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Abstract 

Tulipped is a semi-autobiographical play that revolves around a young woman who is 

trapped in her fantasies and stuck in unfulfilling relationships.  Her best friend intervenes 

and interrupts her life by staging a weekend intervention; hoping to knock some sense 

into her friend.  The end result is an emotionally driven journey where the issues of 

choice vs. fate, nature vs. nurture, and forgiveness are discussed between the characters.  

The essay that follows offers a more in-depth discussion of the roots of maturation and 

healthy decision making skills and pays particular attention to the needs of children as 

they grow up.  Connection to one’s past and the role of hindsight and reflection are also 

highlighted in great detail with regard to how they aid in integrating the pieces of oneself 

and assist in one’s ability to see the present world clearly in order to navigate the future 

successfully. 

Keywords:  maturation; memory; autobiography; dialogue; choice vs. fate; emotion 
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Introduction 
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Before I started this project I thought I had a pretty clear idea of what comprised 

an autobiographical work.  Now that my piece is done, I am more sceptical of 

autobiographies as a form of truthful personal narrative than I ever was before.  In fact, I 

think it will be difficult to believe a lot of what I read if it has been stamped with the title, 

“autobiography.”  However, it’s difficult to discern whether that is my fault for straying 

from the facts of my personal story or whether it is commonplace in this genre of writing, 

but after much reading and consideration, I am leaning towards the latter. 

Writing an autobiographical play turned out to be much more difficult than I had 

anticipated.  I thought since all the material was in ‘me’ I wouldn’t have to go far to get 

my substance and my story - but I was wrong.  For a couple of reasons, one: it turns out I 

don’t have much of story (as of yet anyway) and therefore I had to figure out a dramatic 

way to string the few ‘dramatic’ experiences together in my life.  And two: because I 

don’t have much of a ‘story’ I therefore had to make one up, which felt very 

contradictory to the genre I was attempting to write within.  And once you give yourself 

license to fictionalize - where do you stop?  There has to be a limit somewhere otherwise 

there would have to be a point where the title of autobiography would shift to “loosely 

based on Bria’s life” or just pure fiction. 

The journey to the discovery of my ‘story’ began initially in Stephen Duguid’s 

autobiography course in the Spring of 2010.  He had us write out significant moments of 

our lives that somehow contributed to the shape of who we are today.  As a result of these 

pieces of writing and Steve having gotten to know my personality over the last couple of 

years, he posed the question at our first Thesis meeting:  How did you arrive to where 

you are today with your sense of ‘arrival?’  Essentially, how did you become you?  As 

Steve reflected back to me a person who was bold, risky, not afraid to speak her mind and 

put herself out there in potentially damaging and wounding situations, it occurred to me 

that I recognized the person he was describing but not necessarily as ‘me’ which was 

interesting.   
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I then took stock of Steve’s observations and attempted to outline some of the 

stories that somehow revealed a sense of ‘me’ and my character.  I developed a character 

sketch of myself that boiled down to someone who was: outgoing - to the point of 

awkwardness, overly analytical - consistently intellectualizing rejection and consequently 

avoiding futility and the potential for transformation and someone who was very 

concerned with getting things ‘right’ and making the right choice.  I boldly walked into 

most situations, which was positively reinforced for most of my life, without pausing to 

think about the blindside; what I was missing, not seeing, and not hearing as I trudged 

forward.  (I also happen to have other more flattering characteristics: funny, silly, easy-

going, loyal friend, etc, but none of those are particularly interesting to explore or write 

about!)  I also sought out my parents and asked them what they thought was the source of 

these behaviours and they summed it up to my sense of invitation in the world.  I was 

very welcomed into their world, I was surrounded by young couples who doted on me, an 

extended family that spoiled me and as I grew up I was constantly invited to offer my 

opinion and say what was on my mind.  My parents made me feel incredibly safe and as a 

result of their positioning of themselves as being the most important people in my life, I 

was protected from a lot of the usual rejection of adolescence.  Mind you, my parents 

didn’t let me have free rein, in fact they put in a lot of boundaries and I had more rules 

than my friends but that only served to protect me further.  I had never really experienced 

deceit, true disappointment or loss therefore I never built of the wisdom and resilience 

that comes with suffering.  By the time I was eighteen, I was naive, eternally hopeful, and 

a romantic that lived off of the fantasies of my imagined future that would hold 

adventures, love, travel, and children: the ‘good life.’  At some level this sounds like a 

success story and at other levels a failure. 

I then wrote a play that included a strong narrative voice that outlined how I 

became ‘me’ and the consequent mishaps that resulted in my twenties.  The play was 

boring and had no heart - so I threw it out.  I then rewrote a new play that was grounded 

in a more realistic and confined setting that was purely fictional but gave room for the 

‘truth’ of my story and character to come out.  This version was better but I was still 

confronted with the observation that my life was essentially boring and yet I knew from 
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years of  ‘theatre-going’ and play reading that even the most trivial of stories and 

moments can take shape into something one can be moved by or at the very least 

entertained by.  I was then redirected by my faculty advisors, my friends (and eventually 

myself) to take stock of the bigger issues that were being explored in the play and to 

deepen those and place more emphasis on some of the universal themes.  And suddenly 

and very appropriately, I was brought back to the questions that dominated the readings 

of the Graduate Liberal Studies classes for the past three years: What influences choices?  

How much control do we have we have over passion and reason?  How much are we 

influenced by the grand narratives and myths imbedded in our culture?  What is the 

source of personhood and how much can one change?  These are some of the questions 

that I have attempted to explore in more depth in the final version of the play.  Essentially 

the framework of the play shifted drastically from being about ‘me’ and my life to an 

exploration of a woman’s struggle to discover her identity and what she wants out of life.  

A summary that could be applied to thousands of novels and films.  Therefore, if the play 

is only mildly entertaining, at least I have written something that many ‘great’ writers 

before have decided was worth noting.  I feel that I should also mention that my goal was 

not to write an amazing play if it were, (I never would have chosen the subject of myself) 

but to simply write a dramatic play based on my life; exploring the themes discussed in 

the Graduate Liberal Studies program. 
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Tulipped 
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Play Structure 

Characters 

Rebecca The protagonist and ‘the other woman.’ 

Rebecca 2 The fantasy version of Rebecca 

Wesley Potential Knight in Shining Armour 

Violet Rebecca’s best friend 

The Man Observer 

Sandy Rebecca’s mother 

Mike Rebecca’s father 

Harry First love 

Ryan Rebecca’s subconscious 

Dave Past lingering love 

Kayla Another ‘other’ woman 

Rose Another ‘other’ woman #2 

Note to the Reader 

The play has been written so that it could be acted by four to six actors. Two or three 
males and two or three females. 

A possible breakdown of characters: 

Actor 1 Rebecca 

Actor 2 Violet, Sandy, Rebecca 2 

Actor 3  The Man, Mike 

Actor 4 Ryan, Harry, Dave 

Actor 5 Wesley, Kayla, Rose 
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Set Design 

 



 

8 

The Play 

At the start of the play, the stage is set up with a kitchen bar centre stage with two 
barstools.  Stage left there is a daybed that serves as Rebecca’s room.  At the end of her 
bed is a tickle trunk, filled with props and costumes that are needed throughout the play.  
The bench also serves as the area for the Subway scenes.  There is a round table stage 
right with a high back curved booth - this can area can function as a part of the various 
homes and/or restaurants.  Downstage centre will be the area used for the outside patio of 
the cabin at Saturna.  There is also a large screen at the back that projects various images 
or short films that set the stage for the scene.  To signify scene changes, either a simple 
sound cue, lighting shift, song, or projected image will be used (or a combination of 
thereof).  There is a large subway line map, hanging above the set at least three feet by 
one foot, displaying a single train’s route.  Each stop has a name that reflects moments in 
Rebecca’s life that lights up as she reaches that particular stop. 

Scene 1 

Stage is black, projected on the back screen is video footage of the inside of a subway.  The 
sounds of a subway are heard and the occasional bursts of talking from people.  Lights fade up 
on Rebecca and the Man sitting on the bench downstage left (rest of the stage remains black).  
Rebecca is looking through her purse trying to find something.  She stand ups and looks at her 
seat to see if it is there but can’t find it and sits back down again and goes through her purse a 
second time.  The Man and Rebecca mimic in unison the movements of the train stopping and 
starting. 

Man (interrupting Rebecca’s search) You’re going to miss your stop. 

Rebecca continues to look through her purse, not realizing the man is speaking to her. 

Man You are going to miss your stop. 

Rebecca Excuse me?   

Man You are going to miss your stop. 

Rebecca What? (still distracted by her search) Why would I miss my stop? 

Man You just will. 

Rebecca looks back at him slightly worried and uncomfortable as to what he might do to her and 
then goes back to her purse. 

Man (looking only slightly perturbed at her line of thinking)  I am not going to stop 
you.  I am just telling you it won’t happen. 

Rebecca How could you possibly know what I am going to do or not going to do. 

Man Because you’ve been wired a certain way. 
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Rebecca tries to ignore him. 

Man You’re distracted. 

Sound of the subway stopping.  Name of stop lights up on map: “Opportunity Knocks” 

Rebecca So?  I am trying to find my wallet. 

Man And you are intrigued. 

Rebecca Oh really?  By what? 

Man You like this sort of question. 

Rebecca (exasperated) What sort of question? 

Man Of fate.  Of whether you will end up doing something despite your desire and 
intention not to - because you were born with certain characteristics.  (pause)  
Besides you enjoy the topic.  Maybe you won’t get off simply because I told you. 

Rebecca That’s absurd.  I don’t understand what you are talking about. 

Man Yes you do.   

Pause. 

Rebecca Fine.  (she stops going through her purse and stares at him)  How have I been 
wired to not get off the subway? 

Man Because you talk to people. 

Sound of subway doors dinging shut and leaving again. 

Rebecca Oh, come on, you’ve got to be kidding me. 

Man I am not. 

Rebecca Everyone talks to people. 

Man Not the way you do.  Most people would have just ignored me or moved seats by 
now.  You haven’t. 

Rebecca (frustrated) That’s because.... 

Man You are intrigued. 

Rebecca Fine.  So I talk to people maybe more than most.  What does that say about me? 
(goes back to searching through her purse) 

Man It means that some things will just simply not happen or will happen because you 
are programmed a certain way.  You like to engage in dialogue, you like to talk 
to strangers. 

Rebecca (exasperated)  Well, I...I...  You can’t say that I am enjoying this!   
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Sound of the subway arriving and the sound of people getting off and on is heard.  Sign lights up 
“Clear Skies Ahead” 

Man You may be irritated but whether you want to admit it or not - you do enjoy the 
dialogue.   

Rebecca tries to interrupt him.   

Man  And not only do you enjoy the dialogue, you enjoy the topic of choices versus 
fate.  You also enjoy the fact that you are going to have a story to take home and 
tell everyone how you met this strange guy who made you miss your stop.  (He 
smiles for the first time) 

Sound of subway doors dinging shut. 

Rebecca Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me. 

Man I told you. 

Rebecca You made me miss my stop.  You must be very pleased with yourself. 

Man No.  I don’t care one way or the other.  But I didn’t make you miss the stop.  You 
did. 

Rebecca I did? 

Man As I said, you like talking.  You like exploring these thoughts. 

Rebecca And that is programmed into me? 

Man Yes. 

Rebecca Maybe I learned this behaviour?  How could you possibly know I was born with 
it? 

Man I don’t. 

Rebecca I…wow. 

Man You can transfer at the next stop. 

Rebecca Shit.  I am going to get in late. 

Man (smiling again)  That’s normal for you...isn’t it? 

Lights fade, Man exits and Rebecca crosses stage right to the coat rack. 

Scene 2 

Lights come up on all areas of the stage, except the table and booth. Projected on the back screen 
is an image taken at night of a bay window.  Rebecca is going through several coats and purses.  
Sandy enters from upstage centre wearing a fuzzy pink bathrobe. 
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Sandy Hey Rebecca. 

Rebecca Hey mom. 

Sandy You’re home late. 

Rebecca Yeah, I got delayed.  

Sandy What are you looking for? 

Rebecca My wallet.  I thought I had it earlier but now I am not so sure and I am hoping 
it’s here somewhere. 

Sandy starts to help her look. 

Sandy Are you hungry? 

Rebecca No. Well, yes, I guess so. 

Sandy I saved some dinner for you. 

Rebecca How can I lose my wallet? 

Sandy Here it is. 

Rebecca Where was it? 

Sandy In your bag. 

Rebecca Which one? 

Sandy The one you had on you today. 

Rebecca Seriously?  I looked through that a million times.  Thanks.  K I’m going to bed. 

Sandy What about dinner? 

Rebecca I am too tired to eat. 

Sandy Come on, you have to eat.  Go dump your stuff in your room and I’ll pour you a 
glass of wine and get you your food. 

Rebecca walks stage left to her room and dumps her stuff down, wraps a fuzzy red bathrobe 
around her clothes and goes back to the kitchen.  She sits at the breakfast bar, Sandy hands her a 
glass of wine. 

Rebecca You realize I am never going to leave if you keep this up. 

Sandy (smiling) That is the plan. 

Rebecca Mom.  I am twenty-six, I have two degrees, I shouldn’t be living at home. 

Sandy You just got back from England and you are about to start your Masters - you 
have time to sort out an apartment in good time. 
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Rebecca (sigh) Thank you for the food.   

Sandy You’re welcome.  How was your day? 

Rebecca Fine.  Scattered.  Busy.  The students did a good job of the show - amidst all their 
relationship drama.  I tried to tell them that getting together with fellow cast 
member is NOT a good idea - but did they listen?  No! 

Sandy You never listened. 

Rebecca I know.  But at least I was messing up in my twenties not my teens. 

Sandy Is that any  better? 

Rebecca I think so....I don’t know, maybe not.   

Rebecca receives a text message, she opens her cell phone and reads it.  Sandy gives her a look. 

Rebecca It’s Marcus. 

Sandy Marcus?  You are still in contact with him? 

Rebecca Somewhat.  Yeah.  He is wondering if I am going to Pete’s birthday party. 

Sandy How are things going with Wesley? 

Rebecca (smiling despite herself)  Fine. 

Sandy Really?  Just fine? 

Rebecca What?   

Sandy searches for a way to confront her daughter but can’t find the words. 

Rebecca We are just friends!  (she gets up and puts begins to put the food away).  Thanks 
for the food and wine.  I am going to go to bed. 

Sandy But you haven’t finished? 

Rebecca I know.  But I am done, I’m too tired to eat anymore. 

Rebecca starts to leave and Sandy calls her back. 

Sandy Rebecca? 

Rebecca Yeah, mom. 

Sandy I’m just a little concerned about... 

Rebecca (interrupting) Please mom I don’t want to get into things right now. I am fine.  
We are fine.  We are just friends. 

Sandy Ok, I.. 

Rebecca Good night. 
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Sandy goes to speak again, to try and draw her daughter out more but Rebecca goes into her 
room, shutting her out.  Rebecca puts on “Some Kind of Wonderful” by The Drifters and gets 
ready for bed.  Sandy is pacing outside the room trying to decide whether to force Rebecca to 
talk.  She is lost in her contemplation when her husband Mike enters from upstage left and 
catches her outside their daughter’s door, startling her.  Sandy and Mike go to the kitchen take a 
seat at the kitchen bar and pour themselves a glass of wine. 

Sandy What are we going to do about her? 

Mike Well, probably not much, don’t think she will listen right now. 

Sandy I know.  And who knows maybe it will work out despite the fact that he is living 
with another woman? And they’ve been together for four years? 

Mike Well, we had a happy ending. 

Sandy Yeah, but it wasn’t an easy start, I don’t want her to go through what we did. 

They look to Rebecca’s room, her music is playing very loudly now, Mike reads the paper and 
Sandy tidies.  Rebecca is lost in the song when  her reverie is broken by her cell phone ringing, 
it’s Wesley.  Wesley enters onto downstage stage right and paces as if he is outside a bar. 
Rebecca answers the phone. 

Rebecca Hey!  I was just thinking about you. 

Wesley Really?  What about? 

Rebecca  Um, (turns down music) just looked at the time and realized you would be 
getting off of work. 

Wesley Yup, you are correct.  So what are you up to? 

Rebecca Not much. 

Wesley You up for going out for some drinks? 

Rebecca (looks down at herself in her bathrobe) I don’t know... I’ve had a long day. 

Wesley Ok, well… 

Rebecca Are the other instructors going out? 

Wesley No, they are all going home. 

Rebecca Oh. (tries not to smile) So, what about your girlfriend? 

Wesley She’s working. 

Rebecca I see. 

Wesley Soooo - wanna have a drink? 

Rebecca Ah…sure. 
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A beep comes through on the phone for a call alert. 

Rebecca Hold on one sec.  It’s the other line. 

Wesley Sure. (he continues walk back and forth downstage right) 

Rebecca Hey Dave.  What’s up?  Um.  Well, I am already in bed and in my pajamas.  And 
my students tired me out tonight.  I know you are only in town for a few days but 
I am exhausted, maybe this weekend some time.  But I am glad that the show 
went well.  Tell everyone else that I am sorry I couldn’t make it out.  K Bye. 
(clicks phone)  Hey.  I am back, sorry about that. 

Wesley No problem.  So you up for that drink? 

Rebecca Um. 

Wesley It’ll be a quick one. 

Rebecca Yeah Ok.  See you soon. 

Rebecca hangs up the phone and starts putting makeup on in the mirror.  Sandy and Mike have a 
conversation while she gets ready. Wesley sits at the booth. 

Mike Maybe you should try talking to her? 

Sandy But you thought it wouldn’t make a difference. 

Mike Yes, but it might make you feel better and that’s worth something. 

Sandy Maybe you are right.  (she gets up  and walks to her daughter’s door) 

Rebecca grabs her coat and her purse and leaves her room just as Sandy enters, they bump into 
each other, startling each other.  

Rebecca What are you doing? 

Sandy Sorry, I was just wanting to...I… Are you going out? 

Rebecca Yeah.  Out. 

Sandy But I thought you said you were exhausted? 

Rebecca I was - but I got a second wind. 

Sandy Oh. 

Rebecca breezes passed her to the door and starts putting her shoes on. 

Sandy Who are you going out with? 

Rebecca (hesitates) Wesley. 

Sandy He still has a girlfriend? 



 

15 

Rebecca Yes mom. 

Sandy And does she know that you guys hang out so much? 

Rebecca Yes mom.  K. See ya! 

Rebecca exits stage right.  

Sandy But… are you…(voice trails off) sure you should be spending so much time with 
him?   

Sandy walks back into the kitchen.  Mike is still sitting in the chair. 

Mike So? 

Sandy Yeah, that didn’t go too well. 

Mike Probably not the best timing. 

Sandy Hey, that was your fault! 

Mike Well, I didn’t know she was about to go out the door and see the guy. 

Sandy (sighs) Oh well. 

Mike You tried.  That’s all you can do. (kisses Sandy on the forehead) 

They exit together upstage stage left, lights fade out. 

Scene 3 

Rebecca enters stage right and sits at the booth.  Lights fade up on Rebecca and Wesley.  Sound 
cue: low din of restaurant noise. Music playing in the background: “Me and Mrs. Jones” by Billy 
Paul.  Projected on the back screen is an image of the inside of a restaurant.  Rebecca and 
Wesley are quoting lines from “The Princess Bride.” 

Rebecca Have fun storming the castle! 

Wesley Do you think it will work? 

Rebecca I don’t know.  It’ll take a miracle. 

Wesley AS...YOU...WISH.. 

Rebecca Oh, Wesley, my dear Wesley. (laughs and looks at Wesley and gets 
uncomfortable) And your name is Wesley...crazy. 

Wesley Yeah, I get the reference a lot. 

They both take a sip of their drink.  Rebecca rubs her arms as if she is cold. 

Wesley Are you cold?  Do you want my jacket? 
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Rebecca It is a bit chilly in here. 

Wesley Do you want it? 

Rebecca Um sure.  (Wesley puts his jacket on her shoulders)  Thanks. 

Throughout the scene the two of them get closer and closer together until they are sitting right 
next to each other; their sides touching.  

Wesley So how are things going with that student of yours? 

Rebecca Which one?  All of my students are making a mess of things.  Theatre bonds 
people together in ways that should never happen. 

Wesley I can imagine.  But you were telling me about one in particular, Sonia? 

Rebecca Oh. Yeah, Sonia.  (sigh) I think she is starting to listen to me.  Her boyfriend is 
awful.  He treats her like shit - steals for a living.  The other day she actually said 
he was at the mall “working.” 

Wesley Really? Wow. 

Rebecca I know.  Can you believe it?  I tried to tell her how sex can attach you to people 
that you don’t even like.  That sex is a very powerful thing that we have NO 
control over and that it is in fact designed to make you stick to the other person.  
But it’s not very discerning - it can stick you to anyone - assholes included.  

Wesley So did she listen to you? 

Rebecca Well, I told her to not speak with him for a few days but she looked at me as if I 
was crazy - so I pushed for twenty four hours.  And this past Monday she said 
that she tried what I suggested and didn’t talk to him all weekend - so that was 
good. 

Wesley She’s lucky to have you. 

Rebecca I don’t know if she feels that way, apparently I am ruining her love life. 

Wesley Sounds like a good thing to me. 

Rebecca If only I was as good at my relationships as I am with others. 

Wesley How do you mean? 

Rebecca Hah. Nothing. 

Wesley (laughing) Ok.  Are you seeing anyone right now? 

Wesley looks right at her, Rebecca feels the tension looks at her phone and notes the time.  

Rebecca Uh no.  Unless you count my ex who is still somewhat lingering. 

Wesley Uhh... (he points to the side of her face) 
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Rebecca What? 

Wesley It’s just that, there’s... 

Rebecca What? Oh no, something in my teeth? 

Wesley No, just to the side of your mouth. 

Rebecca Oh, well...(trying to get it off) 

Wesley Here. (He takes a napkin and wipes her face gently and ends up awkwardly 
close) 

Rebecca Thanks. 

Wesley No problem.  So...Marcus? 

Rebecca What? 

Wesley The ex that is still lingering. 

Rebecca Oh right.  Well no, I mean yeah, there is him, but I was referring to Dave. 

Wesley Oh. (thrown a bit but tries to shake off his response) 

Rebecca Well I should probably get going.   

Wesley Yeah. Me too. 

