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ACT |

Ayel et is standing on a dark stage facing the
audi ence. An isolated light cones up on her and
she begi ns speaki ng.

AYELET
When people find out | changed ny nane, they al ways
ask, "What’'s your real name?" And I’'Il answer, "Ayel et

is ny real nane. The nane | was given at birth was
Anna, but Ayelet? Ayelet’s ny real nane."” What | don’t
say is that | still use the nane Anna, but for a
different person. That's how | neasure ny life, BA and
AA- - Before Ayelet, After Ayelet.

| started asking people to call ne Ayelet the sumrer
before 7th grade, but her birth really occurred at the
end of 4th. She began with an eyel ash. And then

anot her, and another, until--all gone! Eyebrows and
head hair quickly follow suit.

Anna had beautiful hair. Al the adults would say so.
Long, thick, flow ng auburn curls--a masterpiece of
keratin. It was the thing she al ways got conplinented
on. Everyone has one--the thing that the adults al ways
conplinment. "Oh, bubal eh, what beautiful eyes you have,
what a beautiful smle, such a clever child!'" Hers was
the hair. What a waste. Not a waste.

Ayel et doesn’t get conplinents on her hair. She doesn’t
expect any. Ayelet isn't Anna after all.

Who is Anna? Dead, or just a nenory? Is the person we
were yesterday real, or only the person we are today? |
think Anna’s real, and dead. But she wote ne into her

will. She thought of ne before her death, and conceived
me with a pile of hair on the ground. And as she slowy
died, | grew stronger; as her lungs failed, mne

bl ooned; her heartbeats were slowly snothered by m ne
Yet | did not take life fromher; she was dying, and so
| struggled to ensure that her |egacy would continue in
me. It’s like all those Hero's Journey stories, the
ment or dies and hero nust use all the nentor taught
hero to succeed at fulfilling the nentor’s goals, since
the mentor can no |onger. Except that I'mfar w ser

t han Anna ever was. And if anything has been ny nentor,
it’'s Trich.

Trich? Oh, yes, there’s a nane for it. Turns out, other
people do this, too. Turns out, |I’mnot alone. R ght?

Mary enters into her own isolated |ight.



MARY

| started pulling for no good reason at all. | nmean it
wasn't |like | experienced sone great trauma or
sonething, | wasn’'t raped or abused or...traumatized. |
mean, ny life was great. | had no reason to begin

pul i ng.

It began two nonths and a day before |I started high
school. Exactly a week after graduating St. Catherine’s
M ddl e School. | gave our graduation speech--I nean we
don’t have valedictorians at St. Cathy, we're just a

m ddl e school you know, but if we did, 1'd be it, so |
got to give the graduation speech...so anyway | was up
in front of the entire school and I just felt

s0...good. You know, |ike exactly where | needed to be.
Like in ny elenent. And | was giving the speech, and
everyone was listening, like |I could see them

i stening, how often does that happen? and | just
realized...this is it. This is it, this is the |ast
time they' Il all be here listening to nme. | nean |I'd
built that up you know, built up their respect, worked
hard to make them pay attention--1 canpai gned for a
solid nonth before any other candi dates, everyone but
Tamry Lewi s dropped out--and | won their vote, but then
| had to nmake them pay attention to nme during norning
announcenents, which was a whole 'nother battle. But
here they were giving nme their conpl ete undivided
attention and | know nmy speech was good, |like it was
excel l ent, but that wasn't why they were listening. It
was nme. It was cause they wanted to hear ne, wanted ne
to know they were listening. | didn't cry; | smled
instead. They loved that. And they cheered for ne, rose
for me. It was like every good thing all of them had
ever felt for ne was...crunched into that one nonent.
Conpressed, yes, that’'s it. It was all there, all of
it, for ne.

And then it was gone. W graduated. Goodbye, keep in
touch, | love you I love you I'Il mss you.

And then | started pulling.

Barbara enters into her own isolated |ight.

BARBARA

|"ve pulled nmy hair since | was a child. | was hone
sick fromschool, and I was curled up on the couch,
bored. | was playing with ny hair, tugging at strands,

and | suppose one just...came out. | don't really
remenber it so well. | don't know, it’s not like it’s
drastically affected ny life. I mean it’'s annoying, and

| want to stop, but | don’t pull enough for it to
seem . .abnormal. At least not visibly. It’s just
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BARBARA (cont’ d)

annoyi ng because hair gets everywhere. Wen ny ol der
daughter started craw i ng, when she was a baby, it

becane a probl em because she would find hairs on the
floor which is just gross you know? So | tried harder

to stop, but...l don't know, | nean it’s not really
that big a deal. It’s just sonething | do. I knowit’'s
wrong, | know I shouldn’t, but hey, everyone’'s got

their bad habits, right?

The worst though was when ny daughters started copying
me. You know how little children will ape whatever they
see their parents doing. Well, ny ol der daughter Sophia
started copying ne, so then little Kayla started
copying her...and | had to sit down with them and
explain howit was a bad thing, how they shouldn t. |
told themto tell ne whenever they saw ne doing it, so
that I would stop. Because usually | don't realize, |
don’t know... Sophia stopped after | told her that. I
think I scared her out of it. But Kayla...one day I

wal ked into her room and saw her there, pulling. She's
only seven! | saw her there pulling, and the only thing
| could think was "this is ny fault."

AYELET

My parents made nme see a therapist, that summer right
after | began pulling. Boy, | hated that. It made ne
feel like such a freak. It nmade nme feel weak. | nean,
what kind of fucked up ten-year-old is in therapy? |
guess it just conpounded all the things Trich was

al ready making ne feel. Ironic much? W did

vi sual i zati ons, and she set up this whole reward
system |1'd get prizes for not pulling. The system

hel ped to reinforce in my mnd that pulling was a bad
thing. A bad habit to be broken, |ike when |I had

st opped sucking ny thunb. It was a rather destructive
vi ew, because of course the pulling continued, rewards
or no. It just served to make ne feel I|ike...sone kind
of masochist. Did | know the word masochi st at age ten?
| can’t renenber.

BARBARA
| just feel really...weird about pulling. I like to
think of myself as an in-control, upright person, but
Trich is so...masochistic. | don't feel like a

MARY

masochi st, but | guess that’s what | am Wich is
wei rd.

The first lie | told ny parents about Trich was this:
My nother noticed a pile of hair on the floor by ny
bed. She asked ne about it. | told her | had brushed ny
hair vigorously--1 used that world, vigorously--that

( MORE)



MARY (cont’d)

norni ng, and sone hair had cone out. She scol ded ne for
not throw ng away the discards--she used that word,

di scards. Fromthen on, every norning before | left ny
room 1'd carefully pick up each little hair, wap the
di scards in tissue and throw them away. My parents were
very pleased when | began volunteering to take out the
trash.

