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Keagan, male. late 20s. Suffocating himself.  

Larry, female, looks early 20s. Moves fluidly between seeking connection and deflecting 

emotion. 

 

1. Preshow Lights A. Preshow Music 
B. Fade Preshow, into Speech 

2. Blackout @ end of curtain speech C. Into Storm Moment 

 

(LIGHTS UP on a cheap motel room during a thunderstorm. You pay by the hour, so there is 

nothing beyond the bare minimum in the room. A bed center, the floral sheets and comforter are 

hideous. A dresser across from the bed and a side table with a lamp alongside it. KEAGAN’s 

bag is on the bed.) 

 

(A moment captured first. KEAGAN sitting tense, still as stone. Detached. LARRY outside in the 

thunderstorm, an utter mess, but content enamored by the storm.) 

3. Special on LARRY- DSL 
(Lightening FLASH) 

4. Special on KEAGAN- CENTER 
(Lightening FLASH) 

5. Special on LARRY out 
(Lightening FLASH) 

6. Shift to General Wash 

D. Storm Moment: Thunder for LARRY 
 
 

E. Storm Moment: Thunder for KEAGAN 
 

 
F. Fade Storm Moment & Show Storm 

 

 (Back to the motel room. KEAGAN sits on the end of the bed. His body tensed in expectation of 

whatever is coming. There is a soft knock on the door. He doesn’t move. The knocking gets 

more impatient until it sounds like the door is being kicked. KEAGAN clenches and stands, 

opening the door and immediately turning his back on it. LARRY enters. She is wearing a large 

oversized, damp, poncho with the hood up and carries a small case.) 

  

Scene 1 

  

KEAGAN: Evening. 

  

LARRY (grunting, rambling): Were you going to leave me out there till I drowned? You got an 

inflatable raft to send after me? Someone needs to build an arc. 

  

KEAGAN (softly): Money, please.  

  

LARRY: Hmmm? 

  

KEAGAN (louder): Money? 
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LARRY: Good evening to you too. Yes, it is dreadful weather. I appreciate you keeping our 

appointment and being prompt despite the hindrance. Oh, it was no trouble. Thank you for 

agreeing to meet with me.  

  

(LARRY opens her case and takes out a large, stuffed envelope.) 

  

LARRY: Where you want it? 

  

KEAGAN: On the bed. 

 

(She tosses the money on the bed, then makes a face.)  

  

LARRY: Ugly. 

  

KEAGAN: What? 

  

LARRY: The bedspread. Looks like baby vomit. You know, like if a baby threw up on it? Or I 

suppose the vomit of something that has eaten babies would work too. Though babies throwing 

up are probably more common than people who eat babies and then throw them up. 

  

(Beat.) 

  

LARRY: If you had the nerves to eat a baby, it would take a lot by that point to push you to 

throw it back up. ...Unless you ate a baby by accident. 

  

(Beat.) 

  

LARRY: I guess it would be possible to accidentally eat a baby, realize you had, then throw it 

up. 

  

(Beat.) 

  

KEAGAN: Let’s get started.  

  

LARRY: You’re not going to count it? 

  

KEAGAN: Do I need to? 

  

LARRY: Loaded question. Two possible responses. Yes or no. But really more than two 

because it could be, yes, you need to count it because I want you to feel I am trustworthy. Or 

yes, you should count it because I am not sure I actually did put all the money in there. Or no, 

you don’t need to count it because I put the right amount of money in there and now I am 

suspicious you don’t trust me. Or no, you don’t need to count it because I stiffed you.  
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KEAGAN: Does the envelope have the agreed upon amount? 

  

LARRY: And then some, doc.  

  

(KEAGAN tenses at the word, doc.)  

 

LARRY: There is a little preemptive bonus in there for you, too.  

 

(KEAGAN starts and stops toward the door, one hand reaching out for his bag.) 

  

LARRY: Is there something wrong, doc? 

  

KEAGAN: Don’t call me that. I’m not used to… usually people are quiet. Not so... 

  

LARRY: If I cried would you feel better? I’m sorry sometimes I don’t behave as I’m expected to. 

Social expectations shift too often for me to keep up. And at the end of the day, I don’t quite 

enjoy being anyone else besides me.  

