Ellis from STARTING MONDAY (Victoria Gonzales)
Temper tantrums are my specialty.  Mom would just let me get upset. I ’d go to my room and sulk, hoping she'd follow... She never did.  I thought she didn't care and sometimes I’d punish her for it and I don't know why.  For so long I wanted her to care.  But I don’t think that's true anymore.  Today she held me when I cried. I'm a damn adult and she helped me when I cried.  She told me that she loved me and that it will be okay, but it's not okay.  Im dying.  Shes my mother, she should have magical powers, she should be able to make it better.  But she can't make it better.  I want to punish her because she's not God.  She is merely my mother. Later that month I phoned my mother, she had gone back home.  She was sick herself-- her legs and arms rubbed raw from infection, a product of the sun. she died two months later of skin cancer, screaming for her mother.  Last night dreamt I was sitting on a fence, teetering between choosing life and choosing death.  I wanted to choose life but…  I  was afraid of making a commitment.  I'm trying to stop my terror and all I keep thinking is “ why do you think we keep death out of life”? 
Chase from THIS SIDE OF HEAVEN  (Ella Waggoner and Elizabeth Cluchey)
You know what sucks?  Not as in –I didn’t get asked to the prom sucks – but I mean, actual, truthful sucking. I’ve seen a couple of guys in here who’ve come from Afghanistan – and they’d had – you know they’ve been hit with IEDs or whatever – they get all torn up and they get amputated – they’re like heroes, you know?  They come home – there’s a parade down the street, somebody puts them in a commercial… for the rest of their lives they got people standing up and saying thanks for your service.  Whatever.  It’s so stupid to say it.  I’m jealous… I’m jealous of guys who got a cooler story of how they got in a wheelchair – cause I’ve got – I’ve got no reason except dumb luck.  Except bad luck – I mean I guess the luck I had was that I didn’t die – and now I’ve got… you know I’ve got half of me that’s never going to work again, I’m going to be lugging these useless things around for the rest of my life – if I had gotten blown up, if I had gotten amputated, then I’d get the artificial legs, I’d walk again – give me those Oscar Pistorious blades and I’d be like something out of the future and – instead I got this.  Like I’m trailing dead snakes wherever I go.  You know I pretty much wet the bed every night?  I’m learning to put on my clothes and I wet the damn bed every night.  And I can’t feel it, you know – I can’t even feel it – I’m lying there in this mess and I don’t even know – like I’m some kind of infant that can’t – people don’t look at me anymore, you know?  They don’t look at me.  They look past me, or they crouch down next to me like I’m some kind of toddler or they look at my legs or the chair or –This is me for the next sixty years.  I’ve got sixty years of this. 
Elizabeth from THEY DANCE REAL SLOW IN JACKSON (Anna Smiley)

