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Abstract

What is “Classic Theatre”? Why does the literary canon insist on Shakespeare, Chekhov, Sophocles, 

and Euripides while most students and nonacademics are discouraged from them? I'm writing this 

thesis to combat the idea that Classic plays have a selective audience. My thesis is a contemporary 

adaption of Euripides’s Classic Greek play Hippolytus, set in today’s United States. In my adaption I've

focused on characters, setting, and three central themes: individual identity, family, and power. My 

play is 17 scenes long with an original cast of 7. The play will be performed as a table read on June 8th,

2018 at 8pm. The performance will be recorded, audio only, and added to the digital and physical 

archives.
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Fire Tamer

          PRESHOW:       Sounds of people whispering.

Scene 1

SETTING: Present Time.  In the suburban city of Saint 
New Hope, Washington. On the front lawn of 
Theodore Pratt's suburban house.

AT RISE: RESIDENTS are frozen far upstage, lit from 
behind, they create silhouettes. RESIDENTS 
shift.

RESIDENT
Does Phoebe have a new job?

RESIDENT
Not that I know of.

RESIDENT
I assumed she was overworking herself with the way she looks.

RESIDENT
She does look terrible. But I've only seen her leave for the Red Cross.

RESIDENT
I hope she’s all right. Because she looks like a corpse.

RESIDENT
Do you think she’s sick?

RESIDENT
Like the flu? I already got my shot.

RESIDENT
No, sick in the mind. I saw her on her roof the other day.

RESIDENT
What was she doing on the roof?

RESIDENT
I don’t know. That’s what I’m saying.

RESIDENT
If she has problems with her roof, she has Theodore to handle that.

RESIDENT
That’s what I’m saying. You don’t think...?

RESIDENT
No. She wouldn't do that.

RESIDENT
Who knows. Recently, she's changed for the worse.

RESIDENT
You're right. Throwing all her good clothes in the trash.

RESIDENT
The sudden weight loss. That can't be healthy.
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RESIDENT
I wouldn’t be surprised if she is sick.

RESIDENT
She looks like just skin and bones.

NATALIE emerges from the crowd.

NATALIE
Well, at least she’ll fit into a Size 4 now.

RESIDENTS exit. NATALIE moves into...

Scene 2

SETTING: Present Time. Same setting: Outside the Pratt 
house, on the front lawn.

AT RISE: Two chairs and a table are onstage. Papers are
on the table. PHOEBE lays on a blanket, on the
grass, sweating. An open Bible rests on her 
chest. She moans.

NATALIE enters, with suitcase and purse. She
puts her purse on a chair.

NATALIE
Phoebe, get up. I brought you something.

PHOEBE
(waking up)

Nat?

NATATLIE opens her suitcase. PHOEBE tries to
sit up, Bible falls. PHOEBE scrambles for 
it. Then sits up, Bible in hand.

Sorry, it's just that waiting for you got... lonely.

NATALIE
Presents. Take them, take them.

PHOEBE stands. NATALIE gives her 3 boxes, 
one by one.

Ok. So this one is for you. It's an assorted box of dark chocolates with 
various fillings, none of them are alcoholic cause I know your body is 
sensitive.

PHOEBE
Wha—?

NATALIE
(handing over next box)

This one is also for you. It's an organic beeswax candle that smells like 
real honey, when it's burned. It's also handcrafted and eco-friendly, so 
you won't feel bad about killing the environment or whatever the hell.
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PHOEBE
Nat—

NATALIE
And this is Theodore's.

(last box)
You're welcome.

PHOEBE
You didn't have to—

NATALIE
Yeah, I did.

NATALIE surveys PHOEBE, who stands there.

Oh. And, uh.

NATALIE hugs PHOEBE, suddenly.

There. There.

She pats PHOEBE's back. Silence. NATALIE 
breaks away.

Nope. Still weird.

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
I thought after 3 years of Natalie absence, hugs would be a thing.

PHOEBE
Don't you mean a little over 2?

NATALIE
I'm rounding up. Dramatic effect.

PHOEBE
Dramatic effect? You learned that from journalism?

NATALIE
Ouch. You learn how to bite from those Red Cross vampires?

PHOEBE is silent.

Ha ha? This is our cue to laugh together.

PHOEBE
Sorry. Still just a little out of it.

(suddenly)
Let me get your things inside.

PHOEBE grabs suitcase.

NATALIE
Wait.

NATALIE opens suitcase, takes out big red 
box.



  I-1-7.
  

Ok, ready.

PHOEBE exits into the house with suitcase. 
NATALIE stands awkwardly, then sets Red Box 
on blanket. She sits in chair. PHOEBE enters
with tray of cream puffs.

PHOEBE
I'm sorry I asked you to come. But. I just... Well, enjoy.

PHOEBE places tray next to NATALIE.

NATALIE
OH MY GOD.

NATALIE eats one. PHOEBE sits down on the 
blanket.

They're so good. You should sell these. Mmm.

PHOEBE
Yeah. Maybe. Who's this for?

NATALIE
Hayden. It's a handcrafted bow and arrow set.

PHOEBE
He's into photography now.

NATALIE
What?

PHOEBE
It's, um, in his favorite color.

NATALIE
Yeah.

(eating another)
Oh my god. I'm serious. These are delicious. I love me a good sacrifice.

PHOEBE lays down, on grass.

When do you wanna talk about... I thought you hated the grass.

PHOEBE
I do. But today, it's fresh, like wind rushing past your cheeks, pink with
the cold. But at the same time, it's musky. Its smell, wet, sticky, like 
sweat...

(whispering)
...sliding down a bare chest.

NATALIE
Whose?

PHOEBE
(breaking from trance)

What?

NATALIE
Whose chest?
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PHOEBE stands.

PHOEBE

Done?

NATALIE
No.

NATALIE clears other chair, moving PHOEBE's 
papers onto the blanket.

Sit.

NATALIE offers PHOEBE a cream puff.

PHOEBE
No. I'm good.

Silence. PHOEBE stands awkwardly. NATALIE 
watches her. PHOEBE picks up papers and 
starts working, while standing.

NATALIE
It's those bloody vampires, isn't it?

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
That's what's got your panties in a bunch? Your “work”?

PHOEBE
Oh. No. Red Cross is good. And stop calling them vampires.

NATALIE
Phoebe, they're leeches in more than one way. They don't pay you.

PHOEBE
They pay me.

NATALIE
It's negligible.

PHOEBE
I save lives.

NATALIE
Via paperwork?

PHOEBE
Yes.

PHOEBE sets papers down.

NATALIE
Ok. Not work then.

PHOEBE pulls her hair back into a messy bun.

It's your horrible fashion sense!
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PHOEBE
Wha—? Nat!

NATALIE
You're getting shit for being ugly. Fashionwise.

PHOEBE
I'm not ugly. I'm practical.

NATALIE
Yeah. Code word for “ugly.” You should dress to impress.

PHOEBE
Impress who? The patients?

NATALIE
No. Michael.

PHOEBE
You mean Brad?

NATALIE
New boss?

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
They fired Michael?

PHOEBE
No. Maternity leave.

NATALIE
I knew it. No one is that fat.

PHOEBE
For his wife, Nat.

NATALIE
He's married?

PHOEBE
Was.

NATALIE
Shit.

They share a moment of silence.

Anyway. Whether fashion's the problem or not, you should work on it.

PHOEBE
Why?

NATALIE
I'm so glad you asked. I read an article in the Economist. Long story, 
short. They say feng shui has a legitimate sway in people's opinions of 
one another.
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PHOEBE
I thought feng shui is about moving things around in the house.

NATALIE
Well, yes. Traditionally. But that's so unoriginal. Applying it to 
personal aesthetic is way more practical.

PHOEBE
Are you allowed to do that?

NATALIE
We're allowed to do whatever we damn well please. I speak from experience 
when I say: A man doesn't want to be confronted by a gray and brown 
curtain every day. It's dreary.

PHOEBE
I'm a curtain now?

NATALIE
I'm just saying, I know what goes on in every man's head. Unless they want
to sleep with you, they're not listening to you, they're not even looking 
at you. So you gotta dress to impress.

PHOEBE
Really?

NATALIE
Yes.

PHOEBE
Ok.

PHOEBE sits.

Say, I buy this feng shui thing—

NATALIE
So that's the problem? People are calling you ugly?

PHOEBE
You're... getting warmer.

NATALIE
Ok.

PHOEBE
Just tell me what I should change.

NATALIE
Oh God. Where to start?

PHOEBE
Nat.

NATALIE
Kidding. Your color.

PHOEBE
How? Make it darker?
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NATALIE
Brighter.

PHOEBE
As in blues?

NATALIE
Red. The color of love and passion and wine at night and mistakes in the 
morning.

PHOEBE
(as if in a trance)

The color of blood...

NATALIE
Sure, Madam Vampire.

PHOEBE
...Like bruises. Cuts on a face. Below the eye, on the upper lip. 
Beautiful. Like pain that burns weakness away, a phoenix that rises up, 
and up, peaking, then breathing heavy.

NATALIE
Yeah. Something like that.

(beat)
What's gotten you so turned on today? Do an extra Hail Mary?

PHOEBE
(breaking from trance)

That's Catholic. I'm Protestant.

NATALIE
Whatever.

(beat)
Is God the problem?

PHOEBE
No.

NATALIE
It has to be.

PHOEBE
It's not.

NATALIE
And how do you know?

PHOEBE
Theo says that I shouldn't have talk to non-Christians about God, if I 
don't want to.

NATALIE
Theo says a lot of things.

PHOEBE
What are you saying?

NATALIE
I'm saying, you can't think outside of what “Theo says.”
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PHOEBE
That's not true.

NATALIE
Sure. Believe what you want.

PHOEBE
Nat, I love him. He loves me. We're man and wife. God has sanctioned our 
union.

NATALIE
Doesn't mean it's all Garden of Eden every day, is it?

PHOEBE
What are you implying?

NATALIE
That marriage doesn't equal happiness.

PHOEBE
Why are you like this? Why do you hate our marriage?

NATALIE
Because unlike you and Mom, I have standards.

PHOEBE
Mom and Dad weren't married.

NATALIE
And you think that was the problem?

Silence.

I don't want you to end up following Mom's footsteps.

PHOEBE
Cause I married Theo?

NATALIE
Yes.

PHOEBE
I love him. I'm happy in my marriage.

NATALIE
I just don't want you to end up old, depressed, and alone because some 
spineless bastard decides, one day, that you're not a good enough woman, 
and just ups and leaves.

PHOEBE
Theo would never do that.

NATALIE
You say that like it hasn't already happened.

PHOEBE
That's not fair.

NATALIE
How is that not fair?
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PHOEBE
Theo's not the boy he was back then.

NATALIE
No. You're right. He's all grown up. And now he's a cheating MAN.

PHOEBE gets up, angry.

I'm sorry.
(beat)

I just wanted you to break Mom's curse.

PHOEBE
(aggressively)

How do you find it in yourself to believe in superstition over God's word?

NATALIE
It's not superstition. It's in our genes.

PHOEBE
(aggressively)

That's superstition!

NATALIE
I'm breaking the tradition. I make it a point to be the first to leave. So
I'll never be left behind.

PHOEBE
You really think Theo would leave me?

NATALIE
Yes.

PHOEBE
(looking at box)

Really? You think so?

NATALIE
Yeah.

PHOEBE touches the blanket around the box 
with her bare foot.

PHOEBE
If I were alone... I might go down other roads, take a path down the 
woods, maybe, under the clear sky.

PHOEBE sits on blanket. She touches the box.

NATALIE
Well, beware of wolves, Little Red.

PHOEBE
Maybe it's worth a taste of freedom.

NATALIE
It's not.

PHOEBE
I've never known a world away from the rules. Away from this. Where I can 
fly out into the open street without a concern for cars or crosswalks or 
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road signs. Living life based solely on what I believe in, what I love, 
not what I have to do and when I have to do it. No deadlines, no laws, no 
rules. Do what you want. Who you want. When you want it.

NATALIE
It's Theodore.

PHOEBE
Huh?

NATALIE
Is Theodore cheating on you?

PHOEBE
What? Nat! No, he—

NATALIE
Would you rather talk inside? I can respect that.

PHOEBE
No. What are you——No!

PHOEBE stands.

He's my husband.

NATALIE
That's not what I asked.

PHOEBE
Nat.

NATALIE
I'm not judging. If you want to leave him, you have my blessing.

PHOEBE
I don't want to talk about that.

NATALIE
With the divorce rate at 80%—

PHOEBE
Theo isn't the problem.

NATALIE
Then what's bothering you?

PHOEBE
It's, I'm...

PHOEBE closes her eyes and lifts her chin. 
NATALIE sighs.

NATALIE
Ok. Guess we're kids again, here we go. Do you want to leave Theodore?

PHOEBE shakes her head: No.

But something's up?

PHOEBE nods.
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Ok. It has to do with love?

PHOEBE hesitates.

Ok. The heart then? It has to do with the heart?

PHOEBE nods.

Wait. Phoebs. Do you love Theodore?

Silence.

Is that the problem? That you don't love him anymore?

Silence.

Phoebs. Oh my god. Is there another man in your life?

PHOEBE hesitates. She opens her eyes. Her 
eyes meet the box. Then nods.

It is a man, right?

PHOEBE
(angry)

Yes.

NATALIE
Worth asking. Who is it?

PHOEBE grabs her Bible.

PHOEBE
Swear you won't tell.

NATALIE
Seriously?

PHOEBE
Yes.

NATALIE
I'm agnostic. This doesn't apply to me.

PHOEBE
It applies to me.

(pleading)
Please.

NATALIE
Ok.

NATALIE puts her hand on the Bible.

I swear I won't tell.

PHOEBE
God bless you.

PHOEBE relaxes.
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NATALIE
So, who?

PHOEBE hesitates, then shakes her head: No.

Phoebe...

PHOEBE
(whispering)

Not here.

NATALIE
Oh.

PHOEBE looks around.

PHOEBE
Let's go inside.

NATALIE exits, inside. PHOEBE follows, then 
turns back to kick her Bible behind a chair,
turning it face down. She exits, inside. 
Lights fade outside.

Scene 3

SETTING: Pratt house. Dining room.

AT RISE: Onstage is a table, 4 chairs. There are a few 
LGBT+ protest flyers and pens (they belong to 
HAYDEN).

NATALIE enters. PHOEBE enters, closes door, 
immediately jumps to clear the table.

PHOEBE
Sorry about the mess!

NATALIE looks around. There is no mess.

NATALIE
Don't worry about it...

PHOEBE clears the table of HAYDEN's things. 
She stands by table holding things.

Ok then...

NATALIE (AT THE SAME TIME)
Shall we?

PHOEBE (AT THE SAME TIME)
Maybe I shouldn't.

NATALIE
Pheobs.

PHOEBE
I'm sorry. Now, with all this, I can't.
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NATALIE
Let's try something else.

NATALIE grabs 2 pens and 2 flyers from 
PHOEBE. NATALIE rearranges 2 chairs. She 
pulls one out.

NATALIE
Sit.

PHOEBE
Why?

NATALIE
You can't tell me what's going on with you. So, use your actor skills. I'm
not talking to you. I'm talking to... Mrs. Pratt, a best-selling author.

PHOEBE sits. NATALIE sits next to her. 
NATALIE folds both flyers in half.

Your books, Mrs. Pratt.

She hands PHOEBE a pen.

And your mic.

PHOEBE
This feel stupid.

NATALIE
Yeah. It is.

PHOEBE
I haven't been onstage since high school.

NATALIE
Just try it. We'll work together on this. Ready?

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
Ok.

(beat)
We're on air, in 3, 2, 1.

(like a talk show host)
Welcome back to the show! Like I promised we are here with Mrs. Pratt, our
special guest.

PHOEBE
(in character)

Hello, everyone.

NATALIE
I've heard that you've recently published a new book.

NATALIE holds “book” up.

I hear it's about love? Or lust? Is there a difference?
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PHOEBE
It's on love. And its complexities.

NATALIE
“Love and its complexities.” Can you expand on this? What does it feel 
like?

PHOEBE
Like insanity.

NATALIE
Wow. That sounds intense.

PHOEBE
It is. Truly.

NATALIE
I'm glad it's intense. To be honest, I'm sick of reading books that don't 
make you feel anything.

PHOEBE
Well, you're in luck, this book will move you to tears. But not for the 
reasons you think, or want, maybe.

NATALIE
Oh?

PHOEBE
It's a tragedy.

NATALIE
Because of the protagonist's dramatic story arc?

PHOEBE
Precisely. You see, the protagonist goes through various suicide attempts 
in the novel. Beginning rather benignly, with a bathtub and a bottle of 
pills, slowly evolving to wanting to jump off a tall building to embrace 
the pain of something else rather than her unrequited love. Through it 
all, her love persists.

