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Don’t Fear the Reaper’s first scene was orig i nally pro -
duced as a ten-min ute play en ti tled The Door step at Geor -
gia State Col lege & Uni ver sity’s (Milledgeville) 24-Hour
Plays with the fol low ing art ists:

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brian Jones

Rob ert . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Conan Joshua Santamaria
Jessica . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Elisha Hodgin
Death . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . War ren Downs
Jack. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pe ter Springsted

The show in its en tirety was orig i nally pro duced at
Augusta Pre pa ra tory Day School in 2008 with the fol low -
ing art ists:

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jamie M. McAteer

Death/Bill . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Sodomka
Rob ert/Jeremy/An nouncer . . . . . . . . . . . Adam Kronowski
Jessica. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kirsten Newlin
Donnie Des tiny/Jack . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Duggan
Steve . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Stu art Lee
God. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Yutong Dong
Sa tan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Samantha K. Osburn
Con cep tion . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alex Ploetzke
Game Show Crew . . . . Adam Kronowski & Alex Ploetzke

Lights & Sound . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Wil liam Bailey
Lights . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Deema Elchoufi
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DON’T FEAR THE REAPER

CHAR AC TERS

DEATH (BILL) . . . . . the Grim Reaper in his clas sic form
ROB ERT . . . . . . . . . . a 30-year-old gro cery store man ager
JESSICA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a 30-year-old house wife
JACK . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a dead man
STEVE . . a lazy young man who is a gamer and tele vi sion

con nois seur
GOD . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . King of Kings
SATAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a beau ti ful, se duc tive woman
JEREMY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the Grim Reaper of in sects
CON CEP TION . . . . . . . . . the op po site of Death; his wife
DONNIE DES TINY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a game show host
AN NOUNCER. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a game show an nouncer
TWO GAME SHOW CREW MEM BERS

PLACE: Three sub ur ban liv ing rooms and God’s of fice.

TIME: The pres ent.
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DON’T FEAR THE REAPER

SCENE ONE

SETTING: A liv ing room lo cated some where in sub ur bia.
There is a sofa in the room and the front door of the
house is lo cated up stage.

AT RISE: ROB ERT en ters. He has long hair, but it is
pulled up into a po ny tail. He looks clean-cut. His wife,
JESSICA, yells to him from off stage.

JESSICA (from off stage). Rob ert, you for got your keys!
ROB ERT. I don’t need them. Jack is pick ing me up to day.

We have a meet ing with the re gional man ag ers at 8:30.
(He looks at his watch.) A meet ing that we’re go ing to
be late for if he does n’t hurry. (ROB ERT plops on the
sofa and be gins look ing around.) Do you know where
the re mote con trol is?

JESSICA (off stage). Wher ever you put it.
ROB ERT. Damn it! I wanted to check out Sportscenter to

see if the Sox won.
JESSICA. Since when do you care about base ball?
ROB ERT. I don’t, but the guys I’m meet ing with do. It’s

im por tant to be able to talk to these guys. That’s how
you sell your self. They’re al ways say ing crap like, “Can
you be lieve John son got hurt? He’s go ing on the L.D,”
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or “Did you see such and such pitcher hit that home run
last night?”

JESSICA (peeks her head in). Pitchers don’t hit in the
Amer i can League, honey. Why don’t you bring in the
pa per and read the sports page?

ROB ERT. Oh yeah.

(ROB ERT opens the door. DEATH, in all his pale, skel e -
tal black-hooded glory, is on the other side of the door.
ROB ERT and DEATH stare at each other for a long mo -
ment. Finally, ROB ERT calmly closes the door and be -
gins to take off his tie.)

ROB ERT. I think I’m go ing to stay home to day.

(He is vis i bly wor ried. He be gins pac ing. JESSICA en -
ters wear ing an apron.)

JESSICA. Did you say you’re stay ing home to day? You
can’t stay home to day. Are you sick?

