
 
 

The Wishes of Mr. Ruumis 

by Benjamin Snyder 

Characters:  

● Mr. Bryan Ruumis 

o Late 30s / early 40s, disheveled clothing, depressed & exhausted 

● Mr. Charles Oti  

o 40s – 50s, older than Ruumis, dark grey suit, carries self like a 

businessman from the past. 

● Mr. Damon Vie 

o 20s or older, dressed in a light-colored suit 

● Emily Amare  

o Bryan Ruumis’s Ex-girlfriend dressed in comfortable clothing in muted 

colors. 

● Kevin Ruumis 

o Bryan Ruumis’s deceased Father, dressed in a suit that he was been 

buried in, should have a flushed face, ghost-like. 

● EMT 

o 20s or older, dressed as an EMT 

 

Setting 

● The rooftop of a big city apartment building. Sunset, approximately 8:00 PM. 

We can hear the gentle roar of the city in the background, the volume of 

which will crescendo as Ruumis prepares to jump, and gradually dim starting 

at the handshake, reaching a disturbing silence by the end of the scene. On 

a set, we would be able to see at least 3 ledges. One downstage, one stage 

right, and one stage left. The door to the staircase would be visible in the 

background. The door would have a small window in it. There is a small table 

with two chairs. Cigarettes litter the table and ground. There are various 

flowerpots across the roof with plants in them. Some large, some small, some 

dead, some living. The rooftop is dirty & littered. Other buildings can be 

seen in the background. 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

SCENE 1 

(Lights up. Mr. Ruumis sits at table on the Rooftop, cigarette in hand, 

shaking, holding back tears, writing a letter. We hear the sounds of the city 

roaring in the background. As he finishes his letter, he sits and reads to 

himself, continuing to shake, smoking. He folds the letter and puts it in his 

pocket. He puts the cigarette out and tosses it aside. He stands and walks 

slowly to the downstage ledge. He climbs the ledge and peers over. The roar 

of the traffic below briefly crescendos. He shudders. Closing his eyes, he 

contemplates. He takes a moment, and then begins to lean forward.) 

Ruumis: (Through tears) I’m sorry. 

(BANG – The door to the staircase slams open, Mr. Oti stumbles out, 

running from something.) 

Mr. Oti: (out of breath) Shit. Shit. Shit!  (He trips on something) Ow! Fuck! 

(He runs and stumbles, landing on the ground on the opposite end of the 

rooftop, sitting against the ledge. His eyes are glued to the door. He does 

not notice Mr. Ruumis. 

At the ‘BANG’ of the door opening, Mr. Ruumis stumbles off the ledge and 

back onto the roof. He watches as Mr. Oti and Mr. Vie enter.  

Running close behind Mr. Oti is Mr. Vie carrying a gun. As he enters, he 

points the gun at Mr. Oti and slowly crosses to him. He does not notice Mr. 

Ruumis.) 

Mr. Vie:  (Shouting) Get up! Come on, Get up! 

Mr. Oti: (Panicked) Don’t do this. Please don’t do this. Just let me go. 

Mr. Vie:  (Slowing down to a walk, stopping in front Oti)  As long as you’ve got a 

pulse, I’m not going anywhere.  (Cocks his gun) 

Oti:  NO! NO! Please! 

Vie:  You’re not walking away from this.  



 
 

Ruumis: (Ruumis realizes what’s happening, he stands and begins to look around 

for a weapon.) (to himself, perhaps his inner monologue) Oh my god, 

he’s going to shoot that guy.) 

Oti: (He notices Ruumis.)  

(As both a plea to Vie and Ruumis) Please.  

Vie:  I’m going to do whatever I have to do.  

(He readies himself to take his shot) 

Oti:  Please! Just let me go! I don’t deserve this! 