NATALIE drops everything in her hands. It 
jars PHOEBE out of her trance.

(breaking character)
Was that too much?

NATALIE
Too much, Mrs. Pratt? Never.

NATALIE picks up her props.

The public needs to hear this, please don't spare us any details! This 
book sounds like an American Book Award winner already!

PHOEBE
I certainly hope it gets the attention it deserves.

NATALIE
Agreed. Now. Are there any up sides? Any happy moments? It is a love story
after all, there must be something.
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PHOEBE
In fact, there is. When the protagonist is in love, there's nothing else 
like it. Her lover is someone who's similar to her husband. In the 
beginning, she tries to justify her love, you see. “It was just her 
husband that she saw in him,” she'd tell herself. Later on, as the story 
progresses, the truth comes out. There's none of her husband that she sees
in his face. But that might be the very reason why her love burns like 
fire within.

NATALIE
A fire? So her love is hot?

PHOEBE
On the contrary, it's cold. Like a knife between the legs, and even though
it hurts, and it feels wrong, still, you can't help but spread yourself 
wide for it. It feels like the Devil coming in, into your soul, filling 
you, with evil, with desire so sinful, it's downright... wrong.

(breaking character)
I'm sorry. That's all I can say about that.

NATALIE
But we still have an hour blocked out for your intervie—

PHEOBE gets up.

PHOEBE
It's over.

Silence.

NATALIE
You, uh.

PHOEBE
I'm sorry.

NATALIE
No. No. Don't be.

PHOEBE
I just don't know what to do.

NATALIE
You want to leave Theodore.

PHOEBE is silent.

I support you. If you leave Theodore. You'll actually be doing something 
you want to do for a goddamn change. Which is new for you.

PHOEBE is silent.

I know what you need.

NATALIE gathers her things.

NATALIE
I'm going to take you somewhere fun. Where do you wanna go?

PHOEBE
Um. I—
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NATALIE
Actually you don't get a choice. You'll probably pick a library or 
something boring..

PHOEBE
I wouldn't pick a library.

NATALIE
How about The Library.

PHOEBE
I thought you said—

NATALIE
The Library Strip Club.

PHOEBE
I, uh.

NATALIE
Let's go.

NATALIE goes to leave.

PHOEBE
Now?

NATALIE
Why not?

PHOEBE
It just—It's too early for that kind of thing, isn't it?

NATALIE
Hm. You're right. I'm surprised you even knew that.

PHOEBE
I've been before. Once. Only for a second. I left right away.

NATALIE
Did you go in thinking it was a actual library?

PHOEBE
No. I went in with a couple of friends.

NATALIE
All right then. It's settled. We're going back for the full experience.

NATALIE goes to leave.

PHOEBE
WAIT!

(without breathing)
If I don't say it now I'll never say it and since you don't get the full 
story I have to say it but...

NATALIE
What?

PHOEBE
The man I love.
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NATALIE
Yeah?

PHOEBE
You know him.

NATALIE
I know...

(anticipating)
Oh God. Phoebe! Why?

PHOEBE
Is it that bad?

NATALIE
Yes, it's that bad! Michael is terrible! He walks funny and has a dog 
face. You know better, Phoebs.

PHOEBE
It's. Not Michael.

NATALIE
Oh.

PHOEBE
Yeah. I mean, but Michael's still ok—

NATALIE
He's really not.

PHOEBE
Yeah. You're right. He's not.

PHOEBE paces around. She picks up a flyer.

NATALIE
You like the Fedex guy who prints your flyers?

PHOEBE
No, Nat. What's on the flyer?

NATALIE
“LGBT+ rights. Contact Hayden—” Oh my god.

PHOEBE
I know I'm terrible.

NATALIE
You're gay?

PHOEBE
I'm... wha—?

NATALIE
That makes so much sense, Phoebs. Your reaction to romcoms seemed so fake.

PHOEBE
I'm not gay.

NATALIE
Oh.
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PHOEBE
(under breath)

I do like romcoms.

NATALIE
Then...

(realizing)
Oh God.

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
Hayden?

PHOEBE
Yes.

NATALIE
He's your son. 

PHOEBE
Stepson.

NATALIE
Still!

NATALIE paces around the room.

Well, what are we going to do? You can't tell him. Right? You can't do 
that, right?

PHOEBE
Yeah, that's not going to happen.

NATALIE
I'm freaking out.

PHOEBE
Maybe you should just forget what I said.

NATALIE
Yeah. Ok. Let me just do that.

(beat)
Shit, Phoebs. Why couldn't you like some other sweet young thing?

PHOEBE
I don't “like” him, Nat. I think I love him.

NATALIE
No, Phoebe—

PHOEBE
Yes. The few moments we have together. When he's in the room. I feel his 
energy radiate. When I brush against his skin I feel lighting. He's like 
the sun and a storm at once but I'm not afraid to get wet. He gives me 
strength that I never thought I had. I feel alive, Nat. I'm awake, 
finally.

NATATLIE stands.



  I-1-23.
  

NATALIE
Oh God. You do love him.

PHOEBE
I know.

NATALIE
That's why you asked me here?

PHOEBE
I didn't know who else to call.

NATALIE
He's asexual, Phoebs.

PHOEBE
I know.

NATALIE
And he's like a little brother to me.

PHOEBE
I know.

NATALIE
What the fuck?

PHOEBE
I'm sorry.

NATALIE
How have you been handling with this, alone?

PHOEBE
I kicked him out in October.

NATALIE
You can't just do—oh my God, Phoebe. Why?

PHOEBE
I don't know.

PHOEBE sits.

I don't seem to know anything anymore. I feel like my chest is closing up.
And I know I need help, but I don't know what to do, or who to call, or 
what to say, and I'm sorry called you. If you want to leave, you can 
leave. But you're the only one I thought I could trust.

NATALIE sits.

NATALIE
Yeah, ok, I can help.

PHOEBE
You don't have to.

NATALIE
I know.
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PHOEBE
Ok. So, what do I do?

NATALIE
Well, there's one thing you haven't done.

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
You have to tell him.

PHOEBE
Then look Theo in the eye and tell him I love him too?

NATALIE
Hayden has to know. Secret crushes never end well. Trust me on that.

PHOEBE
I won't be able face him.

NATALIE
Too bad.

PHOEBE
Maybe. You can.

NATALIE
What? Speak for you?

PHOEBE
Why not?

NATALIE
Because I don't want to.

PHOEBE
Ok. You don't have to.

Silence.

NATALIE
Shit, Phoebs. Ok. Fine. I'll do it.

PHOEBE
Really?

NATALIE
I'll just let him know you're... interested. I don't have to go into any 
of the details. Let's be honest, I'm sparing myself.

PHOEBE
He's going to think I'm a coward.

NATALIE
Yeah, he probably will. But, honestly, what's the worse that can happen? 
You tell him, “Hey, boy, I like you.” He says, “Oh. Wow. Well, I don't 
like you. I'm asexual.” You say, “Ok, thank you, bye.” Then you two part 
ways, the mystery is gone, your love dies. The end.
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PHOEBE
Yeah. You're right.

NATALIE
Thanks. I can see him tonight.

PHOEBE
What? So soon?

NATALIE
Yeah. He'll probably bitch if I don't give him his present asap.

PHOEBE
Ok. You're right.

NATALIE
I like hearing that “I'm right” so many times in a day. You should have 
incestuous crushes more often.

PHOEBE
Nat. Stop. This is serious.

NATALIE
I know.

(beat)
I'm kidding. Please don't fall in love with me. We're both terrible cooks,
it'll never last.

PHOEBE
You're right. We'll probably die of eating too much take-out.

NATALIE
100% possibility?

PHOEBE
200!

They laugh.

Thank you.

NATALIE
For what?

PHOEBE
Your joke. This. Everything. You being here and—

NATALIE
We're sisters.

PHOEBE
Yeah, I know. But thanks anyway.

NATALIE
Don't mention it.

NATALIE picks up her bag, exits outside, and
gets HAYDEN's gift. She exits offstage.

PHOEBE closes the door, locks it. She makes 
sure all the windows are closed and turns 
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off her phone. She picks up a flyer, smells 
it. It turns her on. She rubs it on her 
skin, smelling it. Then cries, collapsing on
the floor. Lights fade.

Scene 4

Lights up on: RESIDENTS. They shift in 
background, lit as silhouettes.

RESIDENT
That Natalie Johanne is back. Did you see her?

RESIDENT
I did. She looks better...

RESIDENT
You mean, she looks like she has money now.

RESIDENT
That’s a good thing. Right?

RESIDENT
Can't be. Natalie might be one of them.

RESIDENT
That makes sense. She always seems a little too nice to women.

RESIDENT
Rebecca caught her staring once. Also, Natalie hates Theodore.

RESIDENT
That confirms it. I bet that's why he kicked her out.

RESIDENT
Good thing too. She would've spread her STDs to Phoebe.

RESIDENT
I hear they do it, all in one room, like a bunch of animals.

RESIDENT
That's disgusting. Why can't they just keep their pants on?

RESIDENT
Just keep their privates lives private. It's not hard.

RESIDENT
But how knows how STDs fuck with your judgement. Maybe it's a mental 
thing.

RESIDENT
Hm. Yeah. Hey, are you still inviting the Pratts to your BBQ?

RESIDENT
You're right. What if Phoebe's a carrier.

RESIDENT
It might get in the food.

RESIDENT
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That's dangerous for kids.

RESIDENT
Theodore's away at this time, anyway.

RESIDENT
Right. I'll just cancel on Phoebe.

RESIDENT
Oh my god. Do you think that’s why Natalie’s here?

RESIDENT
You think she wants to break up their marriage?

RESIDENT
And take over as the Man of the House. You know dykes.

RESIDENT
Phoebe needs to stop associating. It can’t be good for her.

RESIDENT
Maybe she likes it. Maybe she wants to be one too.

RESIDENT
That can't be true.

RESIDENT
Why else would Natalie be here?

RESIDENT
You’re right. I can’t think of any other reason.

Lights fade on RESIDENTS.

Scene 5

SETTING: Around sunset.  Outside City Hall.

AT RISE: Lights up: Protesters crowd the streets. They 
hold signs and flyers, HAYDEN is among them, 
he is using a megaphone. Sounds of traffic and
occasional car honks.

HAYDEN
What's a human right?

PROTESTERS
Restrooms!

HAYDEN
When do we want them?

PROTESTERS
Now!

HAYDEN
Public restrooms for transpeople!

PROTESTERS
Public restrooms for transpeople!
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RESIDENT1 enters.

RESIDENT1
Just take a piss at home.

RESIDENT1 exits. DANNY enters.

HAYDEN
Please support our cause for equality!

PROTESTERS
Support equality!

CASEY
(to DANNY)

Hi, would you like to—

DANNY
Hey, don't I know you from school?

CASEY
Um, I don't think so, who—

DANNY
Cassidy, right? What the hell are you doing here?

CASEY
Um, well, I—

DANNY
Wait. You're not one of them, are you?

CASEY
It's not what you think, I'm just—

HAYDEN
Hey, Danny. How's it going?

DANNY
Hayden, what's up. Just talking to Cassidy.

HAYDEN
Yeah? Well, you sound so interested. Thinking of joining the cause?

Offers DANNY a flyer.

DANNY
You used to be so cool, man.

HAYDEN
I'll be even cooler when I get this law changed. Wanna help?

DANNY
Fuck no. Have fun with your girlfriend.

HAYDEN
I will, thanks!

DANNY exits.
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HAYDEN
(to CASEY)

Casey, you ok?

CASEY
I'm good. Sorry, Hayden.

HAYDEN
Don't be. I know this sucks. People don't get your story yet.

CASEY
Yeah.

HAYDEN
Tell you what. It's break time. Every solider needs his rest. Why don't I 
call you back for cleanup?

CASEY
Yeah. Ok. Thanks.

HAYDEN
Good job today, Case. I mean it.

CASEY
Thanks, Hayden.

CASEY exits. NATALIE enters, from other side
of street, with HAYDEN's gift. She calls 
HAYDEN. HAYDEN hands megaphone to PROTESTOR.
He steps aside, answers his phone.

HAYDEN
Hello?

NATALIE
Still screaming into a megaphone, I see.

HAYDEN
Well, you know. People don't listen unless you shout. What's up?

NATALIE
I'm visiting for a bit. I'm here actually. To your right.

HAYDEN turns right.

I mean your other right.

HAYDEN
“Left”?

NATALIE
Whatever.

HAYDEN turns left. They wave at each other.

HAYDEN
Dude we got so much to talk about—But, I gotta...

NATALIE
Gotta lead the pack?
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HAYDEN
Yeah. Hey, we still got a good hour before sunset, wanna join?

NATALIE
Yeah, no. Unlike you, I'm not a freaking billboard.

HAYDEN
What?

NATALIE
I do my time writing.

HAYDEN
Ok, that's fair.

NATALIE
Anyway, it's getting cold, so I'm gonna wait in the cafe. Call when you're
on your way.

HAYDEN
Sounds good. Stay warm. And see you soon. Love you.

NATALIE
Love you. Bye.

NATALIE hangs up, watches as HAYDEN returns 
to his friends, then exits, upstage to cafe.

HAYDEN “protests” as their group gets 
smaller and as the sun sets. CASEY returns 
to clean up. He exits with materials. Only 
HAYDEN is left. He crosses the street 
(upstage) to cafe, lights down on street, 
lights up on cafe.

Scene 6

SETTING: It's a small family run business called “Hip-
Po.” Everything is hippopotamus themed and 
it's a bit hipster in style.

AT RISE: Lights up on cafe. NATALIE is sitting at a 4-
person table, using all 4 spaces with her 
stuff. She's writing and reading and drafting 
and editing. HAYDEN enters. NATALIE glances up
while he waits in line. He order, pays. They 
pass him his drink. He sits with NATALIE.

HAYDEN
No room for company?

NATALIE
(absently)

There's plenty of room. Just hand me that stack.

HAYDEN picks up stack of books.

HAYDEN
“Scientific Ways to Break Through Writer's Block”?
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NATALIE
Yeah. That stack.

HAYDEN
I thought you were on vacation. Why are you working?

NATALIE
This is vacation-working.

NATALIE gestures for them. HAYDEN hands them
over.

HAYDEN
That sounds wrong.

NATALIE
(sending an email)

And sent.
(to HAYDEN)

How was the riot?

HAYDEN
Protest.

NATALIE
Same thing.

HAYDEN
No, but ok.

(thinks)
It went better than I thought. We're gonna have an event in a few days. 
Since you're in town, you're invited.

NATALIE
Thanks. But no.

HAYDEN
I thought you said we'd do things together when you finally visited? 
Unless... you're not really here?

HAYDEN waves his hand at her face. NATALIE 
swats him away, annoyed.

NATALIE
We will. Just not riots. I don't like crowds of loud people. Triggers, you
know?

HAYDEN
Ok. Then I expect a blog covering the event by Tuesday.

HAYDEN sticks up a hand. NATALIE takes it.

NATALIE
Deal.

They shake on it.

Nice doing business with you, Mr. Wilson.

HAYDEN
Likewise, Ms. Johanne.
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NATALIE
God, I missed your stupid face. When was the last time I called?

HAYDEN
Three months ago, when you were still in Germany, covering that thing in 
Europe.

NATALIE
Jesus, that long? You're doing all right still, right? Need me to kick 
anyone's ass?

HAYDEN
I'm good. And no, no ass kicking needed at the moment. But maybe soon.

NATALIE
Why? What happened when I was gone?

HAYDEN
You've been gone a while.

NATALIE
Yeah?

HAYDEN
So, I wanna catch up with your life first. What's up with you?

NATALIE
Uh, well, I've been spending so much money on useless stuff. Oh, that 
reminds me.

NATALIE pulls out gift and puts it on top of
all her work.

I brought a sacrifice. This one's not useless.

HAYDEN
That is huge.

NATALIE
Relax. It's only to help you compensate.

HAYDEN
God, Nat, you didn't have to.

NATALIE
I know. But, you know, I've got so much freakin' money. So I thought I'd 
just settle for donating to education.

HAYDEN
Is it a textbook then? For my personal poor student fund?

NATALIE
Please. It's much more expensive than that. Open it! Oh wait.

NATALIE gets out phone.

Pictures!

HAYDEN makes a silly face.

Ok.
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He opens it and takes out a red bow (for 
archery).

It's a bow! For your archery thing!

HAYDEN
A compound.

NATALIE
Yeah, of course, I got the best one at the German bow store.

HAYDEN
Sorry, Nat. I don't do archery anymore.

NATALIE
What? You didn't tell me that.

