Title:

IF THIS IS THE AFTERLIFE, I WANT MY OLD JOB BACK
Being a one-act play that poses the question: what happens to fictional characters after they are killed off?

Cast:

· Randomer – a 21st century guy who is thoroughly indignant at being killed off.
· Hamlet – a Shakespearean fellow with an inflated view of his own importance.
· Jollum – a downtrodden character who mutters a lot.
· Bumblefloor – a kind and solicitous old man with a fondness for sherbet lemons.
· Judas – a depressing chap who is living in guilt.
· Ophelia – a feminist with a sharp hand.
· Muffy – a good soul who just wants to help.
· Jesus – a power-crazy dude who can’t let go of the past.
· Two more randomers – they’re quite random.
Plot:

A newly-killed character finds himself in a strange place where he meets a host of other characters who inform him that he is dead and doomed to remain there forever. However, upon hearing that Muffy the Vampire Slayer is no longer an inhabitant of this lower place on account of being brought back to life by her creator, he hits upon the idea that they should all write themselves back to life, which results in a visit from the man upstairs…
Set:

Empty stage.
Sound effects:
· Three loud knocks.

· Angelic voices.
Script:
Empty stage. After a beat, RANDOMER wanders on, looking around as though he is lost. Long pause.

Randomer:
Uh…hello?
Various characters rush onto the stage from all sides, including HAMLET, JOLLUM, BUMBLEFLOOR and JUDAS.

Jollum:
A newcomer, precioussss, yesssss…

Bumblefloor:
(anxiously) It’s not Parry, is it?

Jollum:
(hopefully) Is it filthy hobbitses?

Hamlet:
Nay, ’tis neether. (scrutinises Randomer up close) Methinks ’tis but a Randomer. (conversationally, to Randomer) Pray tell us, in what manner did thee depart from the mortal coil?

Randomer:
Uh…what?

Judas:
(glumly) He means, how did you die?

Randomer:
What? Die? I’m not dead! (pinches himself) Ouch. See?

Judas:
(chuckles sadly) Why do they always deny? After two thousand years, has no one learned from Peter’s mistake?

Randomer:
(loudly) There’s nothing to deny, ’cause I’m not dead!

Bumblefloor:
(kindly) I’m afraid you are.

Randomer:
(indignantly) Look it, I’m not, so stop saying it, you crazy bunch of – (looks around) Who are you people anyway? And where am I?

Jollum:
(gleefully) Silly human doesn’t know where he is, preciousss, doesn’t know what’s happened to him, doesn’t know he’s dead! (cackles) Jollum, jollum.
Randomer:
(fiercely) Hey, listen to me, I just blacked out for a second, that’s all, I’m not dead, okay?
Hamlet:
(to Randomer) What be the last thing thou dost recall?

Randomer:
(thinks) Well, I admit things were getting a little hairy all right. I mean, yeah, there was a truck heading straight for my car and it looked like we were gonna crash head on…but of course I was gonna get out of it okay. I mean, she wouldn’t…she’d never…(trails away)
Judas:
(dolefully) Kill you off…

A beat as everyone looks at Randomer.

Randomer:
I don’t believe it. She killed me off? She wrote me out of her book? I feel so … used. (looks dejected) I still don’t get what’s going on though. Where am I?

Jollum:
In hell, precioussss! (cackles, then splutters) Jollum.

Randomer:
Well, I know not to believe that anyway.

OPHELIA appears on stage behind Hamlet and whacks him on the arm. Hamlet looks dumbfounded as Ophelia flounces off stage.
Bumblefloor:
On the contrary. To all intents and purposes, Jollum is right. This is a kind of hell, so to speak.

Hamlet nods emphatically.
Judas:
Our parts have been played out in the world above, and here we must live for the rest of eternity, suffering in payment for our sins. (sighs)
Randomer:
See my face? This is what you call a blank gaze.
Bumblefloor:
Some clarification for you. Where we are now is a sort of final resting place for characters who have had the misfortune of meeting their demise in whatever story in which they were playing a role. Basically, your writer, the person who created you and killed you off, is the person who put you here.

Randomer:
(looks extremely hurt) How could she do that to me? I was her main character!

Hamlet:
’Tis all th’ one t’ the writers, they care for nought but the plot. I am the prime example of such base action. The noble prince of Elsinore and what was Shakespeare’s verdict for me? Death by poison and pointed sword! Ay, ’twas a superbly noble death, but I ought to have ascended to my throne, and not descended to this dump. (looks around in distaste)
Jollum:
The Prince has delusions of grandeur, yesss, preciousss.
Hamlet looks miffed, sniffs and chooses to ignore Jollum’s remark, turning his back deliberately and facing Randomer again.
Hamlet:
Who art thou, pray tell? Not somebody yet famous, for surely we should recognise thy face.
Randomer:
Who is this dude? And what is he saying? Why the hell is he talking like that?
Judas:
(gloomily) That’s Hamlet.

