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THE DIARY OF A TEENAGE GIRL 
 
CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 
Minnie Goetze- Fifteen 
 
Monroe- Thirty- four  
 
Kimmie- Fifteen 
 
Charlotte- Thirty-two 
 
Pascal- Thirty-eight (also plays Dr. Nice, the psychologis t Dr. Wollenberg, 
and the operator of the suicide prevention hotline) 
 
 
PRODUCTION NOTES: 
 
The entire production should flow together, scene by scene, like memories 
do- one leading to the next.  The dialogue should move very quickly, 
especially MinnieÕs.  There should not be blackouts, unl ess specifically 
stated.  Instead, the space should be sparse and easily mallea ble so that we 
move place and time effortlessly, and the production elements should 
support that flow.    
 
The multi-media aspects of the production are critical.  Th ey should be as 
seamlessly integrated into the story as possible.  There are  large video 
screens, which project MinnieÕs artwork (drawings, photograph s and super 
8 film recordings).  This visual world tells itÕs own story:  that of the 
progression of Minnie as an artist.  These stage direct ions are made 
distinct by shaded borders ( example ).  
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THE DIARY OF A TEENAGE GIRL 
 

ACT I: Scene 1 
 

(A girl sits alone deep in thought.  This is MINNIE GO ETZE.  She wears 
a tattered blue and white little girl nightgown.  Sh e sits as though 
trying to piece together something.  A voice over- i t sounds like an old 
tape player, crackled and distant.  ItÕs MinnieÕs voi ce.) 
 
VOICE OVER.   I donÕt remember being born. 
 
MINNIE/VOICE OVER.   I was a very ugly child.   
 
VOICE OVER.   My appearance has not improved so I suppose i t was a lucky 
break when he was attracted by my youthfulness.  
 
(Monroe enters and curls up next to Minnie to watch TV) 
 
MONROE.   Look at this silly little flannel nightgown. It makes you lo ok like 
a little girl.  But youÕre fifteen now right? Jesus Christ.  I canÕt believe it. 
 
(MonroeÕs arm dangles around MinnieÕs shoulder, danger ously close to her 
breast.  Minnie notices.  They sit in silence.  Finall y, Monroe leaves.) 
 
VOICE OVER.   It's March 1976, San Francisco CA. My n ame is Minnie 
Goetze.  IÕm fifteen years old.  I think a lot, and IÕm no t stupid.  IÕm in tenth 
grade. I live in an apartment, itÕs the middle flat of three in a Victorian 
house with my mother and my sister Gretel, who is thirteen.  ItÕs a rich 
neighborhood but we are not rich.   
 
(The drawing Minnie has done of the Golden Gate Bridge appears on the 
video screen) 

 
VOICE OVER.  Drawing is the thing I like to do best.  And IÕm getting into 
photography. Since about two weeks ago IÕve developed quite a taste  for 
eggs. 
 
(Minnie pulls a seventies tape recorder out from under her mattress 
and sets it up with its microphone ) 
 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 4

MINNIE.   IÕm going to continue recording this diary with th e intention of 
making entries each and every day, as honestly and sincerely as is possible 
for me to do.   
 
(CHARLOTTE walks through the space.  Minnie runs up to he r with her 
cassette recorder)  
 
MINNIE.   IÕd like to introduce Charlotte, my dear olÕ mam a.  (sings) 
Maammaa, oohoohoohÉ can I get you to say a few words? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (into the mic) UmÉ hello.  
 
MINNIE.   Good enough for me.   
 
(Charlotte exits.  Monroe enters) 
 
MINNIE.   Ah.  And here we have Monroe Rutherford - my motherÕs 
boyfriend.  Can you say hello Monroe? 
 
MONROE.   Oh hello there.  This is Monroe, coming to you on the airwavesÉ 
 
MINNIE.   Ok!  ThatÕs enough.  Kimmie- 
 
(Monroe exits.  KIMMIE enters) 
 
MINNIE.   Kimmie Minter is my best friend.  Would you li ke to say hello to 
my diary? 
 
KIMMIE.   Hello MinnieÕs Diary- just so you know, Minn ie has a very dirty 
mind.  So, watch out.  This diary not suitable for children . 
 
MINNIE.   Hey!  Thank you for that.   Ok- we are done with  the 
introductions.   
 
(Kimmie leaves and Minnie closes the door carefully afte r her, making 
sure she is alone)  
  
MINNIE.  Ok.  In all matter of factuality, it happened like this: Monroe and I 
were on the couch watching TV and he sort of rubbed my brea st through 
my nightgown! I was wearing the nightgown Granny gave me.  Ug h.  How 
embarrassing.  And really, I donÕt know.  It could have be en an accident!?  
ThatÕs pretty presumptuous of me to think that he meant to touch my--   
Aighhhh!   
 
I know it seems weird, but I have this strangely calming f eeling that even if 
he touched my tits on purpose itÕs probably all right because heÕs one of our 
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best friends and heÕs a good guy and he knows how it goes a nd I donÕt.   
 
Oh Monroe.    
Pitter Pat.   
You touched my tit.  How was that? 
 
I drew a picture of Monroe in his jogging shorts.  Ha!  
(The drawing of Monroe appears on the video screen) 

 
 
(The click of the tape player.  Quick Shift. )  
 
MINNIE.   Hello again.  It has been four days since my last confession, 
secretÉ tape playerÉ diary thing.  So, last night I went with Mon roe to a 
nightclub.  Mom decided she didnÕt want to go- so she sugges ted Monroe 
take me.   
 
I had homework but so the fuck what.  I went, and of course I was served a 
drink or two because I am so mature-looking.  We were la ughing at the 
singing cowboys and the waitress told us to stop making such godfucking 
noise so we went to the back of the room.  He was feeling my tits but I kept 
interrupting him to stumble over to the ladiesÕ room.  He was  saying Òoh 
look youÕre giving me a hard -on oh look  youÕre givingmeahardon.Ó  Then 
he put my hand down his pants.  It didnÕt feel too hard to me.  It had soft 
skin.  I donÕt know what I expected exactly but I guess fles h can never be 
really hard, like Formica or wood.  It is, after all fles h.  I said, ÒI want you to 
fuck meÓ.  And he said, "are you crazyohgodlook youÕregiv ingmeahardon."   
 
I said, "I really mean it, I really really want you to fuck me."  I was so 
ridiculous.  I didnÕt even know if I was serious but it was a  funny game and 
I was totally drunk.   
 
ÒJesus Christ Minnie youÕre shit-faced,Ó he says.  
 
(Monroe enters) 
 
MONROE.   IÕm taking you home.  Gonna get you back to you r goddamn 
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mother.  
 
MONROE.   I canÕt believe you want me to fuck you.  Do you really want m e 
to fuck you?   
 
MINNIE.   None of your fucking business! 
 
MONROE.   You really do want me to fuck you, donÕt you?  Y ou really 
fuckinÕ want me to fuckinÕ fuck you.  
 
MINNIE.   I donÕt know whether I want him or anyone else to fuck me but 
IÕm afraid to pass up the chance because I might never ge t another.   
 
(David Bowie's "Changes" plays softly. Shift ) 
 
MINNIE.   When we got home, I felt so sick.  He went with  me to my room, 
stumbling all over my dirty laundry and books and junk on the  floor.  It 
was very nice and comforting the way he rubbed my back as I th rew up 
over the side of my bed.   
 
(Minnie has stripped to her underwear and bra, leaving her  clothes in a 
pile on the floor.) 
 
MINNIE.  Monroe was too drunk to clean it but he made me  get in the 
bathtub to get the vomit out of my hair.  He filled up the tub b ut then he left 
the room out of politeness and respect.  
 
(Monroe helps her into the tub and leaves. Minnie lies ba ck in the tub) 
 
MINNIE.   Sometimes the feeling of water rushing through  my hair makes 
me feel so beautiful- like a mermaid waiting to be rescu ed from the depths 
of the sea. (feeling beautiful. Singing loudly)  Aaahhhhh thatÕs the way uh 
huh uh huh I like it uh huh uh huh thatÕs the wayÉ   
 
MONROE.  (poking his head back in the room)   Shut up or youÕll wake your 
mom and Gretel.  (exits) 
 
(She gets out and quickly slips on a dress) 
 
MINNIE.   When I got out, Monroe was watching TV.  (Minnie walks over to 
the couch where Monroe is watching TV) 
 
It was very romantic the way the black -and-white blueness of the TV light 
bounced all over the room.   
 
(Monroe slips his hand between her legs and then bends over  her and  
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kisses her for a long time.  Monroe disappears and Min nie stays seated) 
  
MINNIE.   It tasted like heated wine hot and sticky, the inside  of his mouth 
was all smooth.  I tried giving him a blow-job and everythi ng else.  He kept 
saying he wanted to fuck me but he said we canÕt here.   
Oh my god Oh my god Oh my god!   
 
(Minnie lies down in bed and goes to sleep) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (OS) Goddammit Minnie.  You left water in the bathtub last 
night! Is it too much to ask to drain the water?  It's disgustin g! 
 
(Minnie ducks under her covers, as Charlotte enters Min nie's room)  
 
CHARLOTTE.   You're not up?  Come on, you're gonna be late for school.  
(she pulls the covers completely off of Minnie.) 
 
MINNIE.   MOM! GOD!  I am sick, can't you see that?  I h ave the flu or 
something.  I puked last night, and I might puke right now.  
 
CHARLOTTE.   Oh.  Ok.  Fine.  Stay in bed. You can stay home from school.   
 
(lights shift.  Minnie returns to her microphone.  The c lick of the tape 
recorder.) 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe and I made a plan.  Once my mom was go ne, I met him at 
the corner of Jackson and Scott.  We drove across the bridg e and went to 
Stinson Beach first and drank beer and ate some sandwich es and watched 
two wet black dogs fighting over a stick in the sand.  Monro e loves the 
water.  Then we went back to San Francisco, to his place in  Russian hill.  It 
hurt and it still hurts and IÕm sure it was the most colorf ul blood that will 
ever come out of me.  Afterwards, we lay quietly beside one a nother on the 
bed.  We both still had our jackets on, naked from just th e waist down.  I 
drew an X on his leg with my blood.  He said he couldnÕt bel ieve I was a 
virgin.   
 
(On the video screen there is a label for a cassette tape wi th the hand-
written words ÒSpring: my introduction to loveÓ) 
 

Scene 2 
 
(Monroe and Charlotte are in the kitchen with drinks, maki ng grilled 
cheese sandwiches, unaware of Minnie.) 
 
(Minnie pulls out a camera and takes a photograph of Monro e and 
Charlotte.  It appears on the screen.  In the photograph we can see all of the 
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detail of the house and kitchen that we canÕt actually see o n the stage) 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe Rutherford is the handsomest man in the  world.  As for 
myself, I am not particularly attractive at all.  I suppose it was my youth, 
or maybe it has somethi ng to do with my mother.  HeÕs fucked me three 
times now and I feel as if IÕm being taken advantage of be cause I know he 
only loves her...  
(Monroe and Charlotte exit) 
But whatever the nature of his attraction, I know it has nothi ng to do with 
who I really am.  IÕm not exactly in love with him either,  you know.  I just 
wish he hadnÕt all of a sudden decided to feel guilty about wha t we were 
doing.  I was just beginning to really like the feeling and now IÕm so fucking 
randyÉ  I donÕt know where to direct al l my sexual energies.   
 
(Minnie picks up an old tattered stuffed animal that has b een resting on 
her bed.  She starts to playfully make out with it) 
 
IÕm not going to destroy this diary.  The last one, I tore the  pages out and 
ripped them up into tiny pieces and flushed them down the toilet. It wonÕt 
be so easy to destroy a bunch of cassette tapes.  That was in  eighth grade 
and I was in love with Sarah S. at Hamlin School for Girl s.  I loved her so 
much that I was crazy, and I wanted, so many times, to kiss he r.  I liked to 
imagine Sarah in a dreadful accident, falling off the r oof of the school while 
she was playing basketball.   
(Minnie picks up the stuffed animal and cradles it in her arms as if it were 
Sarah)  I would run down the cement stairs to the landing where she l ay 
bleeding and hold her in my arms and kiss her and tell h er I loved her.  
Then she would die, but not before responding to my kiss with a breathless 
last remark, ÒOh, I love you too, how I love you- I have al ways loved you.Ó 
(Minnie kisses the stuffed animal passionately) We were thirteen then.  
 
I got a letter today from my stepfather Pascal, even though we l ive in the 
same city. 
 
(Lights up on PASCAL, a professorial man in a tweed jack et and jeans, 
standing in a spotlight) 
 
PASCAL.   Dear Minnie, 
Did you know that most terrestrial water is seawater (97 percen t, 97 out 
of 100 parts, in other words)?  We live on the other 3 perc ent.  Not much 
drinking water comes out of that either.  Of the 3 percent no n-sea water,   
 
MINNIE.  Pascal MacCorkill is an 
editor of scientific journals and 
books and he wants me to be 
interested in science.  IÕve known 

Pascal since I was four years old.  
He lived with us in Philadelphia 
for several years before he 
married my mother.  We moved to 
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San Francisco three or four years 
ago because of his job.  He and 
Mom split up very shortly after 
that.  They are now almost 
divorced.  He despises Monroe.  
He thinks people who know 
nothing of math and science are 
doomed idiots.                      
PASCAL.   (silently continuing 
with this text) The icecaps hold 2 
percent- melting ice from the 
north.  The amount of water that 

cycles each year is one part in 
3,000 of the total, most of which 
falls back into the sea.  The 
amount of water flowing in all the 
streams is only a couple of weeksÕ 
worth of rainfall on land.  Lakes 
hold a three year supply.  
Underground water, about which 
little is knows, is perhaps 
comparable in quantity to the 
store held as ice (up north down 
south)

 
 
PASCAL.  Ignorance is the most fearsome thing and is to  be avoided at all 
costs.  I am sending you a book on water. 
ÒI Love youÓ, Pascal   
 
(Pascal exits) 
 
MINNIE.    The ÒI love youÓ was in quotes  
 
(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 3 
 
(Minnie rushes into the bathroom with the phone to her ea r. Across the 
stage is KIMMIE, on the other end of the phone) 
 
KIMMIE.  Uh. Hello?!  What are you doing? 
 
