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“The Urban Explorer” 
by 

Paul Neil 
 
 
 

What After exploring some off-limits places, a girl examines the parallels with her own 
life. Themes: Grief, Loss, Sorrow, Trials, Suffering, Strength, God’s Goodness 

 
Who Girl, age 14-17   
 
When Present 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Girl is wearing boots, jeans, and a t-shirt that have obvious signs she’s been 
crawling around on the floor and climbing over walls. She carries a backpack 
with a clean shirt in it and regular sneakers. A camera hangs around her neck. 

 
Why Psalm 13 
 
How This Girl should have a lot of energy and a little bit of sass. Her sense of curiosity 

and adventure should be contagious.  
 
Time Approximately 8 minutes 
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Girl enters, wearing boots, jeans, and t-shirt, all showing signs of dirt. Hanging from a 
strap around her neck is a camera. A backpack hangs from one shoulder.  She is 
excited. She switches between seemingly talking to herself and addressing the 
audience. 

Girl: What a rush! I definitely got some great shots in there.  

Looks at the screen on her camera and flips through some pics. Notices audience. 

 Oh, hi. I guess I should explain. (Proudly striking a pose) I’m an urban 
explorer. (Pauses for reaction, then drops pose) Well, that’s what we call 
ourselves. Security guards call us trespassers. My mom…if she 
knew…I’m pretty sure would just call me a reckless idiot teenager. My 
dad—well, he’d probably just nod, pat my shoulder and say “That’s nice, 
sweety”.  That’s just how he is about everything since… (trails off ). 

 (Drops backpack) But they don’t get it. It’s not nice. It’s not reckless. 
We’re careful. Sure it’s a little dangerous. But there’s nothing like it. Take 
today for example. We drove up to the old loony bin. ‘Course, that’s not 
what they called it. It was the Lunatic Asylum way back. Then it was the 
State Hospital. 

 That place is OLD…like Civil War old, parts of it. And then, like twenty 
years ago, they closed it. Money ran out or something. 

 The place is falling apart. Some developer bought it back in the 90s and 
was gonna turn it into luxury condos, but he couldn’t get the permits. 
They can’t tear it down because it’s on some official historic places list. 
So it just sits there. The outside looks fine, mostly, unless you look really 
close. But inside…it’s empty. Rotting. Death by abandonment. 

 I showed mom pictures on the internet once of this old hotel. It was top 
of the heap back in the day. Now it’s left to us urban explorers. The roof 
is gone and there are vines creeping down the stairs. The paint is all 
flaky and all the leftover furniture is slowly disintegrating. I thought it 
was beautiful. Mom said it was sad. She actually had tears in her eyes. 

 I guess it is sad. It’s a place that had a purpose once. And now it’s left 
without one. 

 (Thoughtfully) That’s the common thread in all these places. They were 
filled with life. There’s this school about an hour away—that’s the first 
place I went exploring. We went in at night and stayed until the sun 
came up. I don’t believe in ghosts and all that spooky stuff, y’know. But 
that morning…when the sun was coming through the windows, my 
friends went out to the car to eat some granola bars but I stayed just a 
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few minutes by myself. I sat down in one of the old desks and just 
listened. 

 I could imagine the bell ringing. Children running. Teachers lecturing. 

 But now it’s empty. No sound. No energy. No LIFE. 

Pause. Girl sits and removes shoes from backpack. During the next bit, she removes 
the boots and puts on regular shoes. After that, she will put on a button up shirt, 
covering the dirty t-shirt she started in. 

 You wanna hear something really sad? Those places remind me of my 
family. 

 I mean, not always. My family used to be fine. We used to have dinner 
together. And talk. My mom was interested in what we were doing and 
learning. My dad really listened when we talked to him.  I remember we 
would all sing together in church. My dad’s not great but he was 
enthusiastic. And my mom…wow, she sings great. Quiet, but beautiful. 
My brother didn’t really sing out loud but he always moved his mouth 
with the words. One time I looked over at him and he had his eyes 
closed…like through the whole song. I teased him about it on the way 
home and he got this real serious look. 

 He just said, “I was listening. Sometimes if I listen close enough I think I 
can hear God singing along.” I should have laughed maybe…but I knew 
he meant it. There was something about him. He had this…connection 
with God. He went on a mission trip to Mexico the summer before and 
when he came back, he was different. He was gonna be a missionary. 
“God called me,” he said, just like it was on his phone.  

 But then…halfway through his senior year…he was driving home from 
school…hit a patch of ice…down into the ravine. That was eight 
months ago. 

 The memorial service was packed. People loved him. His friends and his 
teachers and my uncle all talked about how he laughed and about his 
joy. They all wore his favorite color…orange. There were lots of stories. I 
cried a lot but I laughed a lot, too. 

 A couple of weeks after that, my parents went back to work. We all went 
back to church. We sat together. We even sang. 

 But just like that building today…we look fine on the outside unless you 
look too close. Then you find out that inside…my parents are 
crumbling. Empty. Falling apart. 
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 I talked to my youth pastor about it. She talked to me a long time, and 
encouraged me to read the Psalms to help understand my parents. How 
people who know God can still sometimes go through the dark. She 
said that’s King David in a nutshell—crying out to God from the 
darkness. 

 There’s some intense stuff in there. Like Psalm 13:  
“How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever? 
How long will you hide your face from me?   

How long must I…have sorrow in my heart all the day?” 

 That’s dark. And I think that’s where my parents are. 

 I am too, some days. But y’know what I’m learning…stuff like this will 
eventually send you either running into God’s arms or away from Him. 
So I’m praying every day…every hour…that my parents will run to Him. 

Pulls out a compact and wipes the dirt from her face during this next part. 

 When we were leaving the hospital grounds today, we passed some 
people in suits. They had blueprints laid out on a folding table. It was a 
risky move but I stopped and asked this friendly-looking lady what was 
going on. She got this real excited look in her eyes. (Mimics the lady) 
“Well,” she said, “don’t spread it around, but it looks like the 
condominium company is about ready to start renovating!” 

Snaps the compact shut. 

 That made me smile. A new purpose. New construction. New life in that 
hollow shell.  That’s cool. It won’t be the same, of course. But that 
doesn’t mean it won’t be good.  

 Remember that Psalm? Psalm 13. Here’s how it ends: “But I trust in your 
unfailing love;   my heart rejoices in your salvation.  I will sing the Lord’s 
praise, for he has been good to me.” 

 David got it. Singing even in the dark.  

 I miss my brother every day. But y’know what? The Lord HAS been good 
to me. Every day…He helps me find hope. For my family. For my 
parents. For my friends. For me.  

 And y’know what else? I think David would have made a good urban 
explorer. He got it. 

Grabs backpack and exits. 
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