They pay the bill and get up and leave: sound cue, door chiming open and closed, restaurant 
sounds cut out as ‘door’ shuts.  They walk out and stop downstage centre.  Projected on the 
screen is the front of the restaurant. 

Wesley Thanks for coming out. 

Rebecca No problem.  It was nice to see you. 

Wesley It was nice to see you too. 

Rebecca Have a good day at work tomorrow.   

Wesley Thanks.  Apologize to those students for me for making you tired. 

Wesley steps closer and takes hold of his jacket still on Rebecca’s shoulders.  He removes it 
slowly, and doesn’t step back. 

Rebecca Will do.  So. 

Wesley Ok. Well I will give you a call tomorrow. 

They stand awkwardly close and the tension gets excruciating, then they both finally pull back. 

Rebecca Ok, going to go now. 

Wesley Right.  Talk to you soon. 
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She starts walking across to stage right but stops, realizing her car is the other way, turns 
around, laughs and walks back in the other direction and gets into her ‘car’.  Wesley gets into his 
‘car’ stage right.    They are both facing out towards the audience on opposite sides of the stage.  
Rebecca opens her phone to call Wesley but stops and then finally dials.  

Wesley Hey! 

Rebecca Hey... 

Wesley So... 

Rebecca Yeah…nevermind. 

Wesley Ok? 

Rebecca Well...I just wanted.....to say I had a good time tonight. 

Wesley Me too. 

Rebecca Ok, so good night. 

Wesley Good night. (pause) Hey, have you seen the new Bourne movie? 

Rebecca (laughing) Uh No... 

Wesley Wanna go see it? 

Rebecca Um.. Jewel’s busy again? 

Wesley Yeah. 

Rebecca Are you sure she is Ok with us hanging out? 

Wesley Yeah.  She’s cool with it - she’s not the jealous type. 

Rebecca Right...I guess I will see you tomorrow then.  Good night. 

Wesley Night. 

Rebecca and Wesley hang up their phones. Lights fade out as Rebecca looks up defeated by her 
desires. Wesley exits stage right and Rebecca walks to the bench and sits down.  Man enters and 
sits on bench. 

Scene 4 

Sounds of a subway are heard.  Lights come up on Rebecca and the Man.  The subway line map 
lights up, the stop reads, “Long Road to Nowhere,” and the screen has the image of the inside of 
a subway.  

Man Where are you going? 

Rebecca doesn’t respond, lost in thought. 
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Man Where are you going? 

Rebecca Excuse me?  Sorry, I was lost in thought. 

Man Lost. 

Rebecca Yes...lost in thought. 

Man Hm. (pause) So, where are you going? 

Rebecca (exasperated) Home - to bed. 

Man Are you sure? 

Rebecca (lost in thought) No....yes, I mean yes. 

Man Where do you want to go? 

Rebecca Home? 

Man No, I mean in life - where do you want to end up? 

Rebecca Oh... happy? 

Man Hm. 

Rebecca What? 

Man I am just surprised, that’s all. 

Rebecca Why? 

Man Just curious. 

Rebecca What?! 

Man None of the choices you make seem to be making you happy. 

Rebecca (unconvinced) But... I am happy.  

Man If you say so. 

Lights fade, Rebecca and the Man exit.  Violet enters and sits at the booth table. 

Scene 5 

Sound Cue: background chatter of a coffee shop, music playing: Chantal Kreviazuk’s song 
“Don’t be Good.”  Projected on the screen is the image of a coffee shop counter.  Lights up on 
Violet sitting at the table looking slightly nervous. She has two coffees in front of her.  Rebecca 
enters stage right in a rush and sits down beside Violet. 

Rebecca Hi, sorry I am late, drama at school. 

Violet How ironic. 
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Rebecca I know seriously!  Although, I should expect this by now.  Anyway, so nice to 
see you!  I am so looking forward to tomorrow night. 

Violet Me too. 

Rebecca (taking a big gulp of her latte) Ah. Fuck that’s hot. 

Violet Geesh, don’t drink it so fast. 

Rebecca I know.  (closes her eyes and takes a deep breath) Ok, I am relaxed. 

Violet Well maybe I can help with that! 

Rebecca (opens her eyes) Ok.  How? 

Violet I have made plans for us to go to Saturna. 

Rebecca What?  That’s awesome! 

Violet For tomorrow. 

Rebecca What?  But, why so last minute? 

Violet It just worked out that way. 

Rebecca Shit, I have plans. But, yeah, ok.... 

Violet (smiling but voice is tight)  I guess you’ll have to cancel them. 

Rebecca I... 

Violet  IT’S SATURNA! 

Rebecca Of course.  I know, I know - I’ll just have to make a quick phone call, no 
problem. 

Violet Yup.  So which one is it? 

Rebecca What do you mean? 

Violet Who are you cancelling on? 

Rebecca Um. Wesley. 

Violet Oh. 

Rebecca Shut up.  Don’t say anything. 

Violet I didn’t say anything. (pause) 

Rebecca Ok.  I guess I should go home and get packing.   

Violet We could sit and enjoy the coffee? 

Rebecca Right. (pause)  So how was work? 

Violet (interrupting) Just go, you don’t look like you need the coffee anyway. 
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Rebecca Thanks.  Yeah. Ok, I’ll talk to you tonight.  It will be great! 

Rebecca kisses Violet’s cheek and moves downstage 

Violet (sigh) I hope so. 

Lights and music fade out on Violet but she remains on stage.  Rebecca and Violet put on 
sunglasses and sweatshirts, spread out magazines on the booth table and sit down.  

Scene 6 

Lights up on Violet and Rebecca slumped into the seats of the booth, feet up on the table, drinking 
coffee and looking dishevelled.  Projected on the back screen is the inside of a BC ferry. 

Rebecca Why do we always catch the seven am ferry? 

Violet Because it’s tradition. 

Rebecca I feel hung over. 

Violet Are you? 

Rebecca What?  No! You think I got drunk while packing? 

Violet Not while packing...? 

Rebecca What?  You think I went out drinking with Wesley again?  Don’t give me that 
look.  I went to bed - late. 

Violet You were done everything by ten, I spoke to you.  Why were you up so late? 
(pause) Rebecca? 

Rebecca Fine.  I was chatting with Wesley online. 

Violet Oh my god.  You are ridiculous.  (pause) So how was the other night? 

Rebecca I had a good time.  (sigh) A painfully good time. 

Violet At least you didn’t end up at Dave’s. 

Rebecca Hey!  Low blow.  I haven’t done that in ages!  Give me more credit than that.  
(Pause) Besides he’s been away for months. 

Violet Ha!  I knew there was a better reason than you actually having self restraint. 

Rebecca So is that the silver lining - to my dating a guy who has a girlfriend - again?  Not 
ending up in bed with my ex?  Wow, I am amazing. 

Violet Oh, this is big. 

Rebecca What? 

Violet You finally admitted you are dating the guy. 
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Rebecca No, I didn’t mean I was dating him.  We just hang out.  A lot. 

Violet I know.  That’s why we are going to Saturna. 

Rebecca (looking at her suspiciously) What do you mean?   

Violet Nothing. 

Rebecca Violet?   

Violet Nothing. 

Rebecca Are we not just going away us two girls to drink and eat and talk about life. 

Violet Yes.  But... 

Rebecca But what? 

Violet It’s also an intervention. 

Rebecca (sits up suddenly and spills her coffee) A What?  Shit, it’s all over me.  Are you 
kidding me?  This is a joke right? Ah, it’s hot. 

Violet Uh no. (searches for a napkin, finds one and tries to wipe Rebecca down) 

Rebecca What do you mean an intervention?  Are there a bunch of people up there already 
or something, cause that would really suck, I really don’t want... 

Violet (interrupting) NO No.  It’s just the two of us. 

Rebecca Good.  I still don’t understand though, an intervention for what? 

Violet Yeah exactly.  You don’t even see it.  

Rebecca What? 

Violet You are a mess Rebecca. 

Rebecca (brushing her off ) No, I’m not.  (relaxes back into her sea)  What are you talking 
about? (Violet gives her a questioning look)  But, I don’t feel a mess.  Sure I 
have been a little scattered lately. 

Violet Scattered?  Lately?  You are scattered all the time!   You are constantly busy with 
your work, your show, and you are losing things - which is a bad sign. 

Rebecca I don’t lose things. 

Violet I know...so the fact that you are... 

Rebecca Yeah, yeah. 

Violet And on top of it all you are messing around with multiple men who are 
unavailable and treat you like shit. 

Rebecca Oh come on, that’s a bit of an exaggeration. 
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Violet Rebecca... 

Rebecca What? 

Violet Answer honestly.   

Rebecca (hesitant and suspicious) Ok. 

Violet  How are you? 

Rebecca looks at her confused. 

Violet How are you? 

Rebecca Seriously? 

Violet Answer the question. 

Rebecca Fine. Well, yeah, I am fine.  A little confused on the guy front, but it’s not that 
bad.  Dave still likes me BUT I don’t want to get back together with him.  And 
Marcus, well, that’s a weird one.  I, for some reason am still able to imagine a 
relationship with him but he treats me like shit and he can’t seem to break up 
with his girlfriend, despite the fact that he says he still likes me.  And then there 
is Wesley, who I just can’t seem to stay away from despite all the warning signs.   
And that about sums things up.  I am dealing with it all. Fine.  

Violet That’s how you are doing. 

Rebecca Yeah. (Violet gives her a questioning look)  Ah shit.  I have done it again haven’t 
I? 

Violet Yup.  See? 

Rebecca That’s not fair.  You set me up.   

Violet Hey, all I did was ask how you were. 

Rebecca I can still remember that meal really clearly and it was almost eight years ago.  
On the coast of Ireland with my two best friends, boys were finally starting to 
like me...  You asked me how I was doing...and I rambled on for like, twenty 
minutes about all the guys I had met and flirted with... 

Violet And then I asked you again after your tediously long monologue, how are YOU 
doing? And, oh man, you looked at me with this blank stare. 

Rebecca  I know, I was totally stunned.  I had no idea why you were asking me that again.  
And then I realized I didn’t know how I was doing other than how I felt about all 
these guys - there was nothing else on my mind... 

Violet I know, just think how we felt.  You talked about them non stop the entire trip. 

Rebecca Sorry, that must have been nauseating.  

Violet And, here we are eight years later. 
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Rebecca Some things never change.  That’s depressing. 

Violet No, some things never do but they can. 

Rebecca I don’t know.  Is it really all that bad?  Isn’t this all just ‘life?’ 

Violet Maybe.  But it still seems like a bit much to me. 

Rebecca Clearly!  Otherwise, we wouldn’t be on this ferry right now.  (awkward pause)  
God I can’t wait for that first drink. 

Violet So, what are we starting with? 

Rebecca At ten am?  I am thinking a Mimosa - or maybe a Caesar? 

Violet Hmm, or there are always martinis. 

Rebecca (smiling) I do like the way you think.  But I haven’t forgiven you yet for tricking 
me, besides isn’t this what we are supposed to be doing in our twenties: learning 
about ourselves, making mistakes... 

Violet (sarcastic) Totally - generally being pathetic and putting up with bullshit and 
settling for crap... 

Rebecca  Hey! 

Violet Exactly what this time is for! 

Lights fade out. Music comes on, Cindy Lauper’s “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun” Rebecca and 
Violet move to centre stage and put out the beach chairs.  They go off one at time and quick 
change into summer dresses. 

Scene 7 

Lights come centre stage.  Rebecca and Violet are dancing with two Martinis in hand wearing big 
sunglasses and sun hats.  Projected on the back screen is a big cabin window with morning 
sunlight streaming through tall trees.  

Rebecca All right, this intervention isn’t so bad.   

Violet See, told you it would be fine. 

Rebecca changes the music and Avril Lavigne’s song “Girlfriend” comes on.  Rebecca starts 
singing along. 

Rebecca (singing)  Hey! Hey! You! You! I don’t like your girlfriend.  No way! No Way! I 
think you need a new one. 

Violet Oh my god.  This is your theme song, isn’t it?  (Rebecca continues to sing) Oh 
my God, you know all the words.  This IS your theme song. 

Rebecca Well, you have to admit the words are perfect. 
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Violet You are twenty-six years old, your theme song should not come from an eighteen 
year old pop star.  It’s pathetic.   

Rebecca I know - but it’s still fun to sing. (she continues to sing) 

Violet turns down the music. 

Violet OK, enough of that.   

Rebecca turns the music back up and Violet turns it off. 

Violet No, I am serious. Pathetic. 

Rebecca All right. All right. 

Violet OK, time to get down to business.  Drinks. 

Rebecca Check.  

Rebecca turns the song back on but really low, Violet glares but lets it slide.  Rebecca continues 
to mouth the words and dance along at certain points, making Violet frustrated. 

Violet Bikinis? 

Rebecca Check. (she sits down in the beach chair stage right) 

Violet Cell phones off. 

Rebecca Um...(she looks at her phone and presses a button) Check. 

Violet Ok. Time to sort out your life. 

Rebecca Ok. Bring it on.  But for the record I still think this is ridiculous. 

Violet Then humour me.  I have a chart to help us out. 

Rebecca (laughing) Are you kidding me? 

Violet Nope.  (holds up a poster board with three crudely drawn faces with the names: 
Old and Dead, Shit Face, and Unavailable) 

Rebecca Do we really have to do this?  Can’t we just sing and dance and drink and chat 
about nothing? 

Violet Rebecca come on! (turns off music) We don’t have time. 

Rebecca You really think I’m screwing up don’t you? 

Violet Yes. 

Rebecca It’s weird. 

Violet What? 

Rebecca Having your best friend really think you are screwing up. 
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Violet I’m doing this because I love you and I think you are an amazing person - hold 
onto that part. 

Rebecca Fine.  So what is this poster thing? 

Violet I thought this would help give us an overview of the situation you are in.  Maybe 
if we explore some of these current relationships - we can actually get you out of 
them. 

Rebecca Can we do a shot first? 

Violet No!  Well.  Fine. 

Violet puts down the chart and mixes a shot and pours them into two small glasses and gives one 
to Rebecca. 

Rebecca Thank you.  Here’s to us. 

Violet To making sense of things. 

Rebecca To good conversation. 

Violet To making good decisions. 

Rebecca Fine.  Cheers.   

They both take a shot. 

Rebecca Woah.  That was strong.   

Violet Yup. 

Rebecca But now I think I am ready. (she settles back into her chair) 

Violet Good.  Let’s start with Old and Dead. 

Rebecca He’s not old. 

Violet and he’s not dead.  I know stupid - the relationship is old and dead. 

Rebecca Fine, but really we are just friends. 

Violet Right...friends. 

Rebecca What?  Ok fine.  I just.  I don’t know.  I still really care for him.  I can’t escape 
that feeling.  Besides we aren’t together.  We are just friends.  Friends hang out.  

Violet begins to write underneath Old and Dead. 

Rebecca What are you writing? 

Violet “Friends.” 

Rebecca But we are friends! 
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Violet Friends don’t sleep together. 

Rebecca Not according to most Hollywood movies. 

Violet Oh right and that’s what you should be comparing your relationships to?! 

Rebecca Well, they seem to have great sex, that has to count for something!? 

Violet Well if great sex is all you’re after then just go and get yourself one of those 
turbo rabbits and you’ll be just fine. 

Rebecca Maybe that’s the answer?  Just a little tool replacement and all my relationship 
problems will go away! 

Violet Well, it would be a fairly cheap and easy solution. 

Rebecca (laughing) Besides we haven’t done that in ages. 

Violet What? (gets up and makes drinks) 

Rebecca Dave and I, sleeping together. 

Violet Doesn’t matter.  He is still in the picture and meddling with you. 

Rebecca Besides, I am only tempted when I am drunk. 

Violet Ok. Good. No more drinking for you. 

Rebecca Ha.  (thinks about it for a second) That would probably work.  So no drinking 
ever? 

Violet Ever. (smiling)  Except when we are here and trying to grow you up. (Hands her 
a drink) 

Rebecca Excellent plan - I hear there are great statistics out there supporting how alcohol 
really matures people. 

Violet (she tips her martini in Rebecca’s direction) So Old and Dead needs to retreat 
from your life a bit more.  No more “friends” thing. 

Rebecca But... 

Violet Let’s get into that issue later. 

Rebecca Fine.  (she sits back down) 

Violet So, what about Shitface? 

Rebecca You are just so funny. 

Violet Well, he treated you like shit and he has a face.  You are still toying with the idea 
of getting back together with him if and when he finally breaks up with his 
douche-bag girl friend - whom he dumped originally for you and then what was 
that, what happened? 

Rebecca He dumped me to go back to her. 



 

28 

Violet Exactly.  He was awful with you and has messed with you for the past year. 
(mimicking Marcus) “Rebecca, you are just so amazing - unlike my girlfriend, 
who is a total wack-job, but I just can’t seem to break up with her, even though 
you are clearly the better option – but these invisible shackles are just so 
surprisingly strong and…” 

Rebecca (interrupting her)  Yeah yeah, I get your point.  But it’s really not that bad. 
(Violet gives her a look).  All right.  It was that bad. But it’s hard to fault him 
sometimes when I have let him mess with me. 

Violet This is true.  But it doesn’t change the fact that he is a terrible person, it just 
means you are also pathetic. 

Rebecca Thanks. 

Rebecca is beginning to get fidgety and aggravated, searches for something to distract her; finds 
a deck of cards and begins to play solitaire while they are talking. 

Violet So....? 

Rebecca What? 

Violet You admit that the relationship is unhealthy? 

Rebecca Yes.  Fine.  It’s unhealthy. 

Violet Good. 

Rebecca But… 

Violet But what? 

Rebecca But he is the one who initiates contact. 

Violet So? 

Rebecca So...what am I supposed to do? 

Violet Oh, my god.  Are you kidding me? 

Rebecca What? 

Violet Just don’t respond. 

Rebecca But that’s rude...and dramatic. 

Violet That’s rude and dramatic. Huh.  Really?  Do you need me to go through how he 
treated you and how extremely dramatic he has been? 

Rebecca But I really don’t like ignoring people.  It feels wrong. 

Violet It’s a good thing sometimes.  Trust me. 

Violet writes underneath ‘Shitface’ “Do not respond.”  Rebecca puts down the cards, gets up and 
begins to make food. 
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Violet Honestly, you amaze me sometimes. 

Rebecca What? 

Violet You really do respond, every time a guy calls, texts, messages... 

Rebecca Uh. Yeah. 

Violet Huh.  Wow. 

Rebecca What?  You don’t? 

Violet God no.  When an ex calls or is lying or just generally being in my life longer 
than he should - I don’t respond, simple as that. 

Rebecca stares blankly and uncomprehendingly. 

Violet Yeah. (laughing) You have no idea how to do that do you?  All right, lets move 
on for now.  So, that leaves us with Unavailable.  You sure know how to pick 
‘em.  Would it be so hard to choose guys that are single?  You would think that 
would be a good starting off point. 

Rebecca Is anyone truly single at this age?  Everyone has these ever present lingering 
pasts. 

Violet You say that like it’s a deep thought.  It’s not.  There is a modern term for it 
called “baggage” it’s nothing new, or profound - so don’t go making it into some 
legitimate excuse for getting yourself mixed up with someone with a girlfriend.  

Rebecca Maybe.  (sigh) I know.  And the weird part is - that I have the best feeling about 
him and yet, he is in a totally committed relationship with a girl who I even like. 

Violet Therefore, it has the same potential to go exactly the same way as Shit Face. 

Rebecca These guys have names you know.   

Violet No, no, I am pretty sure I have got their names right. 

Rebecca But Wesley is different.   

Violet Really?  That sounds nauseatingly cliché. 

Rebecca I know.  But it just feels different.  

Violet Fine.  I will humour you.  How? 

Rebecca I don’t know.  I just feel relaxed about the situation.  I get ridiculously excited to 
see him.  He seems to want to hang out with me as much as I do with him.  We 
love the same things.  We have similar tastes.  He loves the Princess Bride, and 
did I mention his name is Wesley?  And he loves smartfood. 

Violet (dryly)  He loves smartfood. 

Rebecca Yes!  The little things are important.  Dave hated smartfood.  I should have 
known right then and there it wasn’t going to work. 
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Violet The only problem is that he has a girlfriend.   

Rebecca I know.  I don’t get it. 

Violet If he is such a great guy, what is he doing spending so much time with you when 
he is in a relationship? 

Rebecca I know but... Wait a second.  How can you question that?  YOU of all people 
should understand him.  You are spending more time with Keith than your own 
boyfriend. 

Violet (going red)  We are just friends. 

Rebecca Right.   

Violet That’s not fair, we work together and he lives right near me... 

Rebecca Those are just very convenient excuses for the feelings you are feeling but 
avoiding.  (thinking out loud)  This is probably what Wesley sounds like when 
his friends are asking him what’s going on.  

Violet Fine you may be right but at least I am avoiding them!  Unlike you!  

Rebecca That’s not necessarily a good thing.  What if he is the one for you? 

Violet The one!  First of all, I don’t believe that there is only one person out there and 
secondly, if it’s meant to be, it will happen. 

Rebecca But you may have to do something about it!  Like break up with said boyfriend.   

Violet Are you talking to me or to Wesley? 

Rebecca TO YOU!  I just wish Wesley had a best friend like me to knock some sense into 
him. 

Violet Well, I wouldn’t worry about it too much. 

Rebecca Why? 

Violet Cause I am choosing to ignore you and he probably would have done the same. 

Rebecca Ugh, so irritating.  Keith is going to thank me one day. 

Violet For what? 

Rebecca For being the thorn in your side that made you think that there may be something 
more there. 

Violet Hey, if we get there, it will be our own doing and it will be at the right time not 
because some nosy friend was pointing out the obvious. 

Rebecca (pause)  How can you not want to speed up the process?  Where does this 
patience of yours come from and can I have some? 
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Violet (sigh)  To be honest it’s not patience.  I just don’t want to go there right now, 
there are too many implications, not the least of which is how much I would be 
hurting Steve.  And besides, I do really love Steve.  God stop looking at me that 
way. 

Rebecca What are you going to do? 

Violet Nothing.   

Rebecca (hands her some food) I am just going to put out there that you can love people 
who aren’t right for you.  And honestly - being with him and not fully wanting to 
be with him - isn’t really loving him anyway.  In fact it’s kind of the opposite. 

Violet (sigh) I know but I don’t want to go there right now - but I promise I will.  Later. 