Ruumis: (Ruumis finds a flowerpot. He sneaks up behind Vie and raises the 

flowerpot above his head, ready to strike) (again, to himself) Jesus 

Christ. I have to do something. Flower pot. Maybe if I hit him over the 

head- 

Vie: I’m not giving up now.  

 (SMASH – Ruumis strikes Vie over the head)  

(Vie lets out some painful grunts and collapses) 

(There is a pause as the two men take in what has just happened) 

Oti:  (An elated chuckle) Hah. You did it! You saved me! 

Ruumis: (Dropping the flowerpot to his side and stepping away from the 

unconscious body) (out loud, to Oti) What the fuck was that?!  

Oti: (Standing up) Thank you! Thank you! You saved me! Thank you for 

knocking him out! 

Ruumis: What. The fuck. Just happened?! 

Oti: (Still shaken from the event) Well, Um, he and I had a disagreement 

of sorts, I suppose you could say.  

Ruumis: (Sarcastically) Oh really? You had a disagreement with the guy who 

was pointing a gun at you? Never would have guessed that. Why the 

hell was he trying to kill you? 

O: (A beat, thinking on the spot) Bad - business deal. 

R: Business deal? 

O: (Liking the answer he chose) Yes. In a manner of speaking.  

 (They stand in silence for a moment, looking at the body)  



 
 

 (Extending a hand) I’m Charles by the way, Charles Oti.  

(Extending his hand back. They shake. The roar of the city begins to 

slowly fade. Becoming uncomfortably silent by the end of the scene.) 

R:  Bryan Ruumis. Who’s your bad business partner I just knocked out?  

O: That, is Mr. Damon Vie. 

R:  Well, I’ll call the police. 

O: Oh no, don’t bother please. He’s really a good man. Just having a very 

bad day. 

R: (Confused and Angry) He just had a gun to your head! If I wasn’t up 

here you would be dead! And you don’t want to call the police? 

O: Well, it looks like he’ll be out for a while. You hit him pretty hard. 

Besides I’m leaving town soon. Hopefully I can get out before he 

wakes up, and then I won’t have to see him again. And we can both 

just, move on. (Looks to Ruumis who is visibly confused)  His life 

shouldn’t be ruined over a bad day. 

R: (Confused) What the fuck are you talking about?! He was about to kill 

you! What kind of bad deal leads someone to want to kill you anyway? 

O: (With a knowing chuckle) The deal of a lifetime, Mr. Ruumis. 

R: (Deciding that he won’t get any clear answers out of Oti)  

Fine don’t tell me.  

(He returns to his table and lights a new cigarette.) 

O: (Crosses to Vie. picks up the gun)  

R: (Ruumis looks at him, concerned) What are you doing with the gun? 

O: Don’t worry. I’m just moving the gun out of his reach. Just in case, you 

know?   

 (Oti examines the gun for a moment, then sets it on the ledge)  

Mr. Ruumis, I owe you my life. 

R:  Don’t mention it.  

O:  No honestly, sir, I owe you.  (He walks towards Ruumis)  And I’d like to 

offer you my services. You see I – well – I possess a certain set of 

skills that I believe could be of some use to you. 



 
 

R: (Laughing in disbelief)  I just watched you almost get face blown open 

for what you said was a bad business deal. And you’re really trying to 

run a fucking pitch by me? 

O: No no, you missunder- 

R: No. Just. (Beat) Stop. Alright, I saved your life, blah blah woo-hoo. 

Whatever. Just, move on Mr. – uh 

O: (Unfazed) Oti, sir. Mr. Oti. 

R: Yeah, whatever. You said you wanted to get out of here didn’t you?  

O: (Smiles and joins Ruumis at the table)  

So I did. (Beat) Are you familiar with Genies Mr. Ruumis? 

R:  What? 

O: Genies sir. Wish granters? 

R: (Sighing) Sure, why?  

O: Because Mr. Ruumis, believe it or not, you’ve just saved the life of a 

Genie. 

