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CHARACTER NAME BRIEF DESCRIPTION AGE GENDER

Colleen Peri-menopausal, slightly   40s   Female
neurotic and hyper.

Sheila Colleen’s older sister.     55-60 Female
 Wisened. Doesn’t take shit
 from anyone.

Derek Colleen’s husband, OCD 50-55 Male

Alan Sheila’s husband. Believes 55-65 Male
himself to be upper crust,
but is no where near. 

Alena Sheila and Alan’s daughter  20s Female

Psychiatrist           The emergency psychiatrist. 35-45  



Colleen going through the change of life, she knows she is going 
through something no one else has. She believes she is dying. 
Nothing seems to help subside the symptoms. In rare cases women 
have psychotic breaks during menopause. Her symptoms, which proved 
comical and benign at first are now dark and deadly. Will she be 
able to combat the demons in her mind?
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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

FADE IN

COLLEEN and DEREK’s living room. Down 
center stage is a sofa and coffee 
table, with a chess board, a side chair 
is stage left from sofa. Up center 
stage, a table and a refrigerator with 
a freezer. 

Up stage left is a single chair for the 
psych ward. The stage is clearly 
divided; The living room/kitchen and 
the Psych ward.

COLLEEN is half standing outside, half 
inside the freezer. 

COLLEEN:

(Moaning)
Ohhhh god help me! 

She begins to unbutton her top, then 
takes a frozen steak and fans herself.

SHEILA enters from down center. She 
doesn’t notice COLLEEN as she enters.

SHEILA:
Colleen! Hey! Where are you?

COLLEEN:
I’m in the kitchen, Sheila. Ughhhhhh.

SHEILA:
What’s the matter? You sound funny! (Beat)

(As she sees Colleen)
For heaven’s sake! What are you doin’ in there?

COLLEEN:
My god, I feel like I’m going to burst into flames! What 
fresh hell is this? Did I piss off satan and he’s punishing 
me, by setting me on fire? 

SHEILA:

(Laughing)
Leenie, get a grip. You’re being such a drama queen!
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COLLEEN:
It’s not funny. I’m hot in places that have never been 
steamy, even when Derek and I are in the sheets. What is 
wrong with me? (Beat) Am I going to die? Is this some exotic 
disease, like in Contagion--

She lays her head back into the 
freezer.

SHEILA:
No, you silly twit. You’re just having hot flashes. 

COLLEEN:
Whad’ya mean?

SHEILA:
The change.

Colleen looks at Sheila quizzically.
Jesus Leenie, menopause!

COLLEEN:
Oh come on!  I’m too young for that shit. 

SHEILA:
Look, you’re in your 40’s, it’s normal.

COLLEEN:
Burning from the inside out, is NOT normal!

SHEILA:
I’m afraid, it is. I remember feeling like a volcano had 
erupted inside my tits and radiated up my face through my 
eyeballs! I’m telling you all of it is natural. 

DEREK enters stage center. Carrying a 
computer bag and a bag of groceries. He 
lays his computer bag on the couch, 
starts to carry the grocery bag to the 
kitchen.

DEREK:
My God! What is the temperature in this place? It’s freezing 
in here!

Looks at the thermostat, off stage 
right. 

50! 50 degrees! Seriously!

(As he crosses to the kitchen. 
To Coleen he says)
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DEREK [CONT'D]
What on earth are you doin’? That is so unsanitary. Now, get 
on out of there! Whatever is the matter with you? 

COLLEEN grabs a steak, uses it as a 
fan. DEREK starts to reach for the 
packages of food to throw in the 
garbage can.

DEREK [CONT'D]
 You are laying and sweating (shivers)all over it. 

Crosses to the couch, takes out plastic 
gloves. Crosses back to the fridge, 
throws a package of food in the garbage 
can.

COLLEEN:
Really, Derek.  I’m dying of heat stroke and all you care 
about is the electric bill and if I’m dripping on the frozen 
veggies! 

DEREK:
I’m sorry, you know I’m paranoid when it comes to my food. 

He tries to take the steak from 
COLLEEN. They fight over the steak.

Give it! 

(He grabs the steak)
Now, tell me what is going on.

SHEILA:
She’s having a power surge. 

DEREK:
A what?

SHEILA:
A hot flash...you know the change in life--

COLLEEN:
NOOOO! 

(starts crying)
You don’t care if I live or diiiiieeeee! 

She grabs a bag of green peas from the 
freezer. Holds them across her chest.

COLLEEN [CONT'D]
Even my tits are on fire! I’m causing my own heat stroke. 
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She stares straight ahead, blinking for 
a few seconds. 

SHEILA:
Colleen! Hey!Hey! Hello. 

COLLEEN:
Did I pass out?