Rebecca Fine.   

Violet Now I need another shot! 

Rebecca  Sounds good, I’ll make them this time. 

Rebecca gets up to make a shot and Rebecca’s cell phone rings.  It’s Marcus calling. 

Violet I thought you said you turned your cell phone off. 

Rebecca I thought so too.   

Violet Right.  You are unbelievable.  (picks up Rebecca’s cell phone) 

Rebecca Who is it? 

Violet Shitface. 

Rebecca Well answer it. 

Violet Rebecca, what did we talk about? 

Rebecca Oh come on.  I will ignore him after this call. 

Violet Fine. (she answers)  Rebecca’s answering service.  How may I help you?  Oh you 
want Rebecca?  Well, if you really wanted her maybe you would finally go... 

Rebecca grabs the phone from her. 

Rebecca Hey...Sorry about that.  (glares at Violet who is smiling proudly) Nothing, never-
mind.  What’s up?  Yeah, I will be there next Friday.  (pauses as she listens) So 
let me get this straight.  You called to tell me that you don’t think we should hug 
when we see each other on Friday.  Really Marcus?  You know that making a big 
deal of hugging or not hugging is just making us into a bigger deal!  And you do 
realize that not hugging could be more awkward and reveal more tension 
between us than a quick utilitarian hug would? (pause)  Ok. Fine.  Just one 
question: what would you do if I hugged you anyway?  (laughing)  Ok, I am just 
kidding - god, you are way too easy to set off.  Ok see you Friday. Bye. 
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She hangs up the phone, they both start speaking at the same time. 

Violet You are a piece of work/ 

Rebecca Why did you say that to him on the phone? 

Violet Why do you mess with him like that?   

Rebecca And I am not messing with him - he is contacting me/ 

Violet You just tease him and lead him on.  If you just minded your own business more 
of the time/  

Rebecca What are you talking about? I don’t lead him on. Besides this is my problem, not 
yours to fix.    

They finally stop yelling at each other. 

Violet I admit - that was ridiculous.  He called to say that he didn’t think you should hug 
at the party on Friday? 

Rebecca Yup. 

Violet But you still ended up flirting - by teasing him.  You are relentless. 

Rebecca I really don’t see how it was such a big deal. 

Violet Well that is the problem.   You still don’t even see what you are doing to 
yourself. 

Rebecca WHAT?  What am I doing? 

Violet You are putting yourself out there with no boundaries.  You have incredibly low 
expectations. 

Rebecca No I don’t! 

Violet YES YOU DO.  Otherwise why would you be spending so much time with these 
guys? 

Rebecca Because I like them.  I like their company. 

Violet But they aren’t just friends, they are all somehow potentials  in your head.  And 
that’s what’s not right.  Where are your expectations for how you should be 
treated?  You need to protect yourself more.  Otherwise, you are going to just get 
yourself hurt again.   

Rebecca Ugh.  All anyone talks about is me not getting hurt!   

Violet Wow, what are we thinking? 

Rebecca But why?  Why can’t I just get hurt?  At least I am enjoying myself in the 
process. 

Violet Are you enjoying yourself? 
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Rebecca YES! 

Violet Really? 

Rebecca Yes! 

Rebecca makes two more drinks and gives one to Violet, takes a long gulp of hers and begins to 
pace. 

Rebecca Ok.  Maybe I am a little unsettled. 

Violet A little unsettled?  Look at you.  

Rebecca (Rebecca glares at her and stops pacing and composes herself)  Of course I want 
something more. 

Violet Good!  You had me worried there for a second. 

Rebecca (sighs and sits back down) I really don’t know how I constantly end up involved 
with people who aren’t available. 

Violet Maybe if we find the answer to that this weekend, you’ll end up making the right 
choices and God forbid actually be HAPPY in a relationship. 

Rebecca I don’t know.  Is it really just because of the cliché you always want what you 
can’t have?   Am I really that pathetic?  I just can’t believe I am the “other” 
woman.   Or the woman who is given a really good amount of thought but just 
not enough to fully take over. (sigh) I thought I was a good person. 

Violet You are a good person.  Which is why we are here sorting this out - because you 
are making a mess of things and you are too smart and beautiful to be doing this 
to yourself. 

Rebecca Thanks. (pause)  I think I really just don’t ever expect this to happen, to get this 
far. It just takes me by surprise when all of a sudden I am in deep. 

Violet What?  You are telling me, you don’t realize that guys could fall for you?  Hard? 

Rebecca Sort of - but it’s more that I don’t expect guys with girlfriends to fall hard. 

Violet Fair enough - but they are still guys and you are smart, funny and beautiful - who 
wouldn’t want to hang out with you! 

Rebecca God you’re sweet.  I am going to keep you. 

Lights fade. Music cue: “Hey! Baby” by Bruce Channel.  Rebecca and Violet slip into bathrobes. 

Scene 8 

Rebecca and Violet are doing the twist and putting mud masks on their faces. The projected 
image of the window is now showing the afternoon light. They are tipsy at this point. 

Violet Does this stuff even work? (smearing a paste all over her face) 
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Rebecca I think so.  

Violet and Rebecca continue to dance and put mud on their face and lips. 

Rebecca Ever thought about how we got here? 

Violet What do you mean?  Like, here, looking like two crazy people? 

Rebecca Sort of.  There are so many things, so many imperceptible moments that could 
have and have changed the course of our lives forever and we will never know it.   

Violet Are you trying to get out of having ‘control’ over your life?  

Violet lies back in the chair and places two cucumber slices on her eyes. 

Rebecca No.  It’s just that there are so many things that have happened to us or haven’t 
happened to us that make us who we are. 

Rebecca also lies down and places cucumber slices on her eyes. 

Violet Yeah. (reaching for her drink awkwardly and spilling a little) Shit. 

Rebecca Well ever thought of how much of that we create and how much is created for 
us? 

Violet Sure. 

Rebecca Well.  How much control or influence do I even have? 

Violet On what? 

Rebecca On life...on these guys... 

Violet Well - I would say those are two different things.  I think you have lots of 
influence on your life and in some ways of course you impact these guys in your 
life - but in terms of controlling them...that sounds dangerous. 

Rebecca I know.  I think that’s where I sometimes get stuck.  I’m ridiculous enough to 
think that what I say might influence them to make better choices in their lives. 

Violet You may be right.  You might actually be able to influence them.  But is that how 
you want to get a guy?  Through rationally talking him out of his previous 
relationship and logically walking him into your arms - how romantic is that?   

Rebecca I know. 

Violet How long do we leave this stuff on?  My face feels really tight. 

Rebecca A few more minutes.  (pause)  And then again - maybe I have no control over 
them or me. 
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Violet What are you talking about?  (she sits up suddenly and the cucumbers fall off, 
she speaks through clenched teeth because her face is so tight).  Of course you 
have control over you.  For God’s sake, that is why we are here in the first place.  
Why would I or anyone for that matter bother knocking sense into someone if 
there wasn’t the potential or belief for change?  You can change things Rebecca.  
Besides I have never known you to be fatalistic.  Just the opposite in fact.  You 
always think there is something you can do to change things - to a fault. (rubbing 
at her lips)  This stuff isn’t coming off. 

Rebecca (gets up and gets a wet cloth and fills both of their drinks)  Here. (hands her the 
cloth)   And I know you are right but what if I was wrong to believe I could 
influence things so much?  And what about the bigger picture?  I still think there 
is a lot left to chance in this world and it’s kind of daunting.  Like, what if I 
hadn’t taken that last phone call before I went out the door - then maybe I would 
have bumped into the guy in the line at Safeway and we would be married by 
next year?    

Violet You have the most over active imagination of anyone I know.  

Rebecca  Here’s a better example.  (gets her own cloth and starts to take the mask and lip 
stuff off).  One time when Travis and I were walking down the streets of 
London... 

Violet Oh another wonderful ex... 

Rebecca Things were good with us at the time.  And as we were walking along, he points 
up at a tall building and says to me, “I almost worked there that summer we met, 
it was between that marketing company and working in Venice.  I was that close 
to taking the job but I didn’t.”  I looked at that building, this concrete entity on 
the other side of the world to Vancouver and realized that it almost had stolen 
that part of my story away from me.  I almost felt myself go poof and disappear 
to some parallel universe.  What if he hadn’t made the choice to go to Venice? I 
wouldn’t be standing in London with him right then staring at this building.  So 
where would I have been?  How different would my story have been if I had 
never met him?  Are certain relationships fated BUT there are different ways of 
reaching them?  Or are there just a million paths that all end up at a million 
different outcomes?  And are we supposed to be aware of these moments in our 
life?  Can we be aware of the significance of something as mundane as a missed 
phone call?  Should we be aware of how much one tiny decision can affect the 
rest of our lives?  Maybe that’s why I can’t make decisions.  Ever.  Maybe that’s 
why I hold on too long - because I am afraid I will miss something important.  I 
mean, I agonize over what to choose for a dinner at a restaurant, let alone what 
career path I am going to take or what guy I am going to marry.  But how much 
control do we really have, when so many other outside factors are involved?  
How aware can we be or should we be?  Is there actually a possibility of too 
much consciousness? 

Violet You think too much. 

Rebecca I know. 
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Violet (sigh).  I’m just being flippant.  Your questions are good.  I think we need to 
believe that we can change our own lives but leave other lives to fate as you call 
it. 

Rebecca But how can I make such a clean distinction when other people’s lives and 
choices affect mine? 

Violet Maybe that’s where some sort of faith comes in? 

Rebecca Clearly I haven’t put much faith in anything.   

Violet What always has amazed me about you is how much you analyze and reflect - 
but somehow miss the important things to touch upon - like this pattern you have 
with men. 

Rebecca I know.  I am just trying to figure out, how I got here.  Three guys on the go and 
in high school I could never get a guy to pay attention to me. 

Violet You over involve yourself. 

Rebecca Yeah, probably. 

Violet Probably? 

Rebecca What?  

Violet You are all over them. 

Rebecca I’m not all over them.  I haven’t even touched Wesley. 

Violet I’m not talking about physically - I’m talking about all your emotional energy 
that is directed towards them - it’s way beyond what is healthy. 

Rebecca But...I am just trying to help them. 

Violet Well, that’s your idea but in the end it’s not really helping you is it?  You aren’t 
trusting the guys to figure shit out on their own.  You take things into your own 
hands and manipulate the situation and they still aren’t choosing you.  This is a 
situation where you are over controlling and need to back off. 

Rebecca I… Fuck (sigh)  But how do I stop doing that?  They are really blind, some of 
these guys! 

Violet Ha. I don’t doubt it.  But making them see is not your job.  You need to just stop 
and let go and just see how the chips fall.  

Rebecca Wow.  I really don’t do that. 

Violet Nope.  And it’s not healthy to take that stance all the time.  But in your case, I 
wouldn’t worry about you going too far with that one - I don’t think you can. 

Rebecca Oh yeah?  Is that a challenge? 

Violet (laughing) Sure, let’s see how non responsive and passive you can be. 
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Rebecca Ugh, I even hate the sound of those two words; non responsive and passive. 

Violet Just try to relax and get out of your head and stop focussing on controlling 
everything - you will end up crazy. 

Rebecca I am crazy.  And here I thought I was so well-adjusted.  So why do you think I 
am so controlling?  Where does this neurotic tendency to put myself out there 
come from when it can so clearly go bad? 

Violet Don’t be too hard on yourself - you are just an out there kind of person, your 
parents are open out-going people and you have always involved yourself - in 
everything.  And for the record, it may have gotten you into trouble in recent 
years but I have always admired that quality in you. 

Rebecca But why did I keep putting myself out there with guys - when I never really had a 
good experience with it? 

Violet Well I’d say we have moved nicely into Phase Two of the Intervention. (Violet 
gets the next poster board) 

Rebecca (laughing) What was phase one? 

Violet Admitting you have a problem:  three guys on the go - all unavailable and 
essentially all stringing you along. 

Rebecca Right, yeah, got that part.  And phase two is..? 

Violet (holding up a sign) “What is the source of Rebecca’s issues?” 

Rebecca Subtle. 

Violet (mocking) Just like you. 

Rebecca So...well, I gotta call my mom. 

Violet What? 

Rebecca It must be my parent’s fault - or if it isn’t they will know why I ended up this 
way. 

Violet Fair enough. 

Rebecca goes and gets her computer to call her mom on skype.  Violet goes off stage and comes 
back in a sundress and holding her wallet and keys. 

Rebecca Where are you going?  I thought this was your idea? 

Violet Yeah.  Well, I thought I would let you have a moment with your mom and then 
you can tell me all about it - besides, we are out of vodka. 

Rebecca Fine. 

Violet You do realize you are a bit drunk. 

Rebecca Yes, of course I am.  We have had a bunch of martinis.   
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Violet exits. Rebecca makes herself another drink and then dials her parents on skype.  Sandy 
enters stage right and sits at the booth table with a Mac computer in front of her.  Lights up on 
Sandy. 

Sandy Hello? 

Rebecca  Mom? 

Sandy Hello Rebecca - how are things going? 

Rebecca Mom - how did I get here?  How did I end up being the other woman and always 
over involving myself?  What did you do to me? 

Sandy Wow, Violet works fast. 

Rebecca You knew about this “intervention?” 

Sandy Uh.  Yeah.   

Rebecca What? 

Sandy Well, you needed some help and you weren’t going to listen to me.  I kept trying 
to talk to you but... 

Rebecca So?  You went behind my back and talked to her about me?! 

Sandy Yeah, but only with good intentions. 

Rebecca Fine.  I guess.  So, how did I end up so...‘out there’ precocious, over involving...? 

Sandy Oh hun.  For the most part that quality is a wonderful thing but in these 
circumstances not so much. 

Rebecca I know, I know.  So where did you go wrong? 

Sandy Thanks...well... 

Mike enters stage left. 

Mike Because, we loved you soooo much. 

Rebecca Hey dad. Very Funny. 

Mike No I am serious.  You were an especially well loved child. 

Rebecca Oh come on.  Every parent loves their child sooooo much.  What did you do 
different?  And how could that possibly screw me up? 

Mike You aren’t screwed up. 

Rebecca You have a vested interest in saying that.  I am making poor choices. 

Sandy Well that’s true.   

Rebecca Thank you. 
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Sandy Well, you were very welcomed into the world, very welcomed.  By everyone 
from the very beginning.  The shower we had for you was overwhelming.   

Sandy (smiling) It may have been over kill with the elephant rides. 

Mike Yeah.  But she was the first kid - we had to go all out! 

Rebecca Where did you get an elephant from? 

Mike Knew a guy who had a circus in town. 

Rebecca Does that really happen? 

Mike Everyone was just so excited that you were born and that they had an opportunity 
to celebrate you. 

Rebecca So? So, people loved me.  

Sandy Yes!  You were very very invited into this world. 

Rebecca So what? 

Mike And you took that sense of invitation where ever you went. 

Rebecca (stunned pause) That’s it.  That was, is my problem. (pours herself a shot and 
takes it) 

Sandy Did you just take a shot? 

Mike  It’s a beautiful thing really.  Because we welcomed and invited all of you - you 
went into every situation assuming that you would be greeted with the same kind 
of welcome and enjoyment. 

Rebecca You’re right.  I just went through life assuming that everyone would like me and 
would want to hear what I had to say, would want to play, hang out...I knew it 
was your fault! 

Mike Well, I am going to choose to take that as a compliment. 

Rebecca Yes, but it didn’t help me in high school or in my current relationships. 

Mike Sure, it did - just not for the reasons you are looking for.  You had tons of success 
with that aspect of your personality - just not in the male category.  Which was 
totally fine by me. 

Sandy It did have me worried when she was young though. 

Mike (laughing) Yes, yes it did.  Remember her first day of preschool? 

Rebecca Hey.  I thought I loved it. 

Sandy You did, that was the problem. 

Lights shift. Mike exits. Projected onto the screen is September 1983.  Sandy is sitting at the 
kitchen table, visibly upset.  Mike comes home from work entering stage right. 
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Mike Hey!  Where’s Rebecca?   

Sandy (tearily) Having a nap. 

Mike How was her first day of preschool?  (noticing her tears) What’s wrong, did it go 
badly? 

Sandy Well, not exactly. 

Mike Then what is it? 

Sandy Oh.  It’s silly.  It’s just that....(she starts to well up). 

Mike Was she hurt? 

Sandy No, no, nothing like that.  Well I dropped her off at the centre and the whole time 
leading up to it I was trying to prepare her... 

Mike What? Did she freak out? 

Sandy No!  It’s just the opposite.  I got there, introduced her to the teacher...she saw all 
the other kids, ran over to them and started playing and without looking up she 
said, “Bye Mom.” 

Mike (laughing)  Aww hunny. 

Sandy (laughing now too)  Yeah.  She had NO problem letting me go.  It was me who 
was traumatized.  Isn’t she supposed to me more attached to me than that!? 

Mike I don’t think she is unattached, I just think she really likes people. 

Sandy I guess, but - we are really going to have to find a way to instil some fear in her 
over strangers without going overboard.  I don’t want to scare her either but I’m 
afraid she could just go off with anyone. 

Flashbacks over, Sandy and Mike are back to the Skype. 

Sandy And she did just go off with people. 

Rebecca Hey...give me more credit than that. 

Sandy No, I mean when you were a kid, you would just play with anyone. 

Rebecca Oh.  I’ve always liked those stories. 

Sandy There was Harry though. 

Mike (laughing) Oh, man that was a doozie. 

Rebecca Mom, Dad, I don’t want to talk about Harry. 
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Sandy Fine.  Well, it was wonderful that you always felt so safe in the world.  And we 
worked hard to make it that way for you, but the end result was that we didn’t 
really give you any cause to be discerning.  You would talk to anyone, no matter 
the age, gender or anything.  I can’t count how many times I would catch you 
talking to strangers, at the beach, the park, the grocery store…and I would ask 
you: who was that stranger you were talking to?  And I would tell you that you 
shouldn’t talk to strangers!  And you know what you would say?  That they were 
your friends because you make friends fast and you got to know them!  Geesh.  I 
would tell you that you couldn’t become friends with everyone and you would 
just say: “Why not?  I love people.  Besides how do you get to know people 
unless you TALK to them mom?” (laughing).  And you did always want to know 
everyone. 

Rebecca I guess I still do.  I have always loved having a lot of friends.  That must be the 
personality, nature, born with part.  And that in combination with you nurturers - 
it just took my precociousness to a whole new level. 

Sandy Pretty much. 

Rebecca Who knew there could be such negative side effects? 

Sandy Well, I wouldn’t look at it that way.... 

Mike Well, maybe it is our fault.  Maybe we should have let her get hurt? 

Rebecca What are you talking about? 

Mike Well - you didn’t develop much awareness of what pain actually meant or looked 
like and what the consequences were. (goes and gets a bottle of tequila and pours 
himself and Sandy a drink) We could have done a better job at making her 
experience loss and hurt when she was younger. 

Rebecca What do you mean by making me experience those things?  Are you guys doing 
shots? 

Sandy (laughing) No, we are sipping our fine Mexican tequila. 

Mike There is something to be said for picking those moments with kids that you 
decide you have some time for tears and upset and therefore create the situation 
around something that is fairly undramatic but will set the stage to deal with 
future frustrations and loss in a healthy manner - namely through crying and 
moving on. 

Rebecca What? 

Sandy Right.  Like deciding she can’t have a cookie, even if it might not have been such 
a bad idea, but letting her get upset and cry and move through the disappointment 
and discover that everything is still Ok and that she will survive without the 
cookie. 

Rebecca (sigh)  God I can’t believe it.  I have been screwed over by an ideal childhood.  
So what you are saying is that I should have been hurt more so that I could deal 
with shit later on. 
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Mike Yeah, essentially.  You just don’t see it coming because you never learned to 
look out for it. 

Rebecca God, I just keep going for that cookie, I don’t even recognize a “no” when it’s 
disguised and cloaked in terrible behaviour.... 

Sandy What? 

Rebecca Never-mind. 

Sandy (a little confused). So yeah - that could be our fault. 

Rebecca I knew it!  Doesn’t make me feel any better though.  OK, I gotta go. 

Sandy Call again if you need anything. 

Mike Love you! 

Sandy Cheers! (holding up her glass to the screen) 

Rebecca Cheers. Love you too. 

Mike and Sandy exit stage left.  Rebecca closes the computer, puts music on and makes herself 
another drink.  Avril Lavigne’s song, “I’m With You” comes on and she starts singing to it.  
Violet walks in on her singing. 

Rebecca (singing) Isn’t anyone trying to find me? Won’t someone come take me home? 

Violet Oh God, you’ve got to be kidding me. 

Rebecca No, no I am not.   

Violet I am in charge of the music next time.  

Rebecca Why does this song seem so profound? 

Violet Because you are drunk. (she turns off the music) 

Rebecca No I am not - I just had a perfectly reasonable conversation with my parents. 

Violet I doubt that.  But even if you did, that still doesn’t count. 

Rebecca Why not? (Rebecca’s feisty and starts to poke and annoy Violet) 

Violet Because hiding intoxication, in particular from the parents, is a skill we have 
developed over the years.  (laughing) Although I don’t think you could have 
hidden your state at the moment. 

Violet starts to engage in the tickling and fighting and eventually it turns into a wrestle. 

Rebecca Yeah, but I wasn’t trying to hide anything. 

Violet (still laughing) Maybe you should have?  Or more likely, your parents probably 
don’t care that you are drunk.  You are twenty-six. 
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Rebecca Oh Bollox.  I’m fine. 

Violet Ha.  You just proved it. 

Rebecca What? 

Violet (in a horrible fake British accent) You only start using your British terminology 
when you are smashed. 

Rebecca Fine whatever.  But I still agree with Avril.  Why isn’t anyone trying to find me! 

Violet (still using an accent) And where are they supposed to look to find you?  Hm?  
You are standing so close they gaze right over the top of your head. 

Rebecca Very clever. 

Violet (still in an accent)  I thought so.  So what did your parents say? 

Rebecca  I was right.  It was their fault. 

Violet (laughing) Of course it was. 

Rebecca I am serious.  They were so bloody good at making me feel invited in the world 
that I took that sense of invitation wherever I went. 

Violet (drops the accent and stops wrestling) Huh.  That’s actually very interesting. 

Rebecca It makes so much sense now.  I had never experienced embarrassment or 
rejection over just being me - so I walked into all situations assuming people 
loved me as much as my parents did. 