  

KEAGAN: I didn’t mean... There is an understanding. We have an understanding, correct? We 

both understand there is a reason you are here-- 

  

LARRY: I need your help-- 

  

KEAGAN: Yes. I know. There is a reason you are here. So let’s just keep to that. 

  

LARRY: Ok, doc.  

 

Lightening FLASH G. Thunder: Page 4, “Ok, doc.” 

 

Scene 2 

  

(KEAGAN tenses, again, then turns his back to her and opens his bag. Thunder. LARRY plops 

down on the bed, bounces a bit.) 

  

KEAGAN (back to Larry): You’re getting the bed wet. Take off the poncho. 

  

LARRY: You never know, it may improve the pattern. 

 

KEAGAN: Of what? 

 

LARRY(sighs): The baby vomit.  

 

(Larry lowers the poncho hood.) 
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KEAGAN (turning, surprised): You look… old. How old are you? 

  

LARRY: I’m legal and I thought we agreed to focus on the task at hand. 

  

KEAGAN: If you are of age, and if you aren’t …running from anything, then-- 

  

LARRY (amused): I bet you can’t guess how old I am. 

  

KEAGAN: If you are old enough to do this legit, you don’t need me.  

  

LARRY: I thought you wanted to know my age. Go ahead, guess. 

  

KEAGAN: If you are old enough, you can get this kind of thing done at a cheaper price, by 

someone with a considerable amount more skill. 

  

LARRY: Hell of a sales pitch. Don’t you want my business, doc? 

  

KEAGAN: I asked you not to call me that. I’m not a-- 

  

LARRY: You went to medical school. 

 

(Full stop.) 

  

KEAGAN: Do I know you? 

 

LARRY: No.  

 

KEAGAN: Where the hell did you hear I went to medical school? 

  

LARRY: It’s true, isn’t it? 

  

KEAGAN: Going to medical school and graduating from medical school are two completely 

different things.  

 

LARRY: I get that.  

 

KEAGAN: You don’t need someone like me. 

  

LARRY: Someone like you? 

  

KEAGAN: A hack.  
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LARRY: A butcher. A drudge, a mutilator, a profiteer of misery, a dicer, slicer, mincer, slasher, 

viper, griper… 

  

KEAGAN (overwhelmed): STOP. 

  

LARRY: You’ve got a pretty good approval rating from your patients.  

  

KEAGAN (furious): My… what? 

  

LARRY: You’re not exactly on Yelp. Had to do a little footwork. No worries. They only had good 

things to say, doc. 

  

KEAGAN: Like I offered to stitch them back up? 

  

LARRY: Antibiotics. Condoms. Birth control. You’re a one stop shop. I’d say open a pharmacy, 

but we both know most of your stock probably fell off a truck. (Beat.) That being said, you are 

generous. Almost like you cared. 

  

KEAGAN: It doesn’t mean… I didn’t want them to ever have to see someone like me again. It 

doesn’t mean I cared. 

  

LARRY: Killing the possibility of repeat business isn’t exactly a stellar business model, doc. But 

in that case, I am the perfect patient, because I guarantee you’ll never see me again. 

  

KEAGAN (sighs): Go to a clinic.   

  

LARRY: No. 

  

KEAGAN: There are ones where you can use a fake name, no ID. You don’t have to be afraid. 

  

LARRY (laughs): I’m not afraid of a clinic. They don’t do what I need done.   

  

KEAGAN: They can do anything I do. 

  

LARRY: I haven’t told you what I want done yet. 

  

KEAGAN: I do very few things and I do even fewer things well. I assure you the procedure is 

simple. Even someone like me can do it. Early term-  

  

(Beat.) 

  

LARRY: Are you ashamed of it? 

  

KEAGAN: Ashamed someone like me has to do it.  
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LARRY: Sign of the times, they would say. One step forward, two steps back.  

 

KEAGAN: You’re playing with me.  

 

LARRY: Maybe a little.  

 

KEAGAN: I’m not in the mood for bullshit conversation.   

 

LARRY: Disappointing.  

 

KEAGAN: What do you want? 

  

LARRY: I need an amputation. 

  

Scene 3 

 

(Beat.) 

  

KEAGAN: No. 