R: (Annoyed) Jesus Christ you’re crazy aren’t you? 

O: No, no. And to be fair I’m not actually a genie. But – genie like. Here, 

look!    (He produces cheap magician flowers out of his sleeve.) 

R:  (Attempting to put together who Oti is)   You made flowers appear 

from your sleave? So what? You’re a cheap magician or something? 

O: Oh, I suppose that might be another word for it. But I prefer the 

genie name. It feels more mystic, you know? 

R: Will you get out of here already? 

O:  (Slightly saddened) (Beat) Of course sir. Sorry to bother you. I just - 

wanted to share my gratitude. I’ll leave you be. Good day, Mr. Ruumis. 

(He stands and walks to the door. He can’t open it. It’s locked.)  

I think the door might be stuck. 

(Ruumis says nothing, looking off into the distance.)  

I’m sorry, could you give me a hand? Mr. Ruumis the door is stuck or – 

locked. (a pause to realize) The door was closed when I ran up here. 

Were you locked up here? (Ruumis says nothing) (Oti begins to put the 



 
 

story together)  You weren’t planning on walking back through this 

door, were you? 

R: (Long pause) No.  

O: (Sad, slowly crossing to Ruumis) Mr. Ruumis… wh – why? (Ruumis says 

nothing) Please Mr. Ruumis I swear I really can help just let me - 

R: There’s nothing! – I – I don’t need anyth- 

O: But I Promise Mr. Ruumis! 3 wishes! 3 Wishes. I can give you almost 

anything you want as long as you wish for it. (beat) Please just-  

R:  Listen, I don’t need anything from a shitty magician with a death wish.  

O: Just ask and I –  

R: Stop. I’m not doing this. 

O: Mr. Ruumis Please! (Beat) What is something that I could make appear 

for you that would prove myself to you. 

R: Prove what? 

O: That I’m what I say I am.  

R: A genie?  

O: Yes sir, (correcting) of sorts.  

R: (Annoyed) I don’t fucking know.  

O: Anything sir. 

R: (Sarcastically) An ice cream sandwich. 

O: (Smirking) Just make it a wish. 

R: (Sarcastically and angrily) I wish for an ice cream sandwich. 

 (Oti raises a hand and snaps. BLACKOUT a high pitch electronic-like 

sound can be heard. [This is the sound of a defibrillator] Lights 

strobe once or twice. Lights back up. In Oti’s hand is an ice cream 

sandwich.)  

O: For you sir. (Hands him the sandwich) 



 
 

R: … What – the – hell?  

(Unwraps the sandwich, examines it, takes a bite)  

How – how the hell did you –  

O: Do you believe me now sir? 

R: I – How did you know I was going to ask for an Ice cream sandwich?  

O: I beg your pardon sir, but I didn’t.  

R: How did you have it then?! 

O: I didn’t. Not until you wished for it. (Beat) That one was free. If you 

need more proof, it will take up one of your wishes I’m afraid. 

R: Did you really just make this appear? 

O: (Smiles) Perhaps a bigger wish is needed to be positive?  

R: (Not wanting to believe it) You’re really a - a genie? 

O: Of sorts, sir. 

R:  Bring me a –  

O: Before you start; let’s lay down the rules. Your wishes must begin with 

I wish, and I need you to be clear. I don’t want to mess up your 

wishes.  

R: I wish- 

O: And please keep in mind, my most important restriction. I cannot undo 

anything for you. 

R: What? 

O: My powers are confined to the present and to the decisions we make 

going forward. 

R: (Thinks for a moment) Okay? I wish for a red 2020 Mustang 

convertible. 

 (Oti raises a hand to the air and snaps. The same lighting and sound 

effects happen. As the lights come back up we hear an engine roar off 

to the side of stage. Not the side of the stage that Ruumis was about 

to jump from at the top of the show) 



 
 

R: (Runs to the sound of the car) Holy shit!  (Turns back to Oti)  You 

actually did it! That’s my dream car and it’s actually down there! 

