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 Act 1 

 (Scene 1)  

Stage dark. Azra on stage. Clattering noise of burglar. 
Kevin comes round entrance with a cricket bat. Turns lights on. 

Azra - 'Good morning Kevin, old chap. Delighted you could make it. I say, your dear wife has superb taste in Tea, quite delectable actually.  Not too sharp, a remarkable taste. Do have a seat. 

Kevin - 'Delectable? Be buggered. But you've got a nerve. I'm calling the Police' 

Azra - 'No need to swear, old chap.  I say, aren't you slightly curious why a complete stranger is sitting in your living room at midnight sipping this most charming tea?'    

Kevin -    (stares at the intruder) 

Azra - You're not dreaming, you know, and, I'm not mad.' 

Kevin -  I said, I'll-call-the-police. now, nick off.'

Azra - 'If you must, please summon the constabulary,'  

(The stranger responds setting the delicate cup aside. He clasps his hands together, so Kevin can see they are empty and says in a businesslike manner.)  

'But one way or the other, we've a matter to settle...'

Kevin - 'I don't know you.  And, we've got nothing to settle.  But let's say at some stretch of the imagination we did, we wouldn't be talking about it at this hour.  Now, if my wife wakes up and sees that you've been man handling her precious china.  She'll start screaming blue murder loud enough to rouse the police here.  So, pack your bongos and bugger off out of my house.' 

Azra -   unimpressed. Long sigh. 

Kevin Donnelley.  Forty years of age.  Born, April 27th nineteen sixty-six. Executive for the Benson Corporation.  Married his school sweat-heart Mary Leach on July 15th nineteen eighty-seven at the local Saint Mark's, two children, both boys, Adam and Dale. Adam's the first born.  The sensitive one - takes after his mum or so you sneeringly and belligerently keep insisting to the poor little tyke. But really, old fellow you must not keep harping on in that tone. It's a fact of life.  An accident of birth, what? Youngster finds your patronising most embarrassing. Dale makes his brother's life miserable from the time the boys leave the kitchen table through the bus ride to school.  He teases him mercilessly based upon your comments. And now, his classmates have cottoned on and joined in.

'You've resided in this up-market gated community with its private security force since you received your last promotion.  You convinced that you're a kick-arse workaholic who is respected by all and sundry.  You weren't always that arrogant, back when you started at Benson Corp, were you Kevin?  Then it was a more relaxed atmosphere, a family company known as Benson's Electrics.  Now Benson's is just another money hungry corporation, Old man Benson himself put you on as a junior mail boy.  Quite a decent chap he was.  Dead he is and more is the pity. He encouraged you to put yourself through college at night. You took on any task with enthusiasm and worked your way up to your current ball-busting position in human resources and executive management not through anything you learned, but by snidely crushing anyone who got in your way.  How am I doing so far, Kevin?'

Kevin -   (Bug-eyed, Kevin stammers)  

'You, you yo… Google me??'   

(He pauses, looking around. 

'Is this one of those corporate kidnappings? You after ransom money?' 

Azra -   (Waving his hands before his face, the stranger chortles softly)    

'Nothing so melodramatic.  Please, permit me to explain. pause I've even poured you a cup of this beautiful tea in anticipation of our chat.' 

Kevin -   Kevin pulls out a chair, sits and lays the bat crossways over his knees. 

Azra - 'Drink?' 

Kevin -   He sniffs suspiciously. pretends to drink it because it's probably drugged. 

'So who are you and what the blue blazes are you doing in my house 
Azra - 'Ah! Who am I?  Well not to put to finer point on it my dear fellow, I go by several names. Azrael, Sammael, Iblis, I particularly enjoy Thanatos, rather Edwardian I think.  But I've answered to Orcus, Yama, Yen-wang and in Japan, Yuki-Onne. For simplicity sake, you may call me Azra?'  

Kevin - 'Aliases galore! You're a bloody crim for sure.  What the hell is it you want?'   

Azra - 'Ah! Hell!' points his index finger at the ceiling, 
Not my arena, old bean.  I defer to the wisdom of another more eminently qualified than I to judge others.  Different job description, what? However, be that as it may.  I am here to discuss your future,'   

 (Azra replies with another disarming, enigmatic smile) 

'That is, if you have one.'

Kevin - 'I knew it!'   

 (Kevin explodes, half rising from his seat.)  

'This is a kidnapping.  I don't have the combination to the corporate safe. I don't keep corporate funds in my home and even if I did, I wouldn't give you one penny.' 

