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Prelude: 
150 

Lights on. 
The writer stands, center stage, alone. He holds a picture frame in front of his face. 
Within it is a plain white canvas with the bold letters 150 written across it. 
 
THE WRITER:  “In 150 words, describe yourself,” This application read. What was I  
 supposed to say to this because, you see, I’m a writer. Writers don’t have selves,  
 but internalize outside forces, placing them into fictional characters. Every aspect  
 of our lives create our own little writers who sit in the classroom of our minds,  
 taking notes on our experience, and scribbling their own stories to make a  
 creation.  They work like a sweatshop inside of you, running twenty-four/seven to  
 create fiction from reality, from life, from me.   

 
(Lights fade out.) 
 

  So who am I? Let me show you. Let me show you the fragments. Let me  
show you the people who fill in my Hollywood Squares. Let me show you the 
possessors of my mind—the personalities that haunt me every minute. The 
characters. The traits that fill in the blank pages. The traits that are in every word I 
write. The beings that make me this: 

 Me. 
The Writer.  
This is the gallery. 
Of my pieces.  
My little writers.  

 
 

Monica St. Costello—With Confidence! 
 
Lights on.  
Charlie, dressed in a simple T-shirt, tennis shoes and jeans stands near a vanity and a 
chair. In one word, Charlie is plain. From his dull hair to his scrawny frame, there does 
not seem to be anything possibly spectacular within him. 
 
CHARLIE: Let me tell you something about Charlie Burns. Charlie Burns grew up on a  
 farm in Middle-of-Nowhere, Michigan. Nine siblings—middle child. It goes  
 without saying that he ‘bout blended in with the cows he went so unnoticed. As a  

matter a’ fact, his best friend was a cow. Didn’t talk to his siblings much. Didn’t 
hardly know what to say.  Couldn’t come up with a good sentence in his head 
around most people as he fumbled in his nervousness. What did they want him to 
say? His grandma once told him “Oh, Charlie, you’re jist as plain as this here 
town. Simple ol’ Charlie.” All he could do is sit around and read all day and that 
didn’t even get him good grades. The boy got too anxious during tests. The only 
talent he had was making imaginary friends: Billy, Bonnet, Dina, Dill…the list 
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goes on. That was a secret though. He didn’t want people to think he was plain 
old weird. 

   
(Beat.) 

   
Let me tell you something about Monica St. Costello.  

   
(He takes off his T-shir.t) 

   
Monica St. Costello was no saint. But she is a star. She grew up on the streets of 
New York.  

   
 (He removes his shoes and pants, now standing in only tighty-whities and  
 socks.) 
 
  On those streets she learned that you had to fight your way to the top, to  
 be a real somebody. That’s just what she did. Thirteen, she was playing the piano 
 like Beethoven and taking the underground music scene by storm. She embodied  
 talent.  
  
 (He sits in the chair, staring into the vanity.) 
 

Let me tell you something about Charlie Burns. Charlie wasn’t quite the 
social-light. Home schooled. Not much socialization there. He grew up without 
one girlfriend, the only woman’s hand he had ever held was his momma’s. His 
dad thought he was a real strange boy. “He gay?” Charlie had overheard his dad 
asking his momma. That was real far from the truth—Charlie was enthralled with 
woman, just didn’t know how to talk to them. 

 
(He digs into the vanity drawer, retrieving and beginning to apply make up.) 

 
  Let me tell you something about Monica St. Costello. She could have any  

boy or girl she wanted. The entire world just begs at her feet to be hers, kisses 
every phalanx in her opened toe, five-inch heels. A man sees her on the street, he 
can’t help but turn his head and get it stuck looking at her. A girl smells her 
perfume from Paris and just melts.  
 
(Looks away from the  mirror and into the audience) 
 
 You wouldn’t think these two would ever become a couple, inseparable. 
You wouldn’t think that that “Simple ol’ Charlie,” could have a woman of such 
breath taking radiance. 
 
(Returns to mirror.) 
 



The Writer  

 You’re wrong. He’s got her. Right now. Charlie made her. She is his 
beautiful creation, a concoction of his mind as he stared at the glamorous woman 
of the world through store windows and television screens. She was born while 
Charlie was at his church’s dance, staring longingly at the girls in flower dresses 
with their hair done up, dancing to an Elvis Costello song. 

At that moment, a bit of his inner kid came out as he pulled a girl beyond 
any of them out of the air—Bam! Monica Saint Costello. Not only did he make 
her, but now, he is her. 
 You see, when people think of making characters, they think there’s gotta 
be something on paper. That they gotta be totally separate from this world 
because people can’t make people—no way.  