SHEILA:
Oh come on now. You’re taking this too far.

DEREK:
Sweetie, it’s not that bad. You’re not dying! You’re gonna be 
just fine. 

COLLEEN:
It’s not that bad? How would you like it if your gonads felt 
like they were searing in your pants like two little scallops 
on a barbecue?

DEREK:
Of course not. That’s sounds particularly heinous. 

COLLEEN:
See, then you can’t say what I’m going through isn’t that 
bad. 

DEREK:

(frustrated)
Fair enough, now, give me those peas.

COLLEEN:
No. I need them.

DEREK:
Why do you need them, Colleen?

COLLEEN:
I need them, because there isn’t any ice in the house. 
Because someone can’t refill the ice trays and this piece of 
crap fridge doesn’t make ice anymore. That’s why.

DEREK puts his arm around COLLEEN and 
leads her to the sofa. She sits at the 
edge of the sofa.

SHEILA:
I’ve told her she’s not dying. She’s just being a drama 
queen, as usual. 

(To Colleen)
You aren’t that special. I’ve gone through the same thing.
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DEREK:
How long has she been like this?

SHEILA:
I don’t know. I came over a few minutes before you and she 
was like this.

DEREK:
Is this normal--

COLLEEN:
Hello! I’m still here!

DEREK:
I know, hon. I’m trying to understand what is happening.  
It’s not everyday I come home and you’re... you know. 

COLLEEN:
I’m what? 

DEREK:
You’re...uh... a little out of sorts. 

COLLEEN:

(giving Sheila a look)
I don’t remember you or Mom ever having this! Not like this. 
So don’t tell me the symptoms are the same for everyone. I 
must have a rare case of it.

SHEILA looks at her watch.

SHEILA:
Oh jeeze, we gotta scoot. We’re suppose to meet Linda and Sam 
for lunch, remember. I’ll text them that we are on our way. 

COLLEEN:
Alright, let me get my purse. 

COLLEEN exits stage right, returns with 
her purse.

Okay, let’s go.

They exit. DEREK crosses to the kitchen 
grabs a bottle of whiskey and a glass. 
Crosses down to the sofa, pours a 
drink. There is a knock. DEREK crosses 
to answer the door. 

DEREK:
Alan, come on in. Would you like a drink? 

ALAN enters.
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ALAN:
Whiskey? Sure.

DEREK crosses to the kitchen to get a 
glass. ALAN crosses to the arm chair. 
DEREK sits on the sofa, pours ALAN some 
whiskey and hands him the glass.

ALAN:

(points to the chess board)
I bought myself one of these.

DEREK:

(raises his glass)
That’s awesome. So I’ve brought you over to the dark side. 
(beat) But, I thought the only game you enjoyed was golf. 
Especially since, I roasted you the last time we tried to 
play.

ALAN:
It’s still my game. If I remember correctly, I smoked you the 
last time we played. I have noticed, though, your game has 
improved.

DEREK:
Well, I’m not completely inept. Golf just isn’t a very 
cerebral game, like Chess. Fancy a game?

ALAN places his glass on the coffee 
table. DEREK takes a coaster, moves the 
glass, wipes the water spot with a 
handkerchief he takes from his pocket.

ALAN:
Golf may not be cerebral, as you call it, but it does take 
strategy and skill, along with eye and hand coordination. 
Which, you don’t have. But, I’ll humor you. Let’s go.

ALAN pulls the side chair to the 
opposite side of the table from DEREK. 
Derek pulls the chess board to where it 
sits in between.  

DEREK:
I do admit, that my eye/hand coordination is sub par. 

ALAN:
Ha! I see what you did there.
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DEREK:

(laughing)
White?

ALAN nods. DEREK turns the board so 
white is in front of ALAN. 

DEREK [CONT'D]
Let’s see if you have improved.

ALAN makes the first move. 

ALAN:
Queen’s pawn to D4.

DEREK:

(gives him a quizzing look)
Been practicing?

ALAN:
You aren’t the only one who has room to improve. I’ve been 
making Sheila and Alena help me practice.

(laughs)
She got so angry at me when I took her knight, she through 
her rook at me.

DEREK makes his move.

DEREK:
Speaking of wives, other than throwing chess pieces, does 
Sheila ever act really strange sometimes? 

ALAN:
Ha! You’re gonna have to be more specific. There are several 
levels of strange. Are we talking, slightly bizarre, as in 
she talks to herself. Or are we talking bat shit crazy 
strange?

DEREK:
I’m talking certifiably nuts, strange. 

ALAN:
Sheila gets into a mood sometimes. I’m just not sure where 
you’re going with this.

