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The set: the room is completely covered with paper.  
 
Cookie Story 1 
 
Tenara enters and watches her brother tell the story about the cookies. She’s also got a stack of 
papers. She puts them on the table. As he tells the story, she breaks off a chunk, eating it but 
chewing very slowly. When the story is over, she is still eating. She actually just keeps eating for 
a while. Carefully checking with the audience to see if they’re feeling it. Eventually, these words 
slide onto the wall behind her:  
 

THERE ARE TIMES WHEN YOU DON'T LIKE IT 
 

She looks up at these words, decides that they’re not quite telling the whole story, and then grabs 
her ladder and writes “THIS IS NORMAL, BUT” on top.  
 
We never remember what the fights are about after the fact. So, the details of the interaction, I 
couldn’t possibly tell you. What I do remember is that I leave my chair with the force and speed 
of a bullet. I push my father out of the way, I pull my brother into the hotel bathroom, lock the 
door, stuff us into the tub and pull the shower curtain closed - like that is going to fucking solve 
anything. My brother is trying to get away from me, but he’s like an overturned bug in tar - he’s 
not going anywhere because I'm not letting him go. My arms are sticky asphalt and he is stuck. 
He is stuck in my arms. This is the moment that security comes knocking on the door.  
 
This is the wrong way to start, so: 
 
This is the wrong way to start. I apologize. This is bad storytelling. Backtrack, backtrack. 
 
I am seventeen, and my brother is fifteen. We are on a requisite family vacation, driving from 
San Diego to Seattle, up Highway One. Our plans have just changed, which makes the air in the 
rental car feel clammy and tepid at the same time. Changes of plans, unless they result in 
something better than what was expected, turn us into the unstable nuclei of a uranium bomb. 
Unstable and decaying, we’re going to collide, and then explode. That’s how bombs works. I had 
to read a Wiki How article to figure it out. We are a speeding Car of Impending Detonation. And 
we’re heading straight for a Hotel. 
 
Not a Motel. Not a Best Western. Not even a Ramada. A Hotel.  
 
Draws a capital H on the wall behind her. 
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Surfaces are gleaming and bellhops are waiting patiently, and there’s like women wearing pearl 
droplet earrings and men have cuff links and there’s a fountain inside. I mean the whole thing is 
very much like Ring, ring? Operator. Can I get the stocks place please? I want to buy more 
money now maybe. Ah, luxury! If only we believed it! If only my family was capable of enjoying 
it! But we can’t. We have the unique capacity to be impervious to luxury. Our superpower is 
failing to have fun no matter where we are. 
 
So, because I don't remember the details, I will just say this: someone said something about 
something and then he did something that made one of us say something else and then it’s like... 
us sad, unstable nuclei have been split apart, and we have released such a wave of energy that the 
pearl droplet earrings have shattered, the cuff links have been blasted off the tuxedos, the 
fountain is empty and cracked, the bellhops have all died, the once gleaming surfaces are 
MURDERED WE HAVE REACHED CRITICAL MASS Does bomb noise 
 
Losing steam, pauses. 
 
I'm trying to make it funny and. It's not funny. 
 
He is screaming and shrieking and my parents are physically holding him down, because he is 
threatening to leave this hotel room and this family and this body and this brain forever. I, at the 
age of 17, am finally starting to grow tired of resenting him so I decide to resent the hotel. I 
resent the car ride. I resent the whole state of California. I’m trying to resent anything that makes 
this situation bite sized when my brother breaks out of my parents' grasp and is bolting for the 
door, and my father – who is no way to be judged in this story – my father grows tall and big like 
a grizzly, and I've seen my father angry before but I've never seen him like this, and he darkens 
the whole room with his fury and the mushroom clouds fill up our skulls AND HE RAISES HIS 
HAND AGAINST MY BROTHER - 
 
but don’t worry...it’s not that kind of story, because 
 
I leave my chair with the force and speed of a bullet, I push my father out of the way and only 
pause long enough to register what I have done. Which is: I have cracked my father’s rib. I have 
cracked my father’s rib. 
 
God, it’s like fucking biblical. 
 
I pull my brother into the hotel bathroom, lock the door, stuff us into the tub and pull the shower 
curtain closed - like that is going to fucking solve anything. My brother is trying to get away 
from me, but he’s like an overturned bug in tar cause I'm not letting him go. My arms are sticky 
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asphalt and he is stuck. He is stuck in my arms. This is the moment that security comes knocking 
on the door.  
 
