. 
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NATE
I’m not high.

ANGELICA
Yeah, sometimes I’ve been too tired to even distinguish a high feeling from my natural slump. 
I’m probably going to have to go back to smoking it just for efficiency.

NATE
Okay well I’m going to roll myself a joint because my tolerance has been particularly high 
recently, but if you think hitting it will make you feel better I can make it virgin—no tobacco.

ANGELICA
Nothing really left to lose at this point, right?

NATE
Precisely. Just warning you though, blunts are my specialty so this might not be the strongest roll 
you’ve ever seen.

ANGELICA
Do we have blunts?

NATE
We have the ingredients. Are you sure you should be smoking tobacco, though?

ANGELICA
I already have one foot in the ground with my other sinking in quicksand. I miss the calmness of 
lighting a fresh roll and breathing in that first milky cloud. There’s nothing like it.

NATE
Sounds like you’ve earned it. It’s Cheat Day.

ANGELICA
Unfortunately, death doesn’t observe “Cheat Day” so this can by no means happen as often as I’d 
like it to. That must make this a special occasion.

NATE
As long as I can make it through today without adding “assisted suicide” to my résumé I’ll 
gladly enable you.

Nate pulls out of his pocket two blunt wraps,
clearly different flavors as indicated by wrapper.

NATE
Do you want to smoke the white grape or mixed berry?
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ANGELICA
Which tastes fruitier?

NATE
Neither comes anywhere close.

ANGELICA
Berry.

Nate prepares the berry wrap, removing the
outer leaf and gently handing it to Angelica.

NATE
Okay, I just need you to breathe on this really closely so it stays moist until I need it back. Cool?

ANGELICA
Got it.

Nate rolls the blunt while Angelica breathes on the 
outer leaf a few times until it is completed.

ANGELICA
Your focus is intense right now.

NATE
It’s a craft. I can still hold a conversation… I did forget what we were just talking about before 
this, though.

ANGELICA
You’re interested in becoming a writer and you’re pissed off at the Bible’s Works Cited page.

NATE
Yeah, if you think about it, it sounds like this God fellow is really trying to pull a fast Melania 
Trump taking credit for the entire Bible.

ANGELICA
Are you talking about Michelle’s FLOTUS speech she plagiarized on like her second day?

NATE
That specifically yes, but she also plagiarizes herself every time she gives an interview, like she 
has a script she’s almost entirely off-book for. “Do-nald is a great man; he’s real and he’s raw.”
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ANGELICA
Don’t worry, we’re both living proof that karma is actively keeping tabs and she should be 
contacting Melania shortly. But I think the writing is a great idea. What do you think you’re 
interested in writing?

NATE
Like, something beautifully and eloquently poetic that’s not direct poetry. Mostly because I feel 
like poetry isn’t a very high-paying field.

ANGELICA
I actually don’t believe it pays anything. 

NATE
Right, so I’ve looked into potentially becoming a lyricist. I’m not doing any paying work right 
now though, just volunteering here and there at an animal shelter.

ANGELICA
I feel like I would want to take all the animals home with me if I did that. 

NATE
Everyday is traumatic. I did develop an interesting potential theory about the afterlife. Wanna 
hear it?

ANGELICA
Enlighten me.

NATE
So, what if “Heaven” is actually just reincarnation in the form of an animal—you know, because 
animals have brains but they don’t necessarily have minds, so they live without this huge wait 
looming over them. Then that would make Hell coming back as a human being again in our 
progressively worsening world, fated to suffer even worse than last time. Imagine how crazy that 
must feel. Being unable to ever overthink.

ANGELICA
That’s interesting. Do you know what you’d come back as?

NATE
A koala—because they sleep for 20 hours a day so they don’t get the bullshit. What about you?

ANGELICA
Well I haven’t really thought too much about it.

NATE
Off the top of your head then.
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ANGELICA
Reindeer.

NATE
Okay I understand you were under a lot of pressure but you have to choose an animal that exists 
in nature.

ANGELICA
Reindeer exist! You can buy reindeer meat in Sweden.

NATE
That honestly needs to be investigated because I’m pretty sure there were only like 8 of them to 
start out with…

ANGELICA
So you’re telling me if you had the choice, you wouldn’t come back as a human being again?

NATE 
That’s a hard no. I feel like you wouldn’t get the choice though considering how the universe 
tends to grant little room for agency. 

ANGELICA
Have you ever thought about what other people might come back as?
 
NATE
Sometimes. For certain people. Like, I always hoped my mom would get to come back as a 
rabbit because they can run and hop and she couldn’t really move around well near the end so I 
think it’d be a neat compensation.

ANGELICA
That’s really thoughtful. What do you think I’d come back as?