AYELET
| renmenber viscerally sitting in a circle on the floor
of ny 5th grade classroom for what reason has | ong
since escaped ny m nd. Soneone noticed the pile of hair
on the floor by ny desk, pointed it out to sonmeone, and
the cl ass nmade di sgusted noi ses about it for a few
nonents. Rya Fi shman nade a j oke about sonebody bal di ng
and everyone |aughed. Wiy is it that hair on the fl oor
i s disgusting, but hair on sonmeone’s head is desirabl e?
What changes when the follicle | eaves the scal p? W are
gi ven so many m xed nmessages about hair. Good in sone
pl aces, bad in others.

MARY
| started shaving ny |egs that sunmer, because | was
going into high school, and boys care about that shit
in high school. Also, if | shaved every day, then
couldn’t pull out ny leg hair.

BARBARA
" ma high school English teacher. It gets pretty
stressful, but I love ny job. Cause, you know, English
is inmportant. Duh. But you d be amazed how many
students don't seemto realize that.

Anyway, in ny second year of teaching, | had this gir
in ny class, Jenny, and she’d always wear her hair in
this super-tight ponytail. She’'d tug at bits of hair
until they cane out of the ponytail, and when enough
hair was outside, she’d pull it all out and redo it.
Thi s process happened at |east twice a class. She felt
very...famliar, fromthe nonent of our first class,
and | soon realized it was because her hair-behavior
rem nded ne of ny own. | didn't think it right to ask
her about it, and she never said anything to me--why
woul d she?--but 1’ve always wondered. | nean, | can't
be the only person in the word who pulls.

AYELET
They think Trich has a genetic conponent...and they
don’'t really know nmuch conclusively, but | definitely
think it does. Because ny nom doesn’t have Trich per
se, but she plays with her hair an awful |ot.



BARBARA
My daughter pulls so much nore than | do. For ne, it’s
never been debilitating, but for her...once |I wal ked
into her room..

Kayl a enters during above into her isolated |ight.
The four wonmen are now scattered across the stage,
Bar bara and Kayla the farthest from each other.

KAYLA
| see ny nother conming toward nme and |’ m scared cause
she’s about to catch ne red handed. Exhibit Ais the
hair on nmy floor, and exhibit Bis the hair not on ny

head.

BARBARA
...and | could actually see her scalp through her hair,
standing all the way back by the door, | could see
three bal d patches..

KAYLA
Quilty, guilty, guilty!

BARBARA
...and | just started crying, | started sobbing and I
couldn’t stop, | went to the bathroom but | think Kayla

heard me anyway. . .

KAYLA
Alife sentence.

BARBARA
...and part of nme was glad that she heard because maybe
t hat woul d hel p her stop.

KAYLA
She tells ne it’s wong. She tells ne I'’mwong. |
don’t want to do the wong thing, but I'mstill doing

this. I don't understand why that is.
| also don’t understand why it’s w ong.

There’s a nonster | keep in ny closet. W have a deal.
He can only open the door when the lights are out, and
| only open the door when they're on. | call him Ted,
after ny stuffed bear. | talk about himto ny nother
and she thinks I’mtal king about the bear but |’ m not.
It’s like I"'mtricking her but it’s her fault for never
asking the right question.

Ted and | don’t |like each other, he's a nonster and |’ m

human. But we respect each other. That’s why | keep
him Because we live well together.

( MORE)



KAYLA (cont’ d)

MARY

Ted is hairy everywhere but his head. He’'s a nonster.
Sonetines | wish | was a nonster, because then | could
fit in.

The nore | tried to fit in the nore | stuck out |like a
sore-fucking-thumb. My first day of school was a
nightmare. | had started weari ng bandanas you see to
hide how thin nmy hair was getting. And it was fine
until after lunch, when | had ny first 9th grade
history class. M. MIller. Uptight son-of-a-bitch. He
told ne to take ny bandana off, that it wasn't proper
to wear in class--1 nmean what century is this
anyway?--and what choice did | have so | took it off
and | could just feel everyone staring at ne and it was
i ke they knew, |ike they knew | was a freak, and |
just burst into tears. Right there in the m ddl e of
everything. By the end of the day everyone had heard
all about the freshie girl who had cried and fled from
cl ass when they took away her security bandana. From
then on--fromthe very first day--and even though
never dared wear one again--1 becane the bandana girl

AYELET

MARY

| wore bandanas everyday to school, staring fromfifth
grade up to when | graduated. \Wen people woul d ask,
|’d just tell theml| really |liked bandanas. Which of
course was bull. But what was | going to say? | was
hardly going to tell ny fellow ten year olds that I
conpul sively pulled out ny hair. How could they have
understood; | barely did.

Mrrors becanme |ike car crashes; horrors but you can’t
| ook away. | was pulling furiously. Two nonths into

hi gh school, and ny eyel ashes and eyebrows were

conpl etely gone. Four nonths in and no anmount of
styling could cover the bald patches on ny head. My
arns grew raw and ragged and hairl ess. Five nonths and
| stopped shaving nmy leg hair and began pulling it. |
spent hours pulling every day; 1’'d pull instead of
homewor k. And then one day | was masturbating, and I

di scovered that if | tugged at ny pubic hair just hard

enough, | received a sharp kind of pleasure. And then a
hair came out...by the time | was six nonths into high
school, | was pulling fromeverywhere on ny body. Sone
pl aces would hurt, sone places bled, and | couldn’'t
stop or even slow down. | stopped going to class; |
couldn’t face the stares. | started failing. Failing

failing freak



BARBARA
| use tricks to stop nyself frompulling. Because
sonetinmes | won’'t want to stop, sonetines it just feels
so conforting and sonetines | need that confort. So
"1l tell nyself things like "this is a vice" or

"you'll regret it later"” or "don't be a freak." And
then I'll realize that even though it feels good it’s
wong and | can, |ike, shanme nyself out of pulling. It

works really well.

KAYLA
| think ny nother is ashaned of nme. She makes ne wear
hats and head scarves out in public so that no one can
see the hair |I’m m ssing. She vacuunms ny rooma | ot.
She al ways points nme out when nmy hand is near ny hair.
It makes me feel ashamed of ne too.

