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INT. HOSPITAL BEDROOM - NIGHT

The patient sleeping in the single room is a young woman in 
her early 20s.

An unkempt male orderly (30s) comes in, the laminated badge 
on his pocket reads Support Staff, he is carrying a folded 
blanket.

HER
Hey handsome.

HIM
Sorry, Miss. Didn’t mean to wake 
you.

HER
There’ll be no sleeping for me 
tonight. Too buzzed to sleep and, 
annoyingly, too tired to read.

HIM
I could get you some food from the 
trolley if you like. Or a cup of 
tea or hot milk.

She reaches up and taps the plastic ‘Nil By Mouth’ sign above 
her bed.

HER
Being sliced and diced in the 
morning. I figured not enough rich 
old white men have seen my spine.

HIM
Fair enough too. What’s it for?

HER
Big ‘C’.

HIM
A cold? Really? Didn’t think they 
had to operate for that.

HER
Funny.

He picks up the chart that is hooked over the end of the bed 
and has a quick glance.

HIM
Ah, good news. Says here your 
surgeon is Doc Chapman.

HER
Oh, is he nice?



HIM
Oh god no, he’s a dick.

HER
Well good.

HIM
No, that’s a good thing. I know the 
DON of the OR and she wouldn’t put 
up with that level of dickishness 
unless he got results.

She smiles.

HER
Is that blanket for me?

HIM
It is. Straight from the warmer.

He throws it over her and tucks in the sides.

The pager on his belt starts beeping.

HER
The master beckons. I’ll leave you 
to it.

He goes to leave but she grabs his hand.

HIM
I’ll be back in a bit, I’ve got 
plenty of-

She squeezes his hand harder and he looks into her eyes. 
She’s scared.

HIM (CONT’D)
I could probably stay a bit longer.

He pulls the chair close and sits down, holding her hand.
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