MINNIE.  Ok, ok, ok I can talk now.  Gretel was followi ng me.  Holy Hell this 
phone can barely reach. 
 
KIMMIE.  So?  Come on!  Tell me.  What happened? 
 
MINNIE.   I canÕt tell you- you have to guess. 
 
KIMMIE.  You fucked somebody!!! 
 
MINNIE.  How did you know?   
(to audience) Kimmie Minter is my best friend, I suppose.  We go to 
different schools.  We talk all the time on the phone, howe ver.  At the 
moment sheÕs my only friend, but we really, really have nothi ng in 
common.  In fact, I never know if sheÕs telling the truth or not.  Her parents 
are friends with my step dad, Pascal.   
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KIMMIE.   MINNIE!  WHO was it? 
 
MINNIE.   You have to guess.  Somebody might hear.   
 
KIMMIE.  But you donÕt know any guys.  Wait!  Was it that guy who works 
in the liquor store?  
 
MINNIE.   No.   
 
KIMMIE.   Ok.  Is it somebody I know? 
 
MINNIE.   Yes. 
 
KIMMIE.  But thereÕs no one I can think ofÉ waitÉ not Mo nroe! 
 
MINNIE.   É 
 
KIMMIE.   My God!  Minnie.  That is so sick.  
 
MINNIE.   What?  DonÕt you think heÕs cute? 
 
KIMMIE.  No!  HeÕs not cute.  HeÕs OLD.  Urgh. He sleeps with your mom! 
Minnie-  
 
MINNIE.   Only because he has to otherwise sheÕll suspec t something.   
 
KIMMIE.   I donÕt know, Minnie.  DonÕt you kind of feel l ike heÕs taking 
advantage of you?  I mean, youÕre so much younger than him!    
 
MINNIE.   Oh, umÉ well, I donÕt--  
 
KIMMIE.   Wait.  Just tell me one thing.  How big is his  dick? 
(Kimmie exits).  
 
MINNIE.   Kimmie goes out with this guy named Roger Farentino- IÕve o nly 
seen him in pictures.  He drives a Camero and looks lik e a stupid 
materialistic greaser guy but Kimmie says he has a huge dick and it always 
hurts when she fucks him.  She lost her virginity when she  was only 
thirteen.  Well, thatÕs how it is in South San Francisco.   
 
(The lights shift.)  
 

Scene 4 
 
(MinnieÕs bedroom, in the middle of the night.) 
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MINNIE.    The window was open all night.  It was very windy.  All the 
clouds were pulled down from the sky and sucked in through my wi ndow.  
Some clouds melted and I am covered with dew.  Wisps of fog en tangle the 
chandelier.  Bows and flows of angel hair are thick and s mothering.   
 
(Minnie rises from her bed, as if sleep walking. The space is open and vast.  
Small shafts of light form long shadows on the stage.  I t is like a dream.  
The sound echoes, as if in a church) 
 
MINNIE.   I love churches. Sometimes I go to noon servi ces at different 
churches instead of going to school.  I love to sit in a pew towards the back 
of the ch urch reading the hymnal and filling in pretend names on the  
collection envelopes while the sermon drones on in the ba ckground.   
 
(A distorted and low sermon echoes in the air, Minnie knee ls and crosses 
herself) 
 
MINNIE.   Going to churches makes me feel above reproa ch and nearly 
holy.  Still, I donÕt believe in anything.  But I wish I did.   I guess I believe in 
time travel. 
 
(the church begins to fade away.  The sermon fades out) 
 
MINNIE.   Did you know, it would be possible to go back in time if you could 
travel faster than the speed of light.  You could catch up to th e light from a 
dinosaur traveling through space, and be literally behind in  time.  ThatÕs 
what I believe in.    
 
(the image of a dinosaur and a space ship appears on the vi deo screen.)   
 

 
 
(Minnie is slowly making her way back to bed)  
 
MINNIE.   IÕve just realized IÕve had breasts for a full  three years. 
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(Minnie lies back down in bed.  The dream/sleepwalk is ove r.  Lights shift) 
 

Scene 5 
 
(Minnie sits on her bedroom floor with a sandwich next to h er, a radio 
nearby, and the phone in her lap) 
 
MINNIE.    I sit here with the radio and eat a liverwurst sandwich with 
mustard and potato salad.  I am waiting to win two tickets to see P eter 
Frampton. 
Dear Jesus look down on me from your lofty throne- make m e win, please 
make me win.  ItÕs nearly Easter.  IÕll pray for you.  I know how traumatic a 
death such as yours can be.   
 
(she picks up the phone and dials)  
 
(While she waits with the phone to her ear, she pulls out her camera and 
takes a photograph of her sandwich and the phone.  The ima ge appears 
projected on the screen.) 
 
MINNIE.   I donÕt even like his music!  But Monroe LOV ES Peter Frampton!   
If I win, IÕm going to give him the tickets for his birthda y.  
 
(She puts down the phone.  Lights shift.) 
 
MINNIE.   Yesterday my mother said, ÒKimmie is so white tras hÓ.  ÒShe is 
not!Ó I said.   
 
(Charlotte enters) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   I mean that in a good way- you know, sheÕs k ind of salt of 
the earth.  I love her Farah Fawcett hairdo- itÕs so a la mode .  I mean, IÕm 
really glad your hair isnÕt like that, but it looks cute on  her.  
 
MINNIE.   Yeah boys love her. 
  
CHARLOTTE.   Really?  She looks better in pants than skirts  though.  
ArenÕt her ankles sort of thick?   
 
(Kimmie enters and sits on MinnieÕs bed) 
 
KIMMIE.   Your momÕs really gorgeous.   
 
MINNIE.   Oh I guess-- 
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CHARLOTTE.   So Kimmie goes out with boys? 
 
MINNIE.   Huh? 
 
KIMMIE.   ArenÕt you afraid sheÕll find out about Monroe ?  What if they get 
married?  ItÕs so sick. 
 
MINNIE.   Yeah.  I think about  that.  But really, I think my mother is more 
worried about how I have no boyfriends.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   I hate to brag, Minnie.  But I was quite a piece when I was 
your age.   
 
MINNIE.   (to Kimmie) I donÕt think she wants me to get pregnant like she 
did then, but I guess she worries that thereÕs something wro ng with me, 
you know?  Obviously I canÕt tell her about Monroe.  Can yo u imagine her 
reaction?   
 
(to Charlotte) Mom, I have to tell you something.  
 
CHARLOTTE.   (not listening) Sorry, honey, what did you say? 
 
MINNIE.   IÕm- 
 
CHARLOTTE.   What? 
 
MINNIE.   Mom,  I- 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Oh! I canÕt forget to pick up cat food.  Remi nd me, ok? 
 
MINNIE.   (back to Kimmie) She wouldnÕt believe it.  I mean, it would hurt 
her feelings too muchÉ. Maybe IÕll tell her when weÕre b oth old and gray 
and Monroe is cold in his grave.  WeÕll have a great ch uckle then. You 
know? 
 
KIMMIE.   Do you think I should start ironing my hair str aight?  Or do you 
think itÕs kind of classic like this?  
 
(Kimmie rolls over and falls asleep) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   What was I doing? 
   
(Charlotte exits) 
 
MINNIE.  Ackkkk!  You know I have no one to talk with ab out this highly 
complicated matter.  I mean, except you.  IÕve told Kimmie, but she canÕt 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 14

possibly understand. And if it were a normal situation and my mother 
wasnÕt involved with Monroe, she could give me advice and tell m e all I 
need to know.  MonroeÕs no better.   
(Monroe enters) Monroe.  Can I talk to you? 
 
MONROE.   Alright, little Minnie.  WhatÕs the word hummin gbird?  
 
MINNIE.   I feel like I need to ask you- why, specifical ly, do you like me? 
 
MONROE.   Who says I like you? 
 
MINNIE.   SeriouslyÉ do you only like me because IÕm fi fteen? 
 
MONROE.   What?  WhereÕs this coming from? 
 
MINNIE.   I just want to know. 
 
MONROE.   MinnieÉ your age has nothing to do with it.  You r good-looking 
ass on the other handÉ Oh- IÕm just kidding!  Lighten up.  
 
MINNIE.   Just shut up.  (to the audience) He doesnÕt see that IÕm used to 
the more honest means of communication used between childr en.  IÕm 
almost still a child, you know.  
IÕve never even dated before. Of course IÕm confused!  
Should I just ignore everything?   
But I like sex.  
What am I supposed to do, ignore sex?  I need sex.  I reall y want to get laid 
right now- in fact, any time- the desire is insatiable.  I  donÕt know if IÕve 
made that clear- I really like getting fucked.  
 
(Pascal enters reciting another letter) 
 
PASCAL.   Minnie- youÕre not a child anymore.  And itÕs ti me you focused 
your mind on serious mattersÉ IÕm sending you an article o n flies.  It turns 
out they have a relatively substantial capacity for memoryÉ they retain 
information for up to twenty-four hours which isÉ.  
 
(He trails off.  Exits.  lights shift) 
 

Scene 6 
 
(Charlotte is cooking with a drink in her hand, picks up th e phone- dials 
and waits) 
 
CHARLOTTE.    Hey  Monroe. What time do you think youÕre coming over 
for dinner? 
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MONROE.   (on a phone across the stage) Oh, I donÕt think IÕm coming over 
tonight.  IÕmÉ IÕm just not feeling like dealing with all  of that.  ItÕs just, the 
insurance industry is getting me down these days, working for Kaiser is 
like working for the machine.  Plus, I gotta run my seven  miles in the 
morning to stay in shape for the Bay to Breakers race.  Y ou understand 
right?   
 
CHARLOTTE.   Right, right, right.  Of courseÉ yes I unde rstand.  YouÕd 
rather sit at home with a bottle of vodka than ÒdealÓ with me a nd my kids.  
I get it.   
 
(she hangs up and immediately regrets her aggression.  Sh e sits in silence 
for a while, drinking) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Shit.  
 
(Minnie enters.) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie.  Come stir these peas for me. 
 
(she hands the spoon and her gin and tonic to Minnie and e xits.  Minnie 
takes a sip of the drink) 
 
 (A self-portrait begins to appear on the screen) 

 
 
Does anyone love me that I donÕt know about?  I know Monroe doesnÕt.  I 
feel like all his excuses not to come here are excuse s not to see me.  Maybe 
everyone is secretly satisfied the second they die. 
 

Scene 7 
 

(Quick Shift.  A new day) 
 
MINNIE.   I seem better, donÕt you think?  But how would you kn ow?  The 
fact is, IÕve almost completely forgotten about Monroe.  Fo rgotten any 
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passionate feelings I may have had for him, that is.  I wro te a brief letter to 
him the other day:  Dear Monroe, Did you really take advantage  of me?  
That wasnÕt very nice.  I hate you what else can I tell you?  From, little 
Minnie.   
 
(Monroe calls) 
 
MONROE.   No, no, no, you misunderstand the situation.  I see how you 
could have since I havenÕt been around lately.  Maybe IÕll come around this 
afternoon if your momÕs friend Michael isnÕt there.   
 
MINNIE.   Michael is one of my motherÕs new friends, a lawyer she met at 
PerryÕs, a singles bar on Union Street.  I guess he ha s a lot of cocaine, 
because she always calls him Michael Cocaine.  Monroe  does not like him at 
all.  
 
MONROE.   And if sheÕs going out, maybe weÕll go somewhere too, to 
celebrate sending in my tax return.  My last one as a corpo rate employee.  I 
am going to start my own business you know.   
 
MINNIE.  Yeah I know. 
 
MONROE.   But look, if I keep on with both you and your mo ther at the 
same time, things will get complicatedÉ things canÕt get com plicated- 
thatÕs how friendships end.  Things just canÕt get too compli cated.   
 
(Monroe exits) 
 
MINNIE.   Pascal called too. 
 
(Pascal appears on the opposite end of the stage. While Mi nnie speaks to 
him she takes off a shoe and pulls out her camera.)  
 
PASCAL.   WhereÕs your mother? 
 
MINNIE.  I donÕt know.  SheÕs not back from work yet. 
 
PASCAL.   Is she coming home tonight?  
 
MINNIE.  I guess.  She didnÕt say she wasnÕt. 
 
PASCAL.  Who is she going out with? 
 
MINNIE.  I told you- sheÕs not back home from work yet!  I  didnÕt say she 
was going out with anyone!  You donÕt even listen to me, Pasc al. 
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PASCAL.   HowÕs your friend Kimmie?   
 
MINNIE.   Fine.   
 
PASCAL.   Tell her parents I say hello the next time you see them. 
 
MINNIE.   Fine.   
 
PASCAL.   Are you concentrating on schoolwork?  
 
MINNIE.  Well, of course, I mean, I would be, but people  keep calling. 
 
PASCAL.   What are you reading nowadays? 
 
MINNIE.   UmmmÉ IÕm supposed to be reading Lord Jim .  But instead IÕm 
reading your old comic books. 
 
PASCAL.  I never had comic books.   
 
MINNIE.   Uh-huh, you did.  Those old hippie comic books - you know, Zap or 
Zip or whatever- those dirty ones you guys hid under the bed. 
 
PASCAL.   Oh!  Those!  A friend of your motherÕs gave th em to us.  They 
certainly werenÕt mine.  
 
MINNIE.   Sure you did.  Mom said they were yours.  Can I h ave then, then? 
 
PASCAL.   IÕm waiting for an answer to my letters, Minnie .  IsnÕt it just as 
easy to pick up a pen as a comic book? 
 
MINNIE.   I will, I will. 
 
(Pascal exits) 
 
(Through the scene, Minnie has carefully taken a photo graph of her foot.  
The photograph appears on the screen.  We see all the detai l of the rug and 
background in the photograph) 
 
MINNIE.   IÕm also reading ÒThe BunchÓÉ Aline Komins ky has got to be my 
favorite cartoonist.  She must be beautiful and work all th e time, at a little 
drawing table, with R. Crumb nearby at his drawing table.  Th ey probably 
look at each otherÕs work and talk about it, and talk about their pens and 
other equipment.  I bet they have so much funÉ. 
 

Scene 8 
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(Lights shift.  Minnie, Monroe and Charlotte sit around the table eating 
lunch) 
 
MONROE.    How Ôbout I take the kid with me to look at boats?  SheÕs got a  
good eye- 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (calling off stage) Gretel!  Did you hear me?  Your lunch is 
sitting here!  
 
