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Lights up. A high school study hall/homeroom. A long 

table, six chairs, and a whiteboard behind it. The 

whiteboard has the word OPHELIA written on it. Spotlight on OLIVIA, 16, standing at a podium to one side of the stage. There is a flipboard next to her. She is wearing a Catholic schoolgirl’s uniform. 

OLIVIA 

Hello, my name is Olivia, and I will be your lecturer for this evening. The topic of 

discussion is: (she flips the flipboard) Re-drowning Ophelia: A Look into the World of 

Today’s Modern Teenage Girl. In this lecture, we will be discussing the preconceptions 

of adults and academia when looking at the Teenage Girl, as well as exploring the 

hierarchical society of interpersonal relationships within an all-girl’s Catholic school. In 

short, if you don’t already have a daughter, I will make you want to get your tubes tied 

ASAP, and if you do, I will make you want to send her to a Swiss boarding school until 

her 20th birthday. Please turn off all watch alarms, silence your phones, and if you have a 

pager, get with the times—it is no longer the 90s. Take out your notebooks and Dixon 

Ticonderoga #2 pencils, because you are all going back to high school. 

A SCHOOLBELL rings, then a BLACKOUT. Lights up on Olivia, sitting in the middle seat at the table. Her demeanor has done a 180. She is hunched into herself, so uncomfortable in her own skin she’s almost invisible.

CAROLINE, 16, enters, with confidence. She throws her bag on the ground, and takes the farthest seat on the left. Olivia busies herself in a book. 

CAROLINE 

Hey. 

Olivia does not answer

CAROLINE 

Hi, Olivia. 

Olivia looks up, smiles, then looks back down 

CAROLINE 

It is so hot outside, I think I could die. It’s what? Eight in the morning? This is insane, it shouldn’t be this hot in May, I don’t care if it’s global warming or not, this is just not effing right. And you know they’re going to make us go outside for PE, too, because air-conditioning the gym would just be too much effort, and if we complain, Ms. Carter will just clasp her rosary and say, “Think how much Jesus suffered!” which excuse me, is a messed up analogy, because Jesus had some say, right? And it doesn’t really follow that just because the Romans were sadists, I should have to run the mile in 90 degree weather. 

Olivia looks up, then back down

Why does everything we do have to be measured in terms of Jesus, anyway?  Act like Jesus, be like Jesus, what would Jesus do? It’s such a stupid question to ask, what would Jesus do? Jesus would probably start babbling in Aramaic and wonder how the hell he got from ancient Palestine to Oakland, California. Jesus would flip the fuck out. That is what Jesus would do. What does Jesus have to do with the PSATs? What does Jesus have to do with the fact that I failed my driving test again? Why am I asking you? It’s not like you’re going to answer. 

Olivia looks up, shrugs, and goes back to her book  

I’m not judging. I’d be a selective mute too, if I had the willpower. It would save me 

a lot of problems, that’s for sure, because—because everything you say in this school is 

wrong. Disagree in Catholic ethics class? You’re automatically wrong. Dare to say that 

The Notebook is not the greatest movie ever made? Wrong. Tell Jillian Ashford that she’s 

a raging narcissist who should stick her head in an oven for the good of humanity? 

Surprisingly enough, wrong.  

The sound of a door opening, then closing  

JILLIAN (Offstage)  

And I said to her, “I do not care how cool or punk rock you think it looks, you do not 

have the bone structure for a shaved head.” 

CAROLINE 

Speak of the devil. Literally. 

JILLIAN (17) and JENNIFER (16) enter. Their skirts are rolled up so as to be  shorter and they carry bright purses instead of backpacks. Jennifer enters behind Jill, carrying two cappuccinos 

JENNIFER 

Wait, so what did she do? 

JILLIAN 

She cried. And I felt bad, but of all people, Diana Moreno doesn’t have the face for a 

shaved head, and someone might as well tell her now.  

CAROLINE 

Diana Moreno has leukemia. 

JILLIAN 

So? 

CAROLINE 

So? 

JENNIFER 

Jill…the librarian is seriously glaring daggers at you right now. 

JILLIAN 

I so do not care. 

CAROLINE 

No, really, what do you mean by “So?” 

JILLIAN 

Diana isn’t even your friend. 

CAROLINE 

That isn’t the point.  

JENNIFER 

She’s seriously going to kick us out again.

JILLIAN 

(to Caroline) You don’t even have friends. 

Jillian and Jennifer sit down next to Olivia, on the opposite side of Caroline. Olivia brings her book up closer to her face. Jennifer hands Jillian her drink.

JENNIFER 

I don’t think we’re allowed to have drinks in study hall. The librarian might make us 

throw them out— 

JILLIAN 

I promise you, the school does not pay her enough to care.  

She takes a long sip. SARAH (16) and ROSA (16) enter, in a heated debate. Sarah is carrying a huge stack of books, and Rosa has a duffel bag, wet hair, and a jersey on instead of a uniform polo. 

SARAH 

All I am saying is that I do not get the basic premise of having that in the book! 

ROSA 

Um, okay? But it’s not a big deal— 

SARAH 

Because it just does not make sense, nor does it advance the plot— 

ROSA 

Maybe it uh, reveals character? (Sarah looks at her) I don’t know, you’re the English 

person here, Sarah— 

SARAH 

Ms. Anderson says that everything has to advance the plot, not just reveal character, so— 

ROSA 

Yeah well Ms. Anderson looks like a muppet, so— 

SARAH 

Just because she can’t remember your name, Rosa—she can’t remember anyone’s 

name—she called Jessica Green Prudence yesterday— 

ROSA 

I’m just saying. 

SARAH 

And I’m just saying that I do not understand how Holden Caulfield could not understand 

where the ducks go in the winter. Because seriously he asks like eight times and it seems 

fairly obvious to me that the ducks migrate, because all ducks migrate, and I fail to see 

how he could go through like kindergarten—much less five distinct prep schools— 

without having a basic understanding of birds’ migration patterns. 

ROSA 

Okay. (pause) Is that all? 

SARAH 

I don’t get the red hunting cap thing either.  

ROSA 

Maybe it’s a symbol. 

SARAH 

For what? 

ROSA 

Communism? 

SARAH 

(pause) I could see that. 

They sit down in the empty seats next to Caroline  

 rosa

Hey, Caroline, did you do the Math homework?

caroline

I mean, I feel like since derivatives don’t actually even exist, it’s sort of a waste of time to try and figure them out. (pause) 
rosa

So…

caroline

So that’s a no.  

rosa

Olivia? Please?

 Olivia nods, and pulls a folder out. Jill looks over her shoulder 

JILL 

Do you have Mr. Edelstein? (Olivia says nothing) Hey!

CAROLINE 

Leave her alone, you know she doesn’t talk. 

JILL 

Yeah, but she’s not deaf. 

JENNIFER 

No, her parents are, remember when they came in in ninth grade? 

JILL 

Okay, but she’s not, so, come on, open your mouth. (she snaps her fingers in Olivia’s face, Olivia stares at the table)  

CAROLINE 

Back off. 

JILLIAN 

Fine, Jesus. (to Jennifer) Since when did Study Hall turn into a psych ward?

jennifer

I don’t know?

jillian

Speaking of freaks, did you hear about Ellie Tomlinson? 

JENNIFER 

The little one? Like, super short? 

JILLIAN 

She’s a freshman, they’re all short. The one with the red hair, freckles?

jennifer

Okay, yeah, got super drunk on Russell Street last Halloween. 

JILLIAN 

That’s the one. So anyway, she’s dating some junior at College Prep, and she sent him 

these pictures, texted them to him—where she’s totally naked. Not even a thong on. 
jennifer

Oh my God. 

JILLIAN 

And just like a freshman, she thinks he’s just going to keep them. Maybe print them out, 

put them in a locket—whatever, she’s an idiot. Duh, he sends them to all his friends and 

they got back to her older brother and…it’s this whole big thing.  

JENNIFER 

Jesus Christ. 

JILLIAN 

And you know they’ll never kick her out of Saint Dymphna’s, because her dad’s the guy who invented Saran Wrap— 

JENNIFER 

Someone invented Saran Wrap? 

CAROLINE 

No, it’s a naturally found resource. They have like, Saran Wrap quarries and miners— 

JENNIFER 

Huh? 

JILLIAN 

Ooh. Caroline—you’ve got this huge thing, right here (she gestures towards the middle of 
Caroline’s face. Caroline wipes at her cheek) Oh. Never mind. That’s just your nose— 

JENNIFER 

You know what I wish we had? Like, if you could send some naked pics to your 

boyfriend, but then he couldn’t send them to anyone else, and you could get extra text 

messages for during super boring classes, like Econ—ooh, or notifications for when he 

was calling other girls— 
JILLIAN 

Unlimited booty texts plus free calls to Planned Parenthood? 

JENNIFER 

Yeah. 

JILLIAN 

You’re a whore. 