O: (Chuckles) Of course Mr. Ruumis. 

R:  (Looking back at the car) Can I go down and see it? 

O: (Slightly concerned, sad) Well (Crosses to the door and tries the 

handle again) The door is locked. 

R: But – you’re magic. Can’t you just – 

O: Not magic Mr. Ruumis, and no. Unfortunately, I –  

R: I wish for the door to- 

O: My abilities cannot undo any decisions that you’ve made. 

R: What do you mean?! 

O: You decided to lock yourself up here, Mr. Lieche. The door remains 

locked. I’m sorry I cannot undo any decisions for you. (Long pause) 

(Ruumis lowers his head)  Mr. Ruumis, can you tell me why you are up 

here? (beat) Will you tell me?  

R: (Another pause) I was going to jump.  

O: I apologize, I should have specified. I had put that much together 

already. I want to know why you got to this place.  

(He walks to the table and sits. Ruumis waits a moment and then joins 

him.) 

R: (Trying not to break down in tears) I don’t know what to say. 

O: What led you here, Mr. Ruumis? What events have piled on your soul 

so heavily to lead you to a decision of taking your life? 

R: I don’t have anything or anyone anymore. Family. Job. Girlfriend. All of 

them gone. Because of me. 

O: Tell me about them. Tell me what happened. 

R: I moved to the city for work, well, for money really. I had a fine job 

back home but, this one paid more, and it was the next big step in my 

career, so it made sense. So, I left my family behind. I tried to keep 

in touch, or, well. They tried harder than I did. I just kept working. 

We just, stopped talking eventually. They stopped trying to call me, I 



 
 

stopped going home for holidays. I stopped going home for any events. 

Then - then my dad got sick, and they kept sending me messages 

telling me to come home and see him and be with him and, well I called 

him but only for a minute or two. It made me too sad. It broke my 

heart. I made an excuse and cut the call short. And then I wasn’t 

there when he died. And I didn’t go to his - and I – I just. I couldn’t 

face them. I knew that they’d hate me; I know they hate me. They 

should hate me. I fucking abandoned them. I abandoned him. I tried to 

shake it off after that, and focus on work, tried to say it didn’t 

bother me but it did and it ate at me and ate at me and I started 

slipping at work and my boss, my fucking boss just didn’t give a rat’s 

ass about me or anyone that worked there for that matter. It didn’t 

matter that I skipped the fucking funeral to stay and work on the new 

accounts, it didn’t matter that I had put in five fucking years into the 

company, it didn’t matter that I’d come into work early and left late 

everyday, it didn’t matter that I’d kissed this company’s ass for five 

years, And, and that fucking asshole fired me. God damnit. (Pause) 

And after all that, all I had left was Emily. 

O: (Sincere and sad) And what of Emily?  

R: The job I had was good. I was able to support a good lifestyle for us. 

But after I lost the job, I couldn’t afford the same things. We 

couldn’t go out to the same places. We couldn’t go see the shows or 

take the dates that we used to. We couldn’t even afford our 

apartment anymore. She said she didn’t care but I couldn’t help but 

feel like she did. And we’d get into fights, and I knew I didn’t deserve 

her. I knew she deserved so much better, and I just pushed and 

pushed and pushed until she hated me too. Until she hated me the way 

she should hate me. And now, I’m alone. No family, no job, no friends, 

nothing. A failure, with nothing to live for. (Beat) Why not just take 

the step off the ledge, right? 

 (A long Pause) 

O: You don’t deserve her hate Mr. Ruumis. You don’t deserve anyone’s 

hate, but especially not hers.  

R: Yes, I do- 



 
 

O: No, you don’t. You want her to hate you because you hate yourself 

right now. But - what if she loves you? If it took you so long to push 

her away, then she must care for you. 

