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FAITHLESS
BY GEORGE SAPIO

[Lights up on a couple clearly seniors, HER 
and HIM. They are sitting in a theatre.For  
the purposes of staging they are facing the  
audience, looking out just above the real  
audience's heads. HIM is smiling, thrilled to  
be here. HER is concerned, worried, not at  
all at ease. Initially, they speak in whispers.]

HER
Umm...

HIM
SHHH!

[They watch the stage. HER fidgets, looking  
more scared and confused by the moment.]

HER
I don't think...

HIM
Shhh! 

[He waves her silent. They are transfixed by  
what they see on stage, not 10 feet from  
them.]

HIM
This. Ohmigod. This is brilliance.

HER
What . . . ? 

HIM
We're gonna dine out on this for years. Look at this! Look at him.

HER
No. Wait!

HIM
Will you stop? 

[He goes back to watching the stage with  
rapt attention. She glances at the stage,  
looks around at the audience, etc.]
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HER
Is he... I think he's . . .  he's... dead!

HIM
[Looks at her. Erupts in controlled, subdued laughter.] Dead? Oh my god.

HER
He just... keeled over. In the middle of his monologue.

HIM
[Waves her off] Oh please. Look at him.

HER
I think we need to call someone. He collapsed on stage. In the middle of his act!

HIM
Well, of course he did.

HER
And you don't think something's wrong?

HIM
Omigod. You do realize we're watching Elston MacDonald?

HER
I read the tickets. Hell, I bought the tickets.

[HE makes a “Well, there you are” gesture  
and continues watch the stage. It takes a lot  
for him to take his gaze away from the  
crumpled figure lying on stage.]

HER
But doesn't he [look like he's...]

HIM
That's what's supposed to be happening! Look at him!

HER
I am looking at him!

HIM
Well??

HER
“Well”? 

HIM
Well?

HER
Well . . . He looks dead!
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HIM
Of course he looks dead!

HER
And you're going to just watch him as he lies dead at our... chins?

HIM
He's not dead.

[She inspects the stage, aghast]

HER
He looks dead. He looks very dead.

[He shushes her]

HIM
He's not dead.

HER
He toppled onto the stage floor!

HIM
I know! Wasn't it wonderful? That topple was a topple that only a professional 
like he could do.

HER
He collapsed. He was doing his monologue and he stopped, his face turned 
purple, and he grabbed his chest, fell over and slammed into the hardwood 
floor!

HIM
Shhh! [To other audience members:] Sorry!

HER
I'm gonna call 911.

[He wrestles her phone from her]

HIM
Are you crazy?

HER
Am I crazy??? ME??

HIM
This is part of his act. Do you want to be the woman who screwed up the man's 
landmark performance? This is Elston McDonald, for chrissakes.

HER
Breaking your face bones on stage is part of the act? Dying is his close?
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HIM
He's pretending. Get it? If he actually did die up there, right now, you'd know it 
because he wouldn't look half as dead as he does now because he's acting.

HER
Why would he do that?

HIM
The greats do unexpected things. It's how they stay great.

HER
He was great. He's now late. Look at him!

HIM
[Rolls his eyes] Do you remember when George Carlin came out on the Tonight 
Show and did nothing except stare at the audience for six minutes?

HER
Whaaa...? No!

HIM
That's because you fell asleep in front of the TV again. 

HER
He did not.

HIM
Yes he did.

HER
Why?

HIM
Because he was George Carlin, ya insipid ninny. Good god. You're so clueless. 
Always have been. The obvious practically lap-danced right in front of you and 
you never saw it.

HER
What's George Carlin got to do with anything?

HIM
It was an iconic moment. A completely unexpected, atypical stunt. It was a 
classic incident people talked about and thus became a watershed moment in the 
man's career. No one expected it. That was the point. Only George Carlin could 
have done it.

HER
What's funny about staring at an audience for six minutes?
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HIM
Keep your voice down! You're probably destroying the man's focus with your 
yapping. This is the same thing. Okay, look. He probably went up on his lines. 
He's 86, ya know. Probably went up and this is how he's covering. It doesn't 
matter. All that matters is that we were here for it.

HER
To watch him die on stage???

HIM
By pretending to die on stage. Good god. You're just a textbook essay in being 
dense sometimes. It's a stunt. I guarantee you; Elston McDonald, one of the 
greatest entertainment legends of all time, is not gonna spend his last breath in 
some unserviced backwater bidet like this. He's gonna die the way he should: in 
his bed in his townhouse on 12th street surrounded by the best hookers money 
can buy. You know his legend. 

[She sits, stunned. She looks at the figure  
onstage, then at HIM, who sits there,  
practically slavering at his good luck at  
being here on this night.]

HER
Hookers? 

HIM
He was mad for dirty women. Never had fewer than three at one time.

[She takes this in with great difficulty]

HER
I'm leaving.

HIM
Oh, sit down. 

HER
He disgusts me.

HIM
Really? You're gonna miss this?

HER
I'm leaving the theatre.

HIM
It's two degrees out there. You'll freeze.

HER
I can't stay and watch this . . . .
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HIM
Squeamish as usual.

HER
Would you look at him? He's dead! Look at him!

HIM
You don't get it at all, do you?

HER
Get what? It's over!