CAROLINE 

Don’t call people that.

jillian

I didn’t mean it, it’s a joke.

caroline

I’m pretty sure jokes have to be funny, not just mean and sexist.

JILLIAN 

Oh my God, are you going to get on your soapbox again, Feminazi.

CAROLINE 

F-Feminazi? Right. Because wanting to be treated like a human being is just like invading Poland.

JENNIFER 

Jill, it’s seriously not worth it. 

JILLIAN 

Look, I’m truly sorry that you’re this sexually frustrated—
caroline

Fuck you! 

ROSA 

Whoa, guys— 

SARAH 

Could we all just calm down, please? 

They all begin to talk/shout at once, Caroline and Jill still fighting, the others trying to keep peace, Olivia looking uncomfortable to the max. A SCHOOLBELL rings. The other girls grab their bags and exit.

A Clarification of Terms Used: Or, a discussion on the use of Shakespearean characters to explain teenage psychology. 

She flips the board, revealing the word OPHELIA 

Ophelia. A proper noun, created by William Shakespeare as a name for the love interest of the original emo kid, Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. Hamlet and Ophelia are in love, and have tentative plans to marry, once they are old enough. 

Flips board, revealing gooey-eyed Hamlet and Ophelia 

Everything is going great until Hamlet discovers that his uncle killed his father, and decides, genius that he is, that he will pretend to be insane. 

Flips board, revealing a crazy Hamlet 

Ophelia is understandably concerned, especially when Hamlet denounces her, denies any feelings for her, and orders her to get herself to a nunnery, which is basically implying she’s a slut. 

flips board, revealing a weeping Ophelia

 Hamlet, in another fit of pure genius, then accidentally kills Ophelia’s father, at which point she actually goes insane. 

flips board, revealing a crazy Ophelia 

Then she drowns herself, and her death is used as the impetus for the Hamlet-Laertes duel which results in the death of pretty much every main character. 

flips board, revealing a Hamlet massacre

The implication is that Ophelia went insane because the only two points of meaning in her life, her boyfriend and her father, no longer existed. Ophelia had no sense of self, and lived only to be a dutiful daughter and loving wife, and once she could not fulfill either role, decided life was no longer worth living.


Why is Ophelia important? First, because pretty much every high school student is forced through a boring and conventional reading of Hamlet in English class. Second, because modern psychologists have inexplicably decided that Ophelia is the perfect symbol of today’s teenage girl, and that all our struggles can be traced back to Ophelia’s lack of self. 


You think I’m kidding. You think, “How could anyone think some fictional Elizabethean girl’s tragic life story connect to a modern girl’s body image issues?” And I can’t answer that for you, because I don’t know. Why the phenomenon? Why now? Why in our post-9/11 age are people so ready to embrace some idea that teenage girls have no selves, that they are scared, empty shells who become anorexic, cut themselves, or have premarital sex simply because they, like Ophelia, have no identity outside peer groups and significant others? 


Let’s move from Elizabethan England to the Greek alphabet, okay? Um, I hadn’t really thought that transition out, I’m sorry. Okay. You know how when wildlife biologists talk about wolf packs, they mention the alpha male, alpha female, etc? So someone decided that this concept could also be applied to female high school hierarchies. I totally get what they mean, after all, we, like wolves, rip carcasses to pieces, frequently eat our own young, and are willing to kill for a place in the pack. (pause) They might have a point with that last one. 


First, let me introduce you to (she flips the board, revealing the Greek letter Alpha) the Alpha Girl! 
Jillian, Jennifer, and Caroline enter and sit at the table. Caroline is wearing pants instead of a uniform skirt. There are several seats in between Jennifer and Caroline

olivia

The Alpha Girl. Jill.

jillian

Oh. My God. Jennifer.

Jennifer

What?

jillian

Do you see what she’s wearing?

olivia

The Alpha girl is the leader of her pack, the Queen Bee. She’s Heidi Klum, telling you if you’re in or you’re out.

jennifer

Pants?

jillian

Slacks. Khaki slacks. How hot do you think it is today?

Jennifer

Like 80 or something?

jillian

Yeah. Would you wear slacks when it’s eighty degrees?

Jennifer

I don’t own slacks.

(Jillian rolls her eyes)
jillian

Like, seriously, what kind of girl wears ugly slacks when it’s hot out? 

Jennifer

Maybe if she didn’t shave her legs.

jillian

Duh, she didn’t shave her legs, feminists don’t shave. I guess they figure they’re so ugly there’s no reason to try anymore—

caroline

You know I can hear you, right?

(Jennifer and Jillian ignore her)
jennifer

Or maybe she doesn’t like her legs. Like, they’re fat, or something, and she doesn’t want people to see them.

jillian

She’d do something with that hair, if she was that self-conscious.  A ponytail? What is this, sixth grade?

jennifer

Right.

Jennifer’s hair is in a ponytail. She quickly takes it down.
olivia

The Beta Girl. She’s the Wingman—or woman. She’s the follower, the vice-president of the United States of Cattiness.

jillian

I mean, if I had legs like that, I might hide them too, but a skirt would hide those thunder thighs—

Caroline slams down her book and glares daggers at Jill, who doesn’t notice

jennifer

I hate my legs. I’m sooo fat.

jillian

Shut up. You’re not fat, you weigh like 105.

jennifer

What are you talking about, I’m fat. I miss being super skinny, like when I was really little, I was so thin. You know what else I miss?

jillian

I’m so sure I don’t care.

jennifer

I miss coloring books. Coloring books were totes amazing. Like, that one kind, the one that had dogs and cats and seals and stuff? That you could color in? What was her name, the lady that drew them? A girl. Something Frank?

jillian

I didn’t really do coloring books. I don’t—

jennifer

Anne! It’s Anne Frank, she did the coloring books with the puppies and stuff!

jillian

That does sound kinda familiar…

jennifer

Yeah!

Caroline

Seriously? SERIOUSLY? 

olivia

And the Gamma Girl. She’s smart, she’s tough, and she won’t conform to the high school hierarchy. 

caroline

It’s Lisa Frank, you fucking dumbass. You mean Lisa Frank.

olivia

She may also be just a little self-righteous.

jillian

Um, excuse me, no one was talking to you.

jennifer

Yeah.

caroline

No, right, just about my pants.

jillian

K-Mart quality khaki slacks.

caroline

Okay. Yeah. But you know what? I would much rather look like this than be such a fucking idiot I mix up Lisa Frank the lady who draws sparkly puppies with Anne Frank the HOLOCAUST victim.

jillian

Oh, who cares? She’s dead, isn’t she?

caroline

Can you do me a favor and not breed?

jennifer

Jill, let’s go…I need to pick up an absence slip.

jillian

You know, I read that people who eat lunch in the library are twice as likely to commit suicide. You should get on that.

caroline

Wow. I had no idea you could read. 

Jill gets up, and she and Jennifer exit 

olivia

So there you have it. The Alpha Girl, the Beta Girl, and the Gamma Girl. Isn’t it nice that we can fit all teenage girls into these neat and convenient little boxes. (pause) Yes? A question in the back? (pause) You don’t identify with any of these girls? You think you’re different? Sorry, but some middle-aged man with a degree in something fancy has decided: these are the only kind of girls that exist. Alpha, Beta, Gamma, that’s what you’ve got to work with. Except: Jill’s supposed to be the leader, but without Jen, she wouldn’t have anyone to lead. And Jennifer’s supposed to be the dumb follower—but I know for a fact she has the highest grade in Trig, and she’s definitely the social networker of the two. And Caroline…try to fit Caroline into any box and she might stab you. So—you know, I don’t really know what my point was. Um. This was kind of a failure of a lecture. (pause) Class dismissed?

Caroline and Jennifer enter. They stand a couple feet from each other, looking uncomfortable. Caroline is listening to her Ipod. Silence

jennifer

Hey. Uh, what time is it?

caroline

(taking her earbuds out) Huh?

jennifer

What time is it? 

caroline

Oh. 8:15. 

jennifer

(long pause) The bus should have been here by now. Like, a while ago.

caroline

Yep.

jennifer

(long pause) So what are you listening to—

caroline

Look, you can stop pretending to like me. I don’t care. 

jennifer

I was just trying to be nice. You don’t have to be so—

caroline

You wouldn’t even be talking to me if there were other people around. 

jennifer

That’s not true. (But it really is) 
caroline

We both know that if Jill was here you’d be making fun of my slacks and being her lapdog as usual, so you know what? Don’t bother.

jennifer

I just wanted to know what you were listening to.  

caroline

The Rabid Pandas. It’s a band. You haven’t heard of them.

jennifer

I know you’re smart, because you use big words on purpose and really screw up in the curve in History class—but you’re wrong. About a lot of things.

caroline

Really. 

jennifer

Yeah! Because—I’m sorry Jill acts like that sometimes, and I’m not her lapdog, I have a mind of my own, and I love the Rabid Pandas. 

caroline

Really? 

jennifer

Bamboo Massacre is like, one of my favorite albums ever.

caroline

Mine too! I….wouldn’t have expected that from you. 

jennifer

I guess. People can be wrong about each other, you know?

sarah

The Catholic Church has been wrong about a lot of things. It’s my church, and I love it, but it has made some bad historical decisions. The Crusades, the Inquisition, the election of the pope who looks like Emperor Palpatine…those kinds of things. But still. The church can mess up, they make bad choices, but when they’re right? They’re really, really right. 