R: No, I – it – no. It doesn’t matter anyway. She’s gone. She moved out 

and I don’t even know where she went.  

O: (Pause) Would you like to see her Mr. Ruumis?  

R: What? 

O: (really saying: I can do this for you) Would you like to see her? 

R: Can you do that? Can you take me to her? 

O: I cannot take you to her. –  

R: Then bring her here! 

O: I can bring part of her here to you.  

R: What do you mean? 

O: You’ll see her but she won’t see you. You’ll be able to speak to her 

though, and she will be able to hear you.  

R: (Pause, thinking) No I, I don’t deserve to see her. I- 

O: Mr. Ruumis. (Pause) Just make the wish.  

R: (Pause) I wish to see Emily Amare. 

 (Oti Snaps. The same wish sequence plays out. As lights come back up, 

Emily is standing centerstage, as if in a trance) 

R: (Jumps up and crosses to her) Emily? 

Emily: Bry? 

R: Yeah Em, it’s me it’s. – it’s. Why does she look like that? All pale and in 

a trance.  

O: As I said, I can only bring a part of her here.   

R: What is this then? 

O: You are experiencing this as though she’s standing right in front of 

you, but she is experiencing this as though you are a voice in her head. 



 
 

R: She’s not really here then? 

O: No, I’m afraid not, but wherever she is, she’s hearing you. Talk to her. 

R: (Stares at her for a moment) Em I’m. I’m sorry.  

E: Bry? 

R: Yeah, yeah, it’s me I’m here. I miss you. And I’m sorry. 

E: I miss you too. I’m afraid for you. I worry about you. I know you’re 

hurting, and I didn’t want to hurt you more but- 

R: I know. I know. And I – You didn’t deserve how I treated you. You 

deserve so much better. 

E: You kept saying that. You kept saying I deserved better or that you 

didn’t deserve me.  

R: Because it’s true. 

E: You stopped asking how I felt. What I wanted. I loved you. I – Wanted 

you. I wanted us Bry but you pushed and pushed and I – (pause) I love 

you Bry. But I can’t  

R: I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.  

E: I know you are. I know. Maybe I should call you. 

R: What? What do you mean?  

O: You’re a voice in her head. So, wherever she is. She just feels like 

she’s thinking about you. This conversation is making her feel like she 

should call you. 

R: Em I love you. Emily call me. 

E: I miss you Bry. I want to be with you. I know you only did what you did 

because of what happened with your father, and the job, and your 

family. I know you’re hurting. I – I want you to be happy. I want to 

help you. I want you to believe that I don’t hate you.  

R: Em I love you. 

E: I want to have our life back Bryan. I just wish I knew how to help you. 

R: Em I love you. (Hugs her) 



 
 

 (Oti does not snap. Same wish sequence plays out. As lights come back 

up Emily is gone) 

R: (Now hugging nothing) Em?!  

(Looks around) Where is she? 

O: I’m sorry I could only maintain contact for so long. 

R: Well get her back! 

O: I can’t –  

R:  Well then, I’ll wish! I wish for –  

O: Stop, I can’t. 

R: But I have to talk to her she said – 

O: You heard what you needed to hear from her Mr. Ruumis. She doesn’t 

hate you. It was there I heard her say it. And so did you. 

R: But, I want to talk –  

O: I’m sorry, Mr. Ruumis. (Pause) I’m sorry but I can’t bring her back.  

R: I love her.  

O: I know. (Smiles) And she loves you. That’s important to know.  

(Long pause) You still have one last wish Mr. Ruumis. Any ideas?  

 (long pause)  

R: (looking at Vie’s body.) What did he wish for? 

O: Who? 

R: The man on the floor, Mr. Vie. 

O: What makes you think –  

R: You’re obviously some sort of genie, or something, and you told me 

that you and Mr. Vie had a bad business deal.  (Starting to inch 

towards the gun) Most of those stories about genies end with some 

poor bastard having his life ruined because of a bad wish. 