Violet Aww hun.  That is very sweet.  (makes more drinks) 

Rebecca Yeah - but kind of embarrassing that I made those assumptions and never 
realized it - maybe if I had realized it, I could have controlled myself a bit more.   

Violet Maybe but now you know, so you can do better next time. 

Rebecca Can you believe I’ve been messed up because I haven’t dealt with enough pain in 
my life? 

Violet Yeah, I wouldn’t have guessed that.  Although you don’t do ‘vulnerable’ very 
well. 

Rebecca No, that’s true. 

Violet But that’s kind of all of our fault. 

Rebecca What do you mean? 

Violet You were always told how strong you were and how well you dealt with things, 
that’s got to screw you up somehow: by reinforcing that behaviour. 
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Rebecca I guess so - but I should know better by now.  I know intellectually that being 
vulnerable and allowing yourself to depend on people is a good thing but I just 
don’t do it that well. 

Violet No, no you don’t.  But a lot of people suck at that. 

Rebecca Ah, so I am normal. 

Violet I wouldn’t go that far. 

Rebecca Well that’s good actually.  I don’t want to be normal. 

Violet But you should cry more. (she pinches her and they start wrestling again) 

Lights fade. Rebecca moves the day bed so that it faces the audience and it becomes the couch.  
Projection is of the window depicting the darkness outside. 

Scene 9 

Final scene of a really sappy movie is projected on the back screen (something like “Fried Green 
Tomatoes”) 

Rebecca Ok, that got the tears flowing! 

Violet I knew it - there is a soul in there after all. 

Rebecca Thanks. 

Violet I am going to go for a walk and call my man.   

Rebecca You’re leaving me?  In this state?  Drunk and weepy? 

Violet You’ll be fine.  

Rebecca So which boyfriend are you calling? 

Violet Hey! 

Rebecca Well, you can’t be the only one dishing it - that’s not fair. 

Violet I am calling STEVE - my only boyfriend. 

Rebecca Ok, Ok.  

Violet I will be back soon.  Don’t do anything stupid. 

Rebecca What am I going to do here?  I am on an island?! 

Violet Just make sure your phone is off. 

Violet exits and Rebecca wanders around a bit fidgety.  She picks up a magazine begins to read it 
but gets bored.  She makes a new drink and sits back down on the couch picks up her phone, but 
decides to not doing anything.  She then picks up her journal and a pen, is finally about to write 
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when she is startled by the sound of a text message coming in.  She opens her phone and smiles, 
it’s a text message from Wesley.  She reads his text messages and her responses out loud. 

Rebecca  (reading aloud)  “What are you up to?”  (she texts back) “Not much, just drinking 
and hanging out with Violet.  What about you?”  (waits expectantly for his 
response, it finally comes through) “I am at the coffee shop eating a bagel.  What 
are you up to on Monday night?”  (she texts back) “I don’t think I have any plans 
of yet.” (his response) “I was thinkin we could go for dinner maybe a movie?”  
(she smiles and sighs) “Ok, sounds good - gotta go, see you then.”  (he writes 
back) “Ok, look forward to it, have a good time with Violet.”  (she smiles 
uncontrollably and picks up her journal and finally begins to write)  Ok.  Focus 
and write stuff down.  (Writes down and reads aloud) “Have issues.  Parents 
fault.  I over involve myself.  I have control issues which ultimately stem from 
trust issues.  Why do I have trust issues?  I didn’t ask my parents about that - I 
don’t understand that one, but don’t want to think about it now.   So now what?”  
(pauses and daydreams)  Sort through Wesley?  I guess I really should tell him 
next time that we should stop hanging out so much.  I’ll just tell him that... 

Two actors walk onto stage representing Rebecca and Wesley. 

Rebecca (speaking aloud as she is writing)  We shouldn’t hang out very much anymore - 
if at all. 

Rebecca 2 We shouldn’t hang out much anymore if at all. 

Wesley Uh. Oh. Ok. 

Rebecca Awkward - too blunt.  We should talk for a while first and then I should bring it 
up.  (she puts on the song “Cry to Me” by Solomon Burke) 

Rebecca 2 and Wesley walk back off stage and then back on again.  They come in and hug for a 
long time. 

Rebecca A little long of a hug but lets play it out. 

Rebecca 2 Hey. 

Wesley Hey. 

Rebecca 2 It’s a little cold. 

Rebecca Really Rebecca?  You are going to give yourself that line? 

Wesley Want my jacket? 

Rebecca 2 No, it’s Ok. 

Wesley rubs Rebecca 2’s shoulders. 

Rebecca 2  Thanks. 
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Rebecca 2 and Wesley catch eyes, they look away and then they come closer and begin to dance 
to the song, mimicking the dance from “Dirty Dancing.”  After thirty seconds they finally kiss and 
they both exit dancing and kissing.  Rebecca is laying on the couch with the biggest smile on her 
face.  Violet walks in. 

Violet What are you doing? 

Rebecca Nothing!  Processing. 

Violet Daydreaming you mean. 

Rebecca Yeah.  Same thing. 

Violet To the Dirty Dancing soundtrack?  Right. So, did you come to any conclusions? 

Rebecca  (gets up to get a drink) Kissing is not the best course of action. 

Violet Rebecca! 

Rebecca What?  Why can’t I just make a whole bunch of mistakes? 

Violet Rebecca!?  Really?  

Rebecca No, I am serious.  Don’t you ever get sick of trying to do things right?  I just 
always feel this immense pressure to not screw up.  Why can’t I have flings and 
affairs and make silly whimsical mistakes that break my heart?  I mean, we were 
just saying how I haven’t experienced enough pain - this would be a good way of 
going about it - no?  Besides, is it really our job to avoid it and help others avoid 
it?  

Violet Yes. 

Rebecca And don’t we grow through heart ache?  But I am serious!  I remember distinctly 
feeling so alive while I was sobbing my way through moments of my relationship 
with Dave.  

Violet Oh my goodness. 

Rebecca So...can’t we learn from our mistakes?  Especially when so many mistakes 
involve late night rendezvous - clearly I have so much to learn and maybe 
making mistakes over and over again is the only way to go about this?  Why do I 
always have to try to do the right thing?!   

Violet Because YOU want to do the right thing!  Why do you think you think so much!?  
Because things are going soooo well, you just can’t help think about it? 

Rebecca Well, I don’t want to think anymore.  I just want to enjoy myself and make a 
mess of things for a while! 

Violet Have you been drinking - a lot? 

Rebecca Are you listening to me? 
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Violet You have been making a mess of things for a while.  How’s it working out for 
you?  (Pause)  Look, it’s not the mistakes that are so much the problem it’s the 
way you deal with them that’s important. 

Rebecca Yeah, but isn’t dealing with things poorly just like another mistake?  What if it’s 
just going to take me a while to “grow up?”  Is that so bad? 

Violet It’s contradictory to what you want? 

Rebecca And what do I want? 

Violet Well that’s your problem right there. 

Rebecca What? 

Violet You have no idea - you are lost.  You live in a fantasy world that involves Patrick 
Swayzye. 

Rebecca I do not.  Besides I don’t picture him, I picture whoever else I am trying to figure 
out at the moment. 

Violet Your Dirty Dancing script is getting in the way of a real relationship. 

Rebecca Hey, it could be a real relationship! 

Violet But it’s only in your head.  It’s not reality. 

Rebecca (sulking) I don’t like reality. 

Violet Clearly, but you need a new story to play out. 

Rebecca But I like my stories. 

Violet Ok.  I don’t think we are going to resolve this one tonight.  You are...difficult.   

Rebecca I am not! (pause) Ok, maybe I am, a little.  I’m just kind of attached to my 
stories.  

Violet (gives her a hug) I know you are. 

Violet exits to go to bed and Rebecca moves the couch back to her room area and settles in to bed 
and goes to sleep.  Lights fade out.  Rebecca moves to the bench for the subway scene. 

Scene 10 

Sounds of a subway are heard.  Lights up on Rebecca and the Man.  The subway line map lights 
up on, “Past is not Present.”  The projection is of the inside of a subway.  Their movements 
mimic the movements of a metro.  Rebecca is miming holding onto a pole precariously while 
searching through her purse looking for something.  The man interrupts her search. 

Man Are you looking for something? 

Rebecca Ah. Yes.  
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Man (Pause) Where are you going? 

Rebecca Um.  Well, I don’t know, depends if I find the piece of paper with the directions. 

Man Ah.  Directions.  They can be so useful. 

Rebecca Uh. Yes they can.   

Man Although sometimes limiting...or even misleading. 

Rebecca keeps rummaging through her purse and ignores the man. 

Rebecca Shit.  I seem to have lost them. 

Man Where have you come from? 

Rebecca Excuse me? 

Man Where have you come from?  I find it easier to remember what it is I need to do 
next once I have retraced my steps. 

Rebecca I see.  (humouring him) Well I was at home then I left to come here... 

Man (interrupting) Oh.  You are going to have to go much further back than that and 
in more detail.  Then you will find your way. 

The subway lurches to a stop. 

Rebecca Oh shit.  We’ve stopped. 

Man That’s OK.  This could take some time. (long pause)  What do you want? 

Rebecca What do you mean? 

Man What do you want?  I thought you wanted to know how you got here? 

Rebecca I do.   I want... I want the permission to screw up. 

Man I see.  All right.  Go ahead, make a mess of your life. 

Rebecca That’s not going to work. 

Man Why not? 

Rebecca You don’t have the...authority to give me that permission. 

Man Well, who does? 

Rebecca Um...my parents? 

Man Really? 

Rebecca (defensive) What?! 

Man Well, I am just surprised, that’s all. 
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Rebecca Why? 

Man They gave that to you long ago. 

Rebecca No, they are always trying to protect me and give me advice. 

Man Yes but - they also have given you room to fail.  So go for it, do what you want. 

Rebecca I.  Well fine.  I will then.  I will just go for it. 

Man All right do it. 

Lights fade and the sounds of the subway cut out.  Man exits Rebecca lies in her bed.  Violet 
enters stage right and sits down on one of the kitchen bar stools with a crossword in front of her. 

Scene 11 

Lights up.  Rebecca slowly wakes up and comes out from her room looking especially hung over 
and worse for the wear.  Projected on the back screen is the window of the cabin with the bright 
morning sun streaming through the trees. 

Violet Good morning sunshine. 

Rebecca Why do so many people say that to me in the morning?  That’s supposed to be a 
term of endearment.   

Violet (laughing) And how are we feeling today? 

Rebecca Today, I am hung over.  Wow. 

Violet Water and coffee are right there.  Along with the advil. 

Rebecca Thanks. (she goes over to the advil and takes some) 

Violet How did you sleep? 

Rebecca Ok.  Although, I had a strange dream with this guy on the subway and he told me 
that if I wanted to screw up - go for it.  Didn’t make me feel any better.  (she 
slumps onto the couch) 

Violet Probably a good thing. 

Rebecca And he also said that I needed to reflect on my past in order to move forward. 

Violet I like this guy.  What a perfect segue into phase three. 

Rebecca Already?  I haven’t even had a sip of coffee yet. 

Violet Well, we only have one more night here. (Rebecca’s phone beeps)  That phone is 
supposed to be off! (pause) Who is it? (Rebecca awkwardly reaches for it across 
the couch) 

Rebecca (reading the text)  It’s Wesley, he’s saying he’s looking forward to Monday 
night. 
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Violet Monday night?  You made plans?  When?  Rebecca! 

Rebecca What?  Don’t look at me that way.  You are not allowed to alienate me, you are 
trying to help me!  So, what’s phase three? 

Violet (pulling out her chart)  “Learning from past experiences.”  Subheading:  
“Reintegrating the pieces of yourself you have flung about.” 

Rebecca Oh man.  Are you sure you don’t own a suit and a bowler hat? 

Violet (smiling) Yes.  So, I thought we should revisit some of your most significant past 
relationships.  Dave and Harry. 

Rebecca Oh man, Harry.  What about Travis? 

Violet Surprisingly, you dealt with that one well - so nothing to gain there. 

Rebecca Ha.  (sigh).  Harry.  I don’t particularly like talking about Harry. 

Violet I know but you aren’t going to be able to move on unless you integrate and 
accept all parts of yourself.  (pointing at her chart) Note subheading. 

Rebecca But Harry? 

Violet Harry is a part of your story. 

Rebecca (whining) I don’t want Harry to be a part of my story. 

Violet That’s exactly why you should work through this one.  I thought you like talking 
about yourself and reminiscing? 

Rebecca I do.  But, I can barely breath sometimes when I think of that story; that part of 
my life.  I feel so disjointed from it. 

Violet Maybe you need to connect back to it?  Figure out the “you” that could fall in 
love with a guy over the internet.  That part of you that went for it - is still in you.  
It’s the very romantic and very hopeful part of Rebecca. 

Rebecca Can’t I have that without having to dwell on Harry? 

Violet I don’t think so. 

Rebecca I hate friends. 

Violet You need to love that part of yourself.  You need to forgive yourself. 

Rebecca Forgive myself of what? 

Violet I don’t know.  Why do you feel as if you have done something wrong? 

Rebecca I don’t know. 

Violet How did it all start?  You need to be able to understand how you and I mean you 
- could fall in love with a guy over the internet.  Besides people do it all the time 
these days. 
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Rebecca Yeah.  But I judge them. 

Violet Just indulge me.  How did it start? 

Rebecca Fine.  

Lights fade.  Rebecca moves to the booth and sits down at an old Mac computer.  Violet (who is 
now Sandy) moves behind the kitchen bar and is tidying. Lights up.  Projected on the screen is 
“Provence, 1998” as well as a window inside of an old stone French house. 

Rebecca Huh. Crazy. 

Sandy What? 

Rebecca I sent Violet’s email to the wrong account and it went to another guy and he 
wrote back. 

Sandy What did he say? 

Rebecca That I sent the email to the wrong person and that he’s from Colorado. 

Sandy He told you that? 

Rebecca Yeah - and he’s asking about me. 

Sandy That’s a little weird. 

Rebecca  (shrugs) Whatever.  (begins to type)  “Dear Harry.. 

Sandy His name is Harry? (she smiles) 

Rebecca (laughing) Yes, Harry. 

Sandy Hm.  So, you’re going to write him back? 

Rebecca Why not?  The least I can do is thank him for telling me, otherwise I would have 
thought that Violet had actually got the email. (typing)  “Thank you for letting 
me know that I sent the email to the wrong place.  My friend would have been 
disappointed to not hear from me.  I am living abroad this year in the South of 
France but I am from Vancouver, Canada.  I just graduated from high school, I 
am eighteen years old and I am spending a year reading, relaxing, traveling and 
soaking up the Provencal culture.  How old are you, what do you do? 

Sandy You are really going to tell him all that? 

Rebecca Yeah. Why not?  What harm could it do? 

Sandy (slightly hesitant)  I don’t know but...maybe you shouldn’t always be so forth 
coming about yourself? 

Rebecca Why not?  I always put myself out there. 

Sandy Yeah.  But there is also nothing wrong with a little mystery. 
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Rebecca I don’t do mysteries.  At least not in my life - I am an open book, if anyone wants 
to have a read - they are welcome. 

Rebecca exits stage right and Mike enters from upstage left. 

Sandy That’s what I am worried about. 

Mike What are you worried about? 

Sandy Our daughter has just started up an email relationship with a random guy from 
Colorado and is willing to tell him anything he wants to know because she 
doesn’t play games, is an open book and thinks “why not, what harm could it 
do”? 

Mike (laughs) I see. 

Sandy Why do I have a bad feeling about this? 

Mike Because she is desperate to fall in love. 

Lights dim.  Rebecca enters and sits at the booth.  Sandy and Mike move to the booth.  Projected 
on the screen is the same French house but it’s now dark outside. 

Rebecca He’s from Colorado.  He’s 18 years old.  He loves theatre as well.  He plays the 
trumpet and he is planning on going to University.   

Sandy Sounds like you had quite the email conversation.  Was he the real reason you 
skipped out on the market?   

Rebecca (looking a little sheepish) Maybe.... 

Sandy Hm.  Anything else you found out about him? 

Rebecca Well, he has a daughter. 

Sandy (trying to cover her surprise) Really?  And he’s eighteen?  

Rebecca Yup.  She’s almost four years old.  He’s not with the mother anymore but they 
are still good friends and they are trying to make the best of it for their daughter.  
It sounds as if he is handling it really responsibly. And he wants to go into the 
army. 

Sandy Hm. (makes eye contact with Mike) 

Mike So are you going to continue this conversation with him? 

Rebecca Sure?  I don’t know.  Why not? 

Mike Well...because writing can be dangerous, he might not be who he says he is. 

Rebecca What are you talking about?  I know he’s not some eighty year old man. 

Mike That’s not what I am worried about, it’s just that it’s easy to say and be who ever 
you want. 
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Rebecca Well, I don’t get the impression he is lying.  What reason would he have to lie? 

Mike It’s not so much that he would be lying - but just not telling the exact truth.  It’s 
easy to edit one’s life to make it palatable and easy to digest. 

Rebecca But - he was telling me things that he wasn’t proud of.  Isn’t that impressive?  
That he can admit his faults? 

Mike Yes.  But even that can be intentional. 

Rebecca (dismissing Mike)  You are reading too far into this.  It’s not a big deal.  It’s 
innocent.  We’re just writing back and forth getting to know each other. 

Phone rings and Rebecca gets up and answers it. 

Mike (under his breath) We’ll see. 

Sandy What are we going to do? 

Mike I don’t think there is much we can do. 

Sandy But this guy - he has a kid and he’s eighteen and he’s going into the army - not 
exactly the roster of characteristics we were looking for, for our daughter. 

Mike True - but at least a very long distance is on our side.  I don’t think we need to 
worry too much as long as it remains a writing relationship. 

Sandy I hope so. 

Mike Me too. 

Mike exits.  Lights fade.  Rebecca and Violet reposition themselves back in the present and place 
a piece of wood across the two bar stools and set up plastic cups with liquor in them on either 
end of the plywood. Projection switches back to the inside cabin window.  Lights up on Rebecca 
and Violet playing beer pong and there is a bottle of Bailey’s on the table; they improvise the 
lines related to the game throughout the scene. 

Rebecca It WAS all so innocent.  How could I not see what I was getting myself into? 

Violet Hey - how can you judge a ten years YOUNGER version of yourself, when you 
are still struggling with the same issues?  Maybe you should have given this 
some due reflection a little earlier!  It’s an amazing story. 

Rebecca Why doesn’t it feel that way to me? 

Violet Because you are judging it too much.  Remember that painting you did when you 
were three? 

Rebecca What painting? 

Violet The one you told me about, how when you were eight, your mom was showing 
you some of your old kid drawings and when you saw them you were so 
mortified and embarrassed by how “bad” they were - you ripped them up.   
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Rebecca Yes, I remember.  My mom was devastated. 

Violet That’s what you are doing to your previous younger self.  You are looking at it 
the wrong way - rather than seeing the beauty of the moment and what you 
created, you are judging it from a distance and tearing it to shreds.  With age you 
should come to see the beauty of it - I believe my dear, you are old enough to see 
that now. 

Rebecca   Hm. 

Violet Was that the time you started having very vivid conversations with yourself? 

Rebecca Oh god yes.  I wrote in my journal everyday and I wrote to Harry pages and 
pages daily and we wrote hand letters to each other.  I couldn’t talk about it with 
my parents, so I just had these very extensive conversations in my head. 

Violet It’s probably how you came to be so smart. 

Rebecca What do you mean? 

Violet All that talking and dialoguing in your head; you see all sides of a situation and 
you don’t judge them either. 

Rebecca Maybe...but it’s mostly one distinct voice. 

Violet Oh really? 

Rebecca And he’s obnoxious actually.   

Violet It’s a he is it? 

Rebecca Yes, he has a personality all to his own. 

Violet You realize how strange that sounds?  “He” is YOU! 

Rebecca I know. 

Lights fade out.  Violet exits and Rebecca moves the daybed to be the couch facing the audience. 
Lights up on Rebecca sitting on the couch staring off into the distance.  Music: “From Where I 
Am” by Enya.  Ryan, her subconscious, enters and is pacing around Rebecca.  Projection is of a 
window inside of an old stone French house. 

Ryan Hey do you plan on living in the real world? (pause) You are constantly thinking 
about him.  Do you have any other thoughts in your head? 

Rebecca No, not really - but I need to deal with this don’t I? 

Ryan Maybe.  OR you could think of something else. 

Rebecca But the real question is do I love him for who he is or because he loves me and 
makes me feel good?  I don’t even know if one can define love... 

Ryan You are rambling. 

Rebecca But maybe that is what love is but again I don’t know... 



 

55 

Ryan You are lost Rebecca. 

Rebecca Is it bad that he talks of a forever for us or is that only normal in a relationship at 
this age?  Maybe it would be a bad sign if he didn’t talk of forever. 

Rebecca gets up to go check mail. 

Ryan You realize you are ridiculous. 

Rebecca Yes.  But I can’t help it. 

Ryan Sure you can.  You can just not check email every five minutes. 

Rebecca But I want to know how he responded to my last email.  What if I insulted him?  
What if I didn’t explain myself clearly? 

Ryan You probably over-explained yourself.  Again. 

Rebecca (checks email and sighs) Still nothing. 

As Rebecca is reading Sandy comes in. 

Sandy Good morning Rebecca. 

Rebecca Morning mom. 

Sandy An email from Harry? 

Rebecca Um, no not yet. 

Sandy Everything going ok? 

Rebecca Uh huh. 

Sandy Ok. Good.  I am going to go pick us up a couple of baguettes. 

Rebecca Ok. 

Sandy exits stage right and Rebecca slumps back onto the couch. 

Rebecca Oh I can get so confused after reading a letter from Harry.  It fills my heart with   
so much joy to hear the intense words he has for me but then the words “forever” 
scare me.  Do I accept them? Rebuke them?  

Ryan They are a bit intense.  Even for you. 

Rebecca And part of me realizes the intensity and vulnerability is what I can love about 
him so much…he has finally found love that is bigger than himself and can’t help 
but express the emotions that go beyond the reality of this world and who am I to 
crush and deny him of those feelings?   

