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PART 1

1.1 Introduction

(A small narrow beam of light shines down 
from the heavens. We see a face. It smiles. This 
is M.)

M.  In the beginning there was nothing.

Or almost nothing!

Before the, you know, universe, there was just one 
single, teeny tiny, hot and dense point. A little spot.

And that fiery hot little spot, it had to make its own 
space.

Some of you know what that’s like. I see you.

So this spot gathered up all its strength and desire, and 
initiated the expansion of space itself. And so, bang!

(Magic! The light expands a little, and we 
see M’s whole body, in a sparkly, all-black 
pantsuit. Like a beautiful alien emcee!)

That’s how it started, more or less!

(The light slowly expands further and further.)

Which is nice and cool and all but what I’m really here 
to tell you about – the whole reason why we’re here, 
really – I am here to tell you about how the world died. 
So, let’s get to it!

…
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Wait. Shit. Oh my god, that sounds so depressing.  
No, it’ll be fun! I promise.

It will be mostly fun.

We begin at the end. The beginning of the end. Don’t 
overthink, let’s just dive right in!

It’s a big story that goes beyond our little town, past 
the houses and the schools into the trees and the 
mountains beyond

(The ENSEMBLE starts to fill the stage, one by 
one, populating the universe.)

Past the volcanoes and the polar ice caps melting

And shooting way past all that into outer space

And way past that maybe into something that I don’t 
even know what to call

because I don’t even know what it is. All the way out 
there.

But

(The ENSEMBLE starts to exit.)

before it gets way way big, way beyond into the 
whatever-you-call-it, it starts small. Like the way these 
things always start.

A small room.

(Lights come up on a doctor’s office.)

And just a few people.

(DR. THOMAS, GREG, and VIV take their spots.)

And an electric shock of information.

(M exits like a shooting star.)
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1.2 Diagnosis

(DR. THOMAS sits at her desk, hands calmly 
resting on an open folder.)

(Across from her sits GREG, very still.)

(VIV wanders around the room like a fly 
buzzing around a bowl of rotten fruit.)

DR. THOMAS.  I know it’s a lot to take in.

VIV.  No. I’m sorry. No. I’m just – I’m trying to grasp what 
you’re saying to us, and

DR. THOMAS.  Would you like me to repeat the –?

VIV.  No, I heard you. But no warning or anything? Really? 
Just –

DR. THOMAS.  I don’t want to mince words.

VIV.  You didn’t.

DR. THOMAS.  I want to be very clear when I give patients 
news like this because / it –

VIV.  God forbid we have any hope, right? No sense in 
holding onto a morsel of positivity. Got to take that 
away.

(DR. THOMAS pushes a business card across 
the desk. GREG stares at it.)

DR. THOMAS.  That’s my direct line, so if questions come 
later, which they often do –

VIV.  A million questions.

DR. THOMAS.  – you can reach me there when you have the 
language for them.

(VIV snatches the card, reads it.)
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VIV.  And this is your cell number? You give your cell 
number out?

DR. THOMAS.  It’s my work phone.

VIV.  Ah-hah.

DR. THOMAS.  Which is a cell, which I carry.

VIV.  Is that true, or is that just something you say?

DR. THOMAS.  It’s true.

How are you feeling?

VIV.  Not great!

DR. THOMAS.  I was talking to Greg.

VIV.  Of course.

(They look to GREG, who suddenly snaps 
awake.)

GREG.  Oh!

Oh. Yes, umm. I’m doing just

I’m not sure.

DR. THOMAS.  Okay.

(VIV sits down next to GREG, a hand on his 
arm.)

GREG.  I’m not sure I quite

understand.

DR. THOMAS.  Okay.

I can go through it again if you –

VIV.  Do you have to? Use all those same words?

DR. THOMAS.  Some people find it useful to record 
moments like this, so that later, when your head clears 
a little, you can go back and be sure that you didn’t 
miss anything.
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GREG.  Okay.

That makes sense.

VIV.  We can use my phone.

(VIV fishes around in her over-sized purse.)

I’m sorry, but I need you to look at it all again. The test 
results, the scans, the whatever. I’m sure you’re great at 
your job, best schools and all that.

DR. THOMAS.  Harvard, Yale, Harvard again.

VIV.  But there must be some mistake. Greg’s fine! – He 
ran a 5k in April.

He just lost some weight, just a little nausea, he has 
diabetes – Jesus,

WHERE’S MY FUCKING PHONE?!