DEREK:
I think Colleen has completely lost her mind. I found her 
earlier, practically sitting in the freezer. Yesterday, I 
found her keys in the oven. And don’t get me started on the 
mood swings, they are giving me whiplash! 
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Sometimes, at night, I think she is watching me.

(ALAN laughs.)

DEREK [CONT'D]
Seriously, I wake up and I swear she had been standing over 
me, looking at me like she is planning my death.

ALAN:
So, the old craziness has hit Colleen? (beat)Poor ole boy! 

He picks up the bottle of whiskey. 
Pours another shot in both glasses.

ALAN [CONT’D]
You’re gonna have to become better acquainted with this,

(Holds up the glass.)
to get through the adventure you’re starting.

DEREK:

(gulps)
Is it that bad?

ALAN:

(downs the shot)
Worse!

DEREK pours another shot and downs it.

FADE

FADE IN. 

Later that evening. 

COLLEEN crosses stage left to stage 
right pacing in back of the sofa. 
Colleen:

Where the hell is it? I just had it at lunch. Dammit!

Door knock.

COLLEEN crosses to answer.

ALENA enters with SHEILA.

ALENA:
Hey Aunt Colleen. What movie....(beat) Are you okay? You look 
upset--
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COLLEEN:
I can’t find it. I’ve looked all over the house. (beat)

(to herself)
No, I didn’t put it there! (beat)For fuck! Why would I do 
that? That would be crazy.

ALENA:
What’s wrong? What can’t you find?

COLLEEN continues to talk to the voices 
in her head.

COLLEEN:
I’ve looked there, you saw me do it. If you can’t be helpful, 
then shut the fuck up. I mean it. I’ve about had it up to 
here. 

SHEILA:
Colleen? Who are you talking to?

COLLEEN:
What? I’m talking to you aren’t I? (Beat)Is it hot in here? 
Damn, it’s getting hot! 

Crosses stage right and exits, turns 
down the AC.

There, maybe it will get cooler. I swear to god, my face 
feels like it’s melting off my skull. 

(to the voices in her head)
No, I haven’t forgotten. You don’t need to keep reminding me. 
You think I’m stupid idiot, doncha?

SHEILA:
Leenie! What the hell are you talking about--

ALENA:
Mom, who is she talking to... I’m worried about her.

COLLEEN:

(to Alena and Sheila)
Stop talking like I’m not even standing right here. Didn’t 
anyone tell you that’s rude?

SHEILA:

(shakes her head)
Come on, let’s sit down--

SHEILA crosses to COLLEEN, tries to 
guide her to the sofa.
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COLLEEN:

(shakes off Sheila’s hands)
Don’t touch me! I can’t take anymore.

COLLEEN runs off stage left, crying.

ALENA:
I don’t understand Mom. She’s always been a happy person.

SHEILA:
I know... I know..This...this isn’t right. 

SHEILA takes her cell phone out of her 
purse. 

Derek, you need to come home. Colleen... yes. Please, hurry.

ALENA:

(visibly worried)
Aunt Colleen has never acted like this before. 

COLLEEN re-enters from stage left as if 
nothing happened, crosses to ALENA.

COLLEEN:

(hugs Alena)
Hey girlie! How is school? Got a boyfriend?

ALENA and SHEILA give COLLEEN a worried 
look.

ALENA:
School is fine. I’ve had the same boyfriend for two years. 
Don’t you remember Brian?

COLLEEN:
Oh, yeah...right...Brian.

SHEILA:
Did you find what were you looking for? 

COLLEEN:
What? 

ALENA:
Auntie, when we came in, you said you had looked all over for 
it--

SHEILA:
But, you didn’t say what it was. Are you doing ok? You were 
talking--
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COLLEEN:
Oh com’on now. You know me. I’m just fine. 

DEREK rushes to center stage followed 
by ALAN to COLLEEN.

DEREK:

(He looks her over, looks for 
wounds, etc)

What’s happened? Colleen are you ok? Are you hurt?

COLLEEN:
I’m fine. Jesus! Y’all are making such a fuss over nothing.

DEREK:
Sheila called me, said you were acting strangely. I trust her 
not to make things--

COLLEEN:
You don’t believe me! What the fuck. Now, I’m a liar? 

Runs off stage left crying.

ALENA:
See, Uncle Derek. She’s been like this since we got here.

DEREK:
Maybe she’s just tired. She isn’t sleeping well. I have to 
sleep on the couch, cause she’s tossing and turning or hot 
and sweating. 

SHEILA:
Well, that part IS normal, however, this kind of emotional 
roller coaster isn’t. Not like this anyway.

DEREK:
I’ll admit, lately, she has been losing her temper, acting 
irrational and over-reacting to everything. I just thought it 
was due to menopause, like you said the other day. You said 
it was normal.

