
INT. A SOUNDSTAGE--NIGHT

Everything is quiet. There is no one around.

Then--

ANXIETY
Are… you… reaaaadddy?

The lights flicker on. There are now people–-but they don’t
look like regular people–-filling the bleachers of the
studio. Paper cutouts, all like nerves, populate the stands.
They cheer.

An oversized egg chair in the center of the stage spins
around, and reveals ANXIETY, a being who looks to be around
35 years old. She has dark blue hair in Raggedy Anne braids,
and is wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt that reads "Who's
your momma? No, like, seriously--who?"

ANXIETY
Hey everybody! Good evening, and
welcome back to the Anxiety Hours,
with me, Anxiety!

(She points at herself
with two thumbs up)

You know the rules of the
game--the longer you stay awake,
the more I get paid! Our guest
tonight is Hannah G--welcome,
Hannah!

A spotlight illuminates HANNAH G, a teenage girl with a
messy bun and Hello Kitty pajamas. She waves nervously to
the cutout audience.

ANXIETY
Excellent, great to meet you,
wonderful to have you. Now, can we
get a timer up there?

She points to the ceiling, and a giant analog clock reading
"11:45 PM" flashes into being.

ANXIETY
Let's get this party started!



Tell me, Hannah, have you called
your dad recently?

HANNAH G.
No, but I--

ANXIETY
Wait, didn't he say he was going
to call you on Tuesday? Isn't that
the day he takes I-90n home from
work?

HANNAH G.
Yeah...

ANXIETY
And isn't it Wednesday now? Have
you considered the thought that
he's dead? That he was t-boned
into the side of the highway, and
his chest exploded from the
impact?

HANNAH G.
Uhh...

ANXIETY
And hey, didn't he say he wanted
to talk to you about your college
list? Have you worked on that
recently? You know you have to
have that list ready by Christmas,
or you'll never have the time to
plan visits and look at financial
aid--

HANNAH G.
Well, no, but--

ANXIETY
But hey, this is no problem! We
can get you a college list easily.
Just tell me what all your hopes
and dreams are for your entire
life, and we'll find you a program
that's almost certainly guaranteed
to not give you a mid-life crisis



like the one that caused your
parents' divorce.

HANNAH G.
Hey, stop it! I--

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS
At least a dead dad will make
writing that college essay easier,
huh?

A second egg chair spins around, revealing INTRUSIVE
THOUGHTS. She's about 21, with piercings up and down her
body. She's missing a hand, smoking a cigarette with her
other, and has a giant tattoo on her forehead reading "Bitch
Baby."

Anxiety gasps in delight.

ANXIETY
Guys, gals, and nonbinary pals,
please welcome Intrusive Thoughts!
She's desperate to know--what
would happen if you stabbed
yourself with that knife?

HANNAH G.
I don't want to stab a knife into
my hand--gah!

Intrusive Thoughts has appeared right behind her. She
promptly throws an arm around Hannah's shoulders.

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS
How do you feel about pills, then?
Because there's a bunch of expired
aspirin in the kitchen--what if
your mom found you tomorrow
morning, sprawled out over the
sink with glassy eyes and purple
skin? Because isn't life sooooo
hard right now?

HANNAH G.
That's... not what happens when
you OD on aspirin--

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS



Ok, maybe--but don't you want to
find out?

HANNAH G.
NO!

ANXIETY
Sounds like our guest is having
some trouble listening to
herself--we have some people who
can help with that. Everyone,
please give it up for tonight's
musical guest: You're Not Actually
Bisexual, You're Just Confused
About Aesthetic Attraction!

The spotlights illuminate a drum kit far upstage. There are
three band members: SEXUALITY (16, agender, dressed in a red
catsuit that covers everything), GENDER (14, any and all,
dressed in a sweater vest, mini-skirt, and Doc Martens), and
INTERNAL BIAS (18, every TikToker that has ever lived).

Internal Bias leans into the microphone.

INTERNAL BIAS
(in a low, breathy voice)

Stop co-opting queer identities.

The band members start jamming. It sounds like scrolling
feels. They continue to play as Anxiety resumes her spiel.

ANXIETY
So, Hannah--how's school?

HANNAH G.
Not great... I have all these
assignments that I'm behind on,
because I've been working on my
screenplay a lot. But then I
always end up with all this time I
spend online--did you know that
the average kid my age spends 11
hours a day on their phone? I hate
YouTube, Instagram, all of it--

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS
Then... why haven't you deleted
all your accounts yet? That's what
you do, right?



(She looks at Anxiety,
who nods)

Yeah, sounds like someone doesn't
care about her responsibilities,
like, at all...

HANNAH G.
But I need breaks, right? I have
to be healthy...

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS
Noooo... I think you're just lazy.
Or, like seriously depressed,
probably.

(She holds up her phone,
which has an Instagram
infographic on it)

That's what this says, right?

HANNAH G.
But don't you want me to be off
Instagram--?

ANXIETY
Hey everybody! It's time for
a--drumroll, please--

(The band pauses for a
drum roll)

Time Check!

A large clock reading "1:20 AM" appears in the middle of the
studio. The paper cutout audience boos.

ANXIETY
That's not very late! You've got a
few hours left in you, right
Hannah?

HANNAH G.
I do have my PreCalc final
tomorrow--but I've stayed up this
late before...

ANXIETY
That's the spirit! Now, it's time
for a caller!

A ringing fills the studio.



CALLER
Hey, what are you still doing up,
sweetie?

HANNAH G.
Is that... my voice?

At these words, the audience starts to fold in on
themselves. The stage grows darker. Anxiety gets out of her
chair.

ANXIETY
Now, hold on--

CALLER
I know it may seem like everything
is overwhelming, but staying up
isn't going to help.

SEXUALITY
But when else are you going to
realize that you're actually
abroseuxal demiromantic--

Their voice cuts off as their part of the stage goes dark.

CALLER
And yeah, it can be super hard to
shut off that internal monologue,
but you can't listen to those
thoughts!

INTRUSIVE THOUGHTS
What does this crumb of toe jamb
think she's saying? She should go
jump in--

Intrusive Thoughts crumbles away. The spotlight has shrunk
to only include Anxiety and Hannah G.

CALLER
They're not you! You are strong,
and brave, and you can do this.
Everything you're scared about is
in the future. But right now, it's
the present. Right now, there's
nothing to worry about. So isn't
it really the simplest thing to



just do a thing? And you can do
this. Trust me.

(Anxiety and Hannah G.
look at each other)

I'm you.

Anxiety's hair drains to a pale pink color, and she starts
to cry. Hannah holds out her arms.

ANXIETY
I don't even know what's wrong
with me, I seriously don't, and
I'm honestly so sorry that I did
this to us, and all I want to do
right now is sleep, but I can't--

HANNAH G.
Hey, hey, you're okay.
Everything's going to be okay--

(She strokes Anxiety's
hair)

Oh, jeez, now you're just Late
Night Regrets. Come on--

Their spotlight shuts off; everything is black.

HANNAH G.
It's time to go to sleep.

END.