   
 (Beat.) 
 

Well, let me tell you something about Monica St. Costello, she’s about 
just as real as any one of you. Charlie didn’t make a woman by typing her up on a 
laptop, she was written on his skin. He let himself be a live canvas at which he 
threw the glitz of sequins and lace. They embraced each other so tightly that they 
became inseparable, one body. Charlie was written into two characters—like two 
sides of a page from the moment he stepped into his sister’s dress. That’s how you 
make a character, let her flow through your veins.  
  
(His make up finished, he walks off stage.) 
 
 (Offstage.) He finds power in her flowing blonde hair, beauty in the 
rhinestone she puts right below her eyes on Friday nights. Height from her heels. 
The way she talks…so cool…so witty…gives Charlie a voice he never thought he 
had. Hell, he didn’t even have a voice.  
 
(Walks back onstage in a shimmering red dress and ridiculously high heels.) 
 
And when he, she goes to the clubs, they’re adored—celebrities. With one wig— 
 
(He walks to the vanity, retrieving an platinum blond wig and places it on his 
head, his back to the audience) 
  
The story of Charlie Burns is erased, and he creates the tale of, becomes : 
 
(A wonderful transformation is revealed when Monica St. Costello turns to face 
the audience. She carries herself with the importance and arrogance of a movie 
star. Her face is lit with tantalizing smile, her eyes vibrant from behind thick 
eyeliner. She speaks in a sexy and breathy alto voice.) 
 
 Monica St. Costello—with confidence! 
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My Worst Nightmare 
 
Lights On. 
Ryan lays on his back, center stage in the darkness, only enough light on stage to reveal 
his silhouette. 
 
RYAN: Hey, Orion!  
 
 (Beat.) 
 

I’m back. Haven’t talked to you in a while have I? Well, you wanna know 
something? I’m pissed at you. Really pissed!  

 
 (Beat.) 
 

See, they say wish upon a star. And I wished upon a whole constellation—
one that even had my name in it: Ryan. I thought it was fool proof when I was 
about eight. I believed in you. My house didn’t have God, or Santa Clause, but I 
had you, Orion. I wished upon you every night. 

  And you know what? My wishes never came true. Never. So I stopped  
wishing to you. I gave up. But I need you again, Orion. I need you to finally do 
something for me. 

Because, Orion, I had all of these dreams. I had all of these dreams when I 
was younger. I talked to you. You know them: “Orion, let me be an actor. 
Famous.” 

  
 (Beat.) 
 
 Orion, let them stay together. 
 
 (Beat.) 
 
 Orion, let me get into that school 
 
 (Beat.) 
 
 Orion, let me have her. 
 
 (Beat.) 
 
 Orion, let me write this book. Let it be big. 

Did you not hear that Orion? Any of it? Because I’m not believing in 
anything anymore. Not even myself. And it sucks. I’m out in this world, and all of 
these dreams I’ve had just seem to be evaporating into the air, into the sky, into 
the fucking stars as I sit there in that cubicle.  
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I’m beginning to realize, Orion, that these dreams will never happen. The 
time has passed. They’re not gonna get back together. She’s married. And it’s 
time to be practical—have an office job. Make money. It’s not about the feeling, 
but the money. I don’t know what to do with this Orion. I can’t stand to think 
that…I could be, I don’t know, out of hope? 

 
(Beat.) 

 
 I don’t believe anymore Orion! I don’t believe in the dream. 
 
 (Beat.) 
 
 I wanted to be living the dream. 
 
 (Beat.) 
 

It’s like I woke up from a really great dream where I had all these dreams 
and now I’m in my worst nightmare. I feel like I’m choking on all these dreams. 
I’m drowning in them. I can’t even write anymore, because I can’t dream up a 
simple story. No more dreaming. Orion, Do you hear me?  I can’t. I can’t handle 
this, this feeling. I’m slipping. That’s what I feel. Slipping into some hole—I 
don’t know, called reality?—and I never thought I would be in that hole.  

 
 (Beat.) 
 
 Orion! 
 
 (Beat.) 
 

I don’t think I can handle this. Had to come to you tonight because I just 
want to believe in…something again. Because I have to ask you, not to let me be 
famous, or have a book written, or be Heidi Klum’s husband. I’ve given up on 
that. I’m giving up. 

 
 (Beat. He rests his hands on his eyes.) 
 