O: (Stepping towards Ruumis) Mr. Ruumis don’t – 

R: (Grabbing the gun, raising it towards Oti) Tell me the truth. What did 

you do to him? 



 
 

O: Mr. Ruumis please put the gun down. I –  

R: Now. 

O: (A brief pause) Mr. Vie and I had a disagreement on one of his wishes. 

(pause, hoping this would be enough) Mr. Ruumis despite what you may 

be thinking I promise that I am not here to hurt you. You saved my 

life and I am simply thanking you for that. 

R: What was his wish? What did you do to him? 

O: (sigh) He wanted to keep someone from moving on with their life. He 

wanted to hold them back. He wanted to keep them down because he 

was afraid to lose them.  (Pause) As I said I am not a Genie, and as 

such I have different rules. I am not bound to the requests of those I 

am serving, nor am I limitless in my powers. His wish went against my 

personal principles, so I denied the request, and instead helped the 

person move away. He got angry. He’s not a bad person, he’s just 

afraid of losing people.  (Pause)  I am not here to hurt you Mr. Ruumis. 

I just want to repay you. I just want to help you. I am not going to 

hurt you. 

R: (Contemplates for a moment, and then lowers the gun)  I’m sorry. 

O: It’s alright. I understand. (A long pause) Your last wish? Mr. Ruumis? 

(A long pause)  

R: (Ruumis looks, down, uncomfortable) I don’t know –  

O: You have one, but you’re afraid to ask. Go for it. The worst I can do is 

say no. 

R: Based on what you just told me apparently the worst you can do is the 

opposite of what I ask. 

O: (With a sheepish smile) Hmm, perhaps. Just ask. 

R: (Sets down the gun) My father. Can you bring -? I, I know he’s not 

alive but is it possible for me to speak to him? 

M. (Smiles) Yes, Mr. Ruumis it is possible.  

R: Will he be the same as Emily? In a trance like that? 

O: Ironically, he’ll look like a ghost. He exists in a realm that you 

currently do not. You’ll see him, though only partially. You won’t be able 



 
 

to touch him, but he will be there. He will see you and you can speak to 

each other. Just make the wish.   

R: (Thinks for a moment) I wish for my father to be here. 

 (Oti snaps his finger. Same wish sequence plays out. When lights come 

up Kevin stands beside Ruumis) 

Kevin: Bryan? 

R: Dad!  

K: Bryan how are you –  

O: That my doing, Mr. Ruumis Sr. Allow me to introduce myself, my name 

is Oti, Charles Oti. 

K: (Contemplative. Kevin doesn’t trust Oti)  Oti? So, you –  

O: (Answering his unasked question) Yes sir.  

K: (Glaring at Oti) So, he – 

O: Made a wish sir. A wish to see you. A wish I have granted. 

R: Dad, I don’t really understand it either but you’re here.  (A pause)  

Dad I’m so sorry I stopped talking to you and the family. I didn’t mean 

to. At least not exactly. I just felt like I had to keep pushing through 

work and I knew you all deserved better from me. I didn’t want to 

offer you half assed short conversations. I wanted to give you the 

time you deserved, but I was afraid of the conversations we’d have, so 

I avoided them and avoided them and I just kept making it worse. So I 

told myself that doing nothing, that not talking to you at all, was 

better than barely talking to you. 

K: It wasn’t. It wasn’t better. Something – Anything, would have been 

better than nothing. We waited for so long for something Bryan. 

R: (Crying) I know. I knew you were and I, I didn’t think I could. I 

thought you hated me because I stopped talking. And I just felt so 

ashamed.  

K: Hate you? (Crosses to Ruumis) You are my son. I love you. I could 

never hate you. I was hurt by you. As was your mother, as were your 

brother and sister. We’re a family Bryan. We’re supposed to stick 

together. And there were times where we needed you and you weren’t 



 
 

there for us. When your mother was laid off. When Katie got married. 

