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SHATTERED
Leslie, a middle-aged woman in a mismatched Lululemon 
outfit sits on a chair center stage. She’s talking on the phone.

LESLIE.  It’s not just the Earth, Becca. I mean, it’s mostly the Earth. I 
just rewatched Waterworld. Do you remember that movie? They had 
to drink their own pee, Becca. What are we supposed to tell our kids 
in twenty years after we made them learn Mandarin and how to code 
and they’re drinking their own pee… What else? Besides the Earth, 
it’s just, do you remember fluorescent lighting, Becca? I still have 
nightmares about showing up naked to the SATs, and I don’t even 
care that Mr. Mathis can see my nipples, because I can’t hear myself 
think over that buzz. How are our kids supposed to unlearn all the 
lies we told them about the Pilgrims and the Indians in elementary 
school over that buzzing? I—I know it’s Native Americans, Becca, 
I’m making a point…about the need for ecologically friendly lights. 
But also, I guess the sugarcoating of American history… I just think 
this is something we should be able to decide, without the interference 
of the school board. Shouldn’t parents be in ultimate control of how 
our children are lit? Lit. No, not like—Becca. Becca you don’t need to 
Google it, it’s not that lit. I’m not sure what quote to use as a sign-off. 
For the mass email. The email for the petition. About the lights. Yup. 
Right, the swirly ones. It’s not about the aesthetics, but I guess that’s 
just a bonus. So for the sign-off, I was thinking either, “I have not 
failed. I’ve just found ten thousand ways that won’t work.” Or, “Genius 
is one percent inspiration and ninety-nine percent perspiration.” 
They’re Thomas Edison quotes… I don’t think people will assume I 
failed ten thousand times. It’s hyperbole. No one could fail that many 
times. Who has time for that?

A high school science classroom. Janie, a sophomore, sits next 
to Adam, a junior. She is deeply and painfully obviously in 
love with him. He thinks she’s pretty cool for a lab partner.
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JANIE.  Did you understand the reading from last night?
ADAM.  Crap.
JANIE.  I texted you.
ADAM.  I didn’t see it.
JANIE.  It’s OK.
ADAM.  We needed to know that stuff?
JANIE.  It’s OK, I read it.
ADAM.  I don’t want to be a deadbeat lab partner.
JANIE.  I don’t think that’s really, like, a thing. But I never thought 
you were.
ADAM.  Well, summarize it for me.
JANIE.  OK. I mean, I have the notes that I took, if you want to 
read them.
ADAM.  Sure. But if you had to say it in four words.
JANIE.  It’s kind of, I mean. It was three chapters.
ADAM.  That’s fucked up.
JANIE.  What?
ADAM.  Oh, not you. Making us read three chapters in one night.
JANIE.  Oh.
ADAM.  We have lives.
JANIE.  Totally.
ADAM.  What are you doing tonight?
JANIE.  (Caught off guard but delighted.) Nothing. I’m not doing 
anything really.
ADAM.  But you’d like to go to the movies, right?
JANIE.  No, definitely, I would love to go to the movies! There’s this 
one, I saw the trailer last month—
ADAM.  See, that’s what I mean. You could be out in the world, 
enjoying art, but they want to keep you chained to a textbook. So 
they can control what you’re thinking about.
JANIE.  (Realizing her interest in movies was being used as a rhetorical 
device, not as a proposal for a date.) Oh, yeah, right, totally.
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ADAM.  I was thinking about writing something about it, for the 
school paper.
JANIE.  About homework?
ADAM.  What the homework does to us.
JANIE.  Right. It…
ADAM.  Robs us of space.
JANIE.  Space?
ADAM.  To think.
JANIE.  (To herself, under her breath.) Maybe they’re saving us 
from ourselves. 
ADAM.  What do you mean?
JANIE.  (Horrified he heard her.) No, I just mean, like, have you 
ever spent a long time, just alone with your thoughts? That can 
get… Sometimes it’s nice to just turn your thoughts off. Chemistry 
is good for that.
ADAM.  What’s wrong with your thoughts?
JANIE.  Nothing. Nothing…specific.
ADAM.  Do you have bad thoughts?
JANIE.  No, I don’t think—
ADAM.  Do you have dirty thoughts? 
JANIE.  No! I don’t, no.
ADAM.  It’s OK. It’s normal. Everyone has dirty thoughts. Mr. 
Mathis has dirty thoughts.
JANIE.  He does not.
ADAM.  A man cannot survive on equations alone. Sometimes 
when we’re taking a pop quiz, he’s imagining some MILF walking 
in in a lab coat and doing him right over the Bunsen burners.
JANIE.  That would break, like, all the rules of lab.
ADAM.  Bad thoughts. Dirty thoughts.
JANIE.  I don’t. Really. I have…scary thoughts.
ADAM.  Like Mr. Mathis having sex?
JANIE.  Not that scary.
ADAM.  So what? Sharks? Spiders? Snakes? Jesus, a lot of scary shit 
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starts with S. I didn’t even try to do that one. It’s like a magically 
forming tongue twister of shit that can kill you.
JANIE.  More humans are killed every year by falling vending ma-
chines than sharks. 
ADAM.  But sharks can kill you, right? If they wanted.
JANIE.  Most sharks attack humans, kind of on accident.
ADAM.  That’s even scarier. The thing with the giant-ass teeth isn’t 
even sure what he’s sinking them in?
JANIE.  It’s the end of the world.
ADAM.  Shark bites?
JANIE.  My scary thoughts. They’re all about how the world will end.
ADAM.  Shit. That is scary. How does the world end?
JANIE.  I don’t really get that specific.
ADAM.  There’s just like, scorched earth?
JANIE.  There’s nothing. There’s black.
ADAM.  Scary. 