Ryan But you do have the right to say something when his words make your stomach 
upset and frighten you.   
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Rebecca It really is such pressure for him to be laying so much faith into this 
relationship...but if he was indifferent towards it, it wouldn’t be as wonderful.  
Hmm kind of a Catch 22 isn’t it?  I guess I would rather him be passionate 
towards the point of disillusionment than no passion at all.  My what qualms one 
must face and go to battle with while being in love with a man’s spirit and heart, 
a man with no face and no outer being just a soul.  Will what I find on the outside 
match up with the man inside I have grown to love?   

Ryan  And will you match up to what he thinks you are? 

Rebecca Well, I think so, I hope so.  But I could be wrong and if I could misrepresent 
myself unintentionally - so could he. 

Sandy enters stage right. 

Sandy Hey baguettes are here. 

Rebecca Awesome.  I need to stop eating the bread though.  I am developing a food baby  

Sandy As long as it’s not another kind of baby. 

Rebecca Mom.  Very funny. (stares out the window over a long pause) 

Sandy Everything ok? 

Rebecca Just wondering if this relationship is worth it. 

Sandy Oh - is that all? 

Rebecca Yeah.  I am just starting to get the impression he has made me into something 
I’m not.  Is that my fault or his own creation of disillusionment? 

Sandy Probably both. 

Rebecca What is that going to do to us when we meet? 

Sandy Well, there is a long time until then. 

Rebecca I just hope that he’ll have a clear picture of me by the time he comes out and 
visits me, otherwise it could be very awkward. (Pause) I think I just realized that 
I’m not in love with him right now but rather I just love him.   

Sandy That’s probably a fair statement. 

Rebecca It just all feels so big - too big.  And I am not sure if I can handle the fact that he 
has a daughter. 

Sandy (tries to hide her sigh of relief)  Well, him having a daughter is a pretty big deal. 

Rebecca But I don’t want to lose him over my weaknesses. 

Sandy What do you mean? 

Rebecca Me not being able to handle the fact that he has a daughter - that’s my problem, 
not his. 
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Sandy Well... I wouldn’t exactly say that.  Have you told him how you feel? 

Rebecca Yes, that is the agonizing part and I haven’t heard his response to it. 

Sandy Just be patient. 

Sandy gives her a hug and exits. 

Rebecca Ha!  Who said patience was a virtue?  Did anyone actually say that? 

Ryan Obviously. 

Rebecca Why am I so consumed by this? 

Ryan Because you are a narcissist and masochistic? 

Rebecca Shut up.  There are parts of me that I don’t want to hear!  You are no help. 

Ryan You are wrong there.  I am what keeps you balanced. 

Rebecca No, you are what drives me crazy.  If I didn’t have so many contradictory 
thoughts - then maybe I wouldn’t feel so conflicted about this situation. 

Ryan Yes - well that may be true - but you are also aware that if you didn’t feel the two 
thoughts at once - you would be in more trouble. 

Rebecca God, you are irritating.   

Ryan That is my job.  To irritate you - just like the pearl.  I am helping you to form into 
a beautiful pearl. 

Rebecca I don’t want to be a pearl! 

Ryan Listen to you!  You are in trouble. 

Rebecca What if I am not good for him?  I need to be distracted so that I don’t keep 
sending him long winded emails trying to explain myself that only get me into 
trouble. 

Ryan I keep trying to tell you that. 

Rebecca Do you think my daily emotions are greatly affected by Harry? 

Ryan Ha. Hm, um yes.  You are consumed by him. 

Rebecca But isn’t it reasonable that I should be thinking about him so much? 

Ryan There you go again - making it logical.  Yes, it is reasonable - but it’s not 
healthy. 

Rebecca Would I feel the same restlessness and unfulfillment if he weren’t in my life? 

Ryan Do I even need to respond to that? 
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Lights fade and shift back to present setting.  Ryan exits.  Violet enters.  Rebecca and Violet are 
still playing beer pong.  Music: U2’s song “I still Haven’t found What I’m Looking For” 

Rebecca I was so lost.  And the kinds of words I used to describe the relationship - it’s 
right out of a harlequin romance! 

Violet Yeah.  But at least he matched your intensity.  No one else in high school could 
give back to you what you had to offer.  At least he actually met you half way - 
or more than half way.  It’s no wonder you fell in love.  He wrote BACK! 

Rebecca (laughs)  I guess you are right.  But what about that visit! 

Violet Aw, come on - that’s one of the best parts of the story!  You had to meet him face 
to face. 

Rebecca Yeah, but - oh man - it was so awkward. 

Violet It’s better to have stories in your life than no stories. 

Rebecca SEE! That’s what I think - hence the predicament that I am in! 

Violet That’s not what I meant.  Just tell the dinner story. 

Lights fade out.  Violet and Rebecca move to the booth.  Scene shifts to a dinner.  Mike, Sandy 
and Harry enter stage right and sit down at the booth table.  Lights up on the family dinner.  
Projected on the back screen is in the inside of Rebecca’s house.  Music: “The Man I Love” by 
the Royal Philharmonic. 

Mike So what are your future plans?  Rebecca says that you are going to a College in 
Colorado? 

Harry I am planning on joining the army. 

Mike Oh?  The army.  What made you decide to do that? 

Harry Just want to do my part sir. 

Mike I see. 

Rebecca (to Harry) Can you pass me the focaccia bread? 

Harry (passing her the bread)  I am assuming you mean this bread? 

Rebecca (laughing) Yeah. Why? 

Harry I have never heard of...whatever you called it. 

Rebecca You’ve never heard of focaccia bread? 

Harry Nope. 

Rebecca looks stunned.  Mike and Sandy exchange looks. 
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Rebecca (trying to make light of it) So anything else here you are suspicious of us giving 
you? 

Harry Actually, I had never heard of prawns before. 

Rebecca (eyes wide incredulous)  What?  You’ve got to be kidding. 

Harry No. Why? 

Rebecca I...well...they’re prawns! 

Mike (attempting to save the situation) Colorado is not on the coast - so why would he 
have eaten prawns? 

Rebecca (recovered) Fair enough. 

Sandy Any one want more steak? 

Harry Sure - I definitely know what steak is! 

Everyone laughs...a little. Lights fade.  Harry and Mike exit.  Rebecca and Sandy (who now is 
Violet) move to the beer pong set up.  Lights up on Rebecca and Violet who are still playing beer 
pong; now a little tipsy.  Projected is the midday sun coming through the window. 

Rebecca Who hasn’t heard of focaccia bread and prawns? 

Violet Rebecca?! 

Rebecca Oh come on Violet, you have to admit - that was crazy. 

Violet Yes, that was amusing.   

Rebecca Oh God.  It makes my stomach turn reliving it like that. 

Violet But the point of that story was that you were disillusioned and that’s OK. You 
didn’t make a mistake. 

Rebecca Didn’t I?  He wasn’t at all what I thought.  Isn’t that some how my fault?   

Violet No, it wasn’t.  You believed what he gave you, there is no shame in that. 

Rebecca But why?  Why did I just take everything he said as truth? 

Violet Because you had not reason not to!   

Rebecca See, I should have been hurt more when I was younger - then I would have 
learned to not trust everything and everyone at face value. 

Violet Oh come on..... 

Rebecca It’s true! 

Violet Ok, in some regard it’s true.  But you need to get over that past and deal with 
what you’ve got.  You are overly trusting and… 
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Rebecca Wait.  This is fucked up.  How can I be overly trusting and a control freak at the 
same time and not trust these guys.   

Violet Those are two separate issues.  Look you give nothing less of yourself and you 
assume the same in others.  That’s admirable.  Besides it’s better to have taken 
the risk and gone for it.  That is the time to be young and naive and discover 
yourself and desires and wants - that’s all good.  It was good to take the risk at 
that time, but not so much now. 

Rebecca But that’s just it - it didn’t even feel risky!  I just believed.  

Violet But that’s ok - that was the time to be naive.  And now what you need to do is 
actually forgive yourself.  Your biggest problem is how you deal with these 
things.   

Rebecca I suppose, I just don’t see why I need to relive that one!  God I feel ill after all of 
that coffee and Baileys. (she stops playing beer pong) 

Violet goes  behind the kitchen counter and pulls out a box and places it in front of Rebecca. 

Rebecca Oh my goodness - what have you done? 

Violet I brought your notes and letters along. 

Rebecca Violet!  We have done this before and it was painful.  I can’t believe how much 
crap we said about each other in high school.  Girls are terrible. 

They both sit cross legged and begin to go through the box. 

Violet Yes we are.  But we are also entertaining.  Check out this one, “Someone, has to 
tell Violet that her pants are too short”  Too short?  Who, who did you think was 
going to tell me that my pants were too short. 

Rebecca I know.  Me.  Your best friend. 

Violet Yeah.  Instead of talking about it with our other best friend, you could have saved 
me from embarrassment.   

Rebecca God, I know, I am so sorry about that. 

Violet Please don’t apologize - it was high school.  Besides I have my own fair share of 
notes at home too.   

Rebecca Oh, here we go, here is one from Harry. 

Violet Read it. 

Rebecca Really?  (Violet gives her a look) Fine. (Rebecca begins to read the letter) 

Violet I will make us some drinks.  It’s past twelve now. 

Rebecca finishes reading the letter and begins to cry. 
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Violet Here you go, one ‘hair of the dog’. 

Rebecca Thanks. 

Violet Oh, my - are those tears? What happened? 

Rebecca It’s nothing.  It’s really silly.   

Violet Nothing?  You’re crying, that’s awesome.  What did he say? 

Rebecca Nothing.  That’s just it.  He said nothing really of importance.  It’s just a 
rambling letter about one night when the power went out.  But for some reason it 
got me.  There was nothing creepy about it - just a nice letter from a guy saying 
he was thinking about me. In the one night he wrote to me at four different times, 
nothing of importance and now I remember. 

Violet Remember what?   

Rebecca What it felt like to love him.  I didn’t even know that was possible.  I can actually 
feel the love I felt for him.  I thought those feelings just went away. 

Violet I guess not. 

Rebecca Yeah.  I threw out the rest of his emails a couple of years ago.  I can’t even 
believe I held onto them as long as I did.  I even the titled the binder, “A 
Fairytale” 

Violet Wow. 

Rebecca  I know. 

Violet No, I mean wow.  If you had kept those you could have made money off of that 
kind of primary source. 

Rebecca (laughing) Are you kidding me?  The emails were nauseating - filled with love 
and angst and sexual references. 

Violet Well clearly not all of them.  That’s probably just how you packaged your 
memories.  Clearly your memories are wrong. You edited them and all you were 
left with were judgements. 

Rebecca It’s nice to remember him differently.  Remember me differently.  I can actually 
appreciate and empathize with my younger self.   

Violet See that’s what you need to do.  You need to reframe how you look at the past - 
create a new story in your head. 

Rebecca Yeah.  Weird, I had never thought to distrust my memory of him or that time. 

Violet YAY!!!! A break through!!!  This calls for a shot! 

Rebecca Ha!  I love you. 

Violet pours two shots.   
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Violet Here’s to putting back a piece of your heart.  The more weight something has, the 
easier it is to hold onto and the more you will have to give when the time is right. 

Rebecca I will definitely drink to that. 

The both drink.  Lights shift and Rebecca and Violet move to the booth table. 

Scene 12 

Lights up on Rebecca and Violet on the booth table.  Projected on the back screen is the inside of 
a bar.  Music playing is Counting Crows’ song, “Accidentally in Love.” 

Rebecca God, I love these burgers. 

Violet I know. 

Sound of a text message coming through. 

Violet Honestly, I am going to throw that thing in the ocean!  Who is it? 

Rebecca Dave.  He’s wondering when we can get together. 

Violet Ah. Dave. 

Rebecca You don’t have to worry about him.  I don’t want to get back together with him.  
The other two are more of a problem.  Besides, he has a girlfriend. 

Violet Doesn’t he always? 

Rebecca Yes, he does. 

Violet That never stops him from messing with you literally and figuratively. 

Rebecca True.  But back to you, before we were so rudely interrupted by Dave. 

Violet Well, I was kind of done. 

Rebecca What?  All you said was that you are going to sort it out. 

Violet Well, I am trying to sort it out.  Give me time. 

Rebecca’s phone beeps again. It’s another message from Dave, Rebecca starts to text him back. 

Violet Now what are you saying? 

Rebecca That Monday should be fine for coffee.   

Violet I thought you were meeting up with Wesley? 

Rebecca Oh shit, yeah.  But the coffee will be quick, we’ll go out in the late afternoon.  
(looking at the screen) And then he’ll say he doesn’t drink coffee (phone beeps) 
Yup - why does he always have to say that?  It’s a figure of speech.  And then I 
say, (she texts him back) fine hot chocolate - whatever. (closes the phone) 
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Violet But why are you even friends with him?   

Rebecca Well.  Cause we like each other.  What’s wrong with being friends? 

Violet The fact that you aren’t friends. 

Rebecca Oh come on...I am… 

Violet What?  Able to distance yourself and just treat him as any old guy? 

Rebecca (sigh) I suppose not.   

Violet And he definitely isn’t friends with you.  He hates to hear about any guys you 
might be dating - he never really asks how you are doing?  And he always wants 
to get in your pants, no matter who you are dating or even worse no matter who 
he is dating.  So why do you tease him along?  Especially after how he treated 
you? 

Rebecca But I’m not teasing him - I am just having hot chocolate.  And I don’t hold onto 
that part of the relationship.   

Violet Fine.  But maybe you should take a look at why you put up with not being treated 
very well in relationships. 

Rebecca I can see what you see but all these guys are actually great guys - just not right 
for me. 

Violet God, this is getting irritating - seriously Rebecca, stop defending them!  They 
treat you like shit.  This is the kind of delusional thinking that keeps getting you 
into this place.  Need I remind you of the stories?  And it’s not even what they 
did so much as your lack of response to it.  Like the time you came home from 
Maui....? 

Rebecca  Oh God.  That was pretty funny. 

Violet FUNNY?!  You walked in on him....Ok - you need to remember these things.  
You are holding onto the wrong memories with these relationships. 

Light shift for a flashback and music fades out. Violet puts on a robe, sits on the bar stool and is 
on a home phone.  Dave and Kayla enter stage left and curl up on the daybed.  Projected on the 
back of the screen is the outside of Dave’s house.  Rebecca is on her cell talking to Violet, pacing 
outside of Dave’s house. 

Violet (yawning) You are just going to show up? 

Rebecca Yes. 

Violet But it’s so late? 

Rebecca It’s not late for us, he’s always up past midnight.  

Violet Are you sure you know what you are doing? 

Rebecca Yes.   
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She lets herself into his house.  Sound of door creaking open and closing, projection goes dark. 

Rebecca I feel really good about the decision.  We got together the night before I left for 
Hawaii.  He totally surprised me by coming over and now I have had the last two 
weeks to sort things through and I think we should get back together officially.  
It’s the only way for me to figure out whether we really work or not.  This half-
ass thing is disillusioning, it’s not telling me what I need to know.  How can 
drunken clandestine encounters ever go wrong? 

Violet I suppose, I just don’t want to see you get hurt again. 

Rebecca I know, I know but even if that happens, that’s later on and I need to do this for 
me now. 

Violet Fine. 

Rebecca (she arrives outside his bedroom door) Weird. 

Violet What? 

Rebecca Why is the door shut? 

Violet Because he doesn’t want anyone to come in! 

Rebecca That’s weird the only time the door is shut is when (eyes go wide) someone else 
is in there. 

Violet What are you doing? 

She starts to open the door quietly.  Dave and Kayla are curled up on the daybed stage left. 

Rebecca (whispering) Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.  Is he really in there with someone?   

Rebecca blinks rapidly trying to adjust to the dim light, she finally walks into the room.  Violet 
remains at the kitchen bar throughout the entire scene. 

Rebecca Unfuckingbelievable.   (speaking in a normal voice now).  I can’t believe he is in 
bed with someone else! 

Violet What are you doing? Rebecca!  Rebecca! Get out of there! 

Rebecca (ignoring Violet) I wonder if she even knows about me?  Gotta go. (hangs up her 
phone)  Dave - do you tell your women about the blurred lines of the status of 
our relationship - or is that something you conveniently leave out? 

Dave and Kayla begin to wake up. 

Rebecca Ah.  You are awake. Good.  Actually I am surprised you are sleeping so early 
Dave?  It’s only 12:30 am, usually you are up much later than this.  You must 
have really tired him out Kayla? 

Dave What are you doing here? 
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Rebecca What am I doing here?  That is a really good question.  Almost a deep 
psychological question.  I will ponder that later.  Well, I just got back from Maui 
this evening and considering how we spent the last night before I left - together 
in bed, I guess I made the silly assumption that the encounter meant something.  
Clearly I should have known better. 

Kayla Oh my god.  I should go. 

Rebecca No. No.  Don’t go.  Dave has clearly made a choice.  He’s a jack ass but it’s my 
fault for not seeing it.  Enjoy the rest of your sleep.  I will let myself out. 

Rebecca crosses to stage right exits. Projection is of outside Dave’s house.  Rebecca calls Violet 
and she answers quickly.  Kayla is furious and silent, Dave keeps saying he is sorry. 

Violet What the hell did you do?  What happened? 

Rebecca I caught him in bed with another woman!!!!!  Can you fucking believe it? 

Violet Oh my God. Why did you go into his room? 

Rebecca I had to know. 

Violet Oh Rebecca. 

Rebecca And there she was. 

Violet Who? 

Rebecca Kayla.  What a bitch.  I can’t believe she would do this to me. 

Violet So how are you? 

Rebecca Surprisingly, really good. 

Violet Really? 

Rebecca Yeah.  He’s an idiot but I know he didn’t do this on purpose. 

Violet Well, yeah, he wasn’t expecting you. 

Rebecca I really shouldn’t have shown up like that.  Besides, what is he supposed to do, 
when she has been throwing herself at him for months? 

Violet He could still not get together with her. 

Rebecca Yeah, but he is so insecure, he just takes what he can get.  It’s disgusting and 
frustrating but I do get that it has nothing to do with me. 

Violet I guess not, that’s impressive that you can see things that way. 

Rebecca I know him really well.   

Violet Are you enjoying this? 

Rebecca Um. No. I, Hm. 
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Violet Ok, whatever. I got to sleep.  Call me tomorrow after you talk to him. 

Rebecca I will, thanks for listening.  

Rebecca hangs up the phone at the same time as Kayla storms out.  Lights shift.  Dave exits. 
Rebecca and Violet move back to the booth. Projection changes back to the inside of the bar.  
Lights up on Rebecca and Violet in the bar.  Music playing is Billy Joel’s “Piano Man.” 

Violet Really?  Really? 

Rebecca Yeah. 

Violet I mean, I’m not happy with my part in that.  I allowed myself to believe your 
excuses and to even be impressed by them - but really. 

Rebecca I know.  It’s hard to believe that I couldn’t see what was happening in front of 
me.   

Violet So why do you think you responded the way you did? 

Rebecca I think I thought and truly believed that if I figured out why he was doing what he 
was doing,  I could therefore understand him better and as a result I didn’t have 
to be upset with him.  

Violet Really?  Fascinating.  But didn’t you think what he was doing was wrong? 

Rebecca Yes and no, but all I could see was how I could make things better.  I believed  
him when he said that he didn’t want to treat me that way and that he wanted to 
be with me but just couldn’t figure out how to get his shit together.  I didn’t 
really pause to think about whether I should be allowing myself to continue to be 
treated in such a bad way - I was blind to it. 

Violet But where were the tears?  Where was the anger?  Those are not only the 
understandable responses - they are also the healthy ones.  I wish I knew back 
then what I know now and I could have confronted you on your non-emotional 
“logical and rational” explanation for crap behaviour. 

Rebecca I know, you are right - but if you had, I probably would have fought you or I 
would have stopped telling you stuff.   

Violet WHY??? 

Rebecca Because I didn’t want you to know he had done something wrong because then I 
wouldn’t have been allowed to pursue him.  If you guys saw him hurting me then 
you would judge him and try to stop me from being with him. 

Violet Oh Rebecca. 

Rebecca I know.  I just never wanted it to be over and then I “decided” to be with him 
and... 

Violet But you can’t decide those things.  You can’t intellectualize love. 
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Rebecca I know.  But the twist is, he always had me at a gut level and I just tried to find 
logical and rational justifications for those feelings I had for him.  He still gets 
me ya know? 

Violet Well you need to snap out of it.  Remember that time with Rose at the cast party?  
How did you justify that one again? 

Light shift for a flashback.  Rebecca and Violet cross to the kitchen, grab drinks and stare off 
downstage left.  Projected on the back screen is the inside of a house.  Sounds of laughter, 
talking, and clinking of glasses are heard. Music playing is Smashing Pumpkin’s song, “Killer in 
Me.” 

Violet So, what’s the status with you two? 

Rebecca Who knows?  We flirt, we get together - nothing overly committed. 

Violet Sounds romantic. 

Rebecca Shut up. (smiles) 

Violet What about Rose? 

Rebecca Yeah.  There’s that. 

They look off stage, “watching” Dave and Rose as she fawns all over him. 

Violet Isn’t she supposed to be with Mark? 

Rebecca Yup.  I think she uses Dave to get back at Mark. 

Violet Awesome. 

Rebecca And because Dave has no backbone.  He just enjoys it and runs with the “takes 
what he can get” mentality.  Even if it means dragging me through it. 

Violet Well, that’s kind of your own fault isn’t it. 

Rebecca Yes, yes it is.  God, relationships are complicated. 

Dave enters downstage left and walks towards Rebecca. 

Violet I am going to find Brad. 

Violet exits. 

Rebecca  K. (walks towards Dave) 

Dave Hey.  There you are - where have you been? 

Rebecca What - couldn’t see me over Rose? 

Dave (laughs slightly) Ha. Yeah.  Good show huh? 
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Rebecca Yes.  It was a good show.  The audience seemed to get into it this time.  Better 
than last night. 

Dave I agree.  You need a drink? 

Rebecca You trying to get me drunk? 

Dave Maybe.  It seems to work out to my advantage when you aren’t thinking clearly. 

Rebecca I seem to always not be thinking clearly when it comes to you.  What’s going on 
with Rose and Mark? 

Dave They are on an ‘off’ stint. 

Rebecca Ah. That explains it. 

Dave Explains what? 

Rebecca Don’t be coy.  It’s not attractive. 

Dave Fine. 

Rebecca Why do you indulge it? 

Dave I am weak. 

Rebecca I know.  It’s irritating. 

Dave Party seems to be dwindling. 