HAYDEN
Yeah, sorry. But I haven't picked up a bow since last year.

NATALIE
I thought sports were a “forever thing.”

HAYDEN
I could start up again.

NATALIE
Do that. That thing was super expensive. I'd hate to only see it hang on a
wall.

HAYDEN
Thank you, Nat.

NATALIE
Yeah, yeah.

HAYDEN
Really. Thanks for thinking of me.

NATALIE
Just thank me by using the hell out of that thing—Heck—Whatever. How old 
are you now?

HAYDEN
22.

NATALIE
You're old enough for cursing. Use the hell out of that thing.

HAYDEN
Fuck yeah!

NATALIE
Yeah. No. It's still weird. No swearing, kid, it's against the law.

HAYDEN
So sorry, ma'am.

(looking over the bow)
I'll look into some ranges this weekend.
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NATALIE
You don't need a range. Just use it in the forest for free.

HAYDEN
Nat, that's illegal because someone could get hurt and no one would know 
where to find them. If we all start breaking laws left and right, there 
will only be chaos.

NATALIE
You're not a very good revolutionary.

HAYDEN
I'm not a revolutionary. I'm working within the system to change the 
system.

NATALIE
And what if it's the system that's the problem?

HAYDEN
Why do you assume I'm against rules?

NATALIE
Did you see where you just walked back from?

HAYDEN
Nat, I want to change the rules, so that they're fair for everyone. I'm 
not against them.

NATALIE
Huh. You know. Nowadays you remind me more and more of Phoebe.

HAYDEN
What?

NATALIE
I'm not saying you guys are twins. Just similar.

HAYDEN
I'll have to disagree. I mean, she's family. But we're anything but 
similar.

NATALIE
Maybe.

HAYDEN
You really think we're alike?

NATALIE
Well. Not “really.” You make me sound like I'm sure. It's just a theory.

HAYDEN
Ok, Sherlock, let's hear your theory.

NATALIE
All righty, Watson. Bear with me, I'm going to try to put this in words.

HAYDEN
Ok.
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NATALIE
(thinks)

You've both got this fire.

HAYDEN
Ok.

NATALIE
And but yours burns like firewood. And hers is like... an oven.

HAYDEN
An oven?

NATALIE
Don't judge my metaphors.

HAYDEN
You make it too easy.

NATALIE
Anyway, that's just my opinion.

HAYDEN
I don't see it.

NATALIE
The oven?

HAYDEN
Yeah.

NATALIE
Well, it was a crappy metaphor anyway.

HAYDEN
Actually I understand the symbolism this time. I just disagree.

NATALIE
Then are you really sure you understand it?

HAYDEN
I mean, it's poetic, Phoebe's a domestic symbol. While I'm an outdoorsy 
one.

NATALIE
Ok. Stop showing off your arts degree.

HAYDEN
I don't have a degree yet.

NATALIE
Yeah I know, but I'm looking forward to next year.

HAYDEN
Yeah, me too.

NATALIE
Ready to start working? It's not what they tell you it is.

HAYDEN
Yeah. And I'm ready to move out.
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NATALIE
Oh yeah? So soon? Everyone's staying until they're 40 nowadays.

HAYDEN
Well, I've pretty much moved out since Phoebe kicked me out a few months 
ago.

NATALIE
What? Why didn't you tell me?

HAYDEN
I wasn't ready to talk about it.

NATALIE
Oh. Ok.

HAYDEN
Still kinda a thing now. But, basically, I've been a permanent resident of
Casey's couch since October.

NATALIE
Casey?

HAYDEN
From school.

NATALIE
Fat Casey?

HAYDEN
No. Real thin.

NATALIE
Oh. No, I mean the one who calls himself “fat.”

HAYDEN
Yeah. That's him.

NATALIE
Oh ok. But wow. Phoebe kicked you out? Did she say why?

HAYDEN
I don't want to pry. She's been kind of a mess since Dad's been out of 
town. And I don't want to get in the middle of that.

NATALIE
Yeah.

HAYDEN
Anyway, how's your winter been?

NATALIE
(forced)

I've been... great.

HAYDEN
(copying NATALIE)

You sound... great.

NATALIE
Yeah. It's been a poophole.
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HAYDEN
Something happen at work?

NATALIE
No. Bonnie.

HAYDEN
Oh.

NATALIE
We're taking a break.

HAYDEN
What? That's sudden. You guys were so happy together. I shipped it.

NATALIE
Yeah. Me too.

HAYDEN
What happened?

NATALIE
It seemed to be going really well. Then out of nowhere, she throws a “I 
don't know how to feel about us.” Then she just leaves. I haven't heard 
from her for a few months now.

HAYDEN
That really sucks.

NATALIE
Yeah. And, you know, I thought she was the one.

HAYDEN
I thought you said you didn't want to commit.

NATALIE
Yeah, me too. But as we got to know each other, I actually felt something.
Beyond the baggaged trauma from... you know.

(sighs)
It was nice. And I seriously thought she felt the same way.

HAYDEN
Yeah. But it's just a break, right?

NATALIE
Yeah.

HAYDEN
You have room to be optimistic?

NATALIE
I did, then Phoebe throws this at me—

NATALIE realizes she's said too much. She 
suddenly grabs her coffee.

HAYDEN
Don't worry about me. I'm taking care of myself. And honestly living with 
Casey has pushed me to get a lot of work done, school and otherwise.
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NATALIE
Hm.

HAYDEN
And Casey's been super nice about all this. He told me I inspired him to 
come out. So, it really hasn't been that bad.

NATALIE
Mm-hm.

HAYDEN
I just hope Phoebe's ok.

NATALIE sips her coffee.

You know something.

NATALIE
What?

HAYDEN
Spill.

NATALIE
Why?

HAYDEN
Cause she's my stepmom. And I live with her. And it'd be nice to know why 
she suddenly became the big bad witch. And if it has anything to do with  
me, which I'm assuming it does, because that's why you got all awkward and
quiet. Cause you're never quiet.

NATALIE
Are you saying I'm awkward?

HAYDEN
Nat, just tell me.

NATALIE
Ok.

(beat)
But we have to approach this delicately.

HAYDEN
Ok.

NATALIE
So, Phoebe is going through... a bit of a... an emotional—Ok, this is 
weird. Can you just ask her?

HAYDEN
I've never been able to get through to her.

NATALIE
Trust me. It's different now.

HAYDEN
Why? What's different?

NATALIE looks around.
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NATALIE
I'll text you.

HAYDEN
Seriously?

NATALIE
Hayden. Just be a little good boy and stare at your phone like all the 
other millennials.

HAYDEN
Ok, fine.

NATALIE and HAYDEN take out their phones. 
NATALIE starts texting a long speech. HAYDEN
starts sending her short, numerous texts. We
hear a “ping” from NATALIE's phone.

NATALIE
Was that you?

HAYDEN
Yeah.

NATALIE goes back to typing. Ping.

HAYDEN
Sorry. Me again.

NATALIE stares at him. Goes back to typing. 
Ping. Ping. Ping.

NATALIE
You are being a literal child.

HAYDEN
Ok. I'll stop.

NATALIE goes back to typing.

NATALIE
Almost done. Sent.

We hear a “ping” from HAYDEN's phone.

HAYDEN
Got it.

NATALIE
Read all of it before doing anything.

HAYDEN
Whoa. It's a novel. Kinda starts like an Austen.

(reading)
“I'm sorry to inform you that Phoebe—”

NATALIE
(suddenly and loudly)

HAYDEN. STOP.

People look at them. A moment. Things return
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to normal.

This is serious. Read it all before judging.

HAYDEN
All right.

NATALIE
Thank you.

NATALIE sits. HAYDEN reads the message.

He reacts to it, gradually. When he's done 
reading, he looks at NATALIE. He hesitates 
before speaking.

HAYDEN
So that's why she's been...?

NATALIE
Yeah.

HAYDEN
How long have you known?

NATALIE
I was just told.

HAYDEN
Oh my God.

HAYDEN stands. People start staring. NATALIE
notices.

NATALIE
Hayden, maybe you should sit.

HAYDEN
How?

NATALIE
You put both butt cheeks in the seat. And you bend your legs.

HAYDEN
You know what I mean.

NATALIE
I had more time with it.

HAYDEN sits and reads message again.

HAYDEN
This is true? You're not just fucking with me?

NATALIE
No fucking around. 100% honest to goodness truth.

HAYDEN
What am I supposed to say to this?
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NATALIE
She wants to talk to you.

HAYDEN
Why?

NATALIE
I didn't ask. She just texted me, “Tell him I want to talk to him.”

HAYDEN asks for NATALIE's phone. He reads 
PHOEBE's text.

HAYDEN
What time did you get this?

NATALIE
A while back? I don't remember. It's timestamped, you can read it for 
yourself.

HAYDEN
Oh, right.

Silence.

I think I wanna ask her for sure.

NATALIE
Ask what?

HAYDEN
If “this” is true.

NATALIE
Ok. That's fair. Just, be careful what you say, ok?

HAYDEN
What do you mean?

NATALIE
Phoebe's been in a really weird mood. I don't know what triggers her. But 
she's not doing so hot.

HAYDEN
Oh. Ok. I'll be respectful.

HAYDEN begins to exit with gift. He returns 
with it.

Best to keep it here.

HAYDEN exits offstage. NATALIE receives a 
phone call. She exits, the shop, to answer 
it.

NATALIE
Hello? (listening) No, uh, he got the full story, and he's on his way now.
(listening) Yeah. Hey, I got a question, Phoebe. What the hell are you 
planning to talk to him about that's so goddamn urgent? (listening) 
Phoebe? (listening) Phoebe? Hello?

NATALIE removes phone from ear. A moment. 
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She enters cafe again. She continues 
working. Light fades.

Scene 7

Lights up on: RESIDENTS. They have shifted.

RESIDENT
Hayden came home the other day.

RESIDENT
That’s not unusual.

RESIDENT
…After he came out of a police car.

RESIDENT
Daisy said there was a fight at his school. You think it's connected?

RESIDENT
Probably. I overheard Mr. Smith’s daughter's name. Casey, I think?

RESIDENT
Cassidy?

RESIDENT
Right.

RESIDENT
Hayden was fighting over a girl?

RESIDENT
With Theodore away, Hayden doesn’t have any good examples. Poor boy.

RESIDENT
That Natalie is poisoning him with violent and sexual thoughts.

RESIDENT
You're right. Oh my god. Do you think Cassidy is pregnant?

RESIDENT
No. Theodore wouldn’t allow that in his house.

RESIDENT
You’re right. Young people today are too impressionable.

RESIDENT
Right... Do you think Natalie can infect Hayden?

RESIDENT
Maybe. That’s what happens when you associate.

RESIDENT
My son goes to school with him.

RESIDENT
The University is still safe. I'm sure.

RESIDENT
Hayden's been there for 4 years.
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RESIDENT
I should send my daughter out of state.

RESIDENT
Just to be on the safe side. I’ll get my son tested.

RESIDENT
Right. Just to be safe.

Lights fade on RESIDENTS.

Scene 8

SETTING: Inside THEODORE's house. Inside PHOEBE's 
bedroom. Continued directly from Scene 4.

AT RISE: Lights come up on PHOEBE, dimly lit, she is 
sitting on her bed. And THEODORE, dimly lit, 
he's standing, in his office. They are on the 
phone, talking to each other.

THEODORE
—will most definitely be back by Valentine's Day.

PHOEBE
Oh. Really? That sounds great.

THEODORE
I wouldn't miss it for anything. Not even the Company can keep me from a 
romantic night with my favorite woman in the world. You can have all the 
non-dairy ice cream your heart desires, sweetie, in any flavor you can 
dream of.

PHOEBE
Hm. Sounds good.

THEODORE
Is there something wrong, Phoebe?

PHOEBE
What?

THEODORE
You don't sound too good. Is something happening at home? Are you doing 
ok?

PHOEBE
It's just that, uh, you've been gone a while, and, it's been a bit hard, 
for me, and Hayden.

THEODORE
Hayden?

PHOEBE
His activism thing. I'm worried. Do you think he's safe in the streets 
that late at night, advocating for gay rights?
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THEODORE
He's fine. I've spoken to the Chief of Police. They've promised to keep an
eye on him, whenever he's out doing protests.

PHOEBE
Right. You've said this. But what about his mind?

THEODORE
What do you mean?

PHOEBE
He needs his father, Theo. He's almost graduated from college. There's 
only so much a stepmom can do.

THEODORE
I'll only be 4 more weeks. I'll be back in February. But, listen, sweetie,
if you really think it's a problem, I'll cut my time in half. I am the CEO
after all, I'm sure I can work the extra hours and come home in 2 weeks' 
time, how does that sound?

PHOEBE
Two weeks? You know, you should focus on your work. I'm probably just 
overreacting. Hayden's a good kid.

THEODORE
Are you sure? You sounded pretty worried. I can do it, if you think I 
should be home, it's not a problem.

PHOEBE
Nat's home anyway. So, Hayden should be fine for a while.

THEODORE
Oh good. Natalie and Hayden get along very well. They're probably out 
right now, “hanging.”

PHOEBE
Yeah.

THEODORE
Phoebe, I have a semi-serious question to ask. But if you don't want to 
answer that's ok. It's really kind of silly anyway.

PHOEBE
What is it?

THEODORE
Am I getting too old for Hayden?

PHOEBE
What?

THEODORE
I mean, am I still cool?

PHOEBE
Um.

THEODORE
Hayden's always doing these cool, hip things with his cool, hip friends. 
And they all get along so well. I just, sometimes, I feel like we can't 
relate to each other. I don't know. It's silly.
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PHOEBE
No, no, it's not silly. It's a good question.

THEODORE
Really?

PHOEBE
Yeah.

THEODORE
You don't have to answer if it's too much. I just wanted to share.

PHOEBE
No, I can answer. Um. I think you work really hard to understand people, 
especially if they aren't like you. And that's really admirable. At that 
point, it doesn't matter how “cool” you are.

THEODORE
What, Phoebe, that's really nice of you to say. I'm just doing my best.

PHOEBE
And I'm just being honest.

THEODORE
Thank you, sweetie.

PHOEBE
You're welcome.

THEODORE
Then you're still ok with me coming home next month?

PHOEBE
Yeah. It's fine.

THEODORE
Ok.

PHOEBE
Ok.

THEODORE
Phoebe?

PHOEBE
Yeah?

THEODORE
You know you can talk to me, right?

PHOEBE
Yeah, yeah.

THEODORE
I don't want you to ever feel like you're going at this alone. If anything
ever feels like too much, you can lean on me, ok? I'm here for that.

PHOEBE
Ok.
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THEODORE
Keep that in mind, ok?

PHOEBE
Ok. I will.

THEODORE
Ok. I love you very much, and I can't wait to see you in a month.

PHOEBE
Me too.

(beat)
Hey, Theo. Actually, can I talk to you about something?

Meanwhile, THEODORE has taken his ear from 
the phone to talk to someone offstage.

THEODORE
(to offstage person)

I thought I had these 15 minutes? Ok, I'll be there.
(to PHOEBE)

Sorry, Phoebe, what did you say just now?

PHOEBE
Nothing. I mean, I was saying goodbye.

THEODORE
Oh. Ok. Sorry, they're pulling me away again. So I'll have to call you 
later?

PHOEBE (SAME TIME)
Yeah. Ok. Bye.

THEODORE (SAME TIME)
I love you.

They hang up. A moment. THEODORE finishes a 
cigarette, then walks off stage, as lights 
fade on him.

PHOEBE hears someone walking up to door. She
exits into living room. Lights fade on 
PHOEBE's room.

Scene 9

SETTING: Inside THEODORE's house. Living room.

AT RISE: Lights up on living room. PHOEBE lingers by 
doorway of her room.

HAYDEN is standing outside. He hesitates, then
knocks at front door with a distinct pattern. 
PHOEBE checks fisheye. She runs over to couch,
sits, starts a device on the table, covers it 
with a coaster. Then composes herself.

PHOEBE
Who is it?
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HAYDEN
It's Hayden. Can I come in?

PHOEBE
Sorry, did I lock it?

PHOEBE runs to door.

HAYDEN
Yeah.

PHOEBE unlocks and opens door. A moment. 
PHOEBE steps aside.

PHOEBE
Come in.

HAYDEN enters, he looks around, as PHOEBE 
stares at him.

HAYDEN
I was kinda hoping this would look different here.

PHOEBE
Different?

HAYDEN
I heard from Nat.

PHOEBE
Right. That's why you're here.

HAYDEN
I'm here because you wanted to talk?

PHOEBE
Yeah. I did say that, huh?

HAYDEN
Also. I just want to get it straight.

PHOEBE
What?

HAYDEN
Is it true?

