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Cast of Characters 

STEP ONE PERSON, mid-30’s 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON, late-20’s 

STEP TWELVE PERSON, mid-30’s 

 

Note: Cast should be entirely female. Race is irrelevant.  

 

 

Lights low. There is music. Three actors enter from different entrances and meet center. 

They interact (some sort of movement) with one another without speaking before 

negotiating their way to three distinct places onstage. Perhaps three pools of light. 

Perhaps three chairs. Perhaps a mix of both. Actors rotate through these areas 

interacting wordlessly with each other between monologues. Lights full. 

 

Note: Text messages can be read or projected or both. Whatever your heart desires or 

your tech allows. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

Begins mid-thought. First defending herself to the other cast members. Then, in turn, to 

the audience. They are anyone and everyone. Her mother. Her father. Her best friend. 

Her last lover.  

 

Yes, but it's not a problem. You don't understand. I can stop drinking any time I want to. 

Really. I mean, look, I'm not drinking right now. I haven't been drinking at all today and it's 

already... 

 

 Looks at watch 

 

...nine-thirty...in the morning. See? I'm doing great. I don't have a headache from last night 

because, guess what? I didn't drink that much. I mean, I did have to have a drink or two, 

because it was Guy's birthday. I mean, we were at a bar after all. So, of course I had a drink. 

And we had birthday shots. But it was very tame, we're adults now. I even drove home. I wasn't 

drunk.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Bursts through STEP ONE PERSON, barely noticing her. Her energy is manic, if she 

stops she might never start again. Intermittently writing in a notebook. 

 

Ok. Now 2007. I was 25. So young. I barely knew anything. I can hardly think back. It's all a 

blur until six months ago. How did that happen? My life is a blur. A smear. Well, luckily not a 

smear at all. Not like...I'm alive. And in recovery. And...and... 

 

 Deep breath. 

 



Remember the first step you took. I am powerless over alcohol and have made the decision to 

turn over my life to God as I understand him. Just for today. Just for today. Just for today. You 

can do it. You can do it. Just keep writing. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Passes STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON as they write feverishly. Encourages them and 

begins to wait for someone. Practices how to start the conversation.  

 

You're probably wondering why I wanted to have coffee. I know, it's been like fifteen, twenty 

years? God I feel old. I just, kinda, had a feeling? I mean, I don't know. I just kept seeing you 

pop up on my feed and you kept coming to my mind. I mean, not in a creepy way. Oh wow, 

that does sound creepy. 

 

Ok, let's try another beginning. I don't know really, I just get the feeling that I've been exactly 

where you are and thought maybe you'd want to talk about it. I think I've probably said the 

things you say to yourself each morning. I won't drink today. I don't need alcohol. I've got this. 

 

No no, I can't start like that. It's too aggressive. Abrasive. Presumptive? Anyway, she won't 

listen. How about more of a 'how are you today?'. Gross. Too boring. No, the other way was 

good. Honest. I have a feeling I've been exactly where you are. Honesty is best. I've been there 

before. I've been down that road, stuck in that hole, up that creek, got no paddle, broken, beat 

down, bruised, self-loathing and at the end of my rope. Don't worry. It gets better. That's one 

thing I do know for sure. Yuck. I just don't want to sound too preachy. I've never step twelve'd 

before. Is that a verb? I guess it is now. I just... 

 

 Very quietly. 

 

I don't want to fail. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

2007. New Years. I was in New York. With Clara. We went to a party. I didn't know anyone. 

Clara dragged me along because she didn't want to go alone and there was this guy she'd been 

"talking" to or whatever, for weeks and thought he could be her New Year's kiss. We got there 

at ten?...and...I don't remember anything else.  

 

 Visibly frustrated. Wracks brain. 

 

I drank champagne. A bottle. I split it with that guy on the roof. Ok, I didn't split it. I drank the 

whole thing and he had maybe a glass. We started to kiss. Then Clara came in...oh I remember 

why I wanted to forget this now. This was such a shitty thing to do. That was the person she 

liked. She slapped me. In front of him. I apologized all night. Finally convinced her it was an 

accident and I didn't realize that was the person she had her eye on and we all went dancing 

together. We kept drinking, it was New Years. I found some cocaine in the bathroom. We split 

it. Clara passed out in the cab home and...that guy. What was his name? I have no idea. 

