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“A BREATH FOR LIFE”. THEATRE. HEALTH EDUCATION WORKSHOP. THERAPEUTIC AND EDUCATIVE UNIT. VILLABONA PRISON. ASTURIAS-SPAIN.
Characters: 17



Mariano: ill with AIDS in a Terminal phase bed-ridden in deep coma. 

Doctor: doctor in charge of diagnosis the family the situation of Mariano. 

Nurse: assists the patient in his ward.

Relative: it could be a wife, an uncle, a brother, etc…it’s the person to whom the doctor’s going to give all the information about Mariano.

Death: as its name indicates, it’s going to fight to take Mariano’s life definitely. Its work in the trial is that of the accuser.

Life: on the contrary to death, it’s going to try to save Mariano the best it can. It’s going to give Mariano a second chance. Its role at the trial is defence. 

The liver: it’s the first witness at the trial. 

The heart: it’s the second witness at the trial.

The brain: it’s the fourth witness at the trial. 

The soul: it’s the third witness at the trial. 

Six sleeping fairies: they’re the dancers who dance for the first performance, coming out of his head, waking his conscience to take him to the life judge.

The life’s judge: he’s the person who puts order in the court and sentences life or death.

We are in hospital ward, a patient lying down with typical noise of the monitor. On both sides of the bed, a nurse and a doctor are fighting to save his life; And to reanimate him. 

· Nurse: doctor, doctor. He’s not reacting! We’re loosing him. 

· Doctor: prepare the electros.

· Nurse: yes but I think there’s not solution. We’re loosing him.

· Doctor: calm down women. It’s not going to happen to us. 

(PLAS, PLAS)

· Nurse: doctor, doctor! He’s going into a coma!

· Doctor: I’m afraid there’s nothing we can do. He’s going into a reversible coma. Does he have any relatives here?

· Nurse: I think his girlfriend or wife is waiting outside.

· Doctor: good, I’ll have to speak with her. I hate these moments; it’s the worse part of my work.

(The nurse goes outside of the scene to look for the relative and returns with a women.)

· Doctor: good morning miss, I’m doctor Parra. You can call me Robert. 

· The girl: good morning, my god, no… don’t tell me he’s dying (sobbing).

· Doctor: no, calm down. He’s in a deep sleep. That’s to say he’s in a coma. Anyway, tell me what’s your name?

· The girl: My name’s Sandra. I’m listening.

· Doctor: look Sandra, your husband has been in a terminal phase for some months. He only has nine defences, and his amount of viruses is enormous (more than a million). As you know, he’s got several opportune illnesses such as pneumonia, tuberculosis, and because of his lifestyle he’s got very low resistance to antivirus. He was admitted to hospital with a simple cold, which developed into double pneumonia. We’re treating him with antibiotics but his immune system is so weak that the treatment is not effective.  It’s very difficult for to tell you but we expect the worse. 


(She starts to cry and the doctor hugs her)


Everyone leaves the room. They turn down the lights and there’s only the bed in the scene, with Mariano. Music begins and behind the bed the fairies begin to rise from behind to develop the performance in which they try to wake Mariano. Once the dancing stops Mariano leaves his body and he begins a monologue.

-   Mariano: Fuck! What am I doing here? And this body? It’s me! (He becomes afraid and begins to looks at himself). Am I dead? (He touches himself again and notices some tubes, and realises he’s in hospital). Of course, it’s normal I knew I would finish this way. I’m 32 years old and look at me. What do I have? Look at the situation here. I’m alone in hospital full of tubes. Where are my friends? How did it come to this? Now I understand. Why I didn’t realise before? Everyone who loved me and time and time again fucking hell! Drugs have finish to me. How could I have been so stupid? And now what!   What’s left? I don’t know why I’m not already dead. For fuck sake! Again he looks at the bed; he looks to the sky, puts up his arms and cries. What do you want with me? Hasn’t it been enough suffering? Finish me! I can’t take any more!

· Death: (it appears wearing a black suit, black tie, black shirt and smiling with a lot of self-satisfaction in want it says and it does). Calm down Mariano. I’m here now. I was taking care of things on the other side.

· Mariano: what are you saying? Who are you? Do we know each other? How do you know my name? 

· Death: yes, we know each other. You have been playing with me all your life. Do you remember when you almost lost your life when you were 19? I was there when you crashed your car into a wall. I also walked with you there. Yes we know each other very well. 

· Mariano: shit! I think I know who you are now. 

· Death: ha, ha, ha, ha! So are you ready, Mariano?

· Mariano: do I have to go now? Is there no other solution? 

· Death: but what do you think this is? (rubbing his hands) A fucking game, little friend? You played and you lost.

·  Life: (a man appears wearing a white suit, white tie, white shirt etc. with a happy face. Not so fast vulture! Yes, life’s a game. And our friend Mariano has a short one and I think he wants to make use of it. Isn’t that right, Mariano? 