I remember in second grade, when we were all about to have our First Holy Communion, and they explained that the communion allowed us to feel Jesus, to have him enter our bodies, that it would be like a warmth inside of us, and I was so excited, because, I mean, God living in your body? That’s kind of cool, right? So I ate the wafer and drank the wine and I waited and I waited and I could tell that everyone else was just thinking about how bad the wafer tasted—but something was happening to me. It wasn’t like I pictured, I didn’t hear Jesus’ voice in my head, but something had changed inside of me and the church piano was all of a sudden louder and the stained glass windows were brighter and I didn’t know how. But that something, what I felt, it didn’t leave me.


I’m getting off track. Another thing they taught us, in Catechism, that the whole point of being here—being here on earth—is to get there, to heaven. And my whole life, I’ve just felt held back, stuck where I am with the promise that one day I can be somewhere else. Middle school? Middle school was terrible. One minute we were all little kids and having play dates and collecting gell pens, and then the next everyone was going on dates and wearing thongs, and god knows what else, I don’t, because all of a
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sudden, I wasn’t cool enough to be anyone’s friend. And I would come home and cry, and my mother would hold me and say, “Just wait. Just wait for high school.” So I waited. And I got to high school, and I so thought it would be different, but it wasn’t. And I cried, and my mom said, “Just wait. Just wait for college.” 


That Thanksgiving, Freshman year, she took me to the East Coast to look at schools. Penn, Dartmouth, Yale, everywhere. And it was cold. I was colder than I had ever been in my entire life, clomping through campus greens, sitting in each library, staring up at the stacks of books that went on forever—no matter how far you tilted your head back, they were still stretching on and on and on. The last day, when we were at Princeton, it snowed. I had never seen it before, little flecks of hard rain, almost, delicate and perfect, and standing in the quad letting snow fall on my tongue…there was something. Another something, like when you’re so excited your throat catches and you can barely breathe. Another thing they said in Catechism was that you can find God anywhere. I saw God, I felt that something, in Princeton, New Jersey, dancing in the snow. 

rosa

You look at me, what do you see? Be honest. Completely honest. I bet I know. You see “Jock.” No, not just “Jock,” “Girl Jock.” Boys…Boy Jocks get all the damn perks. Us girls? People could care less. We’re gross. We sweat. We don’t wear lip gloss. So yeah, I’m a little bit bitter that the boy jocks get girls, college scouts, and the school fawning all over them, and women’s teams have to have bikini car washes just to pay for uniforms. That is not sexy. You just get sunburned and go home smelling like soap and humiliation. 

I always get a few girls—freshman, lonely—who come up to me each semester, ask me what it’s like to be on the crew team, whether or not they should try it. And I say, “Oh, it’s great. My favorite part is getting up at five each morning.” And then I say, “But by six-thirty, the reservoir’s much warmer, and you barely notice the frost in the winter—“ And that’s usually when they walk away. They’re fine. They play field hockey or become lacrosstitutes, sports where sweating is more of a sheen and you get to wear miniskirts. 

But I’m not lying to them. I love my mornings at the reservoirs. Up when it’s still dark, the people are still asleep but the world is wide awake and living, and I bundle all up and bike to the reservoir in sweats and a hoodie, and I stand by the boat, at the head, and everyone strips down to their spandex, and we scream, because it’s cold, it’s freezing, but the cold catches you in your throat and you know that you are alive, you aren’t just stumbling around in the dark, because you’re so cold. You aren’t numb, you can feel it. 

Sometimes I go straight from practice to school, no shower, just my uniform over my spandex so I can keep feeling cold, with the wind in my chest, and when I sit through
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the quadratic equation I can pretend I’m in the boat, pulling through the water like it’s nothing.

caroline

Please don’t tell me Jill likes the Rabid Pandas too. 

jennifer

Would that totally kill your obsession?

caroline

Absolutely. I’d be ashamed to call myself a Pandamaniac.

jennifer

Well, she doesn’t, so you’re fine. Jill doesn’t actually like music. Like, at all. The only thing she has on her i-pod are episodes of the Hills and that song from Juno.

caroline

That’s literally the saddest thing I’ve ever heard.

jennifer

Yeah, I know.

caroline

Why are you friends with her? 

jennifer

Because I like her.

caroline

But she’s so—

jennifer

Yeah, I know. She’s a bitch, whatever. She’s also really fun to be around, and she always knows where to go—you’re never bored with her. And if she’s got your back, no one’s going to mess with you. She runs the school.

caroline

She’s a dictator. And not even the benevolent kind. (pause) She has no idea what it feels like to be on the bottom of the totem pole.

jennifer

Well, actually…

caroline

Please. I bet she even had lackeys in preschool.

jennifer

Okay. If I tell you something, do you promise not to tell anyone?

caroline

Wait, what—is this about Jill?

jennifer

No but seriously, you can’t tell anyone.

caroline

Swear to God.

jennifer

Okay. So Jill and I have been friends for a long time. We met at sleepaway camp in fourth grade, before she moved up here for middle school. And she was…kind of different then. 

caroline

Different how?

jennifer

She was fat.

caroline

Fat?
jennifer

Like, obese fat. Like the people who get TLC specials, or shop at Dress Barn. That kind of fat.

caroline

Oh my God. That’s awesome.

jennifer

She did this hardcore diet thing before sixth grade and she lost it all, but still. At her elementary school, they used to call her Miss Piggy. And, uh, Pudge-a-hontas. 

caroline

This is better than Christmas.

jennifer

Caroline. You can’t tell anyone. Anyone. Not even the mute girl. Promise?

caroline

Swear to God.

Jill enters and stands apart from Caroline and Jennifer

jillian

I swear to God, if one more summer internship application asks me to name my worst flaw, I will throw up. Seriously. And I hate throwing up, not like Christy Alvarez, which is not even a rumor because Jen was in the bathroom after lunch and totally heard her doing it. Which is a good effort on Christy’s part, I guess, but I think she’s genetically predisposed to have a big ass. 

I guess I could ask other people to tell me my flaws. But they wouldn’t, because girls don’t do the whole face to face confrontation, that’s such a male way of dealing with things. Girls prefer hidden facebook groups and writing on bathroom stalls. It’s much classier. And anyway, I don’t get the point of putting yourself down, especially not for some job. 


I like myself. I do, 100 percent. I don’t understand self-loathing. If you don’t like yourself, act different. And I get that I’m probably supposed to be insecure, and have hidden self-esteem issues, like that stupid school therapist told my mom in ninth grade—but seriously, I don’t. I am quite happy being the way I am. I’m pretty. I’m smart. I have a good social life, I do fun things, I do reasonably well in school, and my relationships have been shallow, but very satisfying. What’s not to like? 


You know what Jen called me once? Cold. I’ve gotten that before—Ice Princess, that’s me. And yeah, I guess I am cold, because I don’t see the point of putting everyone else before myself. So I guess I understand if other people think I have some major, terrible personality flaw, but that’s on them. My job is to be happy with myself, not turn high school into a fluffy bunny land of happiness and rainbows. It’s not my job to worry about everyone else’s feelings. It might be selfish. It might be cold. But that’s the real world. But if you don’t look out for yourself, no one else will.

jennifer

No one else has ever been as good a friend as Jill is. She doesn’t backstab, you know? If she likes you, she likes you, and if she doesn’t—

caroline

Then you’re me. 

jennifer

Well, yeah. 

caroline
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You’re so much different, one-on-one. When you aren’t with Queen Jillian. 

jennifer

You are too. You’re easier to talk to. A lot less…

caroline

Abrasive?

jennifer

Yeah. (long pause) You know, it’s funny. I think that if you and Jill and didn’t hate each other so much? You’d totally be good friends.

caroline

What?

jennifer

No, seriously, I think so. Because, like, you’re both really tough people, y’know? And you get what you want, and don’t take shit from anyone. Even each other. You’re actually very similar people.

caroline

What is this, a Lifetime special?
jennifer

Just think about it.

There is the sound of a bus pulling up

caroline

Finally. Any later and we’d have missed first period.

jennifer

Want to sit with me?

caroline

Sure.

They exit. Olivia takes the podium
olivia

A discussion on the Relative Merits of Therapy: Or, Why My Palms are Stained Blue

I am not going to lie, I’ve been to therapy. It started in elementary school, when the teachers saw I didn’t talk much, and thought I was deeply troubled. 
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I am not bothered by my therapists. They mean well. And I’m sure they could probably help me, if I actually talked to them. I tell them what they want to hear, I tell them I am always feeling better. If everything I told them was true, I would be the happiest Pollyanna who ever lived. It is amazing how much I can lie without saying a word. My mother puts two blue pills on my breakfast plate ever morning. She signs “take your vitamins.” (Olivia signs this) They are not vitamins, and I do not take them. I hide them in my palm, feel as they begin to disintegrate, the blue chalky coating starts to strip away, and I wrap them in a napkin. And with the most winning smile I have, I take my plate to the sink, and discreetly drop the napkin in the trashcan. 

