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Synopsis:
A young woman is annoyed by the little things her friends and family do. Sometimes she fantasies about killing them to have some peace. The woman hears a familiar voice talking to her and soon she realises it is her psychiatrist, Doctor Walker. The thoughts she thought were fantasies are actually memories of the terrible things she did. Only the doctor can help her, but even he has little ticks that cause the woman’s fantasies to take over.

Characters:

Woman – She is annoyed by the little things people in her life
do. In her late twenties, she talks about her fantasies.

Doctor – In his late forties, he is talking to the woman about 

her fantasies. 


The stage is black. A spot light appears on centre stage. The woman is standing under it. She is wearing pale colours.

Woman:
It’s the little things that annoy the most. The things people don’t realise they’re doing. 


A loud tapping sound is heard.

Mum taps on the steering wheel and with every beat my head pounds like a hammer. 

The woman grabs her head in pain. The tapping plays again.

I hate her sometimes and the little things she does. Tapping, nagging, repetitive stories; they grind at me like a screwdriver on metal.

Doctor: 
(V.O.) How does that make you feel?

Woman:
Sometimes I fantasise about killing her; like when I’m cooking dinner and she won’t stop talking, and she starts to tap on the bench. Sometimes I imagine taking the knife in my hand and slicing into her. 


She makes stabbing motions with an invisible knife.

Stabbing. Once, twice, three times. Her blood would splatter the bench and the food; drip onto the floor. Her body would slump and there’d be no more tapping.

Doctor:
(V.O.) Is it only her?

Woman:
My boyfriend thumps around the house. Three o’clock in the morning. He gets up and goes to the bathroom. Now normal respectful people would be quiet about this but not my boyfriend. He bangs and thuds his way down the corridor. 


Banging sounds are heard.

And when he’s done he trudges back up the hall and gets back in next to me.

Doctor:
(V.O.) What do you think about that?


The woman makes the motions as she describes them.

Woman:
Sometimes when he’s lying there next to me I think about putting my pillow over his head and pushing down hard. His arms and legs would flail around until he’d stop moving. I’d pull the pillow away. His mouth would be wide open and I’d close it. Then I’d roll back over and sleep in peace. There’d be no more banging and thudding.

Doctor:
(V.O.) What about your sister?

Woman:
My sister takes my things. It annoys me but what annoys me the most is her humming. She always does it, especially when I’m reading. She doesn’t know she’s doing it.



Humming is heard.

There’s not even a tune to it. It’s not a song that exists but still she hums.

Doctor:
(V.O) What do you do about it?



The woman makes the motions as she describes them.

Woman:
Sometimes I imagine throwing my book at her; hitting her in the head so she bleeds. Then I’d lunge across the room and clasp my hands around her neck. I’d squeeze tighter and tighter. I’d feel her last breath as I let go; purple bruises form where my hands were. There’d be no more humming.

Doctor:
(V.O.) Do you know where you are?

Woman:
I– What do you mean where am I? I’m where I am always am.

Doctor:
(V.O.) Look around you and tell me where you are.

The stage lights up. The walls are white. To the woman’s left is the doctor sitting at a small table. He is writing on a clipboard. There is a spare chair sitting opposite the doctor.

Woman:
In a white room. This isn’t my house. Padded walls and barred windows.
Doctor:
(V.O.) And who am I? Do you remember?



The woman is confused and looks around.

Woman:
I don’t know you. Where is my mother, my boyfriend, my sister?

Doctor:
(V.O.) You know who I am.



The woman turns to the doctor.

Woman:
No I don’t. Wait. Doctor Walker?

Doctor:
See, I knew you’d remember me.



She approaches the table.

Woman:
I don’t understand. Why am I here? Where’s my family?

Doctor:
You remember why. You just told me what you did.



She sits down opposite the doctor.

Woman:
I didn’t do anything. What are you talking about?

Doctor:
You did. You just told me what you did to your mother, your boyfriend and your sister.

Woman:
I didn’t do those things. They were fantasises. I told you, only fantasies. I don’t kill people.

Doctor:
But you did.

Woman:
No.

Doctor:
You have to face what you did. It’s the only way to get better.

Woman:
But I wouldn’t, I couldn’t. They were just fantasies!

Doctor:
Your mind couldn’t handle what you did and so it created these ‘fantasies’.

Woman:
No, I wouldn’t kill my family, are you mad?

Doctor:
You know you did. Stop lying.

Woman:
I’m not lying!



She pauses and thinks for a moment.

(realising) I- wait... oh my god! I did those things! But, but, but...

Doctor:
Well done. You’re on the first step to recovery.



He scribbles on his clipboard.

Woman:
But, but-

Doctor:
You need help and that’s what I’m here for. Now I want you to write down all the things you remember about the incidents...


He passes her a piece of paper and a pencil. She takes them, stands and moves back to centre stage. The doctor continues to write.

Woman:
Doctor Walker is correct. I need help. I’m not right, no one should have done the things I have. I want to get help and so I will let him help me. He will keep the other side of me, the evil side, at bay.


The doctor clicks his tongue while he writes.

Doctor Walker clicks his tongue when he writes. He doesn’t know he’s doing it. This pencil is smooth and freshly sharpened. I feel my fantasies beginning to flare. It’s the little things that annoy the most.

The doctor continues to click his tongue. The woman turns to him, holding the pencil in her hand. She approaches him and the lights fade. The clicking abruptly stops.

