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He soon finds himself in the Arizona desert, where he uncharacteristically 
picks up a hitchhiker, a sarcastic, impatient guy named Wally, who hap-
pens to be his own personal death emissary. As Wally urges him to get it 
over with, lovely, sexy Kiki enters the picture wearing dark glasses since 
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and the widow Nell, and the ensuing battle between Death and Love 
teaches Charlie the importance of living life to the fullest. One interior 
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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Death de stroys a man,
but the idea of death is what saves him.

                                 — E.M. For ester, Howard’s End

for Mar cia Mahon
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“Or i ginally pre sented by Florida Stage in Manalapan, Florida,
on Oc to ber 24, 2003, Louis Tyrell, Pro ducing Di rec tor,

Nancy Barnett, Man aging Di rec tor.”
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CHAR LIE COX RUNS
WITH SCIS SORS

CHAR AC TERS

CHAR LIE COX
NELL TODD
TRAVIS DUNN
WALLY
KIKI

SETTING

The back par lor of a run down mo tel. Some where be tween
Phoe nix and no where. Last sum mer.
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Char lie Cox Runs With Scis sors (for merly ti tled Run ning
with Scis sors) re ceived its world pre miere pro duc tion at
Florida Stage in Manalapan, Fla. It opened on Oc to ber 24,
2003 with the fol low ing cast:

Char lie Cox . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rob ert Elliot
Wally . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Paul Tei
Nell Todd . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Angie Radosh
Travis Dunn. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dave Cory
Kiki . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ka ren Stephens

The pro duc tion was di rected by Louis Tyr rell. Set de sign
by Rich ard Crowell. Lighting de sign by Su zanne M. Jones. 
Cos tume de sign by Su zette Paré. Sound de sign by Matt
Briganti Kelly. The pro duc tion stage man ager was James
Danford.
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CHAR LIE COX RUNS
WITH SCIS SORS

Scene i

(Black.

A sin gle spot slowly il lu mi nates WALLY. Dressed com -
pletely in black, he wears gog gles and army boots. He is 
a crazy quilt of tex ture and at ti tude. He sticks out his
thumb as if hitch hik ing and holds a card board sign
which reads “No where.”

From the dark ness, we hear the voice of CHAR LIE COX.)

CHAR LIE. A speck. He was noth ing more than a speck. A 
tiny black dot on the vast ho ri zon of noth ing ness spread
out be fore me. Barely per cep ti ble in the flick er ing heat
com ing off the road. And yet there was def i nitely some -
thing there. There was no mis tak ing it. Ever pres ent and
im mo bile. And slowly… No, quickly, ac tu ally…as my
car ap proached, he started to take form. All at ti tude and
arti—

WALLY. That’s where you’re go ing to start?
CHAR LIE (beat). Yeah.
WALLY. Really?
CHAR LIE. Really.
WALLY (beat). Okay. (Beat.)
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CHAR LIE. All right. What’s wrong with start ing there?
WALLY. Uhhh. Lemme think… It sucks.
CHAR LIE. Ex cuse me?
WALLY. It sucks.
CHAR LIE. What do you mean it sucks?
WALLY. What part of “sucks” don’t you get?

(Lights come up full.

WALLY is stand ing in the cen ter of a dusty sun-bleached 
back par lor of a tiny mo tel some where in the Ar i zona
desert. Stage right, an arch way leads to the of fice and
front desk. A drawn cur tain par tially hides the of fice
from view. Next to the arch way, is a small closet. Stage
left, a door leads out to the kitchen and stor age area.
Along the upstage wall a hall way leads to a bath room
and bed rooms. Win dows let in the harsh white Ar i zona
sun light. On one of the walls is a dark ened sil hou ette
where a large cru ci fix once hung. There is a small
couch, a cof fee ta ble and sev eral mis matched chairs.
The fur ni ture, like the room, is worn out and tired.
Other than WALLY, there are no bright col ors to be
found. Ev ery thing seems faded and washed out and sad.
Sit ting in one of the chairs is CHAR LIE COX. Av er age
in ev ery pos si ble way, CHAR LIE seems as faded and
tired as ev ery thing else in the room. He holds a small
por ta ble tape re corder in his hand.)