I’m twenty-five, looking up at the sky, talking, wishing. Who am I really talking 
to if I don’t believe in them? Who? 
 
(Beat.) 
 

 Ryan, you’re just talking to yourself. Ryan! Oh, Ryan! Will you please just let me  
 be…just be? In this world? Because I don’t believe in you anymore and I think  
 you’re starting to disappear. 
  
 (Lights out.) 
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Ronda’s Rap 
	  
Lights on. 
Ronda stomps on stage with confidence, begins—a capell. 
 
RONDA:  

 Alright, let me tell you sometin’ right now 
I’m spitting misspellins and doin’ it proud 
‘Cuz I don’t buy into alla ya rules 
I’ll make my own game 
Makin’  alla ya fools 
Teacher gets my paper and she say 
“You see this? 
Double negative” 
But I don’t change nu’in’ away 
Aint a priss 
It’s my peregative 
And yes I know that’s not how you say it 
But I’m feelin’ dese words 
Spittin’ ‘em 
Spray it 

 
‘Cuz da world don’t care ‘bout being proper 
Grammer 

 If ya try ta be nice it’s just gonna pound ya 
 Hammer 
 So I flow my words 
 No I don’t stammer  
 People call me crazy 
 Seinfeld 
 Kramer  
 
 See, da streets done did and made me 
 So I’m gonna stick to da rules dat dey gave me 
 No, no, no school could ever go and save me 
 From the dilemma of Ebonics and Jay-Z 
 Yes, I was taught by my life 
 Dat if you stuck in right in wrong  
 You in strife 
 Cuz dis world is made of grey 
 But dis girl still shines, shines everyday 
  

Even in the hood 
 I done did and soured 
 Seeing all dat blood 
 Didn’t make be run 
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 Made me want more 
 Ta rise, rise like Mya Angelou 
 Still I rise 
 Always surprising you 
 Yes, who knew, that a bitch had so much balls? 
 Yes, who knew? 
 I’m lyrical guru  
  
 And don’t you get me started on corrections, no sairee 
 No good comes from all dese penitentiaries  
 All the correction facility did for me 
 Make dis daughter cry 
 Momma shoots up and trips on Tiple C’s. 
 So dis soldier had to boot up, ba-boot up an’ just be 
 And when daddy came back he was worse 
 Still always snortin’, always packin’ 
 That, that was his curse 
 And though the prison had tried to correct ‘im 
 Red pen 
 The natural him stayed 
 Now was den 
 
 Bullets fly where I come from 
 No one fall in line where I come from 
 They just pass da time where I come from 
 Bareback bump and grind where I come from 
 There is no order 
 Nope, nothin’ but girls and drugs is dealable  
 So don’t tell me to organize with syllables 
 ‘Cuz in my world, words are yur weapons 
 Careless mouth is yur main protection  
 I don’t think you know what I gone through 
 If you did, you’d be packin’ mo’ dan a Haiku  
  
 So yes, yes, I’ll write in parallel 
 To life, to life 
 Crazy as hell 
 And if any of yall try ta change me 
 I’ll run my mouth and red-pen-rearrange ye 
 Lyrical bitch, I’m deranged ya see 
 
 (Lights off.) 
 
 

 
Experience 
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Lights on. 
Mindy sits at a table downstage right. She is pasting photos onto a board, but the 
audience cannot see the images on them. With her head pressed against her shoulder to 
hold her phone, she is talking to her sister. She is a woman in her forties, aging with 
eloquence—gentle.  
 
MINDY: He told me to use my experience. 
 
 (Pause.)  
 

I know I have a lot of experience, Pat—and why’d’ya have to say it that way—
and I know that experience is supposed to like…magically activate something for  

 writing because now you have something to write about but… 
 
 (Pause.) 
 
 Well you have (Mimicking.) A LOT to write about too, Pat. 
 
 (Pause. Mindy smiles.)  
 

So, anyways, he tells me that experience makes it easier for you to write, but 
guess what? I don’t think that’s true. I mean, do you remember how I used to 
write on ev-er-y thing? Walls, chairs, floors.  

 
 (Pause.) 
 
 I know it wasn’t that mature, Pat, but I was just a kid. 
 
 (Pause.) 
 
 You weren’t that mature, Pat. Like I was saying, I used to write all over  
 until Grandpa got drunk and went on that riot when he noticed everything I  
 had taken a pen to. Remember? He got so angry and just took a belt to… 
 Remember? 
 
 (Pause.) 
 