PHOEBE is silent.

Phoebe.

PHOEBE is silent.

Should I come back—?

HAYDEN starts to exit.

PHOEBE
No!
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PHOEBE blocks the door.

HAYDEN
Ok.

PHOEBE
How do you always do that?

HAYDEN
What?

PHOEBE
Know what to say and when to say it?

HAYDEN
I just want to help.

PHOEBE
I know.

(beat)
You haven't been home for months.

HAYDEN
Look. I'd appreciate it if this was as quick and painless as possible. I 
have to know for sure. What Nat said. Is it true?

PHOEBE is silent.

HAYDEN
Do you...

PHOEBE
Do you love me, Hayden?

HAYDEN
You're family.

PHOEBE
That's not what I asked.

HAYDEN
I don't know what you want me to say.

PHOEBE closes the door, she moves towards 
HAYDEN.

PHOEBE
Promise me. Don't tell anyone about today. Not family. Not friends. Not 
Natalie.

HAYDEN
Ok. I promise.

PHOEBE
Ok. I have something to ask you.

HAYDEN
Ok.

PHOEBE
Are you hungry?
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HAYDEN makes a face.

Did you want to eat dinner? With me?

HAYDEN
As in a date?

PHOEBE
Maybe.

HAYDEN
Ok. So, Nat wasn't lying.

PHOEBE
Is that a yes?

HAYDEN
No, Phoebe. I don't.

PHOEBE
Ok.
       (beat)
Nothing happened. Nothing died.

A moment.

I'm sorry.

She sits on couch.

Nat said it would die. But it didn't. And now you're here. And I don't 
know. I don't.

HAYDEN
I'm sorry. Maybe I should go.

PHOEBE
We both have some time, right? Are you busy? You have time?

HAYDEN
I'm not busy, no.

PHOEBE
Let's just talk.

PHOEBE gestures to seat. HAYDEN doesn't take
it.

I just haven't. We haven't talked in a while, you know. And I'd like to 
catch up. With you.

HAYDEN
Ok.

HAYDEN sits.

What do you wanna talk about?

PHOEBE
I don't know. What do you wanna talk about?
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HAYDEN
Uh. Music? Do you listen to music?

PHOEBE
Not really.

HAYDEN
Movies?

PHOEBE
I've been... at home.

HAYDEN
How about books?

PHOEBE
The Bible?

HAYDEN
That one doesn't count.

PHOEBE
It's a book.

HAYDEN
Yeah. But I mean fiction. Things you'd read for fun.

PHOEBE
Oh.

HAYDEN
That's a no then?

PHOEBE
Did you want to talk? I can just listen.

HAYDEN
That's not really a conversation then.

PHOEBE
No. But does it have to be?

HAYDEN
It's not fun just monologuing.

PHOEBE
Guess not.

Silence.

HAYDEN
Can I ask you a personal question?

PHOEBE
Yes.

HAYDEN
You don't have to answer if you don't feel comfortable.

PHOEBE
Of course.
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HAYDEN
Have you considered seeing a therapist for... this?

PHOEBE
What?

HAYDEN
I can recommend one. She's a great listener. Dr. Annamarie Hernandez.

PHOEBE
I. Uh...

HAYDEN
I'm sorry if that came out wrong. It's just that therapy helped me. So, 
personally, I recommend it. From a personal experience standpoint.

Silence.

PHOEBE
I don't really get what “asexual” means.

HAYDEN
Most people don't.

Silence.

PHOEBE
Could you explain it to me?

HAYDEN
Well it's different for everyone.

PHOEBE
What do you mean?

HAYDEN
This isn't something I just explain to people out of the blue.

PHOEBE
Oh.

HAYDEN
Sorry.

PHOEBE
It's ok.

HAYDEN
Even for people I'm close to, I don't—

PHOEBE
Oh. So, we're so not close?

HAYDEN
Not that we aren't close. But...

PHOEBE
It's ok. You don't have to. I understand.

HAYDEN
Yeah.
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Silence.

Sorry. It's just really hard talking to you.

PHOEBE
Me too. I mean. I feel the same. About you. It's hard.

Silence.

I'm sorry. This is super awkward.

HAYDEN
It's ok. Things get awkward. You don't have to apologize for that.

PHOEBE
Yeah. You're right.

Silence.

Listen. I've been... in a bad place recently. And I was wondering if you'd
like to stay. For tonight. For dinner. Stay for dinner, for tonight, only.
If you want.

HAYDEN
No thanks.

PHOEBE
Oh.

HAYDEN
Sorry. I just wouldn't feel comfortable, knowing—

PHOEBE
Oh, ok, yeah, that makes sense.

HAYDEN
Sorry.

PHOEBE
No, I'm sorry.

Silence.

Is that what asexual means?

HAYDEN
What?

PHOEBE
You don't feel anything?

HAYDEN laughs.

I mean, are you even sure it's a thing?

HAYDEN
Yeah. I'm sure.

PHOEBE
How can you be sure, when you've never tried it?



  I-1-53.
  

HAYDEN
Phoebe. My sexuality is nonnegotiable, ok?

PHOEBE
I was just asking—

HAYDEN
I don't want to fight. So I'd appreciate it if we stopped that 
conversation right there.

PHOEBE
I'm sorry. I'm not usually like this.

HAYDEN
Yeah, I know, you're a good person.

PHOEBE
You really think so?

HAYDEN
Yeah. I know so.

PHOEBE
I haven't been feeling too “good” recently.

HAYDEN
What's up?

PHOEBE
I've never felt this confused before.

HAYDEN
Yeah confusion can suck.

PHOEBE
And I don't know what to do.

HAYDEN
Have you tried describing it?

PHOEBE
What?

HAYDEN
Your confusion. Generally what you feel. It helps to solidify something, 
at least. It might help you, if you wanna try it?

PHOEBE
Ok. I'll try.

HAYDEN
Ok.

PHOEBE
Every day, it feels like I'm sinking. Deeper and deeper into an ocean. It 
gets darker and darker as the hours click by on the clock.

(beat)
But when I'm here with you I'm not drowning anymore. The waters clear up. 
I can see where I'm going. You light the way, like a fire.

PHOEBE touches HAYDEN's hand.
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That's what your name means you know: Fire. It suits you.

HAYDEN moves away.

I tried so many times. To make it go away. It didn't work.

Silence.

HAYDEN
Have you talked to Dad about this?

PHOEBE
No.

HAYDEN
You have to tell him.

PHOEBE
No. I can't. He'd—I don't know.

HAYDEN
He'd help you. He's the best person I know.

PHOEBE
I just want it to go away.

HAYDEN
It's not that easy.

PHOEBE
What?

HAYDEN
Feelings don't always go away. They're like photographs. Sometimes when 
you turn the flash on and take a shot, it washes it out. Sometimes it 
crystalizes into your memory. Either way, you have a photo in your photo 
album that you either never wanted or that you do, and you treasure 
forever. Both kinds of photos stay a part of who you are. Feelings aren't 
easy.

PHOEBE
Why couldn't I have met you before I met my husband?

HAYDEN
Phoebe.

PHOEBE
Don't you want to try it?

HAYDEN
What?

PHOEBE
You know...

HAYDEN
No, please, explain it to me.

PHOEBE
I mean, are you sure?
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HAYDEN
Of what?

PHOEBE
It's not just a phase?

HAYDEN
It's not.

PHOEBE
You've never had sex—

HAYDEN
Phoebe.

PHOEBE
—So, you don't really know, you can't, can you?

HAYDEN
Phoebe. Asexual means “no.”

PHOEBE
Well, maybe for now, I mean, everyone has their phases, right? Nat went 
through a phase thinking she was a lesbian too.

HAYDEN
It wasn't a phase.

PHOEBE
Well, you don't know that.

HAYDEN
No, I do. I met Nat's ex-girlfriend.

PHOEBE
Ex-girlfriend?

HAYDEN
Yeah. Bonnie.

PHOEBE
She's never told me about Bonnie.

HAYDEN
Oh.

PHOEBE sits.

I'm sorry, that wasn't really for me to say.

PHOEBE
No, it's fine.

Silence.

PHOEBE
Ex-girlfriend?

HAYDEN
Yeah.
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PHOEBE
So, it's not her first?

HAYDEN
I should probably text Nat. That I spilled the beans.

PHOEBE
Ok.

HAYDEN
Maybe give you some time to think too?

PHOEBE
Yeah.

HAYDEN gets up, giving PHOEBE space. He 
texts NATALIE. PHOEBE watches him. She gets 
up and hugs him. She immediately pulls away.

PHOEBE
Sorry. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—

HAYDEN
No, that's the thing, Phoebe. You can say that when you bump into someone 
on the street—

PHOEBE
I'm sorry.

HAYDEN
—You meant it. Stop lying to yourself.

PHOEBE
Do you think I'm a coward?

HAYDEN
What?

PHOEBE
Do you blame me?

HAYDEN
No, I don't.

PHOEBE
Do you hate me?

HAYDEN
No.

PHOEBE
Then why can't you love me?

HAYDEN
Phoebe. You're my mother.

PHOEBE
We're almost the same age, can you really honestly call me “Mom” without 
having some... other thoughts?
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HAYDEN
Yes I can, Mom.

PHOEBE
When you say it, it's so much better than I imagined.

HAYDEN
Why do you always do that?

PHOEBE
Do what?

HAYDEN
You're blind to reality, to yourself, to the truth. You see what you want 
to see, not what's really there.

PHOEBE
Aren't I seeing you?

HAYDEN
There you go, twisting my words. You know, you dement real images? You're 
like a bad photoshopper. You don't know what you're doing but you keep 
changing the original, adding layers on top of it, until it's so 
unrecognizable, so changed, so deformed, you can practically call it 
abstract art.

PHOEBE
Hayden, do you really feel that way about me?

HAYDEN
Yeah.

PHOEBE
How are you like that? How are you always so honest? Once you feel 
something, once you think something, you just say it.

HAYDEN
I don't need to lie. Simple as that.

PHOEBE
I know. That's what makes you perfect.

HAYDEN
And there's that too.

PHOEBE
What?

HAYDEN
You're always so quick to label things.

PHOEBE
I'm not labeling anything.

HAYDEN
You do, did. You labeled me “perfect” just now, didn't you?

PHOEBE
Well, that's not it. I didn't.
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HAYDEN
Then what is it?

PHOEBE
It's just a—a characterization of your character.

HAYDEN
You're wrong.

PHOEBE
Sometimes you can't see the best things in yourself.

HAYDEN
No one's perfect.

PHOEBE
Hayden.

HAYDEN
You people label things as “perfect” or “ideal”, sustaining the 
unreachable. Perfect doesn't exist. But here it is always being talked 
about as if it does. That fucks us up, as a society. It makes us all 
expect perfection as an actual goddamn standard. When it's not. It isn't 
even real. Let's not do this. I can never talk to you when you're like 
this. You don't want to hear the truth. You only want to hear what you 
want to hear. And that's fucked up. Goodbye Phoebe. Good luck in... all 
this.

HAYDEN exits. PHOEBE follows.

PHOEBE
Wait! Hayden, don't leave.

PHOEBE stops at door. Closes it. Turns 
around and screams. A moment, then she 
rises, pauses recording device. Then replays
the sound.

HAYDEN (V.O.)
You don't want to hear the truth. You only want to hear what you want to 
hear. And that's fucked up. Goodbye Phoebe. Good luck in... all this.

PHOEBE
(almost indistinguishable)

Your words, like sugar, run down my ears, but it's molten hot, like lava, 
and it eats me from the inside out, but still I want more.

She replays the sound.

HAYDEN (V.O.)
That's fucked up. Goodbye Phoebe. Good luck in... all this.

PHOEBE
I can't, can't, do this.

She replays the sound, fiddling with the 
sound.

HAYDEN (V.O.)
You—hear the truth—Phoebe—Good—in... all this.



  I-1-59.
  
PHOEBE exits into her room, with device. 
Lights fade.

End of Act 1.
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Act Two

          PRESHOW:       Sounds of people whispering.

Scene 10

SETTING: Outside of the Pratt house.

AT RISE: Lights up on: RESIDENTS, upstage. They shift.

RESIDENT
Phoebe looks worse. She's got that crazy look in her eyes.

RESIDENT
Honestly, I'm scared. Am I safe? I live across the street.

RESIDENT
The other day, I saw her walk out of her house soaking wet.

RESIDENT
Wet? Theodore's been away too long. He probably hasn't even seen this.

RESIDENT
She was alone. She just walks out, sits on her front lawn, then gets up 
and goes back inside.

RESIDENT
Do you think it's drugs? Is she on something?

RESIDENT
What else could it be?

RESIDENT
The neighborhood isn't safe anymore.

RESIDENT
Can you spread drugs to other people?

RESIDENT
I don't know how it works. Maybe.

RESIDENT
Best to keep an eye out.

RESIDENT
I'll call the police if I see anything.

RESIDENT
Call me too. I'd want to know.

RESIDENT
I'll call you first, then the police.

RESIDENT
Then I'll call Theodore.

RESIDENT
If he doesn't answer call Daisy.

RESIDENT
If she doesn't, I'll call Michael.
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RESIDENT
Then Judy.

RESIDENT
And Phil.

RESIDENT
And Barbara.

RESIDENT
And Tanya.

RESIDENT
And John.

RESIDENT
He'd want to know.

RESIDENT
She'd need to know.

RESIDENT
It's for our safety.

RESIDENT
It's just for our safety.

REISDENTS exit.

Scene 11

SETTING: Pratt house. PHOEBE's room.

AT RISE: Lights up on: PHOEBE laying on her bed, phone 
in hand. A laptop is next to her. Her hand is 
on it.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Sorry. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
No—You meant it. Stop lying to yourself.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do you hate me?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Why do you always do that?—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do what?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—You—know what you're doing—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Hayden, do you really feel that way about me?—
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HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Yeah.—I don't need to lie. Simple as that—You're always so quick—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
I—that's not—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—what is it?—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
It's just—Hayden—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Let's not do this. I can never talk to you when you're like this.

PHOEBE taps laptop key, pauses recording.

PHOEBE
Even when you're angry, your voice is honey, so thick, so sweet.

PHOEBE taps laptop key, again, playing the 
message again.

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Let's not do this. I can never talk to you when you're like this.

NATALIE enters.

NATALIE
Phoebe!

PHOEBE
Yeah?

PHOEBE closes laptop, abruptly stopping the 
sound.

NATALIE
Just wanted to check up on you.

PHOEBE
Oh. I'm ok. I'm fine. Why?

NATALIE
I just got off the phone with Hayden and he didn't sound too great. Did 
something happen?

PHOEBE
Look, it didn't go away, so I sent it to Theo, and now I don't know, what 
to do. I don't know if I shouldn't have.

NATALIE
What? What happened? I didn't—What happened?

PHOEBE
I don't know.

NATALIE
Ok.
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PHOEBE
I'm just worried. For Hayden.

NATALIE
Did you want to talk about it?

PHOEBE
I don't know.

NATALIE
How about we just try it.

NATALIE sits. PHOEBE moves laptop far away.

So you and Hayden talked?

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
And...

PHOEBE
It didn't help.

NATALIE
Did you want to, I don't know, elaborate?

PHOEBE
Nat, is asexuality really a thing?

NATALIE
That's not really for me to say.

PHOEBE
I'm not sure it is.

NATALIE
Why?

PHOEBE
I mean, Hayden didn't seem—

PHOEBE stops herself.

NATALIE
He didn't seem what?

PHOEBE is silent.

Phoebe, what happened?

PHOEBE is silent.

NATALIE
Phoebs, you're scaring me.

PHOEBE
Can I show you something?
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NATALIE
Ok.

PHOEBE hands NATALIE her phone.

PHOEBE
Open it. Read the last text I sent.

NATALIE
Ok.

NATALIE does.

It's to Theodore.

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
There's an attachment.

PHOEBE
Yeah.

NATALIE
Did you want me to open it?

PHOEBE nods. NATALIE opens it. Rape Tape 
plays.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Sorry. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
No—You meant it. Stop lying to yourself.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do you hate me?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Why do you always do that?—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do what?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—You—know what you're doing—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Hayden, do you really feel that way about me?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Yeah.—I don't need to lie. Simple as that—You're always so quick—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
I—that's not—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—what is it?—
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PHOEBE (V.O.)
It's just—Hayden—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Let's not do this. I can never talk to you when you're like this. I—only 
want to hear what—I—want to hear—in... all this.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Wait! Hayden, don't—

PHOEBE (V.O.) screams.

A moment. NATALIE stands. Then sits. Then 
stands.

NATALIE
Let's go for ice cream.

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
I think it'll make you feel better.

PHOEBE
I, uh.