Zelda?  Listen to me . . .Zelda.  Last night I was in bed, see?  And I could hear them talking – my parents in their room, whispering to each other’ and the kids outside my window: girls talking to boys and the boys trying to tease them under my window. . .Zelda, I could hear them and I tried:  I tried not to listen, wanting my hearing to go away.  I said, if my hearing is gone then my thought is gone; and if my though is gone then my mind is no longer hurting . . .and I dreamed it would make it be me, Zelda . . .I dreamed I could make it me that was gone and not you at all.  I dreamt a dream of your dying.  Your muscles are melting away and you can’t stop them from turning to nothing in side you.  And you have to eat, and you have to breathe, and you have to think: you can’t stop the thinking inside yourself even while your body grows useless underneath you.  You think, I’m dying now. . .I’m really dying now . . . and you can almost tell how many weeks there’ll be before you lungs become too weak to hold the air you want’ and when they begin to collapse, then you know that too.  Your muscles are turning to water.  You know that you’re suffocating inside your own body, and still while you’re dying you think of it.  Because the dystrophy separates the muscle from the bone – The mind form the body And last year you came to my room and my father had to carry you, Zelda.  He sets you beside me like an infant to hold, and you cannot even talk then – you’re sixteen and then seventeen and you cannot force the muscles to move enough to say even a word.  But it’s all right still.  We can sit still.  We can sit and touch and hold and the world don’t matter anymore, Zelda. . .nothing matters, Zelda, it isn’t right for this to happen to you! I wish it was me who was gone now and not you at all!  Nothing changes for me – nothing changes in me, Zelda – Nothing!  Nothing, nothing ever changes. . .
Madame Ranevsky from THE CHERRY ORCHARD (Aurora Trevino)
Why doesn't Leoníd come?  Oh, if only I knew whether the property's sold or not! It seems such an impossible disaster, that I don't know what to think. . . . I'm bewildered . . . I shall burst out screaming, I shall do something idiotic.  Save me, Peter; say something to me, say something.  You can see what's truth and untruth, but I seem to have lost the power of vision; I see nothing.  You settle every important question so boldly; but tell me, Peter, isn't that because you're young, because you have never solved any question of your own as yet by suffering?  You look boldly ahead; isn't it only that you don't see or divine anything terrible in the future; because life is still hidden from your young eyes?  You are bolder, honester, deeper than we are, but reflect, show me just a finger's breadth of consideration, take pity on me.  Don't you see?  I was born here, my father and mother lived here, and my grandfather; I loved this house; without the cherry orchard my life has no meaning for me, and if it must be sold, then for heaven's sake sell me too!  My little boy was drowned here.  Be gentle with me, dear, kind Peter.  I am so wretched today, you can't imagine!  All this noise jars on me, my heart jumps at every sound.  I tremble all over; but I can't shut myself up; I am afraid of the silence when I'm alone.  Don't be hard on me, Peter; I love you like a son.  I would gladly let Anya marry you, I swear it; but you must work, Peter; you must get your degree.  You do nothing; Fate tosses you about from place to place; and that's not right.  It's true what I say, isn't it?  And you must do something to your beard to make it grow better.  I can't help laughing at you.  
Mary Anne from WHEN WE WERE YOUNG AND UNAFRAID (Faith Winkley)
John came in one night and beat me up.   I was out with an old friend.  I came home a little late.   He was drunk.  I had such a lovely night.  I didn’t want him to ruin it.  I tried to go to bed.  He followed me into the bedroom.  He turned on the light.  And he said, “You think you can just walk away from me?  Who do you think you are?  Get up.”  I got up.  I got dressed.   I said I’d go to my mother’s.  Usually, he lets me go.  He sleeps it off, and I come back in the morning.  But this time, he blocked the door.  He said I was a child.   He said I always run off to my parents.  He said I’d never been through anything hard.  He said the sight of me made him sick.   He said he should have married my sister.  She’s only your age, Penny.  I couldn’t listen to him talking about her like that.  I told him to shut up.  Then he said “I love you.”   I said he didn’t know what love was.  That really made him mad.  We have this lovely bed.  Four posters.  It belonged to my grandmother.   He smashed my face into one of the posts.  He put his thing in me, Agnes!  He pinned me down on the bed and put his arm against my throat and held it there while he…   I couldn’t breathe.  I was sure I would die.  I must have blacked out, because the next thing I remember, I was on my stomach.  He doesn’t care if I’m damned!   There was a time I was good.  I was so perfectly good.   Leaving him was the hardest thing I have ever had to do.  I did it and I’m never going back but I still love him.  I wish you could understand that. 
Jamie from THE BULLIED, BUNGLED, AND BOTCHED (Eric Larson)
Yes, you're right. I have to toughen up… there’s always someone who has it worse than me.  Sorry I am so depressed all the time… sorry I bring you down.  I don’t mean to ruin your day... Or your life.  I'd love to stop being depressed.  I wish I could look on the bright side and turn that frown upside down.  I wish it were that easy.   You think it’s my fault don’t you?  You think it’s all in my head.  Yes, we all have this problem don’t we? We all get a little blue sometimes.  I get very blue all the time.  I’m so blue I’m purple.  Don’t tell me you understand… you don’t understand!   Do you really know how this feels?  Do you really know how this grips me inside and threatens to rip me apart?  Do you know the weight that holds me down, a weight so powerful I can hardly move.   Yes, I’m using this to punish you.  I am angry at you so I’m acting this way to hurt you… I need to stop feeling sorry for myself… Me, me, me... yes, it’s all about me… I want you all to drop everything and focus on me!  I’m sorry I even came out of my room.  Don’t worry.  I won’t say anything anymore.  I didn’t want to bring it up.  I didn’t want to talk about it anyway…  I bet you’re sorry you asked how I was doing.  How am I doing anyway?  I’m hurting so bad.  I wish there was something that would take away the pain.  I can't handle this much longer.  All I want to know is that I’m not alone… that I’m important to someone. Maybe I want a hug sometimes.  Maybe I want someone to tell me I’m not going crazy, that’s it’s not really my fault.  I need to know I didn’t do this to myself and that I’m not the cause of this horrible thing that’s happening to me.  I want someone to be here for me and help me through this.  I need someone stronger than me… I’m so weak.. 
EVELYN from NIGHT CALLS (Gillian Griffis)
Frozen moments only happen in dreams, don't they?  It was an accident. I was dreaming  such a beautiful dream! I was at a party and there were Hollywood stars everywhere... Clark Gable, Lionel Barrymore and Rudolph Valentino ---he's still very attractive you know.  I was being witty and charming and everyone was hanging on my every word.  Of course, Charlotte my beautiful daughter came into the room and started complaining she'd fallen in a puddle or something.  Children are always getting their little scrapes at the worst time, don't you find?  So I told her it was alright and she could go back out and play.  She seemed fine, only A little wet, and after all, Errol Flynn and Douglas Fairbanks Jr. were offering to fight a duel for my hand!  Of course, I was very nonchalant about the whole thing.  But then… there she was again!  With her "Mama!Mama! MAMA!" and her filthy, wet clothes dripping all over my new carpet and spoiling everything.  It 

