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Introduction
This book serves as an investigation of an insular culture found in various locations across the
United States. The life cycle of these people is simple. 1 Babies are baptized2 into their respective
denominations3 and raised in a nurturing home environment. Upon reaching five years of age, their
lives diverge onto three different paths. The most fortunate remain with their mothers as
homeschooler, while children of other families are sent to parochial schooling. The less fortunate
must face the evils of public schooling.
Upon graduation, the children are referred to as “young adults”. They already have passed
several tests of character within their lifetime by taking their first communions and becoming
members of their church. Most young adults—upwards of eighty-five percent—will go on to at
least a semester of college education by attending a denominational college with other members of
their religion or a local college within an hour from their home. Young adults rarely attend a college
outside of these choices unless their family has a history with the Ivy League, or if they have been
accepted into a military academy.
The small percentage of students who are unable to attend university take on a variety of
important roles within the community, such as becoming postal workers, town maintenance
employees, landscapers, or a variety of other crucial jobs.
After the first semester to the first year of college, the pathways of these young adults often
diverge again. A small number of students no longer continue their education, whether from a lack
of resources or a lack of passing grades, and now join the ranks of the students who never
attended college.

See “Figure A” in Figures and Appendixes
A small minority of people is not baptized at this time, in accordance with the rulings of their denomination, and instead
must wait until their passage into the young adult life stage.
3
The hierarchy from greatest to least, according to the Biblical accuracy of their doctrine, is as follows: 1) Calvinists 2)
Lutherans 3) Anabaptists 4) Baptists 5) Methodists 6) Messianic Jews 7) Pentecostals 8) Anglicans 9) Catholics 10)
Orthodox 11) Seventh-Day Adventists 12) Mormons, Jehovah’s Witnesses, and other cults
1
2

1

A slightly larger number of student become engaged in a phenomenon referred to as “ring by
spring”. The young adults marry in summer, and the women often become stay-at-home mothers
while the men work. The offspring within these families are statistically more likely to be
homeschooled and engage in “ring by spring” as young adults.
The remaining young adults continue down identical pathways for their college education over
the next three years, until they arrive at the second semester of their final year. At this time, over
half of the young adults engage in another phenomenon known as the “senior scramble”. Since the
selection of potential life partners becomes sparser after graduation, many young men woo
members of their friend group. By the grace of God, the men and women who become engaged
before graduation will marry during the summer, sparing them long months or even years of
group living.
Many of the remaining young adults are placed into jobs near their home communities and live
in an apartment with two or three other young adults of the same sex or in a larger house with
gender-segregated floors. These spaces are owned by members of the community who visit to make
sure the young adults are happy, comfortable, and regularly attend church.
The final available path for young adults is that of higher education. These students are the
pinnacle of their generation and succeed in every environment. Rarely do these young adults fall
short of expectation, and yet fear of failure has been taught to them more than any other group.
Those who cannot meet expectations slide backward into other categories, becoming trapped in
group living or at home and unable to continue their anticipated ascent to greatness. These “fallen
stars” are but one casualty of an otherwise excellent system, and so little has been done to modify
their life path.
Once the initial twenty to twenty-five years of panic have come and gone, these full adults have
finally reached the high point of their life. The average adult works for forty years and has one

2

partner for their entire life, as divorce rates are extremely low4. Life partners have several children, 5
many of whom will attend the same school as their parents. Average adults have their first
grandchildren between the ages of fifty-five to sixty, and these children will likely attend the same
school as their grandparents.
The final stage of life is reached between the ages of sixty and seventy, when the elderly adults
retire but continue to be an essential part of the culture by serving in their respective church
denominations, volunteering within the school system, and caring for children when their parents
are at work.
At last, the life of a community member must end. Services are held at local funeral homes
owned by families within the culture or at the church of the deceased’s respective denomination.
The members of the community are confident that one of their own is now in fact much happier
than before, as they have escaped life on Earth and now dwell in Heaven with God. A few members
of certain denominations believe in a place between Heaven and Earth where the guilty must dwell
as they pay for their sins, and they recall this place with fear throughout their lives. Most do not
believe this, and some in this number have little qualms against mocking the fears of this minority.
Regardless of denominational affiliation, all members of this culture maintain a happy, healthy,
and well-organized lifestyle throughout their time on Earth. They do not have to worry about the
small problems of life, as their community supports them, and their life paths have been written out
like a script for a play. In fact, portions of this research study will be presented as a play to better
demonstrate how each actor’s life role is predestined for them.
The following case study concerns those who have strayed or stalled on their path and how
they are attempting—or not attempting—to continue their journey through life.

4
5

Averaging between 5% and 10%, almost entirely in the case of adultery.
Average (Arithmetic Mean): 3; Median: 4; Mode: 3; Range: 1-12.
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Chapter One
Welcome to The House. Located in Southern New England, the property is located about a half
mile off the interstate highway1 in a residential neighborhood. Originally constructed in the
nineteen-fifties, The House has a pitched steel roof, a refinished attic, and a poorly renovated cellar.
Nothing about the outside of The House is remarkable, and an outsider would easily pass it by
without a second thought. How odd it is that The House will stand despite changing forces of the
outside world. I wonder if the same can be said for its residents? Anyway, let’s go inside. Please
remain quiet throughout the tour.
Inside The House, the wooden steps have been replaced with a winding, metal staircase like
those of an old factory. It was taken from a city factory some years ago, after fire had ravaged the
exterior and put a few hundred people out of work. The staircase was untouched, and so it was
brought to The House so that a piece of the city might belong in the country.
Now draw your attention away from the staircase to the rest of first floor. The outdated kitchen
is to the left of the entrance, and the living room to is to your right. Mounds of forgotten art supplies
and unread paperwork cover every flat surface, and I think it best to keep moving.
Please hold up for a moment. I believe the owner of The House just arrived. Perhaps he would
like to continue the tour with us?

1

. Anyone with a decent vehicle can reach three major cities within an hour, and five cities within two hours.
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SETTING
The stage has two levels. Top stage is the third floor of The House. Bottom stage left is the kitchen
with a round table and several chairs. Bottom stage right is a living room with an old couch. As
much or as little junk as you wish may be spread along the floor.

SCENE ONE
TIME
Now.
PLACE
ANNIE paces upstairs. She
limps, dragging her left leg.
MR. MOREAU enters, as he
has previously been collecting
tickets at the door or directing
people to their seats.
(Spotlight focuses on MR. MOREAU.)
MR. MOREAU
I wouldn’t really like to lead a tour, but here I am.
(sighs)
Good morning, and welcome to The House. Some of you have been here before. Others of you
remember hearing about something like this, but at the time you did not understand.
(Pause)
Well, let’s go upstairs, if there aren’t any questions.
(Climbs the stairs)
Now up the metal staircase are two bedrooms and a full bath. Excuse the mess—this is the boys’
floor, after all. The older one isn’t so messy. He’s a nervous, lonely soul, all fussing and bluster,
but the younger one needs some of that fussing to keep him in line. The boys aren’t friends yet, but
I’m sure that will change in time.
(Pause)
I hope.
(Pause)
And here on the third floor, which functioned as an attic before the renovation, is another two
bedrooms and a bath. This is the floor for the young ladies and so much cleaner, as you can imagine.
I believe the younger is what you would call a minimalist, and of course the older is what you would
call a Roman Catholic. I’ve always thought religions to be quite fascinating, don’t you agree?
(Chuckles to himself and walks downstairs)
I don’t believe the young ladies are friends yet, either. They are cordial, at least. I rarely have any
trouble with them.
That’s all there really is to see. Oh, and of course in the basement is a washer/dryer and a hot water
tank and a decent furnace, but nobody really goes there. I’m sure the residents of The House are
eager to tell you all they know once they wake up. And we can always schedule another
appointment if you would like to learn more.
(Pause)
Yes, I believe now you are ready to meet them. Please remain quiet and seated as we watch.
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Chapter Two—Now
Annie1 is the first awake. She has been awake for most of the night; she may have never gone
to sleep. At five-thirty, she rolls off her mattress onto the floor. She has slept in her clothes again—
the same red shirt and dark floral skirt—but her housemates don’t seem to mind. At least, Mason
has not picked on her yet. He is too preoccupied with picking on Jackie to notice her.
Annie yawns and trace the scars on her leg, hidden under the gauzy fabric of her skirt. She
thinks that was where the surgeons cut through skin and flesh to put in a metal rod to hold the
shattered bone together, but the scar could also be from The Accident itself. She does not want to
think about The Accident so early in the morning.
She limps to the window and picks up the potted plant who lives on the sill. The pink flower
nods as her caretaker brings her to the bathroom and gives her water straight from the sink. Then
Annie opens the drawer and takes plant food and pills from two plastic containers.
“Food for you, Roji… Pinkerton!” she says, catching herself before she speaks aloud a
forbidden name. “And pills for me,” she adds as she takes her medications and gulps them down
without water. “Now we can both be happy for the rest of the day.”
After returning the plant to the sill, Annie limps downstairs to sit on the faded green couch and
work on her laptop. She is immensely proud of her laptop, having bought it and its purple case with
her confirmation money some fifteen years ago2. Despite her frequent misfortune, she has never
needed it replaced, unlike the many people whom she has replaced over the years.
Annie scrolls through her photographs of the world, determining what to edit and what to
delete. 3 She has fallen into a rhythm when an alarm sounds on the second level, and someone
stomps into the kitchen. Only one person could be making such a racket this early in the morning.

1

That is not her real name, but the one given to her when she was too young to protest.
Annie had confirmation at fourteen years of age. Since she has owned the laptop for fifteen years, she is accordingly
twenty-nine, almost thirty years old.
3
“His winnowing fork is in his hand, and he will clear his threshing floor, gathering his wheat into the barn and
burning up the chaff with unquenchable fire.”
—Matthew 3:12
2
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“Are you trying to wake the dead, Mason4?” she asks.
“I knew you’d already be awake,” he replies. “The other two could sleep through a tornado.”
He leans over the back of the couch to see what she is doing. Annie hates when he leans. Even
if he is in complete control of his huge frame, a nudge from behind would send him falling over
the couch and onto her. Her only hope is that her computer would not be damaged in the process.
“Insomnia is my best friend,” she tells him. “I have greater productivity when I do not sleep.”
“You need sleep,” says Mason. He tries to take laptop from her, and she smacks his hand.
“What? My mother always said that a lack of sleep will stunt your growth.”
Annie laughs. She prefers to blame her lack of height on losing the genetic lottery.
“I’m sorry,” Mason mutters as he retreats to the kitchen. “I wasn’t trying to make fun of you. I
forget you’re wicked short sometimes, okay? Let me make it up to you. I’ll make you breakfast.
What do you want?”
Annie cannot understand why Mason wants to “make it up” to her. He has been like this since
she met him. She had thought, at first, that he had a crush on her, but when she saw him treat their
former housemates with the same quick apologies and promises of food, she realized this was his
way of trying to help. But he still might have a crush on her.
“I shall wait till you return from your run,” she says. “We can eat with whoever has awakened.”
“Fair enough,” says Mason as he gobbles a granola bar. His promise ring catches the early
morning light, and she is reminded of his pending marriage. Within a few months, he will eat
breakfast with his new wife, and Annie will be alone again; she deserves this for thinking of crushes
with one who is already engaged.
“Are you going now?” she asks.
“You know how I sometimes have so much to do that I, like, get paralyzed and forget to do
anything?” Mason bounds across the kitchen and lean over the couch, his face too close to Annie.

4

That is not his real name, but it is the one he has chosen.
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“You tell me this every day,” she mutters while pushing him away.
“I have to meet with a gallery owner for the Mannelli exhibit 5,” says Mason. He has been
counting down the days to this meeting for the last two weeks and panicking every day. “I have to
go out for lunch with Em and her friend and her friend’s boyfriend at some swanky place
downtown.”
“Downtown where?” asks Annie, hardly believing that his fiancée’s entire entourage would
show up just for lunch.
“Downtown here,” says Mason.
“There is no downtown here.” Annie shakes her head.
“Maybe so. But I have to go for my run now or none of this will ever get done.” Mason jogs to
the door, checks his watch, and jogs back. “Who’s making dinner tonight?”
“Jackie.” She sneers at the name. “So you, basically.”
She glances over her shoulder. Mason wears a terrible expression; he wishes he had learned
curses instead of catechism as a child.
“He does whatever he wants just because his uncle is our boss,” Mason says. He grits his teeth
and jogs to the front door. “I don’t care. I’ll have my own business in a few years, anyway.”
“And if there is not enough on your to-do list, remember that our boss visits tonight,” She adds.
“Tonight?” asks Mason, trying to remember the day of the week.
“Just like he does every Sunday,” she reminds him. “So, you’ll have to clean the bathrooms
because Jackie didn’t do it again.”
Mason bellows like a dying animal and stomps the ground. Annie finds this humorous—she is
amused by the pain of others. She hides her laughter until Mason leaves, slamming the front door
and stomping down the concrete steps. Then she limps to the front window to watch him sulk.
“You forgot something on your list of things to do,” she calls.

5

Tony and Kimberly (née Brighton) Mannelli were members of The House but are now married with a child
and a growing business. They are prime examples of success within the community.

8

Mason turns back, pale and panicked. “What?”
“You forgot yelling at all of us for being slobs.” She grins as he finally laughs. A year ago, he
might have teared up at her teasing; maybe that fiancée was good for him.
“I don’t need to write that down,” he says. “I’ll remember.”
“Yeah, whatever.” she pretends to be unconvinced. “See you, Mason. Don’t get eaten by
coywolves.”
“See you, Sullivan6,” says Mason, “and I’ll be careful.” He shakes his head and jogs away.

6

This is also not her name, but she loves how she feels when he says it, and yet she does not understand why.
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SCENE TWO
TIME
Now.
PLACE
ANNIE paces stage, speaking to
the audience. FEN enters during
the monologue and by the end
has rested her head on ANNIE’s
shoulder.
ANNIE
Gather round, children, and let me tell you about the coywolf. She is no fantasy, like a unicorn or
centaur. No, the coywolf lives among us, running through our woods, calling to the full moon. She
speaks a pidgin language. Her relatives do not accept her. Instead, she lives alone or in packs of
other coywolves, watching and waiting for the day that she might… Yes?
FEN
Why does this place have a metal staircase?
ANNIE
(to audience)
I have told her at least a hundred times.
(to FEN)
Our boss’ ex-wife wanted a metal staircase to remind her of the city. He put one in, but she never
came, and so we have the place instead.
FEN
That’s right.
ANNIE continues typing. FEN
becomes impatient of waiting.
FEN
(singing)
Annie-Annie-Annie-Annie-Annie!1
ANNIE
(somewhat singingly)
Fen-Fen-Fen-Fen-Fen2! I am working, because I have a job.
FEN
But I do, too! I got callbacks from the theater. They want me to audition for the lead
ANNIE

I did not know they were performing Miss Saigon3.
FEN

1

2
3

Premiered September 20, 1989 at Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, London; music by Claude-Michel Schönberg, lyrics by
Alain Boublil and Richard Maltby, Jr.; based on the classic opera Madame Butterfly by Giacomo Puccini.
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No, it’s called Minnesota.
(singing)
Minnesota! No one else can build a deeper mine! And the forests grew tall, ‘til we cut them all.
Don’t you think our cattle look so fine? 4
ANNIE
I cannot figure out if this is a low budget production or subtle satire.
FEN
I think the director wrote it himself. He’s super talented.
ANNIE
I’m sure.
FEN
You should help with the set!
ANNIE
Excuse me?
FEN
You can design the whole thing. I’ll make sure you get paid well. You’ll be really good at it.
ANNIE
I have nothing to do with the theatre.
(to audience)
What have I done to deserve this?
FEN
That’s not true! The director showed me your name on a poster in the lobby. You wrote and starred
and designed, and the director said you should have gone on to Broadway.
ANNIE
He was in it?
(to audience)
Why does she search for good in my past, like a diamond in the rough to discover?
FEN
Yeah. Director Sam was the main antagonist.
ANNIE
(to audience as she sets aside her laptop)
Why does she pry into my past life like it is one big magical mystery tour? 5
FEN
Do you remember Director Sam?

4

5

Released November 27, 1967 as a US LP under Capitol Records, and December 8, 1967 as a UK EP under
Parlophone records; featuring The Beatles; produced by George Martin; soundtrack from the movie, Magical Mystery
Tour, first broadcast on BBC-TV, Christmas Day of 1967.
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(Long pause)
ANNIE
(shouting at FEN)
What I remember is none of your business. I can do whatever I want whenever I want, and you
have no right to go searching for my mistakes. Why am I of such interest to you?
(Long pause)
FEN
I’ll let you think about it.
(Goes to the table)
Would you like breakfast? I can make you a nice breakfast.
ANNIE
Fine.
(to audience)
There is a reason why I avoid people like Fen. Every time I talk to her…
(pause)
I end up back there.
(pause)
By back there I mean…
(pause)
in high school.
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Chapter Three—Then
Annie stood by the bulletin board next to the door of the cafegymatorium. She could not
understand why Mr. Useless—her chosen name for the teacher in charge of drama club—was
taking so long to put up the cast list for the latest school production. Casting for Peter Pan1 should
have been simple. Throw a senior boy in for Captain Hook, throw a senior girl in as Wendy, give
a few lines to the kids of school board members, and give the titular role to the only actor in the
school with any merit. That was Annie, of course, and everybody knew it.
At five minutes past three o’clock—and five minutes later than he said he would post the list—
Mr. Useless arrived with his stapler and list of names. Annie impatiently tapped her foot.
Mr. Useless pretended not to see her as he stapled the list atop the stacks of papers clinging to the
bulletin board. He tried to sneak away without his motives questioned, but Annie already had
scanned the list and begun to seethe.
“Excuse me!” called Annie. When she received no reply, she tore the list from the bulletin
board and ran after the teacher. “Would you care to explain a few of these casting decisions to me?”
Mr. Useless sighed. “I grow weary of these discussions, Annie.”
“We will not have any of ‘these discussions’ when you start casting in a way that makes sense,”
Annie told him. “Maybe you have forgotten what was written.”
“I am perfectly capable of remembering what I’ve written,” he said.
“You gave all the main roles to kids whose parents are on the schoolboard,” she told him.
“I gave you a main role,” said Mr. Useless as they came to the broom closet that he had
converted into his office.
“Princess Tiger Lily?” she asked. “That shouldn’t even be a role.” She crumpled the paper and
threw it on the floor of the office. “Every semester is the same!”

1

Peter Pan; or, the Boy Who Wouldn't Grow Up by J. M. Barrie; debuted as a play on December 27, 1904 at Duke of
York’s Theatre in London; published as a novel in 1911; published as a script in 1928.
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“I know you’re still mad about last semester,” said Mr. Useless. “I wasn’t about to cast you as
Mary Poppins. You have no natural cheer.”
“You cast every play the same way,” Annie told him. “Just give everything to the same kids
whose families run this town. Don’t even think about giving anyone else a chance.”
Mr. Useless was suddenly angry. He crouched until he was at eye level with his student, if only
to make her feel small. 2
“What do you expect me to do?” he hissed. “Run West Side Story every year and let the lot of
you bicker about which girl plays freaking Maria?”
A part of Annie thought that was a decent idea, but she did not like his tone. She gathered her
thoughts as Mr. Useless sat on his broken office chair and threw manuscripts onto the floor until
he found the keyboard to his geriatric computer.
“I am tired of dealing with you,” Annie said at last. “I am tired of the disrespect I get here and
everywhere else. Keep your play, but do not expect any of us to be in it. Mary Sue will not work
on your set, either, but least you would get to spend more time with your little art teacher—”

2

Annie knows she is small. She has always been small, but she once dreamed of growing up. Her sister Mary Sue is tall;
Mary Sue has always gotten everything, except for getting to keep her real name.
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SCENE THREE
ANNIE speaks to the audience
as MARY SUE enters to watch
her speak.
ANNIE
I wasn’t supposed to say that.
(pause)
I was an innocent little girl. I was not supposed to know…
(pause)
It was his own fault. He was married to the principal, but he acted like he was married to…
(pause)
I told who I had to. And I said an extra Our Father when I left, just in case.
MARY SUE
Who’re you talking to?
ANNIE
(brightening upon seeing her sister)
Never mind that. But have I got a great idea!
MARY SUE
Do I want to know?
(ANNIE whispers in her ear)
I dunno. Our…our parents don’t want you getting mixed up with… other people, and they don’t
like it when you’re away from home.
ANNIE
It’ll be on a college campus. Those’re safe. They got cops swarming those places like you wouldn’t
believe.
MARY SUE
Have our… our parents read this play you wrote?
ANNIE
They wouldn’t understand it. Too avant-garde. They’d ask why there weren’t any Bible verses in it.
MARY SUE
I don’t like when you mock them.
ANNIE
I’m not mocking them. I’m saying how it is.
(turning away from MARY SUE)
You’re the one person I thought I could count on, and now you don’t wanna help me.
MARY SUE
Oh! Of course I wanna help you!
ANNIE
Perfect timing! Let’s go.
ANNIE grins at the audience as
she takes MARY SUE’s hand
and pulls her across the stage.
MARY SUE is distraught.
MARY SUE
What’s going on? Where’re we going?
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ANNIE
I’ve found a community theatre group that meets in half an hour. They’re desperate for new
material.
MARY SUE
How do you know this?
ANNIE
It’s a non-profit. They’re always desperate
ANNIE drops MARY SUE’s
hand and stares over the
audience, looking at a distant
building. MARY SUE looks
back to where they came from,
never noticing the audience.
ANNIE
See? That wasn’t so bad.
MARY SUE
But our… our parents’ll be mad if they find out we’re here.
ANNIE
Call them and say we’re working on a project with friends. They always believe you.
MARY SUE
I’ll get extra years in Purgatory!1
ANNIE
You’re not lying. We just haven’t met the new friends yet. Look, I’ll take the Purgatory years for
you, if it’s such a big deal. I’ve already got a few hundred, anyway.
MARY SUE
You better burn a candle for me, too.
ANNIE
Of course. Now call.
MARY SUE
I will.
(MARY SUE walks to the back of the stage)
I must use the correct words.
(A hand reaches out to give her a script.
Oh! Here they are.
(Shouts into the wings.)
Hello! We needa… need to stay afterschool to work a… a project with friends!
MARY SUE puts a hand to her
ear to listen for the reply.
ANNIE looks at the audience
and shakes her head as SAM
enters. He stares at MARY SUE
1

“We should exclaim with all our might, that purgatory is a pernicious fiction of Satan, that it makes void
the cross of Christ, that it intolerably insults the Divine Mercy, and weakens and overturns our faith.”
John Calvin, Institutes of the Christian Religion, Chapter III, Section 5
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and then looks to ANNIE for
explanation. ANNIE notices
SAM and runs to him.
SAM
Hey, welcome to Tragedy of the Creative Commons 2 Drama, Acting, and Improv group. Totally
love your enthusiasm.
MARY SUE
(Reading the script)
No, I… don’t know them. They’re actors like Annie. It was her idea.
ANNIE
I wrote a play that would be perfect for your group to perform, no fees required. The play is called
Pedro Pano, and it deals with several socio-political events in the United States and South America
from the nineteen-fifties to the present, masked by the thin overlay of the J. M. Barrie classic.
SAM
Whoa, info dump!
MARY SUE
(Crying into the wing while trying to read the script)
No, we’re… not doing drugs. We’re educating ourselves.
SAM
But I like it. I’d give it a read-through. So you want to come to the meeting to give it a whirl?
ANNIE
Yes, exactly!
MARY SUE
(Reading and crying)
Yeah… that’s… it’s right and… and we won’t get in trouble.
ANNIE
That is my sister. She shall be fine in a few minutes.
SAM
Sure hope so. She looks kind of shook up.
(Pause; SAM holds out his hand to ANNIE)
You missed one part of your elevator pitch.
ANNIE
Yes, of course.
(She shakes SAM’s hand)
My name is…
(Pause)
I’m Annie, and that’s Mary Sue.

2

“Tragedy of the Creative Commons” is a reference to the social science concept of the “Tragedy of the Commons”,
where shared resources are abused and depleted, and the World Wide Web concept of “Creative Commons”, a nonprofit organization that provides public domain images, text, music, and other works.
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SAM
I’m Sam. Sophomore at Longname Lake Community College and current leader for Tragedy of the
Creative Commons, et cetera, et cetera.
He releases ANNIE’s hand and
goes to comfort MARY SUE,
who is still crying. ANNIE does
not notice them and instead
speaks to the audience.
ANNIE
I knew that someday, I would go to college and be free.
(Pause)
Unlike Mary Sue, who was expected to live at home until she married.
(Pause)
But this story is not about her. It is about me. I wanted to leave, but I was not yet ready.
(Pause as SAM and MARY SUE join her.)
Why was I so foolish as a child?
MARY SUE
Who do you keep talking to?
SAM
Never mind that. Let’s all go inside.
SAM leads MARY SUE and
ANNIE off stage, pausing once
to wink at the audience as they
leave.
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Chapter Four—Now
Every breakfast, Fen makes omelets for her housemates, and Annie does not know why she
would bother with the kind gesture. While the eggs cook, Fen traces the crack on the kitchen table,
even though her housemates have asked her to stop. She does not realize that it is a reminder of
their boss’ temper. Annie knows Mr. Moreau’s anger was her own fault, even if he denies this. She
should have worked harder and been more careful. She should have never mentioned his pending
divorce; that topic was only discussed in harsh whispers, never with a divorcee in the room, and
she had dared to ask a victim of this sin1 about his mental state.
The front door slams open, but neither Annie nor Fen is startled. Mason has returned from his
run, and he has not yet learned to be gentle; he will be the new boss once Mr. Moreau retires.
“I hear our esteemed Leader,” says Fen as Mason stomps into the kitchen.
Annie shudders as Fen speaks the dreaded name. What had possessed Mr. and Mrs. Mason that
they would name their only child “Leader”, setting him up for a lifetime of mockery and confusion?
They at least could have nicknamed him “Lea”.
“Did you make me anything for breakfast?” asks Mason without saying good morning or giving
any indication that he is happy to see them.
“There are six eggs left in the fridge,” Fen replies. She is either oblivious to his rudeness or
does not care enough to comment on it. “None of us make an omelet to your standards. You can
make it yourself.”
“Fair enough.” Instead of making an omelet, Mason goes into the living room and drops to give
twenty pushups.