MINNIE.   (under her breath) IÕm not a kid. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (to Monroe) Well, I donÕt know.  I wonÕt be here when you 
get back. 
 
MONROE.   Oh yeah?  And where are you going?   
 
CHARLOTTE.   Oh, out with Andrea.  Probably PerryÕs, but m aybe Henry 
AfricaÕs. 
 
MINNIE.   I think the cat may have shit in my closet. 
 
MONROE.   (ignoring Minnie, to Charlotte) Why donÕt I meet you guys 
later?  Just donÕt get totally shit-faced, and IÕll catch up with  you. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Yeah maybe.   
 
MONROE.   Whadya say Minnie?  Wanna go to the Marina?  
 
MINNIE.   Oh so you noticed I was sitting hereÉ thanks. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Well, IÕm heading out now.  (she kisses Monroe quickly on 
the cheek) Bye.   Have fun. (there is a slight awkward moment where it 
seems like she should kiss Minnie too but she doesnÕt.  She exits.)   
 
(Quick Shift. Monroe and Minnie are on a boat ) 
 
MONROE.   Look at this day!   
 
MINNIE.   Yeah.  ItÕs ok.   (pause)  Can we go to your place? 
 
MONROE.   I thought you wanted to look at boats with me! 
 
MINNIE.   Well, yeah.  Ok. IÕve seen it.  Wow.  Now, can  we go to your place? 
 
MONROE.   Huh- what are you, some kind of nympho or something?   
 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 19

MINNIE.   No!  Fuck you.  YouÕre so disgusting! 
 
MONROE.   Hey, what the fuck? 
 
MINNIE.   Just shut up. 
 
MONROE.   Oh, come on!  Snap out of it.  You know you a renÕt really mad.  
You look really nice today.  
 
MINNIE.   What? 
 
MONROE.   You know you have a great body. 
 
MINNIE.   I do not. 
 
MONROE.   Ok, ok.  Look- canÕt you take a joke?  Of course weÕll go back to 
my place.  Why do you think I wanted you to come? 
 
MINNIE.   How would I know? 
 
MONROE.   DonÕt get nervous in the service, kid!  Look at  that waterÉ ItÕs a 
beautiful day!  LetÕs have a beer- that should calm you down.  
 
(Monroe pulls a couple of cans of beer.) 
 
(Minnie has her camera.  She takes a picture of the boa ts.  It appears on 
the screen.)   
 
MINNIE.   Yuk.  This tastes like shit.  I donÕt know why you  drink it.   
 
(The two drink their beers.  Monroe starts to walk around the  boat.) 
 
MONROE.   1973 Allies MistressÉ 39 feet, fiberglass h ull, 80 gallon fuel 
tank.  Man this is a beautiful boat, donÕt you think?  Hey, wa nt to take a 
trip around the world?  IÕd make you first mate? 
 
MINNIE.   Like Gilligan?  
 
MONROE.   IÕll put you to work in the kitchen down below, and weÕll get a 
cat for the ship. 
 
MINNIE.   Are you really going to get it? 
 
MONROE.   Well, I kinda wish it was blue. 
 
MINNIE.   Yeah, me too.   
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MONROE.   Someday, IÕll live on a boat.  IÕll build up my own business to the 
point where IÕll be able to retire at forty-five.  IÕll be  the captain of my own 
destiny.   
 
MINNIE.   Hey look at that boat coming in. (calling to another boat, waving 
her arms over her head) Hey!  Hi!   
 
MONROE.   (grabbing her arms) Hey.  Quit that. 
 
MINNIE.   Who cares?  What are you embarrassed by me? 
 
MONROE.   YouÕre just a kid, you donÕt understand.  We go tta lay low.  Just 
donÕt call so much attention to us.  
 
MINNIE.  What like this? (Minnie moons the other boat)  Whoo! 
 
MONROE.   Oh my- Jesus.  Minnie! (pulling her pants up).  SomeoneÕs 
asking for it.  ArenÕt you?  Maybe you need to be restraine d, huh?  
 
MINNIE.   DonÕt touch me you big fat lout! 
 
MONROE.   (grabbing her whole body)  Ahhh.  Yer gett ing feisty, huh? Stop 
wiggling.  IÕve got you.  
 
(Monroe lowers her onto the deck of the boat, pinning her down) 
 
MONROE.   Is that what you want?  
 
MINNIE.   Monroe?  Will you tell me about your parents? 
 
MONROE.   You donÕt need to know about them.   
 
MINNIE.   You tell my mother everything about your life. 
 
MONROE.   (kissing her neck)  Shhh.   
 
MINNIE.   Why wonÕt you tell me anything?  You know everything  about 
me.   (He is on top of her.  She gives into kissing him.  Li ghts shift) 
 

Scene 9 
 
(On the video screen appears MinnieÕs comic.  She looks  up at it)  
 
MINNIE.   Dear Aline Kominsky, 
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Hello.  My name is Minnie and I am an aspiring cartooni st.  I am a huge fan 
of yours.  Most cartoons donÕt amuse me at all, but I love  yours.   
IÕve just completed my first real comic.  ItÕs only one pag e.  ItÕs about 
walking around in the city.  I used India Ink but I wasnÕt su re what kind of 
paper to use.  What do you use?  
With admiration, 
Minnie Goetze  

 

 
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 10 
 
(A music video montage, with a recorded voice-over in the  style of an old 
radio drama.  Pictures of Minnie and Monroe, spliced with drawings and 
video footage) 
 
MINNIE.   She was a young girl driven astray by the lustful lure of the 
flesh.  She looked every bit the harlot she was bound to bec ome, with her 
brassiere straps exposed, with her tight pants that rode up snu gly at the 
crotch, almost like a horse, when viewed from behind.  
He was tragically handsome.  He had two rums with grapefruit j uice , at the 
Cliff House, by the sea (the sound of the ocean) with the girl and her young 
sister Gretel, who suspected nothing.  They looked out the big  picture 
window and laughed (the sound of laughter)  and counted seals on Seal 
Rock.   
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The man was getting drunker and he asked shy little Gretel, plump and 
blond and only thirteen, ÒSo Gretel, do you have any boyfriends ?Ó  ÒOf 
course notÓ she squealed in disgust.   
ÒWhat about you Minnie?  You have any boyfriends?Ó  
ÒNot really, but thereÕs a boy I kind of likeÓ, said the you ng girl.  
ÒOh really?  At school?Ó he asked.   
ÒYes.  His name is Ricky Wasserman, and heÕs really cu te.Ó 
ÒWasserman?  What?  Is he Jewish?Ó 
ÒWhat does that matter?Ó  (pause) 
 
Later, the man ran his finger up and down her arm and sai d, ÒDriving all 
the boys wild, huh?Ó  
ÒI donÕt want to talk about it.Ó  
ÒLook at you, your pants are undone.Ó  She laughed inside b ut wasnÕt quite 
sure why. 
The poor girl is doomed lest she change her ways.  (ÒdoomedÓ sound 
effects: duh duh DUH) . 
 
(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 11 
 
 (It is MonroeÕs birthday.  We hear the warped sound of Happy Birthday 
playing, and Monroe stumbles onstage with a drink in his hand, addressing 
an imaginary group of people surrounding him) 
 
MONROE.   (singing)  Happy Birthday to me!  Thank you thank you.  Shit 
lord above thank you.  For letting me survive to be thirty-five ! (realizing 
the rhyme)  Hey! Survive five. Yeah! 
 
No, though.  Huh.  No.  What I want to say is Charlotte.  YouÕre a great 
woman!  YouÕre good looking, youÕre smart, youÕve got two gr eat kids!  And 
good taste.  YouÕre a strong woman, Charlotte!  There aren Õt enough of Ôem 
in California, are there Burt? (to an imaginary Burt)  No there arenÕt.   
 
Look at Minnie over there!  SheÕs a really good shit!  Yo u MADE that 
Charlotte!  Wait, Minnie.  DonÕt leave, Minnie!  Oh! (seeing Minnie leaving)  
ThatÕs no good.   
 
(lights shift) 
(A drawing of Ricky Wasserman appears on the screen) 
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MINNIE.   Diary- why are boys my age so stupid?  Why?  ThereÕ s this 
Junior, Ricky Wasserman, in my creative writing class.  H eÕs rich and 
handsome and famous in high school.  ItÕs kind of a lo ng story, but we 
ended up fucking, ok?  IÕd rather not go into the boring deta ils of it.  But we 
did it, and he said that it scared him that IÕm so passionate.  ÒIt kind of 
threatens me I guessÓ he said, ÒItÕs alright, it was just amazing and hard to 
handle at firstÓ.  
Superficial, superficial, superficial!    (Quick Shift) 
 

Scene 12 
 
 (The video screen comes to life and a drawing starts to appe ar line by 
line.)  
(Minnie runs across the stage stripping her clothes off.  Monroe chases 
her.  He is also partially naked) 
 
MINNIE.     Monroe!!  IÕm going to walk out the door and down the hall 
completely nude!  I bet your neighbor will see me!  
 
MONROE.   No youÕre not, Minnie!  None of this is fun ny.  Quit it, 
goddamnit!   
 
MINNIE.   (having fun, standing naked flipping him off, while Monr oe is 
pulling his underwear on) You quit it, you fucking asshole.  DonÕt get near 
me, orÉ IÕll tell my mother. 
 
MONROE.   Oh.  ThatÕs- (mumbling under his breath) goddamn stupid little 
fuckinÉ  (exiting to get his clothes) 
 
MINNIE.    Hey.  Come back here. 
 
(Monroe comes on stage buttoning his pantsÉ going to lea ve) 
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MONROE.   No.  
 
MINNIE.   COME BACK HERE!  If I donÕt get what I want I a m going to stay 
undressed forever. 
 
MONROE.   (at the top of his lungs)  UGH!  ThatÕs it.  Listen to me-  I WILL 
NEVER HAVE ANYTHING TO DO WITH YOU AGAIN MINNIE, fo r godÕs 
sake.  You hear me?  This has been a mistake.  All of  this.   
 
MINNIE.    YouÕre telling me.   
 
MONROE.   You take things too far.  I should tell your mo ther.  For your 
own sake.  Really I should.   
 
MINNIE.    Go ahead. 
 
MONROE.   Maybe I will.  Maybe I will, Minnie.  I donÕt need stupid little 
chicks like you trying to manipulate me.  ThatÕs the last th ing I need right 
now.   
 
(Minnie has broken down into sobs.  Monroe sees this) 
 
MONROE.  Oh god.   
 
MINNIE.   No.  YouÕre a bloody lecher.  Get away from me so I can put my 
clothes back on. 
 
(By this time, the image of Minnie and Monroe naked in hi s apartment has  
been completed on the screen.  It hangs completed for a m oment, lights 
shift) 
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Scene 13 
 
(Minnie enters the living-room.  Charlotte is lying on th e couch, barely 
alert, with an empty bottle on the table) 
 
MINNIE.   Mom?  What happened? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Mittle Minnie?  What are you doin g home?  
 
MINNIE.   ItÕs 5:30.  What are you doing home?  Why aren Õt you at work? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   WellÉ theyÕre closing my library.  So I don Õt have a work to 
work at anymore. 
 
MINNIE.   Oh no, Mom-   
 
CHARLOTTE.   Yep.  Unemployment line here I come!  Whoo p- I need more 
wineÉ  
 
(Charlotte peels herself up toward the kitchen) 
 
MINNIE.   Tomorrow IÕm going to try to be the nicest perso n in the entire 
world.  I just wish there were some way to apologize for al l the bad IÕve 
done.  I wish there were a way to help my mother- maybe if I m iraculously 
found her a new jobÉ obviously thatÕs impossible.   
 
(Minnie picks up a letter, thatÕs underneath an empty wine bottl e on the 
table, reads) 
 
MINNIE.   ItÕs from Aline Kominsky.  She says sheÕs ne ver received a letter 
from a girl before, just from greasy fan boys who think  sheÕs cute.  And that 
I should keep drawing.    
 
(Lights shift.  Pascal sits at a little table eating pastry a nd drinking coffee.  
He has been talking for a while.  Minnie joins him, as though sheÕs been 
there all along) 
 
PASCAL.   I donÕt see you enough, Minnie.  And that is u nfortunate.  I was 
your surrogate father for many years, after all.  And the truth is, I still 
think about you often.  Especially these days.  I think it ma y have been a 
big mistake for me to move you out here from Philadelphia.   And now, IÕm 
afraid that your mother is doing a terrible job bringing u p you and your 
sister.  Just terrible.   
 
MINNIE.   DonÕt talk about my mom, please.  You made us m ove to 
California.  Whether you should have or not.  And then you  and Mom 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 26

immediately decide to get divorced.  Now mom doesnÕt have a job , so we 
might have to go back to Philadelphia whether we want to or no t, and our 
lives will be disrupted and ruined and itÕs all your fault.   
 
PASCAL.   Your mother had something to do with it, too Minn ie.   
 
MINNIE.   Yeah, but Gretel and I didnÕt.   
 
PASCAL.   Well, thatÕs true.  But I want you to know that I still love you.  
And I worry about you.   
 
MINNIE.  Why should I believe you?   
 
PASCAL.   Because IÕm telling youÉ 
 
MINNIE.   But youÕre a sadist. 
 
PASCAL.   Minnie- you watch your mouth. 
 
MINNIE.   You used to chase the cat with a  broom!  You th ink youÕre better 
than everyone elseÉ. Remember when you taught me to shake h ands? 
 
PASCAL.   (taking MinnieÕs hand in his)  Do it firmly, and look directly into 
the other manÕs eyes, thinking to yourself ÔIÕm better than you, you son-of-
a-bitch.  
 
(Pascal disappears.  Lights shift) 
 

Scene 14 
 
 (Minnie runs over to where Charlotte is dancing to banj o music, drink in 
hand) 
 
MINNIE.   My mother was actually nice to me yesterday.  Micha el Cocaine 
got tickets to see R. CrumbÕs band, the Cheap Suit Serenade rs, and she took 
me.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   (handing her drink to Minnie) We need to get you a drinkÉ   
 
MINNIE.   (loudly over the music) I was hoping Aline Kominsky would be 
here, the one who wrote me that letterÉ but I donÕt see her.  
 
