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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
	

VERA 
A	woman	in	her	early	thirties.	Young	and	stereotypically	good	looking.	Keeps	her	
hair	in	a	shiny,	cherry	red	bob.	Busy	mom	of	two.		Married	for	a	second	time;	her	
husband	is	a	Real	Russian	Man	type	-	big	and	tough	on	the	outside,	soft	on	the	
inside.	Uses	a	wheelchair	since	an	accident	when	she	was	a	young	teenager,	which	
left	her	paralyzed	from	the	waist	down.	Socially	adept.	Aware	of	appearances.	A	
little	bit	of	a	party	girl	in	her	younger	days.	

VAKAS 
Early	thirties.	Ladies’	man.	Big	eyes,	shy	smile.	Likes	poetry,	or	anything	else	about	
love.	Walks	with	a	shuffle	and	poor	balance.	Traumatic	Brain	Injury	survivor	after	
being	hit	by	a	car	as	a	child.	Due	to	his	injury,	he	speaks	very	slowly,	in	a	labored	
slow	drawl.	Because	each	phrase	takes	him	so	long	to	pronounce,	he	often	has	to	
pause	to	breathe	at	unexpected	points	in	a	sentence.	Ordinarily,	he	dislikes	speaking	
in	public,	and	is	self-conscious	about	his	speech	impairment.	Likes	pretty	girls,	his	
desktop	computer,	and	digital	photography.	Lives	with	his	younger	brother	and	his	
parents,	whom	he	is	always	trying	to	outwit	in	order	to	grab	a	chance	to	leave	the	
apartment	they	share,	where	he	spends	most	of	his	days.	

ALINA 
A	thirty-something	year	old	woman.	Loves	the	spotlight,	has	trouble	speaking	
loudly,	pretty	long	dark	hair,	big	dark	eyes,	killer	cheekbones,	doesn’t	like	to	brush	
her	teeth.	Has	Cerebral	Palsy,	uses	a	wheelchair.	Low	dexterity	in	her	arms,	so	relies	
on	others	to	push	her,	help	her	dress.	Her	favorite	colors	are	red	and	pink;	she	
frequently	wears	both,	in	combination.	She	spends	most	of	her	time	with	her	mom,	a	
retired	school	janitor,	in	their	apartment.	Alina	is	not	afraid	to	state	her	opinion.	

SERGEI  
A	man	in	his	early	thirties.	The	quiet,	respectable	type.	Likes	to	sing	soulful	folk	
songs,	watch	war	movies	with	masculine	sentimentality.	Born	with	Cerebral	Palsy,	
he	walks	independently,	but	with	difficulty.	He	doesn’t	use	crutches	or	other	aides,	
but	he	also	avoids	walking	long	distances.	Slow	to	produce	an	opinion,	even-
tempered.	Tries	to	do	the	right	thing.	Does	piecemeal	video	editing	and	graphic	
design	work	from	his	computer	at	home,	mostly	passed	on	through	family	and	
friends.	Lives	with	his	parents,	who	both	work	full	time.	Mama’s	boy.	
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RUDAK 
Forty-something	man.	Local	celebrity.	Lead	singer	and	guitarist	in	a	popular	local	
rock	band.	Likes	to	wear	a	crocheted	skullcap	when	he	performs.	Writes,	edits,	and	
shoots	documentary	films	with	a	creative	collaborator	in	Petrozavodsk.	His	
narrative	films,	written	and	produced	with	fellow	spinalniki	in	Moscow,	have	been	
shown	in	international	disability	film	festivals.	Uses	a	wheelchair	after	a	spinal	
injury.	Receives	a	disability	pension,	works	from	home	on	creative	projects.	Shares	
an	apartment	with	his	mom,	and	sometimes	his	nieces	and	nephews.	Unmarried	
(officially).	Kind,	mischievous	and	creative.	

