
Amber, Rob and Death 

A calling-card stage play 

 

Cast 

 

Amber – 20 year old university student, works at the off-licence. Typical, unremarkable 

English accent.  

 

Rob – Early 30’s, unemployed and a robber. Thick cockney accent.  

 

Death – The grim reaper, collector of souls, tall and lanky. Posh and well spoken.  

 

Performance notes 

The play is one continuous scene.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Stage is set with a table and cash register on top, stage left. Painted cartoony background of 

off-license shelves in front of windows, a dark empty street outside, just barely visible.  

Strong white lighting to simulate cheap lights in off-licence. 

 

Lights fade in. 

Amber is stood behind table and leaning on it, her mobile phone held up to her ear. Person on 

other end of phone cannot be heard.  

 

Amber: Honestly it’s ridiculous.  

… 

Amber: I know. I’ve got exams coming up, how am I supposed to divvy up my time doing 

this crap. Just so I can afford to eat.  

… 

Amber: Well that’s the problem. It’s not fair that you get the full loan and I don’t. Just 

because my parents are slightly well off, that doesn’t mean they can afford to keep me afloat.  

… 

Amber: No. And I wouldn’t expect them to.  

… 

Amber: Urghh, don’t even speak to me about the debt.  

 

ROB walks on stage right. He is dishevelled, with old clothes and a stubbly beard.   

Shop bell chimes to signal his entry. He peruses the shelves. Amber looks up and sees him.  

 

Amber: I’ll phone you back, there’s a customer.  

... 

Amber: Okay bye.  

 

Amber puts her phone to one side. Rob shouts to her across the stage.  

 

Rob: Got any lottery tickets?  

 

Amber: Yes, over here behind the counter.  

 

Rob strolls over to Amber and table, stage left.  



Amber presents him with a lottery ticket, places it on table.  

 

Amber: Anything else?  

 

Rob: Yeah, all the money the till.  

 

Amber: Very funny.  

 

Rob pulls a gun out from his coat pocket, puts it in Amber’s face.  

 

Rob: I mean it. Give me all the fucking money!  

  

Amber puts her hands up, stands back. Remains still and silent, petrified.  

 

Rob: Hey, empty the till.  

… 

Rob: Empty the till or I’m gonna kill you.  

 

DEATH walks on stage right. Covered in a long black hooded robe, a large scythe in hand 

and face concealed with a skull mask. Church bell rings signalling his entrance. Lighting 

flashes red for a few moments.  

 

Amber and Rob see him and shriek. Rob points his gun at Death.  

 

Rob: What the fuck!?  

 

Death: I’m here for Amber Leaf.  

 

Rob: What? You’re just here for cigarettes? Oh thank god.  

 

Death: No.  

 

Amber: That’s my name.  

 



Rob: You’re joking?  

 

Amber: Unfortunately not.  

 

Rob: (laughs) Do you smoke?  

 

Amber: Socially.  

 

Death: Silence.  

 

Death looks around, taking in the situation.   

 

Death: What was happening here?  

 

He turns to Rob, still holding the gun.  

 

Death: You. You were going to kill her.  

 

Rob: I didn’t want to.  

 

Death: Maybe I should take your soul instead. She is innocent. You are not.  

 

Rob: Whoa, whoa hang on a minute, surely that’s not how your job works? Can you just pick 

and choose like that?  

 

Death: I’m not paid enough to care. Someone needs to die. It doesn’t matter who, but I’d 

rather it were you.  

 

Rob: You can’t do that!  

 

Death: What is your name?  

 

Rob: Please don’t –  

 



Death: Your name?  

 

Rob: Robert. Robert Graves.  

 

Amber and Death laugh.  

 

Amber: Rob Graves?  

 

Rob: It’s not funny.  

 

Amber: And to think you gave me a hard time about my name.  

 

Rob: Shut up. You think I like having a stupid name? You think school was easy for me? 

Must have been alright for you, most kids don’t even know what amber leaf is. 

 

Amber: Give me a break, mate. You were just about to kill me.  

 

Death: You’re embarrassing yourself.  

 

Rob: You think it’s easy to find a job with a name like that?  

 

Amber: You do know you can legally change your name right?  

 

Death: I don’t think Mr Graves cares much for legality.  

 

Rob: Yeah I know that. But it costs money.  

 

Death: Is that why you’re robbing this place?  

 

Amber: Why are you even robbing an offy to begin with? Not the best place to go if you’re 

looking for stacks of cash.  

 

Rob: Shut up.  

 



Death: Yes, you’re right let’s get on with this.  

 

Death holds his scythe high, ready to swing. Moves towards Rob.  

 

Amber: Wait!  

 

Death: What?  

 

Amber: I feel bad for him now. Don’t do it.  

 

Death: He was going to kill you.  

 

Amber: Yeah but now I’ve heard his tragic backstory.  

 

Death throws his scythe at the floor in a rage. Drops to his knees, facing the audience. Amber 

climbs onto the table, sits on it.  

 

Death: Christ! What is wrong with me? First I don’t want to kill you, now I don’t want to kill 

him because you don’t want me not to.  

 

Amber: Well, I guess you just like me.  

 

Death: That’s not right. I’m not supposed to have feelings like that. 

 

Amber: Maybe you’ve spent too much time around people?  

  

Rob: Hey what even are you anyway? Can you die?  

 

Death: No, I’ve never been alive to begin with. I’m death.  

 

Rob: Why can’t you just let us both go?  

 

Death: I can’t go. Unless I stop you and take you instead, you’ll kill Amber.  

 



Rob: I won’t. I promise, I’ll walk out the door right now and leave her alone forever.  

 

Death: Someone must die here tonight. I’m sorry but I psychically cannot leave here until 

that happens.  

 

Rob turns to Amber.  

 

Rob: He might not be able to leave. But we can.  

 

Amber: What?  

 

Rob: We’ll just leave him here. Get on with our lives like this never happened.  

 

Amber: No. I couldn’t do that.  

 

Rob: Huh?  

 

Amber: Kinda like him.  

 

Rob: What is wrong you?  

 

Amber: What’s wrong with you? Why don’t you go, just leave me here with him?  

 

Rob: Well you sort of saved my life. I kinda like you too.  

 

Amber: I don’t believe it.  

 

OLDMAN walks on stage right. He is very old, white hair, poor posture and a walking stick.  

Shop bells rings, signalling his entrance. He freezes in place when he sees the others.  

Amber, Rob and Death stare back at him, then exchange glances with one another.  

 

Rob: What’s your name?  

 

Lights fade to black.  



 