NATALIE
Did you want to stay here? Unless it happened here then I guess you 
wouldn't want to. Oh God.

PHOEBE
I'm not in the mood for going out.

NATALIE
No, of course not. I can get you something.

PHOEBE
You...

NATALIE
Ice cream? You want ice cream?

PHOEBE
I—

NATALIE
Boba milk tea? You can never pass up some milk tea. I know it's your 
favorite.

PHOEBE
Nat, you don't need to.

NATALIE
I want to. You need it right now. I'll be right back, ok?

PHOEBE
Ok.

NATALIE
Just stay right here. And try not to stress.
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PHOEBE
Ok.

NATALIE goes to leave.

WAIT. Nat.

NATALIE
What? What is it?

PHOEBE
Can I show you something else?

NATALIE
Yeah, what?

PHOEBE opens her laptop. She plays the 
original recording.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Sorry. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
No, that's the thing, Phoebe. You can say that when you bump into someone 
on the street—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
I'm sorry.

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—You meant it. Stop lying to yourself.

NATALIE
What...?

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Do you think I'm a coward? Do you hate me?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
No.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Then why can't you love me?

NATALIE
Phoebe?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Phoebe. You're my mother.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
We're almost the same age, can you really honestly call me “Mom” without 
having some... other thoughts?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Yes I can, Mom.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
When you say it, it's so much better than I imagined.
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NATALIE
Phoebe. What is this?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Why do you always do that?

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Do what?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
You're blind to reality, to yourself, to the truth. You see what you want 
to see, not what's really there.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Aren't I seeing you?

HAYDEN (V.O.)
There you go, twisting my words. You know, you dement real images? You're 
like a bad photoshopper. You don't know what you're doing but you keep 
changing the original, adding layers on top of it, until it's so 
unrecognizable, so changed, so deformed, you can practically call it 
abstract art.

NATALIE grabs PHOEBE's phone and turns it 
off.

NATALIE
Did you make that?

PHOEBE
I didn't know what else to do. I'm just—

NATALIE
No, Phoebe, you can't play the confused card anymore. What the hell was 
that?

PHOEBE
I made it.

NATALIE
Yes, for what?

PHOEBE
To get Hayden to go away.

NATALIE
How? What did you do with it?

PHOEBE
I can't say it if you're judging me like this! I can't. I don't want to be
judged anymore. Can you promise you won't judge me? I'll promise to tell 
you everything. Just don't look at me like that.

NATALIE sits.

NATALIE
Ok. Judgement is gone.

PHOEBE looks at her, trying to find it in 
her face.
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PHOEBE
Ok.

NATALIE
What happened?

PHOEBE
I sent it to Theo.

NATALIE
You—You sent it to Theo. Ok. You sent it to Theo. And?

PHOEBE
And what?

NATALIE
And what happened next?

PHOEBE
Nothing.

NATALIE
What do you mean nothing?

PHOEBE
Theo will fix it all. I know he can.

NATALIE
Phoebe.

PHOEBE
Theo always does. He'll be home and he can fix it all.

NATALIE
Ok. That's enough Phoebe. You can't expect Theo to fix all your problems 
for you. That's unrealistic and just pathetically dependent.

PHOEBE
You're judging me. I told you not to judge me.

NATALIE
Ok, then let's work on some solutions.

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
What do you want?

PHOEBE
What do you mean?

NATALIE
It's a simple question.

PHOEBE
Maybe for you.

NATALIE
Ok. New plan: Move in with me.
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PHOEBE
What? Move in with you?

NATALIE
Yeah.

PHOEBE
I can't do that. You live on the East Coast. And I live here.

NATALIE
That can easily change with a few packed bags and a plane ticket. Hell I 
did it.

PHOEBE
But I'm not you.

NATALIE
So? You still deserve to be happy don't you?

PHOEBE
What do you know what makes me happy?

NATALIE
Ok then, what would make you happy?

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
What's your ideal situation?

PHOEBE
I—I'd go on that Valentine's Day cruise with Theo. And we'd sail away. And
we'd be happy.

NATALIE
A cruise then?

PHOEBE
Yes.

NATALIE
Why wait for Theo? Let's do one now?

NATALIE grabs PHOEBE's laptop. She starts 
typing away.

PHOEBE
Nat!

NATALIE
You said you wanted a cruise.

PHOEBE
With my husband!

NATALIE
Aren't I pretty enough?

PHOEBE
Nat! No! Stop! I can't go unannounced! People will talk!
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NATALIE
Relax, it's just two sisters going on a trip together, we'll only be gone 
a week. How much can they actually say about us while we're gone?

PHOEBE
You'd be surprised.

NATALIE
All right. It's all done. All you have to do is press “ok.”

NATALIE offers laptop to PHOEBE. She doesn't
take it. NATALIE puts it on the bed.

PHOEBE
Why are you doing this?

NATALIE
To help you take your own life in your own hands for once.

PHOEBE
I do that all the time.

NATALIE
Right.

PHOEBE
I asked you to come visit, didn't I?

NATALIE
That was a cry for help. This is action. If you press this button, it'll 
be the first time you've ever actually committed to doing anything without
asking someone else for advice beforehand, before getting Theo's blessing,
without making sure it's all right with God. It'll be your decision, 
without someone else's permission, no caveat. Yours. That's it. How can 
you not want that?

PHOEBE closes her eyes and presses “ok” on 
the laptop.

PHOEBE
There. I did it. Happy?

NATALIE
Well shit. You did.

PHOEBE stands. NATALIE sits, looking at the 
laptop.

PHOEBE
That still doesn't help me though.

NATALIE
Guess not.

NATALIE starts packing her things, around 
the room.

PHOEBE
What are you doing?
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NATALIE
Packing. What does it look like I'm doing?

PHOEBE
Why?

NATALIE
Well, I didn't actually look at the date I booked this cruise, and it's 
tomorrow.

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
Surprise!

PHOEBE
No! Cancel it, Nat!

NATALIE
It already went through. “Non-refundable.”

PHOEBE
What kind of website is non-refundable?

NATALIE
That one, apparently.

PHOEBE
No, no, no.

NATALIE
Well, if you aren't going to pack, I'm gonna get started.

PHOEBE
I'm not going.

NATALIE
What do you mean you're not going? Your name's on the ticket. How can you 
not be going?

PHOEBE
I'm not going.

NATALIE
Why not?

PHOEBE
Theo would—

NATALIE
Ok.

PHOEBE
—n't want me to—

NATALIE
Phoebe. Listen, do you hear yourself? Honestly, listen to yourself for a 
second.
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PHOEBE
What? Why?

NATALIE
Humor me.

PHOEBE
Ok. But this is such a waste of time, Theo—

NATALIE
5 seconds.

PHOEBE
What?

NATALIE
It didn't even take you 5 seconds to mention Theo's name again. And you do
this every day.

PHOEBE
Wha—I... Nat, how is this dealing with the problem?

NATALIE
I'm dealing with your biggest problem. You and Mom are exactly the same.

PHOEBE
Oh, don't bring up Mom again.

NATALIE
You two always go on and go about your men. And it does you zero good.

PHOEBE
Devotion is good.

NATALIE
This isn't devotion, Phoebs. It's parasitic.

PHOEBE
My marriage isn't parasitic.

NATALIE
Your type must be vampire. They plague your job. They plague in your 
marriage.

PHOEBE
Nat, stop. I don't want to talk about this.

NATALIE
Ok. If you don't want to talk about this, then let's make this 
conversation worth my while and dig up some old dead bones of the past. 
Shit I've been dying to ask you about for fucking years. Sound fair?

PHOEBE
Fine.

NATALIE
Mom and Dad.

PHOEBE
What about them?
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NATALIE
Did you think they were happy?

PHOEBE
They were.

NATALIE
What?

PHOEBE
Happy.

NATALIE
If you mean it, say it like you mean it.

PHOEBE
They were happy!

NATALIE
How?

PHOEBE
They, they laughed a lot together. And they tried. They tried to make it 
work.

NATALIE
Make what work?

PHOEBE
The long hours. The constant back and forth.

NATALIE
Who was working?

PHOEBE
Mom.

NATALIE
What constant back and forth?

PHOEBE
The...

NATALIE
The what?

PHOEBE
The arguing.

NATALIE
Yeah. And?

PHOEBE
The throwing things.

NATALIE
And?

PHOEBE
The beating.
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NATALIE
Beating who? Who got beat?

PHOEBE
Mom.

NATALIE
And?

PHOEBE
Mom.

NATALIE
No, there was one more, Phoebe.

PHOEBE
You.

NATALIE
Yeah. That's right.

PHOEBE
And I just watched. It was awful.

NATALIE
Yeah. It was.

PHOEBE stumbles.

PHOEBE
I'm sorry. I forgot. I'm so sorry.

NATALIE
I wish I could forgot sometimes. But sometimes I'm glad I remember?

PHOEBE
Why? Why would you want to remember these terrible, bloody things?

NATALIE
Because I want to never make the same mistake again.

PHOEBE
How?

NATALIE
Usually by having it happen again. Then by picking myself up. And learning
from what happened. Then having it happen again, but this time, less 
terrible, less bloody. Then pulling myself off the floor. Until I find the
strength to leave before things get shitty.

NATALIE takes PHOEBE's hand.

NATALIE
I don't want you to have to watch terrible things happen, as you sit back 
and do nothing. That's a shitty place to be. And I don't want my sister 
there anymore. I want you to have the power to change your own life for 
the better.

PHOEBE
Will it hurt?
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NATALIE
Yes.

PHOEBE
Will you be there?

NATALIE
Yes.

PHOEBE
Does that make it better?

NATALIE
Sometimes. Sometimes not.

NATALIE helps PHOEBE stand. 

But sometimes that'll be enough.

They go to exit. PHOEBE stops.

PHOEBE
But.

NATALIE
What?

PHOEBE
Nat, I—

NATALIE
No, don't think about—

PHOEBE
I can't.

PHOEBE breaks away. She sits.

I don't know why. But I can't.

NATALIE
Ok. Maybe you can't. And I can't make you.

NATALIE exits. PHOEBE lays down on bed, arms
crossed over her chest.

PHOEBE
Now I lay me down to sleep.
I pray the Lord my soul to keep.
If I should die before I wake,
I pray to God my soul to take...
Amen.

Lights fade.

Scene 12

SETTING: Around sunset.  THEODORE's Office.
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AT RISE: Lights up on: A desk. THEODORE sits behind it.

He's working on his computer, but is 
distracted. His suitcase is on the chair 
facing him. HAYDEN enters.

HAYDEN
Hey, Dad!

THEODORE
Hey, Son!

THEODORE tries to awkwardly reach suitcase 
from across the desk. HAYDEN removes it 
himself and sits.

Thanks. Sorry.

HAYDEN
No rest for the wicked?

THEODORE
Unfortunately, not. I'm sorry. It'll only take a moment.

HAYDEN
Ok. Sure. I'll wait.

THEODORE tries to finish his work. He is too
distracted and eventually just gives up. He 
closes things up. Then finally:

THEODORE
Sorry. Now.

THEODORE stands.

Can I get a hug?

HAYDEN
Do you even have to ask?

HAYDEN stands and hugs him.

THEODORE
Oh God, I've missed you so much.

HAYDEN
Me too. I'm glad you're home.

They break from the hug.

THEODORE
We've got some major catching up to do.

HAYDEN
Have I got stories.

THEODORE
How's the activism going?

THEODORE sits.
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HAYDEN
It's going really well. We've made a lot of progress on the trans front. 
Which I thought I was going to be the most problematic, but it really 
wasn't that bad.

HAYDEN sits.

THEODORE
That's great to hear.

HAYDEN
Yeah. We've even got this big event planned tonight. I would invite you, 
but it looks like you're pretty busy.

THEODORE
Yeah. I can never get away. I'm sorry.

HAYDEN
It's ok. There'll be more. We might plan one on a weekend next month.

THEODORE
Yes! Invite me to that one.

HAYDEN
We'll make a more general rally, which means there'll be more allies, so 
you won't feel so alone.

THEODORE
Well, I can always invite Phoebe.

HAYDEN
Yeah.

THEODORE smiles. Hesitates to speak. Gets up
to close the door. Then sits again.

THEODORE
Hayden. I actually called you here to talk about something else tonight, 
if you're ok with that?

HAYDEN
Yeah, sure, what's up?

THEODORE
This whole LGBT thing, are you sure it's still you?

HAYDEN
What do you mean?

THEODORE
I mean, are you sure you're still asexual?

HAYDEN
We've had this conversation, Dad.

THEODORE
I understand, but like you said, sexuality is fluid, so maybe...?

HAYDEN
Maybe I'd stop being ace?
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THEODORE
Well, yes.

HAYDEN
Ok, let me check, hm, nope, still asexual, sorry.

THEODORE
Hayden, I'm not playing around.

HAYDEN
Neither am I.

THEODORE plays phone message. Rape Tape 
plays:

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Sorry. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
No—You meant it. Stop lying to yourself.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do you hate me?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Why do you always do that?—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
—Do what?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—You—know what you're doing—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Hayden, do you really feel that way about me?—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—Yeah.—I don't need to lie. Simple as that—You're always so quick—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
I—that's not—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
—what is it?—

PHOEBE (V.O.)
It's just—Hayden—

HAYDEN (V.O.)
Let's not do this. I can never talk to you when you're like this. I—only 
want to hear what—I—want to hear—in... all this.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Wait! Hayden, don't—

PHOEBE (V.O.) screams. The message ends 
abruptly.

THEODORE
Why did you sleep with Phoebe?



  I-1-79.
  
Silence.

Take any time you need to process.

HAYDEN
What did she say?

THEODORE
The message speaks for itself. She didn't have to say anything.

HAYDEN gets up.

HAYDEN
I didn't do it.

THEODORE
Then what happened?

HAYDEN is silent.

Son, please.

HAYDEN
Ask Phoebe.

THEODORE
(Gently)

I need to hear this from you.

HAYDEN is silent.

There are two ways this can play out, Son. I pray to God you choose the 
right answer.

HAYDEN
I didn't do it. You have to believe me.

THEODORE
I want to, Hayden. But I've only heard one side of the story. I need to 
hear your side.

HAYDEN
It's complicated.

THEODORE
Make it simple.

HAYDEN
This is as simple as it's gonna get: I didn't do it.

THEODORE
Not good enough.

HAYDEN
I know! But I can't...

THEODORE
(Softly)

Then you know what I have to assume, right?

HAYDEN is silent. THEODORE opens the door.
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HAYDEN
Last December.

THEODORE
What?

HAYDEN
When I had that creative block.

THEODORE
Hayden, stay on topic—

HAYDEN
Please.

THEODORE
Ok.

THEODORE closes the door and sits.

Last December.

HAYDEN
I had a creative block. Do you remember what I said?

THEODORE
You said you couldn't take pictures because you were stuck.

HAYDEN
Yeah. Remember why?

THEODORE shakes his head “no.”

Everything was gray and flat and ugly. And I was trapped in a two-
dimensional shadow world. The camera, it died in my hands. It can't 
breathe in the void. And I was in a vacuum.

(beat)
This whole... situation, feels the same. There's no light. And I can't 
find any, not like last time.

THEODORE
I see.

(beat)
Maybe I can light a match for you.

HAYDEN
What do you mean?

THEODORE
Let me tell you my side of that story.

THEODORE stands. HAYDEN sits.

That was the time you opened up to me about... your new discovery.

HAYDEN
Identity.

THEODORE
Right.
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(beat)
This past year had been the coldest in my life. My son. An atheist? That 
alone hit me, very hard. I barely recovered from that single blow. So, 
understand, with your new identity, I lost the slight sliver of hope I 
held onto for your salvation. I prayed to God every night for His helping 
hand to reach out to you, somehow, in any way. But every night I was 
answered with images, dreams of the Devil taking you away from me. You 
were slipping deeper and deeper into the darkness, and I had no power to 
stop it. By the end of spring, I knew, the light wasn't rising for you. It
was the end.

(beat)
But today marks a new day. And everything will be ok, as long as you tell 
me the truth.

HAYDEN
What? What “truth”?

THEODORE
Are you sure you aren't lying?

HAYDEN
I wouldn't lie to you. Especially about this.

THEODORE
That's not what I'm asking. I'm saying are you ly—

HAYDEN stands.

HAYDEN
Dad! I'm not a rapist!

THEODORE
(Calmly)

We're not going to call it that, Son.

HAYDEN
(Horrified)

What?

THEODORE
Ok. Let's approach this differently.

(beat)
Did you lie?

HAYDEN
(Defensively)

I just said—

THEODORE
Hayden, you're not listening.

(beat)
Did you lie... To yourself?

HAYDEN
Myself? I thought—

Silence.

