
A beach.

(Jacob, glistening in suntan 
lotion, wearing sunglasses, and 
a pair of swim shorts, lies on 
a beach towel, sunning himself, 
peacefully. Next to him, there 
is a cooler with beer. The 
light in which he lies is warm, 
bright, and distinct from the 
cold gray wash that covers the 
rest of the stage. He is very 
still throughout.)

(Paul enters, wearing heavy 
well-worn boots, torn jeans, a 
plaid shirt, and a backpack.  
He is looking for Jacob and 
when he sees him he immediately 
tries to appear as if he wasn't 
looking for him. Paul positions 
himself in Jacob's blind spot 
and considers how he will 
approach the situation. 
Eventually, he sits next to 
Jacob in the warm light. The 
light is too bright and warm 
for Paul and he is 
uncomfortable in it.)

PAUL
Hey, Jacob.

JACOB
Hey, Paul! How are you?

PAUL
Ah well. You know.

(Paul moves out of the warm 
light.)

How goes it with you?

JACOB
The same. The same.
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PAUL
The same?

JACOB
Yes. Always the same.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Yes. I work, I exercise. I eat, I sleep. I spend some time 
trying to reduce the suffering of some people and, when I 
can, I lie in the sun and swim in the sea. Yes, always the 
same.

PAUL
Is there never anything different? Never anything new?

JACOB
Of course. There's always something different. Always 
something new.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Of course. The work. The exercise. The food. The sleep. The 
suffering. Everyday, in some way, it's different and new. 
Sometimes, the sun is warmer, sometimes the sun is cooler. 
The ocean, it always changes.

PAUL
Oh. Different like that. You don't mean really different. 
Really new.

JACOB
Oh, no. Of course not. Not different or new like that.

PAUL
Do you ever get bored?

JACOB
Sure. Sometimes.
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PAUL
Do you ever get sad?

JACOB
Sure. Sometimes.

PAUL
Are you happy?

JACOB
Most of the time.

PAUL
You make it sound easy.

JACOB
It is easy. Sometimes, it's hard. Then, it's easy again.

PAUL
For you maybe. Not me. For me. It's always hard.

JACOB
Why do you say that?

PAUL
I don't know. I just do. I just do.

(Paul sighs.)

JACOB
(Removes sunglasses.)

Paul, is something wrong?

PAUL
No. Why do you ask?

JACOB
You've come a long way. It can't be only to hear from me 
that everything remains the same.

PAUL
It's nothing. Really. Nothing. Rien. Rien.
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JACOB
Paul. Tell me what's on your mind. I'd like to know.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Absolutely. I'd appreciate it.

(FEMALE enters, wearing an 
attractive sun dress and 
pulling a large suit case or 
travel trunk. She is surprised 
Jacob is already talking with 
Paul, feels awkward, wants to 
join the conversation but is 
unsure how.)

PAUL
OK. Let me explain it to you.

(Paul pulls out papers and some 
books from his bag and 
organizes them in front of 
him.)

(The books are Nietzsche's 
Beyond Good and Evil, 
Feuerbach's The Essence of 
Christianity, Wittgenstein's 
Philosophical Investigations, 
Rorty's Contingency Irony and 
Solidarity, Hemingway's The Sun 
Also Rises, F. Scott 
Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby, 
Cormier's The Chocolate War, 
and John D. Fitzgerald's Me and 
My Little Brain.)

(He reads randomly from each 
book -- key words, shorts 
phrases, sentences -- in a 
fashion which makes it seem 
like he is expressing himself 
coherently. He may also read 
from his notebook or scraps of 

Sunlight 4



paper, so long as they are 
quotes from these books. The 
books should, nevertheless, 
receive the most attention.)

