Zombie Love (2011) CHARACTERS Emily: Female, early twenties Kathy: Female, early twenties Walter: Male, early twenties, undead


TIME. PLACE, AND TECHNICAL REQUIREMENTS: Current era, time is now. Park bench, rising moon light, a dead rat, some dying flowers that are edible. Zombie make-up. Lights up on a park. There is—at minimum—a bench. Emily enters with Walter, a zombie, in tow. EMILY: Right here! This is perfect, Walter. A bench to sit on and a clear view of the rising moon.

WALTER: (Always speaks in drawn out syllables and without the use of lips or teeth. The intention is to go with the stereotype.) Oh. Okay.
 EMILY: Come and sit with me. This will be so romantic. You. Me. The moon rising over the hills. 
WALTER: Kathy. 50 EMILY: Kathy? No, it’s okay. She has no idea— KATHY: (Entering) There you are. WALTER: Ew...nar... WALTER: Trouble. EMILY: Hello, Kathy. (Beat) Lovely evening. 55 KATHY: No hardly. Why are you out here with that? WALTER: Aw . . . EMILY: With “him.” I’m with “him,” Kathy. KATHY: Whatever. It’s not like it has feelings. WALTER: Do, too . . . . 60 EMILY: See. If you’d just take the time to get to know him. KATHY: I don’t want to know a zombie. WALTER: It’s okay . . . . EMILY: No it’s not, Walter, dear. I’m sorry she doesn’t understand. KATHY: Listen. Emily. We need to talk. 65 EMILY: So talk. KATHY: In private. EMILY: This is private. KATHY: Not in front of—of him. Okay? EMILY: (Pause) Fine. Walter, honey. Give us a moment. 70 WALTER: Um...Okay... KATHY: Yeah, go eat a bug or something. WALTER: I like bugs . . . . KATHY: Gross! EMILY: Walter. Remember to chew or they’ll just crawl back out. 75 WALTER:Okay....
 KATHY: Doubly gross! EMILY: So...? KATHY: You need to come home. EMILY: I will. Right after Walter and I watch the moon rise. Walter sees something moving around on the ground. He follows it, grunting/moaning/groan- ing every few lines of dialogue that follows. 80 KATHY: Now. EMILY: Really, Kathy, since when are you the boss of me. KATHY: Someone has to look out for you. Since you’ve started dating a dead guy. EMILY: Undead. And you’re going to hold that against him? KATHY: Yes!
EMILY: It’s not his fault. He didn’t choose to be a zombie. It’s just a part of who 85 he is. KATHY: Part? Huge part! EMILY: Good. KATHY: I just don’t think he’s the right guy for you. EMILY: Well I happen to disagree. KATHY: People are talking, Emily. You’re losing friends. 90 Walter falls onto a small object on the ground and strangles it with his hands. Pleased grunt- ing/moaning/groaning sounds. He gets to his feet holding a dead rat during the next few lines of dialogue. Emily and Kathy are unaware of what has been happening with Walter. EMILY: Let them talk. Walter and I are happy together. KATHY: Oh. come on, Emily! You Can’t let this thing— EMILY: Walter. His name is Walter. KATHY: This undead Walter come between you and your friends. Between you and your family. EMILY: Well they’d better not force me to choose, because— 95 WALTER: (Presents dead rat to Emily.) Ook! KATHY: Ohmygod! EMILY: Aw, thank you, honey. WALTER: Or...ew... KATHY: It’s a dead rat! 100 EMILY: Yes it is. Walter, dear, just put it down over there, sweety. (Points to base of bench. Walter puts dead rat next to bench leg.) We’ll play with it later. WALTER: Oodie . . . ! KATHY: That’s . . . Oh, it’s disgusting. EMILY: It isn’t. (To Walter) (Kathy and I are still talking. Just a bit longer, okay? WALTER: Oon . . . ? 105 EMILY: (Looking up.) The moon hasn’t started yet. It’ll be okay. Soon. I promise. WALTER: Kay . . . Moves off to one side KATHY: How can you stand it? EMILY: What? He brought me a present. KATHY: A dead rat! 110 EMILY: Well at least he put some effort into it. His own brain power. WALTER: Bwains . . . ! EMILY: Not now. sweety. (To Kathy) It wasn’t some cheesey crushed velvet rose bought at some quicky-mart as an afterthought.
KATHY: Dead. Rat. 115 EMILY: You just don’t get it. He’s not like other guys. He really cares about me. KATHY: The undead can’t care. Except caring about eating brains. WALTER: Bwains . . . ? KATHY: Oh, hush! EMILY: Don’t talk to him like that. At least I know Walter will be there when I need him. He’ll listen when I just need to talk. Can you say that about other guys? 120 KATHY: Other guys still have a pulse! Walter finds some half-dead flowers and “bunches” them into a bouquet. EMILY: I don’t have to worry about Walter going out and getting drunk— KATHY: ’Cause he’s dead. EMILY: Forgetting to come home. Sleeping with my best friend. KATHY: That’d never happen. Thank god. 125 EMILY: Or just sitting on the couch, hand in his pants, watching sports all day. Walter hands Emily the “bunched” flowers. Thank you! Walter likes to take walks with me. KATHY: ‘Cause you order him to go. EMILY: I don’t have to order him. WALTER: Ind...oad...ill...! KATHY: Find road-kill? That’s disgusting. 130 EMILY: No guy is perfect, but at least I have something real with Walter. KATHY: Whatever. No one’s happy about this but you, Emily. You’re driving your friends away. You family is hurt because you won’t date somebody nice, and living. Pretty soon all you’re going to have left is smelly, undead, rat killing Walter! You won’t be happy. You’ll grow old regretting your decision. EMILY: You’re the one who sounds unhappy. KATHY: I’m unhappy that I’m losing my best friend. EMILY: You haven’t lost me, Kathy. I’m right here. 135 KATHY: I don’t think I can stay your friend if you continue to date that! EMILY: Geez, Kathy, you can be such a killjoy. I guess I have no choice. KATHY: I knew you’d see reason. EMILY: Walter, dear. WALTER: Uh...? 140 EMILY: Kill Kathy for me, please? There’s a sweetheart. KATHY: What? No! Wait! Walter grabs Kathy who screams. Her scream is choked off as Walter strangles her as they fall to the ground. WALTER: Bwains . . . ! EMILY: No, no, Walter. No brains. WALTER: No...bwains...? 145 EMILY: Just kill her, don’t eat her. Okay, honey. WALTER: Aw...O...A.
EMILY: We want to keep her as a friend. WALTER: Ake...end...! Walter gets up. EMILY: The eclipse is about to start, Walter. Come join me? WALTER: E...ips... 150 Sits with Emily EMILY: Come join us, Kathy? KATHY: (Slowly sitting up. Talks like Walter now.) Uh . . . ha . . . een . . . ? EMILY: What happened? Just keeping you as my best friend. Come. Sit with us. KATHY: O...ay... Kathy sits next to Emily. EMILY: There. Isn’t this perfect? (Links arms with Kathy and Walter) What could be better than this? KATHY & WALTER: Bwains!!! EMILY: Oh, you, two. Look. It’s starting. They all watch the lunar eclipse. Lights out Reading and Reacting *