Rebecca I guess I shall be going home soon. 

Dave Or you could stay over.... 

Lights dim.  Music is off and party soundtrack is off.  A soft light is on Rebecca sitting in the 
daybed waiting for Dave. 

Rebecca (texting and reads aloud) “Won’t be coming home tonight.” 

Rebecca curls up in bed waiting for Dave, after a bit of tossing and turning.  She decides to text 
Dave, “Where the hell are you?” After a minute of no response she gets up and goes into the 
kitchen and finds Dave and Rose curled up on the booth bench, she gives him the death stare and 
he mouths, “I couldn’t move.”  She quietly exits.  Lights shift.  Dave and Rose exit. Rebecca and 
Violet enter and sit at the bar.  Food is gone, just drinks at the table. Projection is back to the 
inside of the bar.  Music is “So Lonely” by the Police. 

Rebecca Remembering that makes me feel sick all over again.  Sometimes it really blows 
my mind how poorly he treated me. 

Violet As it should.  That was brutal.  I can’t believe you didn’t lose it on him!  Why 
didn’t you lose it on him? 

Rebecca (big sigh) Because, well...if I am really honest with myself – it’s because I was 
too afraid that if I stormed out and yelled at him - he wouldn’t come after me... 
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Violet Oh, that is so sad. 

Rebecca Yeah.  By leaving “gracefully” I was saving face.  I wasn’t facing rejection, I was 
stopping him from rejecting me more. 

Violet I wonder if things would have been different if you had given him the 
opportunity to come after you. 

Rebecca Or to not come after me - then maybe I would have finally seen and felt the 
rejection and walked away for good. 

Violet Your ability to see the good in Dave was always your downfall.  It’s a good 
quality in general but in a bad relationship it kind of sucks.  You were supposed 
to get upset!  You were supposed to get mad and then crumble into a ball of tears.  
I’m sorry I mistook your weakness for a strength. 

Rebecca You’re sorry?  Why are you sorry?  I was the one all pent up! 

Violet Yeah, but I could have helped - given you room to rant and rave and be upset. 

Rebecca I just always thought of myself as good at dealing with these things.  I’m really 
not. 

Violet No, not really.  

Rebecca Well, I think we should do another shot. 

Violet prepares a shot. 

Violet Sounds good.  

Rebecca Here’s to seeing clearly and not being blindsided! 

Violet And to not letting yourself get all pent up!  And to crying a little more. 

Rebecca Well, if we do enough of these, that shouldn’t be a problem. 

They cheers.  Lights dim music fades out.  Violet exits.  Rebecca goes to her daybed and gets in 
under the covers. 

Scene 13 

Lights up on Rebecca sitting in bed, she picks up her journal and starts to write.  Her computer is 
open beside her.  Projection is the inside window of the cabin depicting night.  Music: “I’ll be” 
by Edwin McCain. 

Rebecca Ok.  What a day.  Violet is definitely getting somewhere with me.  I learned that I 
had every right to fall in love with Harry - and it was totally understandable that I 
did and Ok that I did.  And that I am not crazy for putting myself out there - that 
part is my parent’s fault.  And Dave, I love him, but man, I really was pent up... 
And Wesley... 
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Rebecca begins to daydream and stare off into space, her reverie is broken by the sound of her 
phone buzzing.  She takes a look at the text message from Wesley. 

Rebecca (reading the message out loud) “Miss you.”  Ah Wesley.  Miss you too.  You 
aren’t supposed to miss me, but it sure feels lovely. 

Rebecca starts daydreaming again.  Rebecca 2 walks on and is sitting by herself and suddenly 
Wesley appears, entering from downstage left. 

Rebecca 2 What are you doing here? 

Wesley Well, I missed you. 

Rebecca 2 Really? 

Wesley Yup.  You have been gone for two days...so I decided on my day off to come and 
surprise you. 

Rebecca 2 Well that was nice of you. (pause) What about your girlfriend? 

Wesley I broke up with her. 

Rebecca 2 Really...Why? 

Wesley Because I wanted you.  I choose you. 

They exit the stage. 

Rebecca (sigh)  I just want to be chosen. 

Lights up on the kitchen bar stool where Dave is sitting at his computer.  Silence is broken by the 
skype ring on her computer, it’s Dave.  

Rebecca Not by you Dave. 

She answers the ring. 

Rebecca Hey Dave. 

Dave Hey Rebecca. 

Rebecca What are you doing calling so late? 

Dave Well, I realized that I had to go back up to Kelowna before you got home from 
Saturna, so we can’t see each other on Monday. So I thought I would call you 
now, since I saw you online.  What’s up?  How are you? 

Rebecca Pretty good.  Trying to sort out my love life.  What else is new? 

Dave Your love life? 

Violet enters from upstage left and listens undetected to Rebecca’s conversation. 
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Rebecca Yeah.  Trying to get rid of my attachment to Marcus and at the same time, I am 
still hanging out with Wesley - which will most likely end up in the same place 
as the relationship with Marcus. 

Dave Yikes. 

Rebecca Yes, maybe some day I will learn.  So how are you?  How is the show going up 
North? 

Dave Ok, I guess. 

Rebecca How are things going with Katie? 

Dave Well, it’s hard to live with someone when you are in love with someone else. 

Rebecca Oh Dave. 

Dave What?  It’s true. 

Rebecca Well, what am I supposed to do with that information! 

Dave I don’t know.  I’m sorry. 

Rebecca Grow some balls and break up with her then.  That’s terrible to do that to her. 

Dave I know you’re right.  It’s just so awkward.  We are only up there for a short 
amount of time and breaking up with her while we’re both stuck there seems 
cruel. 

Rebecca It’s more cruel to come into town and confess your love for another woman while 
still being with her. 

Dave You’re right.  Let’s not talk about it anymore. 

Rebecca Sounds good.  It’s not the greatest pick up line either.  I don’t know what you 
thought you would accomplish by telling me that. 

Dave Nothing...I.  Forget about it. 

Rebecca  How do you expect something to happen with me when you have a girlfriend?  
Oh wait - you don’t expect anything to happen - you are just happy when it does?  
But meanwhile you pine away after me while being someone else?  If you 
actually wanted to be with me - first step would be breaking up with your 
GIRLFRIEND.  Not that I want to get back together with you, because I don’t 
and I wouldn’t. 

Dave I’m sorry, I know, I am pathetic.  Why do you even bother with me? 

Rebecca Oh, don’t get all mopey with me. 

Dave No, you are right.  You are totally right.  I am not even a good friend. 

Rebecca Stop it.  Yes you are.  You just suck at being someone’s boyfriend. 

Dave Well at least I was always good at one thing with you. 
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Rebecca DAVE!  I am going to bed. 

Dave Wish I was there. 

Rebecca That’s inappropriate.  I’ll talk to you later. 

Dave Sweet Dreams. 

Rebecca God, you are a piece of work.  Good night. 

Dave closes his computer, sighs and exits. Violet exits.  Rebecca puts her journal away as she 
starts to close her computer an instant message comes through just before she closes her 
computer. 

Rebecca Oh my God, this is almost comical.  Ah. Marcus - what do you want?  (she read 
the message out loud) “I wish we could have found ourselves in another time and 
place” Oh God Marcus. (she starts to type back) 

Ryan enters from upstage left and quietly comes up right behind Rebecca. 

Ryan What are you doing? 

Rebecca God you scared me. 

Ryan That’s not a good sign.  Your subconscious shouldn’t scare you. 

Rebecca Yeah. Well - you make me do things I don’t want to do. 

Ryan You’re welcome.  Besides it’s a good sign that I am back, I haven’t been around 
in a while.  So WHAT are you doing? 

Rebecca I am telling him like it is. 

Ryan I can see that. 

Rebecca (typing and speaking aloud) “You could have chosen something different but you 
didn’t.  My guess is that at a gut level she isn't it, the one, and you know it but 
just fight it and unfortunately it doesn't matter how much you love each other, it 
really doesn't, intense love doesn't mean it's right.  And intense pain doesn't mean 
it's right either…” 

Ryan What are you trying to do? 

Rebecca Help him. 

Ryan Or help yourself to him? 

Rebecca I don’t want to be with him. 

Ryan Ok.  You just have an odd way of saying that. (pause) Like maybe you should 
say that. 
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Rebecca (she ignores Ryan, types and reads aloud) “and it doesn't matter how much you 
want it to work either and thinking that; if just this were to change then it would 
be perfect...and again I know I kept trying for years, it still won't work.  If it's not 
perfect now, it won't be later and even if she thinks you are her best bet and you 
could be...in the end, it doesn't matter because she's not yours.” 

Ryan Wow, that’s quite a mouthful.  Feel better? 

Rebecca I don’t know.  But maybe my past experiences could actually help someone. 

Ryan You’re just trying to convince yourself that meddling is a good thing. 

Rebecca Maybe.   

Ryan You are supposed to be passive remember?  (pause) So what’s his response? 

Rebecca Nothing.  I overwhelmed him.  He’s off line.  God what I really need to do is 
focus on how I am going to handle Monday night with Wesley.  This really is all 
such a mess.  Why can’t I just be swept off my feet?  Where is that Knight and 
Shining Armour? 

Rebecca shuts her computer and curls up in bed to go to sleep. Ryan exits. Lights fade out.  
Rebecca moves to the bench at the foot of the bed.  Man enters from stage left. 

Scene 14 

Lights up on Rebecca and the Man sitting on the bench.  Sounds of the subway are heard.  
Projected on the screen is the inside of a subway.  The subway line map is lit up, the stop reads, 
“Settling for Second.” 

Man You are lost. 

Rebecca No, I am not.  If I keep looking I think I will recognize where I have to go. 

Man So, you are second best. 

Rebecca No I am not. 

Man Than why do you settle for it? 

Rebecca I don’t know. 

Man You keep toying with them - why?   

Rebecca To keep my options open? 

Man Really?  You think your best options are guys that are dating other women at the 
same time. 

Rebecca When you put it that way... 

Man It sounds pathetic. (pause) What do they give you? 
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Rebecca Attention? (pause).  Nothing.  Nothing really. I don’t want Dave.  I don’t want 
Marcus.  I want Wesley. 

Man Well then you know what to do. 

Rebecca What? 

Man Nothing. 

Lights fade out.  Man exits. Rebecca puts on a robe and sits in the beach chair coffee in hand.  
Violet enters stage right, also wearing a robe and sits in the other beach chair. 

Scene 15 

Lights up on Rebecca and Violet.  Projected on the screen is the window with morning light 
streaming through the trees. 

Rebecca I love coffee, especially with Bailey’s 

Violet I overheard your conversation last night. 

Rebecca Which one? 

Violet What - you had more than one?  Rebecca this was supposed to be a time of 
reflection and ignoring of men.  You are failing miserably at the second part! 

Rebecca Don’t yell at me.  It’s too early to be yelled at.   

Violet That’s your fault for giving me something to yell at you about.  What was that 
advice you gave your student about taking a break from dysfunctional 
relationships?  Hm?  

Rebecca I don’t like you very much. 

Violet Rebecca, do you not think you deserve more? 

Rebecca  Yeah. 

Violet I am serious.  You are giving everything and they are giving nothing.  Why 
wouldn’t they want to keep you around?  Not only do they get a girlfriend - they 
get you as well?  YOU deserve to be the centre of attention.  YOU are worth 
fighting for.  But instead you are doing all the work and are leaving yourself open 
and available to be manipulated. 

Rebecca At least it’s something? 

Violet I will throw this coffee all over you!  You are not that pathetic. 

Rebecca I know.  I know.  But it’s crazy - they can make me feel somehow more special 
because they want me more than the person they are with. 

Violet But by now you’ve got to know that’s a load of crap.  Because if that were true - 
THEY WOULD BREAK UP WITH THE GIRL AND GO OUT WITH YOU. 
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Rebecca I know, I told Dave that. 

Violet Well, it’s a start.  Make him, make them all prove it to you.  Give them room to 
seek you.  You are making it too easy on them.  You are right there all the time.  
More than that you are letting them think they can have their cake and eat it too.  
NO more cake. 

Rebecca I don’t really even like cake. 

Violet See there you go, you don’t even want to be cake. 

Rebecca I want to be the main course. 

Violet You should be EVERY course.  You alone should be enough to fill them up. 

Rebecca Ha! I do like the sound of that. 

Violet Rebecca! 

Rebecca I know.  You are right.  And I am done with Dave - I feel sorry for him - which is 
not the way you are supposed to feel about a potential equal.  I know that he’s not 
an option.  And Marcus, he just gets my gut somewhere but he treats me worse 
than the other two combined at the moment.  But Wesley - I think I could marry 
him.  What do I do with that knowledge?   

Violet Nothing.  There is nothing you can do.  Just walk away. 

Rebecca Walk away.  I never walk away. 

Violet I know. 

Rebecca Not without a fight. 

Violet But why are you always fighting?  You need to be fought for.   

Rebecca I know. 

Violet Then live what you know out loud, for once actually be brave and walk away. 

Rebecca Huh.  I never thought of brave that way before.  I always assumed the healthy 
thing was to walk towards a situation and fight for what you want.  

Violet I know.  And it has got to be exhausting. 

Rebecca No seriously, I just realized that I always thought fighting was a good thing but 
it’s not.  It’s just instinctual in me; I’m a fighter not a fleer.  I always thought that 
my ‘out there’ behaviour stemmed from a rational and logical place but instead it 
was just a gut reaction and it completely blinded me.  And if I am always fighting 
there is never any room to be rejected or sought after. I fooled everyone 
including myself into thinking that I had everything under control but in actual 
fact what I needed to do was lose control for once, give up and walk away. 

Violet Well, I think my job is done. 

Rebecca (laughs)  Yeah.  Huh.  I have never thought about myself so much in my life. 
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Violet That’s not true. 

Rebecca Hey.  Well at least in not in as productive a way. 

Violet That is true.  So this dinner Monday night?  How are you feeling about it? 

Rebecca Ok, I guess.  Understanding myself better and actually acting on the 
understanding are two different things. 

Violet You’ll be great.  Maybe on Tuesday we can meet for coffee, I would like to hear 
how it goes. 

Rebecca Beach date? 

Violet Sounds perfect.  Shall we spend the rest of the day, working very hard at no tan 
lines.  Then we will have to get ready to catch the five ferry.   

Rebecca I don’t want to go. (pause)  Thank you. 

Violet No problem. 

Rebecca No really.  Thank you for taking the time to show me I am worth more than what 
I have been putting up with.  I have no idea when I began to think that this was 
all good enough. 

Violet But that’s the thing, you never thought it was good enough - you just always tried 
to make it better.  But sometimes, even you, can’t fix everything nor should you. 

Rebecca Yeah.  

Violet To Rebecca, a wonderful and beautiful woman who deserves to be treated as 
such. 

Rebecca Thank you.  To Violet - the most amazingly patient, annoying and loving friend 
ever! 

They cheers.  Lights fade and music fades out.  Violet exits.  Projection image changes to that of 
Rebecca’s house kitchen window.  Rebecca moves to downstage right. 

Scene 16 

Rebecca fumbles with her bags and her purse at the front entrance to her house. 

Rebecca Hey mom, I am home. 

Sandy (calling from offstage) Hi hun.  How was it?  

Sandy enters upstage left and walks into the kitchen. 
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Rebecca Good.  I am exhausted. (walks into kitchen)  But you can thank Violet for getting 
through to me.  I am beginning to realize that not only do I mess with these guys 
and let them mess with me - I am getting that I don’t in fact want that.  Ha, a new 
thought.  I think I have been under the false impression that I was enjoying this 
type of attention.  (sits down at the table)  Why do you think I do this to myself? 

Sandy Because you are meddlesome. 

Rebecca Thanks, I already came to that conclusion my… 

Sandy No, I am just kidding.  (pours her a glass of wine) Because you are eternally 
hopeful.  You assume the best in others and that they will act in kind. 

Rebecca Well that’s obviously just naive and not true. 

Sandy It’s not so bad.  You are learning and growing up - that is the important part.  
You are my sunshine.  You are a bright spot.  You are a bright spot in every 
one’s life.  You can’t expect them to resist you - even when they should. 

Rebecca What?  I am supposed to assume I am irresistible and because of that avoid 
letting boys get attached to me? 

Sandy Yes! 

Rebecca Oh man.  No wonder I have been in so much trouble.  YOU keep reinforcing the 
fact that I am this amazing person. 

Sandy You are!  And you see the best in everyone and you see better than others the 
best course of action for someone to take.  Granted, it’s always been a little bit 
harder for you to see the course of action for yourself but that’s normal.  
However, your perception of others is usually dead on - and often you do help 
people.  You just don’t end up winning in the end. 

Rebecca Why don’t boys ever choose me mom?  Even Dave, who wants to choose me, 
can’t. 

Sandy Because Dave has his own demons that he’s fighting and they get in the way of 
you.  The same goes for the other guys - you just don’t give up on them and they 
get attached to you but they aren’t ready for you.  If you weren’t so persistent and 
in their face you probably wouldn’t have had any relationships at all with these 
guys. 

Rebecca Maybe that would have been a good thing. 

Sandy Maybe.  You just need to give guys a little more room - they like to pursue 
people too.  You are just a bit quicker than they are - you’ve got to give them a 
chance to catch up to their own thoughts and feelings, then they can choose you. 

Rebecca But boys are so stupid I am afraid that if I don’t point out what they are missing 
then... 

Sandy They won’t get it, won’t see you, and won’t choose you. 

Rebecca Yes. 
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Sandy That’s a risk you will have to take.  And if you look at it, you aren’t getting what 
you want now - you might as well risk seeing if they figure it out on their own.  
Plus it feels better when they do the work. 

Rebecca You are right.  I am going up to bed. 

Sandy Good Night.  It’s nice to have you back. 

Rebecca Thanks. 

Sandy Be patient.  It will happen. 

Rebecca I hate having to have patience.  I suck at that. 

Sandy I know.  You always have.  Pretty sure you got that from me - sorry. 

Rebecca Night. 

Sandy  Night. 

Sandy And Rebecca? 

Rebecca What mom? 

Sandy When it all happens - it won’t feel like a choice for either of you. 

Rebecca What do you mean? 

Sandy It won’t feel like work and it won’t feel like a choice either.  That’s not what 
falling in love is.  In fact falling in love is what happens in spite of oneself often 
enough.  Falling in love is chaotic and nonsensical and has a momentum of it’s 
own.  It’s amazing and you will know when you are in it.  Because it’s the only 
thing you can know - it’s all encompassing. 

Rebecca But I feel that with Wesley 

Sandy Well, then you’ve got to give him some space to figure things out.  This is his 
work to do.  People fall in love with people when they are already in 
relationships all the time.  It’s not what I wish for you because it’s dramatic and 
messy but it doesn’t make the relationship any less valid.  But you should protect 
your heart a little in the process because it’s way more fun to spiral out of control 
together when you are both free. 

Rebecca Thanks.  I love you. 

Sandy I love you too. 

Lights fade out. Sandy exits. Rebecca goes and sits at the booth table.  Wesley enters and sits next 
to her at the booth. 
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Scene 17 

Lights up on the booth and the image of a bar is  projected onto the screen.  Music: Lauryn Hill’s 
song, “Can’t Take My Eyes off of You”    

Rebecca So let me get this straight.  You are here with me and Jewel is at home packing. 

Wesley (laughing) Yeah. 

Rebecca How come she’s not totally pissed off at you?  If I were your girlfriend, I 
wouldn’t tolerate you being out with another girl the night before we left for a 
holiday! 

Wesley Yeah, it’s pretty bad, but it won’t take me anytime at all to pack and it’s going to 
take her forever, so it’ll be fine. 

Rebecca Yeah. I guess.  So how are things going with you guys? 

Wesley Ok.  I think Thailand will tell us…me a lot. 

Rebecca Yeah? 

Wesley Yeah. 

Rebecca Have you thought more about the marriage issue? 

Wesley What do you mean? 

Rebecca What do you mean, what do I mean? 

Wesley Well...I don’t know I guess I still need to figure that out. 

Rebecca Hm. (pause) But do you want to marry her? 

Wesley Well.  It doesn’t really matter because she doesn’t want to get married. 

Rebecca I know but do you want to marry her? 

Wesley Well, she doesn’t want to. 

Rebecca Yes, I know I heard you.  But just for a second suspend reality and imagine that 
she DOES want to get married.  What would you say if tomorrow she got down 
on one knee and asked you to marry her.......? 

Wesley Hm………..um……hm…….ah………Hadn’t really thought about that before. 

Rebecca I can tell. 

Wesley Huh. 

Lights fade on the booth.  Wesley exits. Violet enters stage left and lays down two towels 
downstage centre.  Rebecca and Violet lie on the towels. 
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Scene 18 

Lights up and sound cue: soundscape of beach.  Projected on the back of the screen is Kits beach. 

Violet So how was the dinner? 

Rebecca Well, I learned that I am a conversation slut.   

Violet Oh Rebecca. 

Rebecca I just couldn’t keep my mouth shut.  I just talk and talk and talk.  I probe and 
probe.  I ask questions.  Apparently the “fight” instinct is hard to break especially 
when I thought inquisitiveness was a good thing?   

Violet Well it usually is.  But it’s also dangerous. 

Rebecca My problem is I always think talking is innocent.  Sure, if you are talking about 
the fucking weather.  But NOT when you are talking about love and relationships 
and dreams and values and blah blah blah.  THAT stuff is what connects people.  
How could I have been so blind to that?  I have been so busy keeping our hands 
and tongues and clothes where they belong.  I didn’t even notice when our hearts 
flew out of our chests and met somewhere in la la land.  Apparently, you can’t 
contain a heart as well as you can contain your limbs. So what do I do?  I just 
keep throwing myself out there - connecting us - and all the while, giving him the 
words, the wisdom to break up with his girlfriend and choose me.  But how the 
fuck does he choose me if I am practically lying under his feet.  Or how does he 
even begin to sweep me off my feet, which by the way implies surprise - when I 
am right next to him jumping, giving myself some air so that when he does 
sweep - it’s a little easier.  I am doing all the work.  I am like the apprentice to 
my Knight in Shining Armour.  (In an overly dramatic accent) “Do you need 
anything my lord?  What could help you fight for me? A sword? No, a shield?  
How about a better horse?”  How could I be so blind as to think that I could get 
what I want by being there, involved the entire time.  It’s absurd now that I think 
about it. 