Oh my God. Are you serious? We're still having this conversation?
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THEODORE
Is it a conversation that we need to have, Son?

HAYDEN
I came out a year ago. I didn't think I'd have to do it again.

THEODORE
Maybe this is the beginning of a new stage in your sexuality?

HAYDEN
We're not doing this again.

THEODORE
I still don't have your side of the story.

HAYDEN
You know I'm ace!

THEODORE
Yes, I understand. You said you're ace, but—

HAYDEN
What do you mean “I said I'm ace?” Is what I “say” not credible anymore?

THEODORE
I just mean, that you don't have to be afraid.

HAYDEN
What do you think I'm afraid of?

THEODORE
These urges are normal, for any man.

HAYDEN
I'm not “any man.” I'm different. 1% of the population different. You'd 
know this, if you listened.

THEODORE
I listened, Hayden, I just I have reasons to doubt you.

HAYDEN
Reasons? There's more?

THEODORE
Your friend Cassidy.

HAYDEN
What about Cassidy?

THEODORE
You two are awfully close.

HAYDEN
What about it?

THEODORE
Just that a man and woman being that close, I have reason to doubt your 
sexuality.

HAYDEN
Look, Dad. I can be friends with men and women without being in a 
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relationship with them.

THEODORE
Sure, it's just—

HAYDEN
Why are you so hellbent on me being straight?

THEODORE
I'm not. That's not what I'm saying.

HAYDEN
Then what are you saying?

THEODORE
Hayden, I want to talk to you honestly. But I can't do it if you're being 
defensive.

Silence. HAYDEN sits.

HAYDEN
Ok.

THEODORE
You're good?

HAYDEN
Yeah.

THEODORE
Ok.

(beat)
Understand, Son, that all I've ever done was give, for you, for my family.
Because I love you. I know you know. What you don't know is that God also 
loves you.

HAYDEN fidgets.

The point is: I, like God, have a special plan for you. You're supposed to
grow up and take my place as CEO, to continue a line of great men, and to 
leave behind generations of us for the future. A man teaching another man 
how to be great, and in turn, he teaches another. That's fatherhood. It's 
what any father wishes for his son.

HAYDEN
What about my wishes?

THEODORE
What do you wish for? I'm listening.

HAYDEN
You can't just wish for things and get them, like some fairytale. I can't 
just wish to be “normal.”

THEODORE
“Normal”?

HAYDEN
Yeah.

(beat)
Ok. Look. I'm ace. And it's hard. For the both of us. I mean, this whole 



  I-1-84.
  

conversation is a testament to that. And I know who I am, I've accepted 
who I am, I know, it's just me, but, I just, sometimes, I'll just imagine—

HAYDEN stands.

I don't know. Being in the majority for once, not against it. Not having 
to fight and defend and tirelessly labor over just being me. Not having 
any doubts from what other people tell me I am, are convinced of what I 
am. Because I'm “too friendly.” Because I “obviously have feelings.” And 
I'm not “strange,” or “weird enough.” That I'm approachable, and nice and 
I care. Because when you're ace it means you can't do any of that. And 
I'll imagine just sitting there, existing, knowing, “Yeah, this is me. 
This is who I am. This is my identity. No questions asked. Because the 
rest of the world can agree with being straight. And that being straight 
is ok. It's not a problem. It doesn't have to be a secret. I don't have to
be scared to come out to anyone. Because everyone's just like me. And it's
fine. And it will be fine. And it'll always be fine.” And life would just 
be “normal.”

THEODORE
Was that what all it was then?

HAYDEN
What?

THEODORE
If so, it's ok. I can forgive you.

HAYDEN
Forgive me for what?

THEODORE
With Phoebe.

HAYDEN
I don't think it's your right to forgive.

THEODORE
I mean, that there are worse things.

HAYDEN
I don't think so.

THEODORE
Hayden, I'm just trying to be understanding.

HAYDEN
Ok then, understand this: I'm asexual.

THEODORE
Those are two separate things.

HAYDEN
They're really not.

THEODORE
I understand if you wanted to... experiment with—

HAYDEN
Oh my God. Stop doing that!
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THEODORE
What?

HAYDEN
You can't stand hearing that I'm not the “perfect son,” so you always try 
to force it on to me.

THEODORE
It's difficult.

HAYDEN
How? I just told you exactly how I feel.

THEODORE
But I didn't hear exactly what happened.

HAYDEN
Why can't you just trust that I would never do that?

THEODORE
Ok. Hayden, it's time to stop all this.

HAYDEN
No. Don't change the subject. You're always sweeping stuff under the rug 
the minute you find that the problem is something ugly.

THEODORE
What I mean is that it's ok now. You can be forgiven. God can welcome you 
into His kingdom. But you have to actively seek forgiveness for breaking 
your chastity.

HAYDEN
My sexuality isn't a religion.

THEODORE
Sorry, I didn't mean to bring God into this.

HAYDEN
I didn't choose to be ace, Dad. Like you chose to be a Christian.

Pause.

THEODORE
No. God chose me.

HAYDEN
You know what I mean.

THEODORE
(Firmly)

No. I don't.

HAYDEN
Well, ok, you said you were atheist once, right? So, you choose to follow 
God's word again, but later in your life.

THEODORE
I fell into darkness but found the light again.

HAYDEN
Right. So you chose—
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THEODORE
It's not the same as choosing.

HAYDEN
Ok then. It's not the same.

THEODORE
Thank you.

HAYDEN
(Realizing)

Then maybe sexuality is like religion.

THEODORE
What?

HAYDEN
I didn't know I was ace before I came out. But I was still ace. And after 
coming out, I had a new word for my identity. But that doesn't mean ace-
ness wasn't in my life all of the times before.

(beat)
Guess you helped me light a match after all.

THEODORE
God isn't like that.

HAYDEN
Sounds the same to me.

THEODORE
No.

HAYDEN
Neither of us chose this life. But both of us are forced to live it out.

THEODORE
I'm not forced to.

HAYDEN
Ok. Maybe “forced” is too strong a word. But your faith is something you 
identify with. Same with my being ace.

THEODORE
No, no, no. It's not.

HAYDEN
What do you mean? It's the same thing.

THEODORE
It's just not.

HAYDEN
How is it not—?

THEODORE
I'm not a faggot, Hayden!

Silence.

HAYDEN
Oh. Ok.
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THEODORE
No, I didn't mean it like that, you're not, I was talking about them.

HAYDEN
I am one of them, Dad.

THEODORE
Son, I didn't mean—

HAYDEN
No, you don't have to justify it. I get it.

THEODORE
I really want to understand.

HAYDEN
No. You really don't. Stop pretending already. It's a little sad.

THEODORE
I'm not pretending. I really, I'm trying—

HAYDEN
Just stop.

THEODORE
I try so hard to understand and I'm more than willing to listen.

HAYDEN
It's pathetic. Just stop.

THEODORE
(darkly)

What did you say?

HAYDEN
I said, “It's pathetic. Just stop.”

THEODORE
(cold)

Listen, Hayden. I might be many things in this world. But I'm not that.

HAYDEN
What?

THEODORE
(firmly)

You take that back right now.

HAYDEN
Take what back?

THEODORE
What you just said.

HAYDEN
No.

THEODORE
Hayden.
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HAYDEN
Everything I've been saying is true. If I take it back, that'd make us 
both liars.

THEODORE
I don't lie.

HAYDEN
You're right. You hide.

THEODORE
From what?

HAYDEN
The ugly. You're too busy grooming a fake family to fit inside an 
obnoxiously large frame to notice that everything you don't want to see 
are just smudges that you hide on the backs of your fake family photos. 
All the imperfections, the forced smiles, the blurry lines. It's too much 
for you to handle, so you cover them up where you can't see them. Whatever
reality you deem “real,” let it be so. Sure, you don't force us to do 
anything. But that doesn't make your reality any less fake compared to 
what you should see right in front of you.

THEODORE
I see what's in front of me, Hayden.

HAYDEN
Phoebe.

THEODORE
What about her?

HAYDEN
How is she?

THEODORE
Well. She sent me that message, so I'm assuming—

HAYDEN
No assumptions. The evidence. Directly from her. How is she doing?

THEODORE
She's... she's fine. On the phone the other day, she, we talked about, we 
talked about the vacation. And she said, she said that she was, fine.

HAYDEN
Of course she's “fine.” There's nothing left inside her. You hear it too 
don't you? And it's made you doubt.

THEODORE
I'm not doubting, I'm not.

HAYDEN
Then did you know your wife's had to look to another man for pretend 
happiness.

THEODORE
What? Who is this man?
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HAYDEN
That's not important.

THEODORE
Hayden. Tell me who it is.

HAYDEN
Well, why don't you already know?

THEODORE
Well, I was—

HAYDEN (AT THE SAME TIME)
“Out of town.”

THEODORE (AT THE SAME TIME)
—out of town.

HAYDEN
Yeah, I know. Too “out of town” to see that your marriage isn't great.

THEODORE
My marriage is fine.

HAYDEN
You don't sound sure.

THEODORE
How does this have anything to do with anything?

HAYDEN
It's you. You're the missing link here.

THEODORE
I'm not missing anything.

HAYDEN
But you are! You're missing the truth, you're missing your marriage, 
you're missing life. You're too stuck on the fact that truth has to be 
this cosmic, beautiful thing to actual stop and see 90% of the real shit!

THEODORE slaps him.

THEODORE
I'm sorry. I didn't—

HAYDEN
No, you did.

Silence.

I think we need some time apart.

THEODORE
Hawaii is nice this time of year.

HAYDEN
Hawaii it is. I'll go next week.

HAYEN goes to leave. He stops at the 
doorway.
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Dad.

THEODORE
Yeah?

HAYDEN
Make sure Phoebe gets help.

THEODORE
I don't need to hear this again—

HAYDEN
This isn't about you.

(beat)
She's the one hurting.

THEODORE
Ok. I'll make sure to talk to her.

HAYDEN
Great.

THEODORE
When you're ready to tell the truth, you can come home. I'll be waiting.

HAYDEN
Prepare to wait forever.

THEODORE
Hayden, all you've ever caused me was heartache. But don't forget all that
I've done for you.

HAYDEN
And what have you done for me?

THEODORE
I'm your guardian, Hayden. I'm your shield. You think your little protests
would be so peaceful, if I didn't have a hand in it?

HAYDEN
That's bullshit. I'm safe cause I'm smart about what I do. Not because of 
you.

THEODORE
We may disagree on a lot of things, Hayden. But it's obvious to anyone 
that I have power. And what do you have?

HAYDEN is silent.

THEODORE (CON.)
You need me. Don't forget that. You're not as smart as you think.

HAYDEN exits. A moment. THEODORE takes out 
his phone.

Hi, Officer Simmons, long time no chat! I actually just got done talking 
to Hayden. Doing well, so well actually that he doesn't need to be watched
over like he used to anymore. Imagine how I felt! But any father just 
wants to see his son all grown up. See it as a little break from the 
force. He doesn't need any more protection from you, or from me—
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Lights fade.

Scene 13

RESIDENTS enter and shift.

RESIDENT
I heard Theodore's son doesn't want to go into business.

RESIDENT
Rebellious teenager.

RESIDENT
A leeching student.

RESIDENT
Daisy told me that he wants to do photography.

RESIDENT
Leaving his father's business high and dry.

RESIDENT
He has no respect.

RESIDENT
Theodore worked hard for his son.

RESIDENT
The least he can do is continue his business.

RESIDENT
The young people today are so selfish.

RESIDENT
They don't know what they have.

RESIDENT
Whiney slackers.

RESIDENT
Air-headed “hipsters.”

RESIDENT
Glued to their phones.

RESIDENT
Dirty addicts.

RESIDENT
Ungrateful brats.

RESIDENT
The arrogance.

RESIDENT
Fucking fags.

RESIDENT
Depraved.
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RESIDENT
Ignorant.

RESIDENT
Demanding.

RESIDENT
Tasteless.

RESIDENT
Shameless.

RESIDENT
Misguided.

RESIDENTS (TOGETHER)
Better off dead.

RESIDENTS exit.

Scene 14

SETTING: Outside City Hall.

AT RISE: CASEY sets up for the protest. He is nervous. 
He paces around, texts someone, checks 
facebook, then returns to straightening flyers
or posters.

HAYDEN enters, he has been crying.

HAYDEN
Hey, Casey!

CASEY
Hey!

HAYDEN
How are things?

CASEY
Uh. It's looking good. I just, I hope everyone shows up tonight.

HAYDEN
Yeah. Me too.

CASEY
I mean, I invited a lot of people. But most of them are still only 
“interested” on Facebook. So who knows who's gonna actually show up.

HAYDEN
It'll be fine.

CASEY
Yeah. Maybe. I'm just nervous. I don't know. It's a lot of pressure, 
especially since, you know.

HAYDEN
I'll kick anyone's ass if they give you shit after coming out.
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CASEY
Thanks, man. I appreciate it.

HAYDEN
Yeah. No probs.

CASEY
Hey. Hayden. You ok? You don't look too good.

HAYDEN
Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. It's just. I just got done talking to my dad. And, 
you know how he doesn't listen to a goddamn word you say.

CASEY
Oh, shit. I'm sorry.

HAYDEN
Nah, don't be. It's not your fault. It's his problem. He just doesn't get 
it, you know? Not like you do anyway.

CASEY
Thanks. I'm just doing my best.

HAYDEN
Thank you for that. It makes a difference.

CASEY
Don't worry about it.

(beat)
Anyway, what happened? Did you wanna talk about it?

HAYDEN
Nah. I'm good.

CASEY
You sure?

HAYDEN
Yeah. Besides, tonight's your night. You worked super hard to plan this. 
We should be celebrating, not trying to cheer me up.

CASEY
Ok. If you say so, I guess. But just remember I'm here if you need me.

HAYDEN
Yeah, I know. You're my #1 best friend.

CASEY
It's “alpha friend” now, I fought Tanya for the alpha friend position.

HAYDEN
Seriously? When did this happen?

CASEY
During the weekend. You were attending an event on campus, I think.

HAYDEN
Damn, I miss all the good stuff. Did she put up a good fight, at least?

CASEY
No, she kinda handed it over.
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HAYDEN
Ah, I see your reputation precedes you.

CASEY laughs.

CASEY
How do you always manage to get a smile out of me?

HAYDEN
It's my superpower.

CASEY
What are you? “Captain Hayden American?”

HAYDEN
Oh God. That actually doesn't sound half bad. Is that wrong?

CASEY
It has to be. It sounds like it has to be.

They laugh.

HAYDEN
Anyway, I'm here and I have hands. What can I do?

CASEY
Oh, yeah. Can you help me stand these up?

HAYDEN
Sure. Over there?

CASEY
Ay ay, Cap'n!

HAYDEN and CASEY set up a few things, 
chatting while they work for a bit. Until 
POLICE OFFICER enters.

OFFICER
Hey, you two protesting tonight?

HAYDEN
Yes, Officer Simmons, we are. Until 12am.

CASEY
Would that be a problem?

OFFICER
Maybe. If you don't have your paperwork.

CASEY
We do. Let me just get it—

CASEY pulls out paperwork. He hands it to 
OFFICER.

OFFICER
Ok. Let's see.

OFFICER looks it over.
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Looks good.

OFFICER hands paperwork back.

CASEY
Thank you.

OFFICER
Would you kids happen to be protesting anything controversial?

HAYDEN
We wouldn't need a protest if the issue weren't controversial.

OFFICER
Of course. But it's awfully late to be out, don't you think?

CASEY
I'm sorry, Officer Simmons, but we've shown you our paperwork. Which we 
always have. And it says we are legally allowed to be in this space, at 
this time. So, is there anything else we can do for you?

OFFICER
You've got company.

CASEY and HAYDEN look offstage.

CASEY
Oh my God. Hayden, that's everyone. Everyone made it. I think this is the 
biggest it's ever, this is, oh my God, I think I'm shaking.

HAYDEN
Go talk to them. I can finish up here.

CASEY
What do you mean?

HAYDEN
It's your event. Go say hello to your people.

CASEY
You sure?

HAYDEN
Yeah. You need to run the show, Casey. I don't want you to have to worry 
about this too.

CASEY
Ok. Thanks man. But call me over if you need me.

HAYDEN
Sure thing.

CASEY exits, greeting his friends.

OFFICER
Hayden. I know you're a good kid. So why don't you do what good kids do 
and call it a night?

HAYDEN
A good kid doesn't turn his back on people what they need him to be there.
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OFFICER
And what exactly are you “needed” for?

HAYDEN
Support. I'm a good cheerleader.

OFFICER
Look kid, this is serious.

HAYDEN
So are human rights.

OFFICER
Aren't you tired?

HAYDEN
Of what?

OFFICER
Hanging around these people?

