
Redeemable  
 

BLAKE: An extremely angsty twenty-something who is always angry and pissed off at the 
world. Extremely pessimistic and is always looking for the worst in every situation. 
 
ANGEL: An extremely energetic guardian angel in training. Very camp counselor type and 
extremely peppy. Always sees the best in everyone.  
 
 
BLAKE and ANGEL are seen at rise. They are in a train station, however everything is stark 
white and the lighting is very bright. ANGEL is sitting, waiting anxiously for BLAKE to awaken. 
BLAKE is lying on their back as if they have just fallen out of the sky.  
 
BLAKE (regaining consciousness): Oh.. fuck… what the… ow  
 

BLAKE looks around their new environment, not noticing ANGEL. The following lines are 
all overlapping as BLAKE is panicking. ANGEL stands and prepares to give a speech of some 
kind.  
 
BLAKE: what the FUCK?!  
 
ANGEL: Hi! Welcome to- 
 

BLAKE  is obviously panicking. They are completely ignoring ANGEL.  
 
BLAKE: What is going on?? Where am I??  
 
ANGEL: My name is- 
 
BLAKE: Holy shit, HOLY shit  
 
ANGEL: I know what this must loo-  
 
BLAKE: WHERE THE FUCK AM I //  
 
ANGEL: I am trying to- 
 
BLAKE: WHY IS EVERYTHING WHITE //  
 
ANGEL: HEY!  
 
BLAKE: (finally directing their attention to ANGEL)  WHAT?!  
 



ANGEL: (clears their throat) Hi! Welcome to Purgatory! My name is Angel and I will be your 
guide during your time here. I am here to answer any questions you may have and do my best 
to make your stay as comfortable as possible. My identification number, in case you need to 
give me a call, is, make sure you write this down, it’s 
566-727-8999-200-350-689-7755-444332-58-0-0-0. Okay, let’s go!  
 

ANGEL starts to exit, but then turns back to BLAKE when they realize they are not being 
followed. BLAKE is staring back at ANGEL, terrified.  
 
ANGEL: Oh, I’m so sorry, did I go to fast? Hold on, let me try again. My identification number is 
566-727-8999-200-350--  
 
BLAKE: Just stop.  
 
ANGEL: What?  
 
BLAKE: Just STOP talking.  
 
ANGEL: Okay-  
 
BLAKE: Did you say… purgatory?  
 
ANGEL: That is correct!  
 
BLAKE: So I’m… 
 
ANGEL: You are…  
 
BLAKE: I’m…  
 
ANGEL: Dead?  
 

BLAKE nods.  
 
ANGEL: Yes! Well, not exactly… you’re like… half dead…. Or half alive… however you like to 
look at it!  
 
BLAKE: huh?  
 
ANGEL: Okay um so like, you died right? But like you’re not dead.  
 
BLAKE: This is hell. I AM dead.  
 



ANGEL: No, no no! God no! This, this is not hell. LOL, no. Hell is much MUCH worse than this. 
No. No no.  
 
BLAKE: Okay… so if I’m not dead, then like what am I doing here?  
 
ANGEL: Well.. okay.. Okay, so… it goes like this: at the moment of your death, you were 
selected as one of The Redeemables-  
 
BLAKE: The Redeemables?  
 
ANGEL: Yes. The Redeemables are people that are chosen because they are believed to be 
worthy of a second chance. Purgatory is where they come to change things in their life that they 
did wrong.  
 
BLAKE: Well, what happens if they aren’t changed?  
 
ANGEL: Well… you die.  
 
BLAKE: Oh this is such bullshit! Look, I was just having the BEST sex of my life, okay? Like 
literally mind blowing BACK BREAKING sex, okay? Like, let me paint this picture for you. 2 am. 
Back of my car. Rain pounding on the windshield, Quinn XCII playing in the background… Like 
this was AMAZING sex dude. And right as it’s getting even BETTER… BOOM. I end up here. 
With you. And this is just NOT the vibe. You get what I’m saying? So like, if you could just pinch 
me or like punch me or idk whatever something to wake me the FUCK up from this twilight zone 
paranormal activity shit so I can go back to my super hot super romantic movie moment sexy 
time, I would grately appreciate it.  
 
ANGEL: Um, okay, well that does sound lovely! But unfortunately, I am not allowed to send you 
back until-  
 
BLAKE: Ugh come on! Okay, fine, then what do I have to do to get back to my life?  
 
ANGEL: It’s not that simple-  
 
BLAKE: Just TELL ME.  
 
ANGEL: Okay! Okay. Let me look through your file.  
 

ANGEL pulls out a huge binder with a million pages and begins to look through.  
 
BLAKE: You cannot be serious. Is that everything I have to change??  
 



ANGEL: Well.. I mean… technically yes but like I have seen Redeemables with files MUCH 
bigger than yours and they got out in like 50 years so-  
 
BLAKE: 50… 50 YEARS?! You must be joking.  
 