(At the same time as Paul 
reads, Female moves to Jacob's 
blind spot and focuses her 
attention on him. She pulls 
from her suitcase a variety of 
clothing, shoes, and fashion 
accessories, while examining 
and assessing Jacob. She 
considers different outfits, in 
light of her assessment, and 
decides to wear a micro-skirt, 
tube top, a pearl necklace, 
some fancy earrings, a massive 
pair of sunglasses, and 
stiletto heels. She fixes her 
hair and make-up and, when she 
is satisfied with her 
appearance, spreads a blanket 
beside Jacob and lies down near 
him but still at a distance.)

(Paul notices Female first and 
is distracted by her presence 
and actions and watches 
everything she does as 
carefully as he can while 
carrying on with his 
monologue.)

(Jacob notices Female when she 
sits by him, he turns and 
smiles, and she looks away 
immediately, as if 
disinterested. Jacob returns 
his attention to Paul. Female 
realizes that Jacob is not 
paying her attention any 
longer. She preens a little, 
trying to get his attention.  
At times, he turns to her and 
smiles but she always 
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immediately acts disinterested 
and his attention returns to 
Paul. Eventually, she realizes 
no progress is being made and 
becomes self-conscious. She 
picks up her towel, and 
retreats to her pack.)

(Female now turns her attention 
to Paul, shrugs, and rummages 
through her suitcase again. She 
pulls out some heavy sandals, 
longish cut-off jeans, a long-
sleeve T-shirt, and then puts 
on over it a rock and roll 
concert tour shirt (preferably 
of an "obscure" band that 
everyone has heard of). She 
sits some distance from Paul, 
but in his line of sight, 
crossed legged, slouching, 
looking bored and sighing.)

(Paul stares at her as best as 
he can while still "talking" to 
Jacob. Eventually, she lets him 
make eye contact. When she 
looks away, Paul continues to 
stare at her, clearly wanting 
to move near her. She looks 
back, then looks away, etc, 
etc. As they flirt from a 
distance, Paul has more and 
more difficulty concentrating 
on what he is saying. 
Eventually, he stops.)

Hey Jacob? Do you mind?

JACOB
Oh no. Of course not. She's lovely. Go nuts.

(Paul sits by Female. They 
speak to each other in nonsense 
noises, as they enact a fast-
paced, clownish, manic, summary 
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of one example of human 
courtship.)

(Jacob notices what goes on but 
does not involve himself in 
it.)

(At first Female plays hard to 
get, while making it clear she 
wants to be pursued. Paul 
persists, chasing after her. 
Eventually, she acquiesces and 
they have sex. Paul finishes 
quickly and then acts cold and 
distant, while making it clear 
he wants to be pursued. Female 
now chases after him. They 
break up, they get back 
together again, and have make 
up sex. They break up, they get 
back together again, and have 
make-up sex, etc. Paul always 
finishes quickly and Female is 
always vaguely unsatisfied.)

(Then, she is pregnant. They 
are excited then worried. They 
fight, he runs away, she weeps, 
he returns. Eventually, he 
waits on her hand and foot. She 
relishes in the care and 
attention. She eventually gives 
birth. They are in bliss. Paul 
tries to have sex with her and 
she gives him the cold shoulder 
and eventually makes it clear 
she is not playing hard to 
get.)

(Paul mopes, then eventually 
runs away. She wallows in self 
pity -- sometimes taking 
comfort in her child sometimes 
blaming the child. Paul 
eventually regrets his decision 
and returns to Female. They 
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awkwardly make-up, eventually 
have sex, and are happy until, 
in a moment of sudden 
awakening, Female abandons him. 
Paul sometimes takes comfort in 
his rediscovered freedom and 
sometimes wallows in pity 
because he doesn't know what 
else to do with it. Eventually 
she returns. The reconciliation 
is swift, passionate, and they 
have sex.)

(Eventually, the child is a 
nuisance to them both and they 
decide together to abandon it. 
They live in bliss for a moment 
and then Female dies suddenly. 
Paul weeps and gnashes his 
teeth. Then, he shrugs and 
returns to Jacob. After a long 
pause, Paul sighs.)

