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Jill: 

 

Hello. Good evening. Whatever. My name is Jill. I am speaking to you 

directly from my subconscious mind. I do this to this to save time. I am a 

destructive person. I am not the hero of this play. I am not the hero of any play 

I could be in. Except a play I wrote. And even in my own play I wouldn’t be 

the hero. It would be a tragedy of course. But it wouldn’t be my tragedy. It 

would be the tragedy of my existence. And it would be a bad play. Because it 

would be senseless. Because whatever had gone wrong with the world 

would’ve already gone wrong before the play even started. It would just be a 

whole bunch of victims. And I would just be one of them. It would be a mess 

of senseless pain. I wouldn’t want to see this play, much less be in it. In fact if 

I wrote this play I’m describing, and it was performed, and afterwards 

someone asked: Who wrote this play? I would just look around to see who 

raised her hand. This is because I am a coward. Which is the root of my 

problem. So I am not in a play of my own. And I am not the hero. And this is 

not a tragedy. And this is where I would rather be. In a play where I will fail 

to prevail. I want to be stopped. I cannot stop myself. I am not easy to stop. 

And I can do harm before I’m knocked down. I do have a noose around my 

own neck. But if I pull up on the rope, I will not die. I am condemned. I carry 

around my means of execution. But it’s not for me to do the job. This is what 

makes people like me a real bummer. Somebody, for the sake of everybody, 

has to squash me and blot up my remains. God put me on earth. I am a villain. 

I have a job to do. I am going to do it.  


