AS IS
By: William M. Hoffman

The present.  A New York City hospital for AIDS patients.  A HOSPICE WORKER, a dowdy middle-aged volunteer, wearing a dark dress and bright lipstick and nail polish, opens the play with this speech to the audience.  A black humorist, SHE approaches HER part-time “sainthood” with a heavy dose of sarcasm and irony.

HOSPICE WORKER: Mother Superior always used to say, “Watch out for the religious cranks, Sister Veronica.”  When I started working for the hospice I had a touch of the crank about me.  I think maybe that’s why they gave me the old heave-ho from the convent.  But I’ve kept my vow of chastity and I’ve made a pilgrimage to Lourdes.


My job is to ease the way for those who are dying.  I’ve done this for the last couple of years.  I work mainly here at St. Vincent’s.  during the day I have a boring secretarial job, which is how I support my career as a saint.


I was much more idealistic when I started.  I had just left the convent.  I guess I thought working with the dying would give me spiritual gold stars.  I thought I’d be able to impart my great wisdom to those in need of improvement.  I wanted to bear witness to dramatic deathbed conversations, see shafts of light emanating from heaven, multicolored auras hovering above the heads of those in the process of expiring.  I always imagined they would go out expressing their gratitude for all I had done.


A quick joke: Did you hear about the man who lost his left side?...he’s all right now.  All right now.  (SHE laughs) We tell a lot of jokes in my line of work.
