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A One-Minute Play
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NOTE:

This play is written in the style of an open scene; anyone can play either character (A or B). For production, please be considerate of how casting impacts the narrative.

Published by Mini Plays Magazine in September 2023



​Scene

A: I don’t care.

B: I don’t believe you.

A: I don’t.

B: Okay.

A: I really don’t.

B: I think you care very much. 

A: Oh really?

B: You wouldn’t be trying to cover your broken heart if you truly didn’t care, because if you truly didn’t care, your heart wouldn’t be broken and you wouldn’t feel like you had to hide.

A: No, I’m not, I really don’t care, I just... I’m just tired.

B: You’re just tired. 

A: Yeah, I’m exhausted.

B: That’s what happens when you spend your heart. But you still have love. 

A: You must be an optimist.

B: I’m a realist. 

A: Well, you’re really off-base then. I couldn’t care less about this.

B: You’re working pretty hard to convince me of that. And yourself.

A: Myself? What are you talking about? 

B: Usually when people repeat things this much, it’s because they’re trying to convince someone.

A: Yeah, because they’re talking to someone who won’t listen. I don’t have to convince myself of anything.

B: Okay.

A: That’s it?

B: All I’m saying is, don’t spend all of your heart all at once. You need some for yourself.
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A Digital Ten-Minute Play

Characters

ONE: She/her (open race/ethnicity). Stressed, and social media makes it worse. Feeling alone as people who said they were her “Friends” on FaceBook have ripped her apart for her political/social opinions.

TWO: African-American, she/her or any gender minority (non-binary, trans, GNC, other underrepresented genders). Fed up with these people who won’t wear a mask. Like, yeah, it’s different and can be annoying, but it’s really not that big of a deal. Especially considering other avenues of life-saving, wearing a mask is pretty chill.

THREE: White, cis male. Coming to terms with the death of his friend after Three hosted a party that ignored COVID precautions.

FOUR: They/them (open race/ethnicity). Absolutely exhausted, but has to keep going. Not dealing with their fear, because, what else can they do? They have to work, COVID or not.

FIVE: Anyone (open race/ethnicity). Struggling with the new reality, grieving the loss of the old, but recognizing that intentionally supporting others will help.

Synopsis: 

Where do you turn when life falls apart? Five people struggle to find connection as they trudge through life in 2020.
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Notes: 

Please cast actors from historically marginalized backgrounds everywhere possible.

This play was initially written for performance on Zoom.

Two and Five are written with they/them pronouns. Please adjust this as necessary to acknowledge the pronouns of the performer(s), if said performer(s) is/are comfortable doing so.

One, Two, Three, and Four should not connect with any other characters on screen during their monologues. They are closed off, venting to themselves or a non-specific other, rather than talking to the other characters. Five is different: witnessing and reacting to the monologues, trying to connect to/acknowledge each person, but getting stopped by the next monologue. Five is the first one to actively strive to connect with the other characters specifically.
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Awards:

2020-21 Best Workshop - Purdue Theatre
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Production History:

Theatre Virtually (Purdue Theatre) - fall 2021

ONE: Haley Valera

TWO: Egypt Owens

THREE: Emmett Hawkins

FOUR: Emma Kiewitt

FIVE: Alesi Lubarsky

Director: Emma Poor
​First Reflection

Five sits back, doodling in a notebook.

One appears, holding her phone. She looks like she can’t decide whether she wants to be disgusted, angry, disappointed, or sad more.

ONE

Dear FaceBook, I’m leaving.

Five looks up, pausing the drawing.

I can’t stand your toxicity anymore. 

Every time I open you, I spend half the day spiraling into hopelessness, only to realize it’s somehow five o’clock and I have work still to do.

You stress me out more than you bring me hope.

Or maybe it’s just the world that does.

I can quit FaceBook, but I can’t quit the world. Well, I could. But I couldn’t log in again.

Sorry, friends. 

Friends?

Are they really my friends?

Or are they just there to vent their own feelings all over my wall, leaving their graffiti of “I’m right and you’re worthless” for me to clean up?

I can’t keep sanitizing this pandemic of human hatred.

Are you really my friends?

I’m tired.

I’m out of “Be nice” Windex.

I’ve tried to be better, just post things that are helpful.

But it doesn’t seem to matter.

So, I’m signing off.

Call me if you wanna stay in touch.

She sits back, turning her attention to other things.     Periodically, she checks her phone.

Five reacts like they’re going to call, but–


​Second Rant

Two signs on. They look pissed. They wear a COVID mask–they just came home from errands.

TWO

To mask, or not to mask.

They pause, then rip their mask off, throwing it in     emphasis of their next line:

Are you fucking kidding me?

Five jumps.

How hard is it to just wear the stupid thing?

Yeah, I get it. They’re different.

They make you sweat.

They feel funny.

They’re inconvenient.

But they’re literally just like a scarf. Or those camo things hunters wear. Or ninjas, if that’s more your thing.

It’s not that big of a deal.

Just wear it.

For the sake of all of us, wear it.

But that’s the problem, isn’t it?

See, because it’s an inconvenience to you, it’s a problem.

Never mind how many other people it affects.

This whole thing makes your life less comfortable.

Less convenient.

Less self-centered.

Suddenly, you have to do something small, something simple, that shows you care about your fellow human being. 

And you can’t.

You have to raise a fuss. Because your rights this and your rights that.

Well guess what?

Some of us have been sitting here with our rights suffocating under the weight of your convenience.

Some of us have been sitting here, fighting every second for the chance to just breathe. 

And I. Can’t. Breathe.

Maybe you could grow a little compassion.

Maybe a pandemic is what it’s going to take.

They sit back, folding their arms and looking down.

Five starts writing something, but–
​Third Shock

Three appears. He looks rough, like a sheltered/privileged person who just had their world turned upside down. He’s turning a baseball cap over in his hands, sometimes addressing it, as if willing its owner to return.

THREE

Death sucks.

Five stops writing and looks up.

Even in a normal year.

Consequences have an annoying habit of showing up exactly where we don’t want them.

Fucking consequences.

All I want is to just be myself. Is that too much to ask?

I don’t wanna care about the future. We’re supposed to live in the now, right? The future’ll come one way or another, might as well enjoy the ride.

It was just one party.

Just a few friends.

Alone for this long, I just– I couldn’t take it.

You gotta understand.

I need people.

I need it.

I’ve gotta feel their energy, their laughter, I

















​Fourth Vent


































​Fifth Search
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