Whatever, it doesn't matter. I gave him head in the cab. We had sex on Clara's bed after we put 



her on the couch. That was another shitty thing to do. No wonder Clara and I aren't friends 

anymore. I used to pull shit like that all the time. Like when we went to Mexico— 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

 Interrupts STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON, anxious to defend and explain.  

 

—I really wasn't. I had two tequila sodas, two birthday shots and a whiskey on ice at the end of 

the night. We were there four hours. Wait...three tequila sodas. Or was it three birthday shots?  

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

 Attempting to address STEP ONE PERSON. Perhaps circling them. Being ignored. 

Trying different tactics before becoming introspective. 

 

It’s hard the first time you admit it. It never feels real until you say it out loud. It bubbles and 

simmers inside you. Hot, melting shame. The feeling that everyone will leave you and you'll 

never be happy again. Then you come to your first meeting and realize that there's a whole 

group of people just waiting to help. Waiting to be there when you fall. Ready to whip you into 

shape, tough love it out, talk to you at four am, whatever you need. My first meeting. Was. So. 

Rough. In a good way. I'd been careening carelessly out of control for several weeks without a 

break. My husband left me. He took my daughter. And I woke up in my backyard with my dog 

licking vomit off of my sweater. My. Personal. Rock. Bottom. But still alive. There was still 

hope in this weird way. There's always hope. It was a beautiful day. And as my head pounded 

and I dragged my weary body into the shower, fully clothed, I thought, "I've got to do 

something. Today. If I don't I'll die. I think I will literally die." 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

I think it was three. And three. And then I drove? I don't actually remember. Shit. Shit. Shit. 

This cannot be happening again. I've got this. Deep breaths. Deep breaths. No. You didn't drive 

home. You didn't drive there! Josh took you. He picked you up. You dummy. I can't believe I 

forgot he picked you up. Not even from home. You were at that event with Sebastian for work. 

And there was alcohol there. Look at you. You are a good little planner. Found a safe way 

home. Took care of yourself. Josh picked you up and then took you back here after the party. 

Well done. You're safe.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

 Feverishly writing. 

 

Summer 2008. Mexico. Consistently drunk and/or high for the entire week we were there. 

Dammit I'm surprised I remember anything from this trip but let's be honest my tolerance was 

pretty high at that point. Hah. High. Ok, not funny. Not the time for gallows humor. Clara and I 

stayed at the bar each night until it closed and were the absolute life of every party at the resort. 

Everyone loved us. The bartender gave us free drinks...wait, they were included. Ok that wasn't 

actually impressive. But he did give us free coke. Because I was sleeping with him. But that 

wasn't why. No, of course it was, are you kidding? That's why you were getting everything at 

the resort. The best chairs, the best tables, the first drinks, the bumps and lines. And why you 

actually wound up in the local clinic instead of dead on the hotel room floor. Funny how that 



worked out. Because he was the first response. Clara knew who to call at the bar when you 

wouldn't wake up Friday. She could have left me there. But she switched our flights and we 

went home a couple days late. She called your work and explained you had food poisoning and 

were going to be back Wednesday instead of Monday. I never deserved her as a friend.  

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

Did he drop me off? Did we sleep together? Oh no, not again. I can't have him whining and 

calling and texting and- 

 

 Phone dings. 

 

-oh no. We did. "Hoping you feel great this morning. I'm bringing by coffee. heart emoji." Oh 

no. Not again. Not again not again.  

 

 Texting back 

 

"Oh thanks but I've already got some. See you later. Sorry I was so drunk last night! Thanks for 

driving me home." That should hold him off. And maybe he'll get the hint and realize I don't 

remember us sleeping together and that it was a mistake. A mistake. That's all. I just made 

another mistake. Add it to the long list of my other mistakes and I'll just drown myself in my 

own shame and start over tomorrow. Or today. It's a new day. The sun is shining. Birds are 

chirping. I am going to be ok. Everything is going to be ok.  