  

(KEAGAN removes the envelope from his bag and throws it on the bed.) 

  

LARRY (smiles): Come on, doc. You haven’t even heard me out. 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t need to. I don’t care why you think you need your arm or leg or whatever cut 

off. I’m not going to do it. I’m not the kind of doc you are looking for. Get your head shrunk.  

  

LARRY:  I’m quite happy with the size and overall appearance of my head. It’s not that.  

  

KEAGAN: If it’s infected or deformed or something go to a hospital. 

  

LARRY: The appendages are not deformities or infected or something. They are growing and 

becoming bothersome to say the least.  

  

KEAGAN (motioning towards her chest): Them? 

  

LARRY: Not my--. Come on, doc. Keep up. 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t like games. 

  

LARRY: I do. Everything can be a game. I’m quite fond of red rover, but we would have to get 

furniture involved to play that with just the two of us.  
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KEAGAN: I have better things to do than play games with you. 

  

LARRY (scoffs): Like what? 

  

KEAGAN: I have-- 

  

LARRY: You don’t have anything else to do. You don’t have anywhere else to be. No one else 

to be with at the moment. You defined yourself as a doctor as far back as you can remember 

and once that was gone, so was who you are. Who wants to be friends with a nobody? 

 

KEAGAN: You don’t know me.  

 

LARRY: A nobody like me knows when they see another nobody. I have some pretty damn 

good reasons for being a nobody though. What are yours? 

 

KEAGAN: The kind of work I do is done best when I’m as anonymous as possible.  

 

LARRY: The kind of work you do. Stop dancing around it. You’ve got no rhythm and you’re 

wearing the wrong shoes.  

  

KEAGAN: I’m not ashamed. 

  

LARRY: I’m not talking about the services you provide, doc. The things you do, choose to do 

are the only proof there is some remnant of who you were still inside there somewhere. 

  

(Beat.) 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t know what you are talking about. (And I don’t need your pity.) I’m done. 

  

Scene 4 

 

(KEAGAN moves to leave. LARRY panics and gets between him and the door.) 

  

LARRY: 5 minutes. Give me five and you get paid whether or not you choose to help me. 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t-- 

  

LARRY: Please. 

  

KEAGAN: All right then.  

 

LARRY: That was easy. Can’t resist a damsel in distress, huh? 

 

KEAGAN: Shut up and show me what the hell I’m here for.  
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LARRY: What? 

  

KEAGAN (steps toward her): Whatever I am supposed to be hacking off. 

  

LARRY (backing him back into the room): Wait. 

  

KEAGAN: What now? 

  

LARRY: You’re going to freak and I want you to take a moment. I need time to explain and if 

you freak and run, I won’t get that chance. 

  

KEAGAN: I’m not some trembling first year med student. I’ve cut up dead bodies. I won’t freak 

out. 

  

LARRY: I’ve had bigger and meaner men then you run and hide. A butcher the size of a bull that 

could hack a cow to steaks in less than an hour. I showed him and he hit the floor so hard he 

cracked the floor boards. I once sent a man to an insane asylum. (But honestly that was his own 

fault. He turned out to be such a blabbermouth.) …So, I’m telling you to take a moment and sit 

down.  

  

KEAGAN: I’m waiting. 

 

(LARRY and KEAGAN stare at each other. He breaks first, sighing and sitting on the bed. 

LARRY sighs, then slowly removes her poncho.) 

 

Lightening FLASH. H. Thunder: Page 9, Wing Reveal.  
 

 

(Thunder. She reveals her back, where white, feathered, wings lay held down by a belt across 

her chest.) 

  

KEAGAN (standing): Bullshit. I’m out of here. 

  

LARRY: Touch them. I’m paying for your time right now. It's the least you can do. 

  

(KEAGAN sighs, gives a hollow laugh, and stalks behind LARRY. She removes the belt. He 

grabs a wing. He immediately pulls his hand back off it. He touches it again, softer and more 

hesitantly this time. His hand slides onto the skin around the wings and then over to the other 

wing.) 

  

KEAGAN: It’s … attached. How-- 
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LARRY: I would have thought that was obvious. Do you see any glue? Do you feel the bones 

and muscles and all? Hard to fake all that. 