(Female gets up, shakes herself 
like a wet dog to rid herself 
of the "scene", and returns to 
her backpack.)

Feel any better?

Paul
No. 

(As Jacob and Paul talk, Female 
keeps herself busy with the 
following activities: 

1. First, she removes the 
following objects from her 
suitcase, in this order: 
toothbrush & toothpaste, small 
mirror, spectacles (fashionable 
frames), handkerchief, 
revolver, bottle of "red 
medicine", small ornate 
brimless hat with crumpled 
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feather, magnifying glass, comb 
& hairbrush, musical box which 
plays the Waltz from the Merry 
Widow, nail file. She interacts 
and plays with them like toys.

2. She removes a number of 
fashion magazines, preferably 
from the late 80s, and 
Seventeen should be included, 
an edition of the The Diary of 
Anais Nin, Sweet Valley High 
No. 3: Playing With Fire, 
Shakespeare's Taming of the 
Shrew, Cormier's The Chocolate 
War, Hemingway's The Sun Also 
Rises. Using bright markers, 
crayons, pens, she writes key 
words, phrases and sentences on 
index cards, colored poster 
paper, clips pictures, etc. 
These are also littered or 
posted around the stage.

3. Then, she strips to her 
underwear, puts on a scarf or 
boa, and some very bright red 
lipstick. Using a Polaroid 
camera and moving around the 
stage, she takes close up 
pictures of different parts of 
her body: fingers, toes, ankle, 
wrist, inside of her thigh, 
ear, etc, etc. She strikes a 
range of cliché model poses and 
female stereotypes. The photos 
eventually litter the stage. 

4. Her suitcase also contains a 
blanket, pillow, and a soft 
toy. She sometimes hides in the 
corner with the blanket over 
her -- normally in frustration 
and sadness.
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Once the first list of objects 
are removed, she moves from one 
activity to another, rather 
randomly. No one activity holds 
her attention for very long, 
but she returns to all of them 
on more than one occasion. She 
vacillates between fun, 
boredom, and frustration.)   

(She tunes in and out of Paul 
and Jacob's conversation, 
sometimes paying attention, 
sometimes seeking their 
attention, but more often than 
not she is occupied with her 
own business.)

(Jacob is aware of her and does 
not ignore her if she comes 
close but anytime he gives her 
his attention she feels uneasy, 
acts disinterested, and moves 
away.)

(Paul does his best to ignore 
Female, unless her behavior has 
a sexual dimension to it --
which always gets his attention 
and distracts him. Female 
discovers this and enjoys 
toying with him at times.)

(Female's movement and 
activities should have a sense 
of choreography about it and 
the voices of the men is the 
music to which she dances.)

Jacob
Really? It looked like you were having fun.

PAUL
It was stressful. Mostly.
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JACOB
All of it?

PAUL
There were some fun bits, I suppose.

JACOB
Like?

PAUL
The sex mostly.

JACOB
Sex is good.

PAUL
Yes, sex is good.

(Both sigh approvingly.)

Sorry. Where was I? Before. You know? The thing with the 
girl.

JACOB
Sorry. I lost track.

PAUL
Oh. It was important. I know it was.

JACOB
Was it? That's good.

PAUL
Fucking women. So distracting.

JACOB
Fucking women or fucking women?

PAUL
There's a difference?

JACOB
Do you mean, women who fuck? Or the activity of fucking 
women. Or both? Which is distracting?
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PAUL
Both. I guess. One leads to the other. Invariably.

JACOB
Not always. Women who fuck won't necessarily fuck you.

PAUL
True. Women who fuck rarely want to fuck me.

JACOB
Whether they fuck you or not, the women aren't distracting. 
It's your attitude towards them.

PAUL
No, no, it's them. Their long legs. Smooth skin. Nice 
smells. Finger-licking good. Yum!

JACOB
Wanting a woman for her own sake and wanting her as a way 
to distract yourself are different.