(She freezes for a moment, forces some calm 
with a couple of deep breaths. She finds the 
phone.)

There it is! Right in the [pocket]

(VIV places the phone on the desk in front of 
them, then presses record on her voice memos.)

DR. THOMAS.  Ready?

(VIV nods.)

So, yes. There’s no denying that we are dealing with 
some bad news today.
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1.3 Diagnosis 2

(The stage is blanketed in stars, constellations, 
the Milky Way. [It should give us both the 
sense that we are individually insignificant 
in this endless expanse of space but also – 
Damn! We are deeply significant, magical 
beings made up of stardust.])

(A faint orchestral hum of something beyond.)

DR. THOMAS.  (Voice-over.) I want to acknowledge how 
sudden this must feel. So. Just to go through the 
steps: Your blood test came back, and there were 
some concerning levels that led to a referral to myself.  
I performed the tumor biopsy, and the tumor was just 
above five centimeters.

Which is

not good.

Once a tumor grows beyond three centimeters, we know 
we’re looking at something particularly aggressive.

I can’t give you a specific number. Even if I did, half of 
our patients live longer, and half of them don’t quite 
make it that long.

But you are dying.

And we’ll fight this as long as we can. But it’s important 
for you and your family to prepare yourselves. Because 
it’s happening. And it’s very real.

Before we get into the specific treatment, I want to tell 
you a little about the various resources we offer here, 
including counseling and…

(The sound of something beyond rises until 
it’s all we can hear, taking us all into the other 
side for just a moment.)



7YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO THE END OF THE WORLD!

1.4 Viv & Greg Tell M

(The Murphy kitchen. That night.)

(GREG and VIV walk in, kick shoes off, toss 
keys on the counter, a little drunk and/or 
stoned.)

(They stand, steady themselves.)

VIV.  You okay?

GREG.  Yeah.

VIV.  You sure?

GREG.  Yeah, it’s not life or death.

(The smallest beat.)

(They burst into laughter.)

VIV.  (Laughing.) That’s not funny!

GREG.  (Laughing.) Then why are you laughing?!

VIV.  (Laughing.) Because it was insensitive! And and

Whoo! Oh lord. Okay. Okay!

GREG.  Okay!

VIV.  We’re doing this!

GREG.  We can do this!

(They high-five, get pumped. They’re a little 
toasty.)

God, I’m starving.

VIV.  There’s leftover over pizza in the –

GREG.  Yes!
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VIV.  Wait, hold on. We’ve got to be careful about what 
you’re putting in your body, right? Maybe you shouldn’t 
be eating –

GREG.  I haven’t had an appetite like this in weeks. I’m 
eating pizza. We can worry about all this tomorrow. 
Tonight, we eat pizza.

And drink!

VIV.  Let’s drink!

GREG.  You got it, baby.

(GREG pours some wine for them each into 
some mugs.)

VIV.  Come on, more, more, faster, faster!

(They clink!)

(GREG looks at his mug.)

GREG.  “World’s Okay-est Dad.”

VIV.  That’s you.

GREG.  Mikey gave this to me.

VIV.  M.

GREG.  M. I liked “Mikey.”

VIV.  You have to try.

GREG.  I am trying.

VIV.  You have to try harder.

Why is your appetite back, do you think?

GREG.  It’s like – being sick feels better than being crazy?

VIV.  What are we going to do?

GREG.  Well, I don’t know what you have planned for the 
next few years, but my schedule kind of cleared up –
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VIV.  When do we tell them? How do we tell them?

GREG.  Tonight. And honestly.

VIV.  Tonight.

GREG.  Yeah!

VIV.  You think that’s the best idea.

GREG.  Yeah! While we’re in a celebrating mood.

VIV.  Right right right. “How was work, honey? Your dad’s 
dying! Take a party popper.”

GREG.  Oh god. This is all going to cost money.

VIV.  I know.

GREG.  A lot of money.

VIV.  You don’t have to worry about that part.

GREG.  Of course I do, I can’t leave you with tens of – no 
hundreds of thousands in debt.

Let you carry that, pass it onto Mikey.

VIV.  M.

GREG.  M.

VIV.  Maybe a life insurance policy.

GREG.  Honey, they’re not covering someone with Stage 
Four cancer who just got a death sentence.