Long pause.
I think you should introduce some dirty thoughts to your scary 
thoughts.
JANIE.  Like, add sex to my endless void?
ADAM.  If there’s anything that can act as a light illuminating the 
darkness, it’s an orgasm. 
JANIE.  (More than a little upset that he’s joking about something 
she’s never told anyone else.) I’ll think about it.
ADAM.  Listen. Seriously? I think about it sometimes too. The end.
JANIE.  Really? What’s yours like?
ADAM.  Loud. It’s so loud, and everyone’s screaming, and I can’t 
tell if it’s because terrible, painful things have happened to every-
one, or because they’ve become terrible things. But I get it.
JANIE.  You do?
ADAM.  Yeah. I don’t think about it a lot. But if I did, I’d want to 
shut it off. Maybe even with chemistry.

He smiles at her. Suddenly, the eco-friendly lights over their 
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heads explode, sending shards of glass into Adam and Janie’s 
faces. They scream. Everything goes dark.
Lights up on Leslie, who stands center stage, talking to some-
one just offstage.

LESLIE.  Please don’t talk to me like I’m stupid. I’ve told you what 
I need.

Pause.
I do not need to know the extent of her injuries. I need to know 
what you’re going to do to fix them.

Pause.
You’re a plastic surgeon. That’s right, right? This isn’t one of those 
medical malpractice moments so colossal it gets written up on 
Huffington Post? They didn’t send a fucking podiatrist to fix the 
thirteen level-five lacerations on my daughter’s face, did they? Just 
because I didn’t want to know, just because—I saw her. I saw my 
daughter’s face, I saw parts of my daughter’s face I never wanted to 
see. I took the prenatal vitamins, I ate salmon five times a week so 
her skin would be beautiful and strong. I was there when it grew 
over the parts I can see now, and what I’m asking you is, when can 
we put it back? That is the information I’d like from you.

Pause.
Jesus Christ, you’re not listening. Money isn’t an issue. We have 
money. You’re a plastic surgeon. She doesn’t need to have scars.

Lights down. Lights up on Janie sitting up in a hospital bed. 
Her face is almost completely covered in bandages, letting 
only her eyes and mouth show. Her best friend Trina, six-
teen, speed walks into her room and sits heavily on the seat 
by Janie’s bed. This is obviously not her first visit.

TRINA.  Ms. R. won’t give me your worksheets. She’s forbidding 
you from doing the homework.
JANIE.  You told her I don’t have brain damage, right? That all my 
very serious injuries are almost entirely cosmetic?
TRINA.  She says doing the reading might be too triggering, and 
she won’t be responsible for your further psychological decay.
JANIE.  Ms. R. said that.
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TRINA.  Or she possibly said she thought reading Frankenstein 
might make you sad. 
JANIE.  I mean, I have always worried my hubris mixed with my 
ever-growing knowledge of chemistry might lead me toward the 
kind of experiment that laughs in the face of God, and I suppose seeing 
what I could become captured in literature could be…scarring.
TRINA.  Too easy.
JANIE.  Give it to me, I’m injured. Ms. R knows I’m not going to 
show up to class with like, black catgut stitches railroading my face, 
right?
TRINA.  Do you think there were more cats back when those were 
popular, or less? 
JANIE.  And I don’t think Home Depot even stocks torches and 
pitchforks anymore, right?
TRINA.  Brett K’s cystic acne is like, eleven times grosser than 
leprosy, and Lexie still gave him mono last year. No one’s going to 
give you shit for being in an accident. It’s not like you slept with 
someone else’s boyfriend or something.
JANIE.  Slutty Syphilis Sam only gave Mary’s boyfriend a hand job, 
and that was three years ago!