Pause 
 
I don’t have a nice little button to end that story with. It just...ends. 
 
She grabs her cookie again, and stands there eating it very, very, very slowly. The words behind 
her, grow. Eventually, they will be so big that all you can see are “YOU DON’T LIKE IT”. 
 
(done eating the cookie) I’ll just try to piece together a couple things that I don’t understand 
about it yet. 
 
She turns around to gaze at the projections, and they disappear. 
 
Alright. 
 
She goes to the table with the papers and shuffles through, looking for the right one. Finally she 
finds what she’s looking for and asks the audience to read it. 
 
Could you read this for me? Great, thanks. 
 
Audience: “Tenara had one absence. Tenara did extraordinarily strong and consistent work in 
this class. Tenara staged the Nina/Konstantin break-up scene in The Seagull with a hip, 
contemporary twist. Her first essay, which explored NGOs in post conflict settings demonstrated 
a high level of engagement. She consistently inspired her peers to greater sophistication in 
expressing themselves in French. Additionally, she did a fine job doing a fairly complex 
recording of a live band for her final project.” 
 
Okay, okay. Thanks. Yeah, this was from a liberal arts college, so, as you can tell, it means 
nothing. Great! Instead - here is a better list of the things other people think I am good at. I am 
good at: 
 
inspiring 
demonstrating 
reading 
writing 
speaking 
arguing 
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dominating 
making people laugh 
making people listen 
data entry 
interviews, both being interviewed and interviewing 
analyzing 
organizing 
decorating 
collaborating 
teaching 
And sex. 
 
Let’s do his list! 
 
Writes: drawing 
 
Drawing’s gotta be on there. He draws like these incredible, intricate, detailed characters and 
scenescapes. (Projection of the Star Wars picture comes up, disappears at “remembering”) 
 
Remembering. He has an incredible memory. Something super vague happened like a billion 
years ago, and he’ll remember exactly what he was doing, what year it was, where we were, the 
weather, etc. 
 
Pause. 
 
Writes: impressions 
 
Character voices. He does a killer Marge. 
 
Video: Devin does his Marge Simpson impression. 
 
That one fat kid from South Park. 
 
On another wall, Devin does South Park. 
 
Brian’s laugh from that episode of Family Guy when he’s been hired as an airport detection dog 
and gets hooked on all the coke he scores? 
 
On the third wall, Brian’s laugh. 
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Yeah, he’s pretty good at impressions. Let’s see...what else… 
 
She struggles to think of another thing. She finds his paper on the floor. 
 
Long beat 
 
Last year, a professor at his Art College FAILED HIM on a paper he turned in because it was 
“too good to be written unaided.” She read the paper that he had worked on at home, compared it 
with the writing he had generated in class, and failed him because she said it was plagiarized. 
She said my parents wrote it for him. 
 
A moment to collect herself.  
 
My mother forbade me from saying anything to him about this. I said we had a lawsuit on our 
hands. I’m pretty sure we still do. Anyway, a few months later, he turned to my mother in the car 
and said “Professor Barnes framed me, didn’t she? For having a disability? She framed me for 
cheating?” 
 
Number Four: self-reflection. 
 
Writes number five 
 
Ahhh… 
Um 
 
She thinks, gets angry. 
 
Where she has written “THIS IS NORMAL, BUT”, a small addition appears in the form of a 
projection. It’s a little carrot marker (^) with the word “NOT” underneath it. It reads “THIS IS 
(NOT) NORMAL, BUT”.  She notices. 
 
Oh, man. I really don’t like doing this. Why don’t I like doing this? 
 
She turns around to stack her papers. Behind her, unbeknownst to her: 
 
“A person with autism might:” 
 
She looks up and sees:  
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● “Not respond to their name (the child may appear deaf)”  

 
No! Stop. 
 
The projections disappear. 
 
Maybe what will help us is defining our terms. 
 
She turns and the symptoms immediately disappear. She writes “NORMALITY” on the wall.  
 
Normality. 
 
As she’s thinking about how to define this, an addition, in projection form, of (AB) comes up, so 
it now reads “(AB)Normality.” 
 
(to the projections) Stop. 
 
Tries to wave it off a couple times, but then it bites back at her. 
 
Fine. 
 
Thinks really hard. Turns to the audience. 
 
Does anyone - can anyone define this? 
 