ROB ERT. No, I’m not sick at all! Are you sick?
JESSICA. No. Why would I be sick?
ROB ERT. I’ve never felt better in my life! Let me feel

your pulse.
JESSICA. What? You’re wor ry ing me, Rob ert. Your face

is turn ing all white.
ROB ERT (dis tracted). Yeah. Maybe I should go lay down

or some thing. (JESSICA goes back in the other room.
ROB ERT walks to the front door.) I’m not sick though!

JESSICA (off stage). Okay!
ROB ERT (to DEATH). Look, I’m not ready to go yet. One 

more year. Okay. One more year. I have a lot of im por -
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tant things go ing on right now. Es pe cially at work. I’m
chip ping away at this pro mo tion—you can’t take me be -
fore I get the pro mo tion. I’ve been kiss ing my boss’ fat
ass for five years to get this pro mo tion. I earned it. At
least give me that. I’m sure you hear this all the time,
but I’m about to be made head man ager of the organic
foods store I work for, and I think I’m gonna be re ally
good at it. One of the bag boys told me the other day
that if he were a man ager, he’d be a cool one like me.
Any way, it’s not the most im pres sive job, but I take
pride in it. Let me do that for a lit tle bit, and then I’ll
go. I won’t say a word. I’ll go qui etly. Six more months, 
okay. Six more months? (He peeks out the win dow.)
Damn it. Why won’t you leave?

(JESSICA en ters.)

JESSICA. I thought you were get ting back in bed.

(ROB ERT sits down on the sofa.)

ROB ERT. No. I’m just go ing to sit in here for a while.
JESSICA. You want me to help you find the re mote?
ROB ERT. No. I watch too much TV.
JESSICA. Now I know you’re sick.
ROB ERT. I think I’ll just read the pa per. (JESSICA goes

back to the kitchen. ROB ERT sits for a mo ment try ing to 
think. He has an idea.) Hey, Jessica!

JESSICA (off stage). Yeah?
ROB ERT. I think I do feel a lit tle sick. Will you go get the 

pa per for me?
JESSICA (off stage). I’m busy cook ing din ner.
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ROB ERT. Din ner? It’s 8:00 in the morn ing.
JESSICA (off stage). Yes. It takes all day to make a tur key.
ROB ERT. It’ll only take you five sec onds. It’s right on the

door step.
JESSICA (off stage). I told you, I’m busy.
ROB ERT. You were n’t busy ten sec onds ago when you

came in here!
JESSICA (off stage). I had a break. Now I’m busy again.
ROB ERT. Okay. I’m gonna go lay down. When you see

Jack drive up, will you go out and tell him that I’m
sick?

JESSICA (off stage). Why can’t you?
ROB ERT (peeks out the win dow again). Be cause I’m not

sick, and I don’t look sick. I’m the liv ing por trait of a
very, very healthy man, and why would n’t I be? I’m
only thirty for God’s sake. Be sides, I’m get ting back in
bed.

JESSICA (off stage). I think I see his car com ing down the
street right now. Just run out and tell him.

ROB ERT. Please, Jessica. It’ll take five sec onds. Just run
out there, tell him I’m sick, run right back in. That tur -
key’s not go ing to mi rac u lously spring back to life, pop
out a new head, and fly away be cause you turn your
back for five lit tle sec onds, is it?

JESSICA (off stage). I can’t right now, Rob ert!
ROB ERT. Fine! I’ll call him! God! (ROB ERT takes out his 

cell phone and di als as he walks downstage. In a sickly
voice:) Jack, this is Rob ert. (Coughs.) Look, I’m not go -
ing to be able to make it to the meet ing this morn ing.
I’m re ally sick. (Coughs harder.) I’m re ally sorry. I owe 
you one. I’ll come in early Fri day morn ing and open the 
store for you. Good luck with the meet ing.
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(ROB ERT hangs up. JESSICA en ters.)