AYELET
My hands. ..

|"ma really crafty person; that is | really |ike
maki ng things. Wien | was younger | would find

t hi ngs--randomthings, bits and scraps--1ying around
and nmake...sonething with them | used to build towers
out of toothpicks and glue and yarn for decoration. |
made little origam creatures of my own design.

remenber once | nmade a tunnel ed bridge out of admt one
tickets. | nust have used hundreds of them taped
together sparingly. It was about this big, pretty
conpl ex actually. | used triangles for the base because
they’' re the strongest shape. | can’t renenber how | ong
it took me or howold | actually was, but that bridge,
that was legit. It lived under ny bed for a while. |
took it out years later and was astounded by the
feeling | had that to nake such a thing would be

i npossi ble. Like I wouldn’t even know where to start.
It’s easy to create sonething perfect when you have no

goal. I would make just to nake.
| make other things now |[|’ve "honed" ny craft. | make
beaded jewel ry, nmy own designs. | guess it |ooks

i npressive when conplete, but it’s easy for ne. Easy,
cause I'mdoing it for me, it is whatever | make it.
There’s no standard, no basis for achievenent. | just
know t he beads and the string and the needl e, know t hem
like I know nmy hands, and | expl ore what they can do.
It’s all about exploration.

My hands create. My hands bead and fiddle, knit and
sew, draw and shape and form and ape. My hands help ne
tell stories, they help ne illustrate. My hands create.

My hands tear hair fromny prickling scalp as if by
removing little parts | could find whol eness. They
( MORE)



AYELET (cont’d)

pluck and pick and grip and tug and cradle and curl and
work and worry and hurt and soot he and hurt and soot he
and hurt and soothe and hurt and soot he.

My hands destroy. My hands annoy and enjoy and toy
and. .. betray.

Sonetinmes | feel |ike the product of nmy own body’s
betrayal. My hands are hit nen for hire but who' s doing
the hiring? Wen the need is so dire, so acute that it
becones tangi ble, what does it matter if | sacrifice
hair to make roomfor the matter that is need. So maybe
my hands are delivering angels, nothers spoon-feeding
soup to an ailing child and isn't it the attention nuch
nore than the soup that heals? If | need something and
nmy body gives it ne, shouldn’t | be grateful? My body
doesn’t know it’'s socially unacceptable to pull out

hai r.

BARBARA

Sonetinmes | hate nmy hands for what they do to me. But
then | remenber that hands are only tools. Hating ny
hands is |ike shooting the nmessenger. But it’'s easier
to hate ny hands than nyself.

AYELET

MARY

The thing that changed ny |ife--changed ny outl ook,
changed ny life--was this: nmy nother told ne, one day
in fifth grade, that she wasn’t going to judge ny
success with Trich by how much hair | had on ny head,
but by how | felt about nyself. Wth this, she gave ne
perm ssion to...to exist. She made me human again. O
just helped me see that human was all |1’'d ever been.

It took ny parents a long tinme to catch on, and by the
time they tried to do sonething it was too |ate. By
then I was already in with what nmy nother woul d cal
"the wong crowd.” Wong nme, wong crowd. The first
time | cut history class | went to the library and read
my confort series Harry Potter in a secluded corner. |
didn't go back to history that week, or the week after,
and | soon finished the series and began wal ki ng. The
canpus was really big, and it was right next to this
forest, so |I'd sneak out of the building, hop the
chain-link fence that marked the boundary of the
school, and spend an hour wal ki ng t he woods. Then one
day | stunbled upon this grove, and there were a bunch
of kids, all older than ne, passing around a joint. |
started to | eave but one of themsaw ne, and pretty
soon | was sitting with them snoking. |I’d never snoked
before, but they were really nice about it. And they

( MORE)



10.

MARY (cont’ d)
didn't seemto care that ny hair was patchy and ny
makeup thick; one girl with a lip piercing and purple
hair even told ne "nice |ook”™ with an approving nod, as
if it were on purpose that | | ooked the way | did.
Cause all of them | ooked different, they had all chosen
to ook different, and they accepted ne as |
was. . . because for themdifferent was cool. One of them
asked nme how | nmanaged to get ny hair |ike that, and
for the first tine ever, | answered truthfully. | told
them!| pulled it. |I told them!| pulled it all. And they
nodded |i ke they got it. And they did. Cause they
under st ood addi ction. They m ght have been the wong
cromd for ny nother. But they were the right crowd for
the nme | had becone.

AYELET
The first person | told about Trich was not my best
friend. She was a good friend, m nd you, sonmeone whom I
| oved and trusted...sonmeone who was unusual herself,
not in any specific way, just...funky. Just different.
That nmade it easier. But | still felt nunbingly
resigned--that feeling you get when you conmt yourself
to inevitable disaster--when | decided to tell her. |
was so sure that everything would change when | told
her. That she’d see ne, blink, and then see ne
differently. That she woul d be weirded out, that she' d

be...weirded out...that she would still act |ike ny
friend but inside she’'d want no nore to do with
me...with the freak ne 1'd revealed to her. | told her

because | needed to tell soneone. Because it was huge
and | couldn’t hold it in, because when we reach a
certain point in feeling isolated, the only options are
to reach out or enbrace solitude...and | am a person
who needs people. | told her. And nothing changed. Well
it did--but not how | was expecting. It nmade us closer.

It made ne...She took in the information and...it was
no big deal to her. She just...accepted it,
acknowl edged it, and then...life continued. Trich had

beconme so huge, a nonstrous loomng figure in ny
life...but what | was seeing was nerely the shadow of
Trich, elongated by a peculiar sun. Hazel was far
enough away from Trich that the rays of its sun did not
fall on her, and she could see the thing rather than
its projection. Which gave nme the first hint that

shel tering shade exi sted out there sonmewhere. Thus |
began ny journey for rel ease.

BARBARA
| renmenber the day | told nmy husband--well he wasn’t ny
husband yet, we were still just dating...well actually
we were noving in together...whichis why | told him
W were graduating college and we’d been dating for a
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11.

BARBARA (cont’ d)

year and a half, and we both needed a new place to
live, and it wasn't |ike either of us had any
nmoney...so we decided to get a place together. | nean
we wanted to, too. But | knew that if we were living
together it would be hard to hide ny pulling...so |
decided to tell him

It was so scary. | nean as nmuch as | |oved and trusted
him as much as part of me knew he wouldn't care, there
was a side of me that felt sure that if he knew he
woul d. .. bolt. Wuld be disgusted. Wuld break up with
me and | eave nme al one.

AYELET

That’ s the worst part of Trich, the feeling of

i sol ation, of aloneness. | suppose everyone feels that
way, really, but Trich anplifies it. Modst of the tine
we can ignore how alone we are, but Trich screans it in
your face. Al one, alone, yells every hair that’s on
your head. Alone, alone, cries every hair that’s not.

