
Monologue or Dialogue. 1000 words or 10-15 minutes

Lights up on a stage full of mirrors. Three floor to ceiling mirrors like the back wall with a ballet bar just in front. Two more mirrors stand at either end of the stage facing diagonally inwards. A dance bag sits at the front of the stage. Classical music is playing as a girl, MAKAYLA, dressed in a leotard and ballet shoes, finishes her routine. 

As the music ends MAKAYLA does a triple pirouette, center stage. Once the music is over, she sits on the floor, front center stage, takes off her shoes and lies on her back.

After MAKAYLA has caught her breath her phone rang. She sits up, rummaging looks at her phone and hangs it up.

MAKAYLA:	She knows. (Looks at audience) My mom. She’s lovely and really relaxed. A lot of 			the time she lets me do whatever I like, because she knows I won’t do anything too 			stupid. She trusts me to make my own decisions, which might not be all that smart 			now that I think about it. (Chuckles) But one thing she will never budge on is school. 			Education is the most important part of life. “It’s what separates us from the apes”. 			(Chuckle) So I needn't tell you that her reaction to me being here at 10am on a 				Wednesday won’t be good. She doesn’t get it. She doesn’t get the need for me to 			be here. She doesn’t get the freedom dance gives me... no one does. So I don’t tell 			anyone. 

		I’ve been labelled everything, from lazy to naughty to stupid, and it’s not like my 			grades are good either. I’ve never got higher than a C in my life even when I spend 			hours, and I mean hours, studying. Everyone has just always assumed that I don’t 			try or that I don’t care. Of course it was never true but it is really disheartening when 			you put so much into something and get nothing back. After my GCSEs I gave up. 			Nothing worked, and trust me I tried everything. And I barely got into sixth form. It's 			difficult to explain (looks accusingly at her shoulder.) but it’s like something is 				broken, around my shoulder. When I was younger I thought there was a little goblin 			living in the joint, taking all the information and rearranging it as it made its way to 			my hand. I mean... I know that’s not true. But that’s what it’s always felt like. I was 			always told if I could speak my exams I’d get straight a's, maybe even a*’s, but like I 			said... something’s broken. In my head, information is perfectly structured and 				makes sense but somewhere between thinking something and writing it down it all 			goes wrong. So I guess my 6-year-old goblin analogy wasn’t far off. (Pause) I wish it 			was a goblin. That’s something physical, something that can be surgically removed. 			An easy fix. Unfortunately, I’m not that lucky... I’m just insane. I just want to know! I 			want a name for what is going on. But no, all I’ve got is a goblin.

		There’s always a stigma, a taboo, with any imperfection, but especially the ones you 			can’t see. If your brain, a muscle that we rely on to keep us alive, doesn’t even work 			properly... well it’s a little shit to be honest. The place that collects and stores every 			aspect of your life: broken. Does that mean I’m broken? Probably. I feel broken. No I 			feel insane. My mind, it’s my worst enemy. I never say or do the right thing. In 				actual fact I’m pleasantly surprised when I don’t ruin everyone’s evening by some 			idiotic, impulsive action. It’s like (pause) it’s like my body and my brain are speaking 			two versions of the same language, like Spanish and Catalan or French Canadian 			and European, they can understand each other to an extent but all the fine details, 			the things that create a real emotion, they get lost in translation. It’s just not quite 			right. It’s so frustrating (throws herself onto the floor). I know what I mean, I’m 				relatively smart but no one can see that. They only see the big ‘F’ scrawled across 			in red in. F. Failure. Flawed. Foolish. Futility. Freak. Farcical, see I know big words... 			can’t spell them mind.

		Dance helps. (Brightens up.) I’ve never had a lesson mind, just video tutorials.				(standing up and walking longingly around the studio) The owner of this studio lets 			me use it for free during school times. I think she thinks I’m older, doesn’t realize I’m 			skipping school. Oh well. So I come here. I love this place. There is no one here to 			judge me, no one to call me names... well there’s no one here at all actually. Just 			me and the music. I find that, as I can’t write anything down, dance is the best way 			to express myself. It’s unashamedly emotional. It’s beautiful because of its way of 			harnessing pain and making it into something... something wanted. (She patters 				forward, extending her hands to the audience) Every extension a plea for love. (She 			does 4 posè turns around the stage.) Every turn a longing for self-acceptance. It’s 			therapy. And, hell, it’s free!

The phone rings again. MAKAYLA looks at it and hangs up looking disappointed.

[bookmark: _GoBack]MAKAYLA:	She’s got dad involved now. He probably just wants to talk. He alone will understand 			that something is going on. He’s good like that. He understands me more than 				mom, we’re similar. He’ll hate ever second of the conversation though: he’s a man, 			emotion scares him. But he’ll want the situation resolved because he’s more scared of 			mom. He tries though so that’s better than nothing. Not that he can help.

PAUL, dad, walks on, back house right, next to back mirror. He is in darkness.

MAKAYLA: 	He means well, but what can he do. He’d just bumble around, doing whatever he 			could.

Spotlight on PAUL.

BOTH:		(PAUL, without emotion) What do you need sweetie? Are you okay? Do you want 			some tea sweetie? Tea always helps.

MAKAYLA:	I don’t want a cup of tea dad.

BOTH:		What about food? Do you want food?

MAKAYLA:	I don’t need anything dad, I’m fine.

BOTH:		Are you sure? You don’t look happy? Why is my princess not happy? I’ll hurt 				whoever hurt you!

MAKAYLA:	No one’s hurt me dad. It’s nothing.

BOTH:		it’s not nothing! You deserve to be happy and I will do anything to ensure that you 			are.

Light off PAUL. PAUL exits.

MAKAYLA:	Well you get the idea. He cares, which is great, but there’s nothing he can do. 				There’s no one else. Brody wouldn’t even care. (Looks to the audience, realizing) 			Oh sorry, Brody is my little brother. He’s a teenage boy so converts in grunts and 			doesn’t preach care about anything to be honest. We have never been the same, 			my brother and me, we’ve never seen eye to eye. He’s lovely but he gets anxious 			around... well pretty much everyone... and everything. (Looks wistful) I try and help 			him, but it’s difficult to help someone that won’t talk. (Pause) I guess we are the 			same.

Phone rings again. MAKAYLA looks first to the phone and then to the audience. She takes a deep breath and stands, picking up the phone and slinging her bag onto her shoulder.

MAKAYLA:	Wish me luck. 

MAKAYLA exits back house right answering the phone as she leaves.

MAKAYLA:	(fake.) Oh mom, what a surprise? I love you by the way, remember that.