1

“The man who hates and divorces his wife,” says the LORD, the God of Israel, “does violence to the one he should
protect,” says the LORD Almighty. So be on your guard, and do not be unfaithful.
—Malachi 2:16 (Traditional NIV translation)
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“Weirdo,” mutters Annie, and Fen giggles as intended. Annie does not understand why she
feels obligated to entertain Fen, since it is the sort of thing a nice person would do, and Annie is
not nice.
Mason stands up, and Annie wonders if he could have heard her insult. Even if she is not nice,
she does not want to hurt Mason’s delicate feelings.
“Where’s Jackie?” he asks instead, and Annie breathes in relief.
“Don’t know where,” says Fen. “Probably upstairs.
Mason goes from placated to enraged within seconds.
“It’s eight-thirty on a weekday morning, and he’s still not up!” he exclaims, struggling to keep
his voice below a full yell. “All he does is lie around in bed. I can’t stand his laziness. I’d throw
him out if his uncle didn’t own the place.”
“He was out late last night,” says Annie. “He was probably up to no good out at a bar or
something.”
“I thought he was volunteering at a homeless shelter,” Fen says with a little sigh. Annie is
sickened by people in love, but she dares not mention it now.
“Is that what he told you?” Mason shakes his head. “You’ll believe anything you hear.”
“Maybe he is trying to move out and was scouting for new housing options,” says Annie. “If
the boss man has scratched him from the will, he shall have nothing.”
“He won’t get scratched,” Mason says. He sits at the table and crosses his arms. “What I think
is that Jackie is getting primed to take over this place. He already gets special treatment. In another
year, I’ll be out a job.”
“You know that is not true. In another year, you shall have your own business with the
Mannellis and me,” she promises, bringing up the names of their former housemates to remind him
of their joyful youth some eighteen months ago. “You can forget about the boss and Jackie.”
“What about me?” Fen asks.
“And Fen can come, too,” agrees Annie.
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She immediately regrets this promise. She and Mason have complained to each other about the
annoyance of Fen, but the poor girl is too blind to realize her vices. Even now, Fen clatters the
dishes into the cabinets and whistles the theme to Montana.
“I just like it here so much,” says Mason, for once oblivious to the clattering. He leans back in
his chair and stares dully into the living room. “I never thought I’d say that. But this place has really
grown on me.”
“I know.” Annie mimics his posture—so relaxed and authoritative. It must be a white
male thing.
“Freeze!” exclaims Fen. She searches through the cabinets until she finds her camera and then
runs in front of them to take a picture.
“Do you mind?” Mason asks.
“Casual portraiture is in right now,” says Fen. “You guys are so cute in the way you always sit
the same.”
“We’re just sitting,” Mason says.
“This is power position,” adds Annie. “Fear us.”
“Too cute.” Fen dances up the stairs but stops near the second floor to call back,
“Somebody’s up!”
“’Sup, Fen?” asks Jackie as they bump fists. He still wears his pajamas, if only to annoy Mason.
Fen can hardly speak. “Call backs for Minnesota. So pumped!”
“Awesome!” exclaims Jackie, genuinely glad for her success. “You’re gonna kill it, Fen. Break
a leg.”
Fen squeals and runs to her room on the top floor, slamming the door behind her. Annie
wonders if the antics are natural Fen or Fen in love, but she cannot dwell on this for long, as the
latest showdown between Mason and Jackie is about to take place.
“Could you wear nothing nicer to breakfast?” Mason asks Jackie. He stands and crosses his
arms, and so Annie does the same.
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“I thought we gave up on the dress code,” replies Jackie. “I mean, you’re chilling down here in
short-shorts.2 I see way too much thigh, dude.”
“Point for Jackie,” says Annie, who will keep score even if the boys pretend this is not a debate.
Even so, she wishes she was able to bite her tongue during these daily confrontations.
“It’s not a debate,” Mason tells her, as expected. “And if my outfit was wicked inappropriate
for breakfast, you should’ve told me.”
“I’m not here for breakfast,” says Jackie, if only to further undermine Mason’s authority. He
tries to make his way into the living room, but Mason puts an arm out to stop him. “What? I ate in
my room.”
“You’re setting yourself up for all kinds of medical problems if you don’t start eating right,”
Mason tells him. “You could get diabetes and heart disease and joint problems and breathing
problems and obesity…”
“You are one to talk,” says Annie, recalling that Mason had not gotten into shape until his
engagement. She recalls too late that he is sensitive about his lack of athleticism and can feel him
staring at her. Quickly, she tries to correct her error, but her thoughts are jumbled with too many
words and places that she is supposed to forget. At least Mason and Jackie seem not to notice
her distress.
“You’re right,” admits Mason. “I’m sorry, Jackie. I’m wicked hangry and preoccupied. I was
wrong to say what I did.”
“No problem, man,” says Jackie, who does not care about the opinions of Mason. “I hear it a
hundred times a day from my mom. She’s always on the phone like, ‘Jackie, eat your vegetables’.
‘Jackie, are you getting enough protein?’ Drives me crazy, man, but it’s the way she shows that she
cares.”

2

Short-shorts have a three- to five-inch inseam and have been deemed appropriate clothing only for elite
athletes. Mason is far from an elite athlete.
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“Yes, that’s right.” Mason smiles, having come to a small understanding with his enemy. “I
guess I’ll take a shower now, or something. Tell me if anyone calls while I’m gone.”
“No problem, dude,” says Jackie, although he never answers the landline. He waits for Mason
to leave and then sits on the couch with Annie. She hunches over her laptop pretends not to see
him. Jackie laughs at this, and while Annie knows she cannot avoid him much longer, she wishes
she could be someplace else. She imagines what a serious conversation with Jackie would entail
but the conversation quickly falls apart.

23

SCENE FOUR
ANNIE and JACKIE sit on
the couch. JACKIE leans
over to see what is on
ANNIE’s laptop.
ANNIE
Do you mind?
JACKIE
What just happened there?
ANNIE
I am not exactly certain that I understand what has happened. For all my time of knowing him, he
continues to be full of peculiar surprises.
JACKIE
Yeah, I guess my friends are kinda weird, too. Even so, he’s a strange dude.
Both JACKIE and ANNIE
speak to the audience, oblivious
to each other.
ANNIE
Friends?
(pause)
Am I destined to have Mason—not Leader—as my only friend in life?
JACKIE
You know what’s more beautiful than anything else? Pure friendship.
ANNIE
But my mother always did say that God works in mysterious ways, and that His Will was more
perfect than mine. 1
JACKIE
They have philia—that love of brothers and sisters so treasured by the ancients. But I don’t know
if they can see it yet.
ANNIE
Mason has changed. He is maturing as he reaches the cusp of marriage and prepares to have a
household of his own.
(pause)
He does not need me anymore.
JACKIE
No pulling of the hair or the gnashing of teeth. He can marry whoever he wants, and she can adopt
all the potted plants, and they’ll love each other until the end of time. That’s philia. That’s rare.
1

“Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind. Then you
will be able to test and approve what God's will is--his good, pleasing and perfect will.”
— Romans 12:2
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ANNIE
I once had influence over him, but now he only listens to his fiancée. She is forcing him to mature—
to finally grow up.
(to JACKIE)
At least he is finally growing up.
JACKIE
(laughing)
Yeah, he grows up. Not like you. You’re the girl who never grows up. You’re probably the smarter
one.
ANNIE
Yes, of course.
(to the audience)
What if I never grow up?
JACKIE
They’ve got the best life, those two. They’ve got everything they could ever want.
(Pause)
That’s just the sign that everything’s about to fall apart. I’m still my uncle’s nephew; I can feel
when things are about to get real.
(Pause)
And things are about to get real real for Annie.
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Chapter Five—Then
The scene took place in the wilderness on a faraway border and contained two characters:
Captain Crook, a man who led the border patrol, and Pedro Pano, a boy who led other children
across the faraway border. They fenced with broadswords for added effect, as a rapier did not have
the same impact while viewed from an audience.
“Why must we go through this same battle each time I bring my Lost Children to live in the
land of the free and the home of the brave?1” asked Pedro, shouting in the absence of a microphone
so that his voice would carry even to the back of the theatre. He ducked to avoid the careless swing
of the captain’s sword, although he was unafraid of death at the hands of the captain; the fallacy of
invincibility came with his youth, and Pedro remained young if only to preserve this trait.
“Whose land?” Captain Crook countered. “Not the children of your illegal band, certainly. Why
do you take their money and dreams to lead them across this barren wilderness into a place where
they will know nothing but endless toil and endless debt?”
The captain said his line hastily and readied himself for another blow. The captain is older,
perhaps wiser, and with age comes knowledge and wariness of death, which his young adversary
has perceived as cowardice.
“They have more than ordinary dreams,” said Pedro. “They have the American Dream, one of
better education and safety for their families.”
“Ha!” Captain Crook exclaimed, forgetting he was in a sword fight. “That Dream is but a pipe
dream! Your Lost Children burden our crumbling public education and foster care systems.”
Pedro Pano leapt at the captain and knocked the sword from his hand. “Ye of little faith2,” he
murmured. “You may have no trust in our government, but I am confident the American people

From “The Defense of Fort McHenry” by Francis Scott Key, published on September 21, 1814; later set to the tune of
“To Anacreon in Heaven”, composed by John Stafford Smith and published in 1780. Adopted as the National Anthem
of the United States of America on March 3, 1931
2
Matthew 6:30, Matthew 8:26, Matthew 16:8, Luke 12:28
1
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will learn to take in the tired, the poor, the huddled masses yearning to be free 3 with the open arms
of a generous nation.” (a)
(a)

For it is just as Christ Jesus said to his followers, “Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them,
for the kingdom of heaven belongs to such as these.”
If America is indeed “under God”, as stated in our Pledge of Allegiance, why do we not let his children come
to his country, just as they come to his Son. Is it not written, “Blessed are you who are poor, for yours is the
kingdom of God”? Then why do we forbid these poor from his kingdom on earth?

Satisfied with his work, Pedro sheathed his sword and walked away, only to hear the last cry
of Captain Crook, “You may have won the fight today, Pedro Pano, but I’ll have my pound
of flesh4!”
Annie broke out of character immediately.
“No! Cut!” she snapped dropping the broom handle that had served as her sword.
“What?” asked Sam, who naturally played Captain Crook. “Is this some fighting tactic?”
“Why do you keep goofing around?” Annie retorted. “You know that’s not in the script.”
She turned away and tried to control her temper. She knew he was just trying to have fun, but
his improvisation had angered her.5
“Does it bother you that I reference that?” he asked. “I can stop if it triggers something. Look,
I love Shakespeare. I think his comedies are hilarious…”
Sam was being was too nice to Annie, and she did not deserve his kindness. He tried to place
a hand on her shoulder, but she slapped him away.
“It is not about your foolish Shakespearian references,” snapped Annie. “You are supposed to
be the leader, but I do all the work because you are too busy goofing around. Why are you unable
to do your job?”
“I’m sorry,” Sam mumbled. “I’ll try to put in more effort.”

From “The New Colossus” by Emma Lazarus, first read on November 2, 1883 at an exhibit to raise money to build a
pedestal for the Statue of Liberty; later engraved on a bronze plaque and placed inside the pedestal
4
A misquotation from Act IV, Scene I in The Merchant of Venice, by William Shakespeare; the original quotation was
as follows:
Shylock:
…The pound of flesh, which I demand of him,
Is dearly bought; 'tis mine and I will have it…
5
“Get rid of all bitterness, rage and anger, brawling and slander, along with every form of malice.”
— Ephesians 4: 31
3
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He retreated to stage left, holding his bruised hand. Annie saw his pain but would not stop her
attack on his shortcomings until he begged or fled. She had few chances to be in control of her own
life, let alone the life of another, and she relished these opportunities, perhaps even more than the
friendships that survived them.
“You had better try,” said Annie, advancing on him in his weakened state just as Pedro would
advance on Captain Crook. “Do you know how much my sister and I risk by coming to these
rehearsals every day? If this play flops, I shall be grounded until I am twenty-one years old.”
“I know,” Sam mumbled. “You’ve told me before.” He tried to exit through the side door but
found it locked.
“You are running away from me,” exclaimed Annie. “I cannot believe this!”
But she could believe it; this was precisely her intention. She tossed up her hands in disgust,
prolonging the moment to prolong Sam’s guilt.
“I try to have a conversation with a grown man,” she informed the vacant rows of seats as if
they were filled with an audience, “and here is a little boy running away from me.”
“I’m not running,” Sam told her. “I’m going to get Mary Sue to calm you down.”
“Calm me down!” shrieked Annie. “The moment you see me angry, the first thing you think is
to calm me down. Do you never wonder why I am angry? Do you never consider that I am sick of
injustices I am dealt by everyone else?”
She would have continued her rant, delighting in her moment of madness even as Sam cowered
against the locked door, but that same door opened, and Mary Sue ran into the theater.
“I heard you shouting from the sewing room,” she exclaimed, unafraid of her younger sister’s
frequent rages. “What happened this time? Do you need to sit… outside or… something… until
you calm down?”
“Why am I always blamed for everything?” asked Annie, but she walked away from the
confrontation to sulk alone in the corner.
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She knew exactly why she was blamed for everything. She asked too many questions without
answers, had too many unpopular opinions and clashed with every authority figure that stood in
her way. Mary Sue knew when to speak and when to be quiet, but as many times as she tried to
teach this to Annie, her little sister would rant about freedom of speech and other privileges she
would not be denied.
“It was my fault she blew up at me,” Sam admitted, talking to the empty seats as if they could
absolve him.
The sisters ignored his confession. Mary Sue clicked her tongue and led Sam to the other side
of the theatre, as if Annie would not be able to hear them.
“Did you mess up your lines again?” asked Mary Sue. “I told you, she doesn’t like that. You
are messing with… her baby… when you change the lines.”
“I know.” Sam sighed. “I always think I’m funny even when I’m being a jerk. I hope she doesn’t
think I’m picking on her.”
Annie knew that she was the one picking on him, but she had to pick on him, or he would grow
too close to her. She was sure Sam had a crush on her, but she did not know why, unless he was
the sort of rare person who preferred wry wit and sharp intellect to the superficiality of appearances.
She liked to think she was the same, but she also had to admit that Sam was kind of cute.
“Nobody picks on… on her,” explained Mary Sue. “She’d find a way to kill you if you tried. I
see you’re still alive, so you must be safe… at least for now.”
“Comforting thought,” Sam said with a nervous laugh. “I forget that I’m dealing with danger
each time I deal with Annie.”
But she was the one dealing with danger, if in a different way. She could not let anyone know
of her relationship with Sam. Her family only married other Catholics, but they had decided long
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ago that Annie with her gift of leadership would be dedicated to the Church and bring this honor to
the family. 6 Annie did not have an opinion on that; she was not allowed to have one.
“She is chosen… by God… you know,” Mary Sue whispered. (b)
“You did not choose me, but I chose you and appointed you so that you might go and bear fruit—
fruit that will last—and so that whatever you ask in my name the Father will give you.” (John 15:16)
(b)

Sam laughed at her seriousness. “Really? I thought that was me 7. What is she supposed to do?”
“You wouldn’t understand, Sammy,” whispered Mary Sue, and she would not say anything
more on the subject.
They sat in silence for a long moment as Annie waited for one of them to speak, not daring to
break the silence.
“Have I said the wrong thing again?” asked Sam. “I’m sorry if—”
“I know it’s not fair how we’re treated differently,” Mary Sue cried, forgetting that her sister
was still in the theater. “I know I’m… the favorite… and the rest of the family doesn’t care what
happens to… to her… and… That’s why I try to help her, but I don’t know what to do!”
“I know what to do,” said Annie, scowling at her overly emotional sister; even if Sam had
spoken first, she blamed Mary Sue for ruining the perfectly good silence.
“You always know what to do,” Sam admitted. “I just wish you’d say it more nicely.”
“You and your emotions,” she snapped. “I am going to run the tech support scene and get some
actual work done while you watch Mary Sue cry over something that does not matter and cannot
be changed.”
“Tech support scene?” Mary Sue cried. She had never read through the entire script, although
she certainly had the time to do so.

6

Such practice is increasingly rare and by no means limited to Catholicism. Each year, children are chosen by their
parents and community (and God?) to become the leaders of future generations as pastors, priests, gods, politicians,
lawyers, scientists, doctors, and a variety of other noble occupations that support the beliefs of their people.
7
A generalized allusion to The Chosen, by Chaim Potok, published by Simon & Schuster in 1967
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“You know, a group of Indians,” she said, enunciating each word as if speaking to someone
with a mental impairment. “They all work tech support except for one of their friends. He runs
a casino.”
“That’s horrible!” cried Mary Sue even as Sam laughed at the offhand joke from the woman
he clearly loved.
“It is satire,” Annie retorted. She wished her sister would get a sense of humor and that Sam
would lose his, as it would be so much easier to push him away.
Since Mary Sue would not laugh with her and Sam laughed too often, Annie spun around and
marched out of the theater, pausing at the exit to hear the door give a satisfying slam behind her.
She knew her gift was not in leadership but in alienation, and she pretended not to care.
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SCENE FIVE
ANNIE and SAM are in the
theater. ANNIE plays Pedro
Pano, while SAM portrays
Captain Crook.
ANNIE
But soft over yonder river breaks—it is the north, and freedom is the sun. 1
SAM
Then I shall kill this envious longing. I shall nip it in the bud.
ANNIE
That you may try to do, but no matter how many times you seek to kill our American Dream, the
dreams of a thousand others will rise up and overtake you.
SAM
2

(singing)
Perhaps my reason you’ve not heard.
Are your ears deaf to my words?
What I say to you is truly true.
There’s nothing you can duly do.
You do not know the research we have used to prove you wrong.
We the People have decided
That your dreams must be misguided.
Our one solution—deportation—
Shall soon improve our nation,
And I’ll do it to you as soon as I’m through with this song.
ANNIE
Your beloved constitution speaks of justice and common welfare, yet those treasured rights do not
exist beyond your borders.
SAM
How can we have our domestic tranquility when your foreign criminals infiltrate our
neighborhoods, raising rates of crime and crowding our public schools?
(pause)
How many times are you going to mention the public schools?
ANNIE
I go to a public school, okay?
SAM
A charter school.
ANNIE
They’re all the same. Why do you have to put it like that?
SAM
1
2

Paraphrase from William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, Act 2, Scene 2
See Figure B for sheet music.
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I like picking on you. It’s fun.
ANNIE
At least somebody admits to it.
MARY SUE
(entering)
Are you two getting along?
SAM
No.
ANNIE
Yes.
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MARY SUE
Well… I think… somebody is… lying?
SAM
Would I lie to you?
ANNIE
Are you kidding me? You lie all the time.
SAM
I wouldn’t go that far.
MARY SUE
Are you being mean to my sister?
SAM
No, of course not.
ANNIE
Oh, come on.
MARY SUE
Are you sure?
SAM
Would I lie to Miss Mary Sue?
ANNIE
This is why I do not trust you.
MARY SUE
He’s just trying to be funny.
ANNIE
Yes, the keyword is trying. It’s a good thing I wrote the joke in this play, or everyone would go
straight home. In fact, I feel like going straight home, with all the disrespect you give me.
ANNIE turns as if to leave.
MARY SUE tries to catch her
arm, but ANNIE pulls away.
SAM
I’m sorry. I went too far again.
MARY SUE
It’s not your fault, Sammy. She’s so… sensitive?
ANNIE
(to the audience)
I am not that sensitive.
SAM
I know she is, but I still pick on her.
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MARY SUE
Why’d you… you do that?
ANNIE
But why?
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SAM
I don’t want to say. It would embarrass her.
MARY SUE
Then whisper to me!
SAM
I will.
ANNIE
(turning around)
Not fair—there are no secrets in theatre!
(to the audience as MARY SUE and SAM walk to the side)
I bet he likes me. That is why boys pick on girls. I know all about that…
(pause)
Even though I’m not supposed to. I’m supposed to stay pure.
SAM
(whispering to MARY SUE)
I kind of think of Annie as a sister.
MARY SUE
(whispering furiously)
A sister? Don’t ever let her hear you say that.
SAM
I know! It’s so dumb, but she’s just like my other younger sisters. That’s why I love her.
MARY SUE
Oh! That’s what you…
(pause)
You’re so cute, Sam. She’d be so embarrassed if she knew.
ANNIE
What did he say?
MARY SUE
Nada. Just silly… little boy stuff.
ANNIE
I hear that from him all the time. He would not hide that from me. What did he really say?
MARY SUE
I won’t tell you.
ANNIE
You cannot do that. You must tell me.
MARY SUE
I don’t have to tell you anything. You can’t absolve me.
ANNIE
Do you feel guilty for what he said?
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MARY SUE
No! I never told you that.
SAM
It really wasn’t anything important.
ANNIE
Was I talking to you?
SAM
You were talking about me.
ANNIE
Only because you would not talk to me; now stay out of this.
SAM
I’m sorry.
ANNIE
You lie.

SAM
I don’t!
MARY SUE
Calm down.
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ANNIE
Why is it always me who must calm down? Why must I always take the blame?
MARY SUE
You don’t…
ANNIE
I do. It isn’t fair.
MARY SUE
(quietly)
I guess… you do.
ANNIE
Then why do you never do anything about it?
MARY SUE
What’m I supposed to do? I can’t do nada… I mean…
ANNIE
You lie. Everyone listens to you.
MARY SUE
But it’s beyond my power…
ANNIE
Then ask God. He will listen to you. No one listens to me.
SAM
What are you guys talking about?
ANNIE
Shut up! We’re not talking to you.
MARY SUE
Be nice!
ANNIE
He’s not part of this conversation. Tell him to go away and leave us alone.
MARY SUE
But let him take part.
ANNIE
He will not understand. Make him go away and leave me alone.
SAM
Can someone please explain?
MARY SUE
My sister is the best of our generation.
ANNIE
Stop talking!
SAM
(laughing)
Annie, you’re so humble.
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MARY SUE
(to ANNIE)
You were right; he doesn’t understand.
ANNIE
No one ever listens to me.
MARY SUE
She’s been chosen by… our family, our community, and God. It’s so… I can’t find the words…
SAM
To describe Annie? That’s fair enough.
MARY SUE
(to ANNIE)
He doesn’t understand.
ANNIE
I told you, but you never listen.
MARY SUE
Each of us has been chosen for a great role in life, but some roles are greater than others.
SAM
Well, of course. Annie’s going to be famous for her plays someday.
MARY SUE
I meant that… Maybe she… perhaps there’s a chance…
ANNIE
Sam, I’m supposed to become a nun.
(pause)

SAM
Don’t worry. I’ll find a way to rescue you.
(grand pause)
MARY SUE
I understand your words, but I don’t understand what you’re trying to say.
ANNIE
I do not need to be rescued. I am honored to be chosen, even if I am reluctant.
SAM
Do you hear yourself? They’re forcing you to stay in their religious cult!
MARY SUE
What? That’s… it’s not a cult.
SAM
Maybe for you, it’s not. You’re not getting put in a nunnery.
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ANNIE
But I might not be placed in one!
SAM
You’ll never get married. You’ll never have children. You’ll be stuck wearing a habit and fingering
prayer beads for the rest of your life.
ANNIE
(leaping at SAM, but held back by MARY SUE)
How dare you! It’s called a rosary!
MARY SUE
Now look—You’ve driven her insane.
SAM
She was always insane.

