INTRODUCTION

Narrator:  Hi.  Today you will be hearing a play called “Lifelines.”  This play is about my life dealing with asthma. It talks about my ups and downs with this troubling problem.

Asthma is defined as “ a chronic disease of the respiratory system in which the airways occasionally constrict, become inflamed, and are lined with excessive amounts of mucous, often in response to one or more triggers.”  

I know this might seem boring but it’s entertaining as well as knowledgeable.  This story portrays my life very significantly.  I am and will always be dealing with my problem.

I remember that day in the Doctor’s office when I found out for sure that I had asthma.  I was just 7 years old, so boy oh boy, I didn’t know what to make of it.  Looka here, let me show you…
SCENE ONE:  Doctor’s Office

Mrs. Newman and her Child Rose are waiting in the Doctor’s Office. Doctor enters.

Doctor:  Good Morning, Rose.  How are we today?  Today I will be giving you a skin graph test.  Because you have been wheezing when you have colds, my fellow doctors and I believe that you are an asthmatic.  Now we need to find out which allergens trigger your asthma.

Rose: What’s a trigger? You going to shoot me?

Doctor: Of course I am (Make a gun hand gesture) but you’re going to be okay.  You’re already in the hospital with the best medical personnel ever. 

Rose: (Looks at her mom like what the H#$% is going on)

Doctor: Just playing.

Rose:  Will this hurt?  How it start?

Doctor:  Well, this is how it goes:  I am going to create tiny holes in your skin with this needle, then put small amounts of allergens – those are the triggers --- into the tiny holes.  First, though, I’m going to need your help, Ms. Newman, to restrain Rose.  It’s going to hurt a little, but it will be over very soon.  Okay, here we go, Rose, take a deep breath..

Rose:  Ouch!

He starts to do the test. When he finishes, Rose wants to scratch, but Mom stops her.  As the Doctor recites the name of each allergen, they appear.  Rose sneezes and coughs as they come near to her.

Doctor:  Ahhh, well, Rose, it seems like your triggers are …Cologne…

Cologne:  I am Cologne and I smell good, baby.  I ain’t gonna hurt you.

Doctor:  Animal Fur…

Animal fur:  Bark!  Bark!  Pet me, I cute, pet me, I cute!

Doctor:  And pollen…

Pollen:  Smell me.  I so pretty, look at my petals.  Pick me up and put me in a vase.
Rose:  Leave me alone, stop it, stop it!

Doctor:  Okay, Ms. Newman, can you please come over here so we can discuss the results of Rose’s test privately?

Mom:  Okay, sir. (she walks over)

Doctor:  Well, Ms. Newman, we are prescribing Rose a few medicines.  

As the Doctor talks about each medicine, he puts a large box of sample prescriptions in Mom’s hands.  First, one at a time, then a few more, then a whole bunch.

The first medicine is Advair which will reduce her chance of having an attack.  Of this she needs to take two puffs once a day.  Number 2 is an inhaler, and whenever she feels wheezy, you should administer her two puffs every 4 hours.  Now, it’s VERY IMPORTANT:  If her symptoms do not improve, get her medical attention immediately, because this medicine can really kill you.  Number 3 is Claritin, this will help her allergens from troubling her.  Rose needs to take 2 of these 4 times a day, except on Tuesdays, when she needs to take 4 of them 2 times a day.  Oh, and the same thing on the 3rd, 12th and 23rd of each month that begins with an “R.”  We will also be giving her Singulair --- have her take one of these just once a day --- but make sure it’s every single day.  If you miss even one day of this medicine it’s curtains for sure.  And finally, the “piece de resistance,” the “crème de la crème” in Rose’s new little pharmacy, the very last medicine is Nasonex; administer her 2 puffs in each nostril twice a day.  Just try to get these filled and come back in about a week for a check up, okay?

Mom:  Thank you, Doctor ???

Doctor:  You’re welcome, Ms. Newman (walks out)

Mom:  Rose, now the problem you have is very serious, so you have to be careful.

Rose:  Yeah, Yeah.  Now can I please get some ice cream?!!