· Mariano: yes, I want to live! Sure I want to live! I want to live! 

· Life: let’s get to work. We must meet with the life tribunal. We can’t wait any longer. 

· Death: one moment, who said you could have a say in this, young man? Don’t you believe me? It’s too late. ( he crosses his arms and looks angry at the audience)

· Life: if you’re so sure his moment has come, there is no use in going before the life tribunal. Try him before the life judge ore are you afraid of loosing? ( laughing and giving Mariano a nudge) 

· Death: Ja! You must be joking! This is going to be good. Life is affective. So, if you want to try Mariano the time has come. So, let’s go.

· Life: so there’s not nothing to say. We shall see who wins. ( with a challenging spirit, and puts himself close to Mariano)

· Death: don’t you see how things are? (Pointing to the bed). Come on! If the challenge is accepted, we must begin as soon as possible. 


(The bed is removed and a judge’s chair is brought in with a bench on the left and on the right and so it begins the life trial of Mariano. On the right, sits Mariano and life. On the left, sits death and the judge.)

· The judge: (the judge appears wearing his robes and a book, he’s an old man).  Well, good morning everyone. Now unfortunately we know everyone very well. (And that with irony) come on direct to the point. We don’t have much time. (Smiling). It would depend on the result. Ja, Ja! Bring in the first witness. ( he looks in his book). The brain! ( it appears large-headed man in the form of a brain. 


The brain appears and goes to the witness’ stand. 
· The judge: the prosecution proceeds to interrogate the witness.

· Death: isn’t it right mister brain that the accused began taking drugs at the age of 16? His mental state has deteriorated to the point that he has begun psychological and psychiatric treatment.

· Brain: yes of course. Not only this but also he has stopped my way of thinking and development. 

· Death: good. Could you tell us, without omitting any details, in what state you are at the moment, mister brain?

· The brain: I don’t think it’s necessary to extend how damaged I am. Also, my destroyed memory stops me remembering details. On the other side an image is worth more than a thousand words. (He looks at his old appearance.

· Death: (laughing to himself and happy with what hi had achieved he addresses to the judge). On my part, no more questions, your worship.

· The judge: now it’s the turn of the defence. 

· Life: (he gets up, he pauses for audience). Let’s see, mister brain, if I’m not wrong my client began psychiatric treatment to treat his paranoid schizophrenia and to protect against his bipolar pathology a long time ago. Do you think he would have undertaken this treatment if he was going to hurt you?

· The brain: well…hum… let’s say….

· Life: be clear and honest. (He interrupts) mister brain, you’re playing with the life of my client.

· The brain: the truth is: I’ve been keeping a mental stability for many years, since the treatment began, but this doesn’t stop the way I’m fucking filling. And all this because of your bad habits. ( pointing to the accused man)

· The judge: Order! Order in the court, please! Continue for the defence, lawyer.

· Life: I have no more questions, your worship. 

· The judge: perfect. Please bring in the next witness, the heart. ( the brain goes out and the heart comes in and takes the witness stand., fat , lazy, a bit tired, that is, he helps himself with a walking stick)

· Death: oh dear, oh dear mister heart! I can see that you are a little tired and disabled. Don’t tell me the good life that the accused has given you is the cause of your appearance. ( he ironically addresses to the public)

· The heart: I don’t know what good appearance you mean. But since Mariano began taking cocaine he has had constant fast heart beats. (Here he begins to cough a little). Excuse me, your worship. I don’t work as well as I used to. Apart from the heart attacks I had suffered, and the overdoses that I have put up with, I’m old, veeeeery old.

· Death: I understand from your own words that you’d like to finish with those small slow beats you have left. Isn’t that so, mister heart?

· The heart: ok, ok. The truth is I don’t want to finish anything at the moment. Not everything Mariano has done to me is bad. I’d like to say… (Death interrupts suddenly).

· Death: thank you mister heart. I don’t have any more questions for you.

· Judge: are you sure, mister prosecutor? Well, then it’s the turn of the defence. Could you begin, sir?

· Life: now, let’s see mister heart. I didn’t understand you correctly. It seem to me you‘d going to say something interesting. Would you like to continue, please?

· The heart: Yes, of course. I’ve been with Mariano for 35 years. Mm…, yes, 35 years. And in all these years, I have to say, of him, that he’s been a good person, with good intentions towards others. And he has a great problem with self-steam, which has carried him into the situation he finds himself now. That’s why I’d like to add (hi looks defying at death) that he DOESN’T want to stop beating. On the contrary, I’d like to help Mariano to recuperate his life and help him to live. 

· Life: I think we have all understood perfectly, mister heart. And I have no more questions to ask. 

· The judge: ok, mister heart. ( the heart goes away calmly, not without doing a short stop to say goodbye to Mariano) Could you ask the next witness to come in, please? (the liver comes in and takes the stand). Please, mister prosecutor your turn.