This is my rebellion.  Because I know, if I said what I felt, if I told my therapists what I did with their prescriptions, if I told them that I wake up at night gasping for air because I’ve stopped breathing out of sheer anxiety, their notebooks would be filled to the brim, I would be some anecdote, a topic for an article, a discussion at some convention, worst of all, I could be an Ophelia. I could be one of the girls, those textbook cases, basket cases, with a name changed for anonymity, where the author is saying “See! See! See the teenage girl! See her drown, see her sink like Ophelia!” And I won’t be that for them. I am not a lab rat, a guinea pig, and I would rather be the way I am now, cowering and terrified and unmedicated, than be their Ophelia. So… (she holds up her left palm. It is tinged dusty blue) I do what I have to. We all do.

She exits. Sarah enters, and takes a piece of paper from the bulletin board 

sarah

And the word of the day is—(she looks at the piece of paper, and blushes)Well, it’s—uh—

(Rosa enters with a backpack and takes the paper. She looks uncomfortable)

rosa

The…the word of the day is—um. I, uh—

(Jill enters, looks at the paper, and rolls her eyes)

jill
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Sex. The word of the day is sex. God. 

(Jill exits, shaking her head. Rosa and Sarah sit on the floor. Rosa takes a laptop out of the backpack)

SARAH

So I was thinking that we could do a Powerpoint project because that always looks good even though it’s not that hard to do and it’s neater than a poster—I hate glue, it gets all over the place and then you have to pick off all the little dried-on pieces—

rosa

That’s fine. 

sarah

Huh?

ROSA

I mean, a Powerpoint. We can do a Powerpoint. 

sarah

Oh. Oh, well, great. Did you have a topic in mind?

rosa

Actually—

sarah

I don’t even think it’s fair giving us such a broad topic, like “Influential Local Artists,” because you know everyone’s just going to choose Mac Dre and Toothpack—

rosa

Tupac? 

sarah

Right, Toothpack. 

rosa

…Yeah. Or Green Day or something, even though I’m pretty sure they grew up in Pinole, where those Indian Casinos are. Or, uh, John Brodie or Steve DeBerg—

sarah

Who?

rosa

Football players.

sarah

(utterly indignant) Football is not art!

Rosa laughs

SARAH

But it really isn’t. Sports are not art. 

rosa

Come to one of my Crew matches, and then we’ll talk. 

SARAH

Wait, could I?

rosa

Sure. Anyone can come, the reservoir’s a public park—

sarah

No—I mean, would you…would you want me to?

They look at each other, sharing an uncomfortable silence

rosa

S-sure. (with gathering conviction) Yes.

Rosa types on the computer. Sarah looks down and smiles. 

Caroline centers and stands stage left, in a separate world from Rosa and Sarah. She speaks to the audience.

CAROLINE

Yeah, let’s just put it all out there, okay? Hi, my name is Caroline, and I’m a virgin. (pause) Oh, did I mention I’m sixteen? Sorry. But it’s all okay now, right? Because I’m a girl, and sixteen year old girls are supposed to virgins. If you believe that, I can only draw the conclusion that when you were sixteen, electricity was just coming into style. Because now, if you are sixteen years old, reasonably attractive and have not had sex, you must be either A. religious B. gay or C. Dead. 

It’s amazing the conclusions people can draw if they know you’ve never done it. They make it sound like if you haven’t gotten laid by sixteen, there’s no hope for the future, that all I have to look forward to is lonely nights with MacGyver reruns and forty-two cats. Or, like, one guy said to me “Losing your virginity is sort of like losing a pen. It doesn’t matter, and you’re bound to do it eventually.” Well excuse me if I think my first time’s a little more important than a ninety-nine cent Bic erasable pen. Asshole.

I’m attracted to people. I have feelings, I masturbate— (pause) Oh, don’t look at me like that, you already know I’m a virgin, just confirming I’m not paralyzed from the waist down. But I want it to feel…right, and it doesn’t, just yet. I am not some prudish,
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blushing, fucking ingénue, I know the mechanics of sex, I understand how it works, just when it comes down to me and a boy and I—I just don’t. I just haven’t. Yet. 

Caroline exits the way she came, and Sarah and Rosa spring back to life

sarah

Okay…Clint Eastwood?

rosa

The squinty-eyed guy?

sarah

Isadora Duncan?

rosa

Who?

sarah

Okay, then you suggest one because we are not doing Toothpack.

rosa

Tupac!

sarah

Rosa!

rosa

Fine. Um…(she scans her computer screen) Gertrude Stein. 

sarah

Who’s that?

rosa

I don’t know, but she must be pretty awesome, to overcome a name like “Gertrude.”

sarah

What did she do? Besides have mean parents?

rosa

(reading from computer screen) “Gertrude Stein, a first-generation American woman born in Pennsylvania and raised in Oakland, California, became an influential voice of her time, as a vital member of the American expatriate group referred to as the ‘Lost Generation.’

sarah

Excellent. This’ll be great, she’s a woman—

rosa

A feminist writer, it says.

sarah

Even better, Ms. Anderson eats that second-wave stuff up. Okay, okay, tell me more about her. First slide: birth and childhood. Second slide: experience in Oakland. 

rosa

“Of her childhood in Oakland, Stein wrote: ‘There is no there there.’” Huh. Glad to see nothing’s changed since 1880.

sarah

I like her already. Slide three: important works.

rosa

Um, Paris France, Tender Buttons, Three Lives, The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas—

SARAH

Wait, who’s she? Alice B. Whatever?

Rosa opens a new window and types for a minute. She reads from her screen 

rosa

“Alice B. Toklas—April 1877 to March 1967—was the life partner and…l-lover of Gertrude Stein.” 

sarah

So she was—

rosa

I guess. 

sarah

Oh. Well. That’s—

rosa

(quickly) Not that there’s anything wrong with it. 

sarah

No, no.

rosa

It’s just—it’s—

She trails off, they do not look at each other. Jennifer and Jill enter and stand one on each side of them, facing and addressing the audience

jill

It’s—

Jennifer

It’s—

jill

Sex!

Jennifer

Sex. 

jill

It’s spectacular.

Jennifer

It’s okay, I guess. 

jill

Like all things, it takes a little getting used to. 

Jennifer

Every time, I still have that feeling of shock afterwards. The head rush. 

jill

The adrenaline pumping through your blood. I’ve never understood why people smoke afterwards. Why take away that feeling?

Jennifer

I’ve never really understood why people think it’s fun. It’s just sort of like being on a treadmill that’s going too fast. 

jill

I was fourteen. Exactly. 

Jennifer

I was fifteen. Barely. 

jill

I told myself, once I got to high school and saw which way the wind was blowing, that I had lose it. It was imperative for my future.

Jennifer

It wasn’t supposed to happen exactly like that. I mean, I didn’t plan it that way, you know?

jill

My mother completely agreed. She said, “Jillian darling, if you build it up to something it’s not, you’ll only be disappointed. Don’t forget, in the end, it’s only a transaction.” She was on her third glass of brandy at that point, but I appreciated the sentiment.

Jennifer

My mom wouldn’t tell me anything. I guess she thought I was too young—she thought I was too young for everything. She called tampons “Mommy band-aids” until I was twelve. Even our sex-ed was less than clear about how, exactly it happened. I used Google to fill in the blanks.

jill

My cousin took me out clubbing on my fourteenth birthday, September 7th. I hung around at the bar for a little bit, having sips of her appletini, and scouting. It was disappointing. Too sketchy, too involved, too drunk, too sober, too gay, too… To Catch a Predator. And then I found him. Brown hair, blue eyes, looked as scared as I felt. He glanced my way, and then I knew I’d got him. 

Jennifer

I, uh, I don’t actually remember all that much. It was at Tracey Wong’s Halloween Party, and I had my first ever jello shot, then my second ever jello shot, then my third…you get the idea. And this boy I didn’t know—he was a public school kid—he comes up to me and tells me I’m pretty and then we’re in Tracey’s parents’ bed and my shirt is off and he’s asking me if I want to—and I say… yes? 

jill

I think he was a virgin too. He was so nervous.

Jennifer

I know he wasn’t a virgin. But he was so nice about it. I think.

jill

I’d made sure not to make any plans about how it would all go down. Then, whatever ended up happening wasn’t disappointing.

Jennifer

I imagined silk sheets and rose petals. I got a floral comforter and a spilled bottle of vodka. 

jill

I won’t say that I was hooked. But after that first time? I’ll admit, I was excited for the next. 