SHEILA:
Oh no, with this today, she is completely off the rails. You 
can’t just blow this off. She is not herself.

DEREK:
I will keep an eye on her. Don’t worry. I promise.

SHEILA:
Ok, but you haven’t heard the last of me on this.

DEREK:
Sheila, I know. I know. 
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SHEILA:
Don’t put this off.

(DEREK gives her a look.)
I know how you are, Derek. 

DEREK:
Okay, okay. I will get her to call the doctor.

SHEILA and ALENA exit down center. 
DEREK exits stage left off stage.

DEREK [CONT’D]

(said off stage)
Honey, come back in the living room with me, please.

They both enter. COLLEEN is sniffling.
Sweetie, you have to go to the doctor about this.

COLLEEN:
No. No. I don’t need a doctor. I’ll be fine. Really, I will. 
I just need to find my wallet.

DEREK:
I mean it... Your wallet? Why are you looking... Jesus 
Colleen.

COLLEEN:
I need it ok! 

DEREK:
Im sure it’s here somewhere. Don’t worry about it now. 
Promise me you’ll see a doctor.

COLLEEN:

You know I hate doctors. All that poking and prodding. 

COLLEEN turn away from DEREK, mumbling 
to herself.

COLLEEN [CONT'D]
I’m not going to let them put us away...

DEREK:
What?

COLLEEN:
Nothing, hon. I think I’m going to go lay down for a bit 
before dinner.

DEREK:
That sounds like a good idea.
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COLLEEN exits stage left. DEREK crosses 
to the kitchen gets a class and pours 
himself a drink. Crosses down to the 
sofa. He finishes his drink, lays down 
on the sofa and falls asleep.

FADE

SCENE TWO

FADE IN

COLLEEN sits on the couch surrounded by 
bags of ice. Knock on the door.

COLLEEN:
Come on in.

SHEILA and ALAN enter from stage right.

SHEILA:
What in the world! It’s freezing...And what are you doing 
with all that ice? You’ve completely lost it now, Colleen!

COLLEEN:
Well, Derek won’t let me sit in the freezer, so I had to 
improvise.

ALAN:
Here, let me turn up the thermo--

COLLEEN:
Leave it alone! Why can’t you people just leave me alone. 
Can’t you see I’m burning to death here. Look at my hair, 
I’ve created my own humidity and my hair is all poofy.

SHEILA:
Did you see the doctor?

COLLEEN:
Doctor...sure...yeah...I have an appointment. Alan, can you 
get the washcloth from the freezer?

ALAN:
The freezer?

COLLEEN:

Yes, the freezer.

She points to SHEILA
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COLLEEN [CONT’D]
Did you take my wallet?

SHEILA:
You’re wallet? No, of course not.

(to her voices)
Can you all just be quiet for once? You’re driving me nuts 
with all your chatter.

ALAN returns with the washcloth. 
COLLEEN places it on her forehead.

ALAN and SHEILA exchange worried 
glances. ALAN motions for SHEILA to 
leave. They cross to stage left, as 
they are exiting.

ALAN:
We need to talk to Derek. Colleen has lost her mind.

COLLEEN hears this exchange. There is a 
visible change in her personality.

SHEILA looks back at COLLEEN as COLLEEN 
begins to sing. SHEILA and ALAN exit.

COLLEEN:
I GOT SOME HOT STUFF BABY THIS EVENING
GOT SOME HOT STUFF BABY...

(to herself)
Join with me guys.

Laughing hysterically.

COLLEEN abruptly gets off the sofa. 
Places the ice bags on the floor. 

Lights to Red.

She “hears” something, but in reality 
there isn’t anything. She frantically 
crosses between the “front door” and 
the “window”. Then crosses back to the 
sofa. COLLEEN then sits on the sofa, 
rocking back and forth. 

COLLEEN:
I know they are after me. Don’t you think I can hear them 
too? 
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Always conspiring, saying there’s something wrong with me. 
Sheila looks at Derek like she’s gonna let him...Did you hear 
that?

“SHEILA” enters crossing menacingly to 
COLLEEN. 

“SHEILA”
Derek is going to put you away...he’s going to get rid of 
you...

COLLEEN crosses down stage left, to the 
audience.

COLLEEN [CONT’D]
What are they doing? Guns? But.. No.

She runs behind the sofa.

“ALENA” and “ALAN” enter.

“ALENA”
You will be gone for good... good riddance...

 DEREK enters.

COLLEEN [CONT'D]
No, you can’t take me. I won’t go. I won’t. Don’t hurt me.

DEREK runs to COLLEEN. She screams 
hysterically.

No...No. Keep your hands off me. No no. Don’t shoot me.

DEREK:
Colleen, what’s the matter? I’m not hurting you...No one is 
hurting you. 