NATE
I haven’t gathered enough facts to assign you an animal yet. Imagine all that and coming back as 
the same fucking person though? I read recently about this kid who legally died for like twenty 
minutes made news when he woke up claiming to have met actual Jesus.

ANGELICA
(doubtful) I would fact-check that.

NATE
Okay can you imagine what Jesus’ schedule must be like and you expect me to believe you met 
him in your first twenty minutes? 
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ANGELICA
I’m sure the Christ family wasn’t very happy about that one. (Watches as Nate finishes roasting 
the edge of the blunt to seal it, readying it to be smoked.) That came out beautifully.

NATE
All in a day’s work. My blunts do tend to have a more artisanal presentation. I’ll start it though 
because the first hit’s gonna be really harsh on the throat.

Nate lights the blunt, takes first hit. He slowly
releases a thick, milky cloud of smoke, impressing
Angelica. He passes her the blunt. She hits it and 

coughs uncontrollably.

NATE
Oh, rookie. I remember my first day. 

ANGELICA
Wow. Take no prisoners. 

NATE
(Chuckles) SO, would you consider being human again if you had the power to choose?

ANGELICA
I’m not sure. We have the most miserably complex existence but the strongest capacity for love 
as well. There’s definitely not enough moments that capitalize on that but being on the other side 
of that spectrum does have an incredible quality to it.

NATE
I feel like that’s a really tangible reason. I just feel like the more you love in life, the more you 
lose by the end. 

ANGELICA
I don’t find that to be true.

NATE
How so?

ANGELICA
I think love is a very special feeling that adds a richness to the emotional depth of life. Plus I feel 
like it’s the only thing that connects all life together. Animals can love, they just don’t have the 
tools to understand it.
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NATE
So they really just trust their instincts and accept this euphoria at face value because it feels 
good. Animals don’t lose sleep at night over the things they care about or overthinking every 
little thing. Given the overall impermanence of life, doesn’t it seem a bit like a misuse of time 
and energy?

ANGELICA
I don’t believe happiness can really exist without some manifestation of love. Either for yourself 
or just for something. I think it’s possible certain people can make you regret devoting your time 
and energy to them but that’s more rooted in betrayal or disappointment or hurt… Not 
necessarily in the ability to love.

NATE
But even then, love is supposed to be some apex of human emotion yet it completely 
deconstructs you as a person. It changes the way you think and operate and it’s just this innate 
concept that more often than not serves as a reminder of how powerless we are. We can’t control 
the way we feel about people or materials or ideas yet it drives so much of how we behave. It 
just feels like a lot of puppetry to me and I prefer to feel like I’m in control.

ANGELICA
It sounds to me like you’re having more trouble coming to terms with how your mind works than 
with how your heart works. Are you talking about love in regards to yourself, or others?

NATE
Definitely others. My big thing with self-love is that it becomes so highly influenced by other 
external factors like how others perceive you or how productive you consider yourself, among 
infinity and one other things. But maybe you can enlighten me further… When we’re alive, we 
possess this giant capacity for love that’s so much bigger than us and so intangible in this sense 
that we can’t physically hold onto it yet it feels so “activated” on the inside… I guess, I just 
really want to know where all that’s supposed to go when you die. You apparently can’t take 
anything with you in death, so where does all that life actually go? Where does everything that 
made you a person go? You know, where does all your spirit go? Where does all your love go? 
Do you literally just shut off and become even less important than when you were alive? 

ANGELICA
I’d like to think that if there’s some form of afterlife, your love is the part of you that experiences 
that. That’s what comes to mind when I think of how a spirit or soul would manifest itself. 

NATE
(Reaching a tipping point) And I definitely understand that’s kind of the whole concept, but you 
can’t have an experience without your senses, or your brain. I don’t know, it just seems a little 
fucked up that we’re here and can live these long, beautiful lives and then one day it’s all taken 
from us and we just become some small statistic in history. It’s so cruel and you don’t even have 
a say going in.
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ANGELICA
But at the same time, that also confirms everyone who’s ever lived has asked themselves the 
same exact questions. I think it’s only really scary because you haven’t spent this much time with 
anyone except yourself. I’ve been there. And you start to think about all your friends dying and it 
becomes really Six Feet Under, but addressing and accepting that this is going to happen 
inevitably helps you micromanage your feelings about it. 

NATE 
I’ve never watched Six Feet Under. 

ANGELICA  
No way. Well did you get the reference at least? 