wasn't my fault you see.  No matter how I tried to hush the child up, she wouldn't stop calling me and she was Ruining Valentino's story with her interruptions so I told her to be quiet, BE QUIET!  WHY WON'T YOU BE QUIET!?!  That's when everyone, everything at the party stopped.  They were all staring at Charlotte… frozen.  So I turned to her and that was when I saw she wasn't standing on the rug at all.  No.  She was up to her chest in water and her pretty pink dress was floating up around her, the little bows in her hair were all torn and soaked in blood because she'd hit her head.  She was sinking because she'd lost so much blood and the water was so cold that she was passing out.  My little Lotty was going to sleep in the cold and the dark and all I could do was stand there surrounded by movie stars with a drink in my hand and watch her slipping lower and lower into the water… YOU SEE EVERYTHING WAS FROZEN BUT HER!  My baby was slipping away crying for her mama who couldn't do anything because her MAMA WAS TOO DRUNK TO WAKE UP FROM HER STUPID DREAMS!!!  

Jennie from CHAPTER TWO (Kamryn Morales)
You know what you want better than me, George... I don't know what you expect to find out there, except a larger audience for your two shows a day of suffering... I know I'm not as smart as you.  Maybe I can't analyze and theorize and speculate on why we behave as we do and react as we do and suffer guilt and love and hate. You read all those books, not me... But there's one thing I do know.  I know how I feel.  I know I can stand here watching you try to destroy everything I’ve ever wanted in my life, wanting to smash your face with my fists because you won’t even make the slightest effort to opt for happiness- and still know that I love you.  That’s always so clear to me.  It’s the one place I get all my strength from… You mean so much to me that I am willing to take all your abuse and insults and insensitivity- because that’s what you need to do.  I can’t promise I’m not going to die, George.  That’s asking too much.  But if you want to test me, go ahead and test me. You want to leave, leave!  But I’m not the one who’s going to walk away.  I don’t know if I can take it forever, but I can take it for tonight and I can take it next week.  Next month I may be a little shaky… But I’ll tell you something, George.  No matter what you say about me, I feel so good about myself - Better than I felt when I thought there was no one in the world out there for me, and better than I felt the night before we got married and I thought that I wasn’t good enough for you.  Well, I am! I’m wonderful!  I’m nuts about me!  And if you’re stupid enough to throw someone sensational like me aside, then you don’t deserve as good as you’ve got! And don’t tell me what I want because I’ll tell you want.  I want a home and I want a family- and I want a career, too.  And I want a dog and I want a cat and I want three goldfish.  I want everything!  There’s no harm in wanting it, George, because there’s not a chance in hell we’re going to get it all anyway.  But if you don’t want it you’ve got even less chance than that… You want me, then fight for me, because I’m fighting like hell for you.
Vivian from WIT (Ashlyn Dahl)