Calls 911
Yes, my wife is not acting right. Yes...She thinks there are 
people outside who want to hurt her. No, there isn’t anyone. 

COLLEEN grabs the phone.

COLLEEN:
There is someone out there. I heard them. They have guns. 

Screams

COLLEEN [CONT'D]
Don’t touch me.

SHEILA enter. SHEILA runs to COLLEEN. 

RED LIGHT TO IMMEDIATE WHITE
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SHEILA:
Leenie...Leenie. Look at me...Look at me.

COLLEEN slowly looks up.

SHEILA [CONT’D]
Yes... it’s me. 

COLLEEN:
What’s wrong with me?

SHEILA:
I don’t know, sweetie. We’re gonna find out, okay. 

COLLEEN:
Don’t let them put me away. Please, don’t let them.

FADE

SCENE THREE

FADE IN

Psychiatric ward.

COLLEEN sits on a chair, low light 
stage left. The PSYCHIATRIST and DEREK 
talk down stage left. 

DEREK:
Doctor, my wife...why is she acting this way? She was seeing 
things that weren’t there. She said they were going to kill 
her. 

PSYCHIATRIST:
We believe Colleen is presenting late onset psychosis due to 
menopause. 

DEREK:
Is that a thing?

PSYCHIATRIST:
Yes. Though it is rare, eight out of one hundred thousand 
woman during menopause have experienced a psychotic break. It 
does happen. Is there any family history of mental illness?
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DEREK:
Oh god...Uh, no, not that I know of. I would have to ask her 
sister....and the prognosis?

PSYCHIATRIST:
The symptoms can be managed with medication. 

DEREK:
Can I take her home?

PSYCHIATRIST:
I would like for her to stay for observation. She is sedated 
right now.  

Light up on COLLEEN, she is completely 
broken. DEREK crosses to her.

DEREK:
Hi sweetie. I spoke with the doctor--

COLLEEN:
I want to go home.

DEREK:
I want you home too, honey. But, I want you to get better... 
The doctor says he needs you to stay for a couple of days, so 
he can monitor if the meds work.

COLLEEN:
I don’t want to be here without you. I hate how these drugs 
make me feel. I’m so woozy.

DEREK:
I know love. I don’t want to be without you either. Look at 
me. (beat)Look at me. I need you to be at home with me, but 
you have to get help, to get through everything that is going 
on. Okay?

COLLEEN:
Okay. I’ll do whatever it takes.

DEREK:
That’s my girl. I love you.

A new personality takes over COLLEEN. 
She wraps herself around DEREK as he 
kisses her. DEREK shows surprise.  
DEREK exits.

The PSYCHIATRIST enters as COLLEEN sits 
in the chair. 

PSYCHIATRIST:
Tell me about the hallucinations.
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COLLEEN:
What?

PSYCHIATRIST:
You’re husband said you were seeing people with guns were 
trying to kill you. The police report even states you told 
them as well. 

COLLEEN:
I must have been walking in my sleep. I do that sometimes. 

PSYCHIATRIST:
To this extent, Colleen? If we are to help you, you have to 
be willing to be honest with me, so that I can.

COLLEEN:
Doc, look I’m telling you the truth. Why would I lie? Do you 
think I want to be in the looney bin? Come on.

PSYCHIATRIST:
I put you on Olanzapine, this will counter the--

COLLEEN:
I’m not taking any more of those anti-crazy pills.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Why don’t you want to take them? 

COLLEEN:
They make me feel all fuzzy. I can’t think straight. Even 
worse than when I don’t take them.

PSYCHIATRIST:
I suggest we try a lower dosage and see if the side affects 
lessen. Would you agree to that?

COLLEEN:
Can you force me to take it?

PSYCHIATRIST:
No, I cannot force you, but I do highly recommend that you 
take them. We don’t want a repeat of the events that brought 
you here, am I correct?

COLLEEN:

(nods)
I can still take the other meds.

PSYCHIATRIST:
You mean, the Estrogen? You will agree to take it?
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COLLEEN:
Yes. If, I start to feel out of control. I will go on the 
crazy meds. I am here for another day anyway, right.

PSYCHIATRIST:
For the next twenty-four hours we will monitor with just the 
Estrogen. If there are no abnormal occurrences, we won’t go 
with the anti-psychotics.

The PSYCHIATRIST exits. 

FADE

SCENE FOUR

FADE IN

DEREK, ALAN, SHEILA, and ALENA talk in 
the living room. 

ALAN:
Whatever you need us to do, just say--

SHEILA:
You know we are all here for you and Colleen. 

DEREK:
I know...thank you. I should have listened to her. She knew 
something was wrong. 

DEREK breaks down. 