BARBARA

MARY

| don’t know how | got up the courage to tell him
Vell, it was the day we noved in together, so maybe it
was just out of necessity. Maybe |I figured he woul dn’t
want the bother of noving out after he had just noved
in. Anyway, we we noved in, nmade |ove on our brand new
bed, and then | told him | pull out my own hair.
He...he cradled me to his warm chest and said he knew.
He had watched ne pull ny hair for a year and a hal f.
And here |1'd thought |I’d been so subtle! | asked him
why he had stayed with ne, if he knew. Because | |ove
you, Barbara. Because | |ove you.

My nmom freaked when she found ny stash. She decided to
go snooping in nmy roomwhen ny grades cane out at the

end of the year. | had just gotten a fresh supply, so
there was a |l ot there, and she flipped. She screaned
and cried and didn’t stop until | took advantage of her

need to breathe and managed to slip in "it helps with
the pulling." That stopped her short. She | ooked at ne
for a long time, her eyes on ny fuzzy scal p, blinked
once, and left the room W didn't discussed ny habit
again for over a year. She’'d even cover for ne to ny
dad.

| di scovered sonething mracul ous during ny backwoods
hi story class that year, and soon during other classes

as well: I don't pull when I’mhigh. O at |east, not
on pot. | tried a bit of speed once...well that sucked
for a lot of reasons. | pulled a bunch that night. But

( MORE)



12.

MARY (cont’ d)
sitting there in the forest wwth ny friends, high as
the sky and twice as ethereal, | found ny
sanctuary...ny refuge fromnyself. It only nade sense
to expand that refuge...Jody gave ne a bit of her
stash, and hooked nme up with her dealer. And pretty
soon I was high all the tine, and the outlines of
eyebrows and eyel ashes were returning.

AYELET
Somet hi ng i ncredi bl e happened that 5th grade year. |
had decided to try to feel good about nyself, but every
day | would look into the mrror and the first thing |
woul d see was ny glaring | ack of eyebrows. OCh yah, they
were all gone. | hated |looking |like that. And so |
decided to stop pulling them And | did.

It took ne years to figure out how!l didit, or to come
to any sort of feasible hypothesis. At the tine, it
only affirmed in mnd that if | wanted sonethi ng
enough, | could achieve it. This was good, because
havi ng eyebrows certainly boosted ny sel f-esteem and
believing in your own will power is essential, but it

al so created a difficulty. By succeeding in ceasing to
pull fromny eyebrows, | had given nyself nore contro
over Trich...and nore responsibility for it. If | could
conquer it through sheer will, why was | still pulling
el sewhere? Wiy had | ever pulled at all? Part of the

| esson of Trich is howto give up control. It is
possible to control and give up control sinultaneously,
but it is adifficult skill, and it conplicated ny
attitude towards my Trich. But as Trich is highly
conplicated, the nore conplex viewis ultimately the
heal t hi er one.

| now have an idea of why | was able to stop pulling
fromny eyebrows. | had, and have since, tried nany
times to stop pulling, and failed. But | think it cones
down to what ny nother said, about success being about
me, not Trich.

It was |ike when | stopped sucking nmy thunb. | was six.
My nmom had been trying to get nme to stop for years.
She’'d try strategies, she’'d try cajoling...nothing
worked. Until one day | decided | wanted to stop
sucking. | wasn’t a baby anynore. | was ready. And,

col d-turkey, | stopped.

| think it was the same with ny eyebrows. The person
saw in the mrror was different than the person | felt
nyself to be. It wasn’t about stopping pulling, it was
about ... becom ng nysel f.



MARY

13.

| felt nyself becom ng a new person...again. That
summer | got high every day, and slowy ny hair forned
i ke snoke, fragile but indicative. My parents were so
pl eased. They wor ked sonething out with school and I
managed to turn ny history inconplete into a solid C

Somet hi ng el se big happened that sumrer. | started
seeing Trey. He was a rising senior, and one of the
peopl e who conprised ny forest sanctuary. W' d go over
to his house, snoke, and fool around. W got to third

base on our first date. | guess it was kind of fast,
but...l mean I was just so...so grateful that, that
anyone wanted nme, and so | just...and | nean it was
great, | mean | liked it. 1'd had two boyfriends in

m ddl e school, but the nost we ever did was kiss--well
| guess | |let Danny take ny shirt off, but I kept ny
bra on for Christ’'s sake..

Yah, Trey was different. He nmade ne feel desirable for
the first time since | started pulling. | think his
desire for nme felt even better than the sex.

AYELET

M ddl e school is a strangely sexual tinme of life.
Everything you' re feeling is so new, so fresh...and you
don’t know what to do with it.

| had such a crush on Ben Schneider. My best friend
also liked him But it never caused a probl em because
nei ther of us ever considered himw thin our reach. He
was tall and popular, with blonde hair and bl ue eyes.
|’ve always had a |ot of friends, but |I’ve never been
popul ar. And with Trich...well, | was able to regain ny
confi dence as a person, because it had al ready been
there, and Trich just obscured it for a tinme. But | had
just begun to--well, | started |iking Ben the sane year
| got Trich, and so |I’'d had no framework of sexua

confi dence pre-Trich. So when Trich took a swing at ny
self-esteem it badly bruised ny buddi ng sexual
identity. | did not feel desirable. Wiy would any guy
want ne when he could have a girl with hair?

BARBARA

Jim-ny husband--was the first person | voluntarily
told about pulling. |I nean, nmy parents knew, and ny
brot her, but they found out, which is different. | had

dated guys before Jim but | never needed to tell them
so |l didn't. It felt so good to have hi m know.
Because. .. because it’s a part of nme, like it or not!
And...and to know nme, you gotta know that. | mean to
really know ne...

( MORE)
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BARBARA (cont’ d)
| still don't really know who I am | always thought
|"d have figured it out by now.

AYELET
6th grade was the year | found nyself again. | had by
no neans returned to what | was, but | had di scovered

the bird anong the ashes. | started calling nyself
Ayel et that summer, sort of as a test run, and then
upon returning to school | asked everyone to refer to
me thusly.

| nmet a lot of resistance at first. People thought it
was a j oke, sone strange phase or sonething. Sone
peopl e downri ght refused. Sone tried and failed. But
eventual |y everyone was calling ne Ayelet. | think they
eventually realized howreal this was to ne. Years
|ater my closest friends (who had struggled greatly to
adjust to Ayelet) would tell nme how it was actually
rather easy to call ne Ayelet, "cause it just felt
right, it suited you, you know." But | guess a couple
nmont hs to reach Ayel et was nothing conpared to the
years of calling me Anna, so maybe it was an easy
transition after all.

KAYLA
Ted visited ne last night. | kept nmy eyes closed so he
woul d think I was sleeping cause |I didn't feel Iike

talking. I think it nade himsad though because who
el se does he have to talk to?