How can you not remember? Well, I guess you don’t have a scar to remember it 
by. And then there was that time when I had that journal. And I hid it so good. 
But of course, Grandma had to search through everything because to her if 
something was hidden, that right there was a reason to find it. So she found it and 
I had just about everything in there…even , ya know, that time we snuck into the 
drive-in and…I was with Bobby and you were with Kevin. Grandma read it and 
she flipped saying, “No granddaughter of mine—” 

 
 (Pause.) 
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 Yes, that’s why we both got in trouble that one time. I thought that you— 
  

(Pause.) 
 
 Well, I thought that you knew.  
 
 (Pause.) 
 
 We both didn’t get to go to the Winter Formal. 
 
 (Pause.) 
 

Well, I’m sorry that I’m the one who wrote about it. Sorry. I was just trying to 
say—you know what, never mind. Let’s talk about something new. So, how’s 
Billy? 

 
 (Pause.) 
 

Oh, dropped out. Well, I mean, he does want to be a painter so maybe it will be 
fine, you know?  

 
 (Pause.) 
 

No, there’s nothing wrong with being a painter. Or wanting to be a painter. I 
didn’t mean wanting in a bad way. He’s really good. 

 
 (Pause.) 
 

Yes, Greg wants to be a writer, but he’s also going to a good college next year. U 
of— 

 
 (Pause.) 
 

I know I talk about it a lot, Pat. I’m just proud. Not bragging. And yes, I know 
you were the one who got the two year degree from— 

 
 (Pause.) 
 

There’s nothing wrong with a two year college, Pat, no. My tone was just fine 
when I said that. I wasn’t bragging or anything. 

 
 (Long pause. Mindy closes her eyes.) 
 

You know what, Pat? I think it’s time we stop talking. I really do. I called to tell 
you happy birthday, and that’s all. We got on a real conversation, and I thought, 
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“Wow, this is nice. We’re talking.” But you know what? You just proved what I 
was about to tell you. See, I don’t think experience helps you write because you 
never know how people might react. The world just forces your words right back 
into you. Don’t piss it off with what you have to say. You learn that with every 
year! Write on a wall, a belt to the ass. Write about a hand job and get kicked out 
of the house for six hours…and not get to go the Winter Formal—I’m SO sorry! 
Say one little thing to your flippin’ sister and she flies over the cuckoo’s nest. 
Why write? Why put anything out there, when you are the source and responsible 
for what you say? Experience just teaches us that we’re much better off when 
we’re not talking! 

 
 (She lets the phone fall from her shoulder. She smiles and faces the audience.) 
 
 See this? 
 

(She holds up the board, which is nearly finished. Photos of her son, Greg, are 
pasted across it.)  

 
He’s turning eighteen. This is for his party. He’s gonna be great. I’m. Proud. I 
guess that’s the one thing that experience does give you; something real to create. 

 
 (Lights out.) 

 
A Problem with Euphemisms  

 
Lights on. 
Greg stands in front of the audience at the edge of center stage. An over-stuffed backpack 
hangs from his shoulder. He lets it slide off, breathing with a sigh of relief as he is 
alleviated from the weight.  
 
GREG: So, guess what…I almost got an F in independent study. Drama…how can 
 you get an F in that, right? Well, I’ll fucking tell you. Write the word fuck a  
 couple a’ times in a play and you’re well on your way.  

See, the teacher read my work and everything was fine. Well, the school is 
tightening down (you’re not missing out on much). I feel like I’m in a prison—no 
hall passes, be in designated areas at all times, don’t even think about bringing 
that PowerAde into any class. I mean, it’s all falling to shit, really…bit by bit the 
belt is loosening but, still, it’s my Senior Year and I feel like I’m a convicted 
felon.  

But, anyway, back to my F. See, the board has gotten into this whole boot 
camp theme and they decided that they needed to see the work I had been 
producing in Independent Study Drama. When they saw it, I guess they about 
shitted their asses off because I was called down to the office after they read one 
scene.  

(In a gruff, manly voice.) “What does this say?” The principle asked me, 
pointing to a sentence in my play.  
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“Are you serious?” I asked. “Come on. This isn’t being performed to the 
entire farming community that we live in. No one needs to get—” 

“What does this say?” He made me read it out loud. I was beginning to 
wonder if he was illiterate. 

  “‘Sometimes I feel like he only wants me for my fucking pussy’…” 
Well, once I read that little line, everything went to hell. Trust me, this got 

big. I’m talking going in front of the school board, explaining my Independent 
Study project, talking to the school counselor, getting threatened with an F to 
destroy my 4.0. Like I fucking dropped a bomb on the school.  