Pause.
What if I did have sex with someone else’s boyfriend?
TRINA.  Well, I guess you’d get an alliterative nickname, if there’s 
one that would work.
JANIE.  Julienned Jezebel Janie. 
TRINA.  You gave that some thought. 
JANIE.  Nope, just came to me.
TRINA.  Liar.
JANIE.  Fine, I have given it some thought. Wasted thought, since  
I don’t think the odds of me having sex with anyone has gone up.
TRINA.  Have you talked to him?
JANIE.  Who?
TRINA.  Not to be a bitch, but are there a lot of “hims” in your life?
JANIE.  Almost none. Pretty much none. Mr. Mathis, I guess. He left 
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a GIF on my Facebook wall. Of butter. It said “get butter.” I appreciate 
dairy puns.
TRINA.  I didn’t know you still had a Facebook page.
JANIE.  I like to keep tabs on my mother. If she likes the page of a 
new macrobiotic diet, I know I have exactly one week to hide 
enough candy to sustain me.
TRINA.  I didn’t mean Mr. Mathis.
JANIE.  I kind of figured.
TRINA.  You really haven’t texted him?
JANIE.  What would I say? Remember that time we happened to 
be sitting next to each other when shards of eco-friendly glass flew 
into our faces?
TRINA.  You always used to say you wish you had more things in 
common.
JANIE.  Trina.
TRINA.  I know, I know. Sorry.
JANIE.  I wouldn’t know what to say.
TRINA.  I heard he’s doing…less OK than you.
JANIE.  Maybe I’ll text him later. I don’t know what I’d say though.
TRINA.  Maybe start with that “get butter” GIF.

Lights down. Lights up on Leslie, center stage. She’s staring 
at her cell phone, scrolling occasionally. She’s in no rush.

LESLIE.  LoveMyScars22 has over thirty thousand followers. On 
Wednesdays she has artists doodle on her photos. Use the scars as 
a sort of jumping off point. Last week, a river winding from the left 
side of her neck, emptying out somewhere around her right ear. 
Three weeks ago, a tightrope walker stood on the jagged white line 
that starts at her collar bone and disappears into the V of her shirts. 
forty-one thousand likes. More than Becca’s dog in her Halloween 
costume. She was a feather duster. I think it was just an excuse for 
Becca to put on a sexy maid uniform. Anyways.

Pause.
Don’t read the comments. I don’t remember who told me that. My 
nephew, maybe? Kyle is sweet. He’s always trying to protect his 
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mother and me from some monstrous force he thinks kids just 
created. Like some fifteen-year-old calling me a cunt below my 
recipe for vegan lemon squares could hurt me. Sometimes it’s nice 
to just know someone wants to protect you. Even if it’s a thirteen- 
year-old who used to be the little kid who sat in your lap and cried 
at the end of Homeward Bound. Because the dog loves the boy. 
Because even a seven-year-old knows the reunion is only temporary. 
That love can get the dog across the country, past the mountain 
lion, out of the ditch. But it can’t keep the dog from dying.

She looks down.
I think I was wearing these sweatpants the last time he crawled into 
my lap. My great protector was lap age within the life of these 
sweatpants.

Pause. 
Don’t read the comments, Auntie L. Most of the comments on 
LoveMyScars22 are ordinary. You’re an inspiration. You ARE beautiful. 
Die slut. We should all love our scars. Cut deeper next time, bitch. I’m 
not upset by the teenage boys, the forty-something men. I only lose 
it at the perfect punctuation, perfect grammar, perfectly rated G. 
They are mothers, they are grandmothers. They would smile at her 
as she was walking down the street. But their comments… I feel for 
your situation, but you need to cover up. Not everything needs to be 
so public. No matter what they say, no one wants to see that.

Lights down. Lights up on Janie in bed, cutting up magazines 
and using clear nail polish to stick them to a shoe box. Todd, 
thirty-six, a nurse, comes in with a food tray.