CHAR LIE. Well, where do you sug gest?
WALLY. How about the be gin ning.
CHAR LIE. That’s not the be gin ning?
WALLY. Nope.
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CHAR LIE. It’s how we met.
WALLY. It’s not the be gin ning.
CHAR LIE. It’s not?
WALLY. Nope.
CHAR LIE. Well then, what is?
WALLY. Like you don’t know.
CHAR LIE. Well, ob vi ously, I don’t.
WALLY. God, this gonna be one crappy book.
CHAR LIE. Why don’t you just te—
WALLY. Wuss.
CHAR LIE. Wally—
WALLY. Wussalicious. Wussiman. Wuss in Boots.
CHAR LIE. All I’m sa—
WALLY (sing ing). If you knew Wussy like I knew Wussy. 

Oh. Oh. Oh, what a—
CHAR LIE. All right! I’ll start at the be gin ning.
WALLY. Good. I’ll play the doc tor…

(WALLY picks up a chair and sets it in the cen ter of the
room. He is now the doc tor. CHAR LIE sets down the
tape re corder and moves to him.)

WALLY (as the doc tor). Mr. Cox, I’m afraid I have some
ter ri ble news. Some ter ri ble, ter ri ble news. Please…
please, sit down. Give me your hand…

CHAR LIE. He never said that.
WALLY (ig nor ing him). You seem tense. Can I get you

any thing? A glass of wa ter?
CHAR LIE. Oh for… There was no wa ter. There was no

hand-hold ing. There was no bad di a logue. If you’re go -
ing to play the doc tor, play it right. Say what he said.
Do what he did.

Char lie Cox Runs With Scis sors 9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



WALLY. And what did he do?
CHAR LIE. He just walked into the room and said… (He

stops him self.)
WALLY (qui etly). What? (Beat.)
CHAR LIE. You know. (Beat.)
WALLY (smiles, and once again, he is the doc tor). Mr.

Cox, You have amyotrophic lat eral scle ro sis.
CHAR LIE. I have what?
WALLY (as the doc tor). Amyotrophic lateral sclerosis.

(Beat.)
CHAR LIE. WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?
WALLY (as the doc tor). Lou Geh rig’s dis ease. You have

Lou Geh rig’s dis ease. (Beat. CHAR LIE stares at him.)
Mr. Cox…?

CHAR LIE. I can’t.
WALLY (as the doc tor). You can’t what?
CHAR LIE. I can’t have Lou Geh rig’s dis ease.
WALLY (as the doc tor). I beg your par don?
CHAR LIE. I said I can’t have Lou Geh rig’s dis ease.
WALLY (as the doc tor, con fused). Why not?
NELL. How’s it go ing, Char lie?

(Both men turn to find NELL en ter ing from the hall way.
She is an at trac tive woman about CHAR LIE’s age. She
car ries a wicker bas ket filled with wet sheets. Through -
out the play she never looks at or ac knowl edges WALLY.)

CHAR LIE. Oh. Hi Nell. Okay, I guess. I’ve just started.
NELL. Well, if you need me for any thing, let me know. I’ll 

be out back at the clothes line.
CHAR LIE. Okay.
NELL (in di cat ing the front door). If you hear the pumps…
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CHAR LIE. No prob lem.
NELL. Okay then. Good luck with your story. (She ex its

through the kitchen.)
WALLY. She wants me.
CHAR LIE (ig nor ing him). Where were we?
WALLY. You know what I find amus ing, yet at the same

time vaguely dis turb ing?
CHAR LIE. What?
WALLY. There has n’t been a car drives by this place for

the last—what is it?—three days. And yet, ev ery time
she goes out back, she says “If you hear the pumps…”
Like she’s ex pect ing a pa rade to pass by, and they’re all
go ing to need gas.