Violet Wow.   

Rebecca Well, I am just so annoyed with myself.  Sometimes I just need to keep my 
mouth shut but I never kept my mouth shut!  Do you know, as soon as someone 
asks a question about me - I am ready with an answer.  Why do I take every 
opportunity to divulge myself?   (pauses and paces)  I remember last year my dad 
asked my brother a question about what was going on with his girlfriend at the 
time and he said, “I don’t want to talk about it right now.” And I was stunned, it 
struck me that not only had I NEVER responded to a question like that before, it 
had actually never even occurred to me that I could decline to answer.  I was 
twenty five and this was a new thought.  I ALWAYS answer.  Every question.  I 
seriously have no boundaries. 

Violet Well, maybe that is your lesson; to learn boundaries, to have some personal rules 
- unrelated to your parents. 
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Rebecca I know.  I hate rules.  It’s just that I thought I would do better.  We had such a 
great weekend.  The entire time, I was trying to figure out how to say to Wesley - 
this is not happening, this is it.  And all I did was point out why he is making a 
big mistake being with her and therefore, should choose me.   

Violet Come on, you have to give yourself a bit of a break.  You have just started to 
figure this out.  Besides he’s gone for three weeks isn’t he? 

Rebecca Yeah. 

Violet Well, that gives you some time to get your head and heart back. 

Rebecca  I suppose.  But from now on I am going to keep my mouth shut.  I was like a 
tulip with too much water and now, no more water. 

Violet What?   

Rebecca Yeah.  I just recently learned why tulips do that fall over and splayed out thing 
they do with their petals. 

Violet Oh why?  I thought that’s just what they did. 

Rebecca So did I.  But nope, it’s from over watering, it’s from giving it too much water 
and they loose their structure - get all filled up fall over and spread themselves 
wide open.  It’s me to a T. 

Violet (laughing)  Ah.  I see what you mean. 

Rebecca I over water.  I end up bent over and completely spread out. 

Violet (still laughing) Thanks for that image. 

Rebecca Well, it’s true.   

Violet So no more water? 

Rebecca Yeah.  

Violet What? 

Rebecca Well.  It’s just that.  I think I can say that I am done with Dave and with Marcus, 
with a whole lot of confidence. 

Violet Well, that’s good...so what it is it? 

Rebecca It’s Wesley.  I just have this feeling he is the one.  And yet the only thing I can do 
is walk away.  The other guys, it’s easier - I am walking away from drama, from 
some strange sort of fulfilling attention - but not away from love.  How do I just 
walk away from that? 

Violet I don’t know. 

Lights fade.  Violet exits.  Rebecca moves to the bench.  Man enters stage left. Cue sound for 
subway.  Projection: inside of a subway.  Subway line map is lit up; “Clouds Lifting.” 
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Scene 19 

Lights up on Rebecca and Man. 

Man Be careful.  You don’t want to miss your stop. 

Rebecca No.  You aren’t going to get me this time. 

Man Oh and why is that? 

Rebecca Things can change.  People can change. 

Man Oh really? 

Rebecca Yes. 

Man Are you sure? 

No response.  He tries one more time. 

Man There are some things people can change and some things that are just a part of 
who they are. 

Rebecca is very focussed and ignores the man and notices that it’s her stop coming up and gets 
up. 

Man (smiles and whispers)  Very good. 

Rebecca This is me.  Time to get off.  (she leaves) 

Man Good girl. 

Lights fade out.  Man exits.  Rebecca moves to the bench.  Wesley enters stage right and sits at 
the booth. 

Scene 20 

Sound cue: restaurant noises; clinking of glasses, laughter etc.  Projected on the screen is the 
inside of a restaurant and the date September 27th 2007.  Music: Weakerthans song, “Left and 
Leaving.” Lights come up on Rebecca and Wesley having an intimate dinner.   

Wesley Happy Birthday, by the way. 

Rebecca Thank you.  Who would have thought I would be spending it with you? 

Wesley I’m glad. 

Rebecca So... 

Wesley So...? 

Rebecca  What do you want to be when you grow up? 



 

83 

Wesley Are you implying that I’m not grown up? (Beat) Happy. 

Rebecca (smiles)  How clever of you. 

Wesley I am serious.  I don’t really care about the job, if that’s what you are asking.  I 
just want to do something I love. 

Rebecca Fair enough.  What about paying the bills? 

Wesley (smiling) That would be an added bonus. 

Rebecca Wow, it’s impressive that you can think that way. 

Wesley I don’t know, maybe affording your life isn’t a bad idea either. 

Rebecca I think...I think about that kind of stuff too much. 

Wesley Well...me, probably not enough. 

Rebecca (long pause) I want to have a pool someday, in my backyard. 

Wesley Wouldn’t that be nice. 

Rebecca So, I can teach my kids how to swim.  I loved teaching swimming, I miss it. 

Wesley Yeah, I would love a pool someday too.  That way I can teach my kids to scuba 
dive. 

Rebecca Makes sense.  Well…I’ll teach them to swim first and 

Wesley I can teach them how to scuba dive. 

They pause and look at each other funny both thinking the same thought: “Were we just talking 
about the same kids there?  They both laugh a little awkwardly and shyly. 

Rebecca So where is Jewel tonight? 

Wesley You mean, why am I not spending Friday night out with my girlfriend? 

Rebecca Yes. 

Wesley She’s at a concert downtown with a friend. 

Rebecca Why aren’t you with her? 

Wesley We don’t spend a lot of time with each other’s friends.  She does her thing.  I do 
my thing. 

Rebecca Weird. 

Wesley Maybe a little. You should try this.  Bet you have never had crocodile before. 

Rebecca (half laughing) No, no I haven’t. (she takes a bite from his fork chews and 
swallows)  Interesting, chewy.  So, have you guys sorted anything out since the 
trip? 
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Wesley No, not really.  Her mom has been staying with us since we got back, so I haven’t 
been able to get her alone. 

Rebecca Hm. 

Wesley What? 

Rebecca Nothing. 

Wesley What?  

Rebecca It’s just that...I am actually pretty frustrated. 

Wesley With me? 

Rebecca With you.  With me.  We aren’t supposed to be here, like this. 

Wesley I know.  But Jewel knows. 

Rebecca It doesn’t matter.  And here I thought not “acting” on our feelings could protect 
us.   

Wesley Well, we have been good - that’s got to count for something. 

Rebecca Yeah, well just because we have managed to stop ourselves from jumping down 
each other’s throats doesn’t mean that we haven’t cheated.   In fact we’ve 
probably made it worse.  We have gotten in so deep because we thought we were 
doing good.  How fucked up is that? 

Wesley I know.  You’re right. I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have allowed it to get this far either.  
I have just never met anyone like you.  I have never met someone who sees the 
world the same way I do - and yet makes everything seem new and special.  I 
enjoy doing everything and nothing with you.  I just haven’t wanted to let go of 
that.  It was selfish of me. 

Rebecca I just get so torn between hating you for doing this to someone else and loving 
that I get your attention - the appeal of drawing you away from another amazing 
girl - how disgusting of me. 

Wesley No, it’s not. 

Rebecca But what kind of person does that make me?  I don’t want to be that callous. 

Wesley You aren’t.  And I never thought I would be that guy either. 

Rebecca But, that’s part of the problem - I don’t see you that way either - maybe I should. 

Wesley I hope not. 

Rebecca It’s just...I have been in this position before, and it sucks and it didn’t turn out too 
well.  So, why get involved with people who are “involved?”  

Long pause. Wesley is about to speak but his cell phone rings.  They both look at it. 

Rebecca It’s her isn’t it? 
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Wesley Uh. Yes. 

Wesley answers the phone. 

Wesley Hey.  You’re ready to be picked up?  Sure.  I will be there in half an hour.  Do 
you have your shoes?  And your purse?  K find those and I will be outside in 
thirty minutes. (hangs up the phone).  Sorry. 

Rebecca You know what’s really crazy? 

Wesley What? 

Rebecca That suddenly I don’t feel like the other woman.   

Wesley Oh, well that’s good. 

Rebecca No, it’s not because I feel like she has become the other woman.  It feels like you 
are cheating on me with her.  That’s fucked up. 

Wesley Huh. 

Rebecca Yeah.  So, this has to be over. 

Wesley What do you mean? 

Rebecca We have to stop seeing each other, talking, facebooking, texting.   

Wesley All contact? 

Rebecca Everything. 

Wesley (sighs) Ok. (looks right at her). As you wish.  

Rebecca (she looks up at Wesley startled by his choice of words and stammers)  Um.  So, 
yeah.  I just can’t be a part of your life while you sort through this.  If you stay 
with her I am screwed.  If you break up - then what?  We start dating while you 
sort out who gets the couch? 

Wesley For how long?  How long are we not talking? 

Rebecca (Rebecca plays with the tulips on the table) Forever, for now.  If we say “when it 
feels right, or “when you finally get your butt in gear” then I will just be waiting 
for the phone call.  I have to expect nothing for me to move on.  Or even for us to 
work out eventually.  I can’t be your friend right now and who are we kidding - 
we aren’t friends.  (Rebecca pours out the water from the Tulips onto her plate) 

Wesley What are you doing? 

Rebecca Helping them stand tall and get their petals back together. (she smiles to herself) 

Wesley Ok.  Maybe they like them like that? 

Rebecca (half laughing)  It’s true, there is a certain abandonment to them. 

Wesley I like them - all out there. 
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Rebecca (smiling) Well, you can pour some of your water into them if you want. (Pause) 
So...I am going to go. 

Wesley You don’t need to rush. 

Rebecca I can’t stay.  You need to go pick her up and I am done finally.  I want more than 
you can give me.  So...I wish you the best of luck.  I hope you get what you want 
out of life, I really do. (she gets up and starts to leave but comes back)  Sorry, it 
just felt right to leave then but I didn’t actually mean to leave you with the bill. 

Wesley (laughs)  It’s Ok, I’ll get it.  And for the record - it doesn’t feel right that you are 
walking away. 

Rebecca Thanks...but I have to. 

She nods, tears brimming and walks away.  Wesley is left alone on stage - lights dim and fade to 
black. 

THE END 
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Essay 
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Maturation is a process that given the right circumstances can develop quite 

naturally over the course of childhood and adolescence.  However, to mature as an adult 

can be much more difficult for a variety of reasons, one of them being there is no longer 

anyone tending the garden and intentionally aiding growth and fostering healthy 

development.  Also, as an adult it is easy to resist maturation because a part of 

development is the willingness and ability to adapt to changing circumstances.  A child is 

constantly being subjected to change and with the aid of parents, adaptation comes more 

easily and readily, but adults will often avoid change and can therefore become stuck.  So 

the question arises; how does an adult mature when maturity has been arrested?  And 

what are the key elements a child needs in order to avoid ‘stuckness’ as an adult and 

grow into a mature adult?  These questions are at the heart of Tulipped, a semi-

autobiographical play that explores growing up through the eyes and mind of Rebecca, a 

confused young woman who is ineptly dealing with the relationships in her life.  Rebecca 

at the start of the play does not have a very good set of decision making skills and has an 

underdeveloped sense of moral agency.  The play explores what went awry in Rebecca’s 

childhood, resulting in her clouded judgement.  It also offers a solution as to how she 

could conceivably grow and mature into a more reasonable adult.  

The underpinnings of these explorations and solutions stem from a combination 

of my own memory and self-examination as well as a variety of philosophers and 

psychologists.  The philosopher Iris Murdoch pays particular attention to the roots of 

morality and goodness.  She proposes that one’s ability to ‘be good’ coincides with the 

ability to direct one’s attention outward and not inward, and consequently see the world 

more clearly and subsequently see oneself more clearly.  The philosopher Alisdair 

MacIntyre and psychologists, D.W. Winnicott and Gordon Neufeld, speak to the 

necessity of the child learning how to depend fully on the parents in order to fully realize 

independence later on.  They also talk about how the child must develop a radar for 

danger and a resilience to pain in order to be able to deal with those feelings later as an 

adult in a healthy manner.  Antonio Damasio also supports these findings from a 

neurological perspective by stating the importance of being connected to one’s feelings in 

order to have adequate decision making skills; if someone cannot access their emotions, 



 

89 

their judgements are impaired.  And Mark Freeman, American psychologist, highlights 

the importance of hindsight when attempting to deal with the past in order to navigate a 

more successful and fulfilling future.  These insights on the human mind and 

development have always fascinated me and the questions of dealing with when and how 

does one follow the ‘heart’ or act on ‘reason’ have been at the crux of the Graduate 

Liberal Studies program.  I chose to explore these questions in a dramatic setting and 

have interwoven these insights throughout the play and subsequently they provided the 

subtext behind the young character of Rebecca. 

At the beginning of the play, Rebecca’s frenzied and unfocussed behaviour 

highlights her state of ‘stuckness.’  To follow the metaphor of the title of the play; 

Rebecca has “tulipped” herself.  She is over watered, flopped over and splayed out; she is 

lost.  Rebecca attempts to sort through her issues on her own but the many voices 

swirling inside her head confuse her and make it difficult to discern which voice to listen 

to.  Essentially, Rebecca is having a difficult time trying to grow herself up.  Ryan, the 

character representing her subconscious, provides the voice of the irritator in the play; he 

can be logical when Rebecca is irrational and can represent the heart when Rebecca is 

overly analytical.  He is the tempering voice, the one that attempts to balance out the 

extremes within Rebecca.  For most of this play, his antagonism appears to fail but he 

does provide her with the ‘on the other hand’ perspective and most of the time at some 

level, she is dealing with what he says.  The Man is the mythical wise character that 

provides the perspective of unbiased reflection.  His observations are not necessarily true 

in themselves but what Rebecca needs to hear.  He is also the character that brings to 

light the question of nature versus nurture.  He tells her that she will act in a certain way 

because she was born with that tendency; it’s in her to act a certain way.  This thought 

festers in Rebecca as she struggles to decide when to act and when to stop and wait to see 

where the chips may fall.  Iris Murdoch states simply: “We would like to know what, as 

moral agents, we have got to do because of logic, what we have got to do because of 

human nature, and what we can choose to do” (2-3).  Rebecca is struggling to distinguish 

between the elements of her life she has control over versus those that she simply doesn’t.  

However, recognizing when to act and when not to act requires a kind of wisdom that 
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Rebecca is lacking.  All the same, she is struggling and it’s this tension within herself that 

provides the story of the play.   The question remains, how did she end up this way and 

how can she mature out of this phase in her life? 

Part of Rebecca’s problem is that she is constantly navigating her world to the 

point of self-absorption and over involvement, consequently blinding herself from seeing 

her world clearly.  Violet confronts Rebecca in the play and tells her that she is all over 

the men in her life, physically and emotionally.  Rebecca has always viewed herself as a 

good processor but her affinity for analyzing has proven to be detrimental to her 

rationality, especially when her thoughts and daydreams aren’t helping her to move on or 

see her world any more clearly.  Murdoch warns that when we attempt to reflect and take 

stock of ourselves and the world, we can miss what is right in front of us because “we are 

anxiety-ridden animals.  Our minds are continually active, fabricating an anxious, usually 

self-preoccupied, often falsifying veil which partially conceals the world” (Murdoch 82).  

She adds that as moral agents we have a tall order to try to see justly, overcome 

prejudice, avoid temptation, control and curb imagination and direct reflection (Murdoch 

39).  Rebecca is currently failing at directing her thoughts and actions, contributing to her 

blindness.  Murdoch says that “man is not a combination of an impersonal rational 

thinker and a personal will.  He is a unified being who sees, and who has some continual 

slight control over the direction and focus of his vision” (39).   Rebecca is striving for 

unification of the different parts of herself but is not succeeding because she is also trying 

to control her world in such a way that is working against her.  Murdoch is careful to say 

that continual slight control over the direction and focus is what one should be striving 

for, whereas Rebecca is attempting to control not only herself but the men in her life as 

well.  

Murdoch makes it clear that it is very important to let the self go and focus 

attention outward not inward.  Rebecca’s problem is that her inward focus is not 

productive, she isn’t seeing the big picture or even the picture right in front of her - she’s 

too close and as a result the image is blurred.  What is required for right conduct is the 

suppression of the self but this stems from an “intellectual ability to perceive what is 
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true” and at this point in Rebecca’s life, she can’t see the truth (Murdoch 64).  She can’t 

see that the men she has involved herself with are all taking her for granted and treating 

her poorly.  Violet points out that Rebecca is standing so close to the men in her life she 

gazes right over the top of their heads; Rebecca needs to gain some distance in order to 

gain some perspective.  As the philosopher, Alasdair MacIntyre says:  “To have learned 

how to stand back in some measure from our present desires, so as to be able to evaluate 

them, is a necessary condition for engaging in sound reasoning about our reasons for 

actions” (72).  Murdoch says simply, “true vision occasions right conduct” (64).  If 

Rebecca can’t see the truth of her situation then she won’t be able to act appropriately. 

Violet attempts to help her friend see more clearly by confronting Rebecca with 

her problems and forcing her to question the source of her issues: How did Rebecca 

become so brazen and blinded?  Why does she wiggle her way out of vulnerable 

situations?  What parts of her actions are just part of her and her genetic make up?  And 

what parts can she blame on her parents or on her experiences?  Rebecca’s first instinct is 

to call her parents and blame them for the stage she is in.  She demands to know what 

they did to her and to Rebecca’s satisfaction, they provide an answer that fits.  She is told 

that she was so welcomed into the world that she took this sense of invitation wherever 

she went and assumed that others would welcome and enjoy her as much as her family 

did.  This explanation is an “aha” moment for Rebecca, she now understands how, 

despite her precocious personality and her ability to deal with awkward situations, she 

never felt as if her behaviour was risky or courageous.  She was always able to just go for 

it because she had never had a bad response to her putting herself out there.  But the 

repercussion of her blindness is the lack of awareness to the potential dangers of the 

outside world.  Rebecca was so convinced of her sense of invitation and so attached to 

her parents that her relationship with them not only protected her from outside wounds 

but it also eclipsed her ability to sense danger.   

Alasdair MacIntyre speaks to the necessity for a child to develop a radar for 

various environments in order to be able to act appropriately: “initially what the child 

needs to learn is how to recognize the salient features of each situation immediately, what 
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the relevant goods, harms, and dangers are in each situation, and what the virtues require 

by way of response” (93).  But Rebecca didn’t develop much of a radar mostly because 

she hadn’t experienced anything in her world to distrust.  Her mother was aware of this 

potentially dangerous situation and in the play, Sandy talks about how she was repeatedly 

worried by Rebecca’s brash behaviour and her desire to strike up conversations with 

anyone.  Rebecca needed a healthy bit of fear so that her parents were the safe place and 

the outside world was approached with some caution.  D. W. Winnicott, one of the 

leading developmental psychologists, states in The Family, the Child and the Outside 

World, “But really the little child should be able to be afraid, to get relief from inside 

badness by seeing badness in outside persons, things, and situations.  Only gradually does 

reality-testing modify internal fearfulness, and for no one is this process anything like 

complete” (214).  This makes sense for a child who is naturally fearful, but Rebecca was 

not, in fact she experienced little fear.  Winnicott displayed great concern for those 

children who weren’t afraid and stated,  “Bluntly, the small child who is not afraid is 

either pretending, bolstering up his courage, or he is ill” (214).  According to those three 

options, Rebecca would be “ill” because she wasn’t pretending and nor was she 

bolstering up her courage.  The implications of her “illness” were mostly felt in her adult 

relationships with men.  Despite being rejected by Dave or Marcus, she would march 

right back into that emotionally and psychologically damaging situation and go through 

the experience again and again.  She had no shield, no armour and no boundaries, she 

simply didn’t see danger coming. 

The other consequence of Rebecca’s excessively outgoing personality was that as 

a child she didn’t depend on her parents as much as she should have.  Many 

psychologists have pointed out that to become a mature independent adult, a certain 

amount of dependency must be experienced by the child.  In fact things can go awry 

when dependence is not attained.  Alasdair MacIntyre states that dependency is needed in 

order to foster rationality: “I shall argue that the virtues of independent rational agency 

need for their adequate exercise to be accompanied by what I shall call the virtues of 

acknowledged dependence and that a failure to understand this is apt to obscure some 

features of rational agency” (8).  The combination of no fear, little dependence but fierce 
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attachment to her parents created a happy child but a rather irrational adult.  Based on 

Rebecca’s overly trusting attitude and outgoing personality, one would have thought that 

by the time she was an adult, she would have experienced something in her life that 

would have caused pain or grief and finally instilled in her a healthy sense of fear.  But 

she didn’t and in a twist of irony, her lack of pain as a child, resulted in not only an 

untempered and irrational adult but a young woman who didn’t deal well with her 

emotions, especially the ones that threatened to be painful.   Essentially, Rebecca had no 

pain threshold because she didn’t develop one as a child, therefore she had little 

resilience when it came to charged situations with the men in her life.  Dr. Gordon 

Neufeld, a developmental psychologist, speaks about how in order for a child to build 

resilience, it is important for the child to experience the sadness and tears that come with 

upsetting situations.  The parent must create room for the child to have their tears and if 

the tears aren’t forthcoming - then they have to help them find them.  The end result is 

that if futility and tears aren’t reached - then a child can become stuck and Rebecca is 

definitely not moving.  Dr. Neufeld explains that experiencing upsetting situations is not 

enough to “cause the child to become resilient or adapt.  The child must have his sadness 

and experience his disappointment about each and every one of these frustrating 

situations until the resilience develops sufficiently to allow the child to take things in 

their stride” (87).  In the play, Mike talks about how he and Sandy should have probably 

made Rebecca experience more pain because then she would know how to handle the 

emotion.  Neufeld explains that it is up to the parent to “decide what it is that the child 

needs to adapt to and then, besides exposing the child to that experience, collect the tears 

and sadness as well” (87).  D. W. Winnicott also speaks to the necessity of intentionally 

preparing a child for the world through experiencing disappointments: “a child’s 

intelligence becomes increasingly able to allow for failures and to deal with frustrations 

by advance preparation” (179).  It’s the advanced preparation that is important but this is 

not an easy thing to allow as a parent.  Neufeld acknowledges that one of the biggest 

challenges as a parent is to “permit a child his or her desires and agendas even if we are 

not prepared to indulge them.  And likewise, it is our challenge to allow a child to suffer 

sadness and disappointment and not rescue him from it” (88).  Therefore, sometimes a 



 

94 

parent has to be very intentional about the child’s exposure to upsetting situations, which 

is counter intuitive to the desire for your child to be happy.  But as outlined here, it’s not 

a constant state of happiness that begets happiness, but an ability to take the knocks and 

to know when to move on or back away.  Rebecca with little resilience built up, 

consequently manoeuvres herself out of painful situations by seeking to understand why 

Dave, for example, would cheat on her.  If she understands the source of his behaviour, 

she can then set out on a new course to correct the behaviour, thereby, excusing herself 

from the pain because she had found a positive spin for the situation.  But all she did was 

create a blind spot for herself rationally and emotionally.  She didn’t actually let the pain 

to sink in.  If she had, there most likely would have been adaptation, which would have 

translated to “moving on” from the relationships.    