Randomer:
What? The Hamlet? As in ‘to be or not to be’ and all that?

Judas:
(same voice) The one and only.

Hamlet:
(draws himself up importantly) Ay, what a speech. A truly magnificent moment in literary history, a speech that hath endured throughout the ages, and made famous by I! (puffs out chest)
Ophelia walks casually across the stage, smacking Hamlet on the head as she passes him.

Hamlet:
Ow! Woman!
Ophelia walks off.
Hamlet:
(to Randomer) Cursed woman. As though t’were my fault she drowned!
Randomer:
I had to study Hamlet. I hated it.

Hamlet looks outraged.

Bumblefloor:
(interjects quickly) Yes, well, perhaps having met the Hamlet, your appreciation of the play will improve.

Randomer:
(looks sceptical) No chance. I hate stage drama.

Bumblefloor:
(coughs discreetly) This is a DCU Drama production.
Randomer:
(quickly) Uh, drama’s great! So, being dead, what’s that like? 
Judas:
(tonelessly) It’s wonderful.
Randomer:
Okay, would somebody buy that guy a drink ’cause he’s really starting to depress me now.

Hamlet:
Judas doth feel the weight of two thousand years’ guilt upon his brow. 

Bumblefloor:
It can really get a man down.
Randomer:
What? Judas? From the Bible? 

Hamlet and Bumblefloor nod.

Randomer:
Didn’t he hang himself or something?

Hamlet:
(nods again) Ay, a most famous suicide indeed. (thoughtfully) An intriguing action, and one not without merit. To be free from th’ worries and troubles of life and to move on to… (looks around) That is to say, what a dope.
Judas:
(indignantly) I’m right here!

Randomer:
(to Bumblefloor) And who are you?

Bumblefloor:
(bows deeply) Professor Bumblefloor, ex-headmaster of Bogwarts, at your service.
Randomer:
Oh, yeah, I know you, you were in the Parry Hotter books, weren’t you?
Bumblefloor nods.
Randomer:
Yeah, before I died I was big into fantasy books. So I’m guessing this little feller here is Jollum from Horde of the Rings then?

Jollum looks at Randomer disdainfully, then turns away muttering to himself.

Bumblefloor:
Yes. Jollum hasn’t taken too kindly to his death, famous though it was. Not nearly enough fish in hell.
Randomer:
(muses) I wonder will my death become famous? Will my death scene be remembered for years to come as a ‘truly magnificent moment in literary history’?

Hamlet:
(snorts) Unlikely.

Randomer:
(looks offended) What’s that supposed to mean? My creator could make millions out of her book, you never know.

Hamlet:
Millions or no, she will never procure the status of William Shakespeare’s glorious achievement.

Randomer:
What, of writing a too-long play that no one can understand?

Hamlet is about to retort huffily but Bumblefloor intervenes.

Bumblefloor: Let’s not get into this again, shall we?

Randomer:
(ignoring Bumblefloor) Well, if I’m not gonna become famous then, how come when I died I ended up down here among all you famous people? That’s obviously an indication that my creator is going to go far, and her book and my character along with her.

Hamlet:
(triumphantly) ’Tis not necessarily so. Here be many randomers who hath had the mishap of featuring in works of fiction that never succeeded i’ th’ world above.

Everyone watches as TWO RANDOMERS walk across the stage.

Hamlet:
(indicating the two randomers) Do I not hit it right, Dumbledore?

Bumblefloor:
(frantically) For the last time, it’s Bumblefloor! JK Rowling has some pretty powerful lawyers, you know.
One of the randomers holds up a sign that says ‘Copyright issues’. Then the two randomers walk off.
Jollum:
(mutters) Muffy never made mistakeses like that, no precioussss.

Randomer:
Who’s Muffy?

Judas:
(lifelessly) She fights demons and saves the world a lot.
Randomer:
Oh yeah, Muffy the Vampire Slayer! Great, she’s cool! (looks around) So, where is she?

Jollum:
Not here, preciousss, no. Jollum.

Randomer:
Wait a sec. She died! So why isn’t she down here?
Jollum:
She was brought back to life, wasn’t she, precioussss?
Randomer:
Hold on. Was she down here before she was brought back to life? How does that work?