CHAR LIE. Wally…
WALLY. And, while I’m at it, why is she chang ing and

wash ing the sheets? She her self says there has n’t been a
cus tomer in this dump of a mo tel for weeks now. Other
than the old fart in the back room. And God knows, he’s 
not a cus tomer.

CHAR LIE. WALLY!
WALLY. What?
CHAR LIE. Can we please get back to the story.
WALLY. Oh. Sure. Uh…so, where were we?
CHAR LIE. The doc tor just told me.
WALLY. Right. And you said—
CHAR LIE. I can’t have Lou Geh rig’s dis ease. I just can’t.
WALLY. And he said… (As the doc tor.) And yet you do.
CHAR LIE. Doc tor, you don’t un der stand. I can’t…I mean,

I’ve done ev ery thing I’m sup posed to. You know? I
watch what I eat. I get enough sleep.

WALLY (as the doc tor). Mr. Cox—
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CHAR LIE. My fam ily does n’t have Lou Geh rig’s. My
fam ily has di a be tes. And high cho les terol. But no Lou
Geh rig’s. There is no Lou Geh rig’s in my fam ily!

WALLY (as the doc tor). Mr. Cox, it’s not nec es sar ily he -
red i tary.

CHAR LIE. I don’t care. I’m a good man. I take care of
my self. Good men who take care of them selves live long 
healthy lives. Good men who take care of them selves
don’t get Lou Geh rig’s dis ease.

WALLY (as the doc tor). They do. Some times, they do.
(Beat.) Mr. Cox, two weeks ago when you first came to
me, I told you that we’d find out what was wrong with
you—

CHAR LIE. I as sumed you were go ing to tell me it was
stress!

WALLY (as the doc tor). It’s not. It’s not stre—
CHAR LIE (cut ting him off). There’s no cure for this, is

there?
WALLY (as the doc tor). No.
CHAR LIE. So the stum bling and the shak ing in my hand,

that’s all just gonna get worse and worse, un til—
WALLY (as the doc tor). Well, let’s not get ahead of our -

selves.
CHAR LIE. I mean, is n’t there like the slight est pos si bil ity

that your di ag no sis is…you know…wrong?
WALLY (as the doc tor). You’re more than wel come to get 

a sec ond opin ion. But I’m afraid the di ag no sis is go ing
to be the same.

CHAR LIE. It is, is n’t it?
WALLY (as the doc tor). Yes. (Beat.)
CHAR LIE. Well does n’t that just suck?
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WALLY (as the doc tor). Mr. Cox, the sit u a tion is n’t quite
as dire as it seems. There are sev eral treat ments avail -
able. I’d like to go over some of the—

CHAR LIE. Fifty per cent of peo ple who are di ag nosed with 
Lou Geh rig’s die within eigh teen months. (Beat.)

WALLY (as the doc tor, qui etly). That’s cor rect. How did
you know that?

CHAR LIE. Lis ten. I’m sorry. I can’t do this.
WALLY (as the doc tor). Ex cuse me?
CHAR LIE. I can’t do this right now. I can’t…I’m sorry,

I…um…I’ve got to go. (He turns and steps away, break -
ing out of the scene.)

WALLY(no lon ger play ing the doc tor). So what do you do 
then?

CHAR LIE. I leave the doc tor’s of fice.
WALLY. That’s right. But you don’t go back to work.
CHAR LIE. No.
WALLY. And you don’t go home.
CHAR LIE. No.
WALLY. You just get in your car and you drive.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
WALLY. You keep think ing about the old woman across

the hall, don’t you?
CHAR LIE. She was n’t fam ily. My fam ily does n’t have—
WALLY. You re mem ber how frail she be came. How she

wasted away. How she lit er ally de cayed be fore your
eyes. Like tis sue pa per—dis solv ing—fall ing to bits in
the wa ter.

