
MISPLACED
– a monologue –

by Hannah 


So, you really think you can change my life, get me out of this place, give me a fresh start, don't you?  Oh that's a real funny joke!  I’m only 21 and my good days are already gone.  I see people after they graduate from college.  All that’s left to do is sit around and rot while they wait for their death.  I bet you went to college to get that fancy piece of paper hanging on your wall. 


Well, I guess if you want to waste your time you can listen to my amazing life story.  And you can stop staring at me as if I’m crazy.  You don't need to use your psychological tricks, I’ll tell you the story anyway.  Where do I start?…Well I was born, and my parents brought me home from the hospital.  I guess I was an average–size baby, but no one cared anyway. I don't think my parents even sent out a birth announcement.  I had an older sister; she was the star.  I remember how I looked up to her.  I admired her more than anything in the world, but now she’s gone.  Don’t worry, I didn’t kill her. I’m not a murderer. She died in the same car accident that killed my father.


That's a whole other story, but I could tell it if you want me to.  Of course you want me to.  You want to hear all about my emotions and feelings because you don't have anything better to do with your pitiful life.  Pretty pathetic! Well back to my family.  It was January, January 8th.  I was with a babysitter, Noelle. Boy did I hate that woman, but I hate everybody.  The rest of my family was driving back from a fancy dinner at that expensive restaurant Chez Pierre​​​.  They didn’t think I was mature enough to go with them. HA! But I took myself there a bunch of years ago anyway and it really wasn’t even that good.  Their filet mignon was extremely dry and the duck a l’orange was practically raw.  Anyway, my father had just called to say they were on Continental Street, which was around 5 miles from our house…the house…  



We lived in this grand house in Scarsdale.  Six bedrooms, nine bathrooms, an indoor hot tub.  You know, it was the Beverly Hills of Scarsdale.  But it was too suburban for me.  I’ve always known I was a big city girl.  


Anyway, from Continental Street, my parents should have been home by 8:30.  My parents, they were the type who showed up 30 minutes early for everything.  You know the type.  I was waiting at home reading Moby Dick or Great Expectations; I don’t know, one of my favorites, I forget.  By the time I finished the book it was 10:30. I can see you’re getting bored, but you wanted to hear it.  Don’t leave, I promise it gets much better.  I know you would much rather go home to your family and spend some more time with them than listen to me.  I’m a mess, I could go on forever, but I guess it’s the least you could do.  


So where was I? Oh yes, so I put down my book, whichever one it was, and pranced into the living room to tell Noelle that I was going to bed, but I found her on the phone, crying.  When she hung up she told me that we were going to the hospital.  The hospital?  I despise hospitals. You’re worse off when you leave than when you come in.  Getting back to the story… I was feeling so anxious and Noelle was no help. She just sat there in the waiting room with me, whimpering while I, at 12-years-old, tried to calm her down. Imagine, I was trying to calm her down! She didn’t tell me anything, but my mind was already filled with the worst.  Then a doctor came to talk to us, to tell us about the accident. Here’s where the story really picks up.  I found out that my father had died, my sister had died and although my mother survived, she was never the same. Nothing was the same after that.  There, I said it.  


Don’t worry, I know what questions are coming so don't even bother asking them.  I had to go to a million psychiatrists after that. That's when I learned I couldn’t trust any of you to help me.  But you say you’re different. 


When I heard my father was dead, no, it didn't really shake me that much. I don’t think he ever loved me anyway, never really paid much attention to me.  But when I heard that my sister was gone too, that nearly killed me.  I didn't know what I was gonna do without her.  She was the only one I looked forward to seeing every day; she was my best friend.  After she was gone, I changed.  I died my hair black, cut it short, pierced my nose – you know the whole deal.  My mother should have, would have been there to support me, but she changed too. I literally saw her disintegrate in front of my eyes.  She stopped eating; she stopped showing up for work; the house fell apart.  I watched my mother as she continued to break down, like bits of shards chipping away from a broken soul. It was hard to figure out who was the mother and who was the child.  While other 15-year-olds were out having fun, I was always at home taking care of my mother.  


A year went by and we barely talked.  I didn’t mind not talking to her though.  I like keeping to myself.  Then Children’s Services got wind of things and sent one of their caseworkers over to see what was going on and before I knew it, I was shipped off to my aunt’s house. My mother, what was left of her, had abandoned me, just like my dead father and sister.  Whatever, I didn’t have to worry about taking care of her anymore.


My aunt lived in New Jersey, almost as bad as Scarsdale. I thought maybe I could be happy again though.  Maybe I would even smile now and then. I started going to school on a regular basis.  I really tried.  But what do you know; I get involved with the wrong group of kids. I know, just what you expected, right?  We would get in trouble all the time, if you know what I mean. This was a New Jersey public school, you know, the kind with two thousand kids. They didn’t even know our names or that we even had names, let alone care about us. How could you with so many kids? You only work with a few people, and you don’t really care either.  What’s your excuse? But I guess it wouldn't hurt to finish my story.


After my 18th birthday I knew I had to get out of New Jersey, so I took the first train to Manhattan with three of my friends.  I was kind enough to leave my aunt a note to thank her for everything she had done, but I needed to leave.  I guess my aunt was okay with it, but after all I was 18, and it was time to be on my own.  Those train tickets meant freedom, and I couldn’t wait to start a new life in the big city.  Maybe I would be an author. Who knows? There were so many possibilities.  


One of my friends had crazy amounts of money from his rich parents.  He rented a tiny studio for the four of us in a fringe neighborhood.  It was perfect.  Life was great.  We slept in as late as we wanted, hung out in bars all night, no commitment, no responsibility, just fun.  We’d take a couple of jobs here and there to pay for extra expenses, but for the most part, we did whatever we wanted.  


One morning I woke up and saw my friends running out the door with their bags.  I still don't know where they went.  They decided to leave me.  I was the one they abandoned, the one who was left behind to fend for herself.  I spent a while asking myself why it had to be me and if they’d ever even liked me.  Maybe it was just my good looks.  Whatever, I’ve always been independent, so I knew I could make it without them.  But I also knew I had to start making some money if I wanted to keep the apartment.  


I took a job waitressing at a local restaurant working all afternoon into the wee hours. I barely made enough to pay the rent, so every once in a while I would steal some food from the kitchen.  Trust me, it didn't feel good.  I always felt guilty and scared that I would get caught.  I couldn't afford to be fired.  Every morning at two a.m., I would walk back to my apartment, and climb up the four flights of dirty, worn stairs.  But it wasn't scary though, just dark.  Things weren’t ideal, but I was getting by.  It was better than my aunt’s house, and much better than living with my mom.  Right?  Sometimes I would wonder what happened to her though, but I’ve been doing just fine on my own.  After all, I moved out, got my own apartment, got a job, I’m doing just fine.  I mean, I’m making it on my own, don’t you agree?  Maybe not, I’ll finish the story.


So one night I was coming home from work, same time, same way, same dead stillness of the early morning, when it happened.  I don’t really remember what happened, but when I woke up, I was in the hospital.  How many days have I been here anyway? Going on a week already? Did anyone visit me? Never mind, I already know the answer. It was a silly question. Stop looking at the clock! I know the session’s over…but don't leave me!  
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