TODD.  Am I disturbing Martha Stewart?
JANIE.  I don’t even know who that is.
TODD.  Yes you do.
JANIE.  Yes I do. But I’m an aberration. I’m helping you to become 
aware of what references will land with your general audience.
TODD.  So kind of you.
JANIE.  Hey, if I’m helping someone in the helping profession, 
doesn’t that make me, like, the most helpful one of all?
TODD.  What are you making?
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JANIE.  It’s a “me” box. I’m supposed to decorate it, and fill it with 
things that make me special.
TODD.  Is that an assignment from your therapist?
JANIE.  Nope, plain old homework, given to tenth graders with all 
degrees of facial symmetry, not just the ones who were recently 
maimed.
TODD.  I was in Mame, you know. High school production, but still.
JANIE.  I love your transitions, Todd.
TODD.  We nurses have to learn to improvise. “Don’t look” never 
works. They always look. I used to experiment with tone, you know, 
see if it might be more effective to shout it out or like kind of whisper 
it, serious and creepy. But it doesn’t matter. Think it’s human nature, 
not to do what you’re told?
JANIE.  Nah. It’s ownership. Like fuck you, trying to tell me when 
I can and can’t look at my arm. There might be a garden rake sticking 
out of it, but it’s still my arm.
TODD.  Oof. Rake?
JANIE.  Front page of Reddit’s Awesome Accidents page today. 
What do you even do all morning before you come see me?
TODD.  You know, catch a movie, wax my back, get a gnome out of 
an old man’s ass.
JANIE.  Are you really qualified for that?
TODD.  You think they don’t teach cave diving in community college, 
Miss Ivy League?
JANIE.  (Suddenly very serious.) Don’t call me that.
TODD.  That’s the nickname that gets you? I heard your little friend 
calling you Phantom of the Opera last night.
JANIE.  (Still upset, but hiding it.) Well, he was very talented.
TODD.  At murder.
JANIE.  We don’t get to choose our talents.
TODD.  You Gen Z kids are so dark.
JANIE.  Stop generalizing. And I’m on the cusp.
TODD.  The cusp of what?
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JANIE.  Gen Z and Gen Alpha. I haven’t decided which one I am yet.
TODD.  I don’t think that’s something you get to pick. It’s like your 
sign.
JANIE.  I’m on the cusp of that too. Gemini-Cancer.
TODD.  Sounds serious.
JANIE.  Metastatic, but controlled.
TODD.  I feel bad making cancer jokes on the clock.
JANIE.  You’re cheering up a patient.
TODD.  Yeah? You’re gonna get cheery on me?
JANIE.  It’s an ongoing process.
TODD.  What’s in the box?
JANIE.  If you’re gonna say it…
TODD.  You got the Seven reference? That one definitely came out 
before you were born.
JANIE.  I swear to God, it’s like adults don’t know TNT exists. 
Which is weird, because they love TNT.
TODD.  I do love TNT.
JANIE.  Thank you for proving my point.
TODD.  So…the box.
JANIE.  You realize, Toddothy, you’re not really asking what’s in 
the box. You’re asking what’s in my very soul.
TODD.  My name is Todd. It’s on my badge, if you can’t remember.
JANIE.  I know. But Todd just seems so terribly informal. Todd. 
Odd. Odd-Todd. Did kids think of that one?
TODD.  The universal truths. Kids are mean. Kids love rhymes.
JANIE.  What’s in the box. I can…show you.
TODD.  That’s some horror-movie line reading, kid.
JANIE.  Sorry. Don’t freak out. No body parts.
TODD.  Or things that could take body parts off.
JANIE.  Or things that could take body parts off. (Pause.) Out of 
curiosity… 
TODD.  Yeah?
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JANIE.  Things? Like besides a knife?
TODD.  Machete. Throwing star.
JANIE.  So just different bladed things.
TODD.  Mostly.
JANIE.  Do you talk to all your patients about possible dismember-
ment?
TODD.  Only the ones I like.
JANIE.  The box is empty. So far.
TODD.  Oh. Is that, I mean, symbolic?
JANIE.  Nah. Things aren’t that bleak. It just didn’t seem right, asking 
somebody to grab me a box of Nerds or my journal or the old slinky 
wrapped around gymnastics Barbie with the real joints. It seemed 
weird, to ask someone to basically fill my me box.
TODD.  Nerds?
JANIE.  Not everything has to be a metaphor. I like Nerds.
TODD.  I think that would be a double entendre.
JANIE.  Double entendres should always be dirty.
TODD.  I will not comment on what should or shouldn’t be dirty 
with a young lady. 
JANIE.  Meaning you would with a young man? Sexist. 
TODD.  Did I say that? I would not discuss dirty things with young 
people of any gender. I will not corrupt.
JANIE.  Admirable. Do you have my contraband?
TODD.  You can just say selfie stick. I don’t think the room is 
bugged.
JANIE.  Up to this point I’ve lived a very boring life with a very 
extensive library of streaming apps. Give me this. And the stick.

Todd passes her the selfie stick. She immediately sticks her 
phone on the end and begins striking exaggerated poses. After 
a few clicks, she retrieves her phone and begins typing.

What do you think, hashtag mummychic?
TODD.  Are you sure you want to publish those?
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Janie types even more furiously on her phone, sees what she 
wants, and turns it toward Todd triumphantly.

JANIE.  That is a man’s toe stuck through a man’s hand.
TODD.  Does it…?
JANIE.  Does it need to? Booze, MythBusters marathon, power 
tools. It’s always booze, MythBusters, and power tools.
TODD.  And you inflicted that on me because?
JANIE.  You do not have to protect the internet from me. I will 
never be the grossest thing in your search results.

He is caught off guard. By the fact she doesn’t realize he’s 
trying to protect her. By the implication that not the grossest 
probably means she considers herself high up on the list.