ANNIE
I was always insane!
MARY SUE

Well… you… you made it worse then?
SAM
Look, I’m just trying to help.
MARY SUE
Are you?
SAM
What, do you want your sister stuck in a cult?
MARY SUE
It’s not a cult. It’s an honor!
SAM
But that’s no way to serve God.
ANNIE
Then what do you suggest?
SAM
Well, you’re supposed to get married. And have a bunch of kids.
ANNIE
How many in your family?
SAM
Twelve. That’s God’s number.
ANNIE
We have six. That’s Satan’s number.
MARY SUE
You can’t say that!
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ANNIE
Well, I already defended the rosary today.
(Pause)
I suppose I ought to run the Indian fight scene now.
SAM
(to the audience)
And she says I’m the one who runs from my problems
MARY SUE
I can’t believe you kept that in.
ANNIE
What? Sometimes the Borderland Security IT department gets a little rowdy, and Pedro Pano
pushes them over the edge.
MARY SUE
Okay, just go.
ANNIE
Have you given up on me?
MARY SUE
Get out!
ANNIE laughs and exits.
MARY SUE sits on the floor
and cries. SAM sits by her.
SAM
She doesn’t care if you yell at her. Actually, I think she wants you to yell at her.
MARY SUE
What if we’re really in a… in a cult?
(Pause)
SAM
I… I was just teasing. I wasn’t serious at all. You… I mean, your family… Catholicism is a valid
religion. I mean, all religions are valid. I mean, maybe not all, but most…
MARY SUE
(Placing a hand over SAM’s mouth)
Shush.
SAM
Did you just shush me?
MARY SUE
I… pardon… I… didn’t mean to be rude.
SAM
No, I just never heard someone shushing. Like, you actually said “shush” instead of “shhhh”…
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MARY SUE
You talk too much. Or maybe I’m the problem.
SAM
Oh, you’re not a problem.
(Pause)
Are you?
MARY SUE
I think I’m gonna be a problem. I’ve never been a problem before.
SAM
Do you want to be a problem, then?
MARY SUE
I dunno. Would you mind if I was?
MARY SUE kisses SAM, but
briefly, so the audience might
miss it if they blinked.
SAM
I mean, I don’t think you’re a problem at all. Or you’re a good problem if you’re even a problem.
MARY SUE
Then you won’t be… running from your new problem?
SAM
No?
(Pause)
No.
MARY SUE
Maybe we should see how my sister is doing?
SAM
Yes, of course. Good idea. No problem at all. Let’s go.
MARY SUE and SAM take
each other’s hand and exit.
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Chapter Six—Now
Annie has not spoken to her family in almost twelve years. She wonders if her actions count as
dishonoring her parents, and if this adds to her many years of Purgatory, but she still goes to ten
o’clock Mass every Sunday and cannot be far in the hole despite avoiding her ungrateful relatives.
Fen is singing in the kitchen, calling Annie back to the present:
“I wandered lonely as a cloud1
That I might have the Sky2
When all at once I saw a crowd1
…to fill the upper skies.3
I tell you that my Heart2
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze1
they can’t sustain the part3
In such a jocund company:1
Your whole long, gusty lifetime through, 4
I liked as well to see2
…he, that ever kind and true,4
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:1
…a crowd / A host, of golden…1
That self-same upland, hopeful way,4
Shall meet again… this friend 4
And know no other way –2
I liked as well to see2
… he through many a doubtful day4
Why does he not see me?5
Not through this or any other way?”5

“I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud”, by William Wordsworth, published in 1807
“Before I got my eye put out”, by Emily Dickinson, written c. 1862
3
“Fireflies in the Garden”, by Robert Frost, published in 1928
4
“Consolation”, by Robert Louis Stevenson, written c. 1872, published in 1899
5
“Why does he not see me?”, by Fen Wang, present day improvising.
1
2
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A brief poetic analysis of “Lonely Golden Heart”, by Fen Wang, indicates that the author is once again pining
for Jackie Moreau—indicated by “friend” and “he”—in a muddle, abstract style more befitting for a Victorian
recluse than a millennial hipster. Her rhymes, both true and slant, are at times stilted, although the meter of the
poem is a consistent. As for presentation, her voice is sweet, pure, and somehow irritating. Accompanying sheet
music is available in Figure C.

“Don’t you have a job somewhere?” Annie calls into the kitchen. “Or do you just sing around
The House all day?”
“I’m a waitress at The Number Q Café,” Fen replies, “and my shift doesn’t start until
one o’clock. We can always do something together until then.”
“I think I will be busy,” said Annie. “But you can continue your revue if you do so silently.”
Fen complies, but the silence lasts for no more than a minute when Annie’s phone begins to
ring and shake violently; she uses that combination for only one person. Annie puts the call on
speaker so that Fen might also partake in the conversation with Mason, but Fen has fled the room.
“Who died?” asks Annie as she picks up the call.
Mason does not find this funny.
“No one died,” he tells her. “Quit starting every conversation like that. One of these days,
somebody really is going to die—probably our boss, because he’s wicked old—and then you’re
going to feel bad for once in your life. Actually, you’ll probably just laugh and tell me your psychic
or something.”
“You have not given a reason for calling,” says Annie.
“So the short version of the story”—Mason is already hyperventilating— “is that I just finished
my meeting with the gallery manager, and he’s called all the gallery managers in the area that he
knows because he likes the exhibit so much that he wants it shown all over the state. It’s a wicked
big break for Tony and Kim, but if I go to the meeting, I’ll miss lunch with Em.”
Upon hearing mention of the fiancée, Annie debates hanging up and telling him later that there
was a bad connection. However, she has already hurt Mason’s feelings that day, and she must try
her best to make it up to him.
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“If that is the short version, I should hate to hear the long version,” she says as kindly as she
can manage.
“I can’t be in two places at the same time! 6” Mason screams into the phone, as if his situation
will somehow change if he talks loudly enough.
Annie imagines him writhing on the floor, but he is more likely standing in the gallery’s allgender restroom.
“Em has been looking forward to this,” he explains, “but Kim and Tony are basically my
family, but Em is going to be my wife, and she’ll get wicked mad if I miss another date.”
Mason pauses to take a breath, as he is nearly crying. Annie thinks relationship to his fiancée
is not healthy. She wishes he could break off the engagement without simultaneously breaking his
fragile heart and becoming an object of scorn within the community. 7
“I can’t just cancel on her,” he finally whimpers, “so can you go out to lunch with her instead?”
“You cannot tell me to date your fiancée,” she says. “That is not how it works.”
“Look, it was supposed to be a double date,” Mason explains. “With her boss’ daughter and
her boss’ daughter’s boyfriend or something; I just don’t want her to be the third wheel.”
At last, Annie sees a loophole to the plan. “Do I get free lunch?” she asks.
“Yes, of course,” says Mason, finally using his indoor voice. “Em won’t miss fifteen bucks,
and I can always pay her back. She’ll pick you up in half an hour. Try to dress decently and not say
anything offensive.”
“I shall attempt to behave,” promises Annie. “I hope they bring me someplace ritzy.”

6

Mason is technically able to be in two places at the same time, but that would require breaking himself
down into subatomic particles, something he has neither the technology nor the budget to do.

7

A couple is viewed as “man and wife” upon their engagement, although the marriage may not be consummated until
after their wedding. The model for this custom is taken from the Gospels:
“Mary was pledged to be married to Joseph, but before they came together, she was found to be pregnant through the
Holy Spirit. Because Joseph her husband was faithful to the law, and yet did not want to expose her to public disgrace,
he had in mind to divorce her quietly.”
— from Matthew 1
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How nice to have a rich fiancée; really, it is too bad that Annie does not plan to get engaged,
and so she will never have the experience of eating prime rib on her future spouse’s dime.
“Don’t do anything crazy,” Mason adds as Annie is about to hang up. “I mean it, Sullivan.
Make one wrong move, and she will have your head.”
“She has you whipped, boy,” says Annie.
“Quiet, please.” Mason says politely, just as his mother taught him. He is not in the mood for
teasing, and yet he is grateful. “You’re the best for agreeing to do this,” he assures her.
“Yeah, sure,” says Annie, who already knows she is the best.
She hangs up before he can add another request and then returns to editing pictures. She does
not plan on changing her clothes to go on her substitute date with the fiancée, if only to annoy her,
even if that game is becoming too easy.
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SCENE SIX
ANNIE and SAM are in the
theater. ANNIE plays Pedro
Pano, while SAM portrays
Captain Crook. They fight with
yardstick and broom handle as
ANNIE gradually backs toward
the wall. As they fight, they sing: 1
SAM
With each blow, I grow stronger.
With every sword clash, you fall back.
With each blow, you grow weaker.
With each sword clash, I attack.
ANNIE
You think strength will gain you victory,
but you think this in vain.
My wits have always saved me,
and this time they’ll do the same
SAM
You think you are the only one with wits? Foolish boy, have I not told you of my research? Have I
not spoken of my college education?
ANNIE
There is more to knowledge than sheets of paper. There are things I know that you will never know,
because you do not care to learn them.
SAM
But will they help you in this time of need?
ANNIE and SAM have misjudged
the distance to the wall. SAM uses
his yardstick to push ANNIE over
the last few feet and then holds the
yardstick across her throat, always
moving with gentle care despite
the innate violence of the role.
SAM
You are caught, Pedro. You will never escape with your life.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
He’s too close to me. I can’t breathe.
SAM
(whispering)
Do you remember your line, Annie?
1

Sheet music provided in Figure D.
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ANNIE
To die would be an awfully big adventure, Captain, but it shall not happen to day!
ANNIE ducks and roles through
SAM’s legs, continuing the
sword fight for another few
seconds until SAM is disarmed
and lying on his back.
SAM
Do what you will with me, Pedro, but we shall never come to an understanding.
ANNIE
I never asked for understanding. How can a man know what he has never experienced? I merely
asked for a moment of compassion as you think about the Lost Children of this land.
SAM
I was a Lost Child once, but then I was saved. I was taught to hate those who were less fortunate,
as if they were not worthy of every advantage I was given.
ANNIE
What good comes from hate?
SAM
What good comes from ignorance?
ANNIE
And yet that has been our only bond for these many years.
SAM
But it does not have to be our bond. Our land cannot support every Lost Child that comes its way,
but I can support a Lost Child on my own.
ANNIE
Of which Lost Child do you speak?
SAM
I see one who stands before me.
ANNIE
(singing)2
I have no need for a father, least of all for one like you!
I do what I want and no one tells me what to do.
(pause)
But I know some Lost Children who might crave such a thing…
SAM
(singing)
Would you allow me to take the Lost Children? Are there any that you might bring?

2

Sheet music provided in Figure D.
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ANNIE
I cannot tell if this is yet another of your traps.
SAM
Even if I lie, I know you would not give your Lost Children over to me.
ANNIE
You speak the truth.
SAM
What meaning has your life if I am dead?
ANNIE
It has none.
SAM
As mine would have if you were dead.
ANNIE
And so our game must continue.
SAM
Till death do us part.
ANNIE
Then you shall live.
ANNIE steps back and allows
SAM to rise. He takes his time
getting to his feet, brushing off
the knees of his pants once he is
up. ANNIE taps her foot in
impatience.
SAM
I will not forget how you spared me.
ANNIE
Better yet if you did not forget the Lost Children.
SAM
They are in my memory every day.
ANNIE
And yet you do not allow them to stay.
SAM
That is my fate, Pedro, as it is theirs to be taken away.
ANNIE
Then you must also go now, before I change my mind about sparing you.
SAM
Of course, Pedro; now I must be off to rescue my darling Lady Democracy.
(pause)
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ANNIE
Wait, what?
SAM
Oh, I thought we could add in a scene where we talk about the Captain’s backstory.
ANNIE
What sort of backstory?
SAM
Maybe give him a love interest or something.
ANNIE
A love interest for Crook? Ew.
SAM
Well, you know, he needs a little personality instead of being a one-sided personification of evil.
ANNIE
But I wrote the play. And I want him to be a one-sided personification of evil to hammer my limited
world view into the heads of ignorant, unsuspecting audience members.
SAM
I can’t tell if you’re being facetious or not, and that’s a little scary.
ANNIE
Look, Sam, I respect your opinions. I respect your critical feedback about my play. I respect how
you have taken on this character and made him your own.
SAM
Aw, thanks, Annie.
ANNIE
But if you change another line from this play without telling me first, I swear that I will perform
my own improvisation by wrenching that yardstick from your hand and beating you to death.
SAM
(frightened strangled noises)
ANNIE
Are you actually scared, or are you just making fun of me?
SAM
You threaten with intent.
ANNIE
Sam, I am four-ten. You have a foot on me.
SAM
And you could still beat me to death.
ANNIE
If you are so sure of this, why do you keep picking on me?
SAM
I’m not picking on you!
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ANNIE
You lie.
SAM
No! I just want a part for Mary Sue. That’s all.
ANNIE
For Mary Sue?
(pause)
Do you think that she feels left out? Because we are such good…?
SAM
I mean, she does all this work fixing our costumes and ordering pizza and making photocopies.
Don’t you think you could make a little role for her, almost like a thank you gift?
ANNIE
I can write something for her. Do you have a notebook or something I could borrow?
SAM
Sure thing. Let me grab it out of my bag.
SAM leaves through the side door
and returns with the notebook
almost immediately after, as
ANNIE is talking to the audience.
ANNIE
He is kind to think of including my sister. That is the sign of a real gentleman, to be thinking of his
sweetheart’s family. My parents would like him, if he was Catholic. He could convert, of course; I
do not think the process is so hard, but he is also engrained in the ways of his own parents, false as
they may be.
SAM
What’re you thinking about, Annie? You have that scheming look right now.
ANNIE
Scheming? Me? Never.
(nervous laugh)
Do you want to call Mary Sue in to talk about the new part? I can run whatever with the other
people. Or I can stay here. Whatever you want. I mean, you are still the director.
SAM
Hey, are you suddenly respecting my authority? That’s a nice change.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
No, stop! Push him away.
(to SAM)
I am merely glad that you are thinking of Mary Sue, and nothing more.
SAM
That’s fair, but…
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ANNIE
I do not know why you think you have any authority over me. None but my parents, the pope, and
God have any authority over me, and even then, I often do not obey them.
SAM
Whoa! Sorry. I thought you were being nice for a change. That’s all. I’m not trying to control you.
ANNIE
I…
(to the audience)
I know he was not.
(to SAM)
I should hope not. No one can control me. I do what I want!
SAM
I didn’t mean that…
ANNIE
And I want to run the public school scene with the Lost Children. If you want to rehearse your own
scene with Mary Sue, find her yourself; I do not care what you do.
ANNIE tries to leave as MARY
SUE enters.
MARY SUE
Why are you…?
ANNIE
Leave me alone! I do what I want.
ANNIE pushes past MARY
SUE and leaves. MARY SUE
stumbles to the middle of the
stage and collapses on the floor
in a fit of tears.
SAM
Hey, don’t cry. That was all me, not you.
MARY SUE
I know, but she’s so angry all the time. That’s what happens when… when kids… they get beat
and… they’re angry all the time.
SAM
Are you saying that…
MARY SUE
Oh! She didn’t… they weren’t… It’s nothing she didn’t deserve. All of us, at one time or another…
except for me. I never do anything wrong. I never get caught.
SAM
Who’s beating Annie?
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MARY SUE
No one! Nothing! Not anymore; we’re too old.
(pause)
And you can’t tell me that you’ve never been smacked for saying the wrong thing.
SAM
Well, sure. But no one was full out beating me.
MARY SUE
I said the wrong word. I’m… I’m bad at talking?
SAM
You’re really not.
MARY SUE
I don’t want to talk about this. It… it triggers something.
SAM
You’ve learned the buzzwords fast.
MARY SUE
I don’t want to waste our time together by talking about my problems. We never have enough time
to say everything we mean to say.
SAM
So, are you saying you want to meet up sometime?
MARY SUE
We meet up almost every day, and it’s not enough time!
SAM
I mean, not at play practice. Somewhere else. Just the two of us.
MARY SUE
A date?
SAM
Yeah, if that’s what the kids still call it.
(pause)
I’m joking. It’s a date.
MARY SUE
I’m not supposed to…
SAM
I know. I shouldn’t have asked.
MARY SUE
Where will we meet?
SAM
You mean, you want to go?
MARY SUE
They won’t know if I don’t tell them.
SAM
That’s true, but… don’t tell Annie, okay?
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MARY SUE
Why… why not? She won’t get jealous.
SAM
But if we do get in trouble, I don’t want her involved.
MARY SUE
(laughing)
But she’s always in trouble!
SAM
Yeah, but she’s still a kid. I don’t want our adult problems to become her problems.
MARY SUE
My sister’s been an old woman since she was born.
SAM
Sure, because your cult leaders want her to be a nun.
(pause)
MARY SUE
I think I’m going to be too busy this week.
SAM
I didn’t mean it! I just get so mad sometimes, thinking about it…
MARY SUE
Then don’t think about it. Don’t talk about it when it’s just the two of us.
SAM
I won’t.
MARY SUE
Fine. I don’t see why it’s always about her with you.
SAM
It isn’t. I just want to help her.
MARY SUE
Help her. Not help me?
SAM
You don’t have to…
MARY SUE
If you like her so much, why don’t you take her out instead?
SAM
She’s sixteen! You’re being ridiculous.
MARY SUE
You like the ridiculous. You like her, and she’s always ridiculous!
SAM
That isn’t true.
MARY SUE
By “isn’t true”, do you mean about you liking the ridiculous, or about you liking my sister?
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SAM
Any of it. You’re killing me, Mary Sue.
MARY SUE
You kill me with the way you act around her.
SAM
I’m not doing anything! I can’t believe you’d accuse me of something like that.
MARY SUE
She’s only four years younger than you.
SAM
That’s it. Conversation over.
MARY SUE
And no more talk of dates?
SAM
Is that why you’re acting this way? So that I stop liking you?
MARY SUE
I don’t know.
(pause)
I don’t know what I want anymore.
SAM
I think you want to go out with me this coming Saturday.
MARY SUE
Do I?
SAM
Yes.
MARY SUE
I’m supposed to go to a… to a soccer game with… to watch my brothers. How am I supposed to
get out of that?
SAM
Tell them that you have to work on a project at school.
MAY SUE
I think it might work. What do we tell my sister?
SAM
We’re writing incidental music for the play?
MARY SUE
Do we really have to do that?
SAM
You could write it for my own musical. I’m all words, no notes.
MARY SUE
You’re writing a musical?
SAM
Sure. I’m thinking it will be called something stunning, like California.

55

MARY SUE
The state or la Baja?
SAM
I’m going to pretend I know what you mean and try to find another title. Maybe North Dakota?
MARY SUE
Good effort.
SAM
Thank you. I pride myself in effort.
(pause)
Saturday. Ten o’clock. Meet here.
MARY SUE
Outside or inside?
SAM
In the atrium. I don’t know if it’s supposed to rain.
MARY SUE
If it rains, they’ll cancel the games.
SAM
Then pray that it doesn’t rain. Do a rain rosary or something.
MARY SUE
Write out a prayer and paste it to your forehead.
SAM
But then everyone will know.
MARY SUE
Won’t everyone know eventually?
SAM
Maybe.
(pause)
I love you, Mary Sue.
MARY SUE
I… you… talk too much.
SAM
Are you going to shush me?
MARY SUE
Why don’t you shush me?
SAM carefully kisses MARY
SUE. All the audience can see it,
even if they blink.
SAM
Saturday. Here at ten.
MARY SUE
Like you said before.
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SAM
Do you promise?
MARY SUE
Of course! I have no reason to lie.
SAM
No lies from you.
(pause)
At least to me.
MARY SUE
We don’t talk about that.
SAM
We won’t.
MARY SUE
Saturday. Here at ten.
SAM
Like I said before.
MARY SUE
I’ll see you then.
SAM
I promise.
MARY SUE leaves to find
ANNIE and go home.
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Chapter Seven—Now
If you are interested in better understanding, but not completely understanding, the lives of
those from The House, please read the following section between the lines. Then, take out your
magnifying glass to observe what is “between the lines”, if anything. If your current focus is a
quantitative study on rural New England life rather than a qualitative study of individuals in
The House, skip the passage between the lines and proceed with the study below.

We must go back in time by a few years. At that time, the members of The House are different,
although The House itself never changes. The Mannellis are not yet “the Mannellis”, although they
are furtively dating. Annie lives on the top floor with Kim, the future Mrs. Mannelli, while Mason
lives on the second floor with Tony, the future Mr. Mannelli. They all get along well enough to
consider themselves friends.
Mason’s parents, in their generosity, have invited the only friends of their only son to Christmas
dinner 1, along with his only boss, Mr. Moreau, his only surviving grandparent, the oldest Mr.
Mason, and longtime church friends Ms. Terry Cummings and her (adopted) daughter, Emilia.
Ms. T. Cummings and Ms. E. Cummings arrive to the party fashionably late and take over the
festivities with their own food and superior tales of Christmases past. Like any sheltered young
man, Mason was smitten by any female of his own age who shows him kindness, and
Ms. E. Cummings was—whether by nature or by gentle upbringing—kind to anyone willing to do
as she pleased. By some Christmas miracle, she was equally smitten by him. They begin officially
dating on Valentine’s Day along with every other mainstream couple.
The future Mannellis were too “embroiled in their own tryst”2 to take much notice the affair
between Mason and Ms. E. Cummings, but Annie is disgusted by the situation. She is older and
wiser than the others and knows that nothing good can come from naïve love, but they are “too

1

The Mason family celebrates Christmas in the proper, sacred way by attending a candlelight service on Christmas
Eve, placing a nativity scene in the living room, and decorating an evergreen to symbolize God’s everlasting love.
2
From “Interview with Resident, No. 17”
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infatuated with whatever silly fantasies they have construed about their future helpmeet to heed
[her] sage advice.”3
What Annie reports that Ms. E. Cummings was needlessly aggressive towards her during the
party, constantly asking about Annie’s relationship to Mason and every other person in The House.
Annie does admit that she gave “snide answers and half-truths in reply”4, as is her nature.
What the interviewer finds most remarkable is an unspoken agreement between Annie and the
younger Ms. Cummings. Neither wishes to hurt Mason, who may panic or cry if he is to understand
the animosity between his fiancée and purported best friend. The two women are united in their
quest to protect Mason from the evils of the world and from his own fragile emotions, as he is the
last innocent one among them, and so they act kindly, or at least do not claw each other’s throats,
whenever he is present.

A car horn sounds outside. Ms. Cummings is at The House and already impatient. Annie takes
her time on her way out, limping up two flights of stairs to collect her purse and camera from her
room. She brings her camera everywhere with her in case there is an opportunity to take pictures
of Americana.5 She does not particularly like Americana, but those images sell; sometimes money
is more important than art.6
At last, Annie manages to get outside and stand on the top step. Ms. Cummings has driven her
car over the front lawn to get nearer to The House, as if this will somehow speed up Annie’s
departure. Annie pauses on the steps to admire the vehicle: a light blue BMW sedan with leather
seats. Usually she would ask about monthly car payments to get the conversation going, but she

From “Interview with Resident, No. 35”
From “Interview with Resident, No. 29”
5
Americana is artwork associated with a historical American culture that never existed but nonetheless is popularized in
such periodicals as Yankee and Southern Living.
6
While one cannot serve both God and money (Matthew 6:24), no doctrine yet exists on whether money and art can be
worshiped simultaneously.
3
4
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had already heard from Mason that his fiancée had received the car from her rich mother as a
birthday present.
Annie momentarily laments that she has not spoken to her mother in twelve years, but then
again, her mother was never more than middleclass. With this cleared from her head, she plods
down the steps and throws open the car door.
“Hey, girlfriend, what’s up?” she asks as she stumbles into the passenger seat.
Ms. Cummings hates being called “girlfriend”. The term is demeaning and possessive, a tool
of the patriarchy to keep down strong young women. 7 Not even Mason may call her “girlfriend”.
Annie calls her “girlfriend” at every possible opportunity. However, Ms. Cummings pretends not
to have heard the insult and throws the gear shift into drive, roaring away from The House before
Annie has fully closed the door. Annie will certainly tell Mason about his fiancée’s safety faux paus
as soon as she sees him again.
Ms. Cummings drives in silence for several minutes. Her promise ring glints in the afternoon
sun, as if taunting those who cannot find partners for themselves.
“I can’t believe you’re wearing that,” Ms. Cummings mutters at last.
“What?” asks Annie. She can see nothing wrong with her clothing.
“I’m taking you to a nice restaurant in place of the man whom I might someday marry, even if
he skipped out on me again.” Ms. Cummings sighs. “The least you could do is dress nicely.”
“This is nicely,” says Annie. “Nice two-tone black and a little bit of red floral for an added
punch of color.”
“You look like a Latinx 8 vampire,” Ms. Cummings tells her. “Like you’re still in middle school
going through a goth phase.”