 

KEAGAN: No.  

 

LARRY: Yes.  

 

KEAGAN: Not possible.  

 

LARRY: Didn’t your momma ever tell you anything is possible? 

 

KEAGAN: It’s a joke.  

 

LARRY: My life, your life, maybe, but this not so much.  

 

KEAGAN: They aren’t real.  

 

LARRY: Seeing is believing.  

 

KEAGAN: I don’t believe… 

 

LARRY: Sit down before you fall down.  

  

KEAGAN: I need a moment-- 

  

(KEAGAN runs out of the room into the bathroom. He throws up audibly. LARRY grimaces. She 

crosses to the door, waiting impatiently.) 

  

LARRY: I’m not paying for the time you spend in there, doc…  

 

(Silence.) 

 

LARRY: Still alive? 

  

(No answer, but more puking noise, then silence. LARRY sits on the bed again, then 

immediately stands, then sits. Her wings bounce and flap as she moves. She goes to the side 

table and opens the drawer. Empty. She goes to the dresser and opens the top drawer. She 

finds a bible.  

 

LARRY: You want some light reading? 

 

 J. Toilet: Page 10 “…some light reading?”  
(UR speaker) 
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(She snorts. She flips it open and steps onto the bed. She flicks through a few pages before 

throwing it away, dismissively. KEAGAN re-enters and stops just inside the room.) 

 

Scene 5 

  

KEAGAN: What are you? 

 

LARRY: Don’t you mean who? 

 

KEAGAN: Fine, who are you? 

  

LARRY: Larry. 

  

KEAGAN: Larry? 

  

LARRY: Larry. For lack of a better name, I choose Larry. 

  

KEAGAN: Larry the bird creature. 

  

LARRY: I’ve been called worse. Though you have to admit, you know a more appropriate word. 

  

KEAGAN: Larry the angel. 

  

LARRY: Just Larry will do. 

  

KEAGAN: So… why aren’t you-- 

  

(KEAGAN points upward.) 

  

LARRY (smiles): I’m like you. I dropped out. 

  

(LARRY steps down from the bed. KEAGAN backs away from her.) 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t think I can-- Can you… fly? 

  

LARRY (laughs): I’d barely get off the ground, if at all. This is a few years growth. They grow 

back slow at first, but once they get this big, things accelerate. No chop chop means they’ll 

match my height in under three months. A month or so after, when they’re strong enough, I 

could fly.  

  

KEAGAN: So, you’ve never flown? 

  

LARRY: Of course I have. Not anymore.  
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KEAGAN: You’re not from here? 

 

LARRY: No, I live a few hours away.  

 

KEAGAN: That’s not what I meant.  

 

LARRY: I know what you meant.  

 

KEAGAN: You’re from up there? 

 

LARRY: Yeah, I’m from up there.  

 

KEAGAN: Bullshit.  

 

LARRY: Well, I had to come from somewhere. If you plan to accept what I am, you’ll have to 

also accept that there is more to heaven and earth then what you are capable of understanding.  

 

KEAGAN: Why me? 

 

LARRY: Like you said, you’re anonymous. A recluse.  

  

KEAGAN: I don’t want this. Just go back to whoever did it before. 

  

LARRY: He’s dead. 

  

KEAGAN: You-- 

  

LARRY: Time killed him, not me.. It takes longer and longer for them to grow back every time. I 

hope they eventually give up and stop coming back. Though that may be asking too much, I 

guess. 

  

KEAGAN: How old are you? 

  

LARRY (smiles): Oh now you want to guess? 

 

KEAGAN: Who else knows about you? 

 

LARRY: No one alive. Doesn’t that just make you special.  

  

KEAGAN: This doesn’t make sense. 

  

LARRY: I thought I was being fairly straightforward at this point. Me Angel. You doctor. Me don’t 

want wings. You take wings off. You get money. 
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Scene 6 

 

KEAGAN: I don’t remember much from CCD classes— 

 

LARRY: CCD what? 

 

KEAGAN: It’s a catholic thing.  

 

LARRY: Oh I stopped paying attention to those assholes decades ago.  