Maybe they will or maybe they won’t. If they do, she listens, but is unsatisfied. 
 
You know what? Hold on, I think I have something - 
 
Rifles through her stack of papers, finds the Boundless definition, and gives it to an audience 
member to read. 
 
Do you mind just reading that for me?  
 
As the audience reads, key words and phrases pop up all over the walls from the projections 
(bolded below). The audience member reads this:  
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“Defining what is ‘normal’ and ‘abnormal’ is a subject of much debate. Definitions of normality 
vary widely by person, time, place, culture, and situation. ‘Normal’ is, after all, a subjective 
perception and also an amorphous one—” 
 
THANK YOU! Thank you - yes, obviously, subjective! Obviously - okay, keep going, sorry - 
 
With the projections, she begins to add onto the notes, writing: thank god 
 
Audience member continues.  
 
“While it is difficult to define "normal," it is still important to establish guidelines in order to be 
able to identify suffering.” 
 
She is upset and disturbed by how the definition has taken a turn for the worse. Once she gets it 
together, she writes: aka: his body doesn’t make you $$ 
 
“To this end, the fields of psychology and psychiatry have developed the Diagnostic and 
Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders (known as the DSM-5)” 
 
She writes/says: BLA BLA BLA 
 
a standardized hierarchy of diagnostic criteria to help discriminate among normal and abnormal 
(i.e. "pathological") behaviors and symptoms.  
 
She writes/says: BOOOOOOOO 
 
“The DSM-5 lays out explicit and specific guidelines for identifying and categorizing symptoms 
and diagnoses. The DSM-5 defines abnormality as maladaptive, rare, and causing distress. 
Abnormality can be defined as deviating from what is normal or usual -" 
 
Wait a second! Wait! Can you read that last sentence again? 
 
They do. She grabs the definition from the audience member. Returns to the wall, where she 
begins to erase that last projection, the “abnormal behavior” definition, with vigor. 
 
Alright, here’s another term that maybe we should define (all remaining projections disappear): 
 
Writes “cultural relativism” on the wall. 
 

https://www.boundless.com/psychology/definition/culture/
https://www.boundless.com/psychology/definition/subjective/
https://www.boundless.com/psychology/definition/perception/
https://www.boundless.com/psychology/definition/explicit/
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Cultural relativism - cultural relativism refers to the idea that the values, knowledge, and 
behavior of people must be understood within their own cultural context. This is one of the most 
fundamental concepts in sociology, as it recognizes and affirms the connection between the 
greater social structure, and the everyday lives of individual people.”  

Cultural relativism can be used as an explanation for any number of cultural practices. For 
example, in the US, your pointer to your thumb means everything’s ok! But in Portugal? It 
means kiss my ass! In the United States, not finishing your food implies you did not like it, but in 
certain Arab cultures, finishing all of your food implies the host did not give you enough. Do you 
see what I mean? 
 
This can be a fun game to play. People write whole books about it. But what cultural relativism 
ultimately proves is that normality is a GODDAMN EMPTY WORD. I THINK. 
 
Subjective! Amorphous! I mean normal just refers to itself at this point! 
 
I just wish in this normality that we weren’t so afraid of discomfort here. 
 
WHIPLASH plays. Tenara grabs the ladder brings it to the edge of the wall, where she climbs 
up high and writes: “Qualities of Friendships.” She then goes back down to the definition 
section and writes down some buzz words like ‘discomfort’, ‘this normality’, ‘Portugal = kiss my 
ass’. 
 
As the video finishes, new, fresh words: “MALADAPTIVE, RARE, AND CAUSING 
DISTRESS” overtakes the video. It remains for a moment, under her angry glare, until it 
disappears. 
 
I think I’m getting to the hardest part of it. The social part of it. Which makes sense because 
homo sapiens are social animals. Humanity’s ability to make friendships is a method of survival. 
Friendships have an affect on your longevity, your cortisol levels, and the antibodies of your 
immune system. Evolutionarily, normal human development demands friendship. Quite literally, 
friendships trigger developmental growth. And I would venture to say that we have friends 
because want to have fun. Healthy friendship comes out of a uniquely shared experience that, 
most of the time, promotes a sense of play. Right?  I mean, isn’t that why you guys make 
friends? Like, what’s important to you guys in a friend? That’s what I was doing just now, I was 
sort of throwing up just some buzz words of qualities that are important to me in friendship… 
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Tenara goes through the audience and asks them for two qualities of friendship that they look for 
when they meet new people. She comments/explains his possession of these qualities for both of 
them. Could go something like this: 
 