PAUL
Come again?

JACOB
I don't think you were really interested in that girl.

PAUL
Of course I was.

JACOB
I think you were using her to distract yourself from 
whatever it is that is bothering you.

PAUL
She wanted my attention. Who am I to refuse a beautiful 
woman?

JACOB
She didn't want your attention. She wanted attention.

PAUL
Isn't that the same thing?
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JACOB
No. Anyone -- anything -- can provide attention. Only you 
can provide your attention.

PAUL
Well, there you go. All the more reason to make her my 
priority. Some other bird-dog might have caught her scent 
and snatched the prize away from me.

JACOB
It's not like she has a best before date.

PAUL
I disagree. It's always a limited time offer. Besides. Once 
I had the girl, there really wouldn't be any need to talk. 
Would there?

JACOB
Why's that?

PAUL
She'd make me feel better. Ergo. There'd be nothing to talk 
about.

JACOB
If you had a cut on one arm, would it help to bandage the 
other.

PAUL
Are we discounting the implications of string-theory?

JACOB
Naturally.

PAUL
Well, then, yes, of course. Bandaging one arm would not 
help a cut on the other.

JACOB
It's the same with that girl, any girl. She was a bandage 
on the wrong arm. A distraction.

PAUL
A distraction? Are you mad? Why, girls are the very point 
of existence. Flirt. Fuck. Marry. Mate. Die. It's a 
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biological imperative, for fuck's sake. Aha! See! For 
fuck's sake. 

JACOB
I'm not saying, "don't flirt, don't fuck". And I'm not 
saying, "girls" either.

PAUL
It sounds like you are saying "girls" to me.

JACOB
OK. I am saying, "girls." Technically. But, only because 
you happen to be a straight male.

PAUL
Damn right! Hey! what are you suggesting?

JACOB
Look. Her gender and your sexual insecurities are  
irrelevant.

PAUL
Me. Begging. Differ.

JACOB
Flirt and fuck to your heart's content. But do it for its 
own sake. Not as a way to distract yourself from some other 
problem. Otherwise. You might as well do drugs and spare 
the girl the trouble of having to deal with you.

PAUL
But I like girls. They look good. They smell good. They 
feel good. They are good. They make me feel good.

JACOB
So does heroin. But, it won't feel bad when you don't call 
it the next day.

PAUL
So, essentially, you are advocating hard-core drug use. 
Nancy will be pleased. Does she have a grave to roll in 
yet?
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JACOB
If the choice is between using another person as a 
distraction or using drugs, then, yes that is exactly what 
I am advocating.

PAUL
Why do you keep saying that?  Of course, I was into her. I 
was totally into her. I loved her. Even. With all my heart. 
She was the world to me.  And now, she's gone. Gone away. 
Across the sea. She's just a memory. She's been so long 
away.

JACOB
She's right over there.

PAUL
Gone gone gone, she been gone so long. She been gone gone 
gone so long.

JACOB
It's been like five minutes.

PAUL
Ooo!

JACOB
She might even want you to say hello again.

PAUL
I will do whatever it takes to get her back. It will be my 
life-mission life. My quest!

JACOB
Ah. Gotcha.

PAUL
My Grail!

JACOB
I see.

PAUL
My holy Grail!

JACOB
Paul. Stay focussed.
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PAUL
No. Focus is fascism.

JACOB
So are central banks but I still participate in the money 
system.

PAUL
Why?

JACOB
It's useful and doesn't kill anyone.

PAUL
Fine. Where were we? I've lost track.

JACOB
You came here to talk. About something bothering you.

PAUL
No, no. The bit after that. That bit was the important bit.

JACOB
No, it wasn't. The bit after was the distraction.

PAUL
Even so. It could be significant nevertheless.

JACOB
How so?

PAUL
Maybe there is significance in that with which I choose to 
distract myself.

JACOB
The only significance is that you tried -- are trying -- to 
distract yourself.