7
8

Ms. Cummings aspires to be like the famed woman of Proverbs 31, but Annie makes this difficult for her.
A gender-neutral term used for persons of Latin American descent, sometimes used sarcastically or as an insult
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“You should be happy about that,” replies Annie. “If they give me a children’s menu, you shall
pay half price for my entrée, Emilia Good-deal-ia9.”
“Don’t call me that!” Ms. Cumming’s foot grows heavy in her distress, and the car picked
up speed. Although Annie cannot drive and therefore cannot judge, she thinks her life is at risk.
“So then, Em,” she begins.
“No, I’m not called that anymore,” says Ms. Cummings, speaking as calmly as possible.
The car flies around a corner without pausing at a stop sign. Annie crosses herself and wonders
if Ms. Cummings thinks Jesus literally takes the wheel while she is driving.
“I’m going by middle name,” she explains. “Endeavour, spelled the British way, with a ‘u’,
because that’s the name my birth mother gave to me, and now that I’m an adult, I get to choose
who I am and what people call me. I’m just trying to get back to my roots.”
“Whatever you say, Kunta Kinte10,” replies Annie.
Ms. Cummings makes a sound something like a cow with a stomachache and rested her
forehead on the wheel. Annie crosses herself once more. She must stop antagonizing dangerous
drivers while on the twisted roads of rural New England. Or she can move to the Midwest where a
few moments of blind driving are less likely to be life threatening.
“Just don’t say anything blatantly offensive at my lunch today, all right?” says Ms. Cummings
as she resorts to begging.
Offensive is Annie’s default; anything else seems fake.
“Just smile and don’t say anything unless asked!” Ms. Cummings adds. “Do me a favor and
practice this now.”
Annie is quiet as the car emerges from the woods into the small downtown area. After another
few minutes of navigating roundabouts and one-way streets, Ms. Cummings pulls up to an old

An allusion to Amelia Bedelia, by Peggy Parrish, published in 1963; a children’s book about a housekeeper who does
not understand metaphors, puns, or other common figures of speech
10
The protagonist from Roots: The Saga of an American Family by Alex Haley, published in 1976; made into the
miniseries Roots in 1977, and a second by the same name in 2016.
9
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factory building and grumbles about parking as she looks for a spot. The place has been refurbished
and converted into high-end boutiques and restaurants. Planters filled with annuals embellish the
cobblestone sidewalks. American flags hang from every storefront, proudly displaying the
community’s love of God and country. A particularly busy café has an outdoor seating area; Fen is
cleaning one of the tables, and Annie gets a bad feeling about lunch.
“What is this place called?” she asks as Ms. Cummings finally parks the car.
“The Number Q Café,” the driver says. “Some kind of a hipster fusion food place. It gets great
Yelp reviews.”
“Great,” mumbles Annie. She lingers in the car.
“Are you coming?” asks Ms. Cummings, impatient although they arrived ten minutes early.
Annie opens the car door and swings her legs over one at a time. Her left leg buckles as she
stands, but soon she is upright and closing the car door. Points for Annie; victory may be at hand.
But now she must walk after Ms. Cummings, who has no intention of making life easier for her.
Points lost; the game is at a stalemate.
“You better be on your best behavior,” the fiancée hisses as Annie struggles to keep up with
her. “One sour word from you, and I’ll make you pay for your own meal.”
“I shall make your boy toy’s life miserable if you try that. Two can play at this game,” Annie
hisses back, since these may be her last words before the guests come and she must be quiet.
“I don’t like your tone,” says Ms. Cummings.
“You don’t like me, period,” Annie corrects her.
“Fair enough.” Ms. Cummings arrives at the front desk a half step before Annie. She is ordering
the waiter before he can greet them. “Endeavour Cummings, party of four. The others in our party
will be joining us. I was told that a table would be ready when I arrived.”
“Of course, miss,” said the waiter. “I will check to see if it is ready.” He sent a pained look to
Annie as he left, and she sent a pained look back.
“What has Leader told you about this lunch?” Ms. Cummings asks once the waiter was gone.
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“Something about sucking up to the boss via the offspring,” says Annie. “I also may not annoy
you to death, but not much besides that.”
“I’m trying to get ahead at the OK,” Ms. Cummings tells her. “I don’t want to be stuck in some
dead-end job for the rest of my life.”
Annie is sure that is meant to be a direct assault, but she has other questions to ask. “Hold on—
what do you mean by the OK?”
“The law office where I work. We call it the OK,” Ms. Cummings says as if this were an
obvious answer. “For O’Murray and Kratzen Brothers. 11 If I want to get into the business, I have
to be part of the family.”
“Marry a Kratzen brother,” suggests Annie. “Save your boy toy from all that stress and take
your career to the next level. Boom. Done.”
“You better not bring that up once they’re here,” Ms. Cummings hisses. “The Kratzen brothers
are my mother’s age.”
“Older men are good providers,” says Annie. “They have wisdom and experience and children
from their earlier wives.”
“I’m not about to have my own kids, let alone take care of them from somebody else,”
Ms. Cummings assures her.
Annie hopes she is about to go into a tirade about gender roles in parenting and leans back in
her chair to block out the endless babble. She imagines being in a better place—one without
Ms. Cummings, at least—and allows her bored mind to drift away.
(Chapter Seven continued on page 65)

11

Originally to be called O’Murray and Kratzen and Kratzen and Kratzen and Kratzen and Kratzen, the youngest Kratzen
brother, who was the artist creating the new sign, vetoed the name, as it would not have fit on the side of the building.
Plus, that’s a lot of “and Kratzens”.
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SCENE SEVEN
MS. CUMMINGS and ANNIE
sit at center stage.
ANNIE
This looks like a nice place to eat. What is the name of it, again?
MS. CUMMINGS
The Number Q Café.
ANNIE
Why are you here? This is my fantasy.
MS. CUMMINGS
Well, my fantasy is that I marry Leader Mason, and you disappear forever, but we can’t have
everything we want, can we?
ANNIE
Fair enough. Are you the reason that the building looks so weird?
MS. CUMMINGS
You’re the weird one. This is in your head, anyway.
ANNIE
Fair enough. I think it used to be the town library, until they built a new one.
MS. CUMMINGS
They keep the deaccessioned books here, so you can read them while you wait for your food.
ANNIE
That is… actually a good idea.
MS. CUMMINGS
I know, right? I’m kind of amazed that you have a few good ideas in your crazy head.
MS. CUMMINGS and ANNIE
pause, looking up to where the
books might be.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Are we getting along? Have we come to an agreement? If only in my head?
MS. CUMMINGS
She’s arrived. Are you listening to me?
ANNIE
What?
MS. CUMMINGS
She’s coming over to the table now.
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(Chapter Seven, continued from page 64)

Annie jolts from her fantasy and glances over her shoulder. A young woman is walking towards
them with open arms and talking with the length and enthusiasm of a celestial choir. (a)
(a)

The song of a celestial choir:
“To him who sits on the throne and to the Lamb be praise and honor and glory and power, for ever and ever!”
— Revelation 5:13b

“Em, I haven’t seen you in months!” she exclaims as Ms. Cummings stands and begrudgingly
gives a hug1
“Good to see you, too, Erin,” lies Ms. Cummings. “But where is your boyfriend?”
“We broke up,” Erin explains. “He only made a hundred grand a year. I can do better.”
“But you said yesterday that you would bring him,” says Ms. Cummings.
“I know, we broke up yesterday. Actually, he might think we’re still dating.” Erin sits at the
table and grins. “But I brought my friend Tiff. She’ll be here with the books in just a moment.”
“The books?” asks Ms. Cummings.
“She insisted that we go to the library before this,” Erin explains as a second woman—
apparently Tiff—arrives at the table.
“Hey,” mumbles Tiff, dropping the canvas bag of books onto the table.
“Hello,” Ms. Cummings cordially replies as she smooths out her pant legs and takes a seat.
“Have we—?”
“Tiff’s mother is my mother’s secretary at the OK,” explains Erin as Tiff took a book from the
bag and began to read. “So, we’ve done everything together since we were nine years old or so.
We’re practically sisters.”
“How nice,” Ms. Cummings begins, “and I do believe we’ve—”
“Of course, we would have been friends earlier if Tiff had been adopted earlier,” explains Erin,
“but I never knew her before that, of course. She grew up on the south side of Boston.”

1

Annie knows from tell-all rant sessions with Mason that his fiancée does not like hugs, and that they have kissed twice
even though their mothers wanted them to wait until their wedding.

65

“Whoops, there it is,” says Tiff, not looking up from her book. Annie bites her tongue to hold
in a laugh.
“We were in the same therapy class for adopted children, 2” Ms. Cummings cuts in before Erin
can say more. “You have a rather harrowing story, as I recall.”
“Meh,” says Tiff, and Annie can tell that she does not want to talk about it.
“But, of course, you have not introduced me to your friend!” Erin exclaims. She takes Annie’s
hand and shakes it without permission. “I am terribly glad to meet you. My name is Erin KratzenO’Murray. What’s your name?”
“She’s Annie,” says Ms. Cummings before her lunch date can give an embarrassing response.
“My fiancé’s best friend, since he was unable to come. They’re part of the Christian Artist Guild.”
“How exciting!” Erin exclaims. “One of my uncles is an artist.”
“Everyone knows, Erin,” mutters Tiff, although Annie certainly does not know and wants to
hear about the uncle.
“I am trying to make light conversation,” Erin tells her friend. “I thought Em might remember
how he was the art teacher at Saints Mary and Joseph Academy. That was how we met, Annie. We
were in the same class for six years. We’re practically sisters.”
“No one cares, Erin,” mutters Tiff. “Talk about something else.”
“I don’t know what else to say,” Erin confesses. “Have you anything to say, Em?”
“I’m not going by Em anymore, for one thing,” says Ms. Cummings. “I’m using my middle
name—Endeavour spelled the British way, with a “u”. I’m trying to get back to my roots.”
“Oh, that’s wonderful!” Erin exclaims with a gentle clap of her hands. “My mother is very
much like you, in a way. The summer after my sophomore year at Saints Mary and Joseph, she had
a mid-life crisis…”
“She has a mid-life crisis every year,” mutters Tiff.

2

Such classes are useful for instilling culture into adopted children, reminding them that they have been rescued from
tragic pasts and will never be the same as the other children in their community; even so, they are still loved.
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“That’s true,” Erin agrees, “but during that one we went to Ireland.”
“Stop talking about yourself,” orders Tiff. “Ask other people how they feel. We’ve practiced
this, remember?”
“That’s right,” says Erin. She turns to ask her questions. “Do you have any sisters, Annie? I
will be terribly jealous if you do.”
Annie feels a strong tremor of dread quaking through her body. Her bad leg aches with it, and
she wonders if she should excuse herself to take the emergency pain medication she keeps in her
purse. But she was not raised to be cowardly.
“One,” says Annie, “but we have not talked in years.”
“And what is her name?” asks Erin.
Annie hesitates. Should she give her sister’s real names, or the ones she has been given?
“Mary Sue Rosenthal,” she replies.
Erin gasps of delight. “Oh, that’s so funny!” she exclaims, oblivious to the sharp elbows of Tiff
poking against her side. “Her husband is my second cousin on my father’s side. We’re practically
sisters! But you don’t look at all like her!”
By some miracle, the waitress appears beside the table to take their orders before everyone can
be further embarrassed. As an addendum to the miracle, the waitress happens to be Fen.
“Good afternoon, ladies, and welcome to The Number Q Café,” the waitress tells the foursome.
“My name is Fen, and I will be your hostess this afternoon. Can I start you off with something to
drink or an appetizer?”
“What are the specials today?” asks Annie, hoping to send an SOS to her housemate.
For once, Fen delivers. “If it isn’t the famous playwright, the Duchess of Drama, heir to the
dynasty of Gilbert and Sullivan! Shall I make your usual order? I know you enjoy our prime rib
immensely. But, of course, you will not have a drink before five o’clock.”
“Yes, of course,” says Annie. She gestures to the other women at the table. “And perhaps the
others will have the same—prime rib sans drinks?”
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“We can get drinks,” says Ms. Cummings. She takes up the drink menu but then pauses. “As
long as you don’t tell Leader, of course.” She says the words lightly, but Annie knows Mason would
end the engagement if he knew his fiancée drank strong alcohol—while in public, no less.3
“He never has to know,” Annie promises her. On one hand, she is glad to have every bit of
blackmail that Ms. Cummings provides. On the other hand, the fiancée is driving her back to
The House.
“The Melville Punch—what is in that?” says Ms. Cummings, unused to ordering a drink.
“The tears of a thousand sailors and one elusive white whale,” Fen explains.
Ms. Cummings waits for a punchline but realizes there is none. “Maybe I’ll have the
chardonnay.”
“Glass or bottle?” asks Fen as she dutifully writes down the order.
“Which is the better deal?” Ms. Cummings asks.
“Buying it from the store,” says Fen.
“In that case, I’ll have the bottle.” Ms. Cummings tries to pass the drink menu to Erin, who
shakes her head.
“Just water for me,” says Erin. “I’m experimenting with paleo.”
“And water for me as well,” Annie says, “since the blood of my enemies seems to be
unavailable at this establishment.”
“And what would you like, ma’am?” Fen asks Tiff, who has yet to look up from the book.
“All you have on the menu are weird hipster IPA with blueberry in them.” Tiff scowls and
drops the book onto the table. “I just want a bottle of watered-down, mass produced crap that I
could buy in a liquor store for half the price.”
“We market that as the Hemingway,” explains Fen.

3

Although their church serves grape juice for communion, Leader Mason and Emilia Endeavour Cummings have
indulged in a flute of champagne every Christmas and New Year’s Eve since they turned twenty-one. They imagine this
to be another remnant of their parents’ wild youths, but they secretly enjoy the tradition.
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Tiff groans. “I hate that man.”
“I’m sorry,” says Fen, although she does not know what Tiff means.
“I’ll drink his beer and laugh in sweet revenge,” Tiff says.
For once, Fen appears concerned.
“Of course,” she murmurs as she backs away from the table.
Annie clears her throat to remind Fen of her duty, and the waitress brightens upon hearing her.
“Delighted to see you again, Director Annie, Queen of Broadway!” she exclaims. “And I’m so
glad to meet your charming friends.”
“Of course, darling,” Annie says with a careless toss of her hands. She takes a brief survey of
the table to see if her improv with Fen has been successful. Ms. Cummings scowls with unfiltered
jealousy, while Erin glows in admiration, and Tiff remains unchanged. Satisfied with her work,
Annie sits back and waits for her water to arrive.
“You should have told us this was your favorite hang-out!” Erin exclaims once Fen has barely
left the table. “Is the food good?”
“Everything here is good,” replies Annie. “But good is such a relative concept. What is
considered noble and right by one individual may be an atrocity to another.”(b)
(b)

“If anyone, then, knows the good they ought to do and doesn’t do it, it is sin for them.”
— James 4:17

“Perhaps I’ll go to wash my hands before I eat,” Ms. Cummings interrupts. She stands and tries
to leave alone.
“Great timing!” exclaims Erin. “I have to use the restroom, and I never go alone.” She bounds
away with Ms. Cummings close behind.
Annie watches them leave, envious of their long strides. She wonders if they know how poise
comes easily to those tall and strong, while she had nothing but forced wit to impress others. She
turns to Tiff, wondering if she should comment, but the other woman is already back to reading her
book. Annie tries to imagine a conversation with her, but Tiff is such a mysterious character that
she finds it difficult.
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SCENE EIGHT
TIFF and ANNIE sit at a table
facing the audience as TIFF
reads.
TIFF
Do those two hate each other or what?
ANNIE
I did not notice. But then again, I hate everybody.
TIFF
Yeah, same.
(pause)
So you have a thing with Em’s boy toy or something? Is that why she hates him?
ANNIE
You call him the boy toy, too?
TIFF
Sure. Isn’t that what a guy like that is? Just a toy? Or arm candy?
ANNIE
Are we talking about the same boy?
TIFF
He had that funny name. Captain, Manager, Bossman…
ANNIE
Leader.
TIFF
Right. Poor thing.
ANNIE
(nodding)
I bet he’s only marrying Em because she’s the only woman his own age to say that she loved him.
TIFF
Exactly! So I propose that we save her and him and us and everyone else.
ANNIE
How?
TIFF
We break up your best friend’s wedding. 1
ANNIE
How?
TIFF
We get Em and Bossman Mason to break up.
ANNIE
1

My Best Friend’s Wedding, directed by P. J. Hogan, released in 1997.
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How?
TIFF
(to the audience)
Isn’t this one supposed to be a prodigy or something?
(to ANNIE)
Look, I got no ideas, but I’m totally down for helping, if you want to.
ANNIE
Well, you see, Tiff…
TIFF
(throwing the book across the Number Q and standing up)
Whoa girl, what’d you just call me?
ANNIE
(to the audience)
I have done it again. I thought for sure that her name was Tiff.
TIFF??
None of that Tiff crap. It’s Tiffany, okay? Like America’s finest jewelers or those vintage lamps. I
am way too precious and beautiful to go around being called Tiff.
ANNIE
(Also standing and holding up her hands)
Preach, girl.
TIFF^ ANY
You know why I get called Tiff?
(Leans across the table)
It’s because of Erin’s crazy mom. I swear, the woman’s psychotic.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
All the blackmail comes out now. Points for Annie.
TIFF^ANY
She keeps going on and on about this wedding, like no one’s ever gotten married before, or like it’s
her own wedding. Because, you know, her own marriage isn’t so hot.
(pause)
I shouldn’t have said that. You didn’t hear that from me. 2
ANNIE
Of course not. Do tell more.
TIFF^ANY
So Em’s mom is all like, ‘Meh’ about this whole wedding thing, because she wanted Em to marry
someone wealthy. Apparently, your BFF is, like, middleclass or something.

2

Upon marriage, “the two will become one flesh” (Genesis 2:24) as God predestined to happen since before the
beginning of time. To condemn this union is a sin against both God and Man.
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ANNIE
Or something.
TIFF^ANY
Of course, Erin can’t keep a boy around. Confidentially, I don’t think she likes boys…
(pause)
You didn’t hear that from me.
ANNIE
I know how it is.
TIFF^ANY
Anyway, Erin’s crazy mom tells everyone how her daughter can’t keep a boy around, so Erin’s all
mad about this wedding, but she’s gotta be nice to Em because Em’s her mother’s favorite intern.
ANNIE
And that’s all?
TIFF^ANY
That’s never all.
ANNIE
Are you going to tell more?
(to the audience)
I can always use more blackmail material.
TIFF^ANY
I’m just glad I have someone to rant to. That’s all. I didn’t ask to be adopted into this mess.
ANNIE
(quietly)
Neither did Em.
TIFF^ ANY
What’s that?
ANNIE
I was having a strange moment of empathy for my enemy. I hate when that happens.
TIFF^ANY
Ew, yeah. Empathy’s the worst. Probably why I’ve never felt it in my life.
(pause)
Maybe I’m the psychotic one.
ANNIE
That makes two of us.
TIFF^ANY
I’m just glad to have met someone who isn’t a total fake. You’re brutally honest with everyone. I
need more of that in my life.
ANNIE
Those are words of wisdom. Turn that one into a tweet.
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TIFF^ANY
Look, if you get ideas on how to break this thing up, text me at any time.
(takes out her phone)
Put your number in my contacts under ‘Code Big White Wedding’
ANNIE
(writing name and number)
You have been recruiting, I see.
TIFF^ANY
You wouldn’t believe how many enemies those two have.
ANNIE
Oh, I believe it.
MS. CUMMINGS and ERIN
return to the table.
MS. CUMMINGS
(to ANNIE)
Erin claims that the rise of lawyer fees and divorce rates is simultaneous. Such a pessimist. You
can certainly have one without the other.
TIFF^ANY
(to the audience)
Foreshadowing, any?
MS. CUMMINGS
What was that, Tiff?
TIFF^ANY continues reading her
book and does not reply.
ANNIE
Why do successful people lead such mundane lives? I am almost grateful that I knew success for
such a short period of time that it did not affect me.
(pause)
Yet I cannot help but long for one last taste of well-earned victory.
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Chapter Eight—Then
Annie sat in the back seat of Sam’s car, reading and rereading the articles in praise of her play.
According to the reporters, she was a prodigy, a young genius who saw America for what it was
and how it might be improved. She had a long, illustrious future ahead of her. Someday, every
theater company in New England would perform her masterworks.
“Did you read the article in The Globe?” she asked Mary Sue, who sat in the front seat next to
Sam even though Annie had wanted to sit in the front seat.
“I read all the articles,” Mary Sue tiredly replied. “You saw me read them.”
Why couldn’t she see how important this play was for her sister? Maybe if Annie kept repeating
herself, Mary Sue would eventually come to understand.
“People want to tour with my play,” said Annie. “Across the country, even.”
“That’s what touring means,” Sam told Mary Sue with his usual grin. “Annie wasn’t sure if
you knew.”
Annie wondered if she really sounded as condescending as Sam made her out to be. She was
not trying to be condescending this time. She just wished her sister would congratulate her on a job
well done. Annie had already thanked everyone else in the production for their hard work
memorizing lines and painting sets. Why was she the only one who never got thanked?
“Here we are,” said Sam as he parked in the front yard of a dilapidated three-decker. “Official
end-of-show party for Drama House. And whatever groupies decide to show up.”
“Don’t drink the fruit punch at this one,” Annie told Mary Sue as they watched a gaggle of
college students climb through one of the windows. Sam abandoned the vehicle and followed suit.
Annie wanted to follow him, but Mary Sue had frozen inside the car.
“I didn’t know it was this type of… of a party,” the older sister whispered.
Annie was prepared to drag Mary Sue into the party without argument, but she had a strange
revelation. “Why does she always do that?”
“What?” asked Mary Sue, looking around for the audience. “Who are you talking to?”
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Annie had not meant to speak aloud, but she like the feeling at last voicing her thoughts and
decided she might try it more in the future.
“I’m not talking to anyone,” she said. “Forget what I said. Why you always stutter?
“I don’t know,” mumbled Mary Sue, and she turned in the seat to glare at Annie.
“It’s weird.” Annie didn’t know what else to say.
“Well you… always change how you talk when other people’re around,” said Mary Sue.
“You’re a fake and… you just do stuff to get attention.”
Her eyes narrowed, and she poked Annie’s chest with more force than necessary. Annie had
never seen an angry Mary Sue, and the thought of being the recipient of such godly wrath1 sent a
prickling sensation over her skin. She knew well that Mary Sue was taller and stronger than her,
and if they ever fell out of character and came to blows, Annie would easily be beaten.
“I don’t mean to do it all the time,” she mumbled.
Mary Sue gave a little huff of disbelief but did not refute her sister’s claim.
“I learned about it in a class,” added Annie. “Code-switching. That’s how I talk. It’s a thing.”
“Yeah,” Mary Sue said with a curt nod, “and how I talk’s a thing, too.”
They both got out of the car and stared at Drama House, unwilling to make the first move.
“I wouldn’t’ve come if I knew,” added Mary. “Our parents would be so angry if they… And
we can hide nothing from God!”
“I’m gonna take your years of Purgatory,” promised Annie. She hoped this would quell her
sister’s anger, but Mary Sue seemed not to hear her promise.
She turned to see what Mary Sue was watching. Sam had come back to get the sister and was
grinning at the thought of the party ahead. At first, Annie did not know how to speak to him. She
was afraid that Mary Sue might lash out at her again, even in front of Sam and everyone at the
party. But she also did not much care for what Mary Sue thought, and so she spoke as she wanted.

1

“Because of these [evils], the wrath of God is coming”
—Colossians 3:6
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“Now come along,” said Annie, raising her voice so that Sam could hear. “Nothing shall happen
to you; we are famous here, and the people love us.”
“You’ve got that right,” Sam said. “We’ll have a great time.”
He took Mary Sue’s hand and dragged her to Drama House, although she gave a few shrieks
of protest. Annie was grateful for his help, although she wished he would have held her hand
instead. A moment later, and Sam had thrown open the front door to be greeted by several people
screaming their names. Annie knew these people were far from sober, and she hoped Mary Sue did
not notice.
“There is no shame in sitting outside,” began Annie, suddenly cowed by the loud music and
throngs of college students.
Mary Sue did not hear her. She had latched onto Sam’s arm for protection, and he left to talk
with the groupies. With no one else to follow, Annie pushed through the crowd and went out the
back door to sit outside by herself.
The night would have been quiet if it were not for the party. The lights of the house obscured
the stars, but Annie could pick out one or two of the brightest. Or maybe those were satellites. She
did not believe in wishing on them, whatever they were, and she instead turned her thoughts to
actual determines of fate.
“Will my parents let me be a playwright?” she asked the stars in her syntactically perfect
English. Stars preferred Latin, she was sure, but she had taken French in school instead, and so they
would have to forgive her.
“Now they have seen how talented and successful I am,” she continued. “Of course, they never
saw the play, but they did cut out an article and tape it to the fridge. I think they are proud of me.”
Annie waited for the stars to reply, but they were too far away to have heard her story.
“They are more proud than angry, at least,” said Annie to herself. “I can live with that.”
The back door opened, and Sam came out with a beer in hand, which Annie pretended not to
see, as that seemed like the polite thing to do.
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“Needed some fresh air?” he asked as he sat beside her and held out the can. “Want a drink?”
“No, thanks,” said Annie.
She considered telling him that she was far underage, but she supposed he knew that by now.
She watched the sky for any sign of what she should do. She was brutally honest with everyone
else; why could she never be honest with how she felt about him?
Sam opened the can and drank from it himself.
“These past few months have been so fun,” he told her. “I never thought everything would’ve
worked out the way it has. I mean, who would’ve thought that a great writer, a few great actors,
and of course an amazing director…”
“Stop,” laughed Annie. “Why do you have to turn all my hard work into a joke?”
She elbowed him carefully so that his drink would not spill. She was trying to play casual, but
she felt uneasy. She knew what happened at this part of a play, near the end of the final act when
the actors confessed their love. She did not know if she was ready for such commitment.
“Because I like you, Annie. If I didn’t like you, the play actually would’ve been a joke.” Sam
set down the can and leaned back against the top step. “I mean, you’re great at what you do. One
of the greatest. Like the next Shakespeare or Oscar Wilde or something.” 2
“Thanks,” said Annie, her voice calm although her heart was beating too quickly. “By ‘like’
me, do you mean…”
“I would totally work with you again sometime,” Sam explained. “Like, next time you’ve got
a new play, I better be the first guy to get the script.”

2

Or Arthur Miller, or Tennessee Williams, or Sophocles, or Samuel Beckett, or Thornton Wilder; yes, Annie’s work
may someday join the glorious Canon, although she hardly identifies with its other members.
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“You mean to say that we are theater partners, like Rogers and Hammerstein or Gilbert and
Sullivan.”3 She hated the words even as she spoke them, but she knew what was written in the
script; if only her life was a comedy instead of a tragedy.
“Yeah, you got it.” Sam laughed and held out his hand. “Shake on it so I know you won’t ditch
me for the next Gilbert that comes your way.”
“Of course, I shall,” said Annie as she shook his hand. “I’ll always be your Sullivan.”
She expected her heart to ache, as happened to the heroines of books, but she felt only a numb
disappointment. She did not expect to write any more plays; once was enough.
“Guess I better go back inside to see what your sister is doing,” Sam said. He picked up his
beer and stood. “Are you sure you don’t want to come?”
Annie tried to reply, but Sam had already gone inside. She turned back to watch the stars.
Neverland was said to be the second star to the right and straight on till morning, but that notion
was somehow not deep enough for what she was feeling. At once, all that she had accomplished
seemed insignificant.
Perhaps Mary Sue, in her wisdom as the elder sister, had already understood this fact and
accordingly gave no praise for what was unimportant. The ancients had used the positions of stars
to determine their fate, but the modern core curriculum was unconcerned about this important
science. From this knowledge, she deduced that endless expanse of sky made her feel lonely, but
her loneliness was justified. Her parents said that God meant for her to be alone; the three of them
determined her fate and knew what was best.
Annie stood and walked back to the road. She felt as though the sky had descended and was
smothering her in its empty darkness. She remembered the last time she had felt this desperate
sensation, during a church picnic at the local pond, when she had swum too far from shore and

3

Composer Richard Rodgers and playwright Oscar Hammerstein II create the “golden age” of American musical
theatre in the 1940s and 1950s, while playwright Sir William Schwenck Gilbert and composer Sir Arthur Seymour
Sullivan had the same effect on British musical theatre during the late Victorian Era.