 

KEAGAN: Well, kids go to classes once a week so they can get communion, confession, 

confirmation, all those perks. I went, for a while at least, but I don’t remember reading much 

about angels. Not anything I can apply to this. I liked the proverbs more.  

  

LARRY: The new testament’s not bad. I like angry god from the old testament better personally.  

He’s a much better antagonist for humanity. The new testament is all hippie dippy story time 

and self-help book.  

 

KEAGAN: What you think you could have done better? 

 

LARRY: Oh please, the bible was written by rich men from various unsubstantiated scrolls and 

they only picked the ones they wanted to use and ignored all the others. And the scrolls 

themselves were written hundreds of years after the supposed events they detail. It’s all bullshit. 

The fact that you even ended up with a semi-coherent story, means at least some, if not all of it 

is made up. You need the word of a God? Be kind. Be good. To the other and yourself. The 

end. 

  

KEAGAN: Is that what God says?  

  

LARRY: Of course not. (Sigh.) Me saying I had a chat with God and he told me the meaning of 

life is like you saying you had a chat with the Queen of England and you got into her knickers. It 

doesn’t work like that anyway. What you think of as God isn’t… it’s not some guy with a beard. 

There is no person, just an existence, maybe. I guess. I can’t remember anymore.  

 

KEAGAN: How long have you been away?  

 

LARRY: Long.  

 

KEAGAN: And you never age? 

 

LARRY: Not a day, yet.  

 

KEAGAN: That’s amazing.  
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LARRY: You’d think so, huh? 

  

KEAGAN: You’re incredible.  

 

LARRY: Maybe.  

 

KEAGAN: I don’t think I am the kind of person you need.  

  

LARRY: The kind of person… You’re a little icy I’ll admit, but who actually likes the idea of Patch 

Adams treating them. You do good by the people you help. You care whether you want to admit 

it or not. You would have made a good doctor.  

  

KEAGAN: How did you know--- 

  

LARRY: You think I am going to go to the first back alley bastard I find to have something like 

this done? 

  

KEAGAN: You aren’t my guardian angel (pause)… are you? 

  

LARRY (laughs). Old habits, you’d think. But no. I’ve become exceptionally human in my time 

down here. I’m like most humans, inherently selfish, yet completely aware and overwhelmed by 

the joy and despair of my fellow creatures. Both trapped and let free by my own choices. 

  

KEAGAN: So says the Lord? 

  

LARRY (smiles, sadly): So says Larry. My apologies. Sometimes I preach. It’s mostly 

involuntary.  

 

Lightening FLASH. K. Thunder: Page 14, “It’s mostly 
involuntary.” 

 

Scene 7 

 

( Beat. KEAGAN takes a step toward LARRY again. He reaches for her wings.) 

  

KEAGAN: They are beautiful. 

  

LARRY (dodging): I know. 

  

KEAGAN: Why would you want to destroy something that makes you so extraordinary? 

  

LARRY: I am not these wings. I won’t be defined by them. I chose to be human. It’s cruel that I 

can’t leave these things behind forever and choose to live how I wish. I hoped my actions, my 
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life would make me extraordinary. I made a choice. I have lived so much more as a human. But 

every time they come back, they remind me I’m a fraud. I want more than what my creator 

intended for me. It’s the most human thing about me. 

  

KEAGAN: But you’re immortal. 

  

LARRY:  Yes. I’m stuck. While you all burn and smolder around me like shooting stars, I’m a 

cold dead planet. 

  

KEAGAN: I’d love to see everything you’ve seen. To live so much… 

  

LARRY: And watch everyone die around you? Watch new lives come and go? If my immortality 

could be solidified in me, I would have you cut it out. Rip it bloody and wholly from me….Sorry 

I’m… I make do with what I have. 

  

KEAGAN: By mutilating yourself? 

  

LARRY: It’s adaptation.  

 

KEAGAN: Now, I’m not religious anymore, but this feels like damnation worthy activity here. 

  

LARRY: People damn themselves. 

  

(Beat.) 

  

KEAGAN: I don’t know what to do. They don’t prepare you for these kinds of things in medical 

school. And if they do, I guess I dropped out before I got to that class. On one hand, it’s not 

medically necessary for you to have those removed and on the other… I can only guess how 

hard it would be to live a normal human life with them. How long do I have to decide? 