NATE 
I did, yeah, that was good. I think also a lot of the confusion comes from an uncertainty with me. 
I’m not sure exactly if I’m more afraid of death itself, or what happens after. I’ve read numerous 
accounts of near-death experiences, and they all essentially describe the same process of floating 
up and staring down at your body in a way you’ve never seen it before. Hollow. Blanketed in 
love and light. Except these people lived to tell their story, meaning they didn’t make that cross 
over. I just need to be assured there’s nothing to be afraid of on the other end of that bridge.
ANGELICA  
I think you first need to recognize that every person to exist on this planet has trudged the same 
mental track so there’s no reason to let it trick you into believing you’re alone or the worst 
person at being a person or some shit. It sounds to me like you feel an urgency to leave 
something physical behind—like your writing—as a vehicle to immortalizing yourself, but 
maybe you haven’t also considered that you’re leaving behind countless memories with all the 
people you’ve touched that will miss you and the way you made them feel for the rest of their 
time here on Earth. That counts for something. 

NATE
Wow. You really managed to make me sound like I already died, that was impressive. But you’re 
right, I haven’t fully considered that element in the entire scheme of things. I suppose a small 
part of you does live on through the happiness you’ve brought to others and how they honor your 
memory. I can’t picture how my death would impact others without feeling guilty about it.

ANGELICA
Must be pretty great you don’t have to witness it then, huh? Do you feel enlightened?

NATE
Yeah, I guess that’s dope… What do you think happens in the afterlife?

ANGELICA
I feel like it’s all set up like a dream, you know? You can exist in and see multiple dimensions 
and planes simultaneously. I think you can see both the living and the dead, but you can’t 
identify anyone by face—just the palimpsest of that being. Like when you dream about someone 
and the figure in your dream looks nothing like them, yet in your gut you know exactly who it is.
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NATE
That sounds really nice.

ANGELICA
I agree. Who the fuck knows though, none of us are going to figure it out until it’s much too late. 
The point is, for now just paint yourself the image that’s going to help you fall asleep at night 
and stop wasting your time. It’s not guaranteed, you know.

NATE
(Beaming) Wow, thank you so much. Talking to you made me feel a lot better actually.

ANGELICA
Life is over before you know it, Nate. The way our brains are wired makes it so easy to waste so 
much of our time here and I think it’s important to at least identify multiple ways into everything 
and I find it usually helps to neutralize the bad at least a little bit. I think you might get a lot out 
of doing some mindfulness activities when you’re feeling down. Just observe your thoughts 
without attaching any kind of judgment to support living in-the-moment. 

NATE
Are you prescribing me Cognitive Behavioral Therapy right now?

ANGELICA
Well I’m actually still not a licensed psychologist so I’m not, but I am suggesting you separate 
yourself from your circumstances, in your own head at the very least. Focus on your strengths, 
your talents, your strong and healthy relationships with others. You did the whole college thing, 
it’s essentially just implementing Positive Psychology.

NATE
Yeah, well, easier said than done when you’re already operating on HIV-Positive psychology. 
Additionally, considering each of my other questions and fears about life have been deemed 
“common,” I do suppose everyone else also dies from their immune system fucking them over.

ANGELICA
Sure they do. Every single one.

NATE
And here I was thinking I’m some special snowflake.

ANGELICA
You look like you weigh about as much as a snowflake right now, if not less. How do you feel?

NATE
Like you just lifted a huge weight off me. It all makes a little more sense now. Have you ever felt 
like you held an awareness of all your good qualities and you really love those parts of yourself, 
but one day there’s something blocking you from fully appreciating those qualities and it feels 
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some switch in your brain was turned off but you really can’t figure out what that is? Was that a 
lot to follow?
ANGELICA
No, you were very clear. And yes, of course I’ve felt that way. I’m happy this happened. 

NATE
Yeah same, I’m honestly going to call you every time I get sad now. You should save your 
contact to my phone. (Reaches into pocket, pulls out his cell. It is frozen at 2:48pm as when he 
last checked.) Wait. My phone’s been frozen 2:48 apparently. I think it’s a software update. Do 
you know how I can fix that? I set it to update automatically because I hated seeing the popup 
but now it only does it at inconvenient times and I really don’t think there’s a tab to change it. 

ANGELICA
I’m not too sure.

Thunder is heard and the sky is
quickly overcast. 

ANGELICA
That’s our cue.

NATE
Yeah, let’s get to my car before it starts pouring. I can just put my number into your phone if 
mine doesn’t unfreeze. Do you live far from here? (Putting out blunt.)

ANGELICA
Not at all, home’s very close. It’s a straight shot.

Nate and Angelica scurry around the pharmacy’s
exterior, back to the parking lot Nate parked in

earlier. His car is now totaled and soaked in blood.

NATE
WHAT THE FUCK DUDE ARE YOU SERIOUS?? HOW THE FUCK DID THIS HAPPEN?? 
Shit! (Reflexively pulls cell phone out of pocket—it’s still frozen at 2:48. Looks around for 
security cameras.) What the FUCK! Is there seriously not ONE fucking camera on the 
premises?!