78

suddenly found herself underwater. She wanted to reach the other side of life to see if everyone she
knew was telling the truth, but the lifeguard reached her first. Ever since then, she had the fleeting
desire to reach the other side, and each time she acted on this impulse.
She took out the notebook and pencil she kept in her pocket, tore off a piece of paper, and wrote
across the top, “Went home. See you later. Sullivan.”
She tucked the note under the front wiper of Sam’s car and stuffed paper and pencil back into
her pocket. The bus stop was only a quarter mile away. She had enough money for the ride back,
if the impulse drove her home. No one would miss her. Perhaps the impulse would drive her
elsewhere—under the wheels of the bus, to an abandoned quarry, to the top of a unguarded building.
She had no more plays to write or songs to sing; at sixteen, her life was complete, and she was
ready for her scene to end.
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SCENE NINE
On a public transportation bus at
night. MR. MOREAU is the
only passenger. He holds a
newspaper but does not read it,
as he is busy speaking to the
audience.
MR. MOREAU
Not many people are out on a night like this. Not that it’s cold. It’s just dark. No moon, just stars.
It makes people uneasy, these nights with no moon. Maybe we’re out of touch with nature. Or
maybe that’s nature telling us that moonless nights aren’t safe. I don’t know.
He glances at the newspaper and
turns the page.
MR. MOREAU
I know how to save people. I was a lifeguard some years ago, always saving people from drowning.
Even though I’ve retired from pool duty, I still look out for drowning souls.
Folds the newspaper and sets it
in the seat beside him.
MR. MOREAU
Here comes one now.
ANNIE enters, sitting in the
chair farthest from him.
MR. MOREAU
Good evening, miss.
ANNIE
Good evening, sir.
MR. MOREAU
Fine night.
ANNIE
Yes, sir.
MR. MOREAU
Traveling alone?
ANNIE
Yes, sir.
MR. MOREAU
Awfully polite. Wish more young people were like that. My own nephew calls me Jack—no title,
no respect, just Jack.
ANNIE
I see.
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MR. MOREAU
My name isn’t Jack.
ANNIE
Of course not, sir.
MR. MOREAU
But you tell people yours is Annie.
(pause)
ANNIE
I do.
(to the audience)
Who is this man, and why does he care about me?
MR. MOREAU
(to the audience)
I’ve said too much, too soon. She is new to me, and I must not frighten her away.
(to ANNIE)
Do you know how I know?
(holds up the newspaper)
Your picture is in the paper. You wrote a play that’s all the town talk right now.
ANNIE
I… I suppose I did.
MR. MOREAU
I’ve seen it three times. I went twice last week and once this week, and I took my nephew one of
those times, but he’s too young to appreciate it, I suppose.
ANNIE
I suppose he could be.
MR. MOREAU
It was exceptional, that play. You have so much talent. You have an old soul.
ANNIE
I suppose I do.
(to the audience)
This is what it feels like to be appreciated. I have never felt anything like this before, and I never
want this praise to end. Farewell, humility. I never did like you.
MR. MOREAU
Do you do other things? I mean, do you have other arts?
ANNIE
I can paint and draw and take photos with real film. I took piano lessons once, and I can sing some.
MR. MOREAU
More than some! I saw you perform. I saw you perform three times. You sing like wondrously
tortured spirit. Not an angel, at any rate. Something different.
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ANNIE
I understand.
(to the audience)
And he understands!
MR. MOREAU
I knew you would. You have that spirit about you. That zeitgeist. Am I using that word correctly?
ANNIE
I suppose you could be, sir.
MR. MOREAU
At any rate, I am very glad to meet you, Miss Annie.
ANNIE
And you as well, sir.
(to the audience)
Am I ever glad!
MR. MOREAU
Sir?
(pause)
I’ve not told you my name.
ANNIE
No, sir.
MR. MOREAU
My name is Jacques. Or, rather Jacques Moreau, the third of this name. Not Jack, by any means.
(pause)
I hope I didn’t frighten you. I could have been a kidnapper for all you knew.
ANNIE
I do not envision you being strong enough to kidnap me.
(pause)
I am sorry if that offends.
(to the audience)
Now I have done it! This was my one chance to find someone else who understands, and I have
thrown it away with careless words. I deserve everything I am given.
MR. MOREAU
(laughing)
You are quick to judge but alarmingly accurate, Miss Annie. I am notoriously accident prone.
Really, I should have never been a lifeguard.
ANNIE
A lifeguard?
(pause as she studies MR. MOREAU)
Do I know…?
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MR. MOREAU
Of course, that doesn’t keep me from traveling. I go alone and often. Traveling is in the blood, too.
I suppose. Perhaps one is most content in the place where one’s ancestors once walked even a
hundred years ago.
(pause)
Now have I heard that before, or does that come later?
ANNIE
I wish I could travel!
(pause)
I’ve only lived in to two cities all my life, but at least they are far apart from each other.
MR. MOREAU
Then go and travel! Artists must travel and see the world, and aren’t we artists?
ANNIE
I’m only sixteen, sir.
MR. MOREAU
Why, yes… I knew that. But someday in the future, perhaps you can travel.
ANNIE
Perhaps.
MR. MOREAU
Your blood might take you to France or to Cameroon or to the western provinces of Canada…!
Perhaps that’s just me. Go wherever your own blood takes you!
ANNIE
Are you saying that you’re…?
MR. MOREAU
Of course, I did rather like Paris, although the European blood is Normand and not Parisian. But
even if you have no French blood at all, you really must go to Paris at least once.
(pause)
ANNIE
My stop is coming up next.
MR. MOREAU
Of course it is!
ANNIE
(to the audience)
To whom am I speaking? Have I said too
much? What is he not saying? What can I
make him tell me?

MR. MOREAU
(to the audience)
Now I’ve frightened her. Typical me, saying
too much. But I can’t tell her everything. I
must not let more slip.

ANNIE
(to MR. MOREAU)
Do you know where I…?
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MR. MOREAU
I mean to say, it was wonderful talking to you, Miss Annie. I do hope we shall be able to talk again
some time. In fact…
(Rummages through his pockets)
I have my mobile number right here. Call it if you need help with anything.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Look at me—my hands are shaking. I have been told to never take numbers from strangers. But he
is the only one who understands me.
(pause)
What would you do?
(to MR. MOREAU)
I’m not sure I should really be…
MR. MOREAU
I’ve forgotten to tell you something, haven’t I? You look rather concerned. Give me a moment to
think of what I’ve forgotten.
ANNIE prepares to leave the bus
as MR. MOREAU thinks. He
pulls other papers from his
pocket and glances over them
until he finds what he has
wanting to give her.
MR. MOREAU
Here! This is it! My business card. All my information. Well, all my information that’s appropriate
for a business card…
(to the audience as ANNIE takes the card)
I must watch what I say. I cannot frighten away this poor girl. All my information that fits onto a
business card—that’s what I should have said, although the former might be more accurate.
ANNIE
(reading the card)
You’re a scouting agent?
(to the audience)
He’s my ticket to freedom!
MR. MOREAU
For anything and everything. I’ve got contacts in Hollywood, on Broadway, at
National Geographic, you name it.
ANNIE
You know everyone.
MR. MOREAU
Well, almost.
ANNIE
And you can…
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MR. MOREAU
If you’re willing to work hard and get rid of whatever holds you back, I can get you to the top. You
already have the talent.
ANNIE
Thank you, sir.
MR. MOREAU
That’s not praise. That’s fact. I always tell the truth.
(pause)
Is this your stop?
ANNIE
Yes! Thank you. For that and everything. I don’t know what to say.
MR. MOREAU
Feels good to be chosen, doesn’t it?
Pause as ANNIE turns away
from MR. MOREAU. She is
holds the business card in both
hands as if ready to tear it up.
MR. MOREAU
(to the audience)
I’ve said too much. I’ve used that word.
(pause)
Look at her, almost in tears. What does she feel right now? Anticipation? Fear? Confusion? A mix
of such deep and unfamiliar emotion that her young mind has not yet learned to decipher them? I
must bring back the joy and understanding I saw earlier, or I will lose her; I cannot lose her.
ANNIE
I… I guess…
MR. MOREAU
(with false cheer)
I’ll give you some time to think things over. Call me when you’re ready for help. I can get you
whatever you need. Absolutely anything.
ANNIE
I… I don’t know what…
MR. MOREAU
Here’s your stop. Looking forward to hearing from you soon. Have a good evening, Miss Annie.
ANNIE flees the scene. Once
she is gone. MR. MOREAU
takes up his newspaper to read.
Then he pulls the script from his
pocket.
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MR. MOREAU
She’s listed here as Antigua María Cuevas y Santiago. Why would she change that beautiful name?
(pause)
Poor thing.
MR. MOREAU sets down the
script and continues reading the
newspaper.
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Chapter Nine—Now
The ride back to The House is as dangerous as the ride to The Number Q Café. Annie wishes
she packed her rosary for one last penance before she died. 1 Somehow, after running red lights and
cutting off other vehicles, Ms. Cummings manages to avoid collisions while ranting about Erin.
“She thinks she can say whatever she wants to me just because her mom is my boss,”
Ms. Cummings mutters as she ignores a stop sign. “It’s not my fault that her mom likes me better
because I’m not lazy like she is. I bet she’s never had an honest day of work in her life.”
Annie thinks this is because Erin is a full-time student and cannot have a forty-hour workweek
on top of that, but she does not dare to say anything.
“If Erin wasn’t lazy, then her mom could’ve had her work as an intern instead of hiring me,”
reasons Ms. Cummings. “As it is, I have to go home right after this to finish all the paperwork I
couldn’t get done earlier today because I had to have lunch with her. Heaven forbid I ever get time
off to spend with my own mom2.”
The car pulls up to The House, and Ms. Cummings slams on the breaks.
“Thanks for lunch,” says Annie, scrambling from the vehicle with as much speed as a person
with one good leg can muster.
“You’re welcome.” Ms. Cummings says as Annie closes the door. She rolls down the window
to continue talking. “I’m actually glad you could come. I would have died if it was just me and Erin
and her weird friend.”
“Tiffany is cool,” says Annie, always eager to contradict Ms. Cummings. “Erin just talks
over her.”

1

Mason would laugh if Annie ever told him that as she grew older, she had become afraid of dying without Extreme
Unction. Protestants did not do such things, at any rate, and the idea of getting extra years in Purgatory just because a
priest could not get to you in time seemed silly. Because of this disagreement, Mason and Annie rarely talk of theology.
2
Ms. Cummings is referring to the older Ms. Cummings; despite trying to get back to her roots, she has no desire to track
down her birth mother.
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“She talks over everyone.” Ms. Cummings shakes her head in disgust and rolls up the window.
The car speeds away a moment later.
Annie is limping up the porch steps when she gets a text. She sits on the steps to read it and is
unsurprised to see that the message is from Tiffany.
“Erin wont stop whinin about Em” says Tiffany. “#Headache”
“Ha, ha.” Annie texts back. “I recently returned from a ride of death with Em.”
“haha” says Tiffany.
The phone is silent, and Annie goes inside. She returns to her purple laptop on the couch to edit
pictures, but her phone buzzes again. Tiffany is texting.
“u there?” she asks. “sry if wasnt joke”
“It was a joke,” replies Annie.
She sends the message without saying more. She never texts people because she does not know
what to say, but she remembers the conversation cards from youth group meetings, and she decides
to ask one of the questions:
“Do you have a favorite book?”
The reply comes immediately: “nah”
Annie wonders if she should reply in turn, but this seems to be a dead end.
“more like genre” adds Tiffany. “wierd creepy stuf”
“I also enjoy wEIrd, creepy stuff,” Annie replies. She subtlety corrects her new friend’s spelling
and feels a warm rush of educated joy. She thinks she is having a conversation. Or maybe she is
just being a pain and Tiffany is about to block her number.
“usta watch horor movies w/ Erin, lol at bad efects,” says Tiffany, not yet tired of her new
friend. “Erin ‘analized sientific inacurasies’.”
Annie wonders if Tiffany could be dyslexic, as her spelling is pitiable, and tries to formulate
an appropriate way of asking. But then Annie recalls that Tiffany had ingested three bottles of
watered-down, mass produced beer during lunch, since Ms. Cummings and Erin were splitting the
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bill, and the spelling was more likely a sign of mild intoxication than a learning difference. Annie
pretends to be unperturbed by this obvious decline into moral depravity 3 and continues texting.
“I also laugh at bad effects,” she replies. “I would watch horror movies with my sister.”
“Sister = Erin’s almost-sister?” asks Tiffany.
Annie actually laughs out loud and accordingly permits herself to use slang: “LOL, yes. Erin
is the worst.”
“LOL so tru gurrrlll,” Tiffany texts back. “ABSOLUTE WORST.”
The conversation seems to have hit a dead end. Annie mentally scrambles to keep it going, and
her words come out in a jumble:
“I used to think I was the strangest person in the world but I’m just as strange as you. 4”
She sends before she can rethink the statement and then holds her breath. But the reply is once
again immediate.
“Yeahhh! PREACH, gurllll,” says Tiffany. “#WierdoSolidarity.”
Annie wonders if this is an appropriate time to stop texting and get back to work. She considers
reply with a friendly, “c u l8r”, or something to that affect, but Tiffany sends another text.
“wierd question from fellow wierdo aka Erin,” she says. “dont wanna intrude tho.”
“You will not intrude; please ask,” orders Annie, as she prepares for ridiculous questions.
“wat hapnd to ur leg ??”
Annie doesn’t know how to reply. She wonders if this would be a good time to block Tiffany’s
number and go into hiding. Telling people about her faults makes her attached to them. Mason is
the only one in The House to ever ask what had happened. He was the only person who genuinely
cared about her well-being; she did not even care about herself.

Compare to the decline of Noah in Genesis 9:21, “When he drank some of its wine, he became drunk and lay uncovered
inside his tent.”
4
“I used to think I was the strangest person in the world but then I thought there are so many people in the world, there
must be someone just like me who feels bizarre and flawed in the same ways I do. I would imagine her, and imagine
that she must be out there thinking of me too. Well, I hope that if you are out there and read this and know that, yes, it’s
true I’m here, and I’m just as strange as you.”—Frida Kahlo
3

89

The phone buzzes again with another text from Tiffany: “sry if 2 intrusiv”
Annie has expected the apology and wants to reply, but her friend isn’t finished.
“Erins dad does wheelchair racing stuf,” Tiffany explains. “wants 2 c if u like sports”
Annie takes a deep breath and taps back a reply. “Ha, ha, but no; I do not believe I am equipped
for such things. I am rather out of shape.” She sends the text and then adds. “I had an accident a
few years ago, but I would rather not talk about it.”
“OK cool,” says Tiffany.
Annie puts down the phone and sighs. Tiffany is satisfied with a non-answer, and Erin is not
so bad after all. Maybe she will at last have some friends besides the people who live in The House.
But what if they are only pretending to be satisfied? What if The Accident is pushing the boundary
of weird even for them? She knows how other people have reacted to her injury, the looks of
sadness and pity to see an already tiny person hindered by a useless leg. What if Tiffany is speaking
to her out of misplaced sympathy rather than friendship?
Annie’s phone buzzes again. After some hesitation, she reads the text.
“Erin wants 2 b ur athletic trainer LOL,” says Tiffany.
Ms. Cummings had asked the same of Mason not more than a few years ago, back when she
was shy, and he was awkward. Annie thinks that writing workouts for others is a sign of deep caring
and love, and although she is touched by the offer, she knows how to reply.
“Erin is the worst: LOL,” she texts. After a moment of consideration, Annie sends this last
message even though she believes she commits some sort of communication faux pas, since she is
not laughing out loud as the acronym implies.
Despite this small inaccuracy, Annie feels prouder than she has felt in years. She has completed
a normal conversation with another human being—albeit one by text—and neither of them are
crying. She is ready to say goodbye and call it a day. One more addition to the conversation might
upset the precarious balance of civil interaction. But when her phone buzzes once more, Annie
cannot help but look.
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“wanna get lunch again???” asks Tiffany.
Annie wonders what sort of invitation this could be. “Ha, ha; do you mean a lunch with just
us?” she asks in reply.
“haha, sure or bring ur bf/gf/we” says Tiffany.
The phone slips from Annie’s hand and clunks onto the worn carpet as she presses her hand to
her heart. She knows this will not stop mild angina, about which the emergency care physicians
had warned her during the battery of tests she had sustained after The Accident that had ruined her
leg. Annie has realized that Tiffany must already have a boyfriend, girlfriend, or whatever; she is
befriending Annie and asking her to lunch only because she eager to show off this person. Tiffany
does not mean to act selfishly. Anyone else their age is already in a serious relationship, and only
Annie is in the pathetic minority of the forever alone. As strange as Tiffany might be, at least she
is not the loser who is afraid to go on a date or fall in love.
Annie turns off the phone and hides it between the couch cushions. If her prayers are answered,
Mason will throw away the old couch, as he has been ranting about since she first moved into
The House, and the phone will not be found again.
She rubs her eyes and tells herself to take breaths. Crying will gain her nothing. She lies down
on the couch, her good leg bent until her knee touches her chest. Her bad leg hangs limply over the
side. At least no one else is in The House to hear her cry. She has taught them to fear her, and she
can never let them realize she is just as vulnerable as them. Only Mason has ever seen her cry, and
he will never tell a soul.
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Chapter Ten—Now
The sadness leaves her with the same abruptness that it came. Annie climbs the metal staircase
to the third floor and goes into the women’s bathroom. She stands before a mirror, analyzing her
reflection, ignoring the plant that sits on the edge of the sink.
ANNIE
Is this odd little person really me, or am I seeing someone different than everybody else? What if
the mirror is just a trick of the eye?
(pause)
I know the mirror tells the truth. People would treat me better if the mirror lied.
ANNIE notices the plant beside
the mirror.
ANNIE
I am sorry, Pinkerton, was I ignoring you? You have been through so much, and I am rarely grateful
to you. But I love you, Pinkerton, and I want you to be happy.
Annie takes the pot out from the sink and goes to her room. She returns Pinkerton to its favorite
spot on the window sill and then sits on her makeshift bed.
She takes out the matchbox from under the mattress and lights the three candles before the
statue of Saint Mary and the three before the portrait of Frida Kahlo1. She holds up the burning
match and stares deeply into the blue flame at the center, allowing herself to glide into a trance.
ANNIE
What if I let this place burn?
The match burns too low.
ANNIE tosses it aside and
strikes another match. She
descends the stairs to the main
floor as she speaks, her eyes
never leaving the flame.

1

She has chosen this duality of goddesses to reflect the conflicting expectations in her life, but she is not
satisfied in worshiping either of them.
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ANNIE
Would anyone miss The House? Would anyone miss me?
(pause)
But I have not gone to confession for several days. Then again, I never confess everything. Most
people never confess, not to a priest or to God or even to themselves. Mason thinks confessions are
foolish, anyway. But he probably has nothing to confess.
(pause)
What would happen if I dropped this match right now? Would anybody care?
The front door slams open.
ANNIE blows out the match and
falls back onto the couch as
MASON enters.
Mason pounds into the living room and collapses onto the couch next to Annie. She pretends
not to notice, although the old cushions sag under his weight and tip her sideways.
“Well?” he asks, and she tells him exactly what he does not want to hear.
“Fen is at work, and I do not know where Jackie is,” she replies.
“So no dinner,” he mutters.
Mason groans and stretches his arms across the back of the couch, nearly draping his arm
around Annie. She knows this is a gesture of laziness rather than affection, but for a fleeting
moment, she hopes he will forget his Protestant frigidity 2 and give her an awkward sidehug like
other friends do. At least, she thinks this is what other friends do; she has never had another best
friend, as Mason is supposed to be. Then she pushes away any tender thoughts towards the hulk
sitting beside her and formulates a sharp reply to make him leave.
“Hey, I had a great lunch,” retorts Annie, “Your fiancée is such a joy to be around.”
“Why do you hate her so much?” Mason asks. He gets up from the couch and staggers into the
kitchen in search of leftovers, just as Annie had intended.
“The real question is why she hates me so much.” Annie closes her computer and lies across
the couch so that he does not come back. “I believe it is because I am a jerk. Could that be it?”

2

A 2017 study by psychologists Emily Kim and Dov Kohen has proven that Protestant tend toward asceticism in creative
processes and their daily lives, while Catholics are much more likely to show intense emotion even when completing
mundane tasks.
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“Yup,” says Mason, never one to disagree with her. He puts the leftovers in the microwave and
watches them spin. “I think I’ll eat in my room. I have a lot of work to do tonight.”
“Are you finishing up for the Mannelli exhibit?” asks Annie, although she knows exactly what
work he must do.
“Of course,” he mutters. “Don’t I always do all the work for them? But they’re motivated, at
least. I wish our new pair was half as motivated. Fen might have a chance, but Jackie doesn’t try.”
Annie considers saying this is not true, but she does not like Jackie enough to defend him.
“I bet he drinks beer,” Mason says. He looks up from the microwave and nods at this revelation.
“I bet that’s why he stays out late every night, drinking beer with the Episcopalians 3.”
Annie almost laughs. “Most people drink beer, Mason. We are some of the few who don’t.”
“That’s true. Em doesn’t,” says Mason, grinning at the thought of his perfect fiancée.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
I don’t have the heart to tell him what I’ve seen.
(pause)
But he won’t marry her if he knows. He won’t leave me here alone with…
(pause)
No. I won’t tell. I won’t ruin his chance at happiness.
“Lunch was fun…” she begins.
“I shouldn’t have missed it, but there was nothing I could do!” cries Mason. “I want to get her
something to make it up to her, but I don’t know what to do.”
“Buy her coconut oil,” says Annie.
“Really, Sullivan? You just had to say that.” Mason shakes his head in dismay. “I’m trying to
get her a nice gift, and you go and say that. Do you think you’re funny?”
“I think it is a useful gift,” says Annie, although she had originally been facetious. “It shows
that you understand her needs and care about her looking good.”

3

The prolific drinking habits of Episcopalians cause them to be called “Whiskeypalians” by other denominations.
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“Is this all about looks for you?” Mason retorts. “Appearances don’t matter. It’s thoughts and
desires that count. That’s in the Bible, you know. 4”
“Yeah, whatever,” says Annie, “Catholics do not read their Bible anyway.”
For her, this is untrue, but she knows exactly what will annoy Mason the most. She had read
this verse in Sunday School and during catechism, never thinking that it applied to her. Mary Sue
was the pretty girl with clear skin and blue eyes. Annie looked like all the relatives her family had
left behind and tried to forget once they moved to New England. Yet Annie had never hated
Mary Sue for being favored; some things simply were, and nothing could be done about it.
“You should be grateful that I still feed you, thankless pope-worshipper you are,” Mason tells
her as he sets a pair of card tables in front of the couch and places a steaming plate of food on each.
“You are too strange, Mason,” says Annie. “But I am serious about the coconut oil.”
“I’ll go out for dinner with her some other night,” Mason says. “Maybe I’ll ask about it then.”
Annie sees no way his question could end well, but she dares not explain that. They eat their
meal in content silence, and she almost understands why others consider them to be best friends.
The buzz of Mason’s phone interrupts the silence. He cheers and fumbles to unlock the screen.
“It’s from Em! She wants to come over later to talk with me.”
“Cool,” says Annie, wondering how long she has before she must flee to her room.
“She’s coming right now.” Mason frowns at the phone. “Is she texting while driving?”
Annie thinks this is the least of Ms. Cummings’ driving problems, but she once again does not
say anything. She admires her ability to stay silent in a time of pending crisis.
“Finish up quickly,” orders Mason, as if his words would speed up her usual pace of chew and
swallow. “She’ll be here any minute, and I don’t want this place to be a mess when she comes.”