PAUL
No, no. I am sure there is a deeper meaning. Perhaps, it 
represents something important. Perhaps, it reveals 
something unknown. Perhaps, it discloses something which is 
unspeakable.
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JACOB
Perhaps, the meaning of a distraction is only that it is a 
distraction.

PAUL
But why a girl? And why that girl? Why that girl at that 
time?

JACOB
The expression “good to go” comes to mind.

PAUL
Surely, closer examination of this seemingly innocuous fact 
will uncover a deeper and truer architectural semantics 
with respect to that which is bothering me.

JACOB
If by architectural semantics, you mean "a steaming load of 
bullshit," sure.

PAUL
Humor me.

JACOB
No.

PAUL
What?

JACOB
No. I won't humor you.

PAUL
That doesn't seem very caring and supportive.

JACOB
I came here to enjoy the sea and the sun. You are 
distracting me from that.

PAUL
But you said you wanted to listen.

JACOB
I said I wanted to hear what was bothering you. I don't 
want to listen to your laborious efforts to avoid talking 
about what is bothering you.
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PAUL
Is there a difference?

JACOB
Yes. It's the difference between helping and enabling. You 
can sit and talk about what's bothering. Or, you can go. 
Your choice.

PAUL
Oh. But. I. Um. See. I. Well. Hard.

(He shrugs his shoulders.)

JACOB
(He draws and opens a beer from 
his cooler, with the speed, 
determination, and accuracy of 
a gunslinger.)

Beer?

PAUL
Um. Sure.

JACOB
Take a seat.

PAUL
Why?

JACOB
You've come a long way. Sit and have a beer with me. I'd 
appreciate it.

(Paul sits, outside the warm 
light.)

No, no. Come closer.

PAUL
It's a bit bright.

(Jacob hands him sunglasses.)

It's a bit warm.
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JACOB
Take some layers off. The vitamin D will do you some good.

PAUL
The UV!

JACOB
(He tosses him a bottle of 
sunscreen.)

Relax. It will be fine.

(Paul half-heartedly removes 
some clothing -- a shoe, a 
sock, a shirt -- and then 
covers up whatever skin he can 
with the clothing he has 
removed. Then, he smears some 
sunscreen awkwardly in those 
places which remain exposed.)

There, that's not so bad, is it?

PAUL
This can only end in cancer.

JACOB
Sit. Relax. Watch. Breath.

(Paul attempts to talk, Jacob 
anticipates and shushes him.)

Ssh. Don't talk. No. Ssh. Sit. Relax. Breathe.

(After a moment, Paul opens a 
second beer, offers it to 
Female, and motions to her to 
sit near him in the sun. She 
hesitates, uneasy, then 
considers the detritus  of her 
pursuits littering the stage, 
which has all proved 
unsatisfying, shrugs, accepts 
the beer, and sits near him.)
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Good. Now, Paul, you've come here because something is 
bothering you, right.

(Jacob includes Female in the 
conversation and she 
understands that his words are 
for her too. Paul ignores her.)

(Female participates with nods 
and movements as appropriate. 
What Paul expresses, she more 
or less also feels and also 
communicates.)

PAUL
It's nothing.

JACOB
Something is bothering you, right?

PAUL
Maybe. I guess. It's nothing, really.

(E.g. Female nods as well, 
etc.)

JACOB
If it's bothering you, I want to hear it.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Yes.

PAUL
Do you really mean that?

JACOB
Yes. I really mean it.

PAUL
You want to hear. You want to listen. To what I have to 
say. To what I am feeling?
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JACOB
Yes. I'd very much appreciate it.

PAUL
Well. OK. Fine. OK. Fine.

(He goes to speak but catches 
himself. He tries  to speak 
several times but always fails. 
Jacob waits patiently. Paul, in 
frustration, snatches up his 
books and papers and starts to 
read from them. Jacob politely 
cuts Paul off.)