JESSICA. Did you get it taken care of?
ROB ERT. Yes. I left him a voice mail. I thought you were

busy.
JESSICA. I had an other break, and I wanted to check on

you. You’re act ing re ally weird.
ROB ERT. It’s hot as hell in here! Will you pull that door

open? (ROB ERT takes a step back.)
JESSICA. I don’t want the door open. I’m al ready cold,

and it’s freez ing out there this morn ing. You’re just feel -
ing hot be cause you have a fe ver. Why don’t you sit out
on the door step un til your tem per a ture gets back down
to nor mal. That’s how you cool down.

ROB ERT. I guess you’re right. It is a lit tle chilly in here.
I’ll just turn up the heat. (ROB ERT ad justs the ther mo -
stat.)

JESSICA. Be care ful. What did you set it on?
ROB ERT. One-o-five. That’ll warm you up. Yep, it’s

gonna be like a sauna in here soon.
JESSICA. That’s fine with me. What ever makes you feel

better, sweetie. Now, go lay down.

(ROB ERT ex its. JESSICA runs over to the door and
speaks to DEATH.)

JESSICA. I don’t know which one of us you’re here for,
but Rob ert is two years older than me. Did you know
that? It’s not fair. I have n’t got ten to do any thing with
my life yet. He spends ev ery day meet ing new peo ple
and hav ing in ter est ing con ver sa tions with all the neigh -
bors who shop at Nat u ral Mart. Who do I get to talk to?
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No body, that’s who! (JESSICA sits down on the floor
next to the door with her knees pulled up to her chest.)
My whole life is n’t any dif fer ent than this morn ing, re -
ally. A pris oner in this house, know ing that death is
lurk ing and I have n’t ac com plished any thing at all. I
know that we’re all in sig nif i cant in the grand scheme of
things, but I’m still in sig nif i cant in the small scheme.
Just wait for me to do one mean ing ful thing, please. Just 
let me make my tiny lit tle in sig nif i cant life mat ter to one 
per son. Then, I’m yours.

(ROB ERT en ters in his box ers, walks to the ther mo stat
and be gins mess ing with it. JESSICA gets up quickly and 
walks to ward him.)

ROB ERT. Would you be lieve this ther mo stat goes up to
120 de grees? That’s per fect.

JESSICA. You’re set ting it on 120?
ROB ERT. If it’s too hot for you, you can al ways step out -

side.
JESSICA. Not at all. I said I was cold, did n’t I?
ROB ERT. Good.
JESSICA. Good.

(JESSICA ex its. ROB ERT runs over to the door.)

ROB ERT (to DEATH). I’m through bar gain ing. You
should know that I have a gun in here. I guess I can’t
kill you with it since you’re Death, or what ever, but it
will at least mess you up. It’s not a pansy .22 ei ther. My 
dad was a weap ons col lec tor be fore you took him.
That’s right, and he left all that crap to me. I have an ar -
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se nal five steps away from me, and I won’t hes i tate to
blow those rot ten old bones to dust!

(JESSICA en ters in some thing skimpy. ROB ERT stands
up.)

JESSICA. Bring on the heat.

(They both sit on the sofa. They are si lent for a few sec -
onds.)

ROB ERT. I won der if it’s 120 yet.
JESSICA. Does n’t feel like it to me.
ROB ERT. Well, it will be soon. Yep. It’s gonna get sweaty 

in here. Hair stick ing to your face, clothes stick ing to
your body. But at least you’re still safe. It’s when you
stop sweat ing that you have to worry. You start get ting
head aches, feel ing dizzy. That’s when you know heat -
stroke is set ting in.

JESSICA. You’ve got a good fifty pounds on me, so let me 
know when you start feel ing it. It does n’t bother me.
Not one bit.

ROB ERT. Me ei ther. (They sit in si lence with their arms
crossed for a few sec onds. ROB ERT sighs ex tremely
loud.) I sure would n’t mind hav ing that news pa per right
now.

JESSICA. Fine, Rob ert! If you want the news pa per that
much, then I’ll go get it for you. (She takes one step to -
ward the door then turns.) Just like I do ev ery thing else
for you. (She takes an other step to ward the door then
turns again.) Just like I cook your din ners, and clean
your house, and watch what ever you choose on TV be -
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cause you had a hard day. (She steps to ward the door
then turns again.) I have hard days too, Rob ert, but I
don’t com plain. (She steps to ward the door then turns
again.) I don’t com plain be cause I just want you to be
happy. That’s all. I just thought you should know that
be fore I get the pa per.