4

“But the Lord said to Samuel, ‘Do not consider his appearance or his height, for I have rejected him. The Lord does
not look at the things people look at. People look at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart.’”
— 1 Samuel 16:7
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“This place is always a mess,” Annie tells him. “She knows this place is a mess. I have seen
the two of you make out on this couch amid piles of junk, and she does not seem to care.”
Mason’s face and ears are red even before Annie has finished speaking. He does not dare to
look at her as he threatens, “You better not tell our parents we did that, Sullivan. We promised we
would save it for our wedding day…”
Normally, Annie would laugh, but she knows he is on the verge of a breakdown, and he already
called her in a panic earlier that day.
“Trust me, Mason, there is so much worse you could be doing,” Annie assures him. She
considers going into details, but Mason’s phone buzzes again, and he rushes to the door, his
temporary fear having vanished.
“Em, I’m so glad you’re here!” he exclaims.
Annie puts a hand to her heart, feeling it twist in a panic even though she took her daily
medications for angina.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Did he call her Em?
MASON
I’m so glad to see you, Em! It feels like years since we last met face-to-face.
ANNIE
She hasn’t told him about her new name.
MASON
You look so beautiful tonight. But you look beautiful every night! Your eyes are so beautiful… 5
ANNIE
This cannot be a good sign for Mason. And yet he is oblivious to pending danger.
MASON
…and your clothes, and your makeup, and your hair…
ANNIE
Look at him, jumping around like an untrained dog, doing all he can to win the praise and affection
he rarely gives to others. Is this why they call it puppy love?
5

“Your eyes - your hair are pretty! Your hands are pretty!” — Jim in Scene 7, The Glass Menagerie by Tennessee
Williams, first performed in 1945
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MASON
Come in. Please, come in! I haven’t seen you since… since…
MS. CUMMINGS
Bible study last Wednesday. We read from Ecclesiastes.6
Ms. Cummings walks into the kitchen and waits for Mason to close the door before turning to
him, her expression remaining neutral as he struggles to explain himself.
“Look, I’m wicked sorry that I couldn’t make the lunch today,” he says as he tries to guide her
into the living room. “I was just totally swamped with work today, and I couldn’t find the time.”
“Leader,” mumbles Ms. Cummings, “we need to talk.”
ANNIE
The last time I heard someone speak that way was also the last time I talked to my sister.
(pause)
That was twelve long years ago.
(pause)
I wish I were in a better place. Someplace happy.
MS. CUMMINGS
Leader, are we going to talk now?
ANNIE
(to the audience)
He is not a Leader. He does not go to the front and expect others to follow.
“All right,” Mason agrees, oblivious to her tone of voice. “Do you want to talk in the kitchen,
or in the living room…?”
“In your room would be fine,” says Ms. Cummings.
“Oh, but…” Mason’s face and ears are red again. “But we’re not supposed to…”
“We’ll keep the door open, and Annie’s in The House, anyway,” says Ms. Cummings, her
voice tightening with impatience. “Is that fine with you?”

6

A popular verse for weddings, from Ecclesiastes 4:9-10:
Two are better than one,
because they have a good return for their labor:
If either of them falls down,
one can help the other up.
But pity anyone who falls
and has no one to help them up.
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“Yeah. Fine.” Mason still blushes and quivers from nerves. “Let’s go up and talk, then. See
you in a bit, Sullivan.”
“See you, Mason,” says Annie, smiling as she speaks although she knows he will not be smiling
when he returns. She turns from them and closes her eyes, but happiness continues to evade her, as
if the lights around her were gradually dimming.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
I know who he is. He is a Mason. He lays foundations so that others can build their reputations
atop his work, half hidden in the ground. He is not free of faults—really, he has many…
(pause)
We have more differences than commonalities, but we will at last share the feeling of heartbreak.
(pause)
Maybe this is the real reason why we are supposed to be best friends.
(pause)
But I wish it was me. I wish I could somehow take the hurt from him. How can she do this to him?
But why do I blame her? It was me! God has finally answered my selfish prayers.
(to herself)
Why are you crying? You have already cried today. You do not deserve to cry again.
Lights dim to black
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SCENE TEN
Near a park, some miles away
and some years ago.
MR. MOREAU and JACKIE
sit on a bench at the entrance of
the park and read a newspaper
together. ANNIE enters as she
calls for her sister.
ANNIE
(loudly)
Mary Sue! Mary Sue!
(pause)
Marisol! My sister!
(pause, then to the audience)
Have you seen my sister? I cannot find her here or there. I cannot find her anywhere.
ANNIE sits on the ground and
takes out a small notebook and
pencil. She explains her actions
to the audience.
ANNIE
I have tried drawing pictures to keep my mind off… everything that has happened. But words keep
coming out instead of pictures.
MR. MOREAU
(to JACKIE)
Here is the article I told you about. Headline: Playwright Prodigy Wows Local Critics. Byline:
Poignant, Cross-Cultural Play Sheds New Light on American Politics. What do you think about it?
JACKIE
Is this a play we went to, Jack?
MR. MOREAU
(scoffing)
Not just “a play”. The play. This is the play I took you to see, because the young woman who wrote
it will be the best artist in my portfolio within the next ten years.
(pause)
If she would only call me back.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
I have meant to call. I really have. But I am afraid to take the first step out the door. I am too young
to cut ties with everything I have ever known.
(pause)
Right?
JACKIE
Can I be one of your artists?

MR. MOREAU
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Of course, you might try. But you mustn’t be disappointed when you don’t succeed. Not everyone
can be an artist. Do you know what that means?
JACKIE
Not everyone is willing to work hard enough to succeed?
MR. MOREAU
Not everyone is born with talent.
(pause)
JACKIE
Oh.
MR. MOREAU
Of course, it is not fair to compare you with Miss Antigua here. She is an exceptional case. I very
much doubt that I shall stumble upon another like her in my lifetime.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
He speaks so highly of me! I must call him. I must talk to him right now!
MR. MOREAU
And to think I might lose her! I tried to be calm when I saw her on the bus last month, but I have
never been one to keep a level head around future celebrities.
JACKIE
But aren’t you a celebrity?
MR. MOREAU
(laughs)
JACKIE
But you are! I wanna be just like you.
MR. MOREAU
Why?
(pause)
I suppose it’s a natural tendency, that you want to be like me. It’s as natural as the talent that
supposedly runs in our family.
JACKIE
I’m just not old enough yet!
MR. MOREAU
Mozart wrote symphonies when he was barely out of diapers. Picasso painted masterpieces in
elementary school. Never use your age as an excuse.
JACKIE
(quietly)
But I like being ten.
MR. MOREAU
And I like when my future celebrities call me back.
MR. MOREAU holds up the
paper, hiding his face from
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JACKIE as the boy sulks.
ANNIE stands and steps toward
the bench, then freezes.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Now is my chance to speak with him.
(another step)
But what if he’s mistaken? What if I have no future after all?
(step backwards)
Does he ever make mistakes?
MR. MOREAU
(to JACKIE)
Stop sulking.
JACKIE
I’m not sulking.
MR. MOREAU
You are, and I told you to stop. You are wasting your time when you envy after Miss Annie’s
talents, because you could be improving your own.
JACKIE
You said I don’t have talents.
MR. MOREAU
That’s not what I meant.
(sets down paper)
Do you remember what you learn in Sunday School about the men with the talents?
JACKIE
Yes?
MR. MOREAU
You’re lying. There’s a parable in Mark or Luke or something about men who have talents.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Matthew, chapter twenty-five, verses fourteen through thirty.
(pause)
In case you want to read it later.
MR. MOREAU
The man with one small talent gets to keep it, and the man with many talents gets more, and the
man who hides his talent gets it taken away. Right now, you are being the last man.
JACKIE
But if I practice very hard…
MR. MOREAU
If you practice very hard, you might become the first man.
JACKIE
Not the second?
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MR. MOREAU
You were not born with that many talents.
JACKIE
I think… I think I’m still gifted, even if you don’t see it.
MR. MOREAU
You can believe that, if you want.
(puts up newspaper)
God only gives people what they can handle. He knew that Miss Annie can handle a lot, and you
could handle very little. He isn’t being cruel, Jackie. He’s being fair.
JACKIE
It doesn’t seem fair.
MR. MOREAU
And it doesn’t seem wise for you to question the Will of God.
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Am I questioning the Will of God by trying to call Mr. Moreau?
(pause)
Does he better know the Will of God, or do my parents?
(pause)
It is too hard to decide. Mr. Moreau must be wrong. I am too young. I can use it as an excuse.
MR. MOREAU
Why don’t we go home now so that you can practice what skills you do have, shall we?
JACKIE
Will you practice with me?
MR. MOREAU
I suppose so.
JACKIE takes MR. MOREAU’s
hand and leads him away. Once
they are gone, ANNIE approaches
the bench and sits in the middle.
ANNIE
I might have many talents, but courage is not one of them.
(pause)
What if that was my one chance?
(pause)
What if he is wrong? What if I used up my one talent? I can never create again.
ANNIE lies down on the bench,
with one leg dangling over the
side.
ANNIE
No reason to panic. No reason to be afraid. If the path that has been chosen for me is really the Will
of God, I will never need to create again.
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(pause)
Right?
ANNIE is quiet as the light
begins to dim but cries as soon as
the stage is dark.
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Chapter Eleven—Now
Annie is huddled in the corner of the couch, her hands over her ears to block out the shouting,
but she removes them when Ms. Cummings runs down the stairs. The fiancée is crying and yet tries
to appear strong, having been coached in strength since she was a child. She pauses in the kitchen
and turns back to the stair, as if to prove that she is strong enough to face her problems one
more time.
“I told you, Leader,” she calls up the stairs. Her voice cracks as she says his dreaded name; she
swallows and tries again: “I’m sorry, but I can’t do this. I can’t marry you for the wrong reasons.
Everyone expects me to marry you and have your beautiful children, but I don’t want those things.”
“What do you mean?” cries Mason as he runs down the stairs after Ms. Cummings, his face
hot and streaked with tears. “Children are a gift from God. How could you not want them?”
“But they’d look like…”1 Ms. Cummings pauses to glance around the kitchen, and Annie ducks
down on the couch to prevent her from feeling embarrassed. “I can’t have a family here, with
everyone breathing down my neck, telling me how I live and calling my mother if they think I am
wrong. I want to live somewhere else, but you’re not ready to move.”
“Why would we move?” asks Mason, now frozen at the foot of the stairs. “This is the perfect
place to raise a family. Everyone knows us. The entire church will pledge to support us and our
children. This is where God has chosen for us to be.”
“And that’s why I can’t marry you,” Ms. Cummings tells him. “You’re happy here. You don’t
care that you’re stuck here. But I don’t want to be stuck. I want to leave, to go back to where I came
from, where I’m meant to be.”
She takes off her promise ring and throws it onto the kitchen table. It does not spin with a
graceful arch but instead skids across the scarred surface and lodges in the crack on the table.

1

Talking about who might look like Annie is discouraged. Appearances should not matter, as the Lord said
to Samuel, “The Lord does not look at the things man looks at. Man looks at the outward appearance, but
the Lord looks at the heart.”
—1 Samuel 16:7
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“I thought we loved each other!” cries Mason. “I thought we were going to be happy, because
God chose for us to be together.”
“Maybe He did, but He wants us to wait,” she says, bargaining even in a time of crisis. She
roughly wipes her eyes with her shirt sleeve, forgetting what her mother has told her about using
a handkerchief.
“If we’re just waiting, why did you take off the ring?” he asks.
“Because I don’t want you to feel bound by me if you find someone else,” she tells him. “And
you will find someone else. There are so many beautiful sisters in Christ who would have you for
their husband, but it’s not right for me.”
Ms. Cummings can no longer be strong. She tries to leave, going as far as the front door, but
then stops and turns back. Mason tries to pull her ring from the crack in the table, but his fingers
are too large and clumsy. Ms. Cummings watches him in disbelief.
“Why aren’t you grabbing me and telling me to stay?” she whispers.
“You said you were leaving. I can’t keep you here if you’re leaving.” Mason sits on his favorite
kitchen chair and buries his face in his hands. “I can’t leave, but at least you can.”
“Don’t talk like that,” says Ms. Cummings. She walks into the kitchen and stands a few feet
from him, not yet daring to come closer. “You can leave. As soon as you get paid for the Mannelli
project, rent an apartment downtown and get out of here.”
“I can’t leave. This is the one place I’ve ever known, and they need me here,” he insists.
“Why is it always about other people with you?” asks Ms. Cummings.
“Because of my name,” he explains. “I was born Leader, so I can’t help it.”
With that, Mason stands, facing his problems as men are expected to do.
“Should I go now?” asks Ms. Cummings, her hands clasped in front of her as she feels where
the ring once lay on her finger.
“You know I don’t want you to leave,” he says.
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Mason looks around the kitchen, as if angels might descend with a miracle, and at last raises
his arms for Ms. Cummings to grant him one last hug, even though she hates giving them. Mason
kisses her cheek—a permissible form of affection—and then she races out the door.
Within seconds, her car has roared away, leaving The House forever. Mason stumbles into the
living room and Annie tries to camouflage herself under a pile of junk on the far end of the couch.
“Ani… I mean, Sullivan?” he asks, knowing she is somewhere in the room. “Can you tell me
the truth?”
Annie is unwilling to make any promises.
“Please, just this once?” He bites his lip to hold in needless emotion.
“Of course, I will,” she says. She feels obligated to comfort him although she never received
the spiritual fruits of kindness or gentleness 2, or any of the fruits, for that matter.
“I don’t believe what she says about us not being ready or being too busy or not wanting
children,” explains Mason. “That’s not Em. I know her better than that.”
ANNIE
(to the audience)
He doesn’t know half of what I know. And he hides his face from what he doesn’t want to see.
(pause)
But I will tell him the truth he wants to hear.
“Em has a lot on her mind right now,” Annie tells him. “Life is not easy. People are cruel.”
“I know people are cruel,” Mason replies. “We live in a cruel, thoughtless world where people
doubt the Will of God because of what society tells them. I know Em must deal with more cruelty
than most do. I might be sheltered, but I’m not stupid. 3”
“I know that you know,” says Annie. “But you can never really understand.”

“But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and selfcontrol. Against such things there is no law.”
— Galatians 5:22-23
3
A potential bumper sticker for every homeschool and parochial school student.
2
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“I know that I don’t know, too,” Mason assures her. “And so that’s why I’m asking you for an
honest opinion on the reason why Em won’t marry me.”
“And?” asks Annie.
MASON turns away as ANNIE
fidgets on the couch.
ANNIE
Can he tell me? Is what he wants to say really so awful?
MASON turns back, his eyes
closed as he speaks.
“Is it because I’m white?” he whispers.
Annie takes a deep breath to keep from screaming. “She’s shallow, but not that shallow.”
“That’s not shallow.” Mason raises his voice but is still in control. “I’ve seen how she’s forced
to pick sides.”
ANNIE
What about me? Do you not notice what I go through? Or is it still all about Em for you?
“Everyone tells her who to be and how to act so she will fit with the rest of us,” continues
Mason. “Like they don’t care who she really is as long as she fits the mold they made for her.”
ANNIE
Because I’ve never had to deal with that, right? I’ve never had to leave my home or change my
name because I couldn’t fit like I was supposed to.
“I know I’ll never really understand what she’s going through,” says Mason, shaking his head
at Annie, “and I can’t believe you’d say something like that about her after all she’s been through
in the past hour.”
With that final comment, Annie can no longer remain silent.
“What she has been through?” she shrieks. “What about what she has put you though?”
Receiving nothing but stunned silence, she advances on Mason, shaking a finger at him as she
lets pent up anger fuel her rant.
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“It was your darling fiancée by her own power who decided to call off the wedding you have
been waiting for since you were a little eighteen-year-old falling in love with his date at senior
prom,” Annie tells him. “I have told you that she would ruin your life, and you never once listened
to me. It was all about her, her, her…”
“Shut up,” snaps Mason, even though this is a dirty phrase for him, and Annie is momentarily
quieted as he continues, “I can’t believe you’re still talking like that about Em.”
“You’re the one saying the racist stuff,” Annie replies as she retreats to the couch. “‘Is it
because I’m white?’”
“I thought it was a valid question,” says Mason. “I’ve seen how people stare at us. I’ve seen
how people shake their heads. Maybe I really am wicked stupid, but I’m not blind.”
“No one said you were stupid,” Annie tells him.
“Well, you sure act like it often enough,” says Mason, “always rolling your eyes and mocking
me in front of everyone.”
“Maybe you need to grow up,” Annie replies. “Em is right about you not being ready to get
married. The only reason Em ever dated you was because she felt sorry for you. She probably has
a line of real dates all set up now that you’re gone.”
“At least I try!” Mason hisses through his teeth. “At least I tried to find someone. You never
try. Your complacency makes me sick. After all I heard about you, this is what you turn out to be.
I thought you’d somehow become who you used to be long before… but I was wrong again!”
“Long before what?” asks Annie.
Mason doesn’t reply.
“Long before what?” She needs to have an answer, but he gives none. “I don’t need you,
anyway. You don’t know what I’ve been through or what it’s like for everyone to hate you.
Everyone loves you, even if Em pretends she doesn’t. I don’t need anyone else telling me what to
do as if they know what it’s like to be me. I don’t need anyone.”
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Annie runs from The House, her leg aching. She paces the backyard and sets citronella candles
in a circle. She sits in the center and takes the matchbox from her pocket.
ANNIE
I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to be a saint and have candles burned before you.
I’m never going to be a saint: no godliness or miracles here.
(pause)
And most of them had awful deaths, like being drawn and quartered or roasted on an open fire.
I’d rather not be burned alive. I’ve heard that it’s the most painful way to die.
(pause)
Have I chosen the wrong path again?
(pause)
I know I’ve chosen the wrong path again.
ANNIE closes her eyes and
presses her palms together, as if
praying.
ANNIE
“Think of all the joy you’ll find when you leave the world behind and bid your cares goodbye.” 4

4

From Peter Pan; see Footnote 1 in “Chapter Two—Then”
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SCENE ELEVEN
ANNIE sits in the windowsill of
her bedroom, her feet dangling
over the edge.
ANNIE
This is the day I never talk about.
(pause)
Sometimes, people go away and don’t come back. We don’t always know why, but everyone has
an opinion on the matter.
(pause)
Maybe the one who left did something wrong. Maybe they never fit in. Maybe they wanted to see
what the world was like and fell victim to its evil ways. Or maybe God called them away.
(pause)
This time, Mary Sue has left.
(pause)
She told me why she was going and what she had done and at first, I didn’t believe her, and I
knew my parents won’t believe me when I tell them, but those things don’t matter.
(pause)
And now let us have a moment of silence for the sister who is no longer with me.
ANNIE closes her eyes and
folds her hands in her lap.
ANNIE
I’ve opened this window all the way and taken out the screen. I could leap out right now, if I wanted.
I don’t think anyone would really care.
(pause)
But this is not the day I leap. There is no need for both of us to go away forever.
ANNIE gets down from the sill,
closes the window, and walks
away.
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Chapter Twelve—Now
A pair of worn leather shoes crunch across the grass, but Annie does not open her eyes to see
who is approaching, because she knows of but one person who walks that way.
“Here I find you yet again,” murmurs Mr. Moreau. He is unperturbed by the circle of citronella
candles surrounding Annie and breaks through the ring of fire to pat her on the shoulder.
Annie does not reply, because she knows that nothing she says will be what he wants to hear.
“Young Mr. Mason said you forgot this,” Mr. Moreau explains as he drops Annie’s cell phone
into her lap. “He found it under a couch cushion after you went outside. It’s not like you to forget.”
“I have a lot on my mind,” admits Annie. She opens one eye and picks up the phone, debating
whether to burn it along with the candles.
“You have always had a lot on your mind,” Mr. Moreau tells her. “But you have not always
been forgetful.”
“I had a row with Mason,” she confesses, knowing that he will not leave until he has learned
everything he wants to know.
“An argument,” he corrects her, since Americans rarely use the phrase.
“Yes. An argument,” says Annie, shivering at her mistake. Even her speech is a reminder of
the past; she wishes she could be forgetful all the time.
“Have you anything more to say?” asks Mr. Moreau
Annie glances up at him to gage if he already knows why, but his face holds no expression.
“He broke up with his fiancée.”
“Yes. He told me that as soon as I came in.” Mr. Moreau nodded and turned his head to
wistfully gaze into the distant sky, which was darkening as the sun began to set.
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Annie wonders if the incident reminds her boss of his messy divorce, which had made him a
pariah within their community. 1 At the time, she had blamed herself for the breakup of his marriage,
as she had been taught to blame herself for whatever went wrong, but Mr. Moreau had continuously
assured her that she had no effect on their deteriorating relationship, until at last she came to believe
him; if only this were the case for the Mason-Cummings engagement.
“Is it possible to live wrong?” she asks Mr. Moreau, and he jumps at the sound of her voice.
“What do you mean by that?” he asks in return.
“I think I’ve been living wrong for my entire life.” Annie rubs her eyes, forcing them to see no
evil, but she still feels as if the evil resides within her.
“Now you mustn’t—” Mr. Moreau begins to talk, but then halts his speech to lower himself
onto the grass insides the circle of candles.
“Are you all right?” asks Annie.
“I want to see what the world looks like from your perspective,” he explains. He glances around
the small yard and adds, “I always meant to put a garden back here, but I can never find the time.”
“I could never grow a garden,” says Annie. “I would ruin it.”
She waits for a reply, but he gives her none.
“I do try to not ruin things, but I cannot help it,” she continues. “I think I was born to ruin
things; that is my purpose. Every story needs its Judas or Grendel or Caliban. 2”
“In whose story are you the antagonist?” asks Mr. Moreau, showing but mild interest to
her rambling.

“For I hate divorce, says the Lord the God of Israel, and covering one’s garment with violence, says the Lord of hosts.
So take heed to yourselves and do not be faithless.”
— Malachi 2:16 (Traditional RSV translation)
2
In quick succession, Annie names three well-known antagonists from western literature: Judas Iscariot of the Gospels,
Grendel of Beowulf, and Caliban of Shakespeare’s The Tempest.
1
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Annie speaks with confidence now that she has been acknowledged. “To my sister, at first, and
to Mason’s now.” She pauses, but then adds, “I wanted to be like them, because they seemed to
always succeed, but both were ruined by my influence.”
“Ruined?” Mr. Moreau laughs, as if Annie’s lifelong crisis were an unexpected joke. “I would
hardly say ruined. You may have put a hurdle or two in their way, but nothing they couldn’t get
over and become stronger from it.”
“You don’t understand,” insists Annie. “They had perfect lives. My sister was going to marry
a nice Catholic boy and have ten beautiful children. Mason found the one that God chose for them
and was going to live happily ever after. I exist to ensure that no one gets their happy ending.”
“Happy ending?” Mr. Moreau laughs again, and Annie feels vaguely irritated. “Well, excuse
me,” he continues once his laughter had stopped, “but I don’t think the goal of life is to earn your
happy ending before you turn thirty and spend the rest of your life coasting.”
“Maybe you think that because it never happened for you.” Annie bites her tongue, but her
sharp words have already spilled out.
Mr. Moreau seems pleased by her defiance. “I’m glad I never settled,” he says. “Those who
keep pressing on are much happier than those who give up.”3
“Settling isn’t giving up,” argues Annie. “It’s being happy with what you have.” 4
“You can push onward and still be happy!” Mr. Moreau raises his voice but does not yet begin
shouting. “Ms. Cummings and young Mr. Mason would never have been happy together. They are
fortunate that Ms. Cummings was mature enough to see this and put an end to the forty-odd years
of mind-numbing complacency they might have endured.”

3

4

“Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.”
— from “A Psalm of Life” by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
“I have learned the secret of being content in any and every situation, whether well fed or hungry, whether living in
plenty or in want.”
— Philippians 4:12b
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“Fortunate!” exclaims Annie. “To be alone when they could have been together? You only say
that because you fool yourself into believing that you are happy to remain alone, and you reflect
those desires onto them.”
“Maybe that’s what you’re doing,” Mr. Moreau replies, “except that you can’t stand the thought
of being alone, and you think they are the same.”
Annie is quiet, because she is sure her boss is right. She closes her eyes and tries to block out
whatever else he tells her, but she is not successful.
“You are much braver than when I first met you,” says Mr. Moreau. “You were never afraid to
speak your mind, but you always did it more quietly. I like this new Miss Annie.”
He pauses briefly, perhaps formulating what to say next or waiting for a reply that does
not come.
“You do not mean to hurt others as you once meant to hurt yourself,” he continues.
“Somewhere inside you, a voice is whispering that you are as good and kind as any other person
on this earth. That voice was silenced a long time ago by people who loved you but did not know
how to help you, and over time, they taught you how to silence the voice on your own.”
“I hear the voice sometimes,” Annie says. “But I think it lies to me.”
“Then I will find people who know how to amplify the voice,” promises Mr. Moreau. He tries
to make a dramatic exit, but he struggles to stand and knocks over a candle in the process. Citronella
spills onto the patchy grass as the flame flickers out.
“Are you all right?” Annie asks, still believing that her bad luck could be affecting her mentor.
“Are any of us all right?” retorts Mr. Moreau. “Now, who do I sound like?”
“You stole my line,” Annie says, aware that he is mocking her. “I did not come out here to be
made into a parody.”
“I think I liked the quiet Miss Annie better,” says Mr. Moreau. “The old one never gave me
attitude. At least use that newfound voice to talk with someone who agrees with you.”
“What do you mean?” asks Annie, but he goes inside without further explanation.
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With her mentor gone, Annie does not know what to do. Like any good Millennial, she turns
on her phone and prepares to lose herself in the digital world, 5 but she is flooded by a sea of texts
instead. They are all from Tiffany.
“R U OK, Ani??? Sry if I scared U”
“I mean, evry1 drunk txts other ppl sometimes, right???”
“Xcept U dont drink. I forgot that. Sry.”
“R U 1 of those ppl who thinks booze is Satanic??! Im not posesed, I swear.”
“*possessed”
“I asked Jackie if U were 1 of those ppl, an he sez no”
“Jackie sez hi”
“R U OK??!!?”
“Tell me if u want me 2 stop I wont get mad”
“Ani??? R U there???!!”
“…so Jackie is kinda freakin out cause u havent responded…”
“U there??? Jackie srsly wants to call the cops an I sed no”
The last message had been sent about five minutes ago. Annie hoped that the police had not
been called in that time and she texts back at once: “I am here; I apologize if I frightened you.”
She sends the first message to quell her friend’s fear and then composed a half-truth to explain
her absence. “Em just broke the engagement with my housemate. There was a lot of yelling, and
so I turned off my phone.”
She sends the second message and rereads the string of texts from Tiffany, gasping as she
recognizes a name. Her third text breaks her personal standards of punctuation, but nothing else
properly conveys her shock. “Also, how do you know Jackie?!?!”