ANGEL looks at BLAKE nervously and laughs.  
 
ANGEL: I wish I was…  
 

BLAKE sits down defeated.  
 
ANGEL: Hey, look, it’s okay! We can figure this out, I know we can! It’s my job to help you and I 
will do whatever it takes to make sure you can return to your… activities.  
 
BLAKE: Give me that.  
 

BLAKE grabs the binder from ANGEL and starts to flip through. Eventually they get 
frustrated and throw it away,  
 
BLAKE: Ugh! What is the use! Look at this shit! I am never going to get out of here.  
 
ANGEL: Don’t say that-  
 
BLAKE: Why? Why should I try to fix everything when I already fucked up so bad. There’s no 
taking it back, there’s no rewriting history. What’s done is done. I messed up. I can’t take it back.  
 
Beat.  
 
BLAKE: It was my fault.  
 
ANGEL: What?  
 
BLAKE: You know what.  
 
ANGEL: I’m sorry I don’t-  
 
BLAKE: I know you read the file. I know you know about what happened.  
 
ANGEL: I mean, I have read a lot of files- 
 
BLAKE: It was my fault. Five years ago. It was a Saturday night and I just wanted to go out and 
have a good time. It was my senior year, what else was I supposed to do? I was getting ready to 
leave when Mom stopped me. “Where do you think you’re going?” Told her I was going out for a 



while. It was like something had snapped inside of her. It was then that I noticed the empty 
bottle of gin on the counter. I mean, obviously that wasn’t unusual but I don’t know. I guess I just 
wanted things to be normal. For once. Anyways, I tried to push past her, told her that she had 
already agreed to let me go out, that it was my one free night where I didn’t have to cook dinner 
for Adrian, or carry her to bed when she eventually passed out on the living room couch. But 
she didn’t listen. She started getting crazy, telling me that I was never going to get anywhere in 
life, that I was a low life just like my dad. So, I grabbed Adrian and we left. I was pissed. I was 
probably driving way too fast and the rain was pouring and the curve came out of nowhere 
and… It all happened so fast. I don’t really remember much after that except for the rain hitting 
what was left of the car. And the flash of the police car lights reflecting off the spilled oil on the 
road. But the one thing I can never forget was Adrian. Adrian saw the truck before I did and tried 
to get my attention. The last thing I remember hearing was-  
 
ANGEL: Look out...  
 
BLAKE: What?  
 
ANGEL: Look out. That’s  the last thing you remember hearing.  
 

BLAKE responds without looking at ANGEL.  
 
BLAKE: Guess you did read the file.  
 
ANGEL: No… I remember.  
 
BLAKE: What?  
 
ANGEL: I remember you… I.. I remember that moment, I remember the truck, I remember 
mom, I remember everything. Blake…  
 
BLAKE: Adrian?  
 

The two smile at each other when realizing that they have been united after all this time.  
 
BLAKE: Adrian I am so sorry, I should have never been driving, I should have slowed down, all 
the things I could have done-  
 
ANGEL: Blake, stop. It’s okay. It wasn’t your fault. He was drunk.  
 
BLAKE: But, I could have saved you.  
 
ANGEL: Don’t you see? You have. I have been stuck here ever since that day, waiting. And 
now, you have set me free. I can move on now.  



 
 
BLAKE: But, doesn’t that mean I will be stuck here?  Without you?  
 
ANGEL: That’s up to you. You have to forgive yourself Blake. You could go back.  
 

ANGEL starts to fade away slowly. BLAKE grows more frantic as ANGEL gets further 
and further away.  
 
BLAKE: But, I don’t want to go back without you. It hasn’t been the same. I don’t have a 
direction, I have been so lost. I need you. You were the one who always knew what to do. What 
am I supposed to do?  
 
ANGEL: You will figure it out. I know you will. The choice is yours. You have everything you 
need inside you.  
 
BLAKE: But, no, please, Adrian, I just got you back. No, please, where are you going? Please 
don’t leave me again!!  
 
ANGEL: I never did. I love you.  
 

ANGEL exits. BLAKE is left alone on stage.  
 
BLAKE: Oh God, shit. Adrian?? FUCK!  
 

BLAKE sits down and starts to rock back and forth. They remember what ANGEL said.  
 
BLAKE: It wasn’t my fault… It wasn’t my fault…. It wasn’t my fault… It wasn’t my fault. It wasn’t-  
 

BLAKE starts to feel themself change. They feel a lightness, a breath of fresh air come 
over them. BLAKE stands and starts to move as if they are moving towards life again. They turn 
around and look back towards where ANGEL was standing.  It is time to make a decision. 
BLAKE turns back towards life. A smile comes over their face. They take a deep breath and 
step forward.  
 

END 
 
 
 