VIV.  We’ll figure something out. I’ll rob a bank, remarry 
some old, wrinkly millionaire.

GREG.  Yeah?

VIV.  Yeah.

(They kiss.)

Why does that turn you on?

GREG.  I don’t know. I like when you talk all…
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VIV.  What?

GREG.  Immoral.

VIV.  Yeah?

GREG.  Yeah.

(They kiss again. He picks her up, sits her 
down on the kitchen island. They kiss deeply, 
hands start to wander. As it starts to get hot 
and heavy –)

(M enters, wearing jeans, a sparkly tight shirt, 
eyeliner, a dust of glitter.)

M.  OH MY GOD

VIV.  OH MY GOD

GREG.  M.  
GIVE US A SECOND JESUS CHRIST

(M covers their eyes, exits.)

(The ADULTS rearrange their clothes. VIV hops 
off the kitchen island.)

VIV.  Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god

GREG.  You can come in now!

(M re-enters, still covering their eyes.)

GREG & VIV.  HEEEEYYYY!!

M.  I can come back if you’re doing something / weird.

VIV.  We’re not doing anything.

M.  It looked like something.

GREG.  Well we were, yes. But we aren’t anymore.

(M uncovers their eyes.)
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M.  This is why I never come home.

VIV.  Because your parents love each other?

M.  Exactly.

(M heads through the kitchen.)

GREG.  Where are you going?

M.  It’s two in the morning. I just got off work. It’s late. I’m 
tired.

VIV.  You should have a drink with us!

M.  A drink.

GREG.  Yeah!

M.  I’m only twenty.

GREG.  You drink. We’re not stupid. Come. Sit. Sit with us.

M.  Okay…

Isn’t that the good stuff you were saving for –?

GREG.  Yup.

(VIV grabs another mug. GREG pours wine.)

(M takes a sip, notices their PARENTS staring.)

M.  Can I help you?

VIV.  How was work, honey?

M.  Fine. Loud. Sweaty.

GREG.  You seeing anyone these days?

M.  Umm

Why do you care?

VIV.  We just want to know, we never know what’s going on 
with you lately.



12 YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO THE END OF THE WORLD!

M.  Okay. Umm. I don’t really want to talk about it. 
(Relents.) But maybe.

GREG.  If you’re seeing someone, I’d like to meet them, 
that’s all.

(M takes another sip. GREG and VIV stare.)

M.  What’s going on here?

VIV.  Nothing.

GREG.  Nothing!

M.  Are you high or something?

GREG.  No, of course not!

(VIV and GREG start laughing again.)

M.  What?

VIV.  Nothing.

GREG.  (Laughing.) Nothing!

VIV.  (Laughing.) It’s not funny!

(M starts to laugh too.)

M.  (Laughing.) What?! Tell me.

VIV.  (Laughing.) GREG.  (Laughing.)
It’s not funny! I don’t know why we’re 

laughing!

M.  (Laughing.) Oh my god, just tell me!

GREG.  (Laughing.) Okay, so I’m –

VIV.  (Laughing.) Your dad is –

GREG.  (Laughing.) I’m dying of cancer!

M.  (Laughing.) What?
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(They stop laughing.)

Wait, what?

GREG.  (Very serious.) It’s pancreatic.

VIV.  (Very serious.) Stage Four.

M.  Are you serious?

VIV.  Very serious.

M.  How long?

GREG.  They won’t give us a time, it’s just –

VIV.  Soon.

(Solemn beat.)

(VIV and GREG burst into laughter again.)

M.  That’s not funny.

GREG.  (Winding down.) It’s not.

VIV.  (Catching her breath.) It’s not funny at all.

GREG.  It’s –

VIV.  – terrible.

M.  What the hell is wrong with you.

GREG.  Wait.

VIV.  We’re sorry!

(M grabs their stuff, storms out of the kitchen.)

GREG.  I think

VIV.  Uh-huh?

GREG.  I think we really screwed that up.

VIV.  Yeah.
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GREG.  We probably should have waited.

VIV.  Yeah.

GREG.  Didn’t really feel like a celebration, did it?

VIV.  Nope.

GREG.  Huh.

(They stand, chewing on cold pieces of pizza. 
They down it with more wine. They look at 
each other.)

Fuck it.

(VIV hops up on the kitchen counter, and they 
pick up where they left off.)
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