  

LARRY: You have the time I’ve paid for. That’s all. It’s a choice. Your right as a member of the 

human race. You snip ‘em off or you don’t. But whatever you choose, my choice is to have it 

done. And it will be, with or without you. 

  

KEAGAN: Is it like this every time? 

  

LARRY: Yes and no. Some take it in stride and I’m in and out in a few hours. Others, well 

sometimes they take days. I don’t let them take days anymore. I’ve lost my patience for moral 

dilemmas debating a choice I have made. I had the same hesitation in the beginning. But I still 

chose to do it. 

  

KEAGAN: Who did it? The first time. How did they decide?  
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LARRY: I did it myself. With this dull blade. In a field as soon as I landed. It was all very 

dramatic.  

 

KEAGAN: A dull blade?  

 

LARRY: Like a daggar of something.  

 

KEAGAN: And how’d that go? 

 

LARRY: The wounds got infected. I can get sick you see, I just won’t die from it. That’s a lesson 

I learned early. I thought when I cut off my wings the first time that that was that and I was 

human. Like it was that simple. I thought I’d get to live and die like the rest of you. I learned that 

wasn’t the case much later on.  

  

KEAGAN: You just left? Without knowing?  

 

LARRY: I figured you all got free will, why not me? 

 

KEAGAN: Brave. To do that alone.  

  

LARRY: I didn’t do it alone. I spent the first three-months of my time on earth sick in bed being 

nursed by monks after I bravely and stupidly hacked off my wings. I’d seen faith from above 

before, but never up close. The monks had faith. They found the wings too. Built a little shrine 

and put them in it. When I found it my wings were shriveled and brown and smelled like a 

corpse.  I burned them. Gave the fools the ashes before I left. Heard later they sold them as a 

holy relic. Money makes the world go round. You know that.  

  

KEAGAN: I don’t do this for-- 

  

LARRY: Yes, you do. A little. That makes you human. There are other things you could do for 

money though. Too bad you are hooked on being a doctor. 

  

KEAGAN: I dropped out. 

  

LARRY: Your choice. 

  

KEAGAN (avoiding): What do you do? 

  

LARRY: Factory work mostly. Repetitive tasks. Off the books. I’ve got a pretty good eastern 

European accent I can pull out to pass for an undocumented immigrant. Some days pretending 

to be that is not much safer.  

  

KEAGAN: Kind of inhuman. 
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LARRY: What is? 

 

KEAGAN: Factory work.  

 

LARRY: There is nothing more human than systems and automations and the illusion of control. 

Anyway, you’d be amazed at how human you become when you and those around you are 

being treated and told to act like machines. 

  

KEAGAN: It must be amazing.  

 

LARRY: Factory work? 

 

KEAGAN: Just being you.  

  

LARRY: I would rather been born. I would give up all my years unchanged on this earth for a 

year of aging and mortality. If I could take your life and make it my own I would do it. Does that 

make me a monster? 

  

KEAGAN: Maybe. (Long beat.) I can’t do this.  

 

Scene 8 

 

(Beat.) 

  

LARRY: Surprising. You got me there. I thought I had you pegged. A little reluctant at first 

perhaps. Afraid, of course. But your thirst for knowledge. Curiosity for the unknown. A chance to 

do a surgery no one else in your lifetime will have the shot at. 

  

KEAGAN: You misunderstand. 

  

LARRY: How so? 

  

KEAGAN: I would love to examine and… I don’t know the first thing about amputating angel 

wings. They’re right by your spine. I could paralyze you. I don’t have the skill. 

  

LARRY: Would I be here if you didn’t have the skill? 

  

KEAGAN: Fine, the knowledge then. 

  

LARRY: Easy. 

  

(LARRY takes an old notebook out of her case and throws it at KEAGAN. It’s a collection of old 

and newer pieces of paper. Drawings and notes.) 

  



18 

KEAGAN (laughs): Angel anatomy? 

  

LARRY: Basically. I’ve had almost everyone who has ever filleted me take notes. 

  

KEAGAN: This one is dated 1806. 

  

LARRY: I’d prefer if you referenced one that doesn’t involve leeches if you don’t mind.  

  

KEAGAN (smiles): This is a lot of information. 