HAYDEN
What do you mean by “these people”?

OFFICER
Look, I don't want to get personal—

HAYDEN
—It already is.

OFFICER
You're a smart kid. You know these things get messy.

HAYDEN
I brought my broom.

OFFICER
Do you really want to clean up for them? This late at night?

HAYDEN
I do.

OFFICER
Hayden. Look, I'm going to be honest with you. The force is spread pretty 
thin tonight. I'm not sure if we can get to you in time if something 
happens.

HAYDEN
And what do you think is going to happen?

OFFICER
I don't know. Something might happen.

HAYDEN
I've done these protests a million times now. Nothing ever happens.

OFFICER
Something can always happen.

HAYDEN
Something can always happen anywhere. So why not while fighting the good 
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fight?

OFFICER
This isn't your fight, son.

HAYDEN
And what makes you think that?

OFFICER
You're not one of them.

HAYDEN
Define “them.”

OFFICER
Hayden, don't be difficult. Get out of the way before you get hurt.

HAYDEN
Officer, you've seen me out here a million times. You've never once asked 
me to go home. What makes tonight so different?

OFFICER
It's the latest protest you've had.

HAYDEN
Injustice doesn't stop when you turn the lights off.

OFFICER
Neither does crime. I hear it goes up.

HAYDEN
Why me? Why not Casey? Why did you single me out?

OFFICER
Because I know your father.

HAYDEN
Oh, so you're selective about who you serve and protect?

OFFICER
I'm off duty soon. So I thought I'd warn you before.

HAYDEN
What about my friends?

OFFICER
I know most of them from our criminal records. Minor stuff. But it adds 
up. A few of them don't have a place to live. Most of them don't even have
a future. But you're different Hayden. You're Theodore Pratt's son. So why
don't you go home already?

HAYDEN
I am home.

OFFICER
Don't play the hero.

HAYDEN
Don't pretend to know who I am.
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OFFICER
I'm trying to help.

HAYDEN
So am I. I'm fighting for my friends out here, the people I care about. I 
choose to surround myself with “these people” because they're home to me. 
Home isn't being born under a certain roof, to a certain household, to a 
certain title.

OFFICER
Hayden—

HAYDEN
Goodnight, Officer Simmons.

OFFICER
You can't—

HAYDEN
Goodnight.

A moment.

OFFICER
God bless you.

OFFICER exits. CASEY enters.

CASEY
I said to call me over if anything happened.

HAYDEN
Nothing happened.

CASEY
Then what was all the yelling?

HAYDEN
Officer Simmons was being an asshole.

CASEY
Hey, hey, hey. What's up? You're not usually like this.

HAYDEN
I just really need to focus on this.

CASEY
Hayden, talk to me.

HAYDEN
About what?

CASEY
I think you need to talk your own advise about repressing—

HAYDEN
I'm not repressing any—

CASEY
Did the conversation with your dad—
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HAYDEN
No, don't bring him into the picture—

Shouting is heard offstage.

CASEY
Whoa. What's going on?

HAYDEN
Is that Danny?

CASEY
I didn't know he supported us.

HAYDEN
He doesn't.

Shouting offstage intensifies.

CASEY (AT THE SAME TIME)
Whoa. Hey, is that a—?

HAYDEN (AT THE SAME TIME)
What the hell? Danny—!

HAYDEN exits.

CASEY
Wait!

HAYDEN (O.S.)
What do you think—

Gunshot.

CASEY
Hayden!

Gunshot. CASEY exits. Black out.

Scene 15

RESIDENTS enter and shift.

RESIDENT
“Close and lock your windows and doors.” Didn't you hear the police?

RESIDENT
They said they'd take care of it. But it's better to be prepared.

RESIDENT
How are the kids doing? Don't wake them unless I know it's an emergency.

RESIDENT
It is an emergency. It's another one of Hayden's gay rights things.

RESIDENT
I always knew they'd end in violence. Always shouting so loud.
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RESIDENT
Hayden's wasting his life on this. He was such a good kid until all this.

RESIDENT
Then he got involved in drugs.

RESIDENT
Drugs?

RESIDENT
All gays do drugs eventually.

RESIDENT
Hayden wasn't one of them.

RESIDENT
Right. But seeing who he hangs around...

RESIDENT
You're right. Those fags probably peer pressured him.

RESIDENT
And now, he destroyed his father's house.

RESIDENT
How did Hayden get a gun anyway?

RESIDENT
They're easy to come by.

RESIDENT
Just another thing to hide from his father, I guess.

RESIDENT
That other boy was just doing his part to stop the bad.

RESIDENT
Good thing. Those protests always disrupt the peace and block traffic.

RESIDENT
It's sad that boy got hurt. If it was just Hayden...

RESIDENT
That other boy was defintely innocent in all this.

RESIDENT
Hey, what if Hayden was out for blood?

RESIDENT
Hm. He had a gun.

RESIDENT
He planned the protest.

RESIDENT
And he knew the other boy, from school.

RESIDENT
Wasn't he the same boy Hayden fought the other day?

RESIDENT
I think so. I heard Hayden hit him for his girlfriend.
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RESIDENT
Oh my god. Hayden planned for all this to happen.

RESIDENT
That's terrible. I wonder how Theodore's taking all this.

RESIDENT
I don't know. He just got back from work. He might not even know yet.

RESIDENT
It's tragic. I hope someone's there to help him.

RESIDENT
You're right. He needs a shoulder to cry on.

NATALIE emerges from crowd. RESIDENTS exit. 
NATALIE enters into...

Scene 16

SETTING: Inside Pratt House. Living Room.

AT RISE: THEDORE sits at table, phone in hand. NATALIE 
enters.

NATALIE
What the hell are you doing in here? Shouldn't you be out there?

THEODORE
Why?

NATALIE
What do you mean “why”?

THEODORE
Natalie. I'd love to chat, but I'd really prefer to be alone right now.

NATALIE
I'd really love not to chat, but I feel like you're missing something. Out
there, you know what just happened?

THEODORE
I heard.

NATALIE
And you're still here?

THEODORE
Yes.

NATALIE
Get off your lazy ass and go help goddammit!

THEODORE
By doing what, Natalie? What can I do?

NATALIE
I don't know. Seek justice.
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THEODORE
The suspect shot himself in the head. There's no more justice to be 
sought.

NATALIE
How much do you know?

THEODORE
I have connections with the police.

NATALIE
Connections couldn't help you at the time. There weren't any police around
during the riot.

THEODORE
I know.

NATALIE
They knew there was going to be an event. They always advertise the hell 
out of it. I don't know why they weren't there. These things always get 
dangerous.

THEODORE
They do.

NATALIE
You seem awfully calm about all this.

THEODORE
I'm sorry I don't show my grief the same as you do.

NATALIE
You're not surprised either.

THEODORE
No.

NATALIE
Why?

THEODORE
I knew this would happen. Not this. But something.

NATALIE
How?

THEODORE
I called off the police.

NATALIE
What?

THEODORE
I called them off.

NATALIE
Explain.

THEODORE
I'm sorry.
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NATALIE
That's not an explanation.

THEODORE
I called Officer Simmons the other day. I told them Hayden didn't need us.

NATALIE
So, you did this.

THEODORE
Yes.

NATALIE
You killed him.

THEODORE
You don't know that.

NATALIE
I do. It's your fault. You killed Hayden.

THEODORE
No. I didn't.

NATALIE
Yeah. Ok. Stay in denial. I'm not going to sit around for that.

THEODORE
Ok.

NATALIE
What the fuck is wrong with you? You just sit there like nothing happened.
Don't you feel inside that hollow businessman body of yours? Or does the 
Corporation suck you so dry you don't have a tear left?

THEODORE
Phoebe.

NATALIE
What's that supposed to mean?

THEODORE plays a message on his phone.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Hi, Theo. It's me.

NATALIE
Where is she? Why are you playing that?

PHOEBE (V.O.)
If you're listening to this. Then I guess I've already done it.

NATALIE
What? Done what? Where's Phoebe?

PHOEBE (V.O.)
I'm sorry. But this isn't your fault. I've been. Going through some stuff.
And I just—I couldn't anymore. I couldn't.

NATALIE
Phoebe?
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NATALIE exits into room.

THEODORE
Don't.

PHOEBE (V.O.)
Goodbye.

Silence. NATALIE enters.

NATALIE
She was just. I was just talking to her. She was here. I was talking to 
her.

THEODORE
I know.

Silence. THEODORE breaks. NATALIE is 
shocked.

I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry.

NATALIE
Uh.

THEODORE
I may not have always been here for them. But I try. I know the Company 
takes up a lot of my time. But I try. I've always tried. It was for them. 
It was all for them.

NATALIE
Look, don't think just because you're all sad now I'm going to forget it's
your fault.

THEODORE
I hope you never do.

NATALIE
I beg your pardon?

THEODORE
If you truly think it's my fault. I hope you never forget it.

NATALIE
Why are you being so nice all of a sudden?

THEODORE
What do you mean?

NATALIE
Why aren't you acting like an ass?

THEODORE
Was what I said nice?

NATALIE
Kind of. Yeah.

THEODORE
Do you always use humor to cope with your grief?



  I-1-105.
  

NATALIE
Kind of. Yeah.

THEODORE
You're an interesting person, Natalie Johanne.

NATALIE
I think so too.

Silence.

THEODORE
What can I do?

NATALIE
What?

THEODORE
To make it better?

NATALIE
You can't change the past—

THEODORE
I'm not looking to change the past. Here. Now. Right now. What do you want
me to do?

NATALIE
I don't want anything from you.

THEODORE
We're the only family we have left.

A moment. NATALIE sits.

NATALIE
I can't do it alone.

THEODORE
Do what?

NATALIE
See them.

THEODORE
Ok.

NATALIE
I can't do it alone.

THEODORE
It's ok.

NATALIE
No it's not. I do everything alone. But this. I can't. Go in alone. If I 
show up... alone. I can't make it. I hate it.

THEODORE touches NATALIE's shoulder.

THEODORE
I think this calls for a little leaning. Just for this.
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NATALIE
Not a second longer.

NATALIE offers her hand. THEODORE shakes it.

THEODORE
Ready?

NATALIE
Yeah.

They help each other up, hand in hand. 
THEODORE opens the door for NATALIE. She 
waits. He exits, first. She follows.

Scene 17

REISDENTS enter and shift.

RESIDENT
I'm blessed to be living here, with my family, and my kids.

RESIDENT
You're still torn up about what happened to the Pratts?

RESIDENT
Natalie didn't even stay longer than the funeral.

RESIDENT
I'm not surprised. They aren't good anything but being dangerous and

secretive.

RESIDENT
Maybe Natalie leaving is a blessing in disguise. It's safer without her 
around, for all of us.

RESIDENT
And for Theodore. One door closes, another opens.

RESIDENT
I met his girlfriend. She's beautiful and a wonderful neighbor.

RESIDENT
I'm sure he's happy now. No more unstable elements.

RESIDENT
Speaking of. Where do you think Natalie is now? She left without taking 
any of her things.

RESIDENT
Who does that? Maybe she's joining a nudist, minimalist cult.

RESIDENT
Oh, I can see that. I bet every dyke does it at some point.

RESIDENT
Did you call the number Natalie left to ask how she's doing?

RESIDENT
She didn't answer. There was another voice. I didn't know him.
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RESIDENT
A man? You think Natalie has a secret marriage?

RESIDENT
No. She must have ran away from there, just like she ran away from here.

RESIDENT
Maybe she messed up that man's life like she messed up Theodore's.

RESIDENT
What if she caught Phoebe's psychosis and ended up killing people?

RESIDENT
You mean, you think she killed Hayden and Phoebe?

RESIDENT
Well. Theodore didn't say anything. Meaning it's not not true.

RESIDENT
Sounds like something Natalie would do anyway.

RESIDENT
Respectable people take their clothes with them, at least.

RESIDENT
She must be out there now. Messing up another man's home.

RESIDENT
Maybe. I think she's a wandering homeless right now.

RESIDENT
Living off the land and the hard work of others.

RESIDENT
People like her, I just can't stand to see.

RESIDENT
It's not living. Why don't they just stop trying?

RESIDENT
It wouldn't be hard to find a way out.

RESIDENT
Starve. They probably are already half way there.

RESIDENT
Turn themselves in to the police. Ask for jail.

RESIDENT
Find a gun. They're so easy to come by.

RESIDENT
That'd be better.

RESIDENT
For them.

RESIDENT
For us.

RESIDENT
For everyone.
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RESIDENTS shift. THEODORE and NATALIE enters
in all black.

Everyone shares a moment of silence.

RESIDENTS begin to exit, slowly. THEODORE 
begins to exit, waiting for NATALIE. She 
doesn't move. THEODORE exits, joined by a 
RESIDENT woman.

NATALIE, eventually is left alone onstage.

Fade out.

End of Play.
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Afterword to Fire Tamer

By Tiffany Lee

My thesis is an original play.

My play is an adaptation of an existing play.

That existing play is called Hippolytus, by Classic Greek playwright Euripides.

Euripides's Hippolytus is a story about love against chastity, Aphrodite vs Artemis, the 

Love Goddess vs the Maiden Goddess. Of course, the gods can't fight directly. So, Aphrodite 

inspires Phaedra to fall in love with her stepson Hippolytus, who has sworn himself to the 

Maiden Goddess, becoming a chaste “maiden” himself. Thus ensues the drama, the lies and the 

secrets, the bloodshed, the tragedy, the irony, more bloodshed. In the end, the hero Theseus, 

Hippolytus's father and Phaedra's husband, comes home. Phaedra falsely accuses Hippolytus of 

raping her. Theseus believes her and sentences his son to death via a sea monster and the youth's 

own horses. So, Hippolytus dies, Phaedra kills herself out of guilt, and a crowd of angry chorus 

members and the goddess Artemis herself blame Theseus for being blind to the truth.

“That's great and all, Tiff,” you might say, “but why is your thesis on this play of all 

plays? What's it got to do with today?”

Good questions.

On one hand, I see your point: This play has little to do with today (directly, anyway). It 

takes place in the time of the gods. It's concerned with love vs chastity. It was written by some 

dead guy centuries ago. But no one believes in Zeus today. And the love vs chastity debate isn't a

common concern anymore. And this play is literally extremely dated. Strangely, these are the 

reasons that drew me to this story, and consequently to this thesis. I'm a Classicist at heart. I hold
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Classic Greek plays and Shakespeare (for example) as “high literature.” This is because I believe

they are still relevant to today. Sure, we might not be kings and queens of old with elaborate 

vengeance plots, but we all continue to love “to be or not to be” because we've all agreed with 

Hamlet, at some point: Death is scary.

Hippolytus asks questions of individual identity, family, and power. Hippolytus and 

Phaedra identify with opposing goddesses, two opposing forces. Because these forces are in such

great opposition, this upsets the family order. Phaedra wants to abandon her role as “mother” and

take on the role of “lover.” The family unravels further when Theseus arrives. He believes his 

wife is in danger because of his son. Theseus is torn between deciding which role he values 

more, husband or father. Ultimately, he punishes his son. This brings us to the last point: Power. 

Theseus, as Lord over his land, wife, and people, is free to exercise any kind of power he wishes.

Phaedra is first her husband's wife, any power she has is given by her husband. Hippolytus, 

socially and politically, is at the bottom. He is Theseus's illegitimate son, so cannot rule the 

kingdom. Also, his mother was an Amazon, an African woman. Therefore he does not have any 

power as royalty or as a Greek citizen. On the flip side, he has power over his own life. He is free

to worship Artemis, as a maiden, because he does not have a royal lineage to progenate. This last

point brings us back to the first, individual identity.

While reading this play, I saw myself in Hippolytus. Maybe not to that extreme, but the 

similarities are there. As an Asian American artist, I'm often told by my “predecessors” in theatre

(if you will) that my future is in Asian American theatre. I should be writing plays about Asian 

Americans. I should be directing pieces by David Henry Hwang, the Asian American playwright.

Or, at the very least, I should be extremely familiar with his work. But, to be honest, I think 
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Hwang's work is boring. And I don't strongly identify with my Asian American identity. In fact, I

identify more as “American” than “Asian American.” I was caught in a constant struggle 

between satisfying my “theatre family” (if you will) and expressing my own individuality. For 

me, Hippolytus's story is a very personal one, one I relate to in many ways.

So, my next question was: Can other people relate to his story?

To answer this I turned to adaptation.

The reason adaptation was my first go-to can be told in this scene, which is real and 

which happened during my first academic summer in 2016, attending UCI. I'll be telling this 

story in good theatre fashion, AKA as a play:

          
SETTING: Dr. Robin Stewart's English class on Shakespeare.
AT RISE: TIFF AND CLASSMATES sit in class discussing As You 

Like It. TIFF is very excited. CLASSMATES are not.

