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THE SITTING-AROUND-DOING-NOTHING DEAD
A One Act Haunted Comedy

By Kelly Meadows

SYNOPSIS: We know the dangers of the walking dead, but what about the
dead that just sit around? Well, they’re getting bored, verryyyy bored. When
one of them decided he can’t... uh... live like this any longerghe joins up

CLAYMOR (m)

GRIMELDA (f) oo A zom sits around and does
%he leader of the pack. (52 lines)
RAPPA (M/f) .o, ther'sitting zombie. (26 lines)

GRAPPA (M/)eiiiiici S8 ot a’s twin sibling. (32 lines)
RONJIA (M) v e A walking-around zombie with a taste

for human tragedy. (21 lines)

The author gran sion to portray characters as any gender, if desired.
If GRIMELDA isplayed’by a male, you may chance the name to GRIMMY.

PRODUCTION NOTES

It’s a short play, but you can still have fun with makeup and tattered
clothing, or just a few visual effects to create a zombie “look.” RONJIA
could wear a running suit to signify more activity.
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DURATION: 15 minutes

SOUND EFFECTS
(They will add a lot to the presentation, but they are also optional.)

[0 Car crashes, sirens, accidents, etc.
O Angry crowd
O Offstage scuffle

PROPERTY LIST ,
(Optional)
Pitchfork O

Fake body parts

Fake blood
ABOUT%I’HOR

Kelly Meadows enjoys sitting a ing nothing, but also likes to spin a
good tale with characters<ali ad. If you can’t get enough of the
walking dead, check out Me s’ one-act Kiss of Death. In off hours,
Meadows enjoys wat social interaction at coffee houses and trolling the
internet for typographical
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AT RISE: Four zombies, CLAYMOR, GRIMELDA, RAPPA, and
GRAPPA are sitting around outdoors on tombstones, benches,
chairs, haystacks, what have you. Or even at an ice cream shop—feel
free to use your imagination as to where this takes place. They are
bored. They look offstage, at each other, twiddling thumbs, bouncing
around, etc. CLAYMOR, who is perhaps younger and definitely more
adventurous than the rest, gets up and tries to go somewhere. He
takes a few steps, and the others glare at him, annoyed, he sits
back down, embarrassed.

GRIMELDA: ’'Scuse me?

CLAYMOR: (A little whiny.) I just wanted to. cautiously
gets up again.)

GRIMELDA: (Snap!) Claymor! Sit!

The others sigh at him with contempt,(he sits again.

CLAYMOR: I just wanted to g ewhere.
RAPPA: (Snippy.) We know w%nted to do, Claymor.
GRAPPA: And you can't.

CLAYMOR: This is boring.

GRIMELDA: Get use '
dead, or any other kind
around-doing-n ead.

CLAYMOR: (Disappoi and sassy.) So this is it, Grimelda? Sitting
around doing nothing.

GRIMELDA: uch. That's what “sitting around doing nothing”

ot the walking dead, the waking
ctivity-driven dead. We're the sitting-

CLAY ife!
RAPE ot'a life. Been there done that.
CLAYN Realizes he’s not alive.) Oh. What a death! Then what

do we do?! wanted to go out. Terrorize a strip mall. Raid a football
game. Feast on human flesh.

GRAPPA: Overrated.

CLAYMOR: Human flesh?

GRAPPA: Football. (Pause.) Hard to chew.

RAPPA: It's pigskin. It's just like a ham sandwich. Without the bread.
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GRIMELDA: Well, Rappa, it can’'t be a sandwich if it doesn’t have
bread.

RAPPA: | used to wrap it in lettuce. Low carbs.

GRAPPA: Look where it got you.

CLAYMOR: (Sigh of resignation.) Sitting around doing nothing. With
Grimelda the grouse, and Rappa and Grappa, the rhyming zombie
twins. When | was alive that's all | looked forward, to. Sitting
around doing nothing.

GRIMELDA: And here’s our reward. (A loud auto
offstage.)

CLAYMOR: Wow that sounds interesting. (Hop
to get up, no one reacts.) Ya think?