Azra - 'Kevin, calm yourself.  I'm simply attempting to clarify the status of your future.'  

   (Azra responds softly as he warms his hands around the coffee cup)  

'My dear chap, you've become over wrought.  Please, set your mind at ease and see that your family is safe.'   

 (Azra's eyes hardened and his voice firms)  

'But I warn you old fellow, steel yourself for what follows.'

Kevin -   'Bloody knew it, (snatching up the cricket bat)  

'You move an inch sport and I'll cave your boof head in,'   

Exits stage. Comes back slow and confused 

Azra - 'Best I take that before you hurt somebody'   

(Azra says sympathetically prying the bat gently from Kevin's stiff fingers.  Placing a friendly hand on his shoulder, Azra steers Kevin into the kitchen)  

'Well there pause Some chaps simply refuse to listen.'   

(Guiding a stunned Kevin to a chair, Azra remarks pleasantly) 

'I say, for a colonial, you have a marvellous Britannica collection.'   

(He indicates with a nod to the bookcase in the living room before propping the bat under the table)

Kevin -   (Kevin's bug eyes rotate slowly, his slack jaw agape.  Bloodshot eyes swivel to regard Azra dumbly.  He nods speechless)   

Azra - 'A gift from the chaps in the old HR department. Your impending promotion to team leader was the most poorly kept secret at Bensons. But as far as secrets went, you carried two with you the day you strode confidently from the executive chambers. You earned your promotion by surreptitiously devising a complex plan to sack all the HR staff but for four key players.' 

Kevin - 'I, I' 
 (pause)  

'… had a young family. I was looking ou...t......'

(cuts Kevin off)

Azra -' You proposed to an eager executive how you would sack and then rehire a target group at ten percent less than their original wage, double their workloads and increase existing outputs. You had done your homework so well, you carefully selected four employees that are all married, experts in their fields. Knowing that they couldn't leave solely because they were over committed financially; school fees, car payments, mortages...

(goes gets the book and hads it to kevin)  
'Be a good chap and look up Thanatos.  Nothing like a bit of research to steady the nerves and take ones mind off troubling moments.'

Kevin -    (Flipping the pages, he reads.  As he scans, his eyes protruded even further. 

  

Azra - 'I say do take a seat old man.  A bit much to take in all at once, what?'   

    

Kevin -     (Kevin shambles back to his seat. He falls into the chair, with book in hand page open so audicens can see what Kevin was looking at)

'Am I . . . ? Y, y, you, your Death.' 

Azra - 'Well done, old fellow. pause No, you're not and indeed I am. And, if you'll pardon the pun - in the flesh.' 
 (He aimed his cup at the bookcase saying enthusiastically)  

'I particularly enjoy the Britannica description. Rather well written, I think.  Gives me the dignity I deserve, wouldn't you say? Skull like face, black robe, scythe and all that snatching of souls business.  Sterling stuff,

(looks at Kevin) 

what?' 

Kevin -    (Kevin licks his lips)  

'Are you sure I'm not dead?'  

Azra - 'Dead! Goodness gracious me no… Well,' 
 (Azra shrugs philosophically) 

'not at this juncture anyway.' 
 (Setting aside his cup, he says seriously)  

'The point of my visit old boy is simply to determine whether in your future that will occur sooner or later. 

Azra -  Now then, time's short. Let's get down to brass tacks shall we?' (pulls out some kinda book/laptop/work folder) 

Kevin -  This is a dream, a very bad dream. Perhaps I've lost my marbles. Yes, that's it. I'm in a Looney bin, pumped full of drugs. This nightmare is simply a manifestation of too much jolly juice. (starts slapping his own face) Any second now, I'll wake up in a hospital ward with some doctor telling me to take it easy because I've over done it at work. 

Azra -    (Azra's frown deepened. He clicks his tongue disapprovingly and shakes his head)  

'I can see that you've still not come to terms with your situation, There must be questions rattling around inside your head that might help you settle this matter. 

Kevin - (gives question style look) 'why me?'

Azra - 'Good place to start. Speak metaphorically, so that you can stay abreast of your situation without too much strain. 

Kevin -   'Who do think you're dealing with you smug! I've dealt with the bloodiest minded union officials that could be thrown at Bensons over the past twenty years. I'll follow just fine,' 

  

Azra -    (Azra shrugs)  

'As you please. For your information the future is loosely written in terms of predetermined paths.  You do this, and Your future changes for the better.  You fail to do that, an event takes place.  Your future alters for the worse.  Choices! Do you follow, Kevin?'     

