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DON’T NEEDLE ME 
by 

Steven Verrier 
 

NAT, a student (male or female) standing in line, notices a 
fellow student, BREN (male or female), far back in line. 
 
NAT:  Bren! Up here! Bren! 
BREN:  (approaching) What’s up, Nat? 
NAT:  Won’t you join me? 
BREN:  (nervously, as nearly throughout) No, thanks. I don’t 

want to butt in. 
NAT:  We’re not lined up for concert tickets. Nobody will mind if 

you come up here. 
BREN:  That’s all right. I’ll just go back where I was. 
NAT:  What for? (addressing invisible others) Does anybody 

mind if Bren butts in here? (to BREN) See? Nobody does. 
Come on. (After some hesitation, BREN joins NAT in line.)  
Since when are you so opposed to cutting in line? If we were at 
the cinema, I know for a fact you’d find a way up near the front 
in a hurry. 

BREN:  I just think we ought to act like adults today. This is 
serious business, after all. 

NAT:  Serious? Lining up in the school gym and … (looking 
ahead in line) There goes Hilda McNair. She thinks she’s so 
good her blood will come out blue. (grabbing BREN) Where 
are you going? 

BREN:  Just back to my place in line. I really don’t want to butt in. 
(beat) Let go! 

NAT:  Only if you promise not to go back to where you were. 
BREN:  All right. I promise. (tries to escape) 
NAT:  (grabbing BREN) You promised. 
BREN:   I’m not going back where I was. 
NAT:  Where are you going? 
BREN:  To the end of the line. 
NAT:  Are you crazy? Look how long the line is already. 
BREN:  That’s all right. 
NAT:  If you go back there, you’ll be here all afternoon. It’ll be an 

hour after school gets out, easy, before you get anywhere near 
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where we are now. Remember last time the Red Cross came to 
the school? 

BREN:  Not exactly. 
NAT:  Well, I do. I got stuck back in line like you, and it was nearly 

five-thirty before they finally let me go. That’s why I made sure 
to get here early this time. We don’t have to set foot in another 
classroom today as long as we’re here, and if they get through 
with us early we’re free to go home. Go back to the end of the 
line now, though, and you’ll be stuck here nearly till supper. 

 
(After BREN rejoins NAT in line, NAT pretends to jab a needle 
into his/her arm, then makes a loud sucking noise followed 
by an attempt at looking woozy.) 
 
BREN:  Stop it! (beat) Why do they take everybody behind that 

curtain? Why not do everything out in the open? 
NAT:  Because they wouldn’t get any new donors that way. The 

first-timers would run away if they could see behind that 
curtain. 

BREN:  Why? What would they see? 
NAT:  Oh, that’s it! You wanted to go to the end of the line 

because you’ve never given blood! Well, well, well. They’ll be 
thrilled you came along. This tree’s never been tapped. Eight 
pints of virgin blood just waiting to be – 

BREN:  Don’t talk like that. 
NAT:  Oh, there’s nothing to it. All they do is jab a spigot into your 

arm, fill up a bag, keep you lying down a bit, give you some 
juice and a cookie, then out you stagger like a drunk. 

 
(They take a step or two forward.) 
 
BREN:  What’s a spigot? 
NAT:  I don’t know. It’s like a chisel, I guess. 
BREN:  A chisel? 
NAT:  Just kidding. They use a drill. 
BREN:  No, they don’t. It’s just a needle. (beat) How long a 

needle? 
NAT:  (indicating with fingers stretched to the limit) Like this. 

You see, it’s got to be long enough to go right through your arm 
so the blood can drip out on the other side. 
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BREN:  Stop it. It drips into a tube. 
NAT:  How many times have you given blood? 
BREN:  Once. 
NAT:  I thought – 
BREN:  Counting this time. 
NAT:  Well, then, you’d better listen to me. Got a bullet to bite on? 
BREN:  No. 
NAT:  A cyanide capsule? 
BREN:  No. (beat) How does it feel? 
NAT:  Ever been stung by a bee? 
BREN:  Yes. 
NAT:  And you’ve eaten turkey, right? 
BREN:  Why? 
NAT:  Imagine being stung by a bee the size of a turkey. 
BREN:  Oh, come on. 
NAT:  Do you clot well? 
BREN:  What? 
NAT:  How’s your clotting? 
BREN:  Okay, I guess. 
NAT:  You’d better not guess. If you don’t clot, you’ll rot. 
BREN:  Stop it. If you’re tough enough to give blood, so am I. 
NAT:  It’s not just a matter of being tough. 
BREN:  What? 
 
(They take a step or two forward.) 
 
NAT:  Even notice all the green on this floor? 
BREN:  So? 
NAT:  You’ve seen The Green Mile, right? 
BREN:  What were you saying about not being tough? 
NAT:  Oh, you’ve got to be tough. 
BREN: But you said – 
NAT:  I said being tough wasn’t enough. 
BREN:  Well, what is enough? 
NAT:  I’ve been here enough times I can tell the nurse exactly 

where to put the needle. (indicating) This is the spot. I won’t 
even feel it if the needle goes here. 

BREN:  (pointing at his/her own arm) Here? 
NAT:  I don’t know about your arm. Tense it up. (BREN 

complies.) Tighter. Make a fist and squeeze. (examining) 
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Hard to tell. You can’t even see the veins. In your case, it’ll be a 
matter of trial and error. 

BREN:  Error? 
NAT:  You know, hitting a bunch of wrong spots before they get to 

the right one. That’s what happened to me the first few times I 
gave blood. If you’re lucky, once they hit the right spot you’ll get 
a scar there and it’ll be easy for them to find that place next 
time. (beat) Of course, if they keep hitting the wrong place first, 
you’ll be full of scars and that won’t really help you much. 

BREN:  How many times did they – 
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