TODD.  Aw, kid. I wouldn’t even put you in the top twenty grossest 
things on the internet. 
JANIE.  You’re too kind.
TODD.  But aren’t you worried about…kids can be mean, you know.
JANIE.  Everyone can be mean. Kids just get more shit for it.
TODD.  OK, so everyone… I mean they say some pretty nasty 
things about—
JANIE.  Beautiful people?
TODD.  They’re going to fix your face.
JANIE.  Do you know, that’s what my mom used to say to me.
TODD.  What?
JANIE.  When I was pouting, when I was showing any kind of 
emotion, actually, that she didn’t feel fit with the aesthetic of the 
room. Fix your face, Janie. You know, it would almost be worth it to 
get the surgery, smooth the scars, get rid of the little spider vein, 
maybe add some cheekbone definition, I don’t know exactly what 
Mom was planning on ordering. But Jesus, it’d be awesome to mold 
that face that had been fixed to her heart’s desire into the ugliest 
scowl, and see what she’d say. Because she’d still want me to fix it. Fix 
your face, Janie. You had that covered, Ma. It can’t be fixed anymore.
TODD.  (Quietly.) It was just an expression, kid.
JANIE.  I know that.
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TODD.  People don’t actually want a bird in their hand, or anything.
JANIE.  You know, when I was little, I thought that meant, like a pet 
bird. Like I was picturing a robin or a blue jay balancing on a guy’s 
hand. And this guy saying, “Birdie,” that was its name, “Birdie, you’re 
such a great bird, you’re worth two of those basic-ass bush birds.”
TODD.  I mean, it could mean that.
JANIE.  It’s a dead bird, Todd. It’s dinner. A bird that you have success-
fully caught and killed and are holding by a string around its neck 
is worth two potential dinners. That is the visual.

Todd is so lost by how needlessly dark that deep dive into a 
proverb is, he momentarily loses the thread of the conversation.

TODD.  Jesus, kid. When did you even have time to think that up? 
I’ve gone thirty-six years never wondering if the proverbial bird 
was dead or alive.
JANIE.  It takes less time than you think.
TODD.  (Remembering himself.) Well, you might be my favorite 
patient, but you’re not my only patient. I’ll be back tonight to check 
on you, bring you the good Jell-O, OK?
JANIE.  I have not ranked the Jell-O.
TODD.  We both know that isn’t true.
JANIE.  Fine. The blue?
TODD.  I’ll see what I can do.

Todd exits. Janie is alone. Janie, like most people, has a com-
plicated relationship with “alone.”

JANIE.  What to do, what to do. I could text Trina. She’s in class, so 
she’d definitely answer. I could…

She picks up her phone.
This is so messed up. I recognize how messed up this is, even before 
I say it. To no one. The best person to make messed-up confessions 
to. But I once listened to this podcast about this guy, and he’s in 
prison, this old-school prison with no TV or even pretend civil 
rights and he realizes he’s in the cell next to his friend. So they 
figure out a code, like Morse code, to send each other messages. 
Tap tap T, tap tap A, like three million taps just to tap out “tap that 
ass.” Not that they were tapping out that. They had one book. Some 
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giant classic, A Tale of Two Cities or War and Peace, something big 
and old that you wouldn’t read unless it was on the syllabus or you 
were stuck in a prison. But I listened, and I kind of got, a little jealous. 
Not of being in prison, exactly. But of having…a captive friend. A 
captive audience. A connection—a really simple, obvious one.

Her phone dings. She looks at it, kind of bored, but is com-
pletely horrified by the contents of a text.

Holy shit holy shit holy shit.
ADAM.  (Heard offstage.) I can hear that too.
JANIE.  How long could you hear, how long have you been there?
ADAM.  Don’t worry. Just today.
JANIE.  And you’ve been listening…all day.
ADAM.  No. You caught me between episodes. Netflix is really 
good about giving you a few minutes of silence.
JANIE.  I knew you were here, but I didn’t know you were, you 
know. Here here.
ADAM.  That’s what it says on my hospital map. You are here here.

Janie smiles. And blushes. She is happier than we’ve ever 
seen her.

JANIE.  How are you?
The pause is long. It’s painful. Janie actually winces, touches her 
hand to her scars, which she had, for a moment, forgotten 
about.