It’s day now so | turn the lights on and visit him The
light fromny roomshines into the closet, so | step in
fast and close the door. It is dark and Ted and | talk
for hours and hours and hours. Here, in the dark,

tal king, Ted can pretend that he’'s human, and | can
forget.

AYELET
| had becone Ayelet, and | had becone sick of secret.
It takes so nmuch energy to have a secret. Every day
arrived with the fear that sonething would happen and
they’d find out. So when | got back to school | began
speaking to the adm ni strati on about arranging a tine
to "conme out” to ny grade about Trich. There was nore
resistance than I was expecting. I'"'mnot really sure
why; it was a small school and everything, |ogistics
weren’'t a problem But | fought for nmy tine, and | got
it. One beautiful day |I stood in front of ny grade and
attenpted to explain Trichotillomania. | didn't speak
for long. But it was everything. And I'll never forget
that when | asked for questions, the first one |
received was "is there any way we can hel p?"
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| lost my virginity to Trey in the mddl e of nowhere,
and at the center of everything. W were outside, it
was day tine, | remenber this bird kept chirping. It
was a nockingbird, and | renenber feeling this acute
connection to it--to this bird that woul d take on
different voices, play different roles...who had no one
voice of its own to return to. There in the m ddl e of
nowhere, center of everything, | was Trey's Mary; he
claimed me with every heavy breath. | spent a |ot of
time that summer and the follow ng year as Trey' s Mry;
| liked her, |iked being her--liked her. O at |east |
didn’t really like any of the other Marys | inhabited.
Hone Mary was a bitch, School Mary a bum and both were
freaks. | guess Trey's Mary was a freak too, but that
was part of what made her special, nade her his.

Sophonore year gave ne the illusion that ny life was
alright. | had Trey, | was pulling rmuch | ess, ny grades
pi cked up, | was even fighting less with ny parents. A
year’s reprieve m staken for conmutation. For that
following summer, |ike a hand sl ashing through snoke, a
gi ant gash appeared in ny fabricated reality, and I was
brought back to...despair. That sunmer | was arrested.

BARBARA

| becane a teacher because | |ove reading. All ny life
|”ve been interested in words and stories and | anguage
and | just figured teaching English would be the best
way to engage with those things | |ove best. | nean |
don’'t have the skill to be a witer or the patience for
a librarian, and there are only so many ways you can
get paid to work with words. | |ike teaching, but it
does get really stressful sonetines, | nean it’s a | ot
of work. Alot. And | have issues sonetinmes wth
anxiety. But it’'s fine, | nean it is what it is.

AYELET

Telling ny grade about Trich was one of the better
singular things | ever did for nyself. Perhaps
conparing nyself to Atlas would be a bit hyperbolic,
but the sensation of unburdening nmy secret was akin to
l[ifting the world off ny shoul ders. | experienced a
sense of relief, of release, that allowed ne to nove
forward; ny previous burden had rooted ne to the spot.

M nd you, Trich was still no picnic, but as the worst
thing about Trich is its tendency to isolate, by
telling ny whole grade about it, |I enabled nyself to
feel less alone. Nothing physically changed; | stil
wore ny bandanas, | still pulled--but I no |onger
felt...ashaned. | had been fighting an internal war
with shane, and--as | think is often the case--by
revealing the root of ny shanme, | conquered it. Shane

W thers in daylight.
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KAYLA
Yest erday G acie fromschool asked ne why do | al ways
cover ny head. | was going to tell her but M. Benson
heard and came over and told G acie she shouldn't ask
questions |like that. Gracie asked why and Ms. Benson
said it wasn’'t polite.

But | don’'t see what was wong with it. She wasn’t
bei ng nean, she wasn’t naking fun of ne. She was just
asking ne a question.

Ms. Benson thought she was stopping G ace from asking.
But she was really stopping nme fromtelling.

MARY
| met ny dealer in the park, as usual. Sonetines Trey
woul d cone with nme, but he had an appointnment, so |
went al one. They waited until we had rmade the exchange
before revealing thensel ves. They arrested both of us
and took us downtown in separate cars. They told ne to
call ny parents and | said | didn't want to. They told
nme too bad so | called ny nom | thought she'd be
furious but when she arrived twenty mnutes |ater she
was white as a sheet and just as silent. She didn't say
a word as they interrogated ne, as they offered ne a
deal in exchange for ny testinony, as they gave ne ny
probation officer’s info and released ne into ny nom s
custody. The ride hone echoed with tension. It wasn’'t
until we pulled up in our driveway that she turned to
me and said "don't tell your father." She started to
get out of the car, turned back, and added "and
remenber what the police said.”

| sat there for another few mnutes. | renenbered what
they'd said alright. They et me off with probation,
but if they caught ne with weed again it’d be straight
to juvie. | had to stop snoking.

AYELET
That was about it for Trich during mddle school. After
| came out about it, | got nore confortabl e about
actually letting people see ne wth ny bandana off--not
on a daily basis mnd you, just for things |ike

swi nmi ng or sl eepovers. \Wen friends cane over, |1'd go
bare-headed. | was in a pretty good pl ace.
| graduated and went to the school | could afford. They

had a great drama departnent though, which I

i mredi ately involved nyself in, and so | discovered an
instant community before | had even started school. It
made the transition so nuch easier.
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MARY
| felt hyper and stressed out all the tine. | started
pul ling nore again. Trey and | had snoked a | ot
together, so it created a sort of rift...sonmething we
shared had been lost. Also, as the pulling got worse
and worse, | wouldn’'t want himto see ne...l’d only |et
hi mundress nme in the dark, and our sex got
nore...clinical. More routine. By the tinme sumrer drew
to aclose, | think...lI think he was glad to be
| eavi ng.

| returned to school as a junior wthout ny |over and
wi t hout ny sanctuary.