GRIMELDA: Who's to know? Probably texte
texting.) How R U? (Imitates car
(CLAYMOR, disappointed, stays

RONJIA: (Running in.) This is amazi
fear and agony. You should join us!
perhaps walking around shaking hands, ending with a flourish.)
Oh, I'm Ronjia, the walkin%talking do it all apocalyptic
zombie party animal rolled inteyene!

GRIMELDA: (Disgusted and @ ive.) Uh... ew.

emf They told me about you all. The

. (Imitates
HHHH! Wham.

orry, duty calls!
onjia, wait! (RONJIA turns around.) How

to be cool.)
animal zo

asy, Claymor! Get off your butt!
2y won't let me.
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RONJIA: It depends what group you want to be part of. You need to
have a positive outlook on... well, I'd say life but... (Laughs at a
stale joke.) too late for that! Zombies only have so much afterlife
left in them before they fall apart and ... smoosh! You're a roll of
tape on the sidewalk, then you're a ghost, (Getting depressed.)
washing out a chamber pot from the 1890s in a dank dusty New
England mansion, day after day after day... (Perks up.) Anyway

(Exits!!)
CLAYMOR: (Antsy.) Can we go?
GRIMELDA: Have you been absent for this entirey
CLAYMOR: No, I just think you're a killjoy.
GRAPPA: She wanted to be an angel, now s
RAPPA: (Far too happy.) | think she’s
GRAPPA: What's that?
RAPPA: It's a combination of an angel and a z@mbie.
CLAYMOR: No it's not, it's a mach smoothes over ice at

hockey games.
RAPPA: | like my definition betN
CLAYMOR: How convenien e word means just what you
want it to. Your definitions @ ing my non-life.
erge coaxing the rest.) Hey, are you

RONJIA: (Enters agal
sure you're not _comin here’s enough blood and guts for

everyone! That g while driving thing is the best ever! How R

J to go over? We don't get enough bad press as it is?

RONJIA: Ask me if | care.

CLAYMOR: Do you care?

GRAPPA: | can't believe you asked.

CLAYMOR: (Defensive.) | was asked to ask. So | wanted to be
compliant. (Again.) So, Ronjia, do you care? (A little sassy.) And if
so, to what degree?
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RONJIA: | don't. Care, that is. That human values system? Over.
This sitting around thing? Who came up with it?

GRIMELDA: (With disgust.) My mother.

RAPPA: (Shocked.) Your mother? | thought it was like something we
had to do. Sit around doing nothing. Like penance or something.
Walking dead have it so much better.

GRAPPA: They told me to rest in peace. So that's what I'm doing.
No one said “You're dead, now get up and run a fe
“rest in peace.” Since we're zombies, it's more like * in\pieces.
Either way, athletics weren’t on the agenda. Whighuis,good.
trip, you rip.

RONJIA: Speak for yourself.

GRAPPA: | was. I'm perfectly content.

CLAYMOR: I'm not. | want to get up al .

GRIMELDA: Then get up. Go. See iffdcare.

CLAYMOR: 1 don't care if you careg\You seem to not care and yet
you care at the same time. You otal disinterest in my

happiness except when it ¢ s to stomping it out like a boot in a
puddle. So no, Grimelda, | dc&f:ifyou care.
GRIMELDA: Then what's stopping

Ko

~&S0 how do you get from sitting around doing nothing to
waking, walking and doing everything?

RONJIA: (Over-excited.) Zombie party animal, rolled into one!

GRIMELDA: 1 don't think you can. Unless you want to fight with my
mother. She started it. Everyone’s assigned a category at death,
and there you rot. (Confused.) Not sure how my mom got involved,
though.
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CLAYMOR: | want out.

GRIMELDA: Not your choice.

CLAYMOR: Where’s your mother?

GRIMELDA: We're not talking. And she’s still living. She says she
communicates with the dead, but... not even a text.

CLAYMOR: You give her too much power.

GRIMELDA: Over my life she broke up two marriages and kept me
from majoring in accounting like | dreamed of.

GRAPPA: Who dreams of accounting?

GRIMELDA: (Wistful.) I did, Grappa! I did.

GRAPPA: Well, there are four of us and we're a

your dream is fulfilled.
CLAYMOR: | want to get out and do and see % azy when

\_I'mépaying for it with
other people. You're

| was a kid. Lazy when | went to col
forced indolence.