ANYA 
Mid-thirties	professional.	Favors	striped	blouses,	fine	jewelry.	Works	as	a	
psychologist	and	social	worker,	specializing	in	disabilities	and	social	perceptions	of	
self.	The	only	character	who	uses	a	power	wheelchair.	Has	a	progressive	genetic	
disorder,	which	leaves	her	with	very	low	muscle	tone.	She	moves	slowly,	cannot	lift	
many	common	objects,	needs	help	to	roll	over,	sit	up,	open	her	flip	phone.	Lives	in	
an	apartment	which	she	shares	with	her	caretaker	(whom	she	pays	with	her	
disability	stipend,	using	her	earned	income	to	live	on).	Her	parents	live	in	another	
building	a	few	doors	down.	Leads	with	her	sharp	intellect	and	wry	sense	of	humor.	
Later	reveals	her	disarming	emotional	intelligence.	A	sympathetic	listener	and	a	
good	flirt.	Quiet	voice,	loud	opinions.	
	

MAMA 
A	working-class	woman	in	her	60s	with	short	grey	hair.	
	

LARISSA 
A	woman	in	her	twenties.	
	

WAITER/WAITRESS 
A	young	person	wearing	a	half	apron,	a	button-down	shirt,	and	jeans.	
	

TRUMPET PLAYER,  BASSIST (OPT:  DRUMMER,  GUITARIST)  
Men	in	their	late	30s	or	early	40s.	
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VERA	
(VERA drinks from the tea cup) 

So.	But	my	second	husband,	he’s	really	something.	He—	he	has	this	personality—	
like	a	real	tough	guy.	He	was	in	the	army.	So.	And	like	my	second	husband	even	has	a	
disability.	So—	in	the	army,	he	was	in	Chechnya,	enlisted,	and—	he	was	shot	there.	
He’s	really,	a	little—	kind	of	gruff.	My	mom,	with	him,	it	was	hard	for	my	mom	with	
him.	My	mom	says,	“Why	don’t	you	talk	already—	we’re	over	here,	you’re	over	
there…	Are	we	just	supposed	to	split	up	the	house	between	us?!”	So,	yeah.	
Then	I	don’t	know	what	happened	next.	My	friends,	like	then	I	got	to	know	my	
friends.	I	have,	like	now	I	have	this	group,	that	I’ve	found	for	myself,	we	have—	two	
other	married	couples.	We	would	be	friends	anyway,	and	there	are	even	two	
couples,	so	it’s	like,	we	get	together	a	lot.	And	they	have,	we	have,	like,	we’re	like	a	
club—	we	don’t	go	out	to	bars,		

(smiles) 

because	somehow	at	our	age	it’s	already	not	that	great!	But	like	we	just	stay	home	a	
lot.	But	now	like	because	of	the	kids	we	don’t	have	enough	time.	

(As VERA trails off, she is looking down at her phone, thinking what to say next. 
She picks it up quickly to answer just as it begins to ring again) 

Da	Igor.	[…]	Well…	No,	what	can	you	do,	can	you	tell	me?	Well,	so	play	with	her…	
good,	play,	I’ll	come	home	soon,	I’ll	call	Papa	right	now,	I’ll	find	out	where	he	is…	
doing	things,	okay?	I’m	hanging	up…	Yes,	we’re	in	different	places…		

(laughs) 

Okay,	my	love!	Bye!	[…]	Kiss-kiss.	
(Hangs up the phone. Then, imitating her son, speaking to the audience) 

“But,	so	papa’s	not	with	you?	Are	you	for	real	in	different	places?!?	But	where	did	
papa	GO?!”	

(laughs, then as if responding to another question from the audience) 

So	many	personal	questions!!		
(laughs, then indicating she will answer in a moment)  

Just	a	second…	
(dials a pre-programmed number, then, to her husband) 

Hi.	[…]	Where	are	you?	[…]	Yep,	okay.	[…]	No,	no,	not	the	one	in	the	box.	Get	the	
liquid	one.	The	one	in	the	pink	bottle?	[…]	Right.	That’s	it.	[…]	Okay,	when	you’re	
ready.	