Jennifer

I remember that it hurt. Less than breaking a bone but more than a shot. Afterwards, it ached, off and on, for a couple days, and every time it hurt, I would stop short, and realize that I’d done something that couldn’t ever be taken back.

jill

It was a part of me now.

Jennifer

It was a part of my life now.

jill

I see the way other girls look at me now. I’m not blind. I hear them call me slut. Whore. But what about the boys who sleep around? Oh, he’s hot, he’s a Stud. How fucked up is that?
Jennifer

Adults pretend like it’s wrong, but they’re hypocrites. My mother was two months pregnant with me when she and my dad got married. I did the math.

jill

I can’t control what happens in my life, not yet. My own personal choices are very, very limited. So crucify me if it makes you feel better, call me a slut, I don’t care. Because with a boy—just for a few minutes, I can control my own destiny.

Jennifer

Just for a few minutes, I’m allowed to feel something. Anything. 

jill and Jennifer (unison)

So should I feel guilty? Because I don’t.

Jill and Jennifer exit, Sarah and Rosa spring back to life 

rosa

I don’t know about this—
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sarah

About what?

rosa

Maybe we should do the powerpoint on someone who actually liked Oakland?

sarah

Who actually likes Oakland? Besides drug dealers.

rosa

There are good things about Oakland. Rockridge is pretty, the reservoir, there’s school—

sarah

You like school?

rosa

Not really, but—wait, you don’t?

sarah

It’s like St. Augustine says in Confessions. We’re only here to get there.

rosa

There?

sarah

College, of course. What can you possibly like about high school?

rosa

Well, I get to see you every day. 

Sarah’s mouth drops open, Rosa goes bright red 

rosa (Cont.)

Also, uh, art class. Art class is great. I love art. Watercolors and paper mache and…um.

(She trails off)
sarah

I…I like seeing you, too. 

rosa

Thanks?

sarah

(quickly) I mean it though. Because I was alone all in elementary school and in middle school I’m weird, I guess, and I talk too much—and I just sort of expected to spend all my time in the library, but then I met you last year, and books are great but they aren’t really a substitute for human contact—

rosa

Sarah?

sarah

Yeah?

rosa

(affectionately) Shut up. 

Sarah and Rosa stare at each other. Then away. Then at each other again. 

rosa (cont.)

Sarah? Are you okay—

Sarah lunges at Rosa, kissing her on the mouth, cutting off the “okay.” Rosa reacts with surprise, but does not push her off. Sarah suddenly pulls away quickly. Rosa is speechless

sarah

Oh my God. Oh my God oh my God oh my God, Rosa, I’m—I shouldn’t have done that, that was completely inappropriate, I just—does that count as sexual assault? Oh my God I so did not mean to sexually assault you please don’t—Oh God I destroyed the only decent friendship I had what is wrong with me, what is wrong with me I don’t know why I did that, please forgive me I know there are some things you can’t forgive—

Rosa cuts her off with a much longer kiss. Sarah relaxes into it. Olivia enters, oblivious to Sarah and Rosa now passionately kissing. She stands downstage. Rosa suddenly breaks away. She and Sarah freeze

OLIVIA

There are some things that you don’t forget. You don’t forget your first kiss, your phone number, or how to ride a bike. That’s the theory, anyway. That there are some things you never forget how to do. That there are some things that don’t go away. And I thought I agreed, until I was fourteen. When I was fourteen, I forgot how to breathe. 


My mother had this friend, right? And this friend, this friend had a son. His name was—well, anyway, she had a son. And he was older than me, so when I was fourteen, he
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was eighteen, and about to go to college. And he was cool. One night, we went to dinner, both of our families, at this restaurant near his house, and I didn’t like the food. And he was so nice to me, telling me he didn’t like it either, even though he did, and he said he’d walk me to his house, and we could make some mac and cheese. I begged my mom to let me. 


We got to his house, and he put some Easy Mac in the microwave. We went to his room to wait, and He put on this movie about aliens. Crappy sci-fi from the seventies with bad lighting, and I started to watch, and—I was watching—I was watching this girl wearing next to nothing shooting a laser gun and then—and then I couldn’t—I’m not sure what happened. But one minute I saw the girl, and the next I saw his ceiling fan, because I was on my back, and he had me by my wrists, and was pushing me, pushing me down into his bed.


And I forgot how to breathe. He was on me, his huge, big body on my chest and I could have breathed but I didn’t know how. And I could have screamed but there was nothing in my lungs to scream with, and I couldn’t think the words and everything was spinning and I thought this can’t be real, because if this was real I would be yelling, I would be fighting, but I didn’t. I couldn’t.


I didn’t say no. At first, when he was kissing me, I thought that maybe this was how things were. How they were supposed to be. I’d never had a boyfriend, I didn’t know. But then he pushed my skirt up and I knew it was wrong. I knew. But I didn’t say no, I couldn’t, even though it hurt, god it hurt. But I know I started to cry, because I could taste salt. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t think, but I could taste salt on my cheeks, and I knew he saw, and he didn’t stop. He didn’t look at me the whole time. He didn’t say anything either, not a single word.


He let me wash my face when it was over, and I scrubbed and I scrubbed until my skin was red and raw and when I saw my mom she asked what was wrong and I said nothing. (she signs “nothing”) I said I was fine. I sit next to Matt—his name, his name is Matt—I sit next to Matt every year at Thanksgiving and I pass the stuffing and the turkey but I don’t say anything. It’s like spilling cranberry sauce on your white pants and you scrub with everything you have and manage to make it clean again and you think it’s over, you think it’s fine. But every day you look down and you can see that stain. No one else can see it, but you can, and it’s there. Because some things? They don’t go away.

She sinks down to the floor, and buries her head in her arms. Sarah and Rosa reanimate.

rosa

Wait—I—

sarah

What?
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rosa

I don’t know. 

They kiss again. Rosa pulls away.
SARAH

Do you not want to—

rosa

No! No, I do, I do, I just—

sarah

Tell me.

rosa

I’m not—I don’t like—I can’t like girls. I…

sarah

Oh. Is that all?

rosa

What?

sarah

I don’t like girls, that would be—well. (pause) I just like you. 

Olivia raises her head, and stares out at the audience 

olivia

So—

rosa

So—

Olivia addresses the audience and Rosa addresses Sarah 

olivia and rosa 

What now?

Blackout. 
Lights up. Jillian and Caroline stand on stage, next to each other. Jillian holds a piece of paper in her hands. 

jillian

And the word of the day is—Oh, Jesus Christ—

Caroline takes the paper from her. 

caroline

Feminist! The word of the day is Feminist with a capital F you!

Caroline and Jillian take opposite sides of the stage, facing off. Olivia, Jennifer, Sarah, and Rosa enter, stand in the back, and spectators.

jillian

Feminism is—

caroline

The radical notion that women are people!

jennifer

Kind of a turn-off for guys.

sarah

Noun, the theory of the political, economic, and social equality of the sexes.
rosa

Why we have Title IX—did you just quote the dictionary?

jillian

None of the above! Feminism is completely useless.

caroline

Useless?
jillian

I guess not totally useless. It’s an excuse for gross lesbians not to shave their pits.

caroline

That’s it! I’m revoking your girl license, get the hell out of my gender. 

jillian

Oh, your gender? I’m sorry, I didn’t realize only man-hating, angry, badly-dressed shrews qualified as women. My mistake. 

caroline

I didn’t realize anyone with half a brain and sixteen years on this earth could think feminism didn’t matter. 

jillian

What, you really want a piece of my mind?

caroline

Oh no, I wouldn’t want to take the last piece. (They glare at each other) Fine. Explain. Explain why feminism doesn’t matter in sixty seconds or less. 

                     JILLIAN 

Okay, well, first off like, we can vote, so 

I seriously don’t know what you want, do, 

You want to join the army or something, 

because I am fine with that inequality so it

just seems like you’re using feminism as an 

excuse to bitch about things—Stop counting!

This is seriously annoying Caroline, if you 

don’t want to hear it then you shouldn’t have

asked—how can I talk when you—look, I’m 

sorry you’re so self conscious about your stupid 

cause, because everything thinks you’re stupid, 

no one cares if you spell womyn with a “y” or 

use gender neutral pronouns—you’re a joke! 

Are you listening? A joke! Argh!

caroline

And that’s time. (she turns to Olivia, Sarah, Rosa, and Jennifer) So? Can we all jump on the feminist wagon now? Because from what I heard, the most logical argument is that we might be drafted—

jillian

No, my argument? Is that you feminists are completely insane. 