Kevin - 'Sort of.'  

Azra - 'Do you recall Billy Brown, good old Brownie?'  

Kevin - (Kevin nods, flushed with a heart-beat of guilt)

Azra - 'Yes, thought you might. Well Brownie choked to death on his own vomit in laneway behind a Chinese takeaway in the West End last winter. Poor chap.' pause

'Fell into the bottle with a vengeance after you destroyed his self esteem, took fifteen years for the poor fellow to pass.  Drank himself to death.' pause

'Bill, who you went to school, played junior cricket, dated the Turner sisters and wagged high school with to see rock bands. BILL Your best friend!' 

Kevin -   (Kevin gulps) 

Azra - 'I do believe it was you who got dear old Bill his first job at Bensons. Over the years, your fellow employees respected your firm friendship. pause 

So, when Bill was the first person you sacked, a clear message went out to every employee who worked for you and to your corporate masters. If you displayed no mercy to a lifelong friend, what could they expect? 

Kevin -   (Kevin nods. But he doesn't really get it, even though he is nodding)  

'Brownie was a weakling. He didn't have the guts to make the hard decisions in the corporate world.  But I did.'  'Look, fellah,' pause  'I really don't know who you are. But if you think that you're scaring me, well. I'm not convinced entirely.  Scary, is when my chain-smoking mother-in-law painted up like a two dollar whore with a bottle of scotch stashed in a brown paper bag comes to visit.  And what's all this hashing over the past bullshit anyway when you've been gabbling on about the future anyway? 

Azra - 'Indeed, shall we?' 

Kevin - 'How come it's you?' 

Azra - 'Pardon?' 

Kevin - 'You mate, you say you're Death. Bullshit! You can't be everywhere at once. I'm guessing that there are hundreds of thousands of people dying right now.  So why you and why me?'

Azra - 'Quite astute of you old boy, I can't be everywhere at once.  Have minion wallahs for that type of work.  Little chappies called Charons, quite dedicated to task they are of collecting souls, reserve the bigger stuff for me they do,'   

'Must do things right, mustn't we.'

Kevin - 'Are you taking the piss? My life is important?'

Azra - 'Absolutely!' 
'every life is important, Kevin. Look, it's like this. Whenever a client is nearing their time, my chappies drop in on a regular basis.  One of my Charons popped in you last week. Lucky for you he did too. Diligent little chap caught you in the nick of time.'  

Kevin - 'Caught me in the  . . . ?'  

Azra - . 'Remember, the communication conference you attended in Brisbane? You were in the gold room talking on your mobile telephone.  Well, hurling abuse at O'Brien in accounts to be precise. You felt queasy. A tummy upset, or so you thought.  It was just after lunch?  Too much coffee, you put it down to. You should have died of a heart attack while you were screaming at O'Brien. But the Charon put matters off. Little blighter reported that the world around you was blurred, couldn't see a blessed thing into the future.  A bit like looking through turbid water, what? Can't have that old chap the future is already written. It's just the path that differs. But you, you've veered so far off the beaten track that matters have got quite muddled. So here I am to clarify things.' 

Kevin - 'Personally?' 

Azra - 'Correct! Can't afford mistakes, delicate business the future.' 

Kevin - 'I'm too important to die and i'm only forty,'

Azra -  'And your point would be?'

Kevin -'That's too young to die.' 

Azra - 'You're deluded man,' 'Forty, four, ten, eighty - it's all the same to me. When your time's up, it's up.' 

Kevin - 'But . . .' 

Azra -  'But, what?' 'that's not fair. Expect extra time for good service to the corporation and investors do you? That is what you were going to say, wasn't it, Kevin?' 
(Kevin nods) 

Azra - 'Somewhat naïve in my view. Why don't you tell the mother of a babe diagnosed with leukaemia what your expectations are?  She'll spell out for you what's fair and what is not Kevin. You've been rushing toward this moment like there's no tomorrow.' 

Kevin -   'Huh?' 

Azra -    'Just take a look at yourself, dear boy. You're a disgrace to humanity, no self pride.  You've put on thirty kilos since you married. You're self centred and egocentric to the point of obsessive. You display a compulsive behaviour in servitude to your corporate masters that Attila the Hun would have been proud of. You've no friends to speak of outside of work. And really, when all's said and done you couldn't call your work colleagues friends. To the staff, you're known as a seagull manager.' 

Kevin -. 'A seagull manager!' 