I don't mean to complain, but I am becoming very sick.  Very, very sick.  Ultimately sick,as it were.​In everything I have done, I have been steadfast, resolute- some would say in the extreme. Now, as you can see, I am distinguishing myself in illness.  I have survived eight treatments of Hexamethophosphacil and Vinplatin at the full dose, ladies and gentlemen.  I have broken the record. I have become something of a celebrity.  Kelekian and Jason are simply delighted.  I think they forsee celebrity status for themselves upon the appearance of the journal article they will no doubt write about me.  But I flatter myself. T he article will not be about me, it will be about my ovaries.  It will be about my peritoneal cavity, which, despite their best intentions, is now

crawling with cancer.  What we have come to think of as me is, in fact, just the specimen jar, just the dust jacket, just the white piece of paper that bears the little black marks.  My next line is supposed to be something like this:  "It is such a relief to get back to my room after those infernal tests."  This is hardly true.  It would be a relief to be a cheerleader on her way to Daytona Beach for Spring Break.  To get back to my room

after those infernal test is just the next thing that happens

Soleil from THE AUDITION (Chris Lamm)
I grew up alone.   My Dad left us.  My Mom didn’t make it.   And I was alone.  And I’d look at the girls who were pretty and the girls who were thin and the girls who seemed to know everything.   I wasn’t like them.  I was something ugly, something diseased, something to be laughed at and destroyed and hated because I existed, just because I existed.  I was wrong and they were so easy.  Llife was so easy for all of them as they got in their cars with their mothers and I was on the bus.   I was alone and I’d sit up front next to the bus driver, and they’d throw garbage at me.  And every day at recess I didn’t want to go outside.  I prayed for rain every day because I had no one.  No one at all near me.  No one liked me.  No one to talk to, and I just hoped the other kids would leave me alone and they’d just let me read a book, and most days they just ignored me, but sometimes they’d take the kickball and they’d throw it at me, and they’d back me up into the wall and I’d stand there with my head against the wall and they’d throw the ball at me again and again.   The teachers watched.  They thought we were playing.  And I went home alone sobbing and I cried at night for my Mom who died when I was six and after that I just wanted her to come back.  I stopped caring what they said.   I stopped wishing I was like them.  And when I got to high school suddenly it wasn’t all that bad to be different. If someone asked me tomorrow if I’d trade it all to be just like them, to be pretty and simple and not think too much and have boys fall in love me, you know what I’d say?  Yes.  In a heartbeat.
Jessie from ‘NIGHT, MOTHER (AVA NIELSEN)

I am not your child.  I am what became of your child.  I found an old baby picture of me.  And it was somebody else, not me.  It was somebody pink and fat who never heard of sick or lonely, somebody who cried and got fed, and reached up and got held and kicked but didn’t hurt anybody, and slept whenever she wanted to, just by closing her eyes.  Somebody who mainly just laid there and laughed at the colors waving around over her head and chewed on a polka-dot whale and woke up knowing some new trick nearly every day, and rolled over and  drooled on the sheet and felt your hand pulling my quilt back up over me.  That’s who I started

out as and this is who is left.  That’s what this is about.  It’s somebody I lost, alright, it’s my own self.  Who I never was.  Or who I tried to be and never got there.  Somebody I waited for who never came.  And never will. So, see, it doesn’t much matter what else happens in the world or in this house, even.  I’m what was worth waiting for and I didn’t make it.  Me ...who might have made a difference to me...I’m not going to show up, so there’s no reason to stay, except to keep you company, and that’s ...not reason enough because I’m not...very good company.  Am I?