AYELET
Hi gh school brought renewed secrecy; new people didn’'t
know. But this tinme ny secret didn’t snother nme; | was
no |l onger afraid of it. | told everyone who asked. |

told some who didn’t. My new school |let you wear hats
in class, which | prefered to bandanas, and |I had

several that | wore daily. | spent ny first year of
hi gh school |owering ny academ c expectations and
becom ng part of the theatre departnent. | got a | ead

in the spring drama--Mary in The Children’s Hour--and |
got hooked. Over ny four years of high school | would
participate in every production, twelve in all. Theatre
gives nme a lot of things, but I think one of the nost
relevant to Trich is a sense of perspective. You think
pul ling out hair’s bad? Well, at least |I'’mnot a

soci opath that drives her teacher to suicide. At |east
l"mnot living in the Warsaw Ghetto. At |least |’ve
never woken up to find nyself transforned into a gi ant
cockroach. Acting allows nme to inhabit lives other than
m ne own, and (the dramas at |east) always |eave ne
with a sense of extrene gratitude. W’ ve all got

issues. Mne’'s not |life-threatening, and it’'s one |I’'m
wel | - equi pped to handle. Theatre and Trich can both
teach enpathy, and |'’mgrateful for the enpathy |’ve
recei ved fromboth

BARBARA
|"ve recently started doing stand up at ny | ocal club
on weekends. Not all the tinme, but about once a nonth.
| nmean |’ve always like telling stories, and | guess
" m funny, so..

| was at the club a couple of weekends ago, and | was
listening to the act before mne, and this guys was
telling a story about this day he was having, and it
was actually pretty funny, but he got to this one point
in his absurdly stressful day and he said--the audi ence
was roaring--that he started tearing his hair out...and
he reached up to his head and tugged...and off cane

( MORE)
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BARBARA (cont’ d)
what was reveal ed to be a toupee...and he started goi ng
on and on about being bald...and | just couldn’t

listen. | don’'t even know why | reacted so strongly...
nmean it’s not |ike he was serious about pulling his
hair, or--or maybe that’'s why--but | just. | felt
exposed. | left.

MARY
Thi ngs got bad agai n. People who had forgotten the
freak I was ny freshman year renenbered and avoi ded ne,
and | didn’t even have ny forest sanctuary to escape
to. All the hair | had regrown was | ost, was
destroyed--1 destroyed it. | was once again a freak
al one.

AYELET

| started thinking about telling ny school about Trich
m dway t hrough ny sophonore year, but by the tinme | had
managed to arrange anything, it was al ready near the
end of the year. So | just figured that it would nake
nore sense to wait until my junior year--because |I’'d be
spending nore time with the next year’s freshman than
that year’s seniors.

Sophonore year was great. | had a conpetent Engli sh
teacher, which greatly inproved nmy general nood, |I TA d
for ny former English teacher--we’d never had a TA at
my school before, but I worked with the adm nistration
and they let ne; | was generally interested in ny

cl asses and had really found ny group of friends...nost
of whomwere in the theatre departnent. | spent
ridicul ous amounts of tinme doing plays, so ny fellow
castmates were the people |I spent time wth.

Sonet hi ng huge happened regarding the spring drama that
year. W were accepted into a programthat took us to
the Fringe Festival in Scotland to perform W’d be
traveling in the sumer, but that spring play was the
one we'd be taking. | still don’t know what Ms.
Russell--ny director--saw in ny sophonore self, but she
not only accepted ne into the conpany, but al so asked
me to co-adapt the play we woul d be perform ng, along
wi th herself and who-happened-to-be ny best friend. W
t ook Franz Kafka’s The Metanorphosis and turned it into
a script. | played half of the human part of G egor.
Hah. 1’mnot going to even try to explain what we did
with that play, it was incredibly conplex, |ayers upon
| ayers, to the point where it sounds utterly
absurd...with | guess works for Kafka, but anyway, it’s
an experience that two years later | still haven’t
found the words for. But there's this: it was the
purest form of collaborative creation |I’'ve ever

( MORE)
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AYELET (cont’d)
experienced. | love creating things, fromsongs to
jewelry, but | usually create in isolation. Wth
Met anor phosi s, each of us seventeen students and Ms.
Russel | and Joe, our technical director, each of us
contributed to the creation of this work. W devel oped

the play fromthe ground up. Soneone, | can’t renenber
who, said there are no true coll aborations. | m ght
have agreed pre-Metanorphosis. But...| guess what nade

it such a powerful experience was that it was the first
time | experienced a group of people all giving of
thensel ves to create a singular entity. | nmean, | guess
t hat happens on a certain level all the time, but
usually with a play you...fill out the skeleton the

pl ayw i ght has already given you. Wth The

Met anor phosis, we created...life. Each of us forned our
own character(s), dug around inside ourselves for an
unfettered truth, and then offered up our creations to
form..a whole new organism W forned a collective.
l"’mtrying to find another way to say this because it
sounds so cliche, but | really can’'t think of one, so
"1l just say it: we created sonething that was greater
than the sumof its parts. A body is conprised of
different parts, all of which can be whol e and
functionable...but life...life is either there, or
isnt, independent of the parts that enable it. One can
string parts together and get a body...but sonmehow,

m racul ously, we inbued life.

KAYLA
Mom says hair is alive. She says split ends are really
just dead hair. Hair that’s on ny head is alive and
hair that | pull out is dead. That makes ne a hair

killer. But ny hair belongs to ne, it’s mne, | would
never pull soneone else’'s hair. And hair is not |ike an
animal, it doesn’t live by itself, it only |ives
because | do. So...l don’t want to be a killer, that's

wrong, duh, but I don’t feel like pulling ny hair out
iswong...so |l don’t think pulling nmy hair out is
killing after all. It’'s not killing, it’s dying.

| don’t really understand dying, but it’s kind of |ike
there and then not there, and that’s what happens to ny
hai r .

When our dog Sadie died nomsaid she was in a better
place. But if that’s true then why is killing people
wong? If you re just putting themin a better place?
But I kind of get it, cause when | pull ny hair out and
it dies, it gets to be free. It’s not stuck to ny head,
it can go off and have adventures. It gets to visit
places | don’t. Sone of the places are better and sone
are prob’' |y worse, but...
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A lot of the things my nomtells ne don’'t make sense.

Because sone things can’t both be true. | don't know
what’ s right.

MARY
When you're little, they read you all those stories
about good and evil, right and wong. They’'re supposed

to teach you norality. But obviously norality isn’'t

bl ack and white, so why do they teach it that way? Wy
do they fill kids’ heads with bullshit you have to

unl earn when you’' re ol der?

Kayl a exits.
In mddle school they teach you school is good and
drugs are bad. Stay in school, don’'t do drugs! Oops.

But they don’t tell you what to do when school is bad.
When every nonent confined inside those colorless walls
fills you with dread. Wen every nonent you’re being
stared at, teased, or else fearing that you wll be.
Because you will be. Because your future | ooks just as
grimas the present and you see no way out because you
can’t escape your own body, this body that you never
agreed to, never wanted, but that the world identifies
as yours.