When Jack went into rehab. We needed you. And you weren’t there. 

When I was sick, they needed you Bryan. 

R: I know. I know I’m sorry. Please - 

K: But we thought of you every day. We spoke of you every day. We 

hoped for you every day. We worried for you every day. And that day 

you did call? Bryan that was the best day I had in a long time. Before 

that I had felt like I had lost you, and your call meant the world to 

me.  

R: I’m sorry I wasn’t there. When you passed. 

K: Me too. (Pause) But you’re here now. 

R: My life’s a mess. I lost you, the family, Emily, my job.  

K: None of that maters now Bryan. It will all be clear from now on son. I 

promise. 

O: Mr. Ruumis Sr. I do apologize but it is time to go.  

R: What? NO! Don’t go! NO! Don’t take him! Please! Dad! 

 (Same wish sequence plays. When lights come up Kevin is gone) 

R: NO! God damnit! Why did you do that?! Bring him Back! 

O: It’s too late Mr. Ruumis. 

R: Please! You can’t do that! You can’t give me that small taste of 

happiness and rip it away again! 

O: Mr. Ruumis- 

R: Bring him back 

O: Mr. Ruumis! 

Mr. Vie: (From the ground) CLEAR! 

 (Same wish sequence plays out. When lights come up Mr. Vie is 

standing. Staring in a trance like Emily) 

R: (Silence for a moment, not noticing Vie) What the fuck just 

happened? 



 
 

Mr. Vie: Call it. 

R: (Turning to notice Vie) Mr. Vie? Mr. Vie you’re awake? Mr Vie? (beat) 

Oti why is he doing that? Why does he look like that? Why is he all in 

a trance like Emily was? 

Mr. Vie: Time of death.  

O: I’m so sorry Mr. Ruumis 

R: What? 

V: 8:18 PM 

R: What’s going on? 

 (Lights begin to change and dim, we are reaching twilight more rapidly 

now. Reds begin to appear as dread fills the stage. The sound of the 

city has faded entirely. We are left with a feeling of doom.) 

O: Our friend here, Mr. Vie., well he was not quite who I said he was. 

R: What the hell are you talking about? 

O: (Crosses to Ruumis, puts hands on his shoulders)  (Sad) Mr. Ruumis, 

I’m so sorry, but you jumped. 

R: What?  

O: You jumped Mr. Ruumis. What you were planning to do when myself 

and Mr. Vie came up here? You did it.  

R: (Stepping away) What the fuck are you talking about? No, I didn’t. I 

got scared when you came up and I fell back onto the roof again.  

O: Mr. Vie was not the other end of a bad business deal of mine. Mr. Vie 

is your EMT, who was trying to save your life. 

R: (Continuing to back away) Shut the fuck up what are you saying?  

O: Think Mr. Ruumis. Think about the things he was saying. 

V: (Repeat lines from before, now in context of EMT, still standing in a 

trance)  Get up! Come on, Get up! As long as you’ve got a pulse I’m not 

going anywhere.   I’m going to do whatever I have to do.  

R: No, No, NO I didn’t jump!  (Runs and picks up the gun, points it at Oti) 



 
 

O: Mr. Ruumis, don’t. 

R: (Afraid) No! NO! It’s not true!  

O: Mr. Ruumis. The ledge.  

R: What? 

O: The ledge Mr. Ruumis. The ledge you were on. Go to it look over it. 

R: No, fuck you fuck this. 

O: (Walks to ledge, gestures down.) 

R: No. No. 

O: (Stands waiting at ledge) 

R: (Refuses for a few moments longer. Then walks slowly to ledge, looks 

over it. Red and Blue flashing emergency lights cover his face. We 

hear muffled speech and light sirens from the street below.) no. no no 

no please no (crying, stepping away from the ledge) Please! (collapsing) 

O: (Catches him and holds him) It’s okay Mr. Ruumis 

R: Please I don’t want to die please! Save me! I wish I don’t die! I wish I 

don’t -  

O: I know Mr. Ruumis, but as I said, I cannot undo any decisions that 

you’ve made.  