 

 Pause. 

 

Dammit. I actually need some coffee. Maybe I should- 

 

Turns back to her phone. 

 

—no. No. Get your own damn coffee you lazy- 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Interrupting but kindly. Stopping STEP ONE PERSON from heaping insults upon 

herself.  

 

And I took a shower. Until the hot water ran out. Then I put my clothes in the wash. I got online 

and found a meeting. I didn't tell anyone I was going. I didn't want to tell anyone in case I 

flaked out. I didn't want to add it to the ever-growing list of things I'd failed at. But I knew I 

was going to go. And I knew I'd keep going. I'd had the moment. The moment of clarity. Out 

there, in my own vomit, with my dog. She's the only one who never left me. I snuggled with her 

on the couch as the minutes past and I tried not to relive the past weeks. 

     

My daughter screaming as she found me on the kitchen floor. My husband's exasperated sighs 

as he took her, once again, to school after I'd promised this would be the last time. Their faces 

leaving out the front door...and I knew he wouldn't come back that night. My actions warranted 



it. She wasn't safe with me. No one was safe with me. I wasn't safe with me. Alcohol was my 

god. And she is a fickle mistress. 

     

When you get sober, the real world starts making you feel all these feelings. The first one that 

stung was shame. And loneliness. The things I was trying to numb came prickling back into my 

hands and feet and it felt so unbelievably uncomfortable that I wanted to run back into my 

mistress's comforting arms.  

     

But in a way I felt strangely lucky. At that first meeting I learned that she wasn't the only place 

to go. I had somewhere else to turn. Somewhere to go. A huge group of people with the exact 

same problem as me. They were searchable on the internet even. All I had to do was show up. 

But that was hard enough. Sometimes it was the hardest thing to do. Show. Up. Every day.  

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

 Hyperventilating. 

 

It's only 9:30. The day is young. What day is today?  

 

Checks phone. Uses phone throughout this next monologue to look up the wine walk and 

text friends (projected...or not). 

 

Oh thank god. Saturday. Nothing to do today but relax, enjoy living in this wonderful world. 

Oo, maybe a brewery? Let's wrestle up the girls and find a wine walk around town! Ooo, there's 

one uptown this afternoon I think. Third Saturday? Yes, awesome. Let's send out a little group 

text. All mah ladiez...let's do this. Alright, I'll just take a shower...  

 

 Phone alert goes off. 

 

Shit. I forgot. I've got coffee with Melina later. I haven't seen her in forever. So random. She 

was that really awesome girl in high school. I always wanted to be like her. She's probably still 

that cool. Perfect life. Perfect husband. Perfect instagram-able kids. Ugh. I should cancel. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Moving in a kind of dance with STEP ONE PERSON. Speaking her own story but also 

as a prophecy for STEP ONE PERSON's impending future.  

 

When she left I wasn't surprised. I was relieved honestly. I couldn't hurt her anymore. Couldn't 

hurt anyone. Because they'd all left me. My parents. My siblings. All my friends. My coworkers 

ignored me after work, I'd had too many embarrassing happy hour encounters to count...there 

was a lot of eye contact to avoid. Impressive actually that I still had a job at that point. But not 

for long, here comes 2010. When the world went up in flames. A little too literally. 

 

Keeps writing. During the next two monologues, STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON finishes writing, 

packs up, and heads out to meet STEP TWELVE PERSON at the coffee shop.  

 

STEP ONE PERSON 



I'll cancel. Just a quick text. I can't stand to be with someone who has their shit together right 

now. It'll just make me feel even more disgusting.  

  

 Composes a text. 

 

Aaaaand, done. Now for a much-needed shower. But not without a shower beer.  

 

 Produces a beer. Opens it. Drinks and showers overlapping with the following. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Sees the text. Sighs. Begins to respond but hesitates. STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON walks 

in. We start to enter a more realistic  situation. Perhaps the lights change. We're in a 

coffee shop now instead of no-man's monologue land. STEP TWELVE PERSON sees 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON, puts the phone aside and stands up to greet them warmly. 