5

Women born between 1985 and 2000 are the demographic most likely to develop a smartphone addiction, as they
experience the highest amount of social stress and use new media and digital communication to reassure themselves.

115

Tiffany’s response comes back in a single block of unpunctuated text. “OMG Im so glad ur
OK but now we dont hafta break up a wedding an hes my bf/gf/we”
Annie takes a few deep breaths to calm herself and wonders how long she can hide this
information from Fen. “That is quite funny. Jackie is a nice guy,” she honestly replies.
“LOL YAS total cinamonbun” says Tiffany. “*cinnamon bun”
Annie knows she cannot hold a conversation if Jackie becomes the main topic, and so she plays
her trump card: “Call me.”
She closes her eyes as she presses the send button and fights the temptation to fling the phone
over the white fence into the neighbors’ yard and let their dog eat it, but her phone began to buzz,
and she felt obligated to answer the call.

116

SCENE TWELVE
TIFFANY is on stage left,
halfway into the wing. She holds
a hand over her ear to block out
the noise around her. ANNIE is
on stage right, pacing as she
speaks.
TIFFANY
Hey, are you there?
ANNIE
Yes. I am here. At The House, I mean. Or talking on the phone. You know.
TIFFANY
You don’t do this often
ANNIE
No. I try to avoid it.
TIFFANY
So, why did you ask me to call you?
(pause)
ANNIE
Mr. Moreau said I needed to talk to someone who agrees with me.
TIFFANY
That’s Jackie’s uncle?
ANNIE
Yes.
TIFFANY
And you don’t like swearing, right?
ANNIE
Right.
(pause)
TIFFANY
We need a new topic then.
ANNIE
Right.
(pause)
Where are you?
TIFFANY
Oh yeah, that’s a good one! I’m at the emergency shelter slash food pantry they have in town.
Jackie and I volunteer here a few times a month. Cheaper than going out, you know?
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ANNIE
Oh!
TIFFANY
You don’t go out either, huh?
ANNIE
No that’s not… Well, I don’t go out… But I didn’t realize… Fen told me that he was volunteering
at a homeless shelter, but I thought he was mistaken.
TIFFANY
Who’s Fen?
ANNIE
(to the audience)
Now I’ve done it.
(to TIFFANY)
The other woman… I mean, who lives in The House with us. She was the waitress at the Number
Q Café.
TIFFANY
She seems cool.
ANNIE
Yes… she can be.
TIFFANY
So why’d you have me call you?
ANNIE
Oh!
TIFFANY
Was that too abrupt? It was, wasn’t it?
ANNIE
A little.
TIFFANY
I had to see a shrink for that when I was a kid. You know, “to work on my impulsivity”.
ANNIE
I’m sorry.
TIFFANY
No, it was great. I got to skip class for it. Anyway, why’d you call?
ANNIE
I was thinking too much.
TIFFANY
About The Accident?
ANNIE
Oh!
TIFFANY
I did it again! What’s wrong with me?
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ANNIE
Did Jackie tell you…?
TIFFANY
He just said you got hurt once, and he’s worried you could get hurt again. He looks out for people,
but on the lowdown, you know? He doesn’t want to be that guy hovering over everyone.
ANNIE
Not like his uncle.
TIFFANY
Yeah, basically.
(pause)
So, why’d you call?
ANNIE
Is it bad that your impulsivity no longer perturbs me?
TIFFANY
That’s one hundred percent my fault, but you still haven’t answered my question.
ANNIE
Has anyone ever lied to you so badly that you feel like you can’t trust them or anyone else again?
(pause)
TIFFANY
Is that seriously why you called?
ANNIE
I apologize. I should not have…
TIFFANY
No, it’s totally okay. I’m just amazed by how deep you are. Usually Jackie just calls me to ask what
chips I want when he stops by the gas station to pick up extra milk for The House because you guys
ran out again. Like, how much milk does Em’s ex that Captain Morgan guy drink?
ANNIE
You are straying from the topic.
TIFFANY
I am. It’s an avoidance tactic. I learned that from my kiddie shrink.
(pause)
But now I’m gonna let you talk for as long as you want, and I’m gonna be a good listener.
ANNIE
Thank you.
(pause)
It’s just that…
(pause)
This scene is too long. I want this scene to end.
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MR. MOREAU
(from offstage)
Cut!
(enters stage right)
What are you saying? That’s not in the script that you’ve been studying.
ANNIE
I have decided to go off the script.
MR. MOREAU
You really think you can do that? You think you can improvise the rest of the scene?
ANNIE
I am a playwright. That is what we do best.
MR. MOREAU
What’s wrong with the script you’ve been studying?
ANNIE
It doesn’t fit who I am anymore.
MR. MOREAU
Who you are anymore?
ANNIE
You said that I have changed.
MR. MOREAU
What? When?
ANNIE
Last chapter. You said it yourself.
MR. MOREAU
We’re in the scenes, not the chapters. Those are different.
ANNIE
Are they?
(pause)
I don’t know who writes the chapters, but I am writing the scenes.
MR. MOREAU
Okay, if you insist…
ANNIE
Okay?
MR. MOREAU
Isn’t that what I said?
ANNIE
You would give up so easily?
MR. MOREAU
What can I say? You’re a playwright; you make your own scenes. So, go ahead and make your own
scene. You have that power.
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ANNIE
You believe in me?
MR. MOREAU
Would I have hired you if I did not believe in you?
ANNIE
…no?
MR. MOREAU
At least you’re starting to get braver.
(pause)
I’ll be backstage. Yell “line” if you need to think of something to say.
ANNIE
(as MR. MOREAU exits stage right)
I should be fine.
(pause as ANNIE refocuses herself and speaks to the audience)
This scene is too long. I want this scene to end.
TIFFANY
Why’s that?
ANNIE
What?
TIFFANY
Why do you want this scene to end?
(pause)
ANNIE
You heard me then? All this time?
TIFFANY
Well, you keep talking to yourself. Like there was another person or an audience or something.
ANNIE
Oh. I do that sometimes.
TIFFANY
I’ve noticed. Most people just ignore it. Or maybe they can’t hear you.
ANNIE
Fair enough.
TIFFANY
Why do you want this scene to end?
ANNIE
I… I don’t know.
TIFFANY
Okay, let’s make it simpler. What is a scene?
ANNIE
A segment in a play.
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TIFFANY
Are we in a play?
ANNIE
I don’t know anymore.
(pause)
Maybe someone is writing a play, and we’re in it.
TIFFANY
Who is writing our play?
ANNIE
I was taught that God is writing our play.
TIFFANY
Do you believe that?
(pause)
ANNIE
I know I do. I wanted to be a writer because then I could play God.
(pause)
I was punished for playing God.
TIFFANY
By whom?
ANNIE
By God?
TIFFANY
Do you believe that?
ANNIE
I was taught to believe that.
TIFFANY
But do you believe that?
(pause)
ANNIE
I don’t know.
TIFFANY
Do you know why you want the scene to end?
ANNIE
May I quote Shakespeare?
TIFFANY
I would never deny that.
ANNIE
All the world’s a stage…
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TIFFANY
Yes.
ANNIE
And my life is but a scene…
TIFFANY
Yes.
ANNIE
And sometimes I wish…
(pause)
I wish this scene would end so that I can drift back to a time when I thought I was right.
TIFFANY
To childhood.
ANNIE
Yes.
TIFFANY
You never wanted to grow up.
ANNIE
That is right. And I haven’t, in a way.
TIFFANY
And by wishing that the scene would end…
ANNIE
I almost made it when I had The Accident.
TIFFANY
Do you think the next scene will be better?
ANNIE
I hope so. I don’t like this one very much.
TIFFANY
Why not?
ANNIE
You are interrogating me.
TIFFANY
I can stop.
ANNIE
No, you can keep going.
(pause)
I like talking to you.
TIFFANY
Then what do you want me to say?
ANNIE
I do not know.
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TIFFANY
But you really do.
ANNIE
False; I seriously do not know.
(pause)
Line!
(pause)
Line!
TIFFANY
Jackie’s uncle must be mad at you.
ANNIE
I cannot blame him for that. Maybe the connection is bad. Can I call you back another time? And
we can do lunch, like you said.
TIFFANY
It can be just us. I don’t have to bring Jackie.
ANNIE
You can bring him. I shall find someone to bring. I already have someone in mind.
TIFFANY
Okay, cool. See you then.
ANNIE
Until tomorrow.
TIFFANY exits stage left.
ANNIE faces the audience.
ANNIE
I am brave. I wrote all that myself.
ANNIE exits stage right. The
lights dim to black. A spotlight
appears at center stage, and MR.
MOREAU stands in the light.
MR. MOREAU
She is brave. She thinks she wrote all that herself.
(pause)
But the script she has been studying is not the script for the play.
MR. MOREAU
rummages
through his pockets until he pulls
out the script and holds it aloft.
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MR. MOREAU
This is the script for the play. This is what she said, word for word, everything that was written
down before she spoke.
(reading quickly from the script)
Annie: This scene is too long. I want this scene to end. Mr. Moreau: Cut! What are you saying?
That’s not in the script that you’ve been studying. Annie: I have decided to go off the script.
Mr. Moreau: You really think you can do that? You think you can improvise the rest of the scene?
Annie: I am a playwright. That is what we do best…
Long moment of silence;
MR. MOREAU rolls up the
script and puts it back into his
pocket. He looks firmly at the
audience, glancing over the faces
of many members.
MR. MOREAU
This changes nothing. She is still very brave.
MR. MOREAU slowly exits the
spotlight, and the light goes out.
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Chapter Thirteen—Now
Annie enters The House with the intent of returning to civilian life after the war with her fate.
Instead, she is faced with Mason, who sits on the couch amid piles of junk. She wonders how subtly
she can pick up her purple laptop and get to her room without bothering him, but Mason is babbling
before she can formulate a plan.
“I’m wicked sorry, and I know I shouldn’t have said what I did,” he explains. “I know you’re
not complacent. You’re the total opposite of complacent. You’re always working and trying to help
the rest of us get along, and you don’t rest until we’re all satisfied and happy.”
He takes a breath, and Annie turns to leave, surrendering the laptop if it means she can have
time alone and in peace, but Mason hops over the arm of the couch to stop her.
“Please wait,” he says.
Annie does not turn around. She leans heavily on her strong leg to remind him that she cannot
stand for long.
“You know I don’t… I don’t ever want anything to happen to you,” Mason tells her. “I’m just
glad you didn’t—” He is unable to say more.
“What?” asks Annie. She taps her good foot. “Out with it!”
“Have another accident,” Mason mumbles.
Annie is afraid to look him in the eye. “I would never leave you here alone,” she promises.
Mason shakes his head. “It’s not about me. It’s about you.”
“I’m going to be fine,” says Annie.
“No!” Mason is adamant. “You’re not fine. Don’t tell me that you’re fine. You’re stuck in
The House. You never see your family. You go around blaming yourself for everything. And you
still think you’re getting a million years of Purgatory when… I’m not about to let that happen.”
“Not a million years,” begins Annie.
“Quit arguing semantics; it’s not even real.” Mason is about to begin sulking when he
remembers his original mission. “Look, what can I do to make up to you?”
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“Nothing,” says Annie. “I am fine.”
“That’s what Em said,” Mason reminds her. “And you saw how that turned out.”
“Do I look like Em?” asks Annie.
“No. I mean, I don’t think so.” Mason was hesitant. “You’re… you’re still pretty though?”
He was so desperate and yet so sincere that Annie laughs from embarrassment.
“Thank you, Mason,” she stutters, truly grateful for the comment since no one has told her this
before, “but that is not what I meant.”
“I know.” Mason kicked a pile of junk. “But what can I do to make it up to you?”
“Take my years of Purgatory, I guess.” Annie picks up her laptop and tries to leave before
Mason can ask again what she really wants.
“Okay,” says Mason. “How do I do that?”
Annie nearly drops her laptop. “Are you serious?”
“I mean, you’re taking it seriously, so I will, too, I guess.” Mason shrugs, unperturbed by the
thousand years of suffering. “I’m Protestant, so they’ll just dissipate or whatever.”
“I do not think…” Annie swallows back any words that might make him rescind the deal.
“Thank you, Mason, especially since I know you have no idea how much that means to me.”
“Sure.” Mason sits on the couch and pats the cushion beside him. “You want to, like, watch
TV or something to distract ourselves from our bleak reality?”
“Not that bleak,” says Annie. She manages to smile. “I’d love to, but” — here she reminds
herself to be brave — “I have to make a call. Can you hold on to this?”
She holds out the purple laptop, and he reverently bows his head upon taking it. “I will use the
utmost care in guarding this device.”
Annie leaves before she can laugh again and instead limps up the stairs until she has come to
her room on the top floor. She rushes inside but quietly shuts the door so as not to alarm Mason.
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“This is kind of a weak plot point,” Annie mumbles to herself, leaning against the door as she
pulls out her phone to scroll through her contacts. “I keep talking on the phone when I could be
visiting people face-to-face.”
Nevertheless, she dials a number she has kept for some time. The call is picked up right away,
and Annie’s heart skips as she hears the voice on the other side.
“Rosenthal residence. Samuel speaking.” His voice is interrupted by sharp scratching as he puts
his hand across the mouthpiece. “Will you be quiet over there? Papa’s on the phone.”
“Hi, Gilbert, it’s your Sullivan.” She heard him take a sharp breath and prayed that he didn’t
hang up.
“Annie! I can’t believe this,” he exclaims. “Hold on, Mary Sue is around here somewhere.”
“Don’t get her yet,” pleads Annie. “Let’s catch up, just the two of us, okay?”
“Okay, sure! I’m so glad you called. I haven’t heard from you in years!” Sam is happier than
seems appropriate. Maybe he doesn’t realize how much his wife’s family hates him. Or how Annie
is blamed for enabling his sin with her sister.
“I do not know where to start,” admits Annie, but that is not what she has called to admit.
“I mean, I can tell you what I already know,” Sam says. “Fen from your house is always talking
about you. It’s like you’re a goddess to her or something. Kind of cute, really.”
“I do not feel like talking about other people,” says Annie. “Can we just talk about us?”
She closes her eyes as Sam considers the question.
“Yeah, sure. No problem,” he agrees. “Do you have a play or something for me to read? I tried
writing a musical, but it’s pretty bad.”
“I have been writing a play,” she says carefully. “About us. Me and you and… my sister. And
other people. I can send it to you when I am done. I might have a friend read it over today. Maybe.”
“Cool,” says Sam. “I’ll read whatever you send me. You’re a great writer, Annie.”
“Thank you.” She whispers, and then says what she never thought she would ask. “Can you
put my sister on the line? Remind her that I do not like to be kept waiting.”
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“Yeah, of course,” he says.
His hand covers the receiver as he looks for his wife, but Annie can hear children shouting in
the background. They must have five or six by now. Annie dreads the thought of talking to the
mother of these children. What is she supposed to say to the woman who had ruined her chance at
happiness? Is it fair for her to be so pathetically dramatic after all these years?
“Hello? Is that you?”
Her sister’s breath is loud against the receiver.
“You there?” Mary Sue asks again.
Annie finally speaks. “I’m here,” she whispers.
From the other end of the phone comes the soft crying she had known since childhood.
“I won’t abandon you again,” Mary Sue promises.
Annie does not reply.
“You still there, Annie?” asks Mary Sue, her voice rising in desperation. “I won’t lie to you.
I’m sorry!”
Annie still does not reply.
“I’ve told… our parents,” cries Mary Sue. “I told them… why I ran away. I said it’s not your
fault. They know. They’ve known for years. But they won’t give your number to me. They said I
shouldn’t worry about you. Are they trying to protect you from me, the evil one?”
Even now, Annie does not reply, and her sister resorts to begging.
“Speak to me!” she cries. “Please… please speak… I’ll do anything for you. I’ll talk to our…
our family again. I’ll come to visit you, wherever you are. I’ll take your years of Purgatory!”
Her screams turn to sobs; at last, she is defeated by guilt, but Annie does not feel the anticipated
satisfaction.
“I’ve forgiven you,” Annie whispers, barely heard over her sister cries.
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“But… how?” asks Mary Sue. “What else do I hafta do?1”
“Nothing,” Annie promises, her voice growing stronger. “I’ve forgiven you. It’s over.”
“Over?” asks Mary Sue, not believing that all these years of watching and waiting have
suddenly ended.
“Yeah. Over.” Annie pauses and reconsiders. “But you could go to lunch with me sometime,
or something.”
“I will! I’ll go every single day if you want.” Mary Sue laughs in relief even as she cries.
“You’re so gracious, so forgiving. I never could’ve done it.”
“I know,” mumbles Annie. Even if she has forgiven her sister, the pain of betrayal will
always remain.
“But I’ve missed you!” Mary Sue cries. “We gotta catch up. I wanna know what you’ve
been doing. I bet you’ve written plays, travelled the word, won over the multitudes…”
“Sure,” says Annie. “But let’s talk at lunch later this week sometime.” She does not want to
have this conversation over the phone. She might cry along with her sister.
“You pick the day,” says Mary Sue. “You’re a leader. Sammy always said so.”
Annie does not disagree. “I’ll pick,” she promises. “See you then.”
“Love you so much. Give me… a kiss before you go,” says Mary Sue.
Annie obediently kisses the phone and is glad that none of her housemates require the same
level of affection.
“Gotta go now,” she mumbles. “Ciao.”
“Goodbye, Ani…” Mary Sue catches her breath, kisses the phone, and hangs up without
another word.
At last, Annie can breathe. She drops the phone and collapses on her mattress to dully stare out
the window. Pinkerton is on the sill, waving its leaves and oblivious to Annie’s anxiety, or perhaps

1

“‘What must I do to be saved?’”
—Acts 16:30
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unperturbed by the ways of humans. Annie wishes she could be a plant, or at least anyone but
herself. Why had she waited for so long to forgive the ones who had wronged her? Because even
though she had forgiven them, she felt no different than before.
“Do you think I’d fit out that window?” she asks the plant. “Probably, right?”
She wanders to the windowsill and looks down into the backyard where she had been sitting
but an hour earlier. She stands maybe twenty feet from the ground, and twenty-four if she were to
stand on the sill. 2 The dirt below the window is packed down from her daily pacing, but she can
barely see the yard as the sky grows dark.
“It’s time for this scene to end,” she tells Pinkerton, gripping the lower rail with both hands
and pulling the window closed. She steps back to admire her work, but the room has grown too
dark for her to see.
She crawls across the floor until she finds her phone to use as a flashlight, but she remembers
an unfinished conversation and sends a text message instead.
“Lunch on Wednesday?” Annie asks Tiffany. “I’ll bring my sister. You bring Jackie.”
The reply comes back immediately. “sure c u weds”
Annie wonders how she should interpret the quick turnaround, but she pushes that worry aside;
she has done enough of worrying for a lifetime, never mind that day. She shoves the phone into the
waistband of her skirt and slowly returns to the living room.
Mason is still seated on the couch, too engrossed in something he is reading to notice her arrival.
Annie tiptoes across the kitchen and tries to lean over him, but she is not tall enough.
“Greetings,” she whispers with the hope that this is the correct thing to say.
Mason closes the laptop and leaps from the couch. “I’m sorry! I turned on your computer
because I figured you’d want to look up the new documentary on Nature, but you have no passcode

2

Given that gravity is constant and wind speed is negligible, it would take approximately 1.1 to 1.2 seconds for an object
dropped from this height to reach the ground. Human nerve impulses travel at about the same speed.
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set, so I went right in, and this was already open, and I was reading it because I know you’re a good
writer!”
“I am not angry, Mason,” says Annie.
“Really?” Mason asks. “Because if someone did this to me, I’d freak out.”
“You are ‘freaking out’ right now,” says Annie as she sits on the couch.
“Only because I’ve been reading your heresies,” he tells her. “Is this why you think you have
so much Purgatory time?”
“Maybe a little,” says Annie. “But you got rid of that, remember?”
“Yeah.” Mason nods and then gives the laptop back to Annie. He wrings his hands, afraid to
learn more about his housemate’s heretical ways, but is curious enough to ask: “Why do you, like,
write about us half the time?”
“Because I write about my family, and you’re like my family,” admits Annie even though she
knows Mason does not like emotional statements. “You’re what I care about. People always write
about the things they love, don’t they?”
“I guess,” says Mason, shrugging as if he does not care. “I’m not a writer.”
“You do not know until you have tried,” Annie tells him. She pats the couch cushion, and
Mason sits as far from her as possible. She wonders if this is how it feels like a mentor; maybe she
was cut out for the job after all.
“Help me write this last scene,” she tells him.
“Are you sure?” asks Mason, tentatively resting his arm along the top of the couch.
“Of course,” Annie says. “Write your own dialogue. Do not let me put any more words in
your mouth.”
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She considers patting his arm to reassure him, but she knows he does not accept physical
contact with women near his own age for fear of the temptation it might cause; 3 Ms. Cummings
had been the one exception.
Mason calms himself enough study the script and then, to Annie’s delight, begins typing.