(closes	the	flip	phone	and	smiles	at	it	for	a	moment,	then	again	to	the	
audience)	
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VAKAS	
	
in general i don’t sleep very much 
i don’t set an alarm,  
i just say to myself— get up 
early 
 
when my brother is getting ready for school 
I hear him 
then 
i get up, i go out to the kitchen 
i have some tea— i can’t 
eat cereal— my stomach 
just needs to drink tea. around 
seven mama gets ready 
and when she leaves, i 
take myself back 
to my room— and turn on the computer— 
VK— and the day begins 
i talk to people 
 
i’m chatting— recently especially— 
messages are coming in— and i listen 
to music, and play games— you don’t 
know the game "heaven"?— 
i’ve played it lots of times— they have this 
contest. i entered— 
there in the game— they made a contest— 
"miss heaven"— the sweetest girl. 
it was even on the radio  
i entered a question on the site and the announcer read it 
it was my question about poems. 
and she answered— while i was listening. 
and i found her page 
on VK, and I showed her my poems 
 
and she 
wrote back 
she said, that 
she liked the poem  
she said, "there’s something of love in poems"  
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ALINA	&	MAMA	

A L I N A  
	[…	at	the	disability	non-profit]	we	got	a	lot	of	cast-offs	and	hand-me-downs—	little	things	
that	no	one	liked,	and	we	had	mountains	of	things	donated	from	lots	of	people.	People	know	
what	they	need	in	hospitals	and	wherever	else.	But	the	people	who	wanted	to	help	us	had	no	
concept	of	what	we	needed.	When	we	were	hungry	in	the	90s,	the	whole	world	helped	us.	
Finland	helped	us,	there	was	nothing	to	buy,	and	through	the	Lenin	Children’s	Fund,	named	
for	Vladimir	Ilich	Lenin ,	maybe	you	heard	of	him,	the	first…	the	first—		well,	you	could	say	
“president”—	the	first	Soviet	president.	Maybe	you’ve	heard	of	him…		

(waits for audience to confirm or deny) 

It’s	just	a	lot	of	people	these	days	are	forgetting.	A	lot	of	Russians	even	don’t	know	who	Lenin	
was.	Truly,	that’s	how	things	are	here.	

M A M A  
(calling from the other room, having overheard; speaking accusingly about the audience) 

They	don’t	know	who	Lenin	is.	They	don’t	know!		

(then, to the audience) 

So	who	was	he?	Who	is	your	grandmother!	Go	and	read	about	it!		

(MAMA begins rummaging in one of the cupboards) 

A L I N A  
The	thing	is	that—	everything	that	happened	before	us—	we	don’t	remember.	It’s	too	bad.	
We	forget—	how	the	generations	that	came	before	us	sacrificed.	Probably,	everywhere	it’s	
like	that.	But	I	don’t	know,	I’m	not	sure.	But	we	really	have	this	tendency	in	Russia.	Even,	like,	
the	skinheads	here	now,	the	gangs,	that	are	out	there.	It	means	that,	that	they’ve	totally	lost	
sight	of	what	previous	generations	were	struggling	for.	

M A M A  
(Coming into the room with ALINA, but addressing the audience. She has something in her 
hand that she’s unearthed in the cupboard.) 

Do	you	want	to	see	my	Komsomol 	ticket?	

(MAMA holds out her Komsomol ticket—a Soviet era communist youth ID card. Then, 
pointing to the ID photo) 

Take	a	look	at	this,	how	I	looked.		

(she shows ALINA, who has presumably seen it before, the photo, and they both laugh) 

A L I N A  
(also to audience) 

So	skinny,	right?!	 	
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M A M A  
45	rubles	a	month.	That	was	the	wage.	The	1960s.	We	got	45	rubles	a	month,	and	we	lived.	