DEREK [CONT'D]
If I had listened--

SHEILA:
We all weren’t listening. I blame myself. I made jokes--

ALENA:
Don’t blame yourself. No one knew there was anything like 
this.

ALAN:
How long will she be in the hospital?

DEREK:
The doctor said until tomorrow. It all depends on how she 
responds to the meds. 

SHEILA crosses to DEREK and sits beside 
him on the sofa.
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SHEILA:
We are going to get her through this. 

ALENA:
Mom is right. We are all here and we will do everything we 
can. 

ALAN:
Just be strong now, for Colleen. How about a drink...I think 
we all need one.

He crosses to the kitchen. Pour four 
glasses of whiskey. SHEILA joins him, 
helps him carry the glasses.

ALENA:
To Aunt Colleen. May she be back with us.

ALL:
To Colleen.

FADE

SCENE FIVE

FADE IN

The next morning.

COLLEEN walks back and forth beside the 
chair.

COLLEEN:

(to the voices in her head)
I know, I know. I have to pretend you’re not here. Then I can 
get out of this hell hole. Now be quiet. I can’t talk 
anymore.

There is a knock on the door. The 
PSYCHIATRIST enters.

PSYCHIATRIST:
How are you feeling today? Did you sleep well?

COLLEEN:
I feel better. Yes, I did. I don’t feel so foggy anymore. I’m 
more like the old me.
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PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you ready to go home?

COLLEEN:
Yes. Please. 

PSYCHIATRIST:
I will get your discharge papers ready. The nurse will come 
and have you sign them and then you’re out of here. 

COLLEEN:
Could I have my cell phone back, so I can call my husband to 
come get me?

PSYCHIATRIST:
I’ll have the nurse bring your things right away.

The PSYCHIATRIST exits. 

COLLEEN:

(to her voices)
I’m sorry. You knew I had to be careful in here. Once I get 
out of here, everything changes.

FADE

SCENE SIX

FADE IN RED LIGHTS

COLLEEN paces in the living-room. Her 
hallucination of “DEREK” enters, begins 
to cross to COLLEEN.

COLLEEN:
What do you want? I trusted you, Derek. Don’t come any 
closer.

“DEREK” moves closer.`He reaches for 
her.

Don’t touch me.

COLLEEN runs and hides behind the sofa.

COLLEEN’s hallucination of “SHEILA” 
enters starts to cross towards COLLEEN. 
Once “SHEILA” reaches the sofa, COLLEEN 
crawls from behind the sofa.
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Enter the hallucinations of “ALENA” and 
“ALAN”.

COLLEEN::
Stay away. Why are you doing this?

COLLEEN runs away from the 
hallucinations. They menacingly come 
after her.

COLLEEN [CONT’D]
I won’t go back there. No... Don’t touch me. Leave me 
alone...No!

COLLEEN is curled up on the floor, she 
is broken. The hallucinations exit. SHE 
looks up. You can see the break in her 
personality and a different personality 
appears. 

RED LIGHT TO IMMEDIATE WHITE

COLLEEN [CONT’D]

That’s better. She is so weak. Now, I will take care of 
things.

DEREK enters. 

DEREK:
I’m sorry it took so long. Were you able to rest a little?

COLLEEN crosses to DEREK, wraps her 
arms around him.

COLLEEN:
I’d rather not rest. I have other things in mind. 

DEREK:
Getting a little feisty aren’t you?

COLLEEN:
Maybe...do I have your attention?

DEREK:
That you have my love. Are you flirting with me?

COLLEEN:
Has it been that long, that you have to ask?

They cross and sit on the sofa.

DEREK:
Then we have to change that, don’t we? I’ve missed you.
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Things get steamy.

Knock on the door.

DEREK:
Don’t answer it. We aren’t home.

COLLEEN:

(laughing)
Stop, it may be important. 

DEREK:

Aren’t I important?

COLLEEN:
Yes, we can put a pin in it, for now.

DEREK:
You’re gonna be the death of me woman.

COLLEEN exists quickly and enters with 
a robe on.

COLLEEN:
Shhhh. 

She crosses to the door.

DEREK exits, returns also wearing a 
robe.

ALAN, SHEILA, and ALENA, enter from 
center stage. SHEILA runs to COLLEEN.

SHEILA:
Colleen, I’m so glad you’re okay. I was so worried about you.

ALENA:
Are you feeling better now? 

They both give COLLEEN hugs.

ALAN:
Are we intruding?

COLLEEN:
No, no. You’re fine.

SHEILA:
Oh okay, we are intruding.
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ALAN:
We are imposing. We’re so sorry!

SHEILA:
I apologize for barging in on you guys. I just wanted to make 
sure you were okay. 

ALENA:
Mom, Dad, let’s leave them alone.