 

You're early.  

 

 They hug. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Well, once I started writing it sort of spilled out. I finished and am oddly eager to get it all off 

my chest.  

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

I'm proud of you. Four and Five can be the worse. But to knock them out together is sometimes 

the best course. Two in a week, you're a champion. Let's find a quieter table. Or we can go 

somewhere else if you'd rather. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

No no, this is fine. 

 

 They sit and settle in. 

 

I'm way past shame. These things I'm about to confess to you feel like they are from another 

person's past. They're so far removed from who I am now. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Isn't that a relief? I remember my step five. It was terrifying but exhilarating.  

  

 A pause. It's long and expectant. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Ok. I'm ready. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

I'm here. 



 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Do I just read it? 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

However you want. You can read verbatim, add details, speak mostly from memory--it's your 

step.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Ok. Here goes. I have completed Step Four. I have made a searching and fearless-well, there 

was a lot of fear really, but I fought through it-a fearless moral inventory of myself. I have 

admitted to God, as I understand him/her, and to myself the exact nature of my wrongs and am 

here to admit them to another human being, you, in order that I might move to Step Six and be 

entirely ready for God, as I understand him/her, to remove all these defects of character. Above 

all, the pattern I noticed most in my past was my utter self involvement. This probably isn't 

uncommon but I have been an unbearably selfish friend. So much so that I don't understand 

why my friends put up with me for so long. Let me start with Clara... 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON continues their confession to STEP TWELVE PERSON, 

towards the end of the following monologue, STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON gets up to go 

to the bathroom, and STEP TWELVE PERSON returns to the unsent reply to STEP 

ONE PERSON. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

 Out of the shower now. Crushes beer can and recycles it. 

 

Recycling like a champ. Look at me, saving the environment. Boom. There it is.  

     

Clean and refreshed. Ready to begin another glorious Saturday. It's beautiful outside. I think 

today is an outside sort of Saturday. Let's see who's available today.  

 

Checks phone. "On Screen" below indicates STEP ONE PERSON's responses to each 

text. She should keep this interaction towards the audience but be fully engaged with her 

phone and the people she is messaging.  

 

Oh right, ok. Jasmine has kids now. I keep forgetting. Soccer games. Yuck. Kill me if I start 

thinking that's a good idea. 

 

 On screen: image of "I can't even" Bitmoji 

 

Jordan is in Austin. Jealous. 

 

 On screen: image of Jelly Emoji 

 

Sammy says its the end of the month and she can't afford it...that's bullshit. She's a lawyer. 

Well, paralegal. Still. 



 

 On screen: "Boo, you whore" Mean Girls GIF 

 

Sara is doing wedding planning stuff today. 

 

 On screen: Here comes the bride. 

 

Bummer. But her bachelorette is going to be amaaaazing. Only three weeks until VEGAS 

babay. 

 

 On screen: Vegas baybay.  

 

Justin's also in Austin...is he with Jordan now?? Interesting possible development. 

  

 On screen: reply - 'In Austin alone?' with a cheeky faced emoji 

 

Fuck you Karina, no way are you too tired for another wine walk. You're my fail safe buddy. 

 

 On screen: blank 

 

Dammit dammit dammit everyone is bailing on me. How am I supposed to have a Saturday 

now??  

 

 Pause. 

 

Well...there's always Josh. No. No. You don't want that. Remember how whiny and clingy he 

is? Yuck. But after a couple beers he's not soo bad. He's actually kind of cute. And the sex is 

meh but... 

 

Receives a text. And then another. And another. A string of texts from STEP TWELVE 

PERSON. Screen can mirror texts or not. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Sorry for the text delay. I'm in a meeting at the moment but have a little break. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

I'm sorry to hear you aren't feeling well and can't make it this afternoon. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

It's been so long I was looking forward to catching up! Rest, drink water and feel better friend. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

If you happen to perk up in a couple of hours I'm actually hanging out at the coffee shop most 

of the day to get some work done if you change your mind. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 



And I always welcome a good distraction from boring emails. If not we can find another time 

soon. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON/STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Looking forward to catching up whenever.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON returns from the restroom and continues confession. It is 

to STEP TWELVE PERSON, but speaks to STEP ONE PERSON also. She can move 

around the space and not feel tied to the coffee shop table. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

Huh. Melina might be nicer than I remember. I always thought she was kind of a bitch in high 

school. Maybe I was kind of a bitch in high school too. Maybe we were all kind of bitches in 

high school. Oh...huh.  

