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1 

THE HEAT DEATH OF THE UNIVERSE 
 
SETTING — A classroom? An empty stage? 
 
CHARACTERS — REALIST, any gender, any age.  
 
AT RISE — REALIST addresses the audience directly. 
 

  REALIST 
Everyone you know will die someday. Everyone. All of them. 
The children in your life will live to see your passing. 
Hopefully! That they will someday watch you die is actually 
the best-case scenario.  
Close friendships are almost impossible to maintain over the 
course of a whole life. People change; friendships fade. And 
it only becomes harder to forge new relationships. 
Your significant other knows you better than anyone, likely 
represents the most meaningful relationship you have or are 
likely to have, and all it would take to ruin that forever are a 
few words. Just a few! Think about that.  
One theory states that energy can't be created or destroyed; 
it can only change forms. 
But come on—when you die, that’s probably it. You’re not 
asleep. You’re not dreaming. You don’t get to reflect on it 
later. You’re just not. You are no longer. 
I’m sorry... Is this depressing? Hey, something like 121 
million people are depressed today. What’s a few dozen 
more? 
America isn’t even two hundred and fifty years old. The 
Roman Empire fell after 1,480. What do you suppose are the 
odds we’re going to make it to three hundred?  
Will DC still be the capitol when it’s underwater? 
Entropy increases in an isolated system. 
The Earth’s core will cool and harden.  
Everything is slowing down: your metabolism, your sex drive, 
your ambition. You’re only going to get fatter. 
But don’t despair. 
There is some good news:  
Nabisco still makes Chicken in a Biskit! 
 (beat) 
Well. For now, anyway... 
 
  END OF PLAY 
 