Okay. Well, I mean...like, I think he’s funny. On that same trip where the bomb went off at the 
hotel in California, we ended up at my maternal grandparents’ house in Seattle, and we’re all 
there - well, not all, I mean, my Aunt Susan isn’t there because you always have to have at least 
one aunt who doesn’t speak to the rest of your family. A lot of it had to do with her becoming 
born again, or whatever, I don’t know, but we’re all in the middle of dinner, talking about the 
weather or something, and apropos of NOTHING, my brother goes, “Grandpa, was it hard for 
you when Aunt Susan abandoned our family for Jesus?” 
 
He’s extremely sympathetic! I mean, think about that question he asked my grandfather! He 
genuinely wanted to know if it was hard for him! And by the way, he was totally correct, it WAS 
a huge blow to my grandfather; my aunt became a tea-partier! My grandfather was a union 
engineer who quit his job because he found out Boeing was making weapons for Vietnam, and 
my aunt became a tea partier? My brother could sense that, he could see that in action, and he 
wanted to hear more about it. 
 
Okay. Alright. Loyal. Yeah, I mean, that’s a no-brainer. He once knew this kid that would post 
horrible things about him on Facebook and trick him into revealing secrets publicly, and no 
matter how many conversations my parents started that like maybe this kid wasn’t the nicest 
friend, my brother stuck by him. He really did. 
 
I mean, all this proves right now is that I don’t understand why he doesn’t have any friends. But 
why I don’t understand and the actual reason why are...two different things. 
 
Peeking behind her are the words “CAUSING DISTRESS.” She turns around and they 
disappear. When she turns back to face the audience, the words peek out again. They play a little 
slapsticky game - Tenara turns to address them and they fly away, reappearing only when her 
back is turned. Just when she begins to yell at the projections, the second cookie story plays to 
her shock. Remembering her cookie, she goes back and finds it. She’s eating as the video 
finishes. Still chewing, she goes over to where her pages are stacked and hands the audience 
member the Autism definition page. 
 
Do you mind reading this? Thanks. 
 
She continues to chew slowly as the audience reads: 
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“Autism is a neurodevelopmental disorder characterized by:
  

● Social impairments 
● Cognitive impairments 
● Communication difficulties 
● Repetitive behaviors 

 
Because Autism is a spectrum disorder, it can range from very mild to very severe and occur in 
all ethnic, socioeconomic, and age groups. Males are four times more likely to have autism than 
females. Some children with autism appear normal before age 1 or 2 and then suddenly “regress” 
and lose language or social skills they had previously gained. This is called the regressive type of 
autism.” 
 
She gets the paper from the audience member. 
 
Thanks. When my brother was born, he was taken away to let my mother sleep, but was brought 
back less than an hour later. When my mother asks why they’re bringing him back, she says, “Is 
he crying?” 
 
The nurses say, “No, he's not crying. He's just rocking himself in his bassinet so hard that it's 
traveling around the room. And it's knocking into everyone else's bassinets as it goes, and so all 
the other babies are waking up and they’re crying.” I know, isn’t that a crazy story?! It’s 
like...from day one... 
 
When I was born, the nurses lifted me up and put me on my mother’s chest. I was singing. In 
thirds. Just like, in thirds. 
 
My mother likes to bring up that pitocin was involved in my birth. Oh sorry - hold on - 
 
Giving another audience member this page to read:  
 
“Pitocin (hormone), a synthetic version of oxytocin that can cause or strengthen labor 
contractions during childbirth, and control bleeding after childbirth.” 
 
My mother thinks this is important. She thinks it's important because she didn’t actually ask for 
pitocin, the nurses just gave it to her. But when she asks the nurses how long the pitocin will stay 
in her body, they say, “three days”. But my mom likes to remind me that the nurses neglect to 
say that pitocin is packed in thiomersal, which - oh crap, I forgot, hang on - can you read this? 
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Someone reads the definition of thiomersal: 
 
“Thiomersal is the most widely-used preservative for vaccines. It is a compound containing 
ethyl mercury used to prevent bacterial and fungal growth in some inactivated vaccines in 
multi-dose vials.” 

Right so, some people say that thiomersal can stay in your body for three years. My brother is 
two years younger than me. So. 