JACOB
Paul, no. No papers. No theories. No analysis. Just tell me 
plainly, without editorial comment, what you think and feel 
right now about whatever it is that is bothering you.

PAUL
(Paul reflects, then breathes 
in deeply, and lets it out 
slowly.)

Sad. I feel sad. Very, very sad.

JACOB
That's a crappy feeling to have. When do you feel like 
that?

PAUL
All the time. It seems. I guess. But mostly when I think 
about the world and suffering and how it doesn't make sense 
that the universe has no beginning and no end and that all 
of us are going to die and everyone is unhappy all of the 
time. It makes me feel sad. Really sad.

JACOB
That sucks. That really sucks. I'm sorry.

PAUL
Yeah?
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JACOB
Yeah. It's natural, too. Normal even. To feel sad like 
that. So, it's OK, you know. It's OK to feel that way. To 
feel sad

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Yeah.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Absolutely.

PAUL
Seriously?

JACOB
Yep.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
For sure.

PAUL
Really?

JACOB
Yes. Absolutely. Undeniably.

PAUL
Far out.

JACOB
Does that help? Do you feel any better?

PAUL
I guess. Maybe. Well, yeah a little bit. I suppose. Thanks, 
Jacob.
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(Female does not feel better. 
She is vaguely disappointed and 
hides under her blanket.)

JACOB
You are welcome. I'm glad to hear it. And thanks for 
sharing your thoughts with me. I appreciate it.

PAUL
What? Oh. Sure. Yeah. No problem. Thanks again. Jacob. 
Yeah, thanks.

JACOB
You are very welcome.

PAUL
(Paul begins to feel more 
comfortable in the sand and sun 
and takes notice of his 
surroundings.)

Man. This is a nice spot.

JACOB
Absolutely. I love it here.

PAUL
(Paul takes in more of his 
surroundings, inhales deeply 
and, exhales slowly.)

The light. From the sun. The way it plays in and across the 
water. It's beautiful. It's really beautiful.

JACOB
Yeah. I love watching that too.

PAUL
(Paul settles in even more and 
enjoys a moment of stillness. 
Then, he abruptly becomes 
uneasy again, his anxiety 
increases, and the sun and the 
sand become bothersome again. 
After his anxiety has fully set 
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in, he watches Jacob for a 
moment.)

Do you think other people feel the way I do? I mean. Do 
other people think about this kind of stuff too?

JACOB
Sorry?

PAUL
I mean. Am I alone on this? Do other people get like this, 
think like this, feel like this?

JACOB
I don't know.

PAUL
Don't know or won't say.

JACOB
I am sure other people look at the world and feel the same 
way you do because of something they see in it. It might 
not be exactly what you see but the sadness is probably the 
same thing.

PAUL
Everyone?

JACOB
Maybe there are some lucky people who never ever feel sad. 
I don't know.

PAUL
Do you ever feel sad like that?

JACOB
Sure. Sometimes.

PAUL
Sometimes! I feel like this all the time. God, maybe there 
is something wrong with me. You know, really wrong. Like my 
brain is broken.

JACOB
It's possible but I doubt it. You probably just need to get 
used to the possibility of being happy. That's all.
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PAUL
Oh. Jacob?

JACOB
Yeah.

PAUL
What's it like?

JACOB
What's what like?

PAUL
What's it like? Being you? I mean. Thinking the way you do.

JACOB
I don't follow.

PAUL
I don't get it. I don't get you. I don't get what it's 
like. For you. To think the way you do. I don't get what 
it's like. To be happy.

(Female's attention is caught 
by this question and she 
emerges from her blanket to 
hear Jacob's answer.)

JACOB
There's nothing to get, really. It's an un-getting. Maybe.

PAUL
Surely there must be a way that it’s like. You know. Day to 
day. There must be someway to describe it. You know. So I 
can keep an eye out for it. Know what I am looking for. 
Know when I get there.

JACOB
Gotcha.

