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11 MINUTES
A Dramatic Monologue

By Shawn Deal

SYNOPSIS: Every 11 minutes someone dies of fentanyl poisoning. What if
you were one of the someones but didn’t know it? No matter that Megan is
dead... she still has to come to terms with her demise.

TIME: Present.
SETTING: Megan is a ghost and is, at different times, either in body or spirit,
present at all of the locations she mentions in the monelogue. Wegan’s

bedroom, Boyfriend (Troy Williver’s) house, Troy Wil asement, Trial
for Troy Williver.
CAST OF CHA
(1 female

MEGAN (£) oo, Teenage girl.

SET: Bare stage.

PRODUCTION NOTES:
costuming and no pro

can be done very simply: bare stage, no

DIRECT ES: However, you can have her present herself as a

ghost g up paling out her complexion. Or costuming of what she

mig v
throughia

as she searches to understand what has happened to her. The actor should try

orn to bed or dressed in at her funeral. The main character goes
ety of emotions in this: Sadness, regret, anger and depression

to interweave as many of these emotions throughout the beats of this play.
The last thing you want to do is to only focus on one of the emotions.
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MEGAN: My name is Megan O’Hare, and one morning, | simply didn’t
wake up. | died in my sleep, at home in my bedroom, in my bed,
wrapped under a quilted blanket my grandmother made me for my
last birthday.

My mother discovered me. She thought it was strange that
Whisper, our orange-haired cat, was not cuddled up in the blanket
with me. He always spent the mornings with me. | guess | sleep
warmer than anyone else or maybe it's because | never toss and
turn during the night. The position | fall asleep in is the exact

position | wake up in. Well... at least... | guess it w way, it
was because Whisper was out walking aroun ing to%find a
sunny spot to lay, that roused my mother’s atte and why she

chose that exact moment to check on me.

So maybe it is best right now if | re
once was the girl known as Meg
coming out as a ghost, or spiritfor som

ning sentence: |
AprilJO’Hare, and I'm now
of supernatural being.

| honestly don’t even know. I am currently, and really, it's not
important.

| don’t exactly kno ame aware of my new state of being.
Clearly, someti died but before my mother came into my

bedroom that morning.

| was c @ and dizzy, like | had just gotten off a very fast-

ery“go-round. You know, one of those old ones you used
varks, where someone spins and spins and spins you, and
hold on to one of those bent bars for dear life. And you
could do it with three or four of your friends. It was like getting off
one of those, the dizzy feeling, the queasy stomach, the barely

keeping my legs underneath me.

The first thing | remember quite clearly is seeing myself curled up
on my bed in my grandmother’s quilt.
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| even briefly, albeit very briefly, thought—-Wow, don’t | look
peaceful. | must be getting some good sleep. | even hoped | was
having a wonderful dream.

It didn’t occur to me that | could possibly have been dreaming right
at that moment as | looked down at myself. Or that something
unusual was happening. It never entered my mind that | was sick,
or in trouble, or... dead. None of that occurred to me, until my
mother walked through my bedroom door, without knocking again
and said:

“Megs, wake up. Time to get going.”

eard it once,
pause.) I'd love

Always the same wake-up greeting every
I'd heard it a thousand times or more. (The
to hear it again.

Of course, it was always followed y the all too common
complaint of “Megan April, n’t you keep your room clean? At
least pick up the floor. )t tak o steps in here.”

mothers all over the world make the
same complai der if they are taught that? Or was it
something handedydown? Did my grandmother complain to my
mother e messy state of her bedroom? Is it just natural

Typical mother beh

instincts pear when you become a mother? | guess | will
n
As other tried to gauge the correct and safe place to move her

foot, she had noticed that | had yet to respond.

| saw the concern cross her face. It was in her eyes really, and |
watched her venture across the forbidden jungle that was my
bedroom floor.
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She stretched out her hand to touch my face. She went for my
forehead. Probably thought | was sick, running a fever, most likely.
I’'m not sure if anything else had crossed her mind yet. I'm sure she
was expecting to feel a hot forehead, or even a clammy one, but
she got a rigid cold one.

“Megs?” She said in an elevated voice. Not quite high pitched, but
certainly with a huge spoonful of panic. Her hand left my forehead
and went to my shoulder and shook it. “Megs, wake up!” That was
said in something smaller than a shout. Then came the ffull-blown
“MEGS, WAKE UPY”

That's when the crying began and the scre pure agony
escaped my mother’s lungs.

In this entire story, that was the absalute w oment, seeing all
the pain on my mother’s face, to heagall the pain from my mother’s
soul. It was at that moment | tglily felt other’s love.

It's not that | didn’t kno
me. But when you
granted. | mean,

vedyne. Of course, | knew she loved
@ enager, sometimes you take it for

hefe every day, packing my lunch for
school, taking rleader practice, fixing my dinner, washing
my clothes. Theyywere all the everyday tasks that my mom did

becaus ved me. It's easy to take those everyday things for
granted

@ as, watching my mother in more pain than she had ever
beemin™in her life—knowing it was all because she loved me. She

ran out of my bedroom screaming, crying. Off, | presume, to call
911.

Obviously, it was too late for that—too late for me.
| had a heart condition when | was alive. Technically, | had a heart

murmur ever since | was a baby. | took medication for it. It was
very exacting—-the same dosage, the same time every day. So it
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was immediately thought that | had had some sort of heart episode
or | had stopped taking my pills.

Like | would have done that.

| knew how important it was to take the medication and to take it on
time. They thought | may have taken too much. | admit, | could
have done that. It was so automatic to take the pills that sometimes
| would forget if | had or had not taken them.

| could have made that mistake pretty easily.

Frankly, that's what most everyone thought. Q
| had been under some pressure wit @ at school and
cheerleading, and this led to me er forgétting to take the
medication or taking too much of it.

My mom beat herself up ot making sure | was taking my
medicine correctly. S edWerself. She cried all the time.
Every time she went bathroom at night before bed, and
often, if she just sudde embered something about me, she
cried. Itwas h h.

Here’s
someth

The last thing | did remember was being over at my boyfriend’s
house and having a smoke.

Troy Williver was one of the wide receivers for our high school
football team. He was the one who caught the go-ahead touchdown
that put our team in the state playoffs for the first time in fifteen
years, and he was my boyfriend.

My last two weeks alive were the greatest two weeks of my life.
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