 
You guys probably think she’s crazy now! I know a lot of people who feel really strongly about 
the issue of mercury-preserved drugs. Cause like - you know - Oh - god, I don’t even know how 
to talk about it - so the thing about mercury - nope that’ll take too long. Let’s, ah...let’s just start 
with this: 
 
Gives someone the From the Comments Section: Mercury and Vaccinations paper. They read:  
 
“Oh my doctor, please burn your degree. You should never practice medicine and treat any 
autistic person. How utterly arrogant and idiotic of you to assume it’s over. If Ebola runs 
rampant in the U.S. and a vaccine is developed, bet you'll be the first anti-vax hypocrite in line to 
get it. Evil. Liars! You know darn well vaccines have killed babies, and yet you continue to 
deceive the public. May you die of brain cancer. Please leave your bogus, trendy, suburban 
sanctimommy, Jenny McCarthy science at the door. Getting your kids vaccinated is the same 
thing as taking your kids to Auschwitz. Anti-vaxxers are the scum of the earth and I’m glad 
someone is out there is finishing them.” 
 
Yikes. That’s a solid yikes-town. I mean… 
 
She thinks hard about how she’s going to play this. 
 
Let’s break this down.  
 
She writes on the wall the following bolded phrases: 
 
So on the one side, you’ve got vaccines/mercury cause autism right? And on the other side 
you’ve got vaccines/mercury do not cause autism. Sure, sure. Except that’s not really what 
they’re saying, right? Right? Cause what they’re actually saying on this side is, do not get your 
kids vaccinated because it’ll give them autism and on the other side they’re saying if you 
don’t get your kids vaccinated because of autism, you’re a threat to society, right? 
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to the audience 
 
Right? 
 
Right, except that’s not really what they’re saying, right? Because what they’re actually saying 
here is don’t give my kids autism because I don’t want my kids to have autism, right, and 
here they’re saying we trust the information we have from the pharmaceutical companies 
and the CDC about vaccines, right? 
 
Except - of course, that’s not completely what they’re saying, because what they’re actually 
saying here is autism should not exist in my child, and what they’re saying here is you should 
also trust pharma and the CDC, right?  
 
Right, so ultimately what they’re saying here is I’d rather my kid get polio than deal with 
autism. But of course, it’s like, I’d rather risk my child getting like, polio in order to avoid 
encountering a world that is not built to support different learners, because really I’d rather just 
make all of my children fit into an arbitrary and ever-changing standard of behavior than fight 
against traumatizing social stigmas, but like, yeah, I’d rather my kid get polio rather than deal 
with autism. 
 
And of course, what they’re saying here is don’t ask questions of big pharma. Except, of 
course, you can ask questions about animal abuse, or the over-medication of children, or 
pharmaceutical lobbying, or like, health care and pharmaceuticals, but like, when it comes to 
autism, just - don’t ask questions of big pharma. Right? 
 
But of course, like, if you really extrapolate down to the golden nugget, it’s like, on this side it’s 
like, cure the fuck out of my children cause they’re different and I don’t like it, and on the 
other hand it’s like, I’m a Bernie Bro whose biggest contribution to disability advocacy is to call 
people stupid for how they deal with an incredibly difficult neurological condition in their 
children. 
 
She takes a big breath. When she finishes bringing herself together, she turns to a new audience 
member. 
 
Did you go to a public school? Were there kids with autism in your classes?  
 
She continues to question them.Which classroom did the autistic kids in your school go to? Did 
you know any of their names? She takes long pauses with them. It’s uncomfortable. It’s not a 
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trap, she’s just genuinely trying to show how little overlap there is between students with autism 
and students without. 
 
When we talk about birth stories, we have to talk vaccines. So, I don’t really like talking about 
birth stories. Cause none of that actually makes a goddamn difference -  
 
Pauses. Collects herself. Smiles. Then, remembers: 
 
Oh, I forgot to say before that I’m good at singing. Fuck. 
 
My brother is good at is...baking cookies. 
 
Writes that down. She asks an audience member to read the full autism symptom list, and as she 
does that, the projections list them too. 
 
She goes to get her cookie. She eats it very, very slowly, as the projections list these symptoms, 
slow and intentional. 
 