(Sits up, reflects for a 
moment.)

It's kind of like floating. I suppose. Day to day. Things 
aren't always perfect. Aren't always easy. Sometimes I get 
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angry. Or anxious. Or sad. Or low. But I catch myself in 
it. In the feeling. Feel it. Figure out what's causing it. 
Adjust. Then, I carry on. I float along, always noticing 
the rocks and the bumps, adjusting reacting, but I always 
float along. Sometimes, though. I notice. That in floating. 
In this floating. There are no moorings. Nothing holding me 
to anything or anyone else. Nothing and no one holding onto 
me. And I see. I feel. I know. I am wholly irrelevant. To 
everyone and everything. I could disappear without a trace. 
Float away into nothingness. Swim out into the ocean and 
sink into the deep. And from one perspective. It wouldn't 
make a difference. Not one difference. From one 
perspective. Everything I am, everything I do, is wholly 
and utterly irrelevant. To everyone and everything.

PAUL
(After a moment of reflection, 
and when they understand and 
feel what Jacob is describing, 
Paul and Female shudder.)

God! What an awful feeling!

JACOB
Yep. Sometimes it feels so bad I cry my eyes out. Then, 
when I'm done, the feeling is gone and I am happy again.

(He puts sunglasses back on, 
lies back.)

I wish I had learned to do it sooner in life.

PAUL
No! That's awful. That's absolutely awful. Horrible. 
Dreadful. How can you possibly be happy living like that? 
Thinking like that? I mean, that's the bleakest most 
horrible thing I've ever heard. Ever. If that's true. If 
that's the way life is. I mean. That's horrible.

(Female is confused and 
somewhat dismayed as well, 
though much less upset than 
Paul.)
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JACOB
I didn't say that's the way life is. I said that's the way 
my life looks from one and only one perspective.

PAUL
But what if that is the right perspective? I mean. What if 
that is what life really is like. What if that's the truth, 
the whole truth, and nothing but the truth? It's horrible. 
It's unimaginable. I mean. Why do anything at all? Why even 
live? Fuck. You might as well put a bullet through your 
head right fucking now. Or put a bullet through everyone 
else's fucking head. I mean. Jesus fucking Christ. There 
has to be something more than that or life will be 
unbearable, unimaginable, impossible.

JACOB
I understand how you feel. It's a natural reaction. I once 
felt the same way. Then, I learned to look at it 
differently.

PAUL
What? How could you possibly understand what you've said in 
a different light? What in a million billion trillion years 
could you ever possibly learn or do that would help put a 
positive spin on what you've described?

JACOB
I work, I exercise. I eat, I sleep. I spend some time 
trying to reduce the suffering of some people and, when I 
can, I lie in the sun and swim in the sea.

(Suddenly, after a moment of 
confusion, Female gets it. At 
first, it is like she has 
solved a puzzle, then she 
smiles, quietly at first but 
then it builds, until she is 
beaming broadly. She jumps up, 
runs around the stage, trying 
to clean up the mess, trying to 
do fifteen things at once, but 
not really accomplishing 
anything but feeling more and 
more joyous.)
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PAUL
What? What does that mean? What the fuck does that mean? 
That doesn't mean anything. How is that an answer? To 
anything. What the fuck are you trying to say?

(Female plops herself down 
beside Jacob without any self-
consciousness and places her 
hand on his. Jacob sits up, 
removes sunglasses, turns to 
her, and looks into her eyes, 
smiling. She returns the smile, 
her gaze unwavering. They kiss, 
warmly affectionately, 
passionately.)

(As they kiss, the warm light 
expands across the stage and 
eventually envelops the 
audience. Paul, in his anger, 
is unaffected by it. When the 
lights are as warm and as 
intense as they can go, the 
kiss ends and Jacob and Female 
continue to look into each 
other's eyes, smiling.)

FEMALE
I am still living.

JACOB
Yes. We are. We are still living.

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF PLAY)
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