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CHARACTER LIST 
 
Agnes: Woman of middle age, German accent? 1890 with a feeling of timelessness. 
 
Lil’: Young girl, about 7. Smarter than her years.  
 
80: 83 year old woman, always errs on the side of comedy and bawdiness. Terrifying 
when she gets going. Changes size and shape based on her mood. 
 

The stage is black. Empty except for three things. 
An antique white industrial looking bathtub raised 
on a black wagon, an old metal bucket, and an old 
wooden chair. Sturdy enough to have a thrashing 
person tied to it and not give in the least. 
 
Total silence. 
 
Black out. 
 
We head feet shuffling into the room, a creak of the 
chair. 
 
AGNES 

You have to see her in front of you. You must listen to her voice. See her. Listen. She is 
real not the ghost she has become. 
 

Lights up. 
 
A young woman sits in the chair, humming and 
sewing. She begins to cry. Lights out. 
 
Lights up. 80 stands next to the chair. 

 
She regards the audience with an air of pleasure. 
 
80 

    (gets another bucket of ice and dumps it into tub) 
There was once, a long long  

(looks at audience and pauses, menacingly) 
looooong time ago, a pretty, pretty, pretty 
    (looks at audience again, smiles horribly) 
pretty, little princess.  
    (smoothes her slip) 
until one day… 
    (breaks something small) 
What is my name?  
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    (different audience member) 
What’s yours?  
    (rising anger) 
I’m being serious. 
 (calmly) 
We do not keep the outward form of order, where there is deep disorder in the mind.  
    (glaring eyes, but humour in the voice) 
I’m a dirty liar, but not about this… PhD in English Literature? Great accomplishment? 
Yes, but I had many many years to do it in.  
    (stares at an audience member) 
More than you’ve lived.  
    (different audience member) 
Maybe not you… 
    (raises her eyebrow, chuckles back to audience) 
Since all this, job prospects have been endless. Clothesline a couple of English professors 
and see how many job offers you get. 
    (chuckles) 
How much weight can you lift? 
    (to male audience member) 
You’re a BIG boy! You! How much? 
I can lift twice my weight when I’m in my mood…twice! I could be an Olympic power 
lifter or bedside nurse to the morbidly obese. Fat fucks. 

(chuckles, gets a bucket of ice from off stage… sighs and 
drops ice into tub) 

I always wanted to be Juliet …or a bathtub whore... 
 
She stares at bathtub, stares at empty chair.  
 

    (quick violent yell at audience member) 
YOU… 
Breathe. 

(to new audience member, referring to former audience 
member) 

Not gonna make it, this one. 
(yells to former audience member as if they can’t hear her) 

THE MORE YOU TRY TO PROVE YOU’RE SANE…. 
THE CRAZIER THEY’LL THINK YOU ARE. 
    (to audience) 
The game is submission. 
There are others here, don’t worry, they can’t hurt you anymore. Most come and go. 
They flow in and out of here like shit through a sewer. 
    (to man in audience) 
awww, is you scared? Coward. You remind me of my bastard ex-husband. Your name 
wouldn’t be Declan, would it? 

(during this gets another bucket of ice and dumps it into the 
tub) 
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The others here- one is being raped daily by members of a secret organization (of course, 
they’re invisible), another one is the ex-concubine of a deposed king of India (highly 
improbably seeing how he died six hundred years before the wrinkled old bitch lost her 
virginity), one… one you will meet is a little girl…  
    (she gets lost for a moment) 
but there are always two here with me. Two always remain. The child and our infamous 
sewing secretary,  
 
     AGNES 
Fear no evil in the presence of mine enemies. 
    (humming the tune) 
Ring around the rosie 
A pocket full of posies 
Ashes, ashes,  
we all fall down. 
    (to her jacket) 
Tiny frame, narrow seams, deformity 
    (to the area to be inhabited by Lil’) 
A beautiful little girl sits in a button blouse and skirt. Barefoot. She arranges toys around 
her. She speaks to you as she might address an empty room or a birthday party full of 
friends, depending on her mood that day. 
The sky breaks, it sags and breathes upon her face. 
 

LIL’ 
Our princess lived in a castle. It wasn’t very very or many many anything. It was just a 
regular old castle. 
She is sent away to learn how to be a better princess. How to wear a pointy hat, how to 
spell “unicorn.” 
    (she tries to spell unicorn with her eyes and tongue) 
Don’t laugh,  
    (to audience) 
bet you don’t know how to. 
How to eat broccoli and not burp. And all is well with the world. 
 
The pretty beautiful friendly princess met a lot of other princesses… but none as pretty as 
her… but they’re okay. 
    (a secret) 
You know what they do to that old lady? They check her teeth. They wiggle each one and 
they poke and they pull. To make sure they’re ok. Because they know she’ll bite down. 
Really hard. From what they do. And they’re afraid she might hurt them. Her teeth I 
mean.  
 

80 
The world is full of enemies. My enemies… 
    (remembers) 
My second husband was a chemist.  