That was a stupid question.
ADAM.  You can ask it though.
JANIE.  I hate it when people ask me.
ADAM.  I know you’re not waiting for me to say good or fine or 
something, at least. 
JANIE.  No.
ADAM.  I have one— It’s a slash. The way it cut, there’s something 
about tissue and capillaries and I was never really good in bio, 
but, uh, I guess this is my new look. Permanently. Supervillain in 
a Batman movie.
JANIE.  I’m sorry.
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ADAM.  My mom said you can get—
JANIE.  That’s what Mom says.
ADAM.  That’s good. I mean, I’m not. That’s good for you.
JANIE.  No one will care, Adam.
ADAM.  My face is split in half, Janie.
JANIE.  People aren’t that shallow.
ADAM.  Bullshit.
JANIE.  Adam—
ADAM.  What are you watching?
JANIE.  Now? Nothing.
ADAM.  Before, though. Before that the nurse came by.
JANIE.  I thought you couldn’t hear
ADAM.  Not the details, but the broad strokes. 
JANIE.  I was watching Avatar.
ADAM.  Blue people.
JANIE.  It’s more nuanced than that.
ADAM.  Guy with fucked-up legs decides he’ll get less stares as a 
blue person.
JANIE.  I think, technically he had a fucked-up spinal cord.
ADAM.  Which would you pick?
JANIE.  Paraplegic or blue?
ADAM.  Minor-league freak with normal people or major freak 
with other major freaks? 
JANIE.  You shouldn’t call handicapped people freaks.
ADAM.  Why not? We’re one of them now. Well, two of them.
JANIE.  We’re not handicapped.
ADAM.  Can you smile?
JANIE.  Well…it hurts.
ADAM.  If you can’t perform a basic human function, you’re 
handicapped. I’m here for the rest of the week, apparently. They 
have to watch my face for infection. The appearance of pus, actually 
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is what the doctor said. Which do you think is more disgusting, my 
current face, or just a glob of pus?
JANIE.  Adam…
ADAM.  I mean pus, just the sound of the word, pus, can make you 
want to puke. On the other hand, there’s my left cheek.
JANIE.  You could— You could come visit.
ADAM.  I am super tied up here. Like a dog in front of a bodega, 
but ten times the leashes. I think you’re going to have to come to 
my place.
JANIE.  OK.
ADAM.  Yeah? Let me just break out my “company” bedpan.
JANIE.  Well not now. I’m not ready. 

She instantly regrets that choice of phrase.
ADAM.  Ready for what?
JANIE.  (Covering, badly.) Oh you know. I need my…ointment.

Janie does not need to look at her phone to know “ointment” 
ranks as one of the least sexy words in the entire English 
language. This is not lost on Adam.

ADAM.  OK. Well, you get all ointmented up and maybe come 
over, tomorrow night?
JANIE.  Yeah, that should give me enough time.
ADAM.  I’m going to watch something now. With headphones. So 
you can go on monologuing or…whatever. I won’t listen.
JANIE.  I’m normally pretty quiet, actually.
ADAM.  I know. I’m just saying. You know. You don’t have to be.

Lights down. Lights up on Leslie facing a laptop. She’s Skyping 
someone. She rarely looks directly at the webcam, or even 
where the little square containing her face would be. She’s 
actually looking just past the computer.

LESLIE.  It’s just, so much, you know? You read the books and the 
blogs and you talk to people who have gone through it, but you 
never really know until it’s happening to you. How do they expect 
these kids to handle this, at sixteen? I mean there’s the SATs and all 
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her AP classes, of course, and I have her writing at least one 
scholarship essay a day. 

Pause.
Of course we don’t need the money. She can give it back, or, I don’t 
know, we can find one of the charity students at school and give it 
to them. It’s about being able to put recipient of the National Nabisco 
Smart Cookie scholarship on her resume. That’s the kind of thing 
that can really set you apart.

Pause.
She’s writing about her experience as the captain of the debate team. 
About being a leader. About being strategic about what she learns.

Pause.
I guess she could write about being raised without a father, but re-
ally, isn’t that a little overdone? And I never saw that as a handicap 
anyhow. 

Pause. She freezes. She is furious, but recognizes how fury 
will look. Realizing this does not create somewhere for the 
fury to go. 

I don’t really see how that would be relevant. You know what they 
say at all the open houses. The essays are to show the committee 
who you are. That wouldn’t really be an accurate representation of 
who she is, would it? 

Pause. She forces a smile.
I think Bethany should write about the speedboat. I mean the video 
is already out there, and I think it takes real, spirit, a real poise and 
sense of self to hold your head up high after a topless video of you 
goes viral.

Pause.
Yes, I know she didn’t get on the water skis topless, but that’s how 
she appeared in the clip on all the late-night shows, so.

Pause.
That’s why I tell Janie, you don’t just knot your bikini, you put a 
safety pin through the knot.

Pause.
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Her summer with Habitat for Humanity could be good too, I 
guess. But, I don’t know, don’t you think that’s been a little done 
to death too?

Pause.
We all know she saved that kid from the falling beam by shielding 
him with her own body. I just think the committee sees “Habitat for 
Humanity” and it’s gonna be a pass, no matter how many stitches 
she got for little Brady.

Pause. She’s not even really pretending to look at the web 
cam now.