CHARLOTTE.   (clapping for the band) Whoo!  I love thisÉ IÕm gonna go 
talk to the band. 
 
MINNIE.   Mom!  You canÕt- 
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CHARLOTTE.   Hey Crumb!  CRUMB- my daughter here got a letter from 
your girlfriend.  Minnie, come hereÉ come over here. 
 
(Minnie reluctantly follows her mom offstage to meet the band)    
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 15 
 
 (Monroe and Charlotte silently sit watching TV together.   They donÕt see 
Minnie at all.  She can walk directly into their line of sight and they donÕt 
see her) 
 
MINNIE.   (touching him) I love it when Monroe touches me affectionately 
(she touches his arm, he doesnÕt feel it) .  Like grabbing my arm when I let 
him in the door, or patting me on the shoulder, or if he punches me in the 
stomach in a friendly way or anything like that because then I know he 
cares about me.   
(moving to her mom.  Touching her) My mother doesnÕt touch me much if 
she can avoid it.  Some mothers touch their children a lot,  in a natural way.  
I used to kiss her and hug her all the time when I was happy or she was 
nice.  But when I was ten, I was spying on her and Pascal a s they sat in the 
living room talking.  Pascal said,  
(Pascal appears) 
 
PASCAL.   There seems to be something sexual about Min nieÕs need for 
physical contact with you, Charlotte.  SheÕs always hanging al l over you 
and grabbing you.  (heÕs gone) 
 
MINNIE.   I couldnÕt eat or sleep.  I was sure they thought I was disgusting.  
I was never ever so hurt.  
(Minnie lays her head in her mothers lap, Charlotte doesn Õt notice) 
I donÕt think my mother likes me all that much.  I was unwan ted. 
 
(Lights shift.  Charlotte and Monroe exit) 
 

Scene 16 
 
(Kimmie runs into the room with a plastic bag fi lled with a couple of 
records.  She wears 5 inch platforms) 
 
KIMMIE.   Minnie!  Come in here!  I got it!  I got it I  got it.  The last one in 
the store!   
 
MINNIE.   Oh my god!  Put it on!   
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(Kimmie puts a record on.  ÒCh-ch-ch-changes by David B owie comes on.  
The two girls start singing and dancing around to it) 
 
MINNIE/ KIMMIE.   Time may change ME.  But I canÕt trace TIME.   
 
KIMMIE.   (picking up the ÒDavid LiveÓ album)  Minnie.  Look at me!  Look 
at me.  (she starts licking BowieÕs crotch on the album cover) 
 
MINNIE.   Oh!  WhatÕre you doing?   
 
KIMMIE.   Oh my god!  I swear I feel David BowieÕs dick!  Minnie you gotta 
try this.  Just lick his dick right through his pants - try it!  It really feels 
like thereÕs something there! 
 
MINNIE.  (skeptically tries it)  Oh my god!  It does feel like he has a little 
dick in there.  Ohhh.  ItÕs hard too!  Oh baby. 
 
KIMMIE.   (dancing, and then plopping herself on the floor)  I shouldnÕt 
have worn these shoes.  (taking them off)  Whoo.  ThatÕs better.   
 
(They plop down and light up a joint.  Minnie turns down the  music a little) 
 
MINNIE.   I stole this joint from my mom.  SheÕll never notice.   
 
KIMMIE.   Hey Minnie, you know that mixed couple I babysit for?  
 
MINNIE.   No. 
 
KIMMIE.   Well, the dad Marcus, is black-   
 
MINNIE.   God I love black guys.  They look so tough and  they always smell 
so gutsy.  
 
KIMMIE.   I give him blow-jobs all the time.   
 
MINNIE.   No way. 
 
KIMMIE.   Yeah.  (laughing)  He comes home from bowling early, while his 
skinny white wife is still out with her girlfriends and I suc k his dick until 
tears come to my eyes.  I have to put Vaseline all over my l ips because his 
dick is so big it feels like my mouth is going to rip at th e corners. 
 
MINNIE.   YouÕre kidding me?  I canÕt believe you didnÕt te ll me this.  How 
big is it really? 
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(Kimmie motions about 11 inches and thick) 
 
KIMMIE.   He wants to screw me, but IÕm way too scared.   
 
(there is a long silence. Lights shift.  Kimmie exits.  Minnie goes back to 
her tape recorder.) 
 
MINNIE.   Kimmie is  such a hypocrite.  Sure, I may be fucking Monroe, but 
somewhere at least I love him-- 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (off stage) MINNIE!! 
 
MINNIE.  Wheh?!  Oh no!  (Minnie hurriedly presses stop on the tape 
player and rushes to stick it under her mattress before he r mom pokes her 
head in) 
  
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie -   
 
MINNIE.   MOM! DonÕt just barge into my room!  GodÉ 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie.  I am calling your grandparents no w.  I donÕt want 
to have to explain to my ex-husbandÕs parents why you got kicked out of 
another school.  So, you have to do it.  If we want them to k eep paying your 
tuition, we need to give them an explanation. 
 
(she dials and hands the phone to Minnie)  
 
MINNIE.   Grandpa.  Hi, itÕs MinnieÉ goodÉ UmÉ I have to change schools, 
again.  The Urban School doesnÕt want me back.  I was Òk icked outÓ.   
 
(MinnieÕs imagination takes over and she lets go of the r eceiver and begins 
to sing dramatically) 
 
NOBODY KNOWS THE TROUBLE IÕVE SEEN.  NOBODY KNOWS MY 
SORROW.  NOBODY KNOWS THE TROUBLE IÕVE SEENÉ. 
 
(collapsing dramatically on the floor, and dying a tragic de ath.  Charlotte 
rolls her eyes and exits) 
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 17 
 
(Minnie is walking down Polk Street alone.  ItÕs quiet an d odd.) 
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MINNIE.   Dear Diary, I did not go to school today.  I was e xpelled again.  I 
walked down to Polk Street.  
 
(She walks. Slowly) 
  
I feel very sad and lonely, and the only one who can offer s urcease from my 
sorrow is that beautiful young lesbian outside of BobÕs Gr ill.   
 
(The shadow of a girl crosses the stage mysteriously.  S omething odd 
happens.  Minnie shivers)  
 
She is so beautiful, and smiles so sweetly, I could cry.  
 
(Minnie looks at the girl and realizes sheÕs looking b ack.  Minnie looks 
around, and waves shyly) 
Oh my heart.  Could I ever love a girl?   
 
I feel so awkward and ugly and na•ve and lonely.  Maybe I sh ould kill 
myself maybe I should paint a picture.  I should paint a pictur e.  I always 
want to be touched.  I donÕt know whatÕs wrong with me.   
 
(Minnie goes back to her room and flops on the bed) 
I am seriously considering running away.  I mean it.  My mother is 
constantly miserable and sheÕs always entertaining her low -life friends.  
Stone-y Burt.  Michael Cocaine.  Mom and Andrea got some coke  from 
Michael Cocaine and it gave them the energy to clean the ho use all day 
today.  Now theyÕre making dinner.   
Gretel bugs the shit out of me.  She eats too much and is getting very fat.  
She spends all of her time watching TV in her room.   
(singing) I gotta get out of this place!  If itÕs the last thing I ever  doÉ  
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 18 
 
(On the screen a new cassette label appears with the words: ÒSummer 
Vacation: Carefree adventure with change lurking in the wingsÓ) 
  
(Minnie and Monroe are in bed, spooning) 
 
MONROE.   (touching MinnieÕs back)  Did you fuck anyone this week? 
 
MINNIE.   Why do you care? 
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MONROE.   Well, you havenÕt been calling me, so you mus t be getting it 
from somewhere.  (pulling her close to him, so that her back is pressed 
tightly up against his front) 
 
MINNIE.   (lying) Well.  I did meet this guy at t he movies.  This black guy, 
with a huge dick. 
 
MONROE. (turned on more and more) Mmm.  Yeah?  What happened?  
 
MINNIE.   He fucked me in the back of his car.   
 
MONROE.  (pushing himself up against her now, maybe he is fuckin g her 
from behind) You let him fuck you?  Just like that?  
 
MINNIE.   Yeah.  I wanted it.   
 
MONROE.  Some stranger comes up to you and you just let hi m fuck you?  
You better be careful little Minnie.  You could end up fuc king some weirdo 
or a killer.  Oh.  Oh. (kissing the back of her neck) 
 
MINNIE.   (turning to the audience) I like it when he kisses me in the little 
kisses that are not just sexyÉ I am a little bit scaredÉ I wo uldnÕt know 
what to do if he really got serious about meÉ this fear mak es me feel all 
alone.  (turning and looking right in his eyes)  Monroe looks at me and 
sometimes his eyes glisten softlyÉ does he love me?  I know he doesÉ he is 
my good beloved friendÉ donÕt love me in more ways than that, Mo nroe.  
Ok? (he doesnÕt hear) 
 
(lights shift.  Monroe exits) 
 

Scene 19 
 
 (Minnie is in her room in bed.  The clock ticks too l oudly.  She gets up and 
goes to the kitchen, hung over, and fries an egg silentl y.)  (Meanwhile the 
events of the night before play as a super 8 film on the screen.  A party at 
CharlotteÕs house.  Charlotte and her friends letting Min nie and Kimmie 
into their room.  Minnie and Kimmie sitting around the b edroom with 
Charlotte, Monroe, and some other of CharlotteÕs friends.  They are all 
doing coke and smoking a joint.  Charlotte plays guitar.  Everyone passes 
out.  Monroe Kimmie and Minnie are all making out a li ttle bit.  Eventually 
Kimmie passes out.  Monroe comes for the camera and take s it out of 
MinnieÕs hands.  It goes black.) (Minnie returns to her  room)   
 
MINNIE.   I found PascalÕs old Super 8 c amera in the closet and spent all of 
last night annoying everyone by filming them at my momÕs party.    
(lights shift) 
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Scene 20 

 
(Minnie alone.  Pacing) 
 
MINNIE.   I think MonroeÕs going to cut things off with m e.  We had sex in 
the house the other night, by the washer and dryer while my mom  and all 
her friends were passed out.  Maybe that was too close for co mfort.  I think 
heÕs going to get more involved with my mother again.  They seem to be 
going out more and more.  I just canÕt take it.  What if they got married or 
even if they just moved in together?  I donÕt want him to be slee ping with 
us both at the same time if weÕre living under one roof as a family.  It 
sounds crazy, but what if he started sleeping with Gretel too?  
You should only fuck people you love.   
I wonder if I could ever fuck my own father?  
I used to have dreams about my grandfather and me.  We were both nude, 
but IÕd look down, and there was nothing between his legsÉ. 
 
You know what I wonder about?  How does one become a prostitute?  Like 
that girl in Taxi Driver ? (music starts to play softly.  Minnie playfully 
dances and acts out being a prostitute to the beat of the m usic)  Go down to 
Market Street til you see a tall, thin black man with high-h eel boots and a 
cape and a big hat and a diamond in his lapel?  

(The picture of the pimp and Minnie starts to 
appear on the video screen) 
 
 
Then you give him the eye.  Of course, how can 
he be sure that youÕre not a cop?  ItÕs not often 
that someone just steps out of the blue and 
offers to be a whore.  What is one to do? 
 
É and I want to be fucked so so badly.  It just 
isnÕt fair, life.   
 

(lights shift) 
 

Scene 21 
 
(Minnie gets in bed. She tosses and turns but eventually fa lls asleep.  Time 
passes.  The phone rings and wakes up Minnie) 
 
MONROE.   Minnie.  Minnie.  ItÕs Monroe. 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe? Are you still in New Jersey? 
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(to audience)  MonroeÕs at EST- this personal growth workshop thing.  HeÕ s 
supposed to be getting clear with his life intentions and elim inating 
distractions.   
 
MONROE.   Yes.  Minnie.  Listen-  I got arrested for drunk driving.  And I 
didnÕt have my shoes on, or have my wallet.  But donÕt  donÕt do nÕt worry- 
the policeman was really nice to me.  He let me ride aroun d in the cop car, 
chasing criminals until I sobered up.  I just had to tell  you this story 
Minnie, because I knew youÕd be the only one whoÕd appreciate  it.  IsnÕt 
that wild?   
 
MINNIE.   Yeah. 
 
MONROE.   I miss you Minnie.  When can I see you?  
 
(Monroe disappears) 
 
MINNIE.   I really miss him.  I canÕt wait until heÕs he re again.  I love 
Monroe.  Sometimes I watch him as he sleeps, and I feel so much love for 
him that my heart feels like it might burst. 
 
(the drawing of Minnie watching Monroe sleep shows up lin e by line on the 
video screen) 

 
 
MINNIE.   Do you think that Monroe is just some old lech er who is taking 
advantage of me?  And if heÕs not taking advantage of me, do yo u think itÕs 
a horrible sin all the same?  I wish Monroe had an audio  diary so you could 
hear both sides of the situation and tell me whatÕs what.   
 
(Minnie lies back down in bed.  The lights are odd. Thi s is Minnie's dream. 
Charlotte and Pascal pop out from under the bed. They hav e grotesque 
masks of their own faces on.) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie Goetze!  Is that you?  Show your face .   
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(Minnie sits up in bed, terrified. Charlotte is tender and kind) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   MinnieÉ we know about you and Monroe.  IÕve known all 
along actually, but I didnÕt want to embarrass anyone.  I kno w.   
And IÕve brought along Dr. Nice Psychiatrist.  Dr. Nice i s going to ask  you 
some questions.   
 
(Pascal sits on the bed, while Charlotte steps back and lis tens) 
 
DR NICE.   (with so much care) Minnie, darling.  Have you felt alone? 
 
(Minnie nods) 
 
DR NICE.   Do you love Monroe?  A love that aches and tears  at your sweet 
heart? 
 
(Minnie nods)  
 
CHARLOTTE.   ItÕs going to be just fine, Little Minnie.    
 
(the dream ends.  Charlotte and Pascal flee.  Minnie is  left looking after 
them.  Lights shift.) 
 