Mom:  Rose, listen!  You better keep still.  You need to watch out for your allergens.  As soon as I go home we are going to put all of your stuffed animals in a bag in the attic.  Then we are going to dust your entire room.  But first we are going to Wal-mart and pick up those dust covers and pillows. Rose, if you dare have another one of these asthma attacks, you are gonna see just how much pain you can be in.

Rose:  Can I get some ice cream please?  (Sneezes) 

Mom:  This is just what I mean:  you ain’t gonna be happy ‘til you in the hospital.

SCENE TWO:  Classroom

Mrs. Smith:  Hello, Freshman, I am Mrs. Smith, your new Biology I teacher.  Today we are going to learn about asthma. You are now going to preview a slideshow about asthma.  If you have any questions, please hold them to the end of the presentation. 

The slides have titles like “What is Asthma?”, “Causes of Asthma,’ etc.  Mrs. Smith continues to narrate animatedly but silently.

Narrator: I Remember that day --- it was seven years later, the first day of school my Freshman year.  I was just 13 years old and [already a rebellious little teenager.  I certainly didn’t want anybody telling me about myself or my condition].  But I swear to you, I tried really hard to sit still and listen, and that teacher went on and on and on so I kind of blanked out.   Somewhere after she started to talk about mucus build up, and chronic illness, and something else,I just lost it…
Rose gets up and storms out of the room.  Her friends run after her.

Roque: What's wrong! Chill out, calm down.

Rose: Man, I couldn't watch that anymore, that was just useless hearing them tell me I can’t do this, I can’t do that. I might as well just die right now ‘cause basically I can’t do nothing.  I am a vegetable just waiting for the plug to be pulled. 

Roque: What are you talking about?

Rose: Man that stupid presentation on asthma. This woman was in there saying that you can’t run, you shouldn't be outside during the season that your allergens are around, and a whole heap of bull.

Roque: So what, you got asthma?  Since when?

Rose: I was diagnosed at 7, so you could say about 7 years. Man, why me? Why me? What have I ever done to deserve this?

Will:  Rose, you trippin'.  You need to chill out (He lights up a cigarette).

Roque:  Pass me one. I haven't smoked in about 3 days. 

Rose:  Give me a joe, man.

Roque: You just got through telling us you have asthma, so why smoke, dummy?

Will: Oh yeah, man, you trippin’.  Give me that! (Yanks it out of her hand; she takes it back)

Rose: You don't look nothing like my Maw or my Paw, so don't tell me what I can and can’t do. So if you don't mind(Takes a puff of the cigarette)… Ah, that relief.
The setting changes.  All exit but Rose, who falls into a deep, restless sleep. Three mysterious “Dreamgirls” enter.

Hook

Breathe, 

All you got to do is

Breathe 

All you got to do is

Breathe.

Verse 1

I remember running like there was something to run to

Looking at all the things that I couldn’t do,

Trying to play this game like there’s nothing stopping me, but only (pause) only if you knew.

Chorus

I’m tryna Breathe 

I’m tryna Breathe

This world I would never leave

I’m tryna breathe

I’m tryna breathe

Feeling something so painful 

I see my mom and I’m thankful

Repeat Chorus, End Scene

SCENE THREE:  High School Locker Room

Coach and Team Members come onstage and take their place silently.

Narrator:  One more scene in this play, takes place about 2 years later.   In fact, it was just a few nights ago.  This was when I learned just how important a little science can be…

The Coach and Team members begin to interact silently.  We hear the Announcer in the gym from offstage.

Announcer: “Well, we are almost at the end of the fourth quarter and the Lions are down by just 2. They need to pull off [just one more basket in order to win this game and the championship].  Is it possible, people, Is it possible?!!”

Coach:  Whatever happens tonight, I want you to know, I am so proud of you all.  On the count of 3, yell “Lions” --- 1, 2, 3…

Team (yelling):  Lions!

Rose coughs and the team tries to pretend it didn’t happen.  All exit.

The setting shifts to the Gymnasium, at the end of the Lions’ bench. Rose re-enters and sits, watches the game and every once in awhile coughs.  Again we hear the offstage Announcer.