 

Begins to text back. Stops. Rethinks. Starts again. Struggles with what to respond. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Then after Clara stopped picking up her phone I basically gave her the big ol' finger and vowed 

never even to try to be her friend again. She was dead to me. I thought, I don't need her anyway 

and who needs other people I'll just find new friends. Turns out that new friends aren't that easy 

to make. Especially when you have a substance abuse problem. After a few months of on and 

off binging with my 'new friends' at bars and events and struggling through work somehow and 

not getting fired. How? How did I not get fired? By the grace of God that's how. I woke up one 

morning in the hospital. With my mom beside me. How they got her there I'll never know. But 

she stayed. I don't remember her staying with me like that in my life. She was genuinely 

worried about me. That's all I wanted growing up, was for her to acknowledge when I Was 

hurting. And now, as a 35 year old alcoholic, I was finally getting my childish wish. She sat 

with me for the night. And the next day. And took me home. And watched TV with me. And 

made me dinner. It was like being nursed back to health from a cold when you stay home from 

school. Except much more sad. After a while I realized... 

 

At some point in the monologue STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON rejoins STEP TWELVE 

PERSON at the table, she continues confession throughout STEP ONE PERSON's 

monologue. 

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

Texting STEP TWELVE PERSON back. 

 

Hey girl. Thanks so much. I think I'll take a nap on the couch slash binge watch some *INSERT 

RELEVANT GIRL TV SHOW HERE (2017 suggestions: Broad City/Girl Boss/Kimmy 

Schmidt)*-I'm obsessed with it-and probably feel better in a couple hours. Truth be told, it's just 

a little hangover-nothing I can't recover from. I'll check in with you in a couple hours. Will 

probably need a cup of coffee.  

 

Pause. 



 

Send. Ok. It's sent. I have a couple hours to decide. But yes. This is a way of not calling Josh 

for sure. Which is good. That would be the wrong thing to do. Right? It's not fair for me to 

string him along...I have no sober feelings for the dude.  

 

She grabs a blanket. And a water bottle. And snuggles up on the couch.  

 

I'll just nest here for a bit. Put on some *INSERT TV SHOW HERE*. It's getting too good I 

don't want it to end. Just rest. Take a little nap. Drink some water. Hydrate. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Thank you for trusting me with that. Your old self. That's not you anymore. Let it all go.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Takes a huge exhale. Inhale. And another exhale. STEP ONE PERSON joins the inhales 

and exhales and continues them below this next exchange. They are audible but not 

distracting. 

 

It does feel like a huge weight has been lifted. I mean, I know its symbolic, but I feel actually, 

literally lighter. 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Five is one of my least favorite steps. I always hate when it comes around. So I'm always happy 

to help make it easier on someone else.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

Yeah, this was my first time around. I'm sure there's more.  

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

There's always more. Hah. But it'll come when it's time. This was a huge step for today. Well 

done.  

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

I have 'Admitted to God, to myself, and to another human being the exact nature of my wrongs.' 

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

And lived to tell the tale.  

 

They laugh. Hug. 

 

STEP FOUR/FIVE PERSON 

See you tonight.  

 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

See you tonight. 

 



STEP FOUR/FIVE Person exits and STEP TWELVE PERSON returns to her phone. 

Sees text from STEP ONE PERSON and begins to respond. 

                 

STEP TWELVE PERSON 

Awesome. Have a good couch snuggle and TV binge. Hope to see you later.  

 

STEP ONE PERSON 

Receives text. Smiles. Relaxes from the mantra of inhale/exhale. Snuggles up. 

 

Perfect. I'll see her in just a bit. Almost ready. I'm almost ready.  

 

 

 

 

 

 