Scene 22 
 
(Minnie and Monroe sit on the couch watching TV.  Monro e is absorbed in 
what they are watching; Minnie is not.  After a long while , Monroe casually 
takes MinnieÕs hand and puts it on his crotch.  Minnie l eans in to kiss 
Monroe, but he stays focused on the TV.  Minnie gets fed  up and pushes 
him.  Monroe stays focused on the TV.  Minnie pulls a no tebook out of the 
cushions) 
 
MINNIE.   Dear Monroe.  Let me tell youÉ I know you think  IÕm fat but I 
donÕt care because I know that black guys the world over and a lso Italian 
construction workers and wetbacks and old men and also some lesbians 
like fat girls even if you donÕt so there.  I hope you are enjoying watching all 
those beautiful thin girls performing superhuman feats on  the TV! 
 
(She throws the notebook at him and storms out.  He contin ues watching 
TV for a while.  Charlotte enters with a glass of wine) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Monroe.  We need to talk.   
 
MONROE.   Sure.  BilkoÕs almost over.   
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CHARLOTTE.   No. NOW.  
 
MONROE.   You look mad.  WhatÕs wrong?  (turning off the TV) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Pascal thinks youÕve got the hots for Minnie , Monroe.   
 
MONROE.   What?  YouÕre not taking him seriously, are you ?  You know 
heÕs just trying to jerk your chain- heÕs crazy.  HeÕll say anything.  
 
CHARLOTTE.   Maybe youÕve already slept with her.  Have you?   
 
MONROE.   Just STOP!  Now youÕre really pissing me off .  SheÕs just a kid!  
Pascal needs to have the fucking shit kicked out of him.  What kind of guy 
do you think I am?  Jeezus.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   Well, she may be just a kid, but sheÕs got tits and ass.  I think 
you can see that as well as I can.   
 
MONROE.   Oh.  Come on, Charlotte.  DonÕt let him get to you.  Just laugh it 
off.  He doesnÕt want you to be happy.  He canÕt stand it!  Why else would he 
say something like that? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   You think IÕm blind?  
 
MONROE.   Look, I think our little Mr. Ph.D is having s ome trouble getting 
laid and itÕs making him say crazy things.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   You are so full of shit Monroe.  I have seen you staring at 
her tits! 
 
MONROE.   I didnÕt fucking look at any TITS!  I was prob ably looking at 
YOUR tits and you got confused.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   I donÕt know.  Minnie is obviously your type. 
 
MONROE.   Jeezus, sheÕs only fifteen. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   The younger the better, no?  
 
MONROE.   Come on, sit down.  We need another drink.  (feeding her wine)   
ThatÕs my girl.  Drink this and calm your nerves.  YouÕre  talking crazy.  
You know why I like you?  Because youÕre an independent strong  woman- 
independent, with a big healthy chest and long legsÉ 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Yeah.  Uh-huh. 
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MONROE.   Look at you.  What else could I possibly want? 
 
CHARLOTTE.  Well, I think she must be on the pill or s omething.   
 
MONROE.   Yeah?  How can you tell? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Her boobs are growing like crazy- sheÕs  got to be on 
hormones or pregnant or something. 
 
MONROE.   What?  Really? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   You seem pretty interested. 
 
MONROE.   I just ainÕt guilty, man.  Come here, you.  (pulling her into him.  
She gives in).  I donÕt know where you get this stuff.  Really.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   I guess it is a little crazy.  Pascal just said-- 
 
MONROE.   Shh.  Enough about that.  Look at me. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Yeah? 
 
MONROE.   Come here.  IÕm taking you to bed.  IÕll show you whose tits IÕm 
thinking about. 
 
(the two exit together, Minnie enters in on their heals) 
 
MINNIE.   I hate Monroe.  His balls have shrunk.  HeÕ s civilized.  ThereÕs no 
more savage juice left in his groin in his chest or an y other erogenous zone.  
He seems really gay and kind of washed out.   
 
(Lights shift)  

 
Scene 23 

 
(Minnie is sitting on her bed with her back to the audien ce.  She wears a 
towel on her head and another around her body)   
 
MINNIE.   A body can depress you.  You wonder: is it fat?  Is it ugly?  What 
does it look like from behind? 
 
(She drops her towel and sits naked, back to the audience.  S he takes out 
her camera and takes a naked self-portrait.  It appears on the screen.  In 
the photograph we can see all of the details of her room) 
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MINNIE.   Here I sit, naked.  I have a towel around my hea d.  I think I look 
better with no clothes on.  Clothes break up the body, sometim es making it 
seem awkward.  Some people have good bodies for clothes.  Oth er people 
were probably meant to roam the countryside naked.  I think I  am one of 
those people.   
 
(She wraps back up in her towel) 
 
MINNIE.   Dear God in Heaven, I wish I were older than I am.  Why is he so 
old?  Why am I so young?  I feel like IÕm caught up in a big wave and I donÕt 
know whatÕs happening.   
 
Maybe in twenty years, IÕll invite Monroe to tea and have him as a house-
guest and he can play with my kids and talk with my husband and give me  
funny secret looks across the table. 
 

(the drawing of this appears on the video 
screen) 
 
There will be a slight breeze and the sound of 
tinkling wind chimes, and a tear will force itÕs 
way from my eye when he smiles at me tenderly.  
IÕll have to excuse myself because IÕll be crying 
and my husband will be confused but IÕll tell 
everyone itÕs all right, IÕll be down in a minute.  
(the picture fades) 

 
 
 
 
 

 
.   
 

(Monroe enters) . 
 
MONROE.   IÕve given it some thought, and what with your mother  and allÉ 
sheÕs beginning to suspect.  You make it so obvious, so impossible.  IÕm only 
human, whether you realize it or not, and I have feelings .  ItÕs hard for me 
not to get emotionally involved with someone IÕm so close to .  I can see 
where this could lead us to falling in love or something.    
 
(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 24 
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 (Minnie stands in nothingness, eyes closed.  Feeling the  breeze.  Sounds of 
wind) 
 
MINNIE.  ItÕs hot.  I had to dig and dig in the big closet b ut I finally 
unearthed my old fan.  The stirred-up air is doing my mind g ood.   
 
(Charlotte wanders into the space, and listlessly saysÉ) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie, you gotta make dinner for yourself tonightÉ I have 
to work late at the new job.   
 
(Kimmie wanders into the space) 
 
KIMMIE.   IÕm leaving for a few weeks- gonna visit colle ges back east.  
Goodbye Minnie.  IÕll write to you.     
 
(Monroe wanders in)  
 
MONROE.   I need to spend more time with your mom.  
 
(Pascal enters similarly) 
 
PASCAL.   IÕm moving to New York.  Job offer.  Desk.  You know. 
 
MINNIE.   Oh Kimmie.  I almost forgot to tell you- 
 
(KimmieÕs gone) 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe.  I feel disoriented.  
 
MONROE.   Where are your friends Minnie?  Why donÕt you g o find them.  I 
want to spend this time with your mother. 
 
(he leaves- with Charlotte) 
 
MINNIE.   Pascal.  YouÕre moving? 
 
PASCAL.   You shouldnÕt hang out with Monroe, Minnie.  M en donÕt 
normally take young girls to movies unless they have ulteri or motives.   
 
(he leaves.  Minnie is alone.  Very alone) 
 
MINNIE.   ItÕs not a lit-up streetlight hazy darkness like  most nights; itÕs a 
black crisp night and my eyes are like headlights.  I feel  like IÕve wandered 
into someone elseÕs life and I donÕt remember where I be long.  I think I 
shall get drunk.   
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(She moves toward the bathtub and gets in, fully clothed) 
Yes, IÕll go take a hot bath perhaps with a snucken beer b eside me then IÕll 
drink the hidden sherryÉ no, that seems pointless.  Where would it get 
me?   
 
(She stands up in the bathtub and water begins to drip from ab ove, all over 
her.) 
 

 (The drawing of Minnie drowning appears on the 
screen) 
 
 
MINNIE.   And from this wretched body I speak 
Saying it will be different when I die 
When I cross the Nile to the west 
Wading knee-deep in thick muddy waters 
 
When I die I would like to die by  
Drownation in the Ganges River 
I want to wade in knee-deep, my sari billowing  
  Up around my thighs 
My toes curling around the sucking mud fouled 
  With the charred 

     Remains of Indian Priests  
 
My heart beats wildly my eyes fight the closing lids 
A fly settles on the water 
I do not take a breath I sink, the water consuming me 
I suck in the muddy black poison 
The last taste 
My brain is bathed in the black stench 
My heart fights and is freed in a muted scream 
All my love encased in bubbles that rush to the surface 
And burst. 
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 25 
 
 (Minnie dries herself off and gets dressed.  She picks up the phone) 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe.  Hi itÕs Minnie.  I bet youÕre scree ning your calls.  I need 
to see you, though.  I donÕt think itÕs fair that you just dec ide that youÕre too 
busy for me and IÕm supposed to just put up with that.  IÕm com ing overÉ 
because I really think youÕre there.  Goodbye. (she hangs up)    
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(Quick Shift.  Minnie is at MonroeÕs apartment door, kno cking. He 
answers) 
 
MINNIE.   I knew it. 
 
MONROE.   I was napping. 
 
MINNIE.   I either have to love you or hate you! I just canÕt be casua lly in-
between like you seem to be with your relationships.   
 
MONROE.   Ok.  Come take a nap with me.   Shhh. (pulling her inside) 
 
MINNIE.   I think IÕm going insane. 
 
MONROE.   I know how you feel.  Oh, Minnie.  I hate se eing you so miserable 
like this.  It makes me feel shitty.  Come here.  WeÕll just lie down hereÉ as 
friends.   LetÕs not worry about any of this.  
 
(Monroe pulls at Minnie who resists a little and so he ha s to pull her onto 
the bed with him.  He traps her with his legs; she squirm s a little.  Finally 
Minnie relaxes into this position.  They are silent for  a while.  Monroe is 
rubbing MinnieÕs back slowly, and runs his hands down ove r her ass). 
 
MONROE. (quietly) Look now, youÕre getting me excited, you have such a 
good bodyÉ (after a while)  If we made love, would it screw you up? 
 
MINNIE.  No.  I wonÕt be jealous I wonÕt be sad and I wo nÕt get involved.   
 
(The two start to undress.  Minnie gets up in the middle of th e act, and 
returns to her tape recorder.  Monroe exits) 
 
MINNIE.   He said if I could hold on and keep it together, that weÕll be able 
to date when IÕm eighteen.  We could go to the movies together  without 
being paranoid.  We could take a trip on his sailboat.  Fo r sure heÕll have a 
sailboat by thenÉ I stole $2.75 when he was in the bathroo m.  
(lights shift)  
 

Scene 26 
 
(Minnie is lying on her bed in semi-darkness narrating  as a projector plays 
a silent super 8 film on her bedroom wall- a distorted depic tion of the 
drugged experience between Monroe and Minnie.  It blare s like a memory 
on the wall of her mind) 
 
MINNIE.   I took some acid with Monroe last night at Monro eÕs apartment.  
Before we took it, he was bragging about how he used to dro p acid in 
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college every weekend.  I thought it was weak because I didnÕt feel 
anything but after a while I saw colors on the wall, moving , like projected 
wallpaper, but it wasnÕt particularly interesting or fun.  Howe ver, Monroe 
had a bad trip and became more and more uncomfortable and started to 
cry.  At first I thought he was joking.  I never saw him cry before.   
 
(We see Monroe crying through the haze of the film)   
 
He freaked out that I was taping him, but I couldnÕt stop.   He  was afraid to 
be on the bed because that was level with the windows, and that made him 
nervous.  He made me lie down with him on some pillows and b lankets on 
the floor.   
 
(We see Minnie and Monroe lying on the floor in the fi lm.  Eventually the 
film dissolves to the drawing of Minnie and Monroe)  

 
 
He didnÕt want me to leave, even to go to the bathroom, 
and he kept asking me if I loved him, didnÕt I love him, 
do I still?  So I told him I love him over and over, but it 
was never enough.  And he cried and cried and said he 
loves me he loves me he loves me, again and again. He 
was afraid and weak and he needed me but I felt distant 
and confused, a kind of detached excitement, a perverse 
pleasure, because IÕd finally found what IÕd been looking  
for but now I had no desire for it.   

 
(Monroe enters into an empty space of the stage) 
 
MONROE.   DonÕt even tell me what I said or did last night, I  donÕt want to 
think about it. 
 
(he exits) 
 
MINNIE.   Fuck him.    
 
(lights shift)  
 

Scene 27 
 
(On the screen a new cassette label appears with the words : ÒMy Junior 
Year: I wallow in a state of despair, but by and by, I am befriended by a girl 
named TabathaÓ) 
(Minnie in her room, drawing) 
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MINNIE.   I woke up this morning and decided not to eat all da y.  I am sad.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   (bursting in, jogging in place) Well- Monroe is on the wagon!  
Can you believe it?  HeÕs just like a little teetotalling ch urchlady.  They 
even put him on some drug that will make him throw up if he drinks!  AhÉ 
what an idiot.  WhatÕre you doin? 
 
MINNIE.   Drawing. 
 
CHARLOTTE.  You wanna go for a run?  Down at the Marina ?  I feel like 
getting out of the house.   
 
MINNIE.   I guess.  WhereÕs Andrea? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   SheÕs coming over later for dinner.  Come  on.  Grab your 
shoesÉ letÕs go. 
 
MINNIE.   Ok.  Can I drive?   
 
(the two exit together.  Lights shift) 
 

Scene 28 
 
(Minnie and Kimmie are on Polk Street.  Kimmie is puttin g make-up on 
Minnie) 
 
KIMMIE.  Ohh I wish I had my darn eyelash curler. 
 
MINNIE.   Is anybody looking? 
 
KIMMIE.   No.  DonÕt be so paranoid, Minnie.  
 
MINNIE.   What is this movie weÕre going to see? 
 
KIMMIE.   The Rocky Horror Picture Show.   I went last weekÉ itÕs 
amazing.  ItÕs about an innocent couple who gets mixed up wi th a group of 
alien transvestite sex fiends. 
 
MINNIE.   Ha. 
 
KIMMIE.   YeahÉ and there are so many beautiful queens  who go to it, all 
dressed up.   
 
MINNIE.   Like that guy. (indicating a man walking past their line of sight)    
 
KIMMIE.  Oh yeah.  ThatÕs Reggie.  HeÕll be there.  
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MINNIE.   HeÕs prettier than we are.     
 
KIMMIE.   (holding out a small mirror)  OK now- all done!  Have a look! 
 