Azra -    'It's like this. You fly in to a department without warning, squawking loudly and flapping your arms about. You squabble over the tiniest of details with anyone in the hierarchy that your paranoid imagination perceives as a threat to your ego. You crap all over the excellent work of the staff. You pinch their brilliant ideas, claiming them as your own.  Then you fly out again, still squawking and waving your arms about. In brief, you're socially and morally bankrupt, old chap. 
Why you're arteries are so clogged with plaque and your attitude so negative, I'm surprised you've lasted this long. When all's said and done, you're a walking disaster area both mentally and physically.' 

'Life is all sixes and sevens with you, Kevin. When was the last time you took a pleasant stroll along the beach, with Mary? Or took the boys fishing like your grandfather did when you were a lad? Attended a church? Or just relaxed without your mobile phone glued to your ear and a damned contract in your hand? 
Kevin - opens his mouth. 

Azra - cuts him off. 'Never, was when. You're so tied up serving your corporate masters that you don't notice anything, not even your family.' 

Kevin -'Yes, I do,' 
Azra -'Really, What significant event occurred last week in young Adam's life?' 

Kevin -  Adam? Shakes head.

Azra -  'Your son won a combine mathematics and spelling championship, youngest student ever to have scored a perfect one hundred in the history of the private school in both subjects simultaneously.  Earned a university scholarship he has. Think back to last Thursday evening. You were in your study intent on improving the Mc Grail contract when young Adam knocked on the door 

Kevin - nodded. 
Azra - Permit me to refresh your memory, old man.  You tossed the contract on the floor and screamed at the poor boy to get out.' sighs, 'dear little chap was proud as punch and trying show you his prize. You! Well you went right back to work. Lad was gone from your mind as quickly as he fled the study.  Sobbed himself to sleep. 

Kevin - 'Is this what you're talking about? 

Azra - In so far as the sum total of your life is concerned, no Although . . . 'the circumstances do have much relevance in your case.'  
Kevin - (gulped) 

Azra -     'The time of your demise through self neglect. Chucked a real spanner in the works, you have.' 'It's a shade tardy of me getting here a week later, I know. But, well, it's all workloads and no play. 'you of all people know what I mean? Don’t you Kevin?' 

Kevin -'I'll, I'll - quit smoking, take long walks, lay off the booze and pay more attention to the wife and kids, 

Azra -     tossed his head and evil luaghter walks into a RED Spotlight

Deary me, you're attempting to make a deal with Death.  Stuff of novels that. Dickens would be proud,' 

Kevin - 'If your here, it must be because I've interrupted some event over which I've some influence.' 

Azra - 'Well done old chap. But I may mention nothing that will alter your future, Kevin. No matter how short or long that may be, future is for you to alone determine. However, you also have influence over other destinies. Proceed with utmost care, your very life depends on how you progress.' 

Kevin - 'Something, over which I have influence,' pause 'How many questions have I got?' 

Azra -  'Listen here!' pauses 'This isn't some thirty-questions and you get a prize deal. As we speak my Charons are cobbling together a future for your family without you, so be quick.' 

Kevin - 'It's Adam. He's the reason you're here.' 

Azra - 'Well done! Champion effort,' applause, 'now, time's running away with us. What about young Adam?' 

Kevin - 'Adam's smart.' His eyes snapped open.  His stare glassy. 'He's probably gonna make it big, huh?' 

Azra - 'Now you're getting it.' 

Kevin - Kevin's eyes widened even further. 'Oh my lord, he's going to be a corporation president.' 

Azra -is that your final summation?' 

Kevin - shakes head. 'Adam's going to much more than a corporation president. He's going to be Prime Minister.' 

Azra -    'Bravo. Almost there.' 

Kevin -  'My job is to raise the boy and instil in him all those qualities my father instilled in me.' 
Azra - 'And those qualities would be?' Azra politely asked. 

Kevin -'Always speak the truth. Show respect for your elders. Stand up for the poor and less fortunate in our society. Value the opinions of others. Be kind and generous to the disadvantaged. Show mercy and compassion to your enemies, value friendship and love and to respect the environment.' 

Azra -'I have to congratulate you old boy. You almost got it down pat.' 

Kevin -'Hey, wait a minute mate! You said if I answered correctly that I'd get my life back. Well, I reckon I've answered correctly.' 

Azra -  'Tish-tosh, I said no such thing! But clearly, in reflection you can see that your short sighted perceptions have nearly been the death of you, old sport.' 
'Are you mad, man? An Australian Prime Minister who always speaks the truth and show's respect for your elders, blimey that's rich. 