HIM
Like hell it is. You just can't take the dark side of things is all. 

HER
I am not having this argument again.

HIM
The dark side--

HER
Yes, I know. “Is where all the good stuff is.” I've always hated this part of you.

HIM
Buck up, chickadee. Shoulda said something years ago.

HER
You like this too much. Too much.

HIM
I simply accept it as a part of life. We must have the unexpected deaths of the 
innocent, the lingering sicknesses, the sudden betrayals, the horrific urges of the 
perverted, the demented and the insane. Elston McDonald knew that without the 
tragedies, we could never appreciate the comedy. And even more important, the 
tragedies would have been just mean-spirited rantings without the fluff pieces. 
Shakespeare himself knew this better than anyone. He'd throw petty shitcom 
after shitcom at the audience and they'd eat up even the most contrived of his 
scribblings. Then he'd hit 'em with Othello. Hamlet. The Scottish Play [crosses  
himself as he says this last title. Gestures at the stage] He knew this, too.

HER
And now it's over.

HIM
Hardly. The man's got years left. He's simply too big, too famous to die in this 
roadside spittoon.

HER
Hank Williams died in the back of a limousine. He died of a destroyed heart.
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HIM
This ain't Hank Williams, ferchrissakes.

HER
Tiny Tim. Kissed the hardwood as he was leaving the stage.

HIM
Hold on. You're comparing Tiny fucking Tim to Elston McDonald???

HER
Fine then. Dick Shawn.

HIM
Dick Shawn?? Dick Shawn is not dead. He's probably playing some borscht belt 
hotel.

HER
April 17, 1987. San Diego. He uttered the line “If elected, I will not lay down on 
the job.” Then he went face first into the floor. People thought he was bluffing. It 
was five full minutes before someone came out to look at him. They started 
giving him CPR and the audience gave him a standing ovation because they 
thought it was his act.

HIM
Seriously?

HER
I'm not making this up.

HIM
Wow.

HER
Yeah.

HIM
Dick Shawn is dead??

HER
You don't know when things are over.

HIM
The good things never die. Now shut the hell up and let the man do his act.

HER
We're the only ones left in the theatre.

HIM
And we'll be the only ones left to watch him stand up, brush himself off, receive 
well-deserved applause and take a dignified exit. 



SAPIO – FAITHLESS – PAGE 8

HER
We should leave.

HIM
You won't get anywhere.

HER
You forget. I've been driving for the last two years since your eyesight tanked.

HIM
Whatever. I'm not leaving this.

HER
Everyone's gone. Look around! There's nobody left.

HIM
I'm here.

HER
This theatre was full. It was wall-to-wall with people we knew. Every seat had 
someone in it that we knew.

HIM
Let 'em go. It will fill up again. Always does.

HER
Now it's just us.

HIM
He still hasn't even twitched. The man's commitment is unbelievable.

HER
It's so empty.

HIM
This... this is amazing. To think we're actually here at this. He's . . . Omigod he's 
perfect. This . . . this is how death should be. Perfection. His complete lack of 
movement . . .  think of the muscular control . . .  the absolute absence of any 
telltale life-giving details. 

HER
There are cobwebs everywhere. It smells of . . . rot. I'm scared.

HIM
It's a moment of complete perfection. Death himself should gaze at this and 
realize he has been outdone. 

HER
I think I drove. I remember driving. I did drive. I almost blew a stop sign. You 
yelled at me.
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HIM
I wonder . . . think I should I take a picture?

HER
Car keys . . . thank god.

HIM
Dammit, you pathetic Philistine, shut your babbling hole! You're going to ruin 
this!

HER
He's dead. You have to see that. Look at him!

HIM
That man is giving us his all up there. Years of expertise and technique have led 
to this very moment and you want to turn your back on him. Good christ, don't 
you realize the body of work this elephantine demi-god left behind him?

HER
Why can't you see this? The darkness is getting denser. We have to leave. 

HIM
“Gazes of Strangers.” 

HER
What?

HIM
“Gazes of Strangers,” for god's sakes. Don't you remember anything? The movie 
where he played the philandering husband, who, despite his unquenchable love 
for his wife, could never resist the siren calls of his admiring public?

HER
I never knew he made that. 

HIM
There's a lot you didn't know. 

HER
It's dark in here. It's getting darker every minute.

HIM
Or how about his TV series, “Climb to the Top”? Eight seasons of a man so 
obsessed with his own ego and career that nothing could stop him from 
manipulating and betraying his friends and lovers to become the most famous 
star Broadway has ever seen? His adventures put Richard III to shame.

HER
We have to leave. Please! I think I can feel my way up the aisle. Oh, it's so dark.
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HIM
Or good god! “Confessions of the Perverted”? His academy award-winning 
screenplay about the sociopathic child molester? 

HER
[Faintly] His . . . what? I never knew about . . . Omigod. Please. Please. The 
door. Thank god. The door.

HIM
And now this. How do you follow this?

[He looks around for HER, but she has 
finally gone.]

It's the faithless who finally kill you. You never walk out on a show, not till the 
script is done. Then you take your bow and you exit. You don't leave before the 
end. You never leave before the end.

[No response. HE barely notices; he can't  
take his eyes from the stage. Time passes.]

HIM
[Leans forward and whispers] I believe in you.