  

LARRY: I’d focus on the second to last one. She was great. I liked her a lot. I think she did the 

best job yet ...but I have feeling you could excel even her. 

  

KEAGAN (mumbles as he focuses on reading): Flattery will get you everywhere. 

  

(Beat as KEAGAN studies.) 

  

LARRY: There he is.  

 

KEAGAN: What?  

 

LARRY: The doctor.  

 

(KEAGAN scoffs. LARRY scoffs back mocking him.) 

 

LARRY: You look happy. 

  

KEAGAN: I’m not unhappy. I’m-- 

  

LARRY: It wasn’t an accusation. 

  

KEAGAN: I’m going to need some time. I want to be sure-- 

  

LARRY (laughs): You can’t kill me, doctor. 

  

KEAGAN (serious): Yeah, that’s probably for the best.   

 

(Beat.) 

 

Scene 9 

  

LARRY: Did someone die? 

  

KEAGAN: Excuse me? 
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LARRY: Did someone die because of something you did as a doctor? 

 

KEAGAN: I thought you knew everything about me. I was never a doctor.  

 

LARRY: You left medical school. But I’d like to know the story behind why. Did you kill 

someone? 

  

KEAGAN: I never did… I never operated on living people. 

  

LARRY(smiles): But you operated on the dead? 

  

KEAGAN: They had us practice on corpses. Certain procedures. It wasn’t easy for me. Never 

was. I couldn’t do it. I always killed the patient. A dozen different procedures. Half a million tiny 

mistakes.  I couldn’t do it. 

  

LARRY: You couldn’t save the dead so you stopped trying? 

  

KEAGAN: If I can’t play at saving a life, how can I be expected to save one when it matters?  

  

LARRY: Did you try? 

  

KEAGAN: Yes, and I failed. I’ve accepted that. I’ve accepted what I am.  

 

LARRY: A back-alley abortion doctor? A good one, but that’s all you want? 

 

KEAGAN: You don’t get to judge me, I don’t give a fuck what you are.  

 

LARRY: Please, spare me.  

 

KEAGAN: Shut up.  

 

LARRY: Or what? You’ll run away? Go then. Become another blip on the screen of my never-

ending existence.  

 

KEAGAN: Oh poor magnificent immortal you.  

 

LARRY: If you are going to give up get the hell out of here and stop wasting my time. 

 

KEAGAN: I’m not done yet.  

  

LARRY: Oh really, because it sounds like you are giving up again.  

  

KEAGAN: I wasn’t going to be a doctor. There was no reason to keep fighting the inevitable.  
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LARRY: Your choice. 

  

KEAGAN: No. 

 

LARRY: Who made you drop out, then? 

 

KEAGAN: No one.  

 

LARRY: No one? So suddenly one day you just magically became an ex-med student?  

 

KEAGAN: I left. I had to.  

 

LARRY: You made a choice. There is nothing wrong with admitting you made the wrong one.  

 

KEAGAN: What like an angel choosing to be a human, right? 

 

LARRY: I had one choice I could make up there and I would make it again. Knowing everything 

I know. I would chose living a fraction of a human life, versus nothing at all. 

 

KEAGAN: I had no other choice.  

 

LARRY: You love being a doctor, that’s why I chose you. (Beat.) Things in motion move forward 

without limitation. If they had kicked you out it would have been one thing, but you left of your 

own free will. And that would be fine too, if you weren’t punishing yourself for a choice you had 

complete control over. More than 500 years in this purgatory of an existence and I have never 

once so completely and wholeheartedly regretted my choice as much as you regret yours.  

 

KEAGAN: Please- 

 

LARRY: And you do nothing about it. 

 

KEAGAN: Stop.  

 

Scene 10 

 

(KEAGAN retreats to a corner of the bed and reads. LARRY sighs and crosses to the dresser. 

Several beats.) 

  

LARRY: What kind of motel room doesn’t have a tv? I mean I know they rent these rooms by 

the hour, but a tv is pretty standard even in a shittiest motel room. What do the johns do with the 

other 53 minutes they paid for?  

  

KEAGAN: I had it removed. 
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LARRY: What? 

 

KEAGAN: I had the tv removed.  

  

LARRY: Why? 