Bumblefloor:
She used to pop down here every now and then when the programme’s script writers decided to kill her off, and then she went back when they brought her back to life. She never stayed long.

Randomer:
Well, that’s pretty interest – Whoa! I’m having a thought! A really big thought!
Jollum:
(spitefully) Did it hurt?

Randomer:
(ignores Jollum) Muffy the Vampire Slayer ended up down here when her writers killed her off, and then she left again when they wrote her back to life, right?

Bumblefloor:
Yes…
Randomer:
So…why can’t we do the same? Get out of this place by writing ourselves back to life!

A pause as everyone looks at each other.

Hamlet:
(hesitantly) That doth sound like a plan of some merit…

Bumblefloor:
(nodding) Indeed. So good, I’m astonished I didn’t think of it myself.

Randomer:
(looks pleased with himself) So you think it would work then?

Bumblefloor:
(muses) I don’t see why not. It seems very logical. What could go wrong?

Sound effect: three loud knocks off stage.
Randomer:
Uh…is that a good or a bad thing?

Bumblefloor:
(serenely) It appears we have a visitor.

MUFFY walks on stage.
Muffy:
Hey guys!

Jollum claps his hands in delight and fawns on Muffy.

Muffy:
(pats Jollum on the head) Hello Jollum.

Jollum:
(dances around excitedly) Do the line, precious, yes, do the line!

Muffy:
(laughs) Oh Jollum, okay, if it makes you happy. (takes a moment to prepare herself) I fight the vampires, the demons and the forces of darkness. (draws out a stake and does a classic Buffy lunge)

Jollum jumps up and down happily.
Hamlet:
(to Muffy) What is thy purpose here, pray tell?
Muffy:
Ah. Yeah. Well, it looks like you’ve excited the attention of the man upstairs. I’ve been sent ahead of him as a sort of herald type thing.

Bumblefloor:
(calmly) And may we ask what we did to merit such attention?

Muffy:
(shrugs) Don’t know. You’ll have to wait and see, I guess.

Hamlet:
A pretty poor herald then art thou. In my day, the herald’s duty was of the utmost importance – 

Ophelia wanders on stage, slaps Hamlet across the face, and wanders off again. One of the randomers walks on after her, holds up a sign saying ‘Female solidarity’, and walks off again. Hamlet rubs his cheek resentfully.
Randomer:
I have a question.

Muffy:
Go ahead.

Randomer:
It’s kind of complicated. If we’re not conscious of the fact that we’re only fictional characters until after we die, what happens if we’re brought back to life? I mean, Muffy, you were killed off in your TV programme a couple of times and so you came down here for a while. What happened when you were brought back? Did you forget about this place and revert to thinking you were a real person within the programme again?

Muffy:
That’s a good question. And yes, that’s actually what happened. I had no memory of this place after I left it and returned to the programme. My memory only came back after the show had finished and I no longer actively played the role of Muffy the Vampire Slayer. Then I went to a kind of higher plane of consciousness where I remembered everything, a sort of heaven type place, I guess. Well, that’s what the man upstairs calls it anyway…of course, he was the first to go there…

Randomer:
Okay, who exactly is this ‘man upstairs’?
Sound effect: angelic voices.

Muffy:
Here he comes.

Everyone looks on expectantly as JESUS steps on stage importantly. There is a flurry of movement from Judas who immediately looks away, acting disinterested. Jollum makes a noise of disgust, while Bumblefloor smiles pleasantly. Hamlet bows ostentatiously.
Randomer:
(looking around, confused) What’s all the fuss? Who is this guy?

Muffy:

(coughs politely) Jesus.
Randomer:
(looks at Jesus) That’s Jesus? (looks harder) Huh. I imagined him to be taller.

Jesus looks offended, while Jollum sniggers. He steps forward and suddenly sees Judas who is determinedly looking the other way.
Jesus:
(stand-offish) Judas.

Judas:
(still looking other way) Jesus.

Jesus:
(sniffs snootily and looks at everyone else) Gentlemen.

Jollum, Bumblefloor and Hamlet repeat the same actions as before. Jesus sees Randomer and looks at him closely.

Jesus:
Ah, the newcomer. Yes, your arrival was registered upstairs. And how are you finding it here so far?

Randomer:
Uh…not too bad, your grace - I mean, your highness - I mean, um…

Jesus:
‘Lord’ will do just fine.

Randomer:
(humbly) Lord.
Jesus:
(turning to the others) And how are you all? It has been a while since I was down here last. Ah Jollum, as repulsive as ever, I see.

