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CHARACTER NAME BRIEF DESCRIPTION AGE GENDER
Lorelai A woman waiting in a hospital room. Any F



Act 1

SCENE 1

LIGHTS UP ON:

LORELAI sits passively, almost serenely.

LORELAI
Can you hear that? The constant beep, beep, beep? I’ve been sitting here every day, 
waiting for it to stop. I know it’s coming, I just don’t know when. 

Beep. Beep. Beep. It just keeps going. On and on and on and on. Each one reminding me 
that your heart still beats. 

I want to touch you, to take your hand, to lean in and whisper in  your ear, but I can’t.  
Not yet.

Hiss. Psst. Hiss. Psst. Reminding me that air still fills your lungs. The gentle rising and 
falling of your breast, reminding me you still breath. Lungs that once filled with air and 
helped give you voice. Vocals soaring out, filling the atmosphere with songs of joy, songs 
of rapture.

Now, you’re voiceless, songless. Silent. And the world is a lesser place. I mourn this. I 
want to change this but I can’t. All I can do is offer a silent prayer that maybe there is a 
judge who sits on a throne who needs a song heard. Or that reincarnation exists  and soon 
your voice will fill the heavens once more.

I hate this waiting. This constant, endless waiting. The machine skips and I look over. 
But then it resumes. And I am left waiting.

Your brain, once so sharp. Full of rhymes and poetry. Of facts and history. Now the 
electricity still burns inside. It’s almost as if I can hear it, reach out and touch it, but those 
jolts fire the bare minimum. The nerve centers that gave you voice, that gave you 
movement, that made you “alive” are no more. Only the ones that keep you alive 
technically still work.

Your soul, the spirit of creativity, that birthed life to words and characters, is trapped 
inside. If I lean in closer, I can hear the screams. “Let me out!” it cries. “Free me. I don’t 
deserve to be here” But there is no freedom from this prison, not yet. 



And here I sit, in this purgatory. Waiting. I have waited this long, I can wait a little longer. 
I can wait for the doctors and decision makers to decide. To turn off the life support. 
Then I will lean in and give a final kiss. I will take a hand in mine and listen.
 
“Who are you?” 

“For I am Death...” I whisper, and then I will move over, to the next one waiting. For this 
job never ends and soon, I will come for you.

LIGHTS OUT.

END
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