CAROLINE

Oh, sweeping generalizations, that’s an excellent tactic. 

jillian

My mom works for a women’s magazine, and she gets these awful letters all the time from feminist groups, saying, like, “Women shouldn’t wear makeup!” “Everything is men’s fault!” “Smash the Patrickarchy!”

caroline

Patriarchy.

jillian

Whatever. And one of them, she brought it home, it said “All man-on-woman sex is rape.”

caroline

Okay, but those people aren’t feminists—

jillian

Really? ‘Cause I bet if you asked them, they’d say they were. You can’t just push them to the side, these are your sisters in equality.

caroline

You are seriously the most ungrateful person I have ever met. 

jillian

Ungrateful to who? You?

caroline

Women’s Lib!

jillian

(rummaging through her purse) You know, I think I have a lighter—you could just burn your bra right here—

caroline

Your mom is some big editor, right? Without women’s lib, she’d be some lowly secretary pounding on a keyboard and transferring calls. And what about you, huh? You really think you’d be a happy fifties housewife, making dinner for your high school sweetheart?

jillian

I don’t do cooking. Or sweethearts.

caroline

Then it’s a good thing some bra-burners decided to change all that, huh? 

jennifer

They’re starting to lose me here.

rosa

What, those two?

sarah

Or feminism in general?

jennifer

Um. Both?

jillian

My mother doesn’t believe in this feminism stuff either, and she is super successful, so—

caroline

Then I’m sorry, your mom’s an idiot.

jillian

At least mine’s still around. 

Silence. Jill is aware that she’s overstepped, but neither girl is going to back down
caroline

You know…I think I get it. I think I get why you hate feminism. 

jillian

Oh?

caroline

(losing her temper) Sure. See, feminism is about empowerment, it’s about self-esteem, it’s about pride, and you hate it because you don’t want anyone else to feel good about themselves, because then they might be happy, and wouldn’t listen to your bullshit telling them they’re not. And you know why you hate that? You hate other people having pride and self-esteem because you don’t have any, because deep down you’re still the fat little girl everyone made fun of in third grade, Miss Piggy!

Jill’s jaw drops. Caroline puts her hands over her mouth, and stares at her feet. Silence. Jill turns to Jennifer, who looks like she might throw up at any minute
jillian

Oh my God. You told.

caroline

No, no, she didn’t—I met this girl who went to your camp—

jillian

Shut the fuck up. (to Jennifer) You told her. Of all people, you told her.

jennifer

I didn’t—well, I didn’t mean to—

caroline

It was a total accident—

jennifer

Accident! It just slipped out, just slipped—

caroline

It wasn’t her fault—

jillian

(rounding on Caroline) Why are you defending her? What, are two, like friends now? 

Caroline and Jennifer share a glance, which Jill catches
jillian

What a stupid question, you aren’t, because why would you be? But why would you tell, and why would you tell her, and—and—and— (she forcibly calms herself) That’s fine. You know Jen, that’s fine. You go be her friend. Because you sure aren’t mine anymore.

jennifer

What? Wait—

Jillian storms offstage, without looking back. Jen runs off after her, pleading. Rosa and Sarah walk off after them. Silence. Caroline looks at Olivia, who mouths “What the fuck?” at her. 
caroline

Yeah. You said it. 

Lights down. Lights up on Olivia, at the podium. 

olivia

The word of the day is: Speak.

Caroline enters, and faces the audience
CAROLINE 
Can I tell you what I hate? I hate the Catholic school system and their unexplainable 
obsession with plaid. I hate having a 9 to 5 school day, but being told these are the easiest 
days of my life.

The other girls join her on stage
jennifer

I hate that I need other people to like me to feel good about myself.

jillian

I hate being told to act like an adult, without getting any of the privileges.

sarah

I hate that I can’t seem to reconcile my religeon and my sexuality. I hate that it has to be one or the other.

rosa

I hate that I attend a school named after St. Dymphna, the patron saint of schizophrenia.

all (unison) 

I hate that.

The other girls exit, Caroline stays.

caroline

 But what I hate most of all, seriously, from the bottom of my soul, no holds barred hate is being told: 

 “Hey. Don’t be so angry.” 

I hate that. I hate that. I hate being told to calm down, I hate being told to take things less seriously, and I hate being told I am too angry. Because, yes. I am angry. I am angry but not in the cute way. I am angry because I am angry and you can’t take that away from me. You can’t.  

 You can’t take that away from me, random guy on the street, stopping me on Telegraph Ave. You can’t invalidate my angry by smiling with big white teeth and telling me that “No one wants to see a pretty girl like you frowning. Smile!” Well, buddy, I would like to inform you that I could not give a flying fuck what everyone else wants to see, and I will frown all I goddamn please because I am not going to be sorry that I am angry, because you know what, guy with the cheap suit and like, zero amount of sincerity, I have every right to be angry.  

 You would be angry too, if you felt no connection to anyone your age. You would be angry too if the one best friend you had just up and left with warning when you were eight, and you would be angry too if that best friend just happened to be your mother. You would be angry if you had just gotten your annual “Happy Birthday! I have a new family!” postcard from your mother and then some absolute fucking asshole on the street invalidated your feelings by telling you to SMILE. So do not look at me as though I need psychiatric help when I inform you that you can stick your condescending, sexist sentiment up your ass. 

Being angry is better than being sad, it is better than being apathetic, it is better being content, because it is something, it is not a nothing feeling, and when I am angry, when I am tearing out my hair and bubbling with rage and exploding I can feel everything that hurts, everything that stabs I can feel it pouring, pouring out of me, and I know someone is finally seeing me because you can’t ignore anger, it grips at you, holds you like a fire in your lungs—and I would so much rather live with a fire in my lungs, with breath, and crackling, sparking, exploding anger than with nothing at all.
(Caroline exits. Rosa enters and sets her bag down. Sarah enters a couple seconds later, throwing her bag down, and kissing Rosa. Rosa pulls away) 
rosa

Whoa, not here.

sarah

Hi to you, too. (she leans in for another kiss) 
rosa

Seriously, don’t—

sarah

No one’s here—

rosa

Uh, they could come in?

sarah

Let’s risk it.

rosa

What is up with you today?

sarah

Nothing. Just. So I’ve been thinking—It’s been a couple of weeks since, you know…and that maybe we could be done with all this sneaking around, in shadows?

rosa

Well, as opposed to doing what?

sarah

Well. As opposed to letting everyone know. What we are. Together.

A silence of epic proportions
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rosa

Wow. No. Hell NO. Sarah, seriously—

sarah

Did you know that in the early Christian Church, the act of penance was performed by means of public confession, to the entire community?

rosa

No, but I’m trying to see how that’s relevant. 

sarah

So I want to confess.

rosa

To the priest? That’s a great idea, you tell Father Patrick about how you made out with another girl. That’ll be sure to get him off.

sarah

No. I want to confess to everyone. To the public. The whole Saint Paul’s public.

rosa

That’s not funny. 

sarah

It’s not a joke.

rosa

You can’t be serious.

sarah

Of course I’m serious. I’m always serious. It’s kind of my defining personality trait.

rosa

No. No no no no no—

sarah

And I think you should do it too. I think we should confess together.

rosa

Are you high?

sarah

That’s a stupid question.

rosa

Right, no, stupid question, because last I checked pot does not make you completely lose your mind!

sarah

I thought you’d want to—I thought you’d be excited!

rosa

Yeah, no, I love public humiliation—

sarah

Rosa—

rosa

No, no, don’t Rosa me because you can’t talk me into this, not this time—

sarah

I just think—

rosa

You think this is what, a sin? That you need to confess?

sarah

No. Yes. Maybe, I don’t know what it is.

rosa

Sarah, it’s not a sin.

sarah

Then why are you so scared?

rosa

I’m scared of those girls, not…God.
sarah

Them? What do you care about them, they can’t…eternally damn you.

rosa

High school’s a long time. Not an eternity, I guess, but it sure feels like it.

Sarah envelops Rosa in a hug. Rosa slowly hugs her back.

rosa

Do you have to do this?

sarah

Yes. I do.

rosa

But why? Why now?

sarah

Because I am sick of sneaking around and being so afraid of getting caught! I am sick of locking myself in the janitor’s closet—the closet! We are hiding in the closet! 

rosa

Oh my God —

sarah

And if this isn’t wrong—and I’m not convinced it isn’t—then we need to just be open with it—if you are so sure it’s okay, then why hide it? So maybe I’m going to Hell—

rosa

You aren’t going to Hell!

sarah

Then do this with me! Just say it, out loud, because I don’t think you ever have, never in the last three weeks—

ROSA

What do you want from me, Sarah?

sarah

I just want you to be you.
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rosa

I have no idea who I am!

Rosa and Sarah’s scene freezes. Olivia speaks from the podium 
OLIVIA  
 I have no idea how much of me is me, and how much of who I am is based on what I was born into. It’s the whole nature versus nurture debate I guess, but it’s a less than textbook case. What I mean is: am I intrinsically this fucked up, or would I be a different person were it not for the increasingly pathetic events of my life so far? 

Like any truly fucked-up person, I blame my parents. But through all the psychotherapists, child psychologists, and psychopharmacologists I’ve been to—not one has even suggested that maybe my parents are responsible for whatever they are diagnosing. No one sees a connection between a daughter who can’t talk in public and parents who think talking is beneath them? Really.