Jollum:
(mutters) Repulsive, yes preciousss, Jesus is so kind. We thinks Jesus is wonderful, don’t we preciousss. Jollum.
Jesus:
(ignoring Jollum) And Bumblefloor, I don’t believe we’ve met since you arrived. How do you find your new home?

Bumblefloor:
(pleasantly) Reasonably suitable, though I do miss the odd sherbet lemon.
Jesus:
And Hamlet. I trust you are well?
Hamlet:
(breathlessly) Yes, my lord…though – forgive me – I beg to ask if thou hath the power to do something about (looks around surreptitiously) her. She doth plague me constantly.
Jesus:
(waves hand) Not my problem, my dear Prince. I can do nothing to help you.

Hamlet looks disappointed as Jesus looks pointedly at Judas.

Jesus:
And Judas. How is the backstabber these days?

Judas:
(turning to Jesus) Miserable, as I’m sure you’ll be glad to hear.

Jesus:
I don’t know what you are talking about, what reason would you have to be miserable?

Judas:
(wearily) You do know.

Jesus:
Oh! Actually, now that you mention it, I seem to recall…it’s a rather foggy memory but I think I do remember…ah yes, that’s it, it was you who betrayed me and put me into the hands of those who sent me to my death, isn’t that right?

Judas:
(low voice) Yes.

Randomer:
(whispers loudly to Muffy) So how did Jesus end up on the ‘higher plane of consciousness’ like you?

Muffy:
(also whispers loudly) He was brought back to life, wasn’t he, resurrected after three days and all that.
Randomer:
(still whispering loudly) Oh, right, yeah…so why is he still so huffy with Judas then? I mean, things worked out pretty okay for him in the end, if he’s in heaven.
Muffy:
(also still whispering loudly) I don’t think that’s really the issue here though…
Realisation dawns on Randomer as he turns back to watch Jesus and Judas.
Jesus:
You deserve to suffer for eternity for what you did.

Judas:
(softly) It was just one kiss.

Jesus:
(loudly) Well, it meant more than that to me! I used to love you, I used to love you once…

Judas:
(pleading) It was a long, long time ago.
Jesus:
But it’s gone, all my lovin’ is gone. (starts singing, really gets into it) Oh oh, oh oh, it’s gone, all my lovin’- (looks around and realises everyone is watching) Ahem. Uh. Anyway. (turns deliberately away from Judas) So do you all know why I’m here?

Judas turns away sadly.
Jollum:
No preciousss, and we wishes he would go, don’t we?
Jesus:
(with a severe look at Jollum) I am here to put an end to a fanciful thought you’ve all been entertaining. I’m afraid it’s useless and it won’t work.

Randomer:
(defiantly) Yeah? What thought is that?

Jesus:
That you can write yourselves back to life. A foolish notion. It’s impossible, it can’t be done.
Randomer:
Why not?

Jesus:
Because only your creator can write you back to life. No other being can do it.

Randomer:
(disappointedly) What? Are you serious?
Jesus:
Yes, I am. So stop thinking about it. You’re stuck down here unless your creator up above takes it into his or her head to bring you back. Which is unlikely in your case certainly (nodding to Randomer) as she has just died in a car crash herself. (confidentially to the audience) I know these things.
Randomer:
What! I don’t believe it! So I’ve no chance of getting out of here ever?
Jesus:
(tries to look sympathetic) No, sadly, you don’t. To be honest though, it’s not that bad, as I’m sure the others will tell you. Well, I must mosey along. See you all around. (starts to walk off stage, but stops near Judas) Judas.

Judas:
(looks at Jesus) Jesus.

Jesus pauses a second longer as they look into each other’s eyes. Then he shakes himself vigorously, glares at Judas, and stalks off stage.
Randomer:
What was up with him? I thought he was supposed to be all holy and peacemaking and stuff.

Bumblefloor:
That was two thousand years ago. It is remarkable how two millennia can utterly change a man.
Randomer:
So he is only a man then?

Bumblefloor:
(shrugs) Conjecture.

Muffy:
Whoa, a less controversial topic please!

Randomer:
(dejectedly) I can’t believe my great idea won’t work. And it was the first great idea I’ve ever had!

Hamlet gives him a lacklustre pat on the back.

Muffy:
(shuffles feet) Actually…

Bumblefloor:
Yes?

Muffy:

He’s lying.
Randomer’s head snaps up.

Randomer:
What!

Muffy:
(digs toe into floor) Yeah, Jesus was breaking one of the ten commandments.

Randomer:
I don’t believe it, are you serious?