Speaking of explosions, my mom…(Laughing.), you know her. She 
wasn’t having any of it. (Adapting a womanly voice.) “My son is better than this 
whole damn place, and if you think you can fail him for expressing his— ” You 
get the picture. She even had the teacher of the creative writing college course 
we’re both taking (that’s right, I’m taking a course with my mother) come in and 
talk about how talented I am and how censorship taints art and everything.  

Luckily, a threat to alert all news papers of this calmed them, and they let 
my little potty mouth be. Fascism was conquered. I can only do book work second 
semester though.  

 
 (He is silent as he looks around him.) 
 
 This place is kinda dead, isn’t it? Ironic, right?  
 
 (Beat.) 
 

You know that I’ve never had a filter running from my brain to my mouth. 
So with my writing…it is as I picture it. I could never bring myself to hide every 
little thing—a fuck with a frick, a sex scene with a kiss and then dimming lights. 
I’ve told you this before. 

 
 (Beat) 
 

I’ve got a problem with euphemisms. See, behind every “bleep,” you 
know there’s a “bad word” there. With every Little John and Robin Hood, you 
know there was totally more really going on than just a bro-mance in tights. But 
of course, as a society, we’re not supposed to acknowledge these things. We’re 
supposed to hide them, euphemize them so no one gets offended. That’s what a 
euphemism is—just a replacement for something offensive. And…what are they 
really good for? We need to talk—bring things out in the open as they are. Let the 
fucks flow if you’re thinking it…if your character would say it.  If whatever is so 
offensive just lingers around, never addressed, it’s only gonna fester in the world 
until it explodes. Just look at you. 

  
(He looks out into the audience.) 

I think we could say you exploded. And I was the firecracker shoved up 
your rectum. Not that we ever got that far, but…you know. (A venerability is 
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beginning to surface.) You were my best friend. Even though we did things that 
two guy friends don’t do, you were really my guy best friend. I wish…I wish you 
wouldn’t have… 

You just had to do it. You couldn’t just handle it. I would have talked to 
you about it. We could have stopped, you know. Just been friends. I mean, sure, 
we would have to cut the kissing and touching that we did. I still can’t believe we 
acted like we were still straight doing it. Well, I knew what I was…so did quite a 
bit of people but I could never. Say it. To you. (Laughing sardonically.) You said 
that you hated faggots. You had religion.  
 And the day that it got out about me being a fucking faggot to the whole 
school…you just couldn’t handle that. You couldn’t handle the truth coming to 
the surface. You couldn’t bear to really see what had…Dammit! You couldn’t 
even look at me or say a word to me before… 

  
 (Long silence.) 
 

(Lightly, as if the words hurt him.)…Before you shot yourself in the fucking head. 
You exploded buddy. Your head did at least. Literally. I was at your funeral and 
they had to have a closed casket and I thought, “I did this! Should I even be 
here?” Thank you so much for that burden, by the way. I guess you really did 
mean it when you said you loved me. Don’t worry though. We’re still a secret.  

 
 (He opens his bag, digging inside of it) 
 

 (Begrudgingly, with a sigh.) I brought you these… flowers. I know they’re 
probably too feminine for you but…this graveyard could use a touch of pink. So. I 
guess this is bye till next time.  

 
 (He throws the flowers into the audience. He grabs his bag and begins to walk  
 away, but then turns around, storming back to the edge of the stage.) 
 

 You know, I talk about writing what you think and I think about you every 
day…but I can’t…fucking put it to paper! It’s so hard. Maybe there is something 
to euphemisms. Maybe if we ignore something enough, then it will go away. I 
think that philosophy is total Right Wing how-to-address-AIDS bullshit, but it 
sounds really nice because if I could make you go away…if I could… 

 
 (Lights shut off. Greg screams in frustration.) 
  
 Fuck! 

 
 
 
 

Love 
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Lights on. 
Aaron, a nervous college student, sits in a desk upstage left, a laptop in front of him, only 
a spotlight upon him. 
 
Aaron: Writing is my love, but it makes me so lonely. Isn’t that like ultimate irony?  

Love making you lonely? It’s supposed to do just the opposite, really. But writing 
is so…isolating. So solitary. You’re creating a world of your own. From nothing 
but love.  

  This is what happens: 
You sit at your home for hours in front of the computer. You know why? 