CHAR LIE. That is not go ing to hap pen to me.
WALLY. And yet it is.
CHAR LIE. No.
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WALLY. Your mom was a good neigh bor. She helped take 
care of her. And so did you. As a lit tle boy, you helped
feed her, did n’t you? You held the spoon up to those
pale trem bling lips and—

CHAR LIE. Don’t.
WALLY. Fed her. You re mem ber all of it. You do. It

clings to you like a film. The way she looked at you.
The quiet hor ror in her eyes. The way she smelled. The
way she—

CHAR LIE. DON’T! I won’t go back there. I can’t.
WALLY. And so you drive.
CHAR LIE (qui etly). Yes.
WALLY. You have no idea where you’re go ing.
CHAR LIE. Not a clue.
WALLY. But still you drive. You get on State Road 10

and you drive, the set ting sun be hind you.
CHAR LIE. Into the desert. Into the night.
WALLY. It’s not fair, is it?
CHAR LIE. No.
WALLY. You spend your en tire life do ing ev ery thing

right. Doing ev ery thing safe. You play by the rules.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
WALLY. There’s a time, early on…
CHAR LIE. What?
WALLY. You were go ing to be a writer.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
WALLY. The next Fitz ger ald.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
WALLY. You were that good.
CHAR LIE. I was.
WALLY. And yet…
CHAR LIE. And yet…
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WALLY. You chicken out. You set tle. You be come an ed i -
tor.

CHAR LIE. I do.
WALLY. Fear of fail ure and a dog-eat-dog in dus try.
CHAR LIE. It was all so hard.
WALLY. And so you set tle.
CHAR LIE. I set tle.
WALLY. You be come an ed i tor. And, one by one, you

watch your dreams slip away, as you fall in line with the 
rest of the drones.

CHAR LIE. Be cause…
WALLY. Be cause that’s what good men do. They play it

safe and stay in line. Be cause they know one day it will
all pay off.

CHAR LIE. And then…
WALLY. And then life turns around and screws you royal. 

With a lit tle dash of…can you say irony…Lou Geh rig’s
dis ease.

CHAR LIE. It’s not fair.
WALLY. But life is n’t, is it?
CHAR LIE. No.
WALLY. And so…
CHAR LIE. There I am.
WALLY. The next morn ing.
CHAR LIE. Still driv ing.
WALLY. You don’t know where you are.
CHAR LIE. No.
WALLY. You re al ize that even tu ally you’ll have to turn

around.
CHAR LIE. Of course.
WALLY. You’re tired.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
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WALLY. You’re hun gry.
CHAR LIE. Yes.
WALLY. You’re about to run out of gas.
CHAR LIE. Any min ute.
WALLY. And then…
CHAR LIE. And then…
WALLY. This is my so fa vor ite part. (He picks up the

card board sign and strikes the same pose he was in at
the top of the play.)

CHAR LIE. I see a speck. Noth ing more than a speck. A
tiny black dot on the vast ho ri zon of noth ing ness spread
out be fore me. Barely per cep ti ble in the flick er ing heat
com ing off the road. And yet there was def i nitely some -
thing there. There was no mis tak ing it. Ever pres ent and
im mo bile. And slowly… No, quickly, ac tu ally…as my
car ap proaches, he starts to take form. All at ti tude and
arti— (From the hall way we here a bell be ing rung.)

WALLY. Oh for Chrissakes! (The bell rings again.) Does n’t
he ever get tired of ring ing that freakin’ bell?

CHAR LIE. What do you think he wants now?
WALLY. Let me think… (Beat, He thinks.) …Nope. Don’t 

care.

(NELL re en ters. The bas ket is now empty.)

CHAR LIE (to NELL). He’s ring ing again.
NELL (weary). Of course he is. Has he been at it long?
CHAR LIE. No, he just started.

(NELL sighs, sets the bas ket down and ex its down the
hall, as the bell rings again.)
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