AYELET
That year | experienced ny first heartbreak. | don't
really want to talk about it. Metanorphosis was a good
antidote to ny loneliness, but | had a pretty hard tine
withit, and well, | guess | always feel a bit |onely,
even when surrounded by friends. Basically, this guy
and | started liking each other, a lot, and then
suddenly after spring break he was going out with ny
friend. He told ne later he had |iked both of us, and
so had to choose...and chose her. But...it hel ped
reaffirmin ny mnd that | was undesirable, that no one
in their right mnd would choose ne. And | was stil
friends with both of them so | spent a considerable
anount of tinme acting like I was fine as ny insides

crunpled. Anyway...l don’t know. It was a rough tine.
BARBARA

| think it’s really inportant to be able to | augh at

yoursel f. | guess you could say nmy brand of hunor is a

m X between self-deprecating and self-inflating. Either
way, it’s all about ne. Because if you can’t | augh at
yoursel f, you can’t really laugh at anything. | nean
what’s true for the world should also be true for you
yah?
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AYELET

MARY

Somet hi ng good happened a couple of nonths |ater

t hough. Sonet hing that gave ne...I don’t know, a shred
of grace to cling to. My senior friend, Ben, invited ne
to prom It was kinda funny, cause |I'’mnot that girl
who gets invited to promas a sophonore...and yet there

| was, anong that select group of underclassnmen. | was
excited though, cause | love dancing, and...well, it
gave ne sonmething to hold onto, you know? But the thing
was, | couldn’'t just wear one of ny hats to prom |

could get away with a bandana for sw mmng, or ny bl ack
hat for nore formal occasions...but this was prom |
had a dress, black, sinple but flattering, | had the
right pair of heels--let’s be real, ny only pair of

heel s--but what was | going to do about ny head? |
didn’t have tinme to go out shopping, we were in tech,

or nearabouts...|l worried subconsciously about it for a
few weeks...and then ny nom in savior-node, brought ne
home this black, shimery scarf that | could wap

around ny head with acceptable allure. | decided it
worked. | went to prom and had one of the better
singular nights of my life; |I danced with Ben for three

hours and took but a single picture.

| love dancing. It's the only time | can really get
outside ny head. | spend so nuch tine thinking. | can't
sl eep because | don’t know how to shut ny brain off.

| m constantly aware and processing everything around
me, and how it relates to nyself. But when |
dance...when | reach a certain point, | stop thinking.
| stop caring how | | ook or what they think of ne, |
just nove out of some intrinsic instinct, sonme chem cal
reaction to the beat. It’s when I feel nost in ny body.
So nuch of the time | think of ny brain and body as
bei ng separate entities, often in contradiction. Wen
dance, it all smooths out. The world around nme becones
just as real as the world in ny head. When | dance, |
feel beautiful, because life is beautiful. Wen |I dance
| feel whole.

Bar bara exits.

| stopped going to school entirely. There was not hi ng
there for ne anynore. The school would call ny parents,
who woul d ground ne, but they both work during the day
so they couldn’t keep ne in the house. They'd threaten
and take away privileges but they no | onger had any
power over ne. See | wasn’'t scared of them anynore. |
had survived far worse than a parent’s scorn. There was
no one | ooking out for me so | stopped needing them so
when | refused to conmply with ny parents, they didn't
have their care to take away. They had not hing. They

( MORE)
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MARY (cont’ d)
had me. | had been reduced, stripped bare by ny own
hands. No thing.

|’d | eave the house early in the norning, same tinme as
for school, and wander the streets. Wiat a cliche, eh?
| began by wandering randomy, but pretty soon | had
devel oped a subconscious route. Up the street, cross,
cut to the park, down the leaf-strewn hill, followthe
narrowi ng brook, followit Iike I could reach the end
if I kept going |long enough...reach the chain-Iink
fence with the vagrant No Trespassi ng sign, decide not
toclinb it, turn around, leap the brook, followit
back on the opposite bank, find the stepping stones,
step, up the sliding hill, cross, down the street,
house.

| would pack a lunch and eat in the shade of that

i nprobably grove, and | could al nost pretend it was ny
sanctuary, the gnats ny friends, the water snoke. |
woul d sit for hours, sketching in a remant of ny past,
a small green pad | had found in ny desk. | used to
sketch faces, now | drew trees.

One Tuesday | flew down the crackling hill to find a
man. He was sitting under ny favorite oak, getting
high. He offered ne a hit, and I said no. He shrugged.
He kept snoking and | kept wal king. He was gone when
ret ur ned.

The next day he wasn’'t there. He wasn't there the rest
of that week.

But he was there on Tuesday. Every Tuesday. He becane
part of my aimess routine. Want? No. Shrug. Wal k.
Until one day | said yes.

AYELET
| told nmy school about Trich half-way through my Junior
year. It was one of the nore overwhel m ng weeks of ny
life; | had several |arge assignnents due and was about
to leave on a trip, so no extensions. | barely had tine
to prepare--but nmaybe that was a good thing. | didn't
have tine to stress. O at |east not about that. |I made
a note card that encapsul ated ny main points, and then
trusted nyself to know nyself well enough to speak
unscri pt ed.

| don't really renmenber what | said, but |I do renenber
certain things with sharp clarity. | renmenber sitting
down in front of the entire school...and taking off ny
hat. That was one of the hardest things |I’'ve ever had
to do. | knew, if |I nanaged to do that, the rest would

( MORE)
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AYELET (cont’d)

MARY

be a breeze. | took off ny hat, ny nmenory blurs--I
spoke, | answered questions--and then the | ens of

hi ndsi ght focuses and | can renenber the reactions |
received. The countl ess people |I’d never nuch tal ked to
t hanki ng me, praising ne. The quick conversations,
bei ng stopped in the hallway, the emails...the

i mrensely positive outpouring of solidarity fromny
community. Ch, there’'s one nore thing | renenber about
speaki ng. The roomwas silent. |1’d never heard so many
peopl e be so quiet. In sone ways that was the greatest
gift my community gave ne: their total focus--the

val idation that | was worth focusing on.

| slowy stopped wearing hats. And towards the end of
my junior year, | did what | had thought was

i npossi ble: | stopped pulling ny eyel ashes for two
whol e weeks. | had made nyself vulnerable in front of
my entire school, and I had never felt nore
subsequent |y secure.

| met with nmy probation officer one Friday a nonth. |
did sone research and found that if | didn’'t snoke the
two weeks before ny neeting, they couldn’'t detect it in
my urine test. So on the first and second Tuesday of
the nonth, the man woul d snoke with ne and then sell ne
a week’s supply, and on the third and fourth Tuesday,
Want ? No. Shrug. Wal k. My probation officer wouldn’t
test ne every neeting, but I was taking no chances. |
really was careful