Therefore one could conclude that if Rebecca’s parents had created more 

situations that resulted in feelings of vulnerability, Rebecca may have matured into a 

more rational adult and would be able to deal with pain and frustration.  She clearly has a 

difficult time dealing with emotions of pain and rejection, leading her to steer clear of 

overly charged situations.  Neuroscientist, Antonio Damasio speaks to the importance of 

feeling and emotions with regards to “good” decision making skills in his book 

Descartes' Error.   He discovers after many years of testing this theory that emotion and 

feeling, along with the covert physiological machinery underlying them, assist us with the 

daunting task of predicting an uncertain future and planning our actions accordingly 

(Damasio xvii).  It thereby follows that if emotions aren’t forthcoming, then our ability to 

navigate the present and the future with regard to appropriate choices will severely be 

affected.  Damasio goes on to say simply that “Reduction in emotion may constitute an 

equally important source of irrational behaviour” (53).   This idea is demonstrated by 

Rebecca’s determination to involve herself with men under the guise of helping them, 

while continually having her heart trampled on.  Damasio stresses the importance of not 

only feeling emotional states but to be conscious of them as well, because in doing so it 

“offers you flexibility of response based on the particular history of your interactions 

with the environment” (133).  Rebecca is not conscious of her lack of tears and 

frustration and it’s Violet who points out that she is not responding appropriately.  
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Emotions aren’t sinking in therefore her actions prove to be irrational; Rebecca needs to 

feel more in order to act more rationally. 

Part of Rebecca’s challenge is to figure out what is underpinning the choices that 

she is making, but it’s not easy to tease apart the motivating factors behind a decision.  

Iris Murdoch sums up who we are by saying that: “What we really are seems much more 

like an obscure system of energy out of which choices and visible acts of will emerge at 

intervals in ways which are often unclear and often dependent on the condition of the 

system in between the moments of choice” (53).  The perceptible and imperceptible 

moments that make up our life are what influence the choices that we make, whether they 

be split-second choices or well thought out ones that take weeks or months to make.  

Damasio explains the source of these split-second decisions through his Somatic-Marker 

hypothesis which also provides insight into Rebecca’s repeat offending behaviour with 

her men.  Somatic markers are a visceral (or sometimes non visceral) reaction that the 

body has to a quick mental evaluation stemming from previous learned experiences that 

generate emotions and feelings in order to predict future outcomes of certain scenarios 

(Damasio 174).  Most often this mental process and the resulting feelings are translated at 

the ‘gut’ level and we describe our reactions as instinctual or intuitive, or even 

subconscious.  However, Damasio argues that these ‘instincts’ are developed over time in 

response to repeated stimulus.  Although we may move instinctively out of the way of 

someone carrying something hot, at some point in our lives we learned that touching 

something hot caused pain.   Therefore, the somatic markers in negative situations 

“forces attention on the negative outcome to which a given action may lead, and 

functions as an automated alarm signal” (Damasio 173).  And conversely, in a positive 

situation the somatic marker generates a visceral reaction that dictates the subsequent 

action will produce pleasure.  However Damasio is very clear that somatic markers do 

not deliberate for us - they only assist by “highlighting some options (either dangerous or 

favourable), and eliminating them rapidly from subsequent consideration (Damasio 174).    

But the catch in Rebecca’s situation, is that she has developed positive somatic markers 

in situations that should cause alarm bells.  She isn’t experiencing the appropriate 

emotions that should go along with the continual rejections from these men, that result in 
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her being able to easily convince herself that her split-second decisions to show up at an 

ex’s door late at night, seems perfectly reasonable even at a visceral “gut level.”  

Rebecca’s challenge is that she has to re-examine the way she makes choices and for a 

while has to distrust her instinctual response because it’s not leading her to a healthy 

place.  Her “fight” instinct is always kicking in, when in actual fact, her “flight” instinct 

is needing some of the limelight as well. 

Violet is the key person who helps Rebecca to pause and attend and take stock of 

her situation.  Rebecca needs to be able to see herself outside of herself and the best way 

to do that is to have a friend hold up a mirror.  As MacIntyre puts it quite simply:  

“Humans at times cannot flourish without arguing with others and learning from them 

about human flourishing” (68).  Violet takes on the role of the antagonist and forces 

Rebecca to confront her life and to push through her resistance to vulnerability.  

Winnicott acknowledges that when we are adults, “We do not just lay ourselves open to 

acute grief at any moment of the day or night as babies do.  In fact many people defend 

themselves against painful grief so well that they cannot take things as seriously as they 

would like to take them; they cannot feel the deep feelings which they would like to feel, 

because they are afraid of anything so real” (63).   And because of Rebecca’s resistance 

to vulnerability and tears, Violet has to bring her to that emotional place in order for 

Rebecca to realize that she lives in a fantasy world of her own making, which only serves 

to avoid the real world.   MacIntyre points out that “as I am overprotective of myself in 

resisting disclosure to just such others that I am liable to become a victim of my 

fantasies” (95).   Rebecca didn’t disclose enough of her personal life and as a result didn’t 

benefit from a friend’s listening ear and the subsequent confrontation of the fantasy world 

she is living in.   MacIntyre talks about how our self-knowledge depends a lot on what we 

learn about ourselves from others and how friends respond to our judgements and 

choices.  Once something is said aloud it takes on a new weight and is out in the open to 

be critiqued and argued.   But not only was Rebecca not disclosing information, she 

wasn’t being honest with herself: “The virtue that is indispensable for achieving both the 

required degree of self-knowledge and the ability to resist all those influences that make 

for self-deception is of course honesty, primarily truthfulness about ourselves, both to 
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ourselves and to others” (MacIntyre 95).  Once she begins to be honest with herself and 

Violet, Rebecca realizes that she does want something different out of a relationship.    

MacIntyre states that “Knowing what we want is not always easy and we may on 

occasion fail to recognize what it is that we really want and need help from others in 

finding our way to such a recognition” (71).  It’s Violet who finally gives her new eyes 

and helps Rebecca acknowledge that she is in fact unhappy and that she does deserve 

more out of a relationship.  Violet encourages her to tell the stories of her past and access 

painful memories in order to have a greater understanding of herself.    

Freeman states that the purpose of autobiographical memory is “to understand, to 

make sense of the past in light of the present” (159).  This process, although based on our 

faulty memory, is genuine and produces justifiable truths.   Hindsight and reflection are 

used to deal with past issues and help integrate the scattered pieces of oneself.  As 

Freeman notes, “hindsight frequently serves the role of moral recuperation, of redressing 

one’s ‘shortsightedness’” (8).  Therefore, the point of ‘looking back’ and drudging up bad 

memories stems from a hope for the future and the desire to be good, otherwise it would 

just be masochistic behaviour.  When we pause and reflect on an incident, we are taking 

stock of our actions and assessing whether they measure up to our own moral beliefs.  

Freeman states that: “Hindsight, in turn, becomes a matter of wrestling with one’s inner 

demons, of discerning how one has fared in relation to one’s own innermost standards 

and ideals” (35).  Violet challenges Rebecca to face the fact that she is not acting in a 

manner that lives up to her own personal ideals.  Therefore, pausing to pay attention 

becomes a necessary component of being good; a focussed awareness of yourself and the 

world.  Murdoch says that: “Goodness is connected with the attempt to see the unself, to 

see and to respond to the real world in light of a virtuous consciousness” (91).  In order to 

unself oneself, one must take a step back, gain some distance in order to gain some 

perspective.  As MacIntyre says, “In so evaluating my desires I stand back from them, I 

put some distance between them and myself qua practical reasoner… I invite the 

question... of whether it is in fact good for me to act on this particular desire here and 

now” (69).  Paradoxically, Rebecca needs the time and space to distance herself from 

herself and her problems while simultaneously delving into herself with her eyes wide 
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open.  Rebecca must learn to pay attention and distinguish between her desires, especially 

those in their most primitive form.  Therefore attention like hindsight is a “vehicle not so 

much of detachment but of distance, productive distance, that can allow us to see that 

which we were unable to see before” (Freeman 224).  Reflection of the past is integrally 

linked to the idea of progress for the future.  Part of Rebecca’s ‘stuckness’ is that she isn’t 

learning from her past or her reflections: “The process of development, therefore, relies 

on hindsight, on being able to ‘see’ the error of earlier ways and, in this seeing, to ‘gain’ 

from it” (Freeman 214).  It was necessary for Rebecca to pause and pay attention to 

herself and to her past in order to progress successfully in the future.  The power of 

hindsight, as Freeman expresses is that it is a recollective practice that seeks to redress 

the forgetfulness that often characterizes the human condition (7).  And it’s especially 

about  pausing to attend, whether to past or present, and helping move the 

unconsciousness to consciousness allowing one to live better, more expansively, and with 

greater awareness of what is real and true (Freeman 7).  If one can see better then one can 

act better.  As Iris Murdoch simply says, we  “grow by looking” (30).   

Although it is difficult to comprehend how much our past determines how we live 

in the present or how we anticipate the future, we do know that it has a huge impact on 

the decisions we make whether they be split-second decisions made at a subconscious 

level or well thought out decisions that have taken days or weeks to make.  In fact much 

of what we define as ‘who someone is’ is based on not only an awareness of their past 

actions but also on the assumption that the person holds on to their memories and 

integrates them into their present actions.  There has been much debate as to how much 

of a personhood or ‘character’ is left once a memory of the past has been erased.  Those 

that have experienced loved ones with Alzheimer's have faced this question or rather this 

judgement.  Paul Connerton in his book, How Societies Remember, clearly states that 

“our past history is an important source of our conception of ourselves; our self-

knowledge, our conception of our own character and potentialities, is to a large extent 

determined by the way in which we view our own past actions” (22).  If one has no past 

actions to review it would logically follow that one’s sense of self would be non-existent 

and the ability to rise to one’s potential and navigate the future would be difficult: “The 
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world of the percipient, defined in terms of temporal experience, is an organized body of 

expectations based on recollection” (Connerton 6).  Freeman goes so far as to say what 

characterizes us as ‘humans’ is our ability to look back and reflect on our previous 

actions: “the work of hindsight is intimately tied to the work of being human, especially 

that part of it concerned with the question of how to live and what it might mean to live 

well” (Freeman 14).  Therefore it is Rebecca’s job as a human to reflect on her past and 

acknowledge that it’s her history that makes up who she is and that if she is to make 

better choices in the future, it comes from integrating the pieces of her past. 

Violet and Rebecca make some headway with hindsight and reflection but they do 

run across the problem of the inaccuracy of memory.  They discover that just because 

someone thinks they are telling the truth doesn’t mean that truth has been told.  

Autobiographical memory is not constructed like a rolodex of information in which 

someone flips through the cards of the past, finds the appropriate segment and then relays 

the incident verbatim.  Connerton emphasizes in his book that memories are a 

construction of a schema, a coding, which enables us to distinguish and therefore, to 

recall (27).  In Neil. R. Carlson’s textbook, The Physiology of Behaviour he says 

recollecting a memory is a creative process, “We do not simply retrieve stored 

information the way we might check a fact in a book; instead, we take fragmentary 

information and interpret [Carlson’s emphasis] what that information means” (470).  

There is also the matter of how easily influenced our memories are.  We create them from 

multiple sources, not just our personal experiences, but from movies, television, books 

and even other people’s memories.  In Edward Shils’ book, Tradition, he states that the 

fabric of memory is “furnished not only from the recollection of events which the 

individual has himself experienced but from the memories of others... From their 

accounts of their own experiences” (51).  Therefore memory can be reduced to a 

construction of past impressions from multiple sources that are gathered and put together 

to create a story and to create meaning.  The end result is that there is a huge disjunct 

between truth the relaying of truth.  Looking back can “culminate not only in depicting 

the past in a ‘misleading’ manner but in one that is utterly false... the interpretive nature 

of narrative reflection patently precludes it - it is perfectly possible to lie, that is, to tell 
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stories of the past that simply fly in the face of what is known to be true” (Freeman 68).   

Rebecca experiences the discrepancies in her memories when recalling her experience 

with Harry.  She only remembers him as being overly dramatic and smarmy but in actual 

fact, there was a lot of innocence and sweetness in the relationship that she completely 

forgot about.  Michael Gazzaniga makes the comment in his book, The Mind’s Past, that 

one of the most amazing mechanisms the human being possesses is “the spin doctoring 

that goes on to keep us believing that we are good people, that we are in control and 

mean to do good,” telling the mind lies we need to believe in order to feel in control (qtd. 

in Freeman 165).  Just the idea of having been in an internet based relationship was 

enough to shut Rebecca down.  As Freeman notes: “alongside the process of 

reconstructing the past to fit one’s psychic needs is the process of suppression” (72).  

Rebecca didn’t like the relationship and moulded her memories to match that dislike.  

She wanted to be perceived as someone who ‘should have known better’ and therefore 

constructed the past to fit the desired impression or story line.  But the silver lining of the 

malleability of memories is that when one can recognize a harmful ‘untruth,’ one can 

actually adjust it and change it.  The construction of memory can be used to work in 

one’s favour. Therefore, Rebecca can redress some of her memories and reconstruct them 

in a more productive and truthful manner.   

However, not only has Rebecca created false memories, she has also created an 

imagined future and fantasy world that affects her ability to make choices.  As Freeman 

says: “We can become prisoners of our stories, locked in a world of our own narrative 

designs, and this sometimes precludes the very possibility of being here, now” (6).  

Rebecca is stuck in a storyline that has always involved the man of her dreams sweeping 

her off of her feet and living happily ever after with their kids and the white picket fence.  

Freeman warns that this kind of narrative foreclosure “brings in its wake the loss of 

narrative itself” (135).  She cannot imagine a storyline based on reality because she is so 

involved in her personal fantasy, not realizing she is lost, suspended in her dream world, 

allowing herself to push for relationships that ultimately don’t work but always hoping 

and wishing for the romantic happy ending.  Iris Murdoch speaks at great length on the 

dangers of fantasy.  She states bluntly that the chief enemy of excellence in morality is 
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personal fantasy: “the tissue of self-aggrandizing and consoling wishes and dreams which 

prevents one from seeing what is there outside one” (57).  Fantasy becomes consumed by 

self-centered aims and images and that take over reality.  Violet challenges Rebecca’s 

fantasy world and forces her to imagine an alternative reality.  MacIntyre says that as a 

practical reasoner one has to be able to imagine different possible futures but he also 

warns that there is a difference between self indulgent fantasy which “blurs the difference 

between realistic expectations and wishful thinking” (76).  Rebecca’s problem is that she 

is caught in her single fantasy; spending a lot of time “imagining” but not in ways that are 

productive.  In fact, they are limiting.  She only imagines how things could work with the 

men in her life, not how they don’t work.  She also needs to realize what worked for her 

in the past, may no longer be healthy for her now; goodness isn’t static but ever-

changing.  Iris Murdoch points out that “Moral tasks are characteristically endless not 

only because ‘within’ as it were, a given concept our efforts are imperfect but also 

because as we move and as we look our concepts themselves are changing” (27).  Violet 

helps Rebecca to change how she views her past and her stories and she gains a new way 

of viewing herself and the future.  As MacIntyre notes, if genuine and extensive self-

knowledge is achieved, “it is always a shared achievement.  And, because adequate self-

knowledge is necessary, if I am to imagine realistically the alternative futures between 

which I must choose, the quality of my imagination also depends in part on the 

contributions of others” (95).  As a result of Violet’s prodding and Rebecca’s forced 

productive reflection on past relationships and choices, Rebecca comes to be able to see 

herself in a new light and is able to create new memories and new imagined futures.   

Although maturing as an adult is difficult, with a little trust, distance and due 

reflection, Rebecca manages to see herself in her world differently.  With these new 

‘adult’ eyes, she is able to move on from the various relationships in her life.  She has 

gained some insight and realizes that she needs to distance herself from men and give 

them some room to discover what they want.  Rebecca realizes that to be happy and for a 

relationship to work, the man needs to have the room to choose her without her meddling.  

She sees the value of reflecting on past memories in a manner that is productive and 

allows her to move on and integrate the pieces of herself.  She recognizes her resistance 
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to vulnerable and painful feelings and embraces the reality that she needs to feel more in 

order to act more rationally.  She lets go of the invasive romantic narrative that she 

continually attempts to play out in her life and learns to let her story unfold more 

naturally.  Rebecca, in the final scene, finally shed some water weight and pulled her 

petals in a little tighter; she grew up a bit. 
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Afterword 
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It was an interesting journey to have spent so much time thinking about myself 

and my stories and then have to distance myself enough to create a story worth telling.  

Without an obvious tragedy in my life, I had to create a context for reflection and 

revelation, giving the character the opportunity to learn from her past in an intentionally 

confined setting.  I personally learned very slowly from small victories scattered in and 

amongst more set backs.  Although, I did walk away from ‘Wesley’ it wasn’t as a result 

of a big event in my life or a grand revelation (other than I had had recently discovered 

that I talked too much and had no boundaries).  But I did walk away and for the first time 

in my life, and reason triumphed over passion.  So how to make this rather small and yet 

significant moment into a story?  The first step, oddly enough and yet the most 

challenging, was to realize that it wasn’t all about me.  I had to find a character that was 

all her own and a best friend that was hers and not mine.  Therefore, it was tricky arriving 

at the mix between ‘me’ and a fictional person but once I distilled the essence of the story 

to a woman who is meddling with things she shouldn’t control and conversely not dealing 

with the parts she should attempt to change, I was able to discern that the truth I captured 

I could personally identify as mine.  Although, many of the details of the narrative are 

taken from my life, there are just as many details that are fictional as well, resulting in the 

creation of a person who is entirely her own character.  Once I shifted the focus to the 

bigger themes and questions that I was going through at the time, it was easier to create a 

story for someone else that fit within those explorations.  It also allowed me to highlight 

those ‘life’ questions with more severity than often happens in reality.  In essence, I 

became more comfortable with fictionalizing which allowed the story to flow more 

easily.  But at the beginning I was struggling, desperately trying to write something that I 

felt was my story.  

I was charged with the task of recalling the truths of my past that make up the 

essence of me and further to that - create not only a comprehensible story out of the 

“facts” but an interesting one.  The reality was that the story needed to appeal to a wider 

audience than those of my close family and friends and had to be engaging and 

entertaining.  Freeman simply states that the writer will have to “employ a variety of 

fictive devices to make that happen” (155).  I had to write a narrative; something that 
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implied a beginning, middle and end.  But our lives don’t play out as succinct narratives.  

However, we do tell stories in order to create through-lines and make sense of the events 

in our life.  Philosopher Paul Ricoeur describes this drive towards story telling as 

narrative intelligence.  People will string together a sequence of events, situating them 

within those broad categories of plot, allowing us to derive some measure of order and 

meaning in a sometimes frightful world (qtd. in Freeman 40).  So I attempted to write my 

story; constructing a beginning, middle, and end in an attempt to makes sense of how I 

had ‘arrived’ at this place in my life.  I was desperately trying to rely on truth.  But 

Lauren Slater in her book, Lying, points out somewhat frighteningly that “the neural 

mechanism that undergirds the lie is the same neural mechanism that helps us make 

narrative. Thus, all stories, even those journalists swear up and down are ‘true,’ are at 

least physiologically linked to deception” (164).  Therefore one could conclude that 

creating a narrative which at its essence is constructed, will always be deemed untrue.  

But what I have discovered through this process is that truth can sometimes be something 

other than factual.  

The fact that I had to rely on memory for the content of the play proved to be 

tricky and unreliable.  When I was doing most of the writing of the play, I was still under 

the impression that my memories were accurate.  I didn’t appreciate the extent of how 

much memories were not only open for interpretation but transfiguration.  There is a 

particular story from my childhood that features my mother and me, that I recall quite 

distinctly and not surprisingly, so does she.  Before this project I told this story with 

confidence and the story was a part of who I was and was significant to me.  But when 

my mother got her hands on it and we got into “discussing” it as a result of the context of 

analyzing memories and stories for this play, she told me that she remembered the 

incident differently.  This didn’t surprise me but what bothered me was the different 

meaning she drew from it.  I didn’t relate to her interpretation of the memory and as a 

result of repeatedly telling and discussing the memory, it began to change as did my 

relationship to that memory and the meaning I personally drew from it.  It was 

disquieting, unsettling and ultimately sad to see and feel my old memory disappear.  Now 

with a strange twist, the only way I can recall that old memory is as a memory of a 
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memory.  John Updike bluntly speaks to this problem in the context of writing one’s 

memories down in his book Self-Consciousness, “Perspectives are altered by the fact of 

being drawn; description solidifies the past and creates a gravitational body that wasn’t 

there before” (xii).  I realized at this point, I was probably better off fictionalizing rather 

than transforming all of my memories to fit a new narrative.  Even now, I am probably 

unaware of precisely how the memories have changed and shifted, but undoubtedly they 

have.  It was also interesting to discover that my diaries, which I presumed were the best 

primary evidence of past events, were also a collection of constructed memories, because 

as I was writing I was creating meaning out of events and therefore already interpreting.  

As Paul Connerton astutely points out one of the limitations of documentary evidence is 

that “few people bother to write down what they take for granted” (18).  As a result of 

this project, I will question the truth of most of my memories and stories, which is 

somewhat disquieting but also relieving at some level.  It’s nice to know that some of the 

awful stories, may not have actually been that bad and that I can in fact reconstruct the 

past even if I have falsified it at one point.  But one of the most significant things I 

learned during this process is that the purpose of telling stories or reflecting on the past is 

not to relay truth but to make sense of the world we live in, in an attempt to navigate the 

present more successfully.  Story-telling may weave more lies than truths, but it does help 

us to discover who we are and what we want out of life. 
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