COLLEEN:
No, no. It’s okay. Come on in and have a seat--

ALAN:
Seriously, we’ll drop by tomorrow sometime. 

ALAN, SHEILA, and ALENA exit.

COLLEEN:
I’ll make us a drink.

She crosses up stage right. She pours 
two shots. She reaches into her pocket 
and takes out a capsule, empties the 
contents into one of the classes.

Crosses back to DEREK, hands him the 
drink.

DEREK:
Cheers.

COLLEEN raises her glass. They both 
down the whiskey.

COLLEEN:
Let’s have a seat on the sofa and take up where we left off.

DEREK:
I like the way your mind works young lady.

COLLEEN:

(slyly)
You dig the new me, huh?

DEREK:
Very much.

They cross to the sofa. Derek begins to 
feel the affects of the drink.

DEREK [CONT'D]
Man, I’m getting really sleepy. I’m so sorry hon. 
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COLLEEN:
No reason to be sorry. Just close your eyes. There you go.
Nightie, night. 

COLLEEN’s personality takes over.

(to the voices in her head)
You know I don’t want him hurt. Don’t you get it. Jesus, he 
is important. I don’t understand. You’re right...I know. Just 
not yet, okay. Okay? (beat) Alright, I get it.

You can visibly tell when the angry 
violent personality takes over. COLLEEN 
crosses to the kitchen. Picks up a 
knife from the table. Crosses down to 
the sofa, watches DEREK sleeping. She 
traces the knife above DEREK’s chest.

FADE

SCENE SEVEN

FADE IN

The next afternoon. COLLEEN (the 
violent personality) sits on the sofa, 
twirling a knife on the coffee table. 
There is a knock. COLLEEN crosses down 
center. ALAN enters.

ALAN:
Hey Colleen! Is Derek around? 

COLLEEN:
Derek?

ALAN:
Yeah--

COLLEEN:
He didn’t say you were coming by today.

ALAN:
Oh, I just dropped by, wanted to see if he would like to go 
hit a few balls at the range.

COLLEEN:
Oh! Sure, I’ll go get‘m.  

COLLEEN picks up the knife from the 
coffee table as she crosses stage left 
and exits. 
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(off stage)
Alan! Come on back. He’s here, in the den.

ALAN crosses stage left and exits. 

ALAN:

(as he crosses to COLLEEN)
Hey Derek, thought we might hit a few--

COLLEEN:

(as she pulls ALAN back stage)
I told you he needs to die.

ALAN:

(off stage)
NOOOOOOOO!

COLLEEN enters from stage left, wiping 
the knife. Crosses to the sofa, sits, 
and twirls the knife on the table. 

COLLEEN:

(to herself)
I know, he made me do it. Serves him right. All their 
whispering together, telling me I’m not right. How could I 
let him tell everyone? (beat) Yes, he would. (beat) Then what 
would happen to me then, huh? They’d put me back in that 
place...only this time for good. What then? (beat) Sometimes 
you have to do what you have to do, right? (beat) Right!

COLLEEN takes her cell from her pocket. 
Sheila, why don’t you and Alena come over for dinner while 
the boys are out. (beat)Great! See ya soon!

COLLEEN continues to twirl the knife on 
the table. 

SHEILA and ALENA enter from center 
stage. COLLEEN quickly hides the knife 
in the cushions. ALENA crosses to where 
COLLEEN is sitting on the sofa.

SHEILA:
I could use a drink.

She crosses to the kitchen.

COLLEEN:
Go ahead, pour me one too. Alena would you like one?
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ALENA:
Sure, what are you having?

SHEILA:
I’m in the mood for whiskey. How about you sis?

COLLEEN:
Sounds awesome.

ALENA:
Sure, Ill try it. 

SHEILA:
That’s my girl. 

She pours the drinks and crosses back 
to the sofa. 

So the boys went to the range?

COLLEEN:
Yeah, Derek said Alan wanted to hit a few balls today.

ALENA:
I’m glad. It gives us girls a chance to hang out.

SHEILA:
Here’s to the girls!

(to Colleen)
How have you been feeling? What did the doctor say?

COLLEEN:

(laughing)
I don’t know what’s worse, burning up during the day or 
swimming in my own sweat at night. I can’t sleep, I wake up 
drenched, like I’ve run a 10k marathon in my sleep. The other 
option is I toss and turn all night long. I feel like the 
Princess and the Pea, I feel every damn bump in the mattress. 
The doctor has me on some meds to even out the hormones and 
shit. I have to say I feel a lot better. It’s almost as if I 
am a whole new person. 

SHEILA:
I can empathize, I’ve gone through all that. I would carry an 
extra set of clothes to work. Half way through the day I’d 
have to change. The only advantage was if a blouse was 
wrinkled, by the time I got to work it would have steam 
pressed itself.