AYELET

Juni or year was rough. Everything, every single aspect
of ny life--famly, social, theatre, school, everything
was. .. conpl ex. The people around ne were having health

i ssues, physical and nental. | was attenpting to
untangl e nyself froma triangular web while supporting
nmy fellow angles through...trauma. | experienced

anot her heartbreak. | was overworked to the point where
|--and I’ mpretty nmuch the nost schol astically
notivated person | know-1 was burnt out. Beyond. | was
hollowed. | was directing and playwiting and acting

and dramaturging...every aspect of ny life required
constant energy. Insomia--a lifelong affliction--nade
even ny nights energy-zapping. It was the hardest year

of nmy life, including the early years of Trich. I'm
still not sure how | managed to get through it
all...and not only to survive it, but to thrive. |
created so nuch that year. | grew. | gave and saved and
shone. | think I’"mnore proud of that than anything:
how | thrived while surviving. | amproud of it, but

|’d never want to live it again. But | do know better
( MORE)
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AYELET (cont’d)

MARY

now what |’ m capable of. Alot...a lot of ny fear went
away that year. Because | guess | had | earned that |
was capable. That | could do good with hard things.

| began to discover the philosophy | had been
subconsci ously accrui ng over the past many years. It
goes sonething like this:

| believe that we as human beings are driven to change;
contentnent is just the nonent between getting what you
want ed and realizing you want sonething else. If we
were ever content, ever truly fulfilled, | think we
woul d cease to exi st as human beings. The very nature
of being human is to seek, to journey.

This drive takes two forns: creation and destructi on.

We need to alter our world--in fact, | believe that
everything we do cones fromthis need--and both
creation and destruction will do so. And | believe our

goal as human beings is to create nore than we destroy;
create as nmuch as possi bl e.

My junior year was chalk full of destruction. Yet out
of this destruction | managed to create. | took
decayi ng rel ati onshi ps and renewed them | let ny
papa’ s quadrupl e bypass notivate nme to invest nore
meani ng i nto each of ny heartbeats. | discovered how to
bal ance the burden school had becone, howto live in a
state of heavy lifting and grow stronger fromit. How
to swminto the wave and appear on the other side,
wounds stinging fromthe salt and starting to heal.

And | took the destruction that is Trich, and | created
sonmething inportant. And | only had to speak.

remenber people telling nme how brave I was, but for ne
it felt like a release, a relief. On a massive scal e.
But with nmy words | created a...a sanctuary. A space
for people to be thenselves, to reveal difficult

things, and to feel secure.

| do not choose to pull, but | do choose to create.

February second was the day of bad news. The schoo
called to tell ny parents | was expelled, and ny
probation officer called to tell themny test had
turned up positive. Al three of themwere waiting for
me when | got hone, along with two unifornmed police
officers. They nmet ne outside, took ne to the precinct
before | had even entered the house. | had violated ny
probation--1 had been caught.
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AYELET

MARY

| finally got nmy big lead in the nusical ny senior
year: The Wtch in Into the Wods. Sondheim Swoon. And
for three weeks | stopped pulling ny eyel ashes.

This was it. They had promi sed jail and they neant it.
They took ne to court and set a low bail. It took ne
nearly a day to realize ny parents had no intention of

paying it.

AYELET

MARY

And then | stopped all together. The cessation
correlated with ny first romantic rel ati onshi p--which
was a ness | don’'t want to get into--but | can trace
the day | stopped pulling nmy eyel ashes to the day I
found out he liked nme. Loved ne, wanted nme. Eyel ashes
are such a, a synbol of femninity, you know, of
romance, of seduction. And | had finally found in
nyself the seed of belief that I was desirable. So once
again the image | had of nyself didn't correspond to ny
physi cal appearance. So | changed it. And the ness of
that relationship that ensued coul d not shake that

seed. O all the lies he told nme, and hinself--or
really mainly nme--1 never had a reason to doubt he

t hought ne desirable. And, after seven and a half years
of daily pulling, | stopped where it had all began. It
began with an eyelash. It ended with self-esteem Wll,
ended is sort of a ridiculous statenent; as long as |’ m
alive, Trich will never end. | still pull regularly
fromny head. And 1’1l be psychol ogically influenced,
good and bad, by Trich. | have been | amI| wll| be.

|’ ve been |l earning how to turn Trich from destruction
to creation. | think I’ve done pretty well, but there’'s
al ways nore.

The judge, they tell me, was kind. She didn’t sentence
me to juvie or prison. She institutionalized nme. She
saw ny marijuana use and ny pulling as synptons of
deeper psychol ogi cal trauma. She decided to hel p ne.

Here in what we--the inmates that is--like to cal
Little Bellevue, | amgiven daily strategies on how not
to pull. I wear gloves and play with stress balls, |

get rewarded for not pulling, and in the evenings I

nmeet with a shrink, who plunbs the depths of ny

chil dhood for ny obviously present damage. He finds
not hi ng, and sonetines | have to tape ny wists to stop
nmyself fromtearing those fucking gloves off and raking
ny nails across ny tingling scalp...but I'’mpulling

| ess | guess. The gloves help |I nean. | have to wear
themall the time because if | don’'t 11l pull. The
judge said |I’'d have ny case reviewed in nine nonths.

( MORE)
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MARY (cont’ d)
It’s been six. Not much has changed except that |’ ve
found a new routine. They shaved ny head so | couldn’t
get at ny head hair; when it was long | could yank it
out, gloves or no. But | still can get ny eyel ashes,
eyebrows and pubic hair. It’s the only thing keeping ne
sane. If |I didn't have them | think I would expl ode. |
need it so bad...| can't describe it. They get really
mad at nme though, say I’'mnot trying. | amtrying. |’ ve
stopped pulling frommy arns and | egs and head. That's
alot. It’s alnpst nore than | can handl e.

| don’t think they’'re going to let ne out after nine
mont hs. Sonmetinmes | think they' |l never let nme out. And
sonetinmes, and this scares ne nore than anything,

don’t even care.

Mary exits.

AYELET
The foll owing words are not ny own, and yet they are as
true to nme as anything: "Everything can be taken away
froma [person] but one thing: the last of human
freedons--to choose one’s attitude in any given set of
ci rcunstances, to choose one’s own way." The man who
said this was Viktor Frankl. A man who used the
destruction of the Hol ocaust to create nessages of
human hope and dignity.

Al four wonen return to their isolated spots on

st age.
| lack the freedom of control over ny own body--we al
do to a certain extent. But | always, always, have
freedom over ny attitude. Because if | were to |et
Trich make nme hate nyself, if | were to tear nyself
down over hair, | would be surrendering ny freedom
Frankl presents us with a burden; happiness is
difficult to achieve, it is nuch easier to blame fate
for our unhappi ness. But perhaps happi ness is not neant
to be achi eved but experienced. And in Frankl’s
phi | osophy, in ny philosophy, there is always hope. Not
for a better future, but for a better present. And | am
not alone, will never be alone, in wanting that.

The lights fade up during above to a general, warm
wash. A beat, and then bl ackout.