MINNIE.   You donÕt think itÕs too much? 
 
KIMMIE.  No way!   
 
MINNIE.  (the shadow of a girl crosses the stage mysteriously).  Hey, I 
know that girl.  She blew a kiss at me once. 
 
KIMMIE.   Who, Tabatha? 
 
MINNIE.   Is that her name?  SheÕs so beautiful. 
 
KIMMIE.   Minnie!  ThatÕs that bad news dyke- youÕve heard about her.  
SheÕs crazy. 
 
MINNIE.   What?  I donÕt believe that.   
 
KIMMIE.   MinnieÉ believe meÉ donÕt mess with her.  SheÕ s bad.  Come on, 
weÕre gonna be late.   
 
MINNIE.   Tabatha, huh?  
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 29 
 
 (Monroe alone on stage talking softly to an invisible M innie) 
 
MONROE.   (buttoning up his pants) Minnie.  I said no.  I thought youÕd be 
satisfied with giving me a blow-job.  Oh come on Minnie , (laughing)  what 
dirty old man like me wouldnÕt give anything to be fucking a f ifteen year 
old regularly?  I mean, really.  But we canÕt.  It always c omplicates things.  
Shh. Shh.  DonÕt cry.  I know how you feel, I do.  I know itÕs painful now, but 
it will get better.  IÕve been in love once myself.  And I know it hurts.  (being 
gentle) Shh.  Just relax.  (almost effortlessly, he begins to unbutton his 
pants again)  Ok, Minnie?É shh.   
 
(Monroe exits.  Minnie enters, ashamed) 
 
MINNIE.   Everything is so loveless and mediocre. 
I hate men.  I hate their sexuality unless they are gay or  asexual or 
somehow different from the men IÕve known.  I hate men but I fuck them 
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hard hard hard and thoughtlessly because I hate them so mu ch.  At least 
when they are fucking me, theyÕre not looking at me.  At le ast I can close 
my eyes and just hate them.  ItÕs so difficult to explain. 
I hate my school.  Lick Wilmerding.  ItÕs by the freeway.  ItÕs depressing.   
I hate Roger and John and lots of other people.   
I let John fuck me in the bushes behind the hockey field becauseÉ because 
he got me stoned and I donÕt know why.  I felt like if I didn Õt he would hate 
meÉ I hear myself and it sounds so stupid.  It is clear that I bring horror 
upon myself because IÕm an idiot. 
I donÕt want to go to school ever again. 
I know heÕll tell everyone. 
HeÕs so ugly and stupid. 
I hate myself I hate him.  
I donÕt ever want to see him again. 
 
I really feel like beating the shit out of someone. 
Maybe I can meet a girl like Tabatha.  Girls are so mu ch smarter than boys.   
 
I saw her at Rocky Horror and she shared a joint with me.  She said, ÒI see 
you everywhere girl.Ó 
 
While she sat next to me I tried to look at her out of the  corner of my eye.  
She is so beautiful that her beauty seems like an impossi bility .  She may be 
the most fascinating person I have ever met.   
 
(A drawing of Tabatha and Minnie appears on the screen) 

 
 
(she turns to leave.  Comes back) 
 
Oh, my mother talked to the principal at school and he said th ey had to put 
me on academic probation because I cut too many times.  AN D they want 
me to go to a therapist as a condition of the probation.  My m other cried.  
 
 (Minnie walks into a new space.  Pascal is there but he  is not Pascal- he is 
the psychiatrist- Dr. Wollenberg) 
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WOLLENBERG.   You must be Minnie?  IÕm Dr. Wollenber g. 
 
MINNIE.   (confused because itÕs Pascal) Oh.  You look just like myÉ 
 
WOLLENBERG.   First things first.  LetÕs address why youÕ re doing poorly 
at schoolÉ  
 
MINNIE.   (to audience) IÕm supposed to see him once a week.  I told him 
about Monroe.  He promised he would not tell my mother, beca use he says 
it wouldnÕt help me.   
 
(He leaves)  
 
(Minnie stands alone in a spotlight) 
 
MINNIE.   Dear Minnie.  You really are the greatest.  I  love your cooking.  
And you draw real well.  I donÕt have to tell you that.  My goodne ss!  You 
just finished another one page comic.  Good for you!  I th ink youÕre really 
smart and clever, even if those around you do not.  I think theyÕre jerks 
anyhow.  Real creeps.  Who needs Ôem?  Screw Ôem, I say. 
I forgot to tell you.  R. Crumb came over to your house with  his band to 
visit your mother because they were playing in the city again a nd wanted 
to practice somewhere for a few hours, and without you knowing  it, he 
sneaked a look at your sketchbook.  Do y ou remember how you were 
copying some of his drawings so you could learn how he sha des with pen 
and ink?  Well, he saw your practicing and look what he did! 
 
(The image that R. Crumb drew on comes up on the screen)  

 
 
Minnie.  YouÕre doing pretty well.  YouÕre trying not to drink  or get stoned 
anymore.  It was your free choice.  And now you have chosen  for yourself 
an un -promiscuous sex life where the one you love and the one who  loves 
you is the only one whoÕs going to get what you got to give.  Y ou learned 
that from experience.  It hurt a lot, but that pain set you i n the right 
direction away from it.  I wish you strength. 
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You have things to look forward to.  YouÕre not just floatin g.  Tomorrow 
youÕll ride your bike and learn how to make shrimp fried ri ce and baked 
apples.  Next week you hope to have lost two more pounds, and yo uÕll be 
starting your own illustrated cookbook.  Life is good and you  love it.  ItÕs 
pretty like a picture.   
Good-night. 
Love,  
Your Fairy-Godmother. 
 

Scene 30 
 
 (Charlotte is sitting alone watching TV.  Minnie sneaks  up unnoticed and 
takes her photograph.  It is sad.  It appears on the screen)  
 
MINNIE.   What is it like for a mother and daughter to be secretly jealous of 
each other over the same man?  Does my mother really not kn ow about 
Monroe and me?  I think she was spying on us the other nigh t, but she 
pretended like she wasnÕt.  She probably knows.  
 
(Quick Shift.  Minnie is sitting across from Dr. Wolle nberg) 
 
MINNIE.   I think I want Monroe out of my life.   
 
WOLLENBERG.   That may be hard, because he is so entan gled with your 
mother.  
 
MINNIE.   Oh. 
 
WOLLENBERG.   Minnie, IÕd like to give you something. 
 
(Wollenberg reaches under his seat and grabs a shoeb ox) 
 
MINNIE.   Shoes? 
 
(Wollenberg pulls from the box a bright orange vibrato r) 
 
MINNIE.   (entirely embarrassed) Oh!  Oh myÉ 
 
WOLLENBERG.   If you truly want to separate from Monroe, th e vibrator 
may make it a little bit easier.  ItÕs a great substitute fo r sex.   
 
(There is a long awkward silence. Lights shift) 
 

Scene 31 
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 (Minnie is in a dark jazz club- it has the feeling o f an open mic night.  A 
cool beat comes underneath her.  She does her beat poem to  her imaginary 
audience.  She has her video camera set up on a tri-pod an d films her 
poem) 
 
MINNIE.   Withered penises wiggling loosely in their pants.  
Leering eyes and skinny legs 
But then sheÕd fuck them 
Then sheÕd hate them even more afterwards and never want to see  them 
And sometimes she cried because she felt so lost and conf used 
And she got drunk more and more 
Because she felt funny and drinking made her forget  
One night, drunk, she and Kimmie ate Chinese 
Then headed, head first down to Broadway 
To see if any men would think they were whores. 
 
They went to a porno shop 
And picked up two young men from the suburbs 
Who thought they were prostitutes 
The girls let the boys buy them drinks 
Then they went.  
To the van.  
And fucked them.  
 
Everything got confused and mean 
The boys didnÕt believe the girls were not whores 
And said to their faces 
ÒWhores, whoresÓ 
 
The girls wouldnÕt take any money but as they drove off 
The young men threw a handful of change at them. 
 
Minnie did not feel anything. 
She didnÕt cry. 
She didnÕt care anymore 
Whether anyone loved her.  Or not. 
 
And then she knew  
She was becoming  
(Music cuts out) 
Really. 
Screwed. 
Up. 
(Lights shift) 

 
Scene 32 
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 (Pascal is in New York, on one side of the stage.  Mi nnie on the other) 
 
PASCAL.   Dear Minnie.  You are going to be sixteen i n a week or two.  That 
is another milestone.  Sweet sixteen.  On the doorstep of wo manhood, of 
life.  If memory serves me right, I met you when you were j ust four.  IÕve 
known you almost as long as IÕve known anyone.  If I were corny or 
sentimental IÕd say that you were one of my oldest friendsÉ 
 
MINNIE.   I just took two of MomÕs valium to see if theyÕd m ake me feel 
better.  She calls Valium Òvitamin VÓ. 
 
PASCAL.   ÉIÕm sure you know that you always have a home in  my 
domicile wherever it may be.  No matter what, you are always wel come.  In 
fact, that hardly expresses what I mean.  You are forever e ntitled to share 
whatever I have in the way of room and boardÉ 
 
MINNIE.   IÕm going to meet Kimmie on Polk Street.  She  feels creepy and 
depressed about what we did too, and weÕve promised each other to n ever 
do anything like it again.  IÕm NOT going to tell Dr. Wo llenberg. 
 
PASCAL.   ÉNew York is in its Winter Season.  The town i s full of life: art, 
music, theater, books and literature. 
I had dinner with your pal Kimmie when she was touring colle ges.  I hope 
she makes out all right.  She has her sights set on Sar ah Lawrence.  Very 
tough and competitiveÉ   
 
MINNIE.   Kimmie has some speed.  We might do that tonightÉ   
 
PASCAL.   ÉI canÕt wait to see where you end up. 
ÒI LOVE YOUÓ 
Pascal. 
(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 33 
 
(Minnie in her room) 
 
MINNIE.   Ta-ba-tha.  Tabatha Tabatha Tabatha. 
(Her name appears on the screen) 
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MINNIE.   Tabatha tonight you rapped on the window of the diner  and 
asked me to take a walk with you. 
(the image from the diner appears on the screen) 
 

 
 
MINNIE.   Could you tell that I felt all hot and tingly and embarrassed and 
shy?   
ÒHi, Tabatha!Ó  I wish I had said, ÒOh hey TabathaÉ youÕre  looking so fineÓ 
When we walked and you took my hand, did you feel my heart beatin g 
through my sweaty palm? 
 
Then we sat and looked at the moon.  Tabatha I was aching  for you to kiss 
me.   
(A comic strip appears on the screen) 

 
MINNIE.   (to the video)  Tabatha!  Look at the moon. 
 
TABATHA.   (on the screen, animated)  Yeah, it sure is beautiful. 
 
MINNIE.   You know why I wouldnÕt smoke any pot?  Because I wanted to 
look at you with clear eyes.  YouÕre so beautiful I almos t canÕt look.  We 
kissed and touched each otherÕs bodies.  I can still feel your hands on my 
tits and your lips on my lips. 
I feel dizzy and I canÕt sleep.  
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Oh TabathaÉ how could you be bad?   
(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 34 
 
(Monroe enters blindfoldedÉ he stands like a statue.  Mi nnie is clinical and 
cold, like a cop, or a torturer)  
 
MINNIE.   I feel sad, like thereÕs no purity left.   
 
(Minnie begins ripping MonroeÕs clothes off, one smal l piece at a time.  He 
is unaware and does not move a muscle.  She starts with one  sleeve) 
 
MINNIE.   Monroe took me with him to look for cars today.  He said he 
needed my expert advice.  First we got some huge sandwiches on  Geary 
because he eats like a fuckin g PIG (she rips off a piece of clothing- it is 
rigged to come off easily) 
 
Then I said I wanted to go to his apartment before we look at cars and he 
saidÉ   
 
MONROE.   Is that all you think about?  Maybe we can go afte r.  If thereÕs 
time.   
 
(Monroe goes back to being lifeless)  
 
MINNIE.   We hadnÕt fucked in more than a month.  I sai d I want to go 
BEFORE!  He got mad and said ok but itÕs got to be really qu ick.  When we 
got there, he just wanted me to suck his DICK (she rips of piece of clothing)  
And he came really quickly but I really wanted to fuck and I started to 
CRY.  (she rips off a piece of clothing)  Then he starts yelling at me, then he 
hugs me, then we left.  But I felt terrible.   
 
He says itÕs for my own good.  He thinks I wonÕt get so emoti onally involved 
if I just suck his dick and we donÕt FUCK.  (she rips off a piece of clothing.  
Now heÕs only in his boxers)  We walked up and down Van Ness looking at 
cars.  He just wanted to look at Honda Civics, because, he  said, they were 
the best.  I said  theyÕre fucking UGLY.  (She rips off his boxers.  He is 
naked, covering his dick with his two hands.  Still unawar e and a lifeless 
statue of a man) 
 
THEYÕRE ALL FUCKING UGLY!  You have such shitty taste! 
Every place we went I hated the cars.  I hate cars anyway.  Then  in front of 
one place I was pulling on his arm and he turns around and suddenly 
punched me in the stomach!  Right on the street. 
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(there is a pause.  Minnie lets this sink in for the aud ience.  Then she turns 
quickly and slugs naked and humiliated Monroe right in  the gut.  Hard.  He 
doubles over, lights out) 
 

Scene 35 
 
(Minnie walks across the stage to her birthday party.  Char lotte, Monroe 
and Kimmie are there with a pink cakeÉ they are all sing ing along to Ringo 
StarrÕs ÒYou come on like a dream, peaches and cream, lips like strawberry 
wine, youÕre sixteen, youÕre beautiful and youÕre mineÓ .  Minnie blows out 
her candles and everyone applauds) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (taking the cake, and kissing her daughter on the cheek) IÕll 
go cut the cake.  
 
MONROE.   Happy birthday Minnie.  Sixteen.  Wowzers.  YouÕr e a woman 
now.  ItÕs very exciting.   
 
MINNIE.   I guess. 
 
MONROE.   Listen, I owe you an apology.  IÕm sorry thatÉ I  punched you in 
the stomach.  I shouldnÕt have let your behavior get to me li ke that. 
 
MINNIE.   ItÕs ok.   
 