A person with autism might:  

  
● Not respond to their name (the child may appear deaf)  
● Not play“pretend”games  
● Avoid eye contact  
● Have difficulty understanding, or showing understanding, of other people’s 

feelings or their own  
● Have no speech or delayed speech 
● Give unrelated answers to questions  
● Get upset by minor changes  
● Have obsessive interests  
● Flap their hands, rock their body, or spin in circles 
● Have unusual reactions (over or under-sensitivity) to the way things sound, 

smell, taste, look, or feel  
● Have low to no social skills  
● Avoid or resist physical contact  
● Have unusual interests and behaviors  
● Have extreme anxiety and phobias, as well as unusual phobias  
● Line up toys or other objects  
● Hyperactivity (very active)  
● Short attention span  
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● Unusual eating and sleeping habits 
● Meltdowns  

 
Jumping on right after the last symptom. 
 
Let me see if I can try to outline it in a way that makes sense. Do you see me here? Still trying to 
figure it out. Cause our lives are different, and for some reason everyone seems to think that’s a 
problem, but I can’t understand why. 
 
She draws a person on the wall with a big A on the head. 
 
We’ll call her Person A. 
 
Person A is very capable. She is totally able to do nearly everything in front of her. Person A is 
good at 
Reading 
Writing 
Speaking 
Arguing 
Analyzing 
Data-entry 
Teaching 
 
Person A is good at taking tests, Person A got all As. Grades were made for Person A. 
Everything was made for Person A. Person A has got it good. 
 
Draws Person B 
 
This is Person B. 
 
Person B comes into Person A’s life when she’s two years old. He is extremely wonderful. He is 
a whole other universe contained in a tiny body. And yet he is generating this tepid clamminess 
like the air before a bomb goes off.  
 
Projections of DC Interview Clips Updated starts at “tepid clamminess.” 
 
He’s missing milestones. He can’t speak until he’s nearly seven, can’t read until he’s fourteen. 
Still can’t do a ton of complex math. So while Person A thinks that Person B is just another 
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lovable roommate, for some reason the whole world treats Person B like he’s a - you know, like 
a Uranium Bomb.  

 
And it’s starting to wear on Person B’s soul. 
 
Person B can’t think and talk as quickly as Person A and their entire family, which is hard 
because Person B comes from a family full of Person As. Person B has lived with Person A his 
whole life and she plays guessing games at parties while he gets wrapped in a sheet for Physical 
Therapy. Person A had a very bad friend who was mean to Person B. This is going to be a 
pattern, because a lot of people are very mean to Person B. But still, Person A can be kind of a 
bitch about it sometimes. In general, Person A can be kind of a bitch. 
 
Pauses to let DC Interview Clips finish. 
 
Let’s follow that thread for a second and return to Person A. 
 
Person A has always been pretty anxious - she doesn’t like feeling uncomfortable. Discomfort 
causes anxiety. As a child and teenager, she harnessed enough neurotic energy to pummel every 
single neuron she had with fire, which in the medical community is also called a panic attack. 
Person A continued to flirt on and off again with panic attacks until she decided to go steady 
with them her senior year of college. An exhausted, burnt-out Person A went to what was later 
revealed as a Freudian psychoanalyst that, predictably, attributed Person A’s dysfunction to 
sexual repression. This was quite enough for Person A, and so she decided to fully melt-down. 
 
While Person B was struggling to write his high school senior essay, Person A was struggling to 
walk twenty feet without vomiting. Her Person A-self turned into target practice for Panic 
missiles. She couldn’t recognize herself anymore because she was so full of bullet holes. 
 
And what did the rest of the world say? 
 
Well, one of her friends pointed out that you really shouldn’t trust anybody who hasn’t had a 
mental breakdown before. Her professors assured her that once she encountered the 
non-academic world and found her feet there, these panic missiles might miss her battered body. 
Her parents told her that she could learn how to exhale armor that would protect her from any 
and all panic rockets. That it didn’t matter how many times she got hit - it mattered how many 
times she inhaled her wounds shut again. 
 
I recognize that this may feel tangential to you, so let me reiterate. 
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Person B - very good at some things that cannot be tested. Very bad at a lot of other things. 
 
Person A - very good at many things. But very bad at feeling uncomfortable. So bad at it, in fact, 
that she becomes the colliding neurons of a Uranium bomb. 
 
Person A has retreated to and from dysfunction many times. In this way, Person A without a 
doubt is as dysfunctional as Person B.  
 