Because there’s something in you, this need to create your work, to really dig 
deep into yourself and use that ejected chunk to…make something. And you get 
to a point where you realize “Holy Shit, I haven’t made anything.” What have you 
really made? Any success? So this need for time just kicks in, this eternal clock 
that just counts down with every minute you’re not writing. And there’s never 
enough time.  

It’s not writers block. You have plenty of ideas. Too many—that’s the 
problem. You have to find just the right idea, the one that fits, feels good. The 
problem comes when you have to write it because it’s such a commitment to 
really sit down and write, it takes love. It takes time. So you struggle with this 
task of making—and it just makes the walls close in upon you until it’s like 
you’re locked in a closet. 

Because there’s no getting out. It’s isolating. You’re sealed off into this 
little world where it’s just you and your laptop. But you still can’t write. 
So you blow off friends, you basically lose your friends, just so that you can 
attempt to write while you’re really just lounging around your house and checking 
your Facebook habitually. Days pass by as you try to work it out. It’s just the two 
of you, Friday night, sitting at home, trying to make something work. It’s a fight, 
a real fight.  

But the clock keeps ticking. You need this love to survive, and if you can’t 
have anything to show for it, could you even move on?  

And then, there are those rare, special moments where you are one, and 
the world is right again. You have made something beautiful. Beautiful. For just a 
split second, that clock stops, and you are just suspended there with the union 
between you and what you love.  

  
 (Beat.) 
 
 And you’re not alone.  
 
 (His phone rings. He removes it from his pocket.) 
 
 (Smiling.) Hey, Greg.  
 
 (Lights fade out.) 
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Poetry  

Lights on. 
Linda sits on a bench center stage, wearing modern winter apparel and reading a book 
entitled Still Life in The Modern World: Famous Modern Poetry. One of her legs bounces 
up and down with impatience.  She  holds herself with confidence and independence. 
However, her words are filled with a slight shallowness—she wants to be the next Carrie 
Bradshaw. She sets the book down upon her lap with irritation. 
 
LINDA: Screw it. It’s not happening. I’m not going to all of a sudden feel some  

connection to this stuff. I wish I could, really. I’m a writer, or at least an aspiring 
one—narrative, not poetry. I should be diving into this book though, (Mockingly.) 
examining its beauty with a keen literary mind but…I just seem to get lost. My 
mind wanders and I forgot what was the line before… 

  
(She picks up the book and opens it.) 
 
 “And the peach tree with bare limbs.” The poem’s about a farm. I know 
that. But all of the little lines within it just seem to blur and enmesh until…I don’t 
know. It’s a farm. I get it. Can’t the writer just say that and let me do with it as I 
please? 

 
  My teacher says I have a problem with imagery and transitions.  
 
 (She takes in a deep breath. Beat.)  
 

There’s something about the winter air that I love. Hate winter. Snow—
gross. Cold—ha, don’t get me started. But there’s something about the air, its 
crispness…its ability to bring you back to life. My life has been pretty…empty. 
But when I breath in this air, I feel filled with…a vibrancy instead of guilt that I 
don’t feel guilty for… 

He was a great guy. A really good guy. Fascinated with me. Wanted me 
for me. He would have loved me. Hell, he would have laid frickin’ rose petals on 
the mattress for our first night in bed. But…I just couldn’t. I couldn’t just say, 
“Let’s make it official. Let’s date.” We had been talking for two months, texting 
every day. God, did he want to date, to be in a relationship. And last night, while 
we were holding hands and walking down the pier, something in me just broke 
out, these words: “I think we need to stop. I’m only hurting you. We need to stop. 
I’m stopping.” And then, I just left him there, staring up at the light house, lost 
and needing to find his way back to shore.  
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 (Sighs. Beat.) 
 

It’s not that I don’t want a relationship. It’s just that…I can’t sit still. 
Dammit. I just can’t. Ever since I was a kid, I couldn’t. The doctor called it 
ADHD. But I could pay attention, I just couldn’t sit. still. If my body was still, my 
mind sure wasn’t. I couldn’t remain. Let’s do the popular thing and blame it on 
my parents. When they split, they cut my life in two. Not to say that I was 
heartbroken. I didn’t care—too young to understand. But they shifted me back 
and forth between their houses every other day like mail. Back and forth. Back 
and forth. Sundays, I would go to the other house at six. All of my Sundays, I just 
felt like I was just waiting…waiting to move, my book bag packed as I looked out 
of the window. And now, if I don’t feel that, that movement, that promise of 
something new, I…well, I make it. I have to be moving—never just be.  