TIFF
So, what'd you guys think about Rosalind's character?

CLASSMATE1
She was interesting...

TIFF
Yeah, I think so. Were there any parts you guys didn't understand? I'm a Drama major. And also 
I pretty much breathe this stuff. So just let me know!

CLASSMATE1
Oh, ok, um, let me see.

CLASSMATES flip through plays, absent-mindedly.

CLASSMATE2
Actually to be honest. I had a really hard time understanding any of it.

TIFF
Oh. What do you mean?



d

CLASSMATE2
Like, keeping the characters apart. That was really hard.

TIFF
Oh. What I usually do is assign famous actors to characters. Like Ian McKellen.

CLASSMATE1
What do you mean?

TIFF
Like, trying reading Rosalind's lines in Emma Stone's voice. And Ferdinand as Daniel Radcliffe, 
or something. Picture them in your head when you see their characters' names. You can even 
make a cheat sheet.

CLASSMATE2
Oh, that sounds really cool actually. I might do that.

CLASSMATE1
Yeah, me too. Thanks.

TIFF
Yeah, no problem. I hope that makes Shakespeare a little easier.

CLASSMATE2
I don't know. Shakespeare's just too hard.

TIFF
It doesn't have to be.

CLASSMATE1
(extremely doubtfully)

Yeah... Maybe...

This is one case in many.

All Classic works magically turn students off, specifically Classic drama (or at least, in 

my own personal experience). The professor says “Greek Tragedy” or, worse, “Hamlet” and 

immediately we're thinking, “I can’t do this. It's in this formal, foreign language. There are too 

many names. These are problems I'll never have to deal with.” And when we ask questions about

basic things like the plot. Some professors assume we just didn't read. That's a heavy blow to our
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confidences. When we ask why we're reading this at all, we're told it's “high literature.” What we

hear is “You're not smart enough to get it.” Ouch. Ok. Time to check out.

I'm writing this thesis to combat the idea that Classic plays have a selective audience.

Everyone should have the opportunity to enjoy them. It just has to be told in today's 

language. My adaption is an act of inclusion, a celebration of Classics with everyone, whether 

you're a Classicist, thespian, or none of those and you just want to have a good time. I hope my 

play can act as a door for all people, from all walks of life, to read more Classics in the future. I 

know that's a tall order for one play. But, hey, call me idealistic.

Before settling on Hippolytus, there were many contenders. For the whole of last year 

(2016-2017), my mentor Dr. Robin Stewart and I had workshopped various scenes that I had 

written and adapted from other plays including Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Shakespeare’s 

Comedy of Errors. 

I set Hamlet in the White House, making Claudius the President of the United States. I 

made Hamlet an angry vlogger on YouTube to justify his many monologues. I even changed 

Ophelia’s character to make her a woman of today. She’s a now pre-law graduate student, and 

although she’s still in an abusive relationship with Hamlet, the abuse is mutual in my adaptation, 

which is a more accurate representation of abusive couples today.

For the comedy: I set Comedy of Errors in a small liberal town in the United States and 

made the twin brothers opposing-party, small-town politicians. I highlighted the farce-tone to 

create a contemporary satire of today’s warring political climate. I changed the two twin male 

slaves to two twin female secretaries. The physical slapstick comedy was updated to emotional 

and verbal chastising and abuse. I changed the exorcist to a psychologist, and retained most of 
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the other ridiculous plot points.

The reason I chose Hippolytus is because it was the only play that kept me going back for

more. Unlike the other two, I didn't understand it right away. Shakespearean plays are too 

familiar. For example, I know Hamlet almost as well as the back of my hand. I've directed 

multiple scenes from it, I've been the light board operator for the New Swan production of it in 

2016, and I've read it (along with other Shakespearean plays) at least a million times. In other 

words, for me, adapting Shakespeare would have been too easy.

Now, I may have taken the harder route, but I'm not being entirely “original.” I have a 

long list of predecessors who have written adaptations of the Hippolytus myth. Jean Racine's 

Phèdre (1677) particularly stuck to me because of its focus and modernization (for its time, 

anyway) of the female characters, namely Phaedra. Eugene O'Neill's Desire Under the Elms 

(1924) inspired me to be bold and brave when deviating from the source material, especially with

the character of Theseus. Any version I've read in its entirety, written in English, is already an 

adaptation of the original Classic Greek text. Even, Euripides's own play is an adaptation of the 

“original” Hippolytus myth. Instead of feeling intimidated by involving myself in this long 

tradition of ye old tale, I feel supported. As the playwrights before me, I am honoring my love 

for the original myth, in my own way.

So, here we are at the end of a two-year process of changing Euripides's Hippolytus into 

Tiffany Lee's Fire Tamer. “How?” You say? I'm so glad you asked!

First, let me entertain you with an outline. Refer to it as needed.

1. Characters

1. Generally Part 1
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2. Generally Part 2

3. Aphrodite and Artemis

4. Chorus

5. Hippolytus

6. Nurse

7. Phaedra

8. Theodore

9. Huntsman/Hippolytus's Friend

2. Setting

1. General

2. City of Troezen

3. Ancient Greece

4. Gods and Agency

(1.1) Many characters were changed, cut, or merged because I needed a smaller cast than 

the original 8 actors (Demigods) and 2 choruses (ambiguous townspeople). So, I scaled the cast 

down to 4 Demigods and 3 Chorus members, 7 people total. One of the main difficulties of 

Classic plays for contemporary readers was the large cast. By scaling back, I've made this play 

more palpable to today's viewers. Also, contemporary families usually consist of 4 people. 

Making my Demigods group a family of 4, hints towards the modern American family dynamics.

(1.2) Also, I made everyone more sympathetic. This is especially true for Hayden and Theodore. 

Although both Hayden and Theodore are more understanding and better listeners than their 

Greek counterparts. This choice is a reflection of the Classic tragic arch, namely: The Fall. In 
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great tragedies, the great hero, who has it all, spirals down into darkness, eventually falling to his

own death. Today, we don't live in a world of heroes. The only “heroes” we see are fictional ones

in superhero movies, which we all know, as a society, will never happen. Instead, our idea of a 

“hero” is the kind-hearted, the idealistic, and the caring. Therefore, Hayden and Theodore (in 

particular) must start off as the most sympathetic characters in the entire play. Therefore, when 

the fall comes, it is tragedy for a contemporary audience.

(1.3) Neither Aphrodite nor Artemis was retained in my version, I completely cut out 

both goddesses and their monologues. From a playwriting standpoint, I felt Aphrodite and 

Artemis acted as mere narrators for action that has happened in the past and in the future, 

respectively. This style of storytelling, although direct, distances us from the action. I replaced 

the monologues with scenes that disclose the same information, with Natalie acting as a 

replacement for both goddesses, in a way. Symbolically, this took the force of love vs chastity 

out of distant, all-powerful gods and put them into the hands of Phoebe and Hayden. This play is 

still about love and chastity, but is no longer about two goddesses fighting through people. 

Although love and chastity (and the versions I've adapted them into in my play) are powerful 

forces that can sway people to do very uncharacteristic things, I wanted to emphasize the fact 

that people create problems with people, because of our own individual agency. There are no 

goddesses to blame.

(1.4) Chorus of Palace Women/Huntsmen changed to Chorus of Cosmopolitan Cityfolk. 

At first, my instinct was to make my Chorus Christian Women, called “Women.” After 

conducting interviews with my Christian friends, I realized my chorus of  Christian “Women” 

weren't very Christian at all. The “Women” only used God's name as an excuse for their horrible 
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behavior. I had written an offensive stereotype of Christian people. I was wrong, and I have since

corrected that by secularizing the Chorus. They are now a group of secular, mixed gender Saint 

New Hope Residents, called “Residents.” Afterward, I realized I had made the perfect decision. 

Christianity is not a good fit for the Classic Greek religion anyway. From the interviews with my

Christian friends, I found that Christianity is a very personal, individual thing. Even for members

of the same Church or household, God has a very different relationship with each person, Also, 

that relationship can change over time. All three interviewees talked about their faiths shifting. 

One friend came from an atheistic background then found God later in her life. Lastly, I noticed 

all three of my friends were shy. When one friend opened up to the point of almost shedding 

tears, she immediately apologized for sharing. This is completely unlike the religion during the 

Classic Greek era. Back then, their religion was treated like science is today. It was accepted, 

you didn't have to prove yourself because no one questioned it. Also, for Ancient Greeks, their 

religion never shift, because (most of them) didn't have a personal relationship with the gods. To 

accurately reflect today's society, I've equated Ancient Greek society to a secular America. 

Christianity is still represented in my play. But it is not (and should not be) the focal point for 

criticism or judgement.

(1.5) Hippolytus changed to Hayden Wilson, Theodore's son, Phoebe's stepson, a college 

student, and LGBT+ community leader. Hippolytus's “chastity” changed to Hayden's asexuality. 

I made this connection because of the way Hippolytus's chastity is treated mirrors how asexuality

is treated today. Phaedra, the Nurse, and even Theseus all doubt Hippolytus's devotion to chastity

in one way or another. My asexual (or “ace” the shortened adjective form) friends have had 

similar experiences when coming out as ace. For example, many people say to them, “well, you 
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haven't tried it, so how do you know you're asexual?” Also, representing Hayden as ace in the 

LBGT+ community mirrors that of a man joining the Hunt of Artemis. Artemis's train is usually 

composed of maiden women. The fact that Hippolytus is a maiden male follower makes him an 

outsider even in his own community. The constant criticism of asexuality from other LGBT+ 

members is that ace people don't belong in the community. Also, the LGBT+ community is a 

large part of today's society. To accurate represent and speak to today's audience, I chose to 

include two LGBT+ characters in my play (one of them being Hayden).

(1.6) The Nurse changed to Natalie “Nat” Johanne, a writer for a NY magazine and 

blogger, lives on the East Coast, Phoebe's sister, Hayden's aunt. The Nurse in the original is a 

servant role, acting as the confidante to Phaedra. Nat, like the original Nurse, is still the 

confidante to Phoebe (Phaedra), in that Phoebe is only truthful about her feelings for Hayden 

with Nat. Instead of a servant role, I gave Nat more agency by making her Phoebe's sister. This 

means she has personal stakes in what happens onstage. Also, instead of indirecting affecting the

plot in the play (as the Nurse did), Natalie is brash, direct, and unapologetic about her advice to 

Phoebe. She even often takes matters into her own hands when Phoebe refuses to act. I made this

change because Nat is a woman of our time. And she is the kind of tough love and brutally 

honest confidante we need in a crisis, today. We currently live in a world of politicians, who will

butter up their words to get the vote, and who upon getting that vote rule the country based on 

whatever personal agenda they have. Natalie's character attempts to tip the scales of power into 

the hands of a white-collar, working woman of this world, who is forced (by standards placed on 

her) to uphold family values secretly.

(1.7) Phaedra changed to Phoebe Pratt, Nat’s sister, Theodore's wife, a stay-at-home 
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housewife and charity worker. With Phoebe, I wanted to capture a repressed personality. As a 

foil to Natalie, she is a stay-at-home wife, not by choice, but (she feels) by ability. Still, as a 

woman of our time, Phoebe pushes back a little against the patriarchy by giving her life to 

charity. Instead of fueling capitalism, like her husband, she donates her time and money to the 

community. Phoebe is also a very devout Christian woman. At first, I thought this was a good 

way to make Phoebe a traditionalist like Phaedra was. Now, I realize that God's love lights a fire 

in people that I haven't seen equal anything in non-Christians. Having this fire inside her but 

being unable to express it because of her repressed lifestyle creates exactly the situation that 

Phaedra was subjected to. Also, to relate back to what my Christian friends talked about in their 

interviews, Phoebe fights for her faith. Natalie (representing close-minded non-Christians in this 

case) constantly tests her faith by chastising her, joking about God, and the like. Phoebe, like 

Phaedra, constantly feels the pressure to be a perfect person even while knowing that everyone 

makes mistakes. This pressure, along with her sudden love for Hayden, is compounded by her 

living situation and eventually leads her down to insanity.

(1.8) Theseus changed to Theodore “Theo” Pratt, Hayden's father, Phoebe's husband, the 

CEO of a company that often asks him to do his work away from him. He is a Christian but isn't 

as devout as Phoebe. He is a family man but doesn't get along with Nat as well as he would like. 

I chose to make him a CEO because the world today isn't ruled by kings or queens but by 

businesses, and by those who sit on thrones made of money. In this way, Theodore power was 

unquestionable in the same way that Theseus's power was unquestionable in Ancient Greece.

(1.9) Casey is Hayden's friend, a transman, a fellow LGBT+ community leader. He is 

played by the same actor playing Theodore. Casey is a relatively new addition to my play. His 
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role is to take over the role of Hippolytus's fellow hunters/friends. Casey is Hayden's confidant 

and, also, Hayden's motivation to “fight the good fight.” The same actor plays both Casey and 

Theodore because I see both as two opposing sides of the same coin. They are doing their best 

living as men of their respective generations. Symbolically, Casey is my attempt at saying 

sometimes the major differences between people are generational rather than personal.

(2.1) The setting was almost completely changed (on the surface anyway). My audience 

is a contemporary audience. So, I set the play in a place my audience would be familiar with. 

(2.2) The Ancient city Troezen changed to Saint New Hope, Washington State. Saint New Hope 

is a fictional city. This religious sounding name is ironic, since the Residents don't uphold any 

Christian values. From Phoebe's perspective, the name isn't ironic. She dreams (unrealistically) 

that staying in Saint New Hope will benefit her somehow. Although the city is fictional, Saint 

New Hope is a suburban area, like Orange County, which is a conservative bubble within a 

relatively liberal state. I picked the suburbs because word gets around very quickly in such a 

bubble-like, homogeneous society, like the cities in Ancient Greece. Also, the safety in suburban 

cities emphasizes the tragic fall into eventual chaos. No one (not even the characters) expect 

anything majorly bad to happen because of where they live. The sudden danger in a supposed 

safe suburban city echoes the sudden shock and suspense that the original Greek audience felt. 

(2.3) Ancient Greece changed to present day United States. This wasn't too far a jump. Greece 

was an extremely influential power during the height of its culture. The U.S. has become the 

most influential power in the entire world, and we are currently at the height of our culture. This 

emphasizes the absoluteness of Theodore's power. Not only is he a CEO of an influential 

company, he lives in the most influential country of today.
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(2.4) The last thing that I touched on above is the idea of agency. I've put this under the 

“Setting” category because this theme paints a very specific world in which the characters live. 

Instead of gods and goddesses, the characters must live with consequences of their own actions. 

They, unlike their Greek counterparts, have agency over their own lives. There is no Fate in my 

play. Nothing is “set to happen” because the “gods decree it.” In this way, my play is written in a

very contemporary style. The Ancient Greeks believed in the order. The gods have rules they 

live by, people have Fate to live by. It's all part of a cosmic order, which governs all of the 

universe, equally. Today, we believe in chaos. Americans, especially, celebrate the absence of 

rules and traditions. My play exists in this kind of chaotic space. Similar to living in the United 

States today, I want viewers to feel like anything can happen because anything is possible. This 

is at once liberating and terrifying, and very American.

Going into this project, I had doubts I'd learn much, if anything at all. “Ok,” I thought, 

“this is just going to be another school project but this time it'll be longer.” I've been extremely 

wrong before, so coping this time wasn't the worst it has been.

I've learned more about myself in this one project than I've ever done in any of my other 

theatre projects before,  (I'll venture to say) put together. I am extremely grateful to Dr. Stewart 

for noticing my interest and helping me workshop in detail. I am extremely touched that Dr. 

Cynthia Claxton, a fellow Euripides fan, asked me to promise to commit to doing my thesis on 

Hippolytus. I am always motivated by my brother Nico, telling me, encouraging me, to take the 

harder route because it is the most fruitful. I am driven by my fellow classmates (past and 

present) in Humanities Honors, Anderson, Aya, Caytlin, Jack, Jaimie, Jessie, Kayla, Khaila, 

Matt, Miroslava, Nick, and Ryan, to always bring in more scenes, sooner. I am inspired by my 
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Directing/Playwriting classmates and professor, Desiree Zarate, Dr. Juliette Carrillo, Keira 

Talley, Kinsey Lahn, and Victoria Yvette Zepeda, all of whom helped to write Scene 9. And I 

am extremely honored that Dr. Jayne Lewis said one time during class, “Hippolytus? You're 

going to have to spell that one for us!” which sparked my rebellious nature to want to continue 

this thesis for the pure enjoyment of teaching everyone how to pronounce my favorite character's

name, over, and over, and over.

Thank you all for the journey!

Hope you all enjoyed the show!
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