“ONE”

Amanda Hill – USA 
Time: The present

Location: Here and now

Character: Jacob, 18, half of a whole

JACOB:

(Jacob stands alone on stage. Lights rise.)

Imagine a girl. Ten years old, dressed in her pink tutu and tights. Calling your name. Jacob. Jacob. 

Close your eyes. (Jacob closes his eyes.) When you open them you will see her.

Dancing.

(He opens them, and if performance allows, his sister is in front of him, as if by magic, dancing. She continues to dance throughout his monologue.)

Her hair is pulled back into a bun on the top of her head. That stupid bun that used to make mom so angry as she worked to get it just right. Pulling her hair back with the brush.

Cooing as she runs her hair through her fingers.

And then she is free again. And she is dancing.

Always dancing.

Mom used to say she danced in the womb.

And you. You, she’d say. She’d dance circles around you.

Yes. Yes, I think. I remember that.

Sometimes when I look into the mirror I see her. Her eyes in my eyes. Our nose. Our mouth.

She is dressed to dance and smiling. She was always smiling. Forever smiling. Sometimes when I close my eyes I can feel her next to me like she was her whole life. Even before we were born, we were one.

At least, it felt that way. But we weren’t one. He proved that. He took her away, but not me. I didn’t go. I stayed. So maybe, we were never one.

He opened fire in a shopping mall. A shopping mall. When the world exploded we were waiting to see 

Santa. The red of Christmas blurred by chaos and anger.

The media said he was many things. Depressed. Bipolar. A coward. A murderer. A disgruntled 

worker. A terrorist.

They said he didn’t belong. But somewhere, at sometime, he must have belonged. He was 

a son, just like me. Eighteen, ;like I am now. A brother, like I – was.

I was one.

We were one.

Two halves of the same set. But now –

I don’t dance anymore. I’ve forgotten how. But sometimes, when I look in the mirror and I see her there I wish I remembered.

(Again, if performance allows, Jacob pulls his sister through the “mirror” and they dance.)

(Lights Fade.)