That’s my deal with guys. The second I feel like something might be 
settling, that I might have them, I know I can’t stay because…this. might. last.  I 
can’t see the good in them anymore; I can’t even look at them without criticizing 
everything. So I just make myself alone…mobile. 

 
 (Looks around her with disappointment.)  
 

I came out here tonight, with this poetry book, to try an’ just be. Poetry is 
all about a moment. Meditating. It’s fully diving into a place or person. Being 
there, and just there. I can’t read or write poetry with all of its five sense imagery 
because its too still. 

I’m a writer. I know there’s so much beauty in the world but I can never 
let myself be part of it. I can’t even submerge myself within it via poetry. This 
means I’m missing out. If you can’t love poetry, if you can’t love just being, 
could you ever really see the world for what it is…completely? I want to take in 
all of this:  

  
(Looks about her.) 
  
The cold; the snow; the heightened howl of winter’s wind. Because it brings this, 
this air that makes me come alive. I want to really be part of this world for once, 
cemented. I want to find a man, and be able to dive into him, swim in him like an 
ocean but never suffocate. I want to feel this...(With rising intensity.)see 
this…taste this…hear this…smell this… BE THIS BEAUTY! I want to just— 

 
(A gust of wind rushes against her. She clutches the book in her hand, her leg no 
longer bouncing but going limp as she closes her eyes.)  

 
 Be still.  
 
 (Lights out.) 
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    A Writer Caught in The Ego 
(A Living Art Piece) 

 
Lights fade on. 
J.—around 17— stands center stage, a blunt burning in his hand. His room 
(representative of his mind) is split into contrasting worlds. It’s as if a line runs down his 
bed (center stage) and contradicting objects mirror each other across that line. There are 
two panels that serve as walls, one black, one white. On the white wall (right of center) is 
posted a Woman’s Rights poster, a graffiti drawing saying “Jen Loves.” On the black 
panel hangs a Play Boy centerfold and a poster with “Monica Was Here” girlishly 
scrawled upon it. Two nightstands are besides his bed. The one to the right has a statue 
of The Virgin Mary and a bible on top of it, mirroring it on the other nightstand is a gun 
with money sitting beneath it. On the floor, to the right side of the bed, lies a stack of 
textbooks and mirroring it on the other side is a pile of weed. The left side has clothes 
scattered on the floor, the right is spotless. A large clock is stationed in between the two 
panels. The face is blank, but the hands are pointed to where a six would be. J.’s costume 
is subjective to the production, maybe just street clothes or maybe a white shirt, black 
pants to reflect contrast. Rap music begins to play and he starts to move his feet, hip-hop 
dancing. The music, coming from an iPod center stage, is to narrate the mood of the 
scene and J.’s movements. The song can be created differently but must have the lyrics in 
the script below. The recorded voiceover is mixed with the sounds of a party: laughing, 
bottles breaking, yelling, etc.     
 
J. (Voiceover.): In this….in this moment I…(With the music.) We gonna kill these  

bitches, bury these motha fuckas…Wait, no. In this moment. In this moment I see 
the superego lingering above us, my entire generation. Beneath us, the id. Monica 
is lighting her cigarette. I see her. She spreads her legs. We worship the id, you 
see? They do. Do I? I watch. Stand. We worship the hooded man as we try to 
make sense of these unbearable forces pulling us apart, splitting our bodies in 
two.  

  Freud wasn’t a maniac, but a genius. 
 I’m an outsider, you see. I wasn’t meant to be here but this is my 
expedition. In this one moment…I see them. See, my generation and I, we’re just 
caught between the Instinct and the Father. I’m staring at them. I’m not here. I’m 
trapped inside of…in this moment. I had so much to drink. I had so much smoke.  
 Now I’m here trapped inside.  
 See, I’m seeing this world differently now. I’m…I’m imprisoned by the 
ego—that part that analyzes, that deconstructs and makes logical demons that 
drown you as you stare up into the smoke circling your head. The Ego…the Ego 
has trapped me, making me the solitary observer of…of this moment. In this 
moment, I’m lost within my mind, looking for an exit in its corners. 

 
 (J. travels about the corners of the room, dancing, trying to find a way out). 
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I’m captive here. Kill these bitches, bury these motha fuckas! I arrived on 
this island of youth a shell, protected by the bubble wrap of worried parents and 
an acute anti-social disorder. Once I had been washed to sea, picked up by the 
local natives, made into a musical instrument for them to create songs of sacrifice, 
I began to change, to devour…My ego, it devours the world. It unhinges its jaws 
and eats everything…my body, her body (do I love her?)—it even devours the sky 
as I stare into it, sucking away the constellations with one breath. There is so 
much to devour. 