Let’s back up. I am a CODA. A Child of Deaf Adults, which means I can hear, but 
my parents cannot. And you would think, you would think that my parents would be happy that I can hear, possibly even jealous. But no. That would be normal, and we do not  do normal, not in any respect whatsoever. They were disappointed that I was born with perfect hearing. Disappointed. They were disappointed because I will never be part of their Deaf with a capital D culture. We go to conferences, conferences for the Deaf and Hard-of-Hearing, and they tote me around like an embarrassing rambunctious child because I was unlucky enough to be born without a disability.  

 We don’t speak, in my house. They can, they can speak, don’t get me wrong, they 
can, but they have a superior way of communicating, which is a dual system of ASL and 
passive-aggressiveness. But we do not speak. And when I went to school, and figured out that speaking was, um, the primary way of human interaction, I freaked out. I clammed up, forgot the words I knew, and pretty much never said anything to anyone ever again. I made the rounds to the various leading child psychologists, and one of them, my favorite—she gave me this, (she pulls a Dictaphone out of her pocket) this recorder, so I could hear myself speak. That was six years ago, and I still use it, because I love it so much. I go
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up to my room, turn on my music as loud as a can, and I speak to my Dictaphone. It’s like everything I’ve been holding in all day, all the hellos and goodbyes all the answers to the questions, and I have this voice that I didn’t know I had, and at first it’s all hoarse and strangled and unused, and then as I talk it just gets louder and louder, and I’m saying things I didn’t even know I thought and I’m yelling at the top of my lungs, screaming, and—and— And no one can hear me.  
Olivia exits. Sarah and Rosa’s scene unfreezes
sarah

Can you hear yourself right now? You don’t know who you are? Because three weeks ago, you never would have said something like that—

rosa

Yeah, and three weeks ago I wasn’t dealing with a existential crisis.

sarah

Just say it, say it, you’re building it up to be this whole big thing—

rosa

Because it is—

sarah

We live in the San Francisco Bay Area, there’s a Pride parade every weekend. This isn’t, I don’t know, Alabama—
rosa

But we go to a Catholic high school—this is not like revealing that you secretly like country music, this is actually kind of a big deal.

sarah

It shouldn’t be. 

rosa

Maybe not, but it is, and I know you understand that because—

sarah

What if I don’t understand that—

rosa

Because I know you’re smart, Sarah, you make it really clear you’re smart, but you are so stupid sometimes, you are so goddamn stupid—
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sarah

I’m not stupid—

rosa

But that does not make you smart because you are about to do something really, really stupid because those girls will eat you alive, they will, they will go for the jugular and rip you to little tiny bloody pieces.

sarah

Do you have to be so gross?

rosa

Yes. Yes I do. Sarah. They’ll hurt you. They’re sixteen-year-old girls. It’s kind of a given.

sarah

They won’t. If you do it with me.

rosa

I can’t.

sarah

Imprecise English. You can. You just won’t. 

rosa

I’m sorry—

sarah

Still imprecise. You’re not sorry. You’re just a coward. 

rosa

That’s not fair. 

sarah

I don’t care.
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rosa

But—Sarah, don’t do this to me—

sarah

Oh, don’t worry. I won’t say anything about you. Not a thing.

rosa

That’s not what I meant.

sarah

So you’re on your own. 

rosa

And that’s not what I want!

sarah

What do you want?

Silence. Sarah pushes past Rosa, exiting. Lights down, then up. Jennifer sits in the library, crying. Sarah enters, sees Jennifer and stops short. Jennifer looks up and turns away, wiping her eyes

sarah

Oh. I’m—I’m sorry. 

jennifer

It’s okay.

sarah

I didn’t mean to—

jennifer

Yeah, no, I—

sarah

I can go, if you—

jennifer

No, it’s—I mean, you can stay. If you want.

sarah

Alright. (she sets her bag down and sits next to Jennifer) Are you okay?
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jennifer

No. Sure. Just—so I was wearing a lot makeup and they made me wash it off, because of the dress code and I got like, a ton of soap in my eye. Both my eyes. And I was—rubbing it away. So. 

sarah

You don’t have to lie. (pause) I mean, I bet this is about you and Jill.

jennifer

Ohmigod, how has everyone heard about this already!

sarah

Um, I was sort of there? When it happened. 

(Jennifer gives her a blank look) 
sarah

It’s okay. I kind of blend into the background. I’m like Mata Hari. Except I don’t have sex with lots of people and I wasn’t executed for treason against Germany. 

(She laughs at her own joke. Jennifer doesn’t get it. Most of the audience probably doesn’t either) 
jennifer

…Yeah. I just, this is super depressing, you know? Because school’s out for the day, but without Jill, I don’t know where to go, so I’m in the library, which is totally pathetic, because who spends the afternoon at the library?

sarah

Right. Who does that? (beat) You seriously have no idea what to do without Jill leading you around? Come on, you’ve got to some idea of what you want. 

jennifer

No, but see, it’s not just that. Jill’s special. 

sarah

Special?

jennifer

Yeah. Not like special-ed special, just, even if she’s tearing you down, just the fact that she’s paying attention to you is like, this huge ego boost, and she could be friends with anyone, but she picked me. You know?
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sarah

I guess. I’ve got a friend like that too. 

jennifer

Ohh, yeah, Rosa?

sarah

No. Definitely not Rosa. 

jennifer

Do I know this friend?

sarah

Well, probably.

jennifer

So who is it?

sarah

You’re just going to make fun of me.
jennifer

Is it the girl with the back brace who thinks she’s a fairy?

sarah

No! No, it’s…Jesus.

jennifer

Like, (pronouncing it the Spanish way) Jesus?

sarah

No, Jesus. Christ. 

jennifer

Oh. Uh…

sarah

Yeah, it sounds stupid, but everything you said about Jennifer—I get that from God. 

jennifer

Really?

sarah

Of course. Jesus will always make you feel special. He loves everyone individually and equally. And plus, God’s love is unconditional. He won’t abandon you if you mess up. He won’t hate
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you if you spill a secret. No matter what you do, God will always be on your side.

jennifer

No matter what I do? Even if it’s terrible.

sarah

Well some things are—The Church say that some things He can’t—No. No, you know what? There’s nothing you could do that He wouldn’t forgive you for.

jennifer

Nothing?

sarah

(A moment of realization) No. Nothing. He loves you no matter who you are. Or what you are.
jennifer

Oh.
sarah

You go to Catholic school. You never picked this up?

jennifer

Well, see, Mass is like, the best place to text people, because you can bow your head over your phone and pretend like you’re praying. (She demonstrates) 
sarah

I see. 

jennifer

So I guess a lot of it didn’t really stick. 

jillian

 (from offstage) Jesus Christ, there you are!

Jill enters, and drops her bag at Jennifer’s feet. 

jillian

If we were playing Hide-and-Go-Seek, congrats, you won, I never would have thought to look for you in the library. Seriously.  (Jill glances over at Sarah) Oh. Hello. Don’t you have some Model United Nations conference to attend or something?
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sarah

We don’t have an MUN team.

jillian

Then why don’t you go start one? The fate of our Model World hangs in the balance. (pause) So. Um, shoo. 

sarah

(taking off her rosary, and handing it to Jennifer) Here. Just in case you ever wanted it.
Sarah picks up her books and exits 

jennifer

You’re talking to me again?

jillian

Um, obviously, yeah. Grab my bag, we have a project for today.

Jill starts to exit. Jennifer doesn’t move 

jennifer

Why aren’t you mad at me anymore?

jillian

Why are you holding a rosary?

jennifer

I found God?

jillian

Who?

jennifer

God. (she holds up the rosary and points to the mini-Jesus on the cross) That guy. 

jillian

Well, it’s not as if he’s going anywhere, so you can hook up with him later. We have work to do.

jennifer

What work?

jillian

We’re getting Caroline back. 

jennifer

But that whole thing was my fault. 

jillian

Yeah. But you’re my friend, so I can forgive you. She’s nothing. So she has to pay.

jennifer

Jill, I don’t know…

jillian

If you want to be all weird and religious, think of it as penance. And it’s a whole lot better than doing fifty Hail Mary’s. Well? Aren’t you coming?

jennifer

(weakly) But Sarah said, about God—

jillian

Honey. As that guy with the stupid mustache said; “God is dead.”

Jennifer puts the rosary around her neck anyway. Jill rolls her eyes. They exit together. Lights down, then up. During the lights down, someone has put several bright orange posters on the bulletin board. They have Caroline’s unflattering school photo and the word CUNT written on them. Olivia walks on, pulls one off the board. Footsteps offstage, Olivia retreats to the corner of the stage unseen. Caroline runs on, holding a giant stack of the crumpled posters. She sees the posters on the bulletin board, drops her stack on the table and rips the posters off savagely. Jennifer enters with a stack of the posters. She stops short when she sees Caroline. Caroline notices her, and looks relieved. 
caroline

Oh my God, thank you, they’re everywhere. Have you seen who was putting them up, because I am going to end them. Seriously, end their existence. Here, I’ll take them—

She tries to take the posters from Jennifer, but she won’t let go. 