Announcer :  “The Bears have the ball and it looks like they are about to shoot but NO, NUMBER #28 is under the basket and he takes a charge [from #66 on the opposing team]. But wait, folks, #28 is injured.  This looks very serious.  Who will the Lions put in???”

The Coach enters.

Coach:  Rose, take off your sweats, you’re in the game.

Rose:  Coach, I can’t, there’s too much at risk.

Coach:  I understand that the court is dusty and pollen is in the air, but the team needs you.

Rose:  (after considering her options) Okay.  (Aside) God, please let me be all right.

Rose gets up and begins to play.  This is represented abstractly, like an action sequence in a basketball film that shows a long series of close-ups one after another.  Rose is the only one onstage while she silently “dances” her moves in the game, with music underneath.

Announcer:  “Well #23, Rose Newman, is the Coach’s choice.  She takes the ball from #42 on the Bears team --- he looks so lost now that ball is missing from his hands.  Rose makes a fake past to #38 and goes all the way to the basket ------- she shoots and ----- she has fallen and she is now on the floor.  The balls in the air and its in (!), but #23 is down.  In fact, she looks seriously injured and completely unable to...

Hook

Breathe, 

All you got to do is

Breathe 

All you got to do is

Breathe.

Rose starts to grab her chest, while the Coach goes to help her.  They bring Rose an inhaler as her spirit begins to leave her body.  This is represented by a series of physical/vocal interactions between the Narrator and Rose.  This ‘duet’ is joined onstage by the trio of Dreamgirls, who sing in counterpoint.

Narrator:  They brought me an inhaler to help me breathe, and a mirror to make sure I was still breathing --- I thought I was almost gone.

Donna/Rose:

As I sit here reciting these words to you 

At any giving time in this moment my heart might start to race

Not cause the feeling of joy overcame me, it’s the feeling of this disease 

It breaks down your body a cough at time

Shortness of breath my mind racing feet pacing thinking will this be the end is this my last breath

Verse 2

I caught an attack 

I saw my Guardian angel trying to bring me back.

I was almost a goner I would have never seen tomorrow. 

But one word I heard was “breathe” 

Chorus

I’m tryna Breathe 

I’m tryna Breathe

This world I would never leave

I’m tryna breathe

I’m tryna breathe

Feeling something so painful 

I see my mom and I’m thankful

Donna/Rose:

My chest tightens up so as I reach around to my back pocket to grab my pump 

I realize it’s not there, so I panic --- and within this panic the disease is winning

I can hear it saying “I will break you down no matter what”

But I can’t let it win for fear of the death that over shadows my words.

I see an angel she says…

Hook

Breathe, 

All you got to do is

Breathe 

All you got to do is

Breathe.

Rose/Donna:

I am in the hospital now as they are whispering things

Their voices become muffled and all I hear is “an asthma attack.”

I fall into a deep sleep --- not a coma but more like a dream.

I see the angel again

I say to her “I thought you said I was gonna make it.”  I ask her: “Do you call this living?”

I wake up and I’m here rattling 

I look at my arms:  there’s IVs, needles, sticky tape, and machine monitors hooked up to parts of my bodies I didn’t know existed.

I scream out “Help! Help!”

They decide to give me something to relive the pain

To drown down my voice

So they plugged me up to this machine

Administer me a few drips of this cold substance that burns like hell.

But within minutes I became calm.

I see the angel again and I start to think “no way, this is not real.”

Hook

Breathe, 

All you got to do is

Breathe 

All you got to do is

Breathe.

As I leave the hospital I never look back

For the fear of death is in there.

I know/ the disease will come back to haunt me 

I know/ these could be my lasts breaths

I know/ this disease will follow me though out my life

I know/ my children may have this disease 

I know one reason I have this disease is that I am a black woman.

But I also know, my voice will be heard

Because I will make sure I am able to breathe

I know, despite my fear, I will win 

This is not the end

I am and will always be dealing with my problem.

Verse 3

I wanna be free

I just gotta be free

I just wanna breathe

I just gotta breathe

The cast comes onstage and sings, rocks to the beat, etc. END
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