So. I don’t understand what I’m seeing differently. I don’t know why it worked out this way. I 
don’t know the metrics of our failures. I can’t see the yardstick. I can’t see why Person A gets 
celebrated--even through her failures-- and Person B gets left behind. 
 
This picture: 
 

 
 
Fades up from behind where Tenara is standing, so she ends up assuming the position of the 
picture-version of her. There is a long pause as she lets it set in. 
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I am fourteen and my brother is twelve. I am on the precipice of another rocky family vacation. I 
am begging and pleading my parents to keep my brother at home. He is already a ticking time 
bomb, and I do not want to be there for the moment of critical mass. I don’t want him to come, 
because we create discomfort like shattered debris everywhere. Wherever we go, buildings 
crumble around us. I want to walk somewhere for once without cities falling at my feet. 
 
But there is also a part of me that doesn’t want him to come because he is miserable. All the 
time. That is a period of his life when he was going to a school that claimed to specialize in 
education for children with ADD and ADHD diagnoses, but actually he’s just getting abused. 
Definitely emotionally. Jury’s still out on whether it was physical. 
 
He actually made this: 
 
Devin’s Oakstone animation plays, no sound. 
 
The monster is the school. That’s what he told me. 
 
My parents are not even taking the bait. They don’t respond. I throw a tantrum and stomp 
downstairs to the basement. My father comes down the stairs to talk to me. I am about to plead 
my case again when all of the sudden my father starts crying. 
 
I am appalled and disgusted and terrified. Ugh, please stop. But here he is, my cool dad, crying 
in front of me. He says he is sorry that my life is not the life I wanted. He is sorry that I am going 
through such a hard time. He feels genuinely sorry for me. 
 
My father tells me that my experience with my brother is going to change me in ways I don’t 
even know about. I am going to be a much better person for this experience, and have so much 
more wisdom than my peers, having seen firsthand what it looks like to feel and be different. 
 
I’m going to be a better person for it? For watching someone way worse off than me suffer as I 
coasted on all As? For being immature and humiliated? For being sneaky and conniving behind 
someone’s back because I know he can’t cognitively keep up with me? I mean, once - he never 
mentioned this to you guys, but once, knowing that he wanted me to finish my cookies before 
his, I hid a cookie underneath my seat and waited a full hour - long after we cleared the table, 
long after his cookies were digested and forgotten about - I waited that hour and then went up the 
stairs to his room and showed him a perfectly round, uneaten cookie I had hidden from him. 
“Look what I have!” He was shocked. We laughed about it, him conceding, me being mean. I 
had tricked him. 
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Of course I had. Why wouldn’t I trick him? I was smarter than him, and I saw an opportunity to 
be an older sister. How is that being a better person for it?  
 
And people keep on saying nice things about me, this Person A, this motherfucker with the 
insights, and Person B keeps on not making friends and not passing tests and not getting jobs and 
not succeeding. My growth makes me more admirable and his growth makes him just barely 
functional. I get to have anxiety but he can’t just be different. And that’s what’s abnormal. 
That’s abnormal. This dichotomy - actually, it’s pretty problematic and like - fucking Capitalist 
bullshit whatever syndrome to measure worth by the things we do well. Like accomplishments 
even matter in the end. Oh, what, he failed a test his sophomore year of college? Somehow being 
extra bad at something makes it Not Normal all of the sudden? Now it’s a problem? 
 
I may be able to do things, but when you take all of that away 
 
Grabs the stack of papers 
 
Is just like, once I take away this 
 
Rips them up, rips all the paper off the wall - 
 
What else is there? Just...me? 
 
I’m normal? 
 
That’s...that’s some...some bullshit. And I don’t like it. 
 
Tenara is very tired. She holds the rest of her cookie in her hand. 
 
I am tired. I am sad. I am guilty. I am complicit. I don’t want to be a compassionate person at the 
expense of your struggle. I don’t want to learn so much just to watch you suffer. I don’t think 
that’s very fair. I don’t think that’s right, and I definitely don’t think that’s normal. 
 
But. 
 
The words:  
 
IT’S OKAY. 
 
Then: 
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IT REALLY IS. 
 
Then: 
 
THIS IS HOW THE COOKIE CRUMBLES. Stays there. 
 
I’m sorry. I’m going to eat my cookie now. You don’t have to be jealous anymore. 
 
She eats the rest of her cookie. Final video begins to play, the cookie text disappears. As that 
plays, Tenara passes cookies out to the audience. The video ends. The play is over. 