Jenn, I said, I’ll take them. What’s wrong with—

She stops. Jillian has entered, with posters, staple gun, and tape. 

jillian

(to Jennifer) You forgot your tape. 

She sets the tape on the table, and turns and starts off. Jennifer looks at Caroline, and the words “I’m Sorry” are on the tip of her tongue. 
jillian

Jennifer.

Jennifer turns around, and the two exit together. Caroline takes the stack of papers and hides them behind the bulletin board. She sits at the table in pained silence. Olivia coughs, and emerges from the corner. Caroline looks up, startled
caroline

Oh my God, you scared me. Could you at least wear, I don’t know, a bell, just so we know you’re there?  (beat) Sorry. It’s been a rough morning. 

Olivia points off the way Jill and Jennifer went. Caroline nods. Olivia puts up both of her middle fingers; “Fuck them.” Caroline smiles.
Exactly. 

Olivia sits down next to Caroline, and puts her hand on her shoulder. They share a moment of silence
Could you—talk to me? Please? I know you don’t, but—I really need someone to talk to me.

A moment of silence Olivia opens her mouth, maybe to speak, maybe not. She is interrupted by a SCHOOLBELL ringing. Jill and Jennifer enter, texting. They sit facing away from Caroline and Olivia. Rosa runs on, out of breath
rosa

Is—Did Sarah get here yet?

caroline

No. That’s weird, she’s usually early—

rosa

No, no, it’s great, good. Hey. Do you want to pull the fire alarm for me? 

caroline

What?

rosa

The fire alarm. Pull it? Ring ring ring?—

caroline

Um…no thanks?  

rosa

Fine, fine, I’ll just—

Sarah enters, clear-eyed, with purpose
rosa

Sarah! Hi! How are you hey let’s go get coffee!

sarah

I don’t drink coffee.

rosa

Hot chocolate! Smoothies! Crack-cocaine! Whatever you want, my treat.

sarah

You are so obvious. 

rosa

But—okay, I think if you just—

sarah

Excuse me! Excuse me, everyone! 

rosa

Sarah don’t—

sarah

I would like to make an announcement!

jillian

You’re pregnant.

jennifer

Oh my God!

sarah

No, I’m not pregnant—I’m—

jillian

It’s some stupid bake sale, probably. 

rosa

Yes! It’s a bake sale!

sarah

No it’s not—

jillian

Ugh, and they’re always for some cause, if you don’t buy some gross five dollar brownie, then you don’t really care about starving children in Ethiopia—

rosa

Right, those stupid bake sales—

sarah

I’M A LESBIAN.

Total and utter silence. Rosa sits, stares at the floor.

caroline

…oh.

jillian

Just because you don’t know how to put on makeup doesn’t mean you’re a lesbian. 

jennifer

Are you…are you sure?

sarah

Yes. 

jennifer

Oh. 

caroline

Jesus. That’s—I don’t know—

jillian

Wait. Do you like, stare at girls in the locker room or something. Does that get you off?

sarah

What—no! No, of course I don’t—

jillian

Then how do you even know?

sarah

Know what?

jillian

That you’re a dyke.

Sarah is shell-shocked by the word. She looks at Rosa, who is looking away 
sarah

Rosa—

rosa

What? (to the others) I didn’t know, I swear.

sarah

Rosa’s one too! That’s how I know, because we’re dating

Silence. Rosa looks like she might pass out. Jillian bursts out laughing. Jennifer joins in, nervously
jillian

Oh My God. This is priceless, seriously.

rosa

Sarah, you said—

jennifer

Does this mean there’s no bake sale?

jillian

No, stupid. The jock’s a carpet-muncher. Huge surprise there—

rosa

I’m not!

jillian and sarah

What?

rosa

I’m not gay! (pause) Sarah kept coming onto me, but I turned her down. I’m straight. 

Silence. 
jennifer

Jeez. It’s like The Real World. Except…real.

jillian

Whatever. If this is The Real World, where are the hot guys? And the alcohol?

jennifer

True.  
jillian

Come on, let’s ditch, I need a Starbucks fix. Oh, and get Jessica on the phone, now.

jennifer

What, why?

jllian

Because she’s in the Lesbo’s gym class, duh. She should know she being used as free-for-all porn. An all girl’s school, it must be like a fucking buffet for her. (she shoots Sarah a look) You might want to change in the bathroom from now on. Or…just leave? 

Jillian turns on her heel and leaves. Jennifer follows reluctantly behind her. The bell rings. 
rosa

Sarah…

Sarah exits off the other way without a word. Rosa follows.

caroline

Things will change, won’t they? They’ll get better. Not now, but someday. Right?

Olivia nods.

caroline

I don’t know how long I can keep living for someday.

Olivia signs something

What does that mean?

Olivia goes to the whiteboard. She erases the word OPHELIA, and writes, in large letters, H O P E. 
Lights out, then up, on the girls in a line. 

caroline

The day after she graduated from St. Paul’s, Caroline left Oakland and didn’t leave a forwarding address. She entered college late, majored in History with a minor in Gender Studies, and cut off all contact with her parents. Her anger dissipated with time, but the fire remained. She suffered a string of bad and emotionally draining relationships before falling in love with the only man in her Jewish Women’s History class who wasn’t there to pick up chicks. They aren’t married, but only because they feel it’s a patriarchal concept. She lives in Brooklyn. 

jennifer

Jennifer went to UCLA, where she joined a sorority, learned how to play beer pong, and enjoyed a pretty normal college existence. She majored in Communications, even though she knew she never wanted to do anything with it. She married a boy she met freshman year, and now lives in the suburbs, with two kids, a golden retriever, and a recently renovated kitchen. She is mostly happy. 

jillian

Jill went to college, and suffered a terrible shock when she realized she could not control her 50,000 person school. She did not gain the Freshman 15. She lived off campus, alone, got a degree, and took over her mother’s magazine after her mother retired. She is very good at her job. Jill lives in San Francisco, and has been engaged three times, married twice, and divorced twice. She is childless by choice.

rosa

Rosa’s friendship with Sarah never quite recovered. They parted ways at graduation, and did not keep in contact. Rosa attended an Ivy League school, on a Crew scholarship, but never really fit in. She had several fruitless relationships with men, and remained deeply in denial about her sexuality through her college years. She has a well-paying, if incredibly boring job. She has tentatively started a relationship with her office mate, Andrea. They are going very slowly, upon Rosa’s request. But they are going. Rosa has realized, that in order to love someone, you have to love yourself, too. 

sarah

Sarah applied to 16 different colleges. Her acceptance rate is confidential. She ended up attending Smith, which pleased her grandmother, who thought it was still like a finishing school. At Smith, she double majored in English and Comparative Religions, played in the snow, and finally discovered what is was like to be herself. She now lives in Maine with her wife and their three adopted children—all of whom attend Catholic school. 

olivia

Olivia spoke. 

The others stare at Olivia in surprise, and step back as she takes the podium

olivia

Res ipsa loquitur. This is Latin for “The thing speaks for itself” and you don’t hear it very often, except in legal documents. But I think it applies to more than evidence and court cases, because language is fluid, words grow and change and evolve and—

Res ipsa loquitur. The thing speaks for itself. What I truly can’t stand about the Ophelia craze is that no matter what those psychologists-turned-writers say, Ophelia is not speaking for herself. She is deaf, dumb, mute. Ophelia cannot speak for herself, and she certainly can’t speak for us. And we, too, the millennium teenagers, we are forced out of the discussion, pushed into anecdotes and test cases and never once do we really speak, not once does anyone hear our voices, and we have something to say, make no mistake. All we can hear is an adult’s garbled, Babelfished version of what we are trying to say for ourselves.

Res ipsa loquitur. The thing speaks for itself. The thing speaks for itself, we can speak for ourselves, we don’t need these books, we don’t need these boxes, these categories, and we don’t need Ophelia. Re-drown Ophelia! Drown her, push all those fears, the sensationalism, these conceptions about the modern teenage girl, push them under the water, drown them, kill them, wash them away and come up clean, fresh, and ready to listen to us. Because we are more than the Alpha Girl, the Beta Girl, the Gamma Girl, and I am not Ophelia. When did you become so preoccupied with these labels and boxes that you forgot we were people too? We are individuals too, with hurt, and anger, and pain, and joy, and life, and strength that you won’t see unless you kill that idea of Ophelia.

Res ipsa loquitur. The thing speaks for itself. We speak for ourselves. 

Listen. 

Blackout. 

CAROLINE


Sixty seconds sixty seconds come on come on it’s not a lot of time—no I don’t want to join the army, I’m a conscientious objector—forty five seconds by the way—but that is seriously not the point, forty seconds you better speed it up, thirty six, it’s just flying by, you’d be terrible at debate, thirty seconds are you haven’t said anything substantial and I am still a feminist, oh no, alternate spelling, the world is at an end! Eleven ten nine eight seven six—