Janie will be home in a week. But her appointment is in three. Then 
twenty to thirty days of recovery. No heavy makeup or sheet masks 
for three months. A follow up. But in seven months, no restric-
tions. Nothing she’ll have to remember. The doctor, the new one, 
not that asshole at the hospital. He’s assured me. Seven months, it’ll 
be like it never happened.

Lights down. Lights up on Janie in what you can tell are her 
most stylish pajamas. They’re a deep pink, the same color as 
the fresh scars crisscrossing her face. She’s standing in front 
of Todd.

TODD.  Alright kid, you’re going to have to explain the pajamas to 
me again. Are you trying to sleep with him or like, sleep with him?
JANIE.  I don’t have any real clothes here.
TODD.  That could be a point, if I didn’t know your friend brought 
these to you today. Ergo, you could have asked her to pick up some 
jeans or any other outfit, really, that wasn’t quite so…fuzzy.
JANIE.  We’re whispering.
TODD.  Right, we’re whispering. Because there are eyes every-
where. Hashtag free Edward Snowden. 
JANIE.  I’m not exactly in conspiracy-theory territory here—he is 
literally on the other side of that wall.
TODD.  That wall? Oh, that’s soundproof. Because of the layers of 
anti-virus insulation. Stops the spread of Ebola and sound waves.
JANIE.  I was already talking to him through the wall yesterday.
TODD.  But if you hadn’t, you would have bought the germ walls.
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JANIE.  Anti-germ walls. The trick to being a good liar is to pay 
attention to details. And, you know, remember what you just said 
two seconds ago.
TODD.  I don’t want to go pro. It’s just a hobby.
JANIE.  I asked Trina to get me pajamas so he wouldn’t know I 
asked Trina to get my clothes. So it doesn’t look like I was really 
trying or anything.
TODD.  You don’t want him to know you like him.
JANIE.  I don’t want him to think the amount I like him is more 
than the amount that he likes me. 
TODD.  But you think it is.
JANIE.  Possibly.
TODD.  Because he’s a cool kid.
JANIE.  How do you know I’m not a cool kid?
TODD.  The pajamas are a clue.
JANIE.  He’s pretty cool.
TODD.  Listen, forget me, kid. What do I know? Fuzzy unicorn 
pajamas might be the hottest craze right now. You’re going to your 
date in style.
JANIE.  It’s not a date.
TODD.  If you’re having a conversation about your outfit for this 
long, it’s a date.
JANIE.  But I look OK?
TODD.  Like you could be in an ad campaign for pajamas, if that’s 
where your life’s journey takes you.
JANIE.  Thanks. Not that I care. What I look like. It’s not like I’m 
breaking out the foundation Mom dropped oh so subtly on the foot 
of my bed.
TODD.  She’s probably just trying to help.
JANIE.  I’ve gone my whole life without so much as touching a lip 
gloss, what would make her think I wanted her to buy me all of 
Sephora?
TODD.  I mean, maybe, new developments.
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JANIE.  It’s OK, Todd, you can say scars. I’m aware of what’s on my 
face. And I’m not going to cover them up. And I’m not going to 
“fix” them. They’re something that happened to me. And people 
will learn to look past them.
TODD.  Well, you can think about it.
JANIE.  Don’t need to.
TODD.  But you have some time to discover—
JANIE.  Thanks for your help. I’m going to go over there now. Wish 
me luck, or whatever?
TODD.  Luck on your…
JANIE.  Friendly hospital visit.
TODD.  That doesn’t sound like something you need luck for.
JANIE.  I mean, I watch Grey’s Anatomy. Shouldn’t you know this, 
working in a hospital and everything? It’s kind of a good idea to 
aim for some luck with literally everything you do here.

Lights down. Lights up on Janie and Leslie in the waiting 
room of the plastic surgeon’s office a few weeks later. Leslie is 
upset, pacing. Janie is looking at her phone, but really paying 
attention to her mother.