Knock these bitches to the curve, blood on their face. Don’t care, do as I 
do, we runnin’ this place. 

See, I’m here at this party. This party? I’m here and they are burning 
chairs and couches to declare victory. This song is blaring. I can’t see through the 
smoke. No. I see. I see her drifting from side to side, pulling me forward. I step on 
bottles on the ground. “Smirnoff, Popov, Captain, Patrone.” White powder floats 
through the air and into the nostrils of the dead. Are they dead?  

Everything is cryptic, calling for me to decipher it. I watch them as they 
spin out of control, giving into the pleasure principle but in the morning this will 
all be erased—it never existed. 

Everything here is so rich with code. It crawls into my head like worms 
into the deceased and begs for me to translate it, put it to paper. I can’t get out of 
my head. There is too much here to devour.  

We’re living in a world of contradictions. See, that’s what youth is, just 
making sense of the two worlds that lie parallel to each other, with us somewhere 
in between. There is a dark side of the planet, shrouded with the id—no reason, no 
time, no love. Then there is the world of the superego, our constantly nagging 
mother who tells us our room is disgusting—our mind. One is the world which we 
are taught to believe in, filled with Fairy tales of right and wrong, the Easter 
Bunny, and the idea that good is inevitably going to win. Because the world is 
good. God is good. The Super-Ordinate is good. The other world lingers in 
shadows, we have to find it, or it finds us, reaching into our cradle and snatching 
our bodies. And when this world comes into contact with us, an explosion occurs, 
for the fuel was always within us, we just needed the flame. Our bodies have 
exploded and we try to mend ourselves back together, collecting the polluted 
pieces. There must be something to glue us back together, something that can 
withstand these two dimensions splitting us apart. We are trying to find our way 
to the light, but dancing in the darkness.  

Gonna grab that bitch by her skinny ass waist, call ‘er bitch make ‘er 
scream my name.  

My mind has become enthralled with the contradictions of this world, the 
contrasts: Who we should be, who we shouldn’t; love, hate; black, white; purity, 
dirt; girl, boy. These are what seem to give us shape, give us the definition we 
need to see the planet. Because we’ve constructed this make-believe world in 
which we so dearly cling to, our united lights that guide us through this darkness. 
But the lamps go out and we see nothing, not even our own existence, and we are 
finally free. The monster has conquered. We’re listening to the music, feeling the 
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music. We’re killing these bitches. Burying their bodies. Burying our own 
corpses.  

But I am imprisoned by the e-e-e-go. And as I sort out these contradictions 
in my mind—the false organizing of humanity by rights and wrongs, labels and 
love—I can’t set myself free of this place.  

 
(He jumps onto his bed, standing.) 

 
Thank you for my existence, Mother, but I think I’m taking it back now! This 
must be put into words…I have to make sense of this world by writing it. I cannot 
remove myself from the claws of my mind as I sit here in this moment…realizing 
that we are all living art, sculpting an existence for ourselves, a pattern. We are all 
living art, giving ourselves roles, taking on a persona and “becoming it.” We are 
all living art, our Non-Fiction as fictitious as Fantasy. And I’m seeing through the 
paper mache masks that we made in kindergarten, and now seeing the scared 
faces of nothing more than animals trying to paddle their way out of a freezing 
sea of instincts.  

  We are all living art. They create it, I just record it.  
  
 (Beat.) 

 
Kill these bitche.Fi’nn’a kill em with a gun from hell. Kill these bitches, 

shoot for the prize—Nobel. Kill these bitches, bury these mutha fuckas! 
  
(Lights shut off dramatically.) 
 

Epilogue:  
Inside of You 

 
Lights on. 
The writer returns to the stage, walking onto it from stage right, the picture frame 
removed. As he delivers the closing lines, his characters gradually walk onstage, striking 
possesses chosen by the director to fit the character. The yare all situated by their line. 
 
THE WRITER: More than 150 words, huh? A writer is a being who, in a different world,  

is entirely dissected, its parts being spread across a universe of its own. So here 
you have it, some of my parts. You might even see yourself if you’ve been 
enough inspiration. And now, you the watcher, the audience, have become a part 
of me as well. I have given you…me. And let this moment live inside of you 
forever. In a world about establishing one identity, I have given you so much 
more. Because there is so much more inside of us all. The writing. 

ALL CHARACTERS: The Writers. 
THE WRITER: The Writer. 