While Nate panics, a beam of bright, white light 
appears from backstage behind Angelica.
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NATE
Can I use your phone? (Noticing the light, transfixed, speechless, very confused.) Wh-wh what 
the fuck IS that dude… 

ANGELICA  
(Now also outlined in bright light) Nate— 

NATE 
(Confused/euphoric) Holy shit you’re glowing! Can you feel that???

ANGELICA  
(Tenderly.) Nate. I need you to listen to me. (Beat while he processes this is a serious 
conversation coming up.) 

NATE
(Freaking the fuck out, no idea what’s happening but it’s scary) What’s happening right now? 
What is that and who DID this to my FUCKING CAR?!

ANGELICA
You did, Nate. (The temperature of the room completely polarizes.) 

NATE
(Still not understanding) N—no I didn’t. I was with you… We only stepped away for like twenty 
minutes.

ANGELICA
You were involved in an accident on the way to your pharmacy this afternoon. You didn’t notice 
a hidden street that another car was speeding out of. It T-Boned your car at 2:48pm. It was quick
—you didn’t feel a thing.

NATE
(Plunging into immediate denial) No, no that was a tiny fender-bender. It was just a tap! 

ANGELICA
It’s true, Nate.

NATE
But I felt—I felt all of this. This whole time. Real security, real comfort, REAL understanding. 
So what does this mean? For me.

ANGELICA
Well, it means you’re really comfortable and you really understand everything happening in this 
moment, even if you don’t trust that you know it yet.

NATE
Does anyone else know? 
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ANGELICA  
Your family should have gotten the call, yes. 

NATE 
Are they okay? Can I see them? 

ANGELICA  
I don’t have that power, I’m sorry.

NATE 
… Are you dead too, then? 

ANGELICA  
That would depend on your definition of “dead.”

NATE
The ambiguity is extremely reductive to my understanding of what’s going on right now…What 
was your plan? Taking me back to my car after that entire chat to bring this all full circle or 
something? What was that in your script?

ANGELICA
What? There was no script.

NATE
That car had a lot of sentimental value to me! I didn’t want to see it like this if it could have been 
avoided! 

ANGELICA
But now it’s also where you spent the last moments of your life. That’s pretty significant.

NATE
(Irritable) Is that the “bright side” of this situation you’ve been preaching about?… Not my 
favorite. 

ANGELICA
Well I think an important lesson to be learned here is you allowed yourself to get so caught up in 
the fear and all the stigma surrounding HIV, but it wasn’t even the HIV that killed you. Directly.

NATE
It doesn’t kill anyone directly!

ANGELICA
Not the same thing!

NATE
So you’re, like, an angel? … Is that why your name is Angelica? Really?
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ANGELICA  
No some people are actually named Angelica. 

NATE 
Oh sorry I just figured— 

ANGELICA  
(Flat.) No it’s fine. I’m actually more of a spirit guide. I essentially help spirits let go if they’re 
not ready for enlightenment at their time of death.

NATE 
So, then, I’m a spirit now? 

ANGELICA  
You’ve always been a spirit. You just don’t possess a body anymore. 

NATE
(Reluctantly trying to confirm) And you waited until now to tell me… Because you feel I’m 
ready?

ANGELICA
Correct.

NATE
Shit…Have you done this a lot?

ANGELICA
Certainly.

NATE
Like how many times?

ANGELICA
We don’t really have a tracking system.

NATE 
Right, got it. So what happens now? 

ANGELICA  
What do you mean? 

NATE 
I mean, what’s going to happen to me? Like where do I go? Do I get to see my mom soon? 

ANGELICA  
Of course. You’ll get to see everyone you’ve lost. Are you scared? 
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NATE 
No. Not for this entire time, actually. Thank you so much.

ANGELICA  
You did that all by yourself. I simply pointed you in the right direction. Now close your eyes for 
a second. (He closes his eyes while a white rabbit climbs on top of Nate’s totaled car, sits at 
attention.) How do you feel?

NATE
Weightless.

ANGELICA
What else?

NATE
Timeless. A little toasty now.

The white rabbit dashes into the light first while Nate
soaks it in. He opens his eyes— he’s glowing now also.

ANGELICA
Are you ready?

NATE 
(Beat.) I feel like it’s a little late to back out now… Just so we’re on the same page though, the 
virgin-white lights are indicative of Heaven, right? 

ANGELICA  
Heaven? Oh, sweet Nate, it’s much simpler than that. (Reaches out her hand.) Come on. I’ll 
show you. 

Nate takes a few beats to process, looking back and 
forth between Angelica’s hand and the white light. 
He takes her hand and they rest for a beat holding 

hands before Angelica leads them into the light. 
The bright light slowly dims in a pulsing effect until 

it is completely down and the stage is black.

CURTAIN.   END  OF  PLAY.