MONROE.   Hm.  Well.  YouÕre growing up well Miss Goetz e.  Two more 
yearsÉ. Huh?  (touching her cheek sweetly) Can you hold on? 
 
(lights shift.  Everyone exits but Minnie.)  
 
MINNIE.   Gretel didnÕt come to my birthday party.  She is upset because 
she heard Mom and I fighting.  Mom was scolding me abou t drinking or 
smoking pot or somethingÉ Gretel called me a stupid pot-head and began 
to cry because she said IÕll probably end up dead.   
ÒYouÕre such a disgusting retard!  How can I respect you?  I hate your 
guts!Ó  She ran into her room and slammed her door.   Ch -ch-ch-changes I 
guess.  I gotta get outta this house.  IÕm gonna go down to the bagel for a 
few hours to let everyone cool off.   
 
(Minnie presses stop on her tape player, exits. Lights shif t) 
 

Scene 36 
 

(Charlotte is sitting at the table, with all of MinnieÕs c assette tapes strewn 
around her, listening) 
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VOICE OVER.   (MinnieÕs voice plays on the tape) ÉWe had sex in the house  
the other night, by the washer and- (Charlotte stops the tape when she 
sees Minnie enter) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   How long has it been going on? 
 
(Minnie snatches for the tapes) 
 
MINNIE.   What do you think youÕre doing? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Who started it? 
 
MINNIE.   What? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   I said: HOW LONG? 
 
MINNIE.   MomÉ 
 
CHARLOTTE.   MINNIE GOETZE YOU START TALKING RIGHTÑ  
 
(Something odd happens.  Charlotte continues yelling, but we  canÕt hear 
her at all) 
 
MINNIE.   (falling into imagination) Had a little peanut, a little peanut, a 
little peanut. 
It cracked wide open and a pixie wriggled out, 
 
CHARLOTTE.   (her voice gets through)  If you wonÕt tell me, Minnie, IÕll 
just find out myself. 
(she picks up the phone and dials)  Oh, lucky me, fuck-face is home!-- 
(she continues yelling into the phone at Monroe, but we c anÕt hear her) 
 
MINNIE.   All crumpled and wet unfolding gradually as the su n dried his   
wings.  (A small drawing flickers to life at MinnieÕs beckoning ) 

 
Yes Yes Yes!  The Pixie!  He had a little bag in his hand in which there was 
contained about thirty dried beans and some old razor blades. 
 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 53

CHARLOTTE.   IÕm meeting Monroe at the bar.  (the pixie evaporates) You 
stay here Minnie.  Clean up your room.  (leaving, under her breath)  I donÕt 
know why your fucking shrink didnÕt tell me about this.   
 
(Quick Shift. MINNIE.   Hello? Minnie takes her tapes and puts them back 
in their place.  Hides them away.  She waits watching TV in  limbo) 
(Drawings fade in and out of memory on the screen of Mi nnie and MonroeÕs 
entire relationshipÉ on a loop) 
(The phone rings) 
 
MomÉ what ?...  Why do you want me to come there?... Are you ok?...  Ju st 
come homeÉ  Ok.   
 
On California?  Ok.   
 
Ok.   
(Minnie hangs up.  Takes off to meet her mom and Mon roe. Lights shift)  
 
 (Charlotte and Monroe are sitting around a table, drunk.  Minnie enters 
tentatively) 
 
MONROE.   There she is!  How ya doinÕ there, kiddo? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie.  Monroe has something to tell you.    
 
MONROE.   LetÕs just relax a bit Charlotte. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   No!  LetÕs get right down to it! 
 
MONROE.   Well, Minnie- umÉ hmmÉ  Ok.  Your mother a nd me have been 
talking.  And well, maybe you and I should get married.  I m ean, if you can 
stay away from Polk Street.   
 
MINNIE.   YouÕre both drunk.   
 
MONROE.   NahÉ we get along pretty well, right? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   ThatÕs not the point, Monroe.  You fucked my daughter, so 
youÕre going to marry her! 
 
MINNIE.   Mom! 
 
CHARLOTTE.   He porked you, Minnie.  He porked you, and h eÕs going to 
marry you! 
 
MONROE.   Shhh.  People are staring at us Charlotte. 
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CHARLOTTE.   Oh, FUCK YOU.  How many times did you pork he r Monroe?  
How many?  Was it good?  I was married when I was about your a ge 
Minnie! 
 
MONROE.   Hey.  I said IÕd marry her and I will.  IÕm a man of my word.   
 
CHARLOTTE.  Yeah.  Marry her.  Then you can fuck her all you want.  
 
MINNIE.   IÕm outta here. 
 
(Minnie goes) 
 
MONROE.   HeyÉ Minnie. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Oh, just let her go, Monroe.   
 
 (Minnie alone) 
 
MINNIE.   I feel kind of sick, like IÕm in some play b ut itÕs become real.   
Every man for himself!  
 
(Minnie does a couple of lines of coke.  The lights sh ift) 
 

Scene 37 
 
 (Outside.  Minnie is tripping hard on drugs at this point- she is shaking 
and really fucked up.  Dancing around and frantic- at the peak) 
 
MINNIE.   I am full of worried, nervous, frightened ener gy.  I just donÕt 
know.   
Sometimes I wish I was BIG AND BOLD.  I wish I could dan ce like fire (she 
does) and I wish I had the guts to wear clothes that made me look l ike a 
living violin! 
I wish I could walk like a prostitute (she does) 
I wish I could kiss the girls and make them want me becau se I was so 
tough.  I wish I could go up to the girls and grab their titti es and put my 
hands down their panties and make them giggle or scream!!! ! 
 
ItÕs cool ItÕs cool. 
Beer and speed and grass and downers, is it really an ugly a nd sad way to 
be? 
Lovely, lovely colorful daytime!  How could you exchange it fo r a drunken 
night?   
IÕm not going home.  ThereÕs nothing there.  Nothing.   
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(Lights shift) 
 

Scene 38 
 
(Minnie lies curled in the corner.  She looks up at the projection) 

 
(On the screen, a su per 8 film plays of San Francisco streets, TABATHA 
walks up.  The camera jumps, as if startled and then goes fuzzy) 
 
MINNIE.   Ok.  So I go to Polk with Kimmie on Saturday an d we run into 
Tabatha at Nito Burrito.  She singles me out as usual.  She gives me two 
Qualudes and says take them, but donÕt let Kimmie see, I don Õt have any for 
her. 
 
(on the screen, we see Tabatha shooing the camera away) 
 
MINNIE.   I drink them with coffee and she says you know I  really dig you 
honey.  ThatÕs how she talks, like a tough guy trying to pic k you up, but if a 
guy spoke to me that way IÕd be like, forget it baby.  She k isses me a little.  
She says letÕs go have some fun, honey.  I say ok.   
 
(The film shows Minnie and Tabatha at a beat up apartment)  
 
MINNIE.   Somehow we end up at TabathaÕs friendÕs house.  They have 
more Ôludes.  I think.  TheyÕre watching color TV.  South ern comfort and 
loads of Ôludes.  Loads of Ôludes.  Yeah.  TheyÕre both quiet and seem nice.  
And IÕm so tired.   
 
(The film keeps cutting. We see a grilled cheese sandwich  frying.  The film 
speeds up) 
 
MINNIE.   No.  Wait.  So thenÉ  I wake up a while laterÉ  I donÕt know how 
long.  I wake up in the bed, and some of my clothes are o ff and IÕm tucked 
under the covers.  Arthur says they tried to make me com fortable.  He 
makes me a grilled cheese sandwich with tomatoes.  ItÕs the  best thing I 
ever had, melts in my mouth.  How long was I asleep? 
 
(The film speeds up even more, warped and confusing.  Taba tha appears on 
the film, talking directly down the lens.  SheÕs on drugs)   
 
TABATHA.   (on the film) Minnie.  LookÉ there you are (she pans the 
camera over and Minnie is passed out in a bed partially un dressed) .  You 
really came through for me last night baby.  You and your  little hot ass.  I 
got all these ludes for letting those guys fuck you. 
 



The Diary of a Teenage Girl                                                                                        

 56

MINNIE.   (talking to the film)  What?  That didnÕt happen.  IÕd know if they 
fucked me, I would have woken up.  Plus I have my period and I  had a 
Tampax inÉ.   
 
TABATHA.   (on the film)  They took out your tampon and threw  it in the 
trash.  I was there while they fucked you.  I thought you migh tÕve been 
awake because your eyes were open and you looked like you we re having 
fun. 
 
MINNIE.   NO.  I donÕt believe you.  I am confused.  
 
(The film goes to static and then black) 
 
MINNIE.   The next thing I remember weÕre at hippie DavidÕs  house and 
Tabatha says ÒCome on, weÕre going to shoot.Ó 
 
No.  I donÕt want to shoot.   
 
ÒYou wanna wake up, donÕt you?  This is speed.  This is crys tal meth!  
Crystal ball, Crystal Meth.Ó She says.  Then before I kn ow it Tabatha grabs 
my arm and says Òyou stupid bitch.  YouÕre gonna try this just once.  YouÕll 
see itÕs much better this wayÓ.   
 
I donÕt want to fight.  IÕm afraid of her.  So I let her do it.  You should feel it.  
ItÕs a feeling that just lifts me out of the chair- itÕs a  rush, it makes my arms 
fly up and my heart beat and I can feel the blood buzzing i n my body and 
my hair stands on end.   
The drawings in my notebook are crazy.  I donÕt remember do ing them. 
(a drawing comes into focus on the screen) 
 

 
 
 
(The drawing fades into another) 
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And then, all the rest, I donÕt remember.  I canÕt rememb er leaving the 
apartment.   
As I figure it, there are two whole days I canÕt remember a t all.   
 
(Wollenberg enters as though heÕs been there all along ) 
 
WOLLENBERG.   It seems like a classic case of abandon ment issue meets a 
potential trouble source.  Tabatha is a quintessential PTS .  Not good.  Not 
good at all for a girl with your predispositions.   
 
MINNIE.   So, they found out where I was.  I told my mother I wouldnÕt go 
home.  She was crying.  Monroe said I could stay at his ho use if my mom 
wanted me to.  But I came home anyway.  I felt so fucking s ick.  I took three 
valiums and that made me feel a lot better.   
They all thought I ran away- but I hadnÕt intended to- things just ended up 
seeming I had. 
 
(the drawing morphs into another drawing) 
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(lights shift) 
 

Scene 39 
 

(Minnie, Monroe and Charlotte sit around the dinner tabl e.  It is awkward) 
 
CHARLOTTE.   It got cold today. 
 
MONROE.   YepÉ yessir.  Pretty cold.   
 
(long, awkward pause) 
 
MINNIE.   YouÕre kidding me right? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   What? 
 
 MINNIE.   This is bullshit.  IÕm not staying here. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie. 
 
MINNIE.   No way. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   You can stay at MonroeÕs.  CanÕt she Monroe? 
 
MONROE.   WellÉ yes, she could stay at my house.  Of cou rse she could, itÕs 
just that- 
 
CHARLOTTE.  Monroe!  We talked about this. 
 
MONROE.   Minnie- Yes.  You can stay with me.  Of cours e you can.   
 
MINNIE.   IÕm gonna get some wine.  
 
(she exits to the kitchen) 
 
MONROE.   Charlotte- this all makes me uncomfortable.  Look at her- for 
Christ sakesÉ  
 
CHARLOTTE.   Monroe.  You made your fucking bed.  SheÕ s as much your 
responsibility as mine, at this point.  
 
MONROE.   I know I know.  I just thought she wa s going to come over 
tomorrow night.  I had made some plans for tonight.   
 
CHARLOTTE.   We all had plans, Monroe.  Get over it.   
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(Minnie returns to the table with wine) 
 
MINNIE.   WhatÕre you guys talking about now?  Traffic?  Or  were you 
telling Monroe about how I got kicked out of another schoo l? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Minnie.  Are you drunk? 
 
MINNIE.  I took a few of your valiums. 
 
CHARLOTTE.  Ugh.  Great.   
 
MONROE.  Well, where is she going to school now? 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Some school for drop-outs, fuck-ups.   
 
MINNIE.   Yeah.  Fuck-ups like me.  Drugged out lesbia n fuck-ups, right 
mom? 
 
MONROE.   Lesbians? 
 
MINNIE.   Mom thinks IÕm a lesbian.  And that itÕs rea lly sick. 
 
CHARLOTTE.   Lesbians just want to be men! 
 
(This ends the discussion.  The three sit in silence.  Lights shift) 
 

Scene 40 
 
MINNIE.   ItÕs Christmas day.  IÕve been home for three da ys.  My mom 
asked to see my arms and I ran out of the room pretending to  freak out.  I 
tried to make it look like a joke.  Like sheÕs a fool to  think I would shoot up.   
There are bruises all over me.  I can hardly bend my arm  at the elbow and 
my hand really hurts and is swollen from skin-popping.   
I have a horribly painful boil on my stomach.  I noticed i t yesterday when it 
was very small.  When I woke up this morning, it was huge a nd red and hot.  
There are a few more starting on my legs.  They really hu rt.  I had to go to 
the emergency room because doctorÕs donÕt have office hour s on 
Christmas.   
The doctor gave me a shot and wrote a prescription for antibi otics.  She 
said I got a bad infection from shooting up.  And I lost ten  pounds and I 
didnÕt even know it.  She said what I was doing was very dangerou s and itÕs 
time to stop.   
 
Yada yada bleh.  And on JesusÕs birthday.   
I got clothes and books and records as presents.   
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I gave everyone candy because I only had time to go to the stor e around 
the corner.  But I wrapped it up!   
 
GretelÕs really upset.  I donÕt know how much she knows.  S he stays in her 
room most of the time.  She came into my room earlier an d said, ÒIÕm very 
disappointed with your behavior, young lady!Ó.  (A note is slipped under 
the door.  Minnie picks it up and reads it)  ItÕs a note from Gretel inviting 
me to watch TV in her room.  Maybe IÕll go in there in a  little while. 
 
(lights shift) 

 
Scene 41  

 
(Minnie is being poked and prodded by Dr. Wollenberg- her vision is being 
tested, her blood pressure being taken, all while she talk s- not noticing) 
 
MINNIE.   I canÕt wait to see Tabatha.  I know I should be  mad at her, but 
she fascinates me so and I know I could never get close to her anyway.  
SheÕs such a fox.  The love I feel for her is like th e love I feel for myself, 
mixed with hatred and violence. 
 