(ROB ERT watches as JESSICA slowly grabs the door -
knob.)

ROB ERT. Wait!
JESSICA. What?
ROB ERT. Never mind. (She grabs the door knob again.

She al most be gins to open it.) No, wait! (ROB ERT jumps 
up and stops her.) I’m the one who wants to read the pa -
per. I should be the one to get it. I’m sorry I tried to
make you get it.

JESSICA. Why can’t we just say screw the pa per? Let a
hun dred of them pile up out there, and just stay in this
liv ing room for ever? I don’t want ei ther of us to get the
pa per.

ROB ERT. We have to ac cept it, Jessica. Let’s come out
and say it. We both know that Death is on our door step,
and he’s not leav ing here with out one of us. (Pause.) I’ll 
go.

JESSICA. No, I—
ROB ERT. Shhh. It’s okay. I’m sorry that I tried to send

you out there. I would n’t re ally have let you go, you
know? I want you to have a good life, Jessica. That’s all 
I’ve ever wanted for you. I wish I could have given you
ev ery thing that you de served, but the pres ent was for
work and money and re spon si bil ity, and it was ex haust -
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ing. To mor rows were for all the good stuff, and you
start to feel like they’ll never run out, but I guess mine
fi nally have. Good bye, Jessica. (He kisses her. He starts
to open the door.) One more thing.

JESSICA. What is it?
ROB ERT. There’s a flash drive for the com puter in the

pocket of my pants. I told a friend I would hold onto it
for him, so if it has por nog ra phy on it or some thing, it’s
his. Not mine.

JESSICA. Okay. (ROB ERT slowly starts to open the door.)
Stop. (He stops.) Why should we just give in like this?
That’s ex actly what’s wrong with us. We just give in to
peo ple and let them push us around. So what, Death
shows up, and he just gets to take us? The stakes are too 
high to just give up and die. Ev ery one has to go, but no -
body has to go qui etly.

ROB ERT. Yeah. Yeah. We’re Amer i cans! It’s our right—
screw that—it’s our duty to stand up to this guy and say, 
“you can take our lives if that’s your job, but you’re go -
ing to have to earn your pay day just like ev ery one else
in this coun try!” Let’s do it then. (ROB ERT ex its and re -
en ters with a ma chine gun and ammo strapped over his
shoul der. He steps up onto the couch.) Get be hind me.
(JESSICA gets be hind him. ROB ERT takes the rub ber
band out and lets his hair down. They strike a pose that
be longs on the cover of a ro mance novel.) All right,
Death! You want us? You come in here and take us!
You hear me, you sick sack of bones? We built this life
with our blood, sweat and tears, and I’ll damn well de -
fend it with them too. You’ve got to the count of three
to get in here, or I’m gonna come out there, and you
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don’t want me to come out there, pal! One! Two! (Long
pause.) Three!

(ROB ERT creeps to the door with JESSICA be hind him.
He pauses for a mo ment and then pulls it open quickly.
A large man is ly ing dead on the door step. DEATH is
gone.)

JESSICA. Oh my God. Who is it?
ROB ERT (bends down and checks the guy’s pulse). It’s

Jack. He was here for Jack. Af ter all that non sense and
bick er ing, he was n’t here for ei ther of us.

JESSICA. Poor Jack. I won der how long he’s been there?
ROB ERT. I don’t know, but it’s freez ing out here. (ROB -

ERT shuts the door.) I guess this means that you’re
stuck with me for at least one more day.

JESSICA. You’re not so bad. (They hug.) The weird thing
is, now that it’s ended well, not for Jack but for us, I
think this was the best day of my life.

ROB ERT. Yeah, I know what you mean.
JESSICA. What do we do now?

(There is a short pause.)

ROB ERT. Let’s find the re mote.

(Black out.)
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