  

KEAGAN: As you can see there is a limited amount of surface areas in this pit. I needed 

somewhere to lay out my tools. And it’s easier to sterilize the room without a tv in here. Do you 

know how much dust is in those things? 

  

LARRY: Did you clean this entire room? 

  

KEAGAN: Yes. 

  

LARRY: And you didn’t remove the bedspread? 

  

KEAGAN (smiles): Well… anything that would happen on that bed would only improve the 

pattern. 

  

LARRY: Agreed. But I am pretty positive if we got a black light up in here we would find a lot of 

reasons to not use that bedspread as a sterile surface.  

 

KEAGAN: I had them washed.  

 

LARRY: You’re are telling me you saw this hideous comforter on the bed, took it off, washed it, 

and then put it back on the bed?  

 

KEAGAN: Yes.  

 

LARRY: Wow, you just suck at making choices, don’t you?  

  

KEAGAN: Maybe. …Listen, the amount of pain meds you usually receive seems a little low. 

  

LARRY: Physical pain doesn’t really bother me as much as it does you. And you forget I’ve cut 

them off myself before. Anything is better than that. 

 

(KEAGAN crosses to LARRY and begins to examine the wings again.) 

  

KEAGAN: There is a lot of scar tissue back here. I am amazed these wings were even able to 

grow back. (referencing book) I see you had a couple actual butchers cut them off in the past. 

  

LARRY: So, you're starting to understand the expectations for your excellence in this case are 

not beyond your depth. 
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KEAGAN: You think I can do this? 

  

LARRY: You don’t need me to tell you, but yes. You can do this. …You could do a lot. 

  

KEAGAN(smiles): Your guardian angel is showing. 

  

LARRY: Fuck off. That’s what I get for stroking your ego.  

  

(KEAGAN laughs hesitantly as he crosses to his bag and removes a small pill bottle. He 

dispenses a few into his hand. And crosses slowly back to LARRY.) 

  

KEAGAN: Why choose the name Larry? 

  

LARRY: Why not? 

  

KEAGAN: My name is Keagan. 

  

LARRY: I know. 

  

(Beat.) 

 

KEAGAN: Up.  

 

(KEAGAN dresses the bed in a plastic sheet. LARRY helps.) 

 

KEAGAN: Can I keep them, after I cut them off? 

  

LARRY: Not a chance.  

 

KEAGAN: You let the monks keep them.  

 

LARRY: Yes, as ashes.  

  

KEAGAN: Why not? 

  

LARRY: Do you really think someone like me would let my wings get drowned in a 

formaldehyde jar and thus put my entire existence on this earth in jeopardy? I am not a 500-

year old fool.  

  

KEAGAN: Fair point. 

  

LARRY: There is hope for you yet.  
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KEAGAN: If by some miracle, I become a doctor, will I see you again? When you need 

another... operation? 

  

LARRY: Keagan. 

  

(LARRY steps close to KEAGAN. Beat.) 

  

LARRY: You’ll be gone when that happens. After this, you won’t ever see me again. I promise. 

  

KEAGAN: I’m not going to be getting your phone number, then? 

  

LARRY (breaking away, laughing): Been there, done that. Nope. And anyway, this isn’t that kind 

of story. 

  

KEAGAN: All right. Take these and lay down. Doctor’s orders. 

  

LARRY (crossing to bed as she pops the pills): Aye aye.  

  

KEAGAN: Lay on your stomach, please. 

 

 L. Washing Hands: Page 23, “Lay on your 
stomach, please.” (UR speaker) 

 

  

LARRY: Good idea, unless you are planning on removing them through my chest. That would 

be a new and exciting method.  

 

(LARRY bounces onto the bed. She finds the bible again, smiles, and opens it up to read. 

KEAGAN crosses to his bag and removes his bundle of surgical tools. He takes a step toward 

LARRY laid out on the bed. He stops, hesitates. Stops. LARRY sits up. Looks to KEAGAN.) 

  

LARRY: My choice. ...Your choice, doc.  

 

 M. Stop Rain 
 

(KEAGAN maybe takes another step toward LARRY just as the lights go black.) 

 

7. Black out N. Bows 

8. Bows  
 

  

  

BLACK OUT. 