Kevin -    shrugs. 
Azra - 'For Adam to succeed in politics he must become twice the bastard you ever were. Lying, cheating and stabbing his friends in the back must become second nature to the lad.' 

Kevin - 'So what you are hinting at is that I get to live, but only if I teach my son to be a lying, cheating son-of-a-bitch who'll stop at nothing to achieve his goals. Is that right?' 

Azra -     'My Charon's tell me he'll turn into a hard-nosed bastard too. A real take no prisoners type. By golly, you'll do the lad proud too. On his sixteenth birthday, you will tutor Adam in suing his high school principal for failing in his duty of care to provide proper educational facilities after some class mates of influential Brisbane families fail their final exams. Pressure will prove too much and the principal will kill himself. Newspapers will get hold of the story. Adam will be skyrocketed into the public spotlight. The effect of which will eventually be the catalyst for him being the youngest independent candidate ever elected to state parliament. From there . . .' 

Kevin - (hung his head) 

Azra -  'Why so glum, old fellow? You're making an excellent deal.' 
Kevin -'Am I?' no matter what I say or do. If I live, Adam's future is sealed.' 

Azra -'It is.' 
Kevin -   'Then I demand you to kill me now!' 

Azra -'Really,' said Azra raising both his eyebrows. 'You dare to dictate the terms of your existence to me?' 

Kevin -    'I do, I've nothing lose and everything to gain. You indicated before that if I do a certain thing, I could influence the future or by not doing a thing, influence the future.' 

Azra -  'I'm intrigued by your sudden sense consciousness. What's your point, old boy?' 

Kevin - 'Well if that's true, then Adam doesn't have to become the bastard that you've described. I could influence him in other, more positive ways simply by not being around.' 

Azra - 'Spoken like a true father. Pity it's taken you so long to act like one. Yes, and I also said the future's already written. It's only the path that differs,

Kevin and we've just agreed on the one that you'll take.' 

Kevin - 'If I die, what will become of him?' 

Azra -  'His mother will raise him and there's every chance he'll go onto a career in academia or the like. He mig. . . .' 

Kevin -   'Then I definitely choose death, 'I'm an adult. I made clear decisions to do what I did in the past, and was aware of the consequences. I will not influence my son in this corrupt way. I want a deal.' 

Azra -  'Now let me see if I've got this straight.' 'You'd prefer to die than see your son raised to be an Australian Prime Minister?' 

Kevin -  'Bloody oath.' 

Azra - 'Well then, you have your bargain. Your life for your son's future, free of your living influence.' 
Azra stretched out his hand. Kevin took it. 
Kevin -   'Now what do we?' 

Azra -    'I'd say that's fairly obvious, wouldn't you?' 

Kevin -  steeling self. 'Go ahead then. At least now my boy has a chance at growing up normal,' said Kevin emphatically. 

Azra -   'Really?' 'My dear chap, you ought to have thought about that before you set the example you have. You see,' 'I said there's a chance that Adam will go into academia. I also said, free of your living influence. But you interrupted me before I could say that there is also a risk that he may not enter academia. Pubescent boys are highly impressionable. Whether you like it or not, you have by numerous examples of rude, loutish behaviour imprinted into your son's psyche all the bastardry that he needs to be an Australian Prime Minister. 
Oh yes, he will forget how you took his puppy to the vet's and had it put down because it whined during the night. Puppies do that when you lock them in the wardrobe, you cad. But he will remember every detail of how you spoke to your employees on the telephone and treated the limousine driver, abused the postman, harangued the gardener and chastised the local shopkeepers. Like all boys who hero worship their fathers, Adam has meticulously studied your every move.  He will emulate you until he's morphed into twice the bastard you are now and much more besides, but his goals will be set much higher.' 
Azra -    'Remember this prayer, Kevin? Your grandmother whispered it to you when you were just a toddler.' 
Voice over - Now I lay me down to sleep. I pray to God my soul to keep for if I should die before I wake, I pray to God my soul to take. 
Azra -    Well Kevin, it's not God who takes your soul. It's me!' 

BLACK OUT. 

Azra gets dress as Mary wig and all...

Lights come up slowly. Kevin sleeping on the couch. 

Mary is stamping over him. Shaking him awake. 

Mary(Azra) – Kevin? 

Kevin stands up, feels himself. Surprised and elated. 

Kevin - 'Mary, please call the office.  Tell them I won't be in for the rest of the week. And get changed, we’re going for a long walk while the boys are fishing. 

Mary(Azra) – Fishing? 

Kevin - Marches of stage. Boys! Forget school! We’re having a holiday! 