WOLLENBERG.   Minnie, have you ever heard the term Òtrans ferenceÓ?    
 
MINNIE.   Wollenberg made me take tests to see if the dru gs had damaged 
my brain.  It was amusing.  I think my brain does seem a  little cloudy.  
(The tests end.  Wollenberg leaves) 
 

Scene 42 
 
(Kimmie and Minnie lie on the floor listening to music in MinnieÕs room) 
 
MINNIE.   Hey, did you bring those pictures from your trip to New York?   
 
KIMMIE.   Yeah, why? 
 
MINNIE.   I just want to see what PascalÕs neighborhood l ooks like.    
 
KIMMIE.   UmÉ okÉ here.  (Kimmie pulls out some pictures from her 
backpack and hands them to Minnie) 
 
MINNIE.   Huh.  These are cool.  New York is pretty.  He y- you and Pascal 
look like father and daughter in this picture.  
 
KIMMIE.   Oh.  Yeah, I guess.  His doorman took that.   
 
MINNIE.   Nice building, huh?   
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KIMMIE.   So, howÕs your mom taking all of this stuff ab out you and 
Monroe? 
 
MINNIE.   SheÕs totally freaked out, I guess.  Which is part of the reason IÕm 
thinking I should get out of here. 
 
KIMMIE.   You gonna run away?  
 
MINNIE.   No.  No, Pascal said I could live with him, if  I ever wanted to.  He 
said it a while ago.  I know my mom hasnÕt told him everythin g thatÕs going 
on here.  SheÕs ashamed.   But IÕm thinking of coming  clean to him and 
seeing if heÕll take me in.  
 
(pause) 
 
KIMMIE.   Oh.  Hey.  WhereÕd you go last night after Rock y Horror?  I lost 
you.   
 
MINNIE.   Oh.  Tabatha showed up. 
 
KIMMIE.   Oh my god Minnie.  WhatÕre you a sadist? 
 
MINNIE.   Yeah, maybe.  Have you ever gotten in a real fi ght with 
someone? 
 
KIMMIE.   I donÕt know. 
 
MINNIE.   Then you havenÕt.  Tabatha and I got into real physical fight last 
night. 
 
KIMMIE.   (sitting up)  What happened? 
 
MINNIE.   She was making out with this little fourteen-year- old girl named 
Tara right in front of me, and it pissed me off so I star ted kicking her as 
hard as I could.   
 
KIMMIE.   Oh my god.   
 
MINNIE.   Yeah, she was lying on this dingy mattress with li ttle skinny 
Tara and so I just--  Here lie downÉ let me show you.   
 
KIMMIE.   No! 
 
MINNIE.   I wonÕt really hurt you, I just want to show you wan t happened.   
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KIMMIE.   Fine. 
 
(Kimmie lies down, and Minnie gets near her to demonstrate the fight) 
 
MINNIE.   Ok, so I kicked her, and she punched my leg, b ut the she just 
went back to making out, so I got her back like this.  (Minnie gets on 
KimmieÕs back).  And she couldnÕt roll over, but she was scratching me, 
and writhing aroundÉ you know?  Here, writhe around a littleÉ 
 
KIMMIE.   I think you could just tell me what happenedÉ  
 
MINNIE.   No, I want you to see what happened.  It was crazy.  Just writhe 
around a little bit.   
 
(Kimmie starts writhing) 
 
MINNIE.   So she starts writhing and IÕm just screaming Ò I HOPE YOU 
OVERDOSE AND DIE!Ó and IÕm practically riding her like a bull and sheÕs 
trying to buck me off!  But I just wonÕt get off of her, yo u know?   
 
KIMMIE.   Minnie.  Stop.  IÕm done with this game. 
 
MINNIE.   And I yank her hair back, like this (she does) , which gets her to 
stop moving.  And I bite her shoulder down to the bone. 
 
KIMMIE.   DONÕT! 
 
MINNIE.   I bite her so hard I can taste her blood in my mouth.  (Minnie 
turns Kimmie around so sheÕs straddling her face to fac e)  And I spit at 
her.  I spit her own blood back in her face. 
 
KIMMIE.   MINNIE!  FUCKING STOP IT!   
 
MINNIE.   (still on top of her) WhatÕs your problem?  It was amazing.  I 
fucking beat the shit out of her.   
 
KIMMIE.   I SLEPT WITH PASCAL! 
 
MINNIE.   What? 
 
KIMMIE.   IÕm sorry.  DonÕt kill me. 
 
MINNIE.   Are you fucking kidding me? 
 
KIMMIE.   ItÕs not that big of a deal.   
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MINNIE.   You fucked Pascal?! 
 
KIMMIE.   Oh Minnie.  I knew youÕd act like this. 
 
MINNIE.   You knew IÕd be pissed that you had sex with my step -dad?  You 
must be a genius! You fucked my step-dad. 
 
KIMMIE.   HeÕs barely your step-dad.  You never even see h im.  He didnÕt 
even call you when he came to California for Christmas. 
 
MINNIE.   He came to California for Christmas? 
 
KIMMIE.    Yeah. 
 
MINNIE.   I canÕt believe this. 
 
KIMMIE.   Minnie.  I wanted to tell you.  ItÕs not what you th ink - heÕs so 
smart.    
 
MINNIE.   How could you do this to me? 
 
KIMMIE.   You know youÕre acting really hypocritical. 
 
MINNIE.   And youÕre acting really slutty.  But, I guess w hat else is new? 
 
KIMMIE.   Oh get off it.  IÕm leaving.  YouÕre crazy.   
 
MINNIE.  Good.  Get the fuck out of my house.  
 
KIMMIE.   I will. 
 
MINNIE.   You fucking whore. 
 
KIMMIE.   Oh go suck MonroeÕs tiny little dick, baby. 
 
(Kimmie exits) 
 
MINNIE.  FuckÉ  Fuck.   
 
(she picks up the phone and dials.  Pascal appears) 
 
PASCAL.  Hello?  
 
MINNIE.   PascalÉ itÕs Minnie. 
 
PASCAL.   Well, as I live and breathe.  Minnie.  Hello . 
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MINNIE.   IÕm not calling to talk.  I just called becau se I have to find out if 
Kimmie is a liar. 
 
PASCAL.   Ok.  What did she tell you? 
 
MINNIE.   She said that you and herÉ that you two hadÉ  
 
PASCAL.   Minnie.  Ugh.  Now look.  I know this is an  unfortunate way for 
you to find this outÉ but you are an adult now and so is your  pal Kimmie.  
And yes.  She and I have engaged in a sexual relationship.   ItÕs nothing we 
need to be puritanical aboutÉ  
 
(Minnie throws her phone across the room.  She paces fo r a bit.  She grabs 
her notebook and tears apart a drawing.  She grabs her ba ckpack and 
exits) 
  
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 43 
 
(Minnie stands alone in the middle of nothingness.  She p icks up a pay 
phone.  Pascal enters, with a different voice and a cigare tte in his mouth- 
he slowly orbits around Minnie, with his back to the audie nce) 
 
OPERATOR.   Suicide prevention hotline.  Hello.  
 
MINNIE.   IÕm just calling because IÉ I donÕt want to li ve anymore. 
 
OPERATOR.   Oh yeah?  Why are you telling me that? 
 
MINNIE.   Because itÕs your job.  Hey- you sound likeÉ  
 
OPERATOR.   Ok.  Who are you? 
 
MINNIE.   Nobody. 
 
OPERATOR.   Nobody, where are you?  
 
MINNIE.   In a phone booth. 
 
OPERATOR.   Where? 
 
MINNIE.   I donÕt know.   
 
OPERATOR.   How old are you? 
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MINNIE.   Sixteen. 
 
(The drawing of Minnie in a spotlight appears on the scree n) 

 
 
OPERATOR.   So, whatÕs wrong? 
 
MINNIE.   No one loves me.  Not even my parents, 
or Tabatha or Pascal or Monroe. 
IÕmÉ IÕmÉ I had an affair with my momÕs 
boyfriendÉ I loved him. 
 
(the image of Minnie holding up MonroeÕs doll 
appears) 

 
 
 
OPERATOR.   That ainÕt right.  You have to tell 
your mom. 
 
MINNIE.  She already knows.  She said ÒHe porked 
you, he should marry youÓ.  
 
OPERATOR.   Marry you?  WhereÕs she from, 
Arkansas?   
 

MINNIE.   NoÉ 
 
OPERATOR.   ArenÕt you happy?  DonÕt you want to marry him? 
 
MINNIE.   No.  ItÕs SICK! 
 
OPERATOR.   Well, of course itÕs sick.  But I thought you might be a sicko, 
too.  I mean, you said you love the guy.  
 
MINNIE.   Why are you so mean?  Are you a fucking sadis t? 
 
OPERATOR.   Hang on, I want to read you something.  Look , I donÕt know if 
you believe in God or anything, but youÕve got to listen to thi s passage from 
the bible.   
 
(Minnie is crying) 
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OPERATOR.   It is in Leviticus 18- ÒDo not uncover the na kedness of a 
woman and her daughter.  They are close relatives, and to do  that would be 
horrible wickedness.Ó 
 
(Minnie holds the receiver away, and sobs into her arms) 
 
OPERATOR.   Hey, Nobody!  You still there? 
 
MINNIE.   IÕmÉ (sniff) here.  Everybody treats me badly!  Nobody loves me.  
Nobody cares if I live or die. 
 
OPERATOR.   Oh, come off it!  DonÕt get on that victim trip - youÕre not five 
years old from ChristÕs sake! 
 
MINNIE.   YouÕre so mean. 
 
OPERATOR.   Look, if I had a dollar for every stupid little girl who calls here 
sobbing about how she let some jerk use and abuse herÉ 
 
MINNIE.   STOP!   IÕm not stupid.  You asshole faggot m isogynist Christian 
pig!  
 
OPERATOR.   Oh my my!  You know some big words.  You thin k youÕre not 
stupid?  So, go home and get some sleep and put your life togeth erÉ Maybe 
you canÕt get away from those sickos in your family yet - but you donÕt have 
to be like them.  Your heart and mind are free. 
 
But of course you could also kill yourself- you could ju mp off the Golden 
GateÉ 
 
(Minnie slams down the phone) 
 
MINNIE.   Fuck you. 
 
(Pascal/operator is gone) 
 
MINNIE.   (straightening herself a little)  Fuck. 
 
(lights shift) 
 

Scene 44 
 
(The video screen comes to life.  Some new drawings of MinnieÕs flash to 
life on the screen.  She is drawing again.  Time has pa ssed.  A label of a 
cassette tape appears with the words: Ò Epilogue: I come to realize that no 
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matter how precariously close to the end it may feel, my life has only just 
begunÓ) 
 
MINNIE.   SoÉ my dear Diary.  WhatÕs new?  Well, I havenÕt smoked pot in 
nearly a month.  Mom had a big dinner party, so everyone cou ld meet her 
new boyfriend.  HeÕs in CrumbÕs band.  HeÕs an unusually nice guy and I 
hope my mother stays with him for a while.   
I like this song the band sings about quitting your job an d becoming a fine 
artiste. 
 
I havenÕt seen Monroe at all.  Mom finally agreed not to i nvite him over 
here, at least for a month or so.  She still sees him, though.   
Pascal called a couple of times and I hung up on him.  
School is going well.  IÕve been tutoring a few of the little kids in French.  
ItÕs just beginning words and things like ÒJe mÕappelle Wa rrenÓ and ÒOu est 
le chienÓ and such. 
IÕm still seeing Dr. Wollenberg and he thinks even thoug h IÕm such a fuck-
up IÕll get into some kind of college because my test scor es are good.   
I havenÕt seen Kimmie or Tabatha or Polk Street or even h ad sex all this 
time.  It feels weird being such a hermit, but thatÕs what I want at the 
moment.  I hang out with Gretel and watch TV sometimes.  
 
(The video screen comes to life, and plays MinnieÕs mo st complete work of 
art yet: a moving animated cartoon of Minnie at the beach.   She moves 
along, timed to music.  It is her swan song to drugs) 
  
MINNIE.   So, I got high one last time.  I know it was the  last time- I feel 
differentÉ I had a bag of meth I had saved and I decided to snort it, and 
now itÕs long gone.   
It was such a beautiful day down by the beachÉ I got the idea to  write a 
bunch of poems and try to sell them to the tourists in front of the Cliff 
House.    I wrote one that starts: I fucked the Chinaman 
I fucked the old man- 
IÕll spare you.  You can imagineÉ but it was a good poem.   
 
At one point, while I was selling my poems-  
(Monroe jogs into the scene- he has on very short runni ng shorts.  Sees 
Minnie, and stops near her, but keeps jogging in place) 
 
MONROE.   Minnie.  Hi.  Are you here alone? 
 
MINNIE.   No.  I mean, yes.  But, IÕve been talking to  a lot of people walking 
by.  (she starts jogging in place too, just for fun)  
 
MONROE.   Oh.  yeah.  Sure.   
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MINNIE.   You wanna buy a poem? 
 
MONROE.   Oh.  No money- jogging shorts and all. 
 
MINNIE.   Take this oneÉ you can give the 50 cents to my mom the next 
time you see her.  
 
(Minnie hands him a poem, he looks down at it, still joggi ng in place) 
 
MINNIE.   (to audience) The poem I sold to Monroe was one of the last ones 
I had and not the best.  It was one I wrote in fourth grade and I know it by 
heart, 
 
Mabel Rushmore, very trite 
Crosses at a yellow light 
The birds, they twitter 
A car has hit her!  
 
(ItÕs evident that Monroe wants to go.  Minnie breaks the a wkwardness) 
 
MINNIE.  Well. Goodbye Monroe. 
 
(she puts out her hand for him to shake) 
 
MONROE.   Bye, Minnie. 
 
(He puts his hand in hers) 
 
MINNIE.   (while holding his hand) IÕm better than you, you son of a bitch!  
 
(They drop hands.  He goes on his way.  Minnie is left stan ding there)  
 
(Through the darkness we hear the tape player crackle to l ife) 
 
MINNIE.   (voice over) God Bless us all. 
Signing off forever, dear diaryÉ. 
Love, Minnie Goetze.   
 
End of Play. 