· Death: could you begin to explain your general state of health is?

· The liver: at the moment I’m in phase of hepatic cirrhosis type B. five years ago, Mariano began a treatment with interferon some negative results. All this time, the lifestyle of Mariano hasn’t been ideal. That’s to say, bad diet, excessive laziness, drinking large amounts of alcohol, and all this I had to put up with a lot medication. Including prolonged antiviral treatment. Now, since he was 16 Mariano has always taken drugs. I’m so fucked that I only have two ways: liver cancer, which is death, or a liver transplant. 

· Death: you’ve been straight to the point. What possibilities of success does a liver transplant have?

· The liver: the truth is very little. I’m the largest organ in the human body. And I think Mariano has treated me bad all his life. ( he looks at Mariano with tears in his eyes)

· Death: good, I think that’s sufficient, your worship. I have no more questions. 

· Life: mister liver, the truth is that your testimony is very emotional although there’s something I don’t understand. The only way to save Mariano would be trough a liver transplant. Is that not so? That’s to say, it would mean your replacement, so you’d disappear from his body to make place to another liver. What opinion do you have of this situation, mister liver?

· The liver: ok, as I’ve explained it’s the only solution. But of course, this way he would live, and I’d die. What a yoke!

· Life: of course. It’s crystal clear (and remarks the word clear) what your position is (with irony and smiling towards the audience). A little selfish, don’t you think? Finally, I think that… all has been said. It’s not necessary to go on with more questions, mister liver.

· Death: my next witness is the soul. Remember you’re under oath, mister soul. Tell us a little about your life in Mister Mariano’s body.

· The soul: since Mariano became hooked my life has been a torment. I’ve lived having to put up with his behaviour in front of the others, his selfishness, his bad temper manipulations, robbing, aggressiveness and multiple situations in which I had to think I was a bad soul. But I’d also like to say…

· Death: no more questions, your worship.

· The judge: ok, your turn life. 

· Life: these notes are quiet accusing. But, could you tell me has he been the same all his life?

· The soul: when I was interrupted by the prosecutor, I was going to remark how impressed I’d been by his changes in his last years. Since he has stopped taking drugs he has become aware that he had to be a good person.  His selfishness has disappeared; he’s understood that life has to be lived in another way, thinking of others in his family, in definite, living with respect and understanding, empathy, helping others, and learning to help himself. 

· Life: thank you very much. You’ve been very clear in your testimony. No further questions, your worship.

· The judge: ok, if there aren’t any more witnesses, let’s go to the last statement. Your shift, mister prosecutor.

· The prosecutor (death): I think it’s been clearly probed, along this trial that Mariano, during his life, has been playing with all his vital organs, regardless of the possible results. 


Since he began taking drugs, he has shared needles, joints, beers, cigarettes, he’s made unsafe sex, he’s carried an uncontrolled life without timetables or healthy diets, etc. He’s destroyed his nervous system to a point that he hasn’t been able to attend this trial, as the medical report in the power of this tribunal has. 

Other witnesses, who couldn’t come, are the brother lungs. They’ve suffered from several pneumonias, and now they’re dying of cancer.

 To end up, and as a fundamental proof that Mariano has never wanted to live, I'd like to say that in his last steps of drug addition, he's shared needles and spoons with the additional risk it supposes.


All this leads me to ask your worship for the strongest available penalty, the DEATH (a small pause) penalty. And now it’s your turn, mister defense. (He’s looking at mister defense - life - with defy and a small smile.

-
Defense (life): All the prosecutor has said is lamentably true. Tough if you permit me, there's something not mentioned yet in this trial: MARIANO'S SEEK FOR LIVING.


Now, Mariano has become a remorseful person. He's recognized his mistakes, and that has led him to recover his family relationships. Also, medically, he's in a therapeutic community to be treated about his addition, what has developed him into a person who seeks for a new life, being in the last steps of his pro social integration, regardless of his health state.


Since he became aware of his illness, he's put up with his antiviral and interferon medical treatments, following step by step the doctor's advice.


His seek for living has developed him from an interested person, moved by selfishness, into a man with good feelings, caring about the people surrounding him. He's changed from a lonely and sad man to an open-minded person, loved by others.


Well... I think that with regards to all the above said, it has been proved that, without any doubts, Mariano should be sentenced to LIFE, and I ask your worship for it.

-
The judge: I declare this trial seen for sentence. Ok, all people out of trial.


All people go out of scene, the lights go off, the music sounds and different images of Mariano’s passed life appear in a big screen. One by one the vital organs come back to Mariano’s bed and, little by little he recovers consciousness gets up. He addresses to the audience.
· Mariano: I’m still alive! I’ve been stupid playing with my body, friends. I won’t do so again. Do you know why? It’s crystal clear friends… because I WANT TO LIVE! I WANT TO LIVE!  
(THE END)