RONJIA: Now you see how you ca
the “get me a glass of water” type.

CLAYMOR: | am not!
RONJIA: (Explains.) The permis on the couch and wants

ater. “Mom will you get me

a power struggl
CLAYMOR: | did die

fun when it's your idea.

tombstone isn't so complimentary either. It says

hing.”

GRIMELDA*{Mine says... “Didn’t do anything right.”

GRAPPA: | was a procrastinator, so mine doesn’t say anything yet. |
tried to put off dying, but that happened too soon.

CLAYMOR: (Determined.) Well, I'm going to defy your mother. Let's
go.

GRIMELDA: You can’'t! No one defies “the momster.”

CLAYMOR: 1 will' So goes in life, so goes in death!
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RAPPA: What does that mean?

CLAYMOR: It means I'm going with Ronjia to check out that car
crash on 89". Blood, body parts, their loss is my gain! (Imitates a
text.) How R U? | M dead. (Smiles.) Dinner!

RONJIA: Plus you can always swipe a cell phone out of it. Let's go!

CLAYMOR tries to get up, but has trouble.

GRIMELDA: Not so easy, is it.
CLAYMOR: (Trying to get up.) | can do this!
GRIMELDA: That's what we all said.
CLAYMOR: | know | can. Or die trying.
audience.) All our platitudes become
confusing. (FINALLY he gets up.)

ay it! (To
I's very

nor dead-
GRAPPA: Oh, shut up Rappa. know, we know.
CLAYMOR: Off we go!
RONJIA: You'll love it Hum iseryis’a zombie paradise!

RONJIA and CLAYM
astounded and dismayed.

edly while the others look on,

GRIMELDA: (With ce

around again.)
GRAPPA: Bagk
GRIMELDA:

inty.) Well, this won't last long. (They sit

iS. Sitting around doing nothing.
relax.

car crashes, accidents, sirens, etc. happen offstage
through it without reacting, or at least “acting” like

RAPPA: Relaxed yet?

GRAPPA: What do you think happened?

GRIMELDA: Not our business.

RAPPA: | don't care if it's my business or not. I'm going to look.
GRIMELDA: I'll tell my mother.
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RAPPA: | thought you weren’t speaking to her.

GRIMELDA: I'll text. She receives, she just doesn't return.

RAPPA: This is the most literal minded bunch. (Exits, shouts from off
stage.) You should see this! (More accidents and such.)

GRAPPA: What is all that? Rush hour on the 405?

GRIMELDA: No one goes fast enough on the 405 to crash. Don’t
pay attention to it, Grappa. It's just there to distract us.

GRAPPA: That's kind of hard.

GRIMELDA: | used to make all kinds of noise and m never
paid attention to me.

GRAPPA: | can't believe that.

GRIMELDA: You don’t know my mother.

GRAPPA: | mean the “you making noise” pa i do, drop
a pin?

GRIMELDA: Two. (Pause.) We live
So quiet, you could... (More accid

GRAPPA: That's more than a pin. | th

quiet neighborhood.
, it's loud.)
e a twenty car pileup.

Again.
GRIMELDA: TI'll stick with the pm
GRAPPA: (Gets up, determig . I'm curious. Looks like we'll

all become walking dead @ ough. So, I'm converting. From
hodsand miles beginning with the first

now on, it's the jour
step.
care. Just don't call a cab.
ady. Twisted, wrenched cabs with tires

GRIMELDA: Go, t
GRAPPA: | see three

GRAPPA: at's ok. With all these car crashes, I'm sure someone’s
turned into a vegetable. (Runs off.)

RAPPA: Well | gotta go too. Where Grappa goes, Rappa follows.
We're twins, you know.

GRIMELDA: You don't look alike.

RAPPA: Now we both look like death warmed over. (Exit.)
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Thank you for reading this free excerpt from THE SITTING-AROUND-
DOING-NOTHING DEAD by Kelly Meadows. For performance rights
and/or a complete copy of the script, please contact us at:

Brooklyn Publishers, LLC
P.O. Box 248 . Cedar Rapids, lowa 52406
Toll Free: 1-888-473-8521 « Fax (319) 368-8011
www.brookpub.com
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