COLLEEN:
I feel like I have my own climate change. One minute I’m cool 
as a cucumber, then I self combust! 
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ALENA:
You all make it sound horrible. I don’t want to get old.

SHEILA:
The change can be challenging--

COLLEEN:
Challenging? Aren’t you the queen of the understatement! Now, 
I am a withered old basket with cage-free eggs past their 
sell by date. 

ALENA:
Come on, you’re young! And you’re not wrinkly. You know, this 
is my first girls night with you guys. 

SHEILA:
Won’t you bored with us?

ALENA:
Why? It’s not like you are old.

The violent personality takes over 
COLLEEN.

COLLEEN:
But, we’re hags are we?

ALENA:
No, Auntie, not at all. That’s not what I said.

COLLEEN:

(to herself)
Did you hear what that little..(stops herself)
I’m old and as useful as an eggless hen. I don’t need some 
little snot nosed pullet telling me my life is over.

COLLEEN walks to the kitchen, picks up 
the knife and a rubber glove. Crosses 
to where Alena is seated.

COLLEEN:

(gets a faraway look)
They tell me things. Yes, all the time. Talk, talk, 
talk....all day, all night. 

SHEILA:
What are you saying, Leenie?

COLLEEN:
I don’t want to do what they want. I really don’t. But, if I 
don’t do it, they won’t leave me alone. And if you hadn’t 
have taken my wallet!
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She stabs ALENA

SHEILA:
NO! NO! What have you done? Why? My baby!

COLLEEN:
I have to do what they tell me. Nothing I can do. Nothing I 
can do.

SHEILA:
God in heaven, you ARE mad!

SHEILA tries to get to ALENA. COLLEEN 
stops her. Pushes SHEILA onto the sofa.

COLLEEN:
Mad? No.. no, my dearest sister. I’m not angry at all. Not in 
the slightest. 

COLLEEN grabs SHEILA, stabs her as 
well.

(to the voices in her head)
See, I did what you wanted. (Beat) I know, I know...one more.

FADE

FADE IN

COLLEEN is cleaning the mess as DEREK 
enters. Crosses to the kitchen pours a 
glass of whiskey. Crosses to the sofa. 

COLLEEN:
Oh, hey. Did you just get back?

DEREK:
Yeah. Wanna play a game?

COLLEEN:
Sure. I may give you a run for your money.

DEREK:
Really? Is that a challenge?

COLLEEN:
Want to put some money on it?

DEREK:
Okay, twenty.
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COLLEEN:
Perfect. Deal! You go first.

DEREK:
Rook H8.

COLLEEN:
Good move. D4.

DEREK:
Nice! Did Alan teach you that move, against mine?

COLLEEN:
Alan, no... no... Why do you ask about Alan?

DEREK:
He was here the other day and we played. He has been 
practicing. He almost beat me. Did you say they were out of 
town for a few days?

COLLEEN:
Oh, yes, I think to see Alan’s family. I believe he said it’s 
his brother’s birthday or something like that.

DEREK:
That’s right. I remember now. He told me they were planning a 
fishing trip. 

COLLEEN:

(to herself, half crying)
I can’t do that...no.. no..don’t make me do that--

DEREK:
What are you talking about? 

COLLEEN:
Nothing, no nothing. I’m just not feeling very well, all of a 
sudden. I think I’m heading to bed. 

DEREK:
I’ll go with, I’m getting tired my--

COLLEEN:
No, no.. I want to sleep by myself tonight. (beat)Like I 
said, I’m not feeling very well. I feel like a surge is 
coming. 

DEREK:
Oh, OH! okay. Goodnight. 
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COLLEEN exits stage left. DEREK settles 
to sleep on the sofa.

LIGHTS TO BLUE HALF FADE.

COLLEEN (the violent personality) 
enters stage left holding a knife. She 
crosses to the back of the sofa watches 
DEREK sleep. Crosses to front of the 
sofa over him, stabs him in the chest 
and slits his throat.

COLLEEN wipes the knife. Places it on 
the table, then crosses back to the 
couch, sits on the edge.

COLLEEN:
Look, what you made me do. All of this is because of you. If 
you hadn’t put me in that place... If you had just left me 
alone, none of this would have happened. Everything would 
have been fine. But, Nooo, you gotta put your nose in where 
it don’t belong. 

COLLEEN’s personality returns. She 
remembers something, runs to the 
freezer, reaches in and pulls out her 
wallet. COLLEEN crosses back to the 
sofa. 

COLLEEN:
Ha!

(talking to herself)
I know, I know. You told me it was there!

Crosses back to DEREK.
Honey, look what I found...

Notices DEREK.
Oh my god....what have they done?

FADE TO BLACK
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