LESLIE.  There’s been a mistake.
JANIE.  No there hasn’t.
LESLIE.  I have the confirmation right here.
JANIE.  I canceled it.
LESLIE.  We’re not waiting another month.
JANIE.  It’s not happening. I made it not happen.
LESLIE.  If they can lose an appointment…I think we’ve gotten too 
dependent on computers.
JANIE.  OK. Well, I’ll just be over here. Calmly and completely 
explaining exactly what happened. If you’re interested.
LESLIE.  They have to honor an appointment.
JANIE.  Or you get the third Botox treatment free!
LESLIE.  What?
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JANIE.  I’m sorry, that wasn’t very funny. You can get Botox if you 
want. No judgment. 
LESLIE.  You think I need Botox? 
JANIE.  If you want—
LESLIE.  But you think—
JANIE.  I wasn’t really talking about you, Mom. I was talking about 
like, a general, universal “you.”
LESLIE.  I mean, I could get a little.
JANIE.  Go for it.
LESLIE.  Maybe while you’re in surgery. To distract me.
JANIE.  Not having surgery, but I brought a book I could read 
while you get any minor wrinkles puffed out. Go fight that fear of 
mortality. Grrr.
LESLIE.  I mean, they wouldn’t have to put me under.
JANIE.  The optics of getting Botox while your daughter is getting 
facial reconstructive surgery are terrible. But I’m not getting it, so…
LESLIE.  What?
JANIE.  I honestly don’t know what part you’re what-ing at this 
point.
LESLIE.  What do you mean you’re not getting the surgery?
JANIE.  Please don’t act surprised. It’s insane. It makes me feel insane. 
I’ve been saying this since before they found the last sliver of glass 
in my chin. Before they took the stitches out. This was always never 
going to happen.
LESLIE.  Stop being ridiculous.
JANIE.  Reacting to a serious decision about my own body like it’s 
an outfit you want me to change is ridiculous.
LESLIE.  You need this surgery.
JANIE.  It’s elective.
LESLIE.  Practically everything is now, that’s not the point.
JANIE.  It’s cosmetic.
LESLIE.  It’s your life.
JANIE.  What do you think the surgery is going to fix?
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LESLIE.  Your face! Jesus Christ, you can’t show up to interviews 
and car lots and little tables set up in the supermarket where cheerful 
women give you dixie cups full of salsa with that face!
JANIE.  I could.
LESLIE.  They’ll run. Don’t you get it? Not a single person will really 
be there with you. They’ll be hiding in a dark corner of your brain, 
waiting for the monster to leave.
JANIE.  That’s a pretty bleak view of your fellow man, Mom.
LESLIE.  Janie, you’re not writing a term paper. This isn’t some 
hypothetical situation you can debate and consider as the rips and 
holes in your face get harder and harder to fix.
JANIE.  I don’t think that’s how skin works.
LESLIE.  God, when did you get so smug? Why do you think you 
know more about anything than I do? You think I got the idea for 
this surgery when I accidentally flipped through to an episode of 
Nip/Tuck? Check my browser history. Check my Amazon cart. 
Check with the librarian, who might think I’m the second coming 
of Hannibal Lecter, making skin lamps, checking out every book 
on dermatology in the place. And you know the women on the 
literacy council really care about their skin. The only reason I’m not 
performing the surgery myself is because they don’t let you operate 
on family.
JANIE.  They also don’t let you operate without a bachelor’s degree, 
but—

Leslie advances on Janie. She wants to hit her. Both women 
know this. Both women aren’t sure what stops her—a motherly 
instinct or a very practical concern—it could open one of Janie’s 
freshly healed wounds.

LESLIE.  (In a whisper.) You are going into the operating room and 
you are getting your future. Do what you want with it. Twist it into 
a sneer every time I try to help you, guide you with things you can’t 
possibly know, because only I know exactly what I’ve protected you 
from. You can have your teenage rebellion next month. Pierce 
something. Really put that HPV vaccine I made sure you got to use. 
But I’m not taking you home until you fix. That. Face.
JANIE.  (Not nearly as self-assured.) I believe in people. I believe 
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people will be nervous, maybe uncomfortable at first. But eventually, 
they’ll see the real me. Past, (Gestures at her face.) all this.
LESLIE.  You’re not in third grade, Janie. Do you know what people 
would do to avoid being uncomfortable? Almost anything. All of you 
is the real you. And no one will know that you’re brilliant and funny 
and were reading The Tao of Pooh when you were still watching the 
cartoon because as you said with that adorable retainer lisp, “Life 
needs balance.” No one will learn that, because no one will be able to 
meet your eyes.
JANIE.  There’s no way you can know that.
LESLIE.  There’s a million ways I can know that. 
There’s thirty-eight years that make me know that. 
JANIE.  Adam kissed me.

Janie did not expect to confess this. Leslie doesn’t know what 
to do with this information. She would have begged for it 
under other circumstances.

LESLIE.  Is this about him, because he can’t get the surgery?
JANIE.  No, God, this isn’t about anyone but me.
LESLIE.  That’s almost never true.
JANIE.  People, most people don’t get to pick, not really, what their 
face will be. This is my choice.
LESLIE.  You chose for the lights to break? You didn’t even choose 
for them to be hanging over your head. That was me.

Janie is stunned. This isn’t news, but it’s also not something 
her mother has ever said out loud.

So maybe, you could do it for me? Maybe you can dig deep and 
remember that movie we watched together when you were little 
where the daughter loves her mother and think what it might be 
like for me to look at what I’ve done to you.
JANIE.  You didn’t do this to me, Mom.
LESLIE.  Please, JJ.
JANIE.  Mom, I—
LESLIE.  (Grasping.) What about a trade?
JANIE.  What are you talking about?
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