Judas:
(to no one in particular) Is there a commandment that forbids lying?

Hamlet:
Thou sayest ’tis possible after all for us to escape this prison?

Muffy:
(uncomfortably) Yeah, it is. (indicating Randomer) This guy’s idea would actually work fine. You don’t need your creator to bring you back. Anyone except you yourself can write you back to life. But I shouldn’t be telling you guys this really. He (jerks her head towards where Jesus walked off stage) doesn’t want you to know. When he finds out that I told you…

Bumblefloor:
Will he not know already? He seems to see everything that goes on down here. Certainly he was aware of our plan as soon as we had thought of it.

Muffy:
Yeah, that’s a good point. Why hasn’t he come back to stop me telling you this?

Judas:
(shrugs) A gaping hole in the plot that the script writer couldn’t be bothered trying to explain logically?

Everyone nods understandingly.
Randomer:
So, why does he not want us to know how to escape?

Jollum:
Because he’s a megalomaniac with two millennia of power over the dead and he doesn’t want to give it up.

Everyone looks at Jollum.

Jollum:
(quickly) Preciousss….
Muffy:
I think Jollum has the right idea there. Jesus likes having people to boss around basically. If you guys got away from here, life would be a little less exciting for him.

Randomer:
Well, to hell with that, I’m getting out of here! We’re missing too many good things in this place, soccer matches, beer, the Sawdoctors… If my idea has any chance of working, I’m gonna give it a shot. Someone get me a pen and paper!

Everyone looks at Randomer.

Randomer:
Do we not have pens and paper down here?

Bumblefloor:
(pleasantly, handing Randomer a pen and some paper) We do, but you could have asked more nicely.
Randomer:
Right. Uh…sorry…So, where do I start?

Muffy:
Well, I guess I’ll leave you guys to it and head back then. Good luck everyone! Maybe I won’t see you around!

Jollum waves energetically as Muffy walks off stage.
Hamlet:
(anxiously) Perhaps we ought to tarry for a little while. Perchance some evil may fall upon us, should we attempt this venture now.

Bumblefloor:
Always the procrastinator, Hamlet. No time like the present.
Hamlet:
(thinks for a moment, then taps Randomer on the shoulder) Then I should like a heroic return to life with banners and trumpets and parades, fitting tribute for a prince such as I.
Randomer:
(rolls eyes) Right. (begins writing) Hamlet: the sequel. Little did Horatio know, but Hamlet had actually faked his own death in order to escape the throne, which in fact he never wanted to assume in the first place.
Hamlet looks crestfallen.

Randomer:
Having held his breath for five days and five nights, Hamlet eventually digs himself out of his own grave and lives a long and healthy life – 

Hamlet nods enthusiastically.

Randomer:
– plagued by his true love Ophelia, whom he discovers had faked her own death too.

Hamlet looks horrified as Ophelia appears on the stage behind him.
Sound effect: angelic voices. Hamlet and Ophelia freeze in their positions.
Jollum:
(chuckles nastily) Very good preciousss…Jollum.

Randomer:
As for Jollum, when he falls into the fiery chasm of Mount Doom he discovers that he is immune to its dangers and makes a nice home for himself there, living out his days with his best friend, the Ring of Power.

Jollum looks transcendentally happy.

Sound effect: angelic voices. Jollum freezes in his position.
Randomer:
In Parry Hotter’s final duel with Moldemort, Bumblefloor miraculously appears, claiming that he never died at all and that the person who fell from the tallest tower was in fact a dying homeless man who had admirably made his last deed an act of heroism, drinking Polyjuice Potion in order to look like Bumblefloor and dying in his place.

Bumblefloor: 
(nods) Very good, very good.
Randomer:
Bumblefloor helps Parry to defeat the dreaded Moldemort and afterwards re-assumes his position as Headmaster of Bogwarts with a life time supply of sherbet lemons.

Bumblefloor smiles appreciatively and winks.

Sound effect: angelic voices. Bumblefloor freezes in his position.

Randomer:
As for Judas –

Judas:
(interrupting) You don’t have to do it for me. I deserve to remain down here forever.
Randomer:
(ignoring Judas) As for Judas, his rope snaps at the last moment and he falls to the ground, gasping for breath but alive. Subsequently, he discovers that Jesus was a crook who claimed to perform miracles in order to help him along in his quest for world domination.

Judas:
Woo hoo!

Sound effect: angelic voices. Judas freezes in his position.

Randomer looks pleased with himself, but then his face falls and he looks around.

Randomer:
Hey. What about me?
