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Characters: 
A woman: about thirty something  
A voice of another female: between thirty to fifty years old 
 
A woman is sitting on a chair, facing the audience.  She is looking blankly towards them. 
There is a silence on the stage for ten seconds. After ten seconds, a voice of another 
female comes through the speakers. Throughout the whole scene and towards the ends, a 
sly and sneaky smile gradually appears not only on the woman’s lips, but also on her face 
and eyes as well. She stays completely still all along. 
The rest of the stage is entirely empty. 
 

 
The voice 

 

There was a tree. I was running and running, I don’t know 

where. Everywhere was dark and I was just running into the 

black. The space was getting compressed and time... Time was 

springing up and down, but the tree was there, still. It was not 

moving at all, not even an inch. In the black big space, with a 

tree standing in the corner, I was running and running when the 

spring of time got stuck for a second. Everywhere was dark; as 

dark as the black eyes of my little dolly, which I used to play 

with when I was a kid. I remember I was always scared of her 

eyes. I told mama that my dolly was scary, I hated her eyes, I 

hated her black curly hair. I hated her. But mama told me not to 

be afraid of her, that she looked just like me with black eyes and 

back curls, and that she just wanted to play with me. And now 

she was still there looking into my eyes, looking just like me. I 
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was in the kitchen, the kitchen that mama always baked cookies 

in. I loved her dark chocolate chip cookies. Mama always used to 

put her big white apron, the one with yellow big flowers, around 

her fat wrinkled white neck and tied it on the back of her big 

waist, while baking cookies. I always liked to help rolling the 

dough. 

(Pause)  

The kitchen was empty; a layer of dust had covered the dishes 

and the cabinet. What would mama say? I could smell some 

thing. Were there cookies burning?  

No, it couldn’t have been cookies. It smelled like burning fat and 

meat, like a burning animal. I felt nauseous. I opened the door. 

The backyard... was extremely small, small and empty. Where is 

my tree? Nothing was in its place, not even the swimming pool. 

There was only an old broken ladder in the corner of the yard. 

Was it our yard? I felt that time had compressed and I was 

thousands of years ahead from when I was living here and mama 

was baking cookies. I felt sick in my stomach. The smell was 

stuck in me. I felt that a burning animal was moving inside me. I 

wanted to run, but I didn’t know where. I looked back. Was 

something following me? I turned around and around. Mama is it 

you? I went backward towards the door. It was still slightly open. 

Once I touched the handle I was in. not only I was in, I was at the 
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edge of an empty space, an empty dark black hole. I couldn’t feel 

my hands anymore. Where was the kitchen? The burning animal 

was struggling inside me. I felt that I couldn’t breathe any more. 

I couldn’t even feel my body. It was like I was floating, floating 

above a deep emptiness. Where was I? I wasn’t even on the edge 

anymore. Mama where are you? What is going on? I don’t want 

to play, anymore. I felt some thing was there deep inside the 

black, empty hole. The space was pushing me. If I was going 

down, or the darkness was coming up, I don’t know. I felt 

nauseous again. Where is my stomach? Deep down in the 

blackness, I saw a spark. A pair of round black eyes was right in 

front of me looking straight into mine. Mama, am I dead? I felt I 

was going up and up and up or down and down and down or just 

circling around. Something was taking me with it. I couldn’t see 

anything in the dark, anything but two shiny black eyes with long 

curly black lashes, deviously smiling at me. 

(Pause)  

There was a big plate of chocolate chip cookies on the table. The 

black chips were right in front of my eyes. I could swear they 

were looking at me. I felt sick. Something sparked within me, 

like a flash of black blind anger or the glowing eyes of a wild 

vicious animal. I took the plate and threw it at the cabinet. 

(Silence) 
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I looked at the yard. I could see the tree through the door slit, the 

door between the yard and the kitchen. Inside the kitchen, there 

were thousands of pieces everywhere. Thank god mama wasn’t 

there, but her apron was hanging right under the cabinets. 