R: No, No please. 

O: Mr. Ruumis It’s okay. It’s okay. Everything you experienced on this 

rooftop mattered, it happened, it’s real. Emily did forgive you. Your 

father forgave you. They love you Bryan. That’s the real reason why 

I’m here.  (Pause) My business name is Charles Oti, But my real name, 

my real name is Azrael, the angel of death.  (Ruumis starts to back 

away)  I am here to assist you to the other side. The wishes were your 

opportunities to make amends, to live out the moments you needed to, 

to move on. (Long pause) (Crossing to Ruumis and extending a hand) 

And now it’s time to go. 

R: (Scared, shaking) Where? 

O: On, Mr. Ruumis.  



 
 

R: I’m afraid. 

O: You won’t be alone. You’ll have me. You’ll have your father. 

R: He’ll be there? 

O: Yes, Mr. Ruumis. He and I are old friends. You are not alone there. You 

are loved there. You are free of pains of this earth there. Come with 

me.  

R: How?  

O:  (Smiling) (Extending his hand again, while gesturing to the door.)  

Just through there.  (A bright white light begins to appear through 

the window in the door.) 

 (They walk to the door. It is now unlocked. As they open it a bright 

light appears from inside. Mr. Ruumis waits for a moment, staring into 

the light. Then walks in. Oti follows, closing the door behind him.) 

(Lights out) 

 

 END SCENE 1 

 

 

SCENE 2 

 

(Lights up. Sidewalk beside the building. Mr. Ruumis lies sprawled out on the 

ground. Mr. Vie, now dressed as an EMT is kneeling beside the body. EMT 

stands close by) 

 

Vie:  (Standing) Time of death, 8:18 PM. Poor bastard. 

EMT:  Any I.D.? 

Vie: (Checking pockets. Pulls out wallet, letter and phone) Bryan Ruumis. 

And I think this is a letter. (opens it)  Yeah, it was suicide. (reading 

note) I have reached the end. I have failed my family and friends. I 



 
 

have lost you all. I don’t deserve you, and I know that. Mom, I’m sorry 

I wasn’t there when dad died. I’m sorry I was too afraid to help you. 

I’m sorry. I’m sorry Emily for running our life together. For ruining 

our relationship. I wish I could fix it. I wish I could save us. I want to 

be the hero you deserve but I know I never will be. I know you will all 

be better when I’m gone. Goodbye. 

EMT: Jesus.  

Vie: He was still conscious when I got here, he kept saying he didn’t 

deserve help, and then he was muttering about some people. Emily, I 

think, from his letter. I think she was one of them. Maybe his father 

too. 

EMT: Coroners coming. 

 (Mr. Oti enters, now dressed as a coroner) 

Oti: Who do we have here? 

Vie: Coroner Oti, thanks for coming down. This is Bryan Ruumis. Suicide. 

Oti: (Looks up to the roof, then down to the body.) (Shaking his head) 

Well, I’ll take him from here. (Oti lowers himself to examine the 

body) 

(Phone rings) 

Vie: His phone is ringing. It Says Emily Amare. Same one from the letter 

I’m sure.  (Answers phone) Ms. Amare? – Yes hello, this is Damon Vie. 

I am an EMT from Central Medical. (Walking off stage)  I’m afraid I 

have some bad news. Do you have a few moments to speak? 

 (EMT and Vie exit) 

Oti: Well, Mr. Ruumis. I’m very sorry that you felt. You had to take your 

life. I wish someone could have been there to help you. Wherever 

you’re going now though, I hope you find peace. I hope all of your life’s 

wishes come true. Rest easy, Mr. Ruumis.  

  (Lights out) 

 

 END OF PLAY 