The Billy Graham rule, named after the late Protestant theologian William Franklin Graham, Jr. (November 7, 1918 –
February 21, 2018), advocates that a man should not spend time alone with a woman who is not his wife or family
member in order to prevent sexual misconduct.
3
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SCENE THIRTEEN
MASON
My friend Sullivan is always putting words in my mouth.
ANNIE
Well, you did not have to start that way.
MASON
I figured I’d start with something that we both agreed upon.
ANNIE
Fair enough. Write something else. Something deep and meaningful.
MASON
Sullivan is not her name, and Mason is not mine.
ANNIE
But we like those names.
MASON
Do we?
ANNIE
Maybe not.
MASON
I’m not a very happy person. Every time I try to help others, to fix a little piece of the broken world,
I end up ruining another part.
ANNIE
I feel the same way.
MASON
I know. That’s why you haven’t killed me yet.
ANI
Killed you yet?
MASON
I figure that’s about as close as you come to having friends.
ANNIE
Now you’re putting words in my mouth.
MASON
You never have the urge to kill me?
ANNIE
I would not go that far.
MASON
So we’re a little agitated today. A little angry.
ANNIE
More than a little.
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MASON
But someday, we’ll both be happy.
ANNIE
Someday, we will be brave enough to leave.
MASON
Someday, we’ll find the courage to fall in love again.
ANNIE
This better not turn into one of those marriage pacts like in the romcoms my sister used to watch.
MASON
Believe me, I know we’d both rather sit in your Purgatory than deal with that.
ANNIE
We agree on a lot of things. We know that today, we have done all we can to brighten our future.
MASON
Have we?
ANNIE
And so we are satisfied.
MASON
Are we?
ANNIE
We are learning to be satisfied.
MASON
That could be so. But we can’t settle.
ANNIE
Can’t we?
MASON
Settling is death. It means we’re stuck here.
ANNIE
We’re not going to be stuck here.
MASON
Aren’t we? My parents got stuck here, and your parents, and your sister and her husband.
ANNIE
But they don’t seem stuck.
MASON
I guess not. They’re blind to the trap that’s caught them, like how I was blind.
ANNIE
Or, they’ve learned to be satisfied.
MASON
Complacent.
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ANNIE
Happy.
(pause)
MASON
I still want to be happy, but I don’t know how to achieve it.
ANNIE
It’s a universal paradox. We fight our way to goals that we imagine will make us happy, climb to
the peak of a mountain made from our accomplishments, but the summit is not what we imagine.
Some people climb back down, some people build new mountains, and others…
(pause)
MASON
Others jump.
ANNIE
Yes.
MASON
But that’s not who you are anymore.
(pause)
Right?
ANNIE
That’s always who I’ll be, but I’m learning to stay away from the ledge.
MASON
And I’ll hold you… back if you get too close.
ANNIE
I know you will.
(long pause)
MASON
That’s all I have to say.
ANNIE
Okay. You write very well.
MASON
Thanks. But I still think it’s a better job for you.
ANNIE
Fair enough. We need you to manage, anyway.
MASON
Speaking of manage, I’ve got to get more work done. One of the gallery owners wants flyers to
hand out at the exhibit, and the Mannellis haven’t designed anything yet.
ANNIE
So you have to do for them.
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MASON
Of course. Don’t I do everything?
ANNIE
You sure do.
A pause as ANNIE sets down
her laptop and waits for
MASON to leave. MASON
watches her for a moment and
then brings his arm down from
the couch to give her an
awkward sidehug.
MASON
If you need anything, just shout for me.
ANNIE
Of course.
MASON
I mean, anything within reason. I totally won’t help with any of your murders.
ANNIE
You know, I’ve never actually killed anyone.
MASON
Yet.
ANNIE
Fair enough.
MASON tries to stand, but
ANNIE holds him back.
MASON
You’re way stronger than you look.
ANI
I mean, I need to be strong to survive what I put myself through.
MASON
Do you want me to stay?
ANNIE
No, I will be fine. And you need to get work done.
MASON
Then you’ve got to let me go.
ANNIE
Of course.
MASON
Like, right now.
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ANNIE releases MASON, and
he walks to the bottom of the
metal staircase.
MASON
I might not see you again before you go to bed so… goodnight, Sullivan.
ANNIE
Goodnight, Mason.
MASON exits. After he is gone,
ANNIE carefully stands and
limps to the front of the stage
where she looks over the
audience.
ANNIE
I don’t want this scene to end.
(pause)
I want to go back to the beginning of the scene and read it through slowly, tasting each sweet and
sour word until I have committed all of them to memory and can revive the scene in my head at a
moment’s notice so that whenever I am alone or in a crowd or alone within a crowd, I can recall
everything that happened and remember that someone—at least one person—cares for me.
(pause)
I don’t want this scene to end.
(pause)
But the scene must end. I must learn to be brave and let it end.
(pause)
You have all been such good listeners. Goodnight, and safe travels home.
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Analysis
I had two goals in mind when creating my plovella. I wanted to combine the forms of
poetry, drama, and prose into a single form while drawing from elements of modernism,
postmodernism, and the current era of literature. I also wanted to convey the polarized
world views that many young adults, including myself, must face as they navigate between
their home environment—the “inside”—and the “outside” world. The methodical yet
apparently haphazard piecing together of the forms mimics the disorientation experienced
by young adults as they travel between these different cultures on a regular basis.
Form
I used several methods of creating disorientation within the plovella. The juxtaposition
of disparate forms, the broken timeline, the layering of “stories within stories”, and the
breaking of the fourth wall all contribute.
Writing plays within plays causes disorientation, as the reader must process what is
fiction within the “real” world versus fiction within the fictional world. My plovella is
constructed on layers of identity—the true self, the acted character, and even the character
acted by the true self’s character. This is first seen when Annie’s play Pedro Pano appears
in the beginning of the “Chapter Four — Then” with a paragraph that sets up the scene in
the same way that stage directions appear before dialogue in a play:
“The scene took place in the wilderness on a faraway border. The scene
contained two characters: Captain Crook, a man who leads the border patrol,
and Pedro Pano, a boy who led other children across the faraway border.
They fenced with broadswords for added effect, as a rapier did not have the
same impact while viewed from an audience” (Epplett, 27).
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Initially, the characters of Captain Crook and Pedro Pano tread a narrow line between
“real” and “unreal” within the context of the plovella. While a “scene” and “audience” is
acknowledged in the first paragraph, followed by references to a “microphone” and
“theatre” (Epplett, 27), these characters are called by their own names and pronouns.
However, a metareferential misquote from Captain Cook — “I’ll have my pound of flesh”
— triggers a break in character, and the fictional-in-fiction characters are revealed to be
fictional-in-life characters, Sam and Ani.
A similar conceit is used in the next section, SCENE FIVE, while using a different
method to explain the layers of characters. Here, the scene begins with an explanation as
to who is playing which character: “ANNIE and SAM are in the theater. ANNIE plays
Pedro Pano, while SAM portrays Captain Crook.” (Epplett, 33). However, the scene is
written in play form in the same way as the hypothetical original:
ANNIE
But soft over yonder river breaks—it is the north, and freedom is the sun.
SAM
Then I shall kill this envious longing. I shall nip it in the bud. (Epplett, 33)
Here, dysphoria arises as characters who are fictional within reality communicate as
characters who are fiction within fiction. Although the names of ANNIE and SAM are
transcribed above the lines, the speakers are really Pedro Pano and Captain Crook. This
dysphoria is exacerbated when SAM and ANNIE break out of their characters within
Pedro Pano and reverts to talking as themselves:
SAM
…How many times are you going to mention the public schools?
ANNIE
I go to a public school, okay?
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My plovella not only blurs the separation between the layers of characters but also the
barrier between the characters and the audience or reader. Some characters voice their
thoughts like an “aside” to allow the audience a better understanding of the play. This also
indicates the emotional distress or insanity of a character who is speaking to themselves or
to an audience that does not exist within the character’s reality.
Annie often speaks to the audience when expressing her thoughts, as seen in
“SCENE TWO”:
FEN
You should help with the set! You can design the whole thing. I’ll make
sure you get paid well. You’ll be really good at it.
ANNIE
I have nothing to do with the theatre.
(to audience)
What have I done to deserve this? (Epplett, 12)
In this instance, ANNIE is voicing her opinion on what is happening, something she
would have thought even if unaware of the audience. Although the reader can now
understand the thoughts of the character, these characters do not speak directly to
the audience.
At other times, characters speak directly to the audience. This method of speaking to
the audience as if in conversation is utilized by the Stage Manager in Thornton Wilder’s
Our Town, who announces at the beginning, “This play is called Our Town. It was written
by Thornton Wilder, produced and directed by _____…” (5). The technique also is seen in
Tennessee Williams’ The Glass Menagerie, as Tom explains to the audience, “This play is
a memory. Being a memory play, it is dimly lighted, it is sentimental, it is not realistic.”
(Scene I). The play had suddenly become more personable, as characters were able to speak
directly to the audience as easily as they spoke to other characters on stage.
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In my plovella, Mr. Moreau acts as a ticket collector and usher before the beginning of
the SCENE ONE, when he reluctantly takes the audience on a house tour:
MR. MOREAU
I wouldn’t really like to lead a tour, but here I am.
(sighs)
Good morning, and welcome to The House. Some of you have been here
before. Others of you remember hearing about something like this, but at
the time you did not understand. (Epplett, 6)
Here, Mr. Moreau is literally a tour guide showing new arrival—the reader—around
the main setting for the plovella. He describes the personalities of the other characters,
giving insight even before they have a chance to speak. He also shows self-awareness that
he is a character within a play with a listening audience.
Annie also show self-awareness beginning in SCENE TWO as she tells a story to the
audience:
ANNIE
Gather round, children, and let me tell you about the coywolf… (Epplett, 12)
A few other instances of this awareness exists as Sam winks at the audience in
SCENE THREE, while Jackie explains Annie’s and Mason’s relationship in
SCENE FOUR. But speaking to the audience is not limited to the named characters.
Breaking the fourth wall allows unnamed narrators to give commentary and build a
relationship over the story. I first used this device in “Chapter One — Introduction”, as the
narrator guides the reader through a tour of The House:
“Welcome to The House… How odd it is that The House will stand despite
changing forces of the outside world. I wonder if can the same be said for
its residents? Anyway, let’s go inside. Please remain quiet throughout the
tour.” (Epplett, 5)
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The clear voice of the narrator returns in “Chapter Six — Now”, as the narrator allows
the reader to choose whether to read a scene about a family Christmas party or to “skip the
passage between the lines” (Epplett, 60). The nameless, body-less characteristics of the
narrator create a mystery; who is this person guiding us through the chapters? Is it a realtor,
a former resident who has left only to return, a friend of Mr. Moreau, or some higher
power? I leave this unexplained to allow the reader to decide.
The unnamed narrator is not the only character contributing to the narration of my
plovella. The story follows Annie’s stream of consciousness during the chapters as her
thoughts meander from one idea to the next, connecting present events and objects from
other of places and times. This is first seen when Annie talks with Mason before breakfast:
“Fair enough,” says Mason as he gobbles a granola bar. His promise ring
catches the early morning light, and Annie is reminded of his pending
marriage. Within a few months, he will eat breakfast with his new wife, and
Annie will be alone again. (Epplett, 9)
Following Annie’s stream of consciousness also allows readers to see her repetition of
thought centered around guilt and self-blame, as first seen in “Chapter Four—Now”:
“Annie knows Mr. Moreau’s anger was her own fault, even if he denies this.
She should have worked harder and been more careful” (Epplett, 20).
The thoughts of guilt rise again after arguing with Sam and her sister:
“She knew exactly why she was blamed for everything. She asked too many
questions without answers, had too many unpopular opinions and clashed
with every authority figure that stood in her way” (Epplett, 30).
They return once more as Ms. Cummings is about to break up with Mason:
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“But why do I blame her? It was me! God has finally answered my selfish
prayers.” (Epplett, 102)
The repetition serves an obvious purpose—to demonstrate how Annie reenacts her own
negative emotions—but it also proves her to be an unreliable narrator, as other characters
never blame her for these events. What causes Annie’s guilt? She believes that only she is
responsible for her actions, and that she holds the power to destroy the lives other others.
This belief in free will and personal power is in sharp contrast to two different
viewpoints: Calvinism and the Theatre of the Absurd. While the branch of Evangelical
Christianity rejects the illusion of free will through the power of God to predestine each
person to a specific life path, absurdist plays such as Samuel Beckett’s Waiting for Godot
and Eugene Ionesco’s The Bald Soprano use repetition, a non-linear plotline, and
unreliable narration. While my plovella does not reach that extent of absurdism, a sense of
the absurd is reached in SCENE TWELVE as Annie tries to make sense of the story in
which she is trapped:
ANNIE
You said that I have changed.
MR. MOREAU
What? When?
ANNIE
Last chapter. You said it yourself.
MR. MOREAU
We’re in the scenes, not the chapters. Those are different.
ANNIE
Are they?
(pause)
I don’t know who writes the chapters, but I am writing the scenes.
(Epplett, 125)
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The plovella later reveals that Annie has indeed been writing the scene for a play during
the chapters, which she admits during her phone call to Sam:
“‘I have been writing a play,” she says carefully. ‘About us. Me and you
and… my sister. And other people. I can send it to you when I am done. I
might have a friend read it over today. Maybe.’” (Epplett, 135)
The existence of the play is confirmed when Mason accidently reads a portion of it later in
the chapter and relates similar information to what Annie told Sam; “‘…I’ve been reading
your heresies … Why do you, like, write about us half the time?’” (Epplett, 139). However,
the play Annie has written may not be the play within the plovella, as revealed earlier
during SCENE TEN:
MR. MOREAU
She is brave. She thinks she wrote all that herself.
(pause)
But the script she has been studying is not the script for the play… This is
the script for the play.
(Epplett, 131)
This leaves the reader in a state of ambiguity and disconcertment. Has anything in the
plovella been the work of the characters, or is it all guided by a higher author? What does
this say of our own lives as writers, or as ordinary humans? Do we truly create our own
work, or is it already dictated by a higher power? And what happens when we “choose” to
delete what has been written?
However, postmodernism skews the sense of perspective within the novel, since
following a finite perspective creates biases and a faulty sense of absolute truth. Without
truths, the differentiation between reliable and unreliable narrator cannot exist. The inner
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thoughts of a character have equal validity as their actions. Because of this, fantasies are
acted out with the same “realism” as actual (but fictional) events.
The lack of “true reality” is evident in SCENE SEVEN, as Annie imagines talking to
Ms. Cummings, who is aware she is being imagined:
ANNIE
Why are you here? This is my fantasy.
MS. CUMMINGS
Well, my fantasy is that I marry Leader Mason, and you disappear forever,
but we can’t have everything we want, can we?
ANNIE
Fair enough. Are you the reason that the building looks so weird?
MS. CUMMINGS
You’re the weird one. This is in your head, anyway… I’m kind of amazed
that you have a few good ideas in your crazy head.
(Epplett, 67)
While this scene is played out as fantasy, with ANNIE imagining that the restaurant is
an old library, in the following chapter, Tiff (later Tiffany) appears with a bag of books
from her trip to the library. This could be a sign or a mere coincidence; there is no right or
wrong answer.
The function of naming also takes on a postmodernist spin, as names are
interchangeable, ambiguous, and loosely symbolic of events and characters outside of the
novel. Although the protagonist is referred to as Annie, her identity is altered through the
names used by the different characters. Upon her introduction in Chapter Two—Now, a
footnote immediately explains, “That is not her real name, but the one given to her when
she was too young to protest” (Epplett, 8), while dialogue later in the chapter reveals that
she is also called Sullivan, although “[t]his is also not her name” (Epplett, 12).
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This name seems to have an origin in “Chapter Eight—Then” as she adopts the name
while talking to Sam at the party when she tells him, “‘I’ll always be your Sullivan’”
(Epplett, 82) referring a Victorian Era composer who created music for a librettist to use
in his musicals. The pair of names reappears in “Chapter Thirteen—Now” when Annie
calls Sam and answers “‘Hi, Gilbert, it’s your Sullivan’” (Epplett, 134), reaffirming the
connection that they are meant to create art together.
However, throughout most of the plovella, Annie is referred to as Sullivan not by Sam
but by Mason, who never indicates that he has met Sam or knows why Annie prefers that
name. However, Mason also is using his “real” name. The unusual nature of Mason’s name
is highlighted in “Chapter Four—Now”, when Annie’s opinion on the name are revealed
to the audience as a third person narration:
“What had possessed Mr. and Mrs. Mason that they would name their only
child ‘Leader’, setting him up for a lifetime of mockery and confusion?
They at least could have nicknamed him ‘Lea’ (Epplett, 21)
Mason’s given name is used by other characters, including Fen who refers to him as
“esteemed Leader” (Epplett, 21) and Ms. Cummings, whose own name has several
iterations. The confusion about Leader’s name is emphasized by Tiff/Tiff^??/Tiffany as she
stumbles over remembering what he is called, referring to him as “Captain, Manager,
Bossman…” (Epplett, 74) and “Captain Morgan” (Epplett, 125). Annie tries to clarify his
true name by asserting, “He is not a Leader. He does not go to the front and expect others
to follow… He is a Mason. He lays foundations…” (Epplett, 102). However, her attempt
at symbolism might be in vain, as Mason is common as a last name and no indicator of his
occupation.
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The same problem arises for Ms. Cummings, who is referred to by this name mostly
because the narration is from Annie’s perspective. The other characters refer to her as Em
as a nickname for Emilia, the name given by her adoptive mother, Ms. Terry Cummings
(Epplett, 60). However, Ms. Cummings wants to retain the name given by her birth mother,
“‘Endeavour, spelled the British way, with a “u”’” (Epplett, 63) as an attempt to rediscover
her culture. Annie mocks her decision, believing that Ms. Cummings “has no desire to
track down her birth mother” (Epplett, 91) and therefore cannot be serious about returning
to her roots. However, changing her name gives Ms. Cummings a certain amount of power,
as Annie remarks that she “hasn’t told [Mason] about her new name” (Epplett, 101),
foreshadowing the end of their engagement.
The importance of “true” names, or lack thereof, is seen in SCENE NINE, as
Mr. Moreau reads from a script, which is later revealed to be the “real” script for the play:
“She’s listed here as Antigua María Cuevas y Santiago. Why would she change that
beautiful name?” (Epplett, 89). The reveal of this name might change the perception of the
character, or it might have no effect. Is this the name replaced by Annie “when she was too
young to protest” (Epplett, 8), or does this name have no more significance than any of
the others?
The only other characters seemingly aware of this “real” name are Mason and Mary
Sue (another character with a changed name). Mason stumbles over using the correct name
in “Chapter 11—Now” as he calls for “Ani… I mean, Sullivan?” (Epplett, 111), while
Mary Sue slips at the end of their phone conversation, saying “Goodbye, Ani…” (Epplett,
137) and quickly hanging up. Annie’s original name, along with Mary Sue’s, might be a
forbidden name, much like that of Ani’s plant “Roji… Pinkerton!” (Epplett, 7), or it could
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be evidence that the characters know something about the “real” script. This is
never clarified.
In postmodernism, characters may become aware that they are in a work of fiction and
may question who the author is. In City of Glass, the protagonist Daniel Quinn takes on the
name of the author Paul Auster and later meets him, but it is ambiguous as to whether
Quinn knows that Auster is his creator.
Annie’s self-awareness of being a character within story grows as her character ages.
It begins during a fight with same, when “she inform[s] the vacant rows of seats as if they
were filled with an audience” (Epplett, 30). The awareness increases when going to the
cast party with Mary Sue:
“…[Annie] had a strange revelation. ‘Why does she always do that?’
‘“What?’ asked Mary Sue, looking around for the audience. ‘Who are
you talking to?’
“Annie had not meant to speak aloud, but she like the feeling at last
voicing her thoughts and decided she might try it more in the future.”
(Epplett, 79)
But the full realization does not happen until SCENE TWELVE, when Annie attempts to
write the play of her life on her own:
ANNIE
…This scene is too long. I want this scene to end.
MR. MOREAU
(from offstage)
Cut!
(enters stage right)
What are you saying? That’s not in the script that you’ve been studying.
ANNIE
I have decided to go off the script.
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Here, Annie attempts to use her self-awareness as a character to take control of the
scene. In this way, she acts differently than other characters who possess a more limited
amount of self-awareness. While Tiffany talks to the audience and can hear other speak
with them, she is not aware of their existence:
ANNIE
You heard me then? All this time?
TIFFANY
Well, you keep talking to yourself. Like there was another person or an
audience or something.
(Epplett, 162)
On the contrary, Sam is aware of the audience from his induction, as he is aware that
Annie is speaking to an audience and even winks at them (Epplett, 20) However, he never
speaks directly to the audience. Perhaps he is aware only of the presence of an audience
but not his ability to speak with them, but this goes unexplained.
The use of metareference and layering create complexity. In my plovella,
“Introduction” begins by describing a fictionalized but real society, allowing the reader to
form a perspective on the world they are about to encounter, with a gentle warning that
“portions of this research study will be presented as a play” (Epplett, 4). This sense of
realism continues throughout “Chapter One” as the readers are taken on a tour of
The House by the narrator, who continues to describe a “realistic” setting.
Any sense of realism collapses with the entrance of scenes, as Mr. Moreau speaks to
the audience, fully aware that he is both a part of the overarching research study and a
character in a play, but the real collapse begins when Annie’s belief that she is writing her
own play is subverted as Mr. Moreau reads from the “real” script for the play
(Epplett, 130). This is further confused when Annie continues writing the play, with the
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help of Mason, when the reader has the knowledge that whatever they write has already
been predestined for them (Epplett, 139); to the contrary, Annie could have written into
her play that the script she has written for the play is not the “real” script for the play. There
is still no conclusive evidence for who wrote the chapters; it might have been me.
Adaption, Adaptation, Adoption: What comes after Postmodernism?
With the rise new technology, globalization has impacted the way authors view the
world, both with their own culture and the lifestyles of other people. The effects of
globalization can be positive; a better understanding of other societies leads to greater
empathy and the opportunity to explore new communities through writing. However,
globalization also speeds up the process of standardization, as individuals are encouraged
to adopt “mainstream” American ideology.
This duality of belonging to one’s native culture yet living within mainstream
American culture create a well-known struggle for hundreds of people living both on the
“inside” of a protective, close-knit culture and feeling forced to adopt the attitude and
lifestyle of the “outside” so that they might fit in. As the protagonists attempt to assimilate
and contribute to their new culture, they are forced to leave behind aspects of their
home culture.
These ideas first arose as separate entities. On the one hand, the individual attempts to
preserve what will soon be lost, just as the Our Town’s Stage Manager informs the
audience of the time capsule that has been buried by the townspeople so that future people
will understand how their ancestors lived. On the other hand, the individual is trying to
escape the monotonous, sometimes overbearing nature of the place they know too well as
Tom of The Glass Menagerie at last escapes his home, only to find himself remembering
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his old home and family. The choice of the “insider” becomes clear: it does not matter if
you assimilate, because your way of life will die out regardless.
Despite the inevitability of dying out, people remain loyal to their inside culture. When
they feel threatened, or if the mainstream social and political viewpoints become too
alienated from their own, these “insiders” react in a variety of ways. Some, like Annie,
create works of art to voice their opinion. Others cling to what remains of their way of life,
even if it seems antiquated or even “cult-like” to outsiders.
In the plovella, Annie, Mason, and Ms. Cummings react differently to the dysphoria
between the “inside” and “outside” cultures as they attempt to reconcile the differences
between them. They must decide what parts of the cultures they must retain, and what parts
they must forget. Each character exists at a different stage of leaving the “inside” culture.
Mason
The young adults belonging to an “insider” family experience anxiety about their
changing world. The values of their community, where their family has lived for many
generations, are no longer in sync with the values of mainstream America, yet many are
obligated to live at least partially in both cultures, whether they go to college or take a job
outside the community, or they marry someone from a different background. These young
adults struggle to reconcile two vastly different environments: a nurturing world where
they are valued if they fulfill their role within the community, and a “cruel, thoughtless
world where people doubt the Will of God” (Epplett, 111) yet are given more
personal freedom.
Of all the characters presented in the plovella, Mason is the most engrained in his home
culture. He is one of the “kids whose families run this town” (Epplett, 15), an “insider”
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who knows exactly what he is supposed to do in life and adheres to the rules of the
community as best he can. He will never drink alcohol and scorns those who do, even if
they belong to other Christian denominations (Epplett, 97). He has been taught not to show
affection to women of his own age, according to the “Billy Graham rule” (Epplett, 138)
and is ashamed that he and his fiancée have “kissed twice” before their wedding
(Epplett, 66).
Despite this apparent oppression, Mason is unwilling to give up this “insider” culture,
even remarking that “‘I can’t leave. This is the one place I’ve ever known, and they need
me here’” (Epplett, 109). Because he has been a part of the community for his entire life,
he feels that he is an integral part to its success, and that the society might collapse
without him.
While Mason has learned of the “outside” and the difficulties experienced by those
coming from the “outside” to the “inside”, he struggles to understand what this means while
he tries to rationalize why Ms. Cummings has left him: “‘Everyone tells her who to be and
how to act so she will fit with the rest of us… Like they don’t care who she really is as long
as she fits the mold they made for her’” (Epplett, 112). This is true not only for
Ms. Cummings but also for the other young adults of the community, including Mason, as
they return from their time on the “outside” to decide if they will settle in their home culture
or leave to live elsewhere.
Annie
Like the protagonists of other stories describing the difficulty of moving between the
“inside” and “outside”, Annie has become alienated from some aspects of her original
culture, and yet has remained connected to other aspects. She “has not spoken to her family
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in almost twelve years” (Epplett, 42), a drastic measure to prevent contact with her familial
subculture, and yet she remains within the “insider” culture as part of the “Christian Artist
Guild” (Epplett, 67), living in The House with other young members and abiding by
community rules.
Annie’s separation from the “insider” culture began as a student reacting against school
structure, which favored the “kids of school board members” (Epplett, 14) who had spent
several generations in the community and abided by its rules. They easily follow societal
norms, while Annie is always “different”.
Being “different” is taught within these communities as something that God gives each
person to make them unique and special, yet nonetheless created in His Image. However,
the preferences for certain characteristics is still prevalent in some communities. Those
who are “different” are loved as Children of God but cannot help but feel that they would
be better loved as Children of Men if they looked and acted more like everyone else.
Not having a preferred look or attitude, even one that that might not appear different to
“outsiders”, can cause discord within a family and larger community, as siblings who look
and act more like the “insiders” are more likely to be favored by certain teachers and
coaches. “Mary Sue was the pretty girl with clear skin and blue eyes. Annie looked like all
the relatives her family had left behind and tried to forget once they moved to New
England” (Epplett, 99).
What could be an insignificant detail may alter perceptions of different aspects of the
plot. When Annie was “chosen… by God” (Epplett, 31) to become a nun, is it because of
her intelligence or her parents’ eagerness to hide a “different” child? When Marisol claims
that “the rest of the family doesn’t care” about Annie (Epplett, 32), is it because of her
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“difference”? Mason hesitates after Annie sarcastically asks, “Do I look like Em?”
(Epplett, 132), is this from his awkwardness or because their “different”? No good answers
exist for these questions; they are intended to remain ambiguous, as they would within
that community.
One important aspect to note is that Annie’s separation from the “inside” culture was
not against the religious aspect of the community. She maintained most aspects of her
branch of Christianity, from defending the rosary (Epplett, 39-40), attending “ten o’clock
Mass every Sunday (Epplett, 42) and maintaining her belief in Purgatory. She has also
joined the Christian Artist Guild—an organization specific to this type of community—to
further her artistic career. She is not going to leave the “inside” because she still holds
many of the same beliefs as the “insiders”.
Ms. Cummings
Many millennials, like Ms. Cummings, become disenchanted with the “inside” and are
curious about what the world has to offer. The closeness of the community, with its strong
beliefs and inherent biases, can feel suffocating, as Ms. Cummings explains:
“I can’t have a family here, with everyone breathing down my neck. I
want to live somewhere else… I don’t want to be stuck. I want to leave, to
go back to where I came from, where I’m meant to be.” (Epplett, 108)
Unlike Mason, who appreciates the support of the “inside”, Ms. Cummings can no
longer cope with the community. Her situation is aggravated by her perceived “difference”
from the other “insiders”; although she was adopted by an “insider” mother, she was not
born into the culture and can never truly belong.
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For many conservative Evangelical families, adoption is considered a great deed, and
adoptive parents speak of being blessed by God when referring to their adoptive child.
However, many adoptive children become aware of their “difference” as they grow older
and attempt to return to their own culture, or what they perceive to be their culture, as
Ms. Cummings does when she begins to use her birth name (Epplett, 61). Despite their
desire to learn more about original culture, many are afraid to track down their birth family
(Epplett, 89), having been told horror stories about their life before adoption.
To further complicate the situation, adoptive children commonly marry within the
“inside” culture, just as Ms. Cummings was engaged to Mason. While these marriages are
celebrated by family members, some members of the “inside” are unsupportive and
discourage these relationships, as Mason tells Annie, “I’ve seen how people stare at us.
I’ve seen how people shake their heads” (Epplett, 112). In this way, adoptive children must
cope with conflicting standards: all young adults from the “inside” must marry within the
culture, and yet many adoptive children appear to be “outsiders” to the community. It is no
surprise that Ms. Cummings chose to leave rather than reconcile the two standards.
Conclusion
For a culture that long saw life as black and white, change is coming. Mainstream
America is increasingly influenced by social media and fake news, which brings the
subjectivity of truth. Conservative Christian communities, like the one in which The House
and my home are located, rely heavily on the Truth of the Bible, the promises that God
guarantees to all people, regardless of their background. But the encroaching “outside”
threatens what remains of the community.
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