(MAMA stands for a moment, lost in thought. ALINA looks at her, waiting to see if she’ll 
speak. After a beat or two, ALINA rolls her eyes and turns back to the computer. MAMA 
goes back to the other room, and begins rustling around in a cupboard, putting the 
Komsomol card back in a shoe box in a cabinet) 

A L I N A  
(continuing her previous thought) 

So	over	there	in	the	US,	you	have	your	barrier-free	environment,	your	inclusive	education,	
your	models	for	special	education	with	young	disabled	children.	Our	professionals,	our	
parents—	they	took	all	of	it	from	the	West.	I	should	know,	I	got	a	degree	in	Special	Education.	
Because	of	volunteering	at	the	organization,	with	the	kids,	I	guess.	But	no	one	will	hire	me.	
Not	for	pay.	Why	should	I	work	for	free	just	because	I’m	disabled?	No	one	will	hire	one	of	
their	own.	I	heard	that	in	the	West	people	would	go	out	and	protest.	I’ve	been	watching	
Obama.	You	have	elections	soon.	The	citizen’s	role,	over	there	you	agitate	for	the	future	of	the	
country.	Here—	forget	it.	Here	they	might	say,	Putin	was	elected,	if	not	Putin,	then	who?!	
What’s	the	difference?!	We’ll	still	be	sitting	there	in	two	years	thinking	“Why	did	Putin	win?	
Why	didn’t	someone	else?”	The	thing	is,	we	don’t	have	any	reason	to	protest,	and	no	matter	
what	we	do,	it	will	all	end	up	the	same…		no	matter	what.		

M A M A  
(from the other room, calling over her shoulder) 

“No	matter	what”	is	a	dangerous	phrase,	my	dear.		

A L I N A  
(repeating her own point) 

They’ll	tell	us	the	same	thing,	no	matter	what.		
I’m	not	talking	about	Putin.	I’m	talk	about	protesting	about	rights,	like	for	people	with	
mobility	impairments.		

M A M A  
 (coming to the door again, now with another piece of personal memorabilia in hand) 

But—	look	at	it	this	way:	where	would	we	stand,	who	would	we	protest	to?		

A L I N A  
In	order	to…		

(trails off, mutters something unintelligible) 

M A M A  
There’s	no	one.		
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SERGEI	
	

Some	people	think	that	it’s	good	when	a	person	with	special	needs—	um—	well,		
(trying out the politically correct term “with disability”) 

with	disability,	yeah	with	disability,	when	they	send	him	to	the	mainstream	school.		
And	then	he	more	or	less	adapts.	It	might	be	hard	for	him,	or,	maybe—	well,	he	has	
to	adapt	somehow.	And	then	there	are	those	people	who	really	take	that	
perspective.		

(small pause)  

But	then	some	parents	really	are	of	the	opinion	that—	what	for?	Because	they	think	
that,	here	in	Russia,	with	our	government,	um…	people	have	hardly	seen	people	
with	disabilities,	right?	In	our	time	it	was	even	embarrassing	to	talk	about	it.	
Stidno.	[embarrassing,	STEED-no].	Um,	they	more	or	less	didn’t	talk	about	it.	So,	
for	that	reason,	well,	parents	have	different	opinions.	Some	think	that	really,	it’s	
unnecessary,	that’s	true.	Maybe	that’s	shocking	because	it	seems	to	you	[meaning	
Americans,	addressing	the	audience]	that	it’s	not	right,	where	you’re	from	they	
accept	everyone	at	the	mainstream	school.	And	so,	there	are	those	who	expect	that	a	
certain	kind	of	person	will	be	assigned	to	the	internat.	
And	now,	after	high	school,	in	2007,	right,	in	college	they	also	organized		

(with sarcasm) 

an	“experimental”	group—	of	people	with	disabilities—	at	Petrozavodsk	Teacher’s	
College.	And	I	ended	up	there,	again,	as	part	of	the	very	first	group,	and	it	turned	out	
that	once	again,	it	was	an	experimental	situation:	What	happens	if	people	with	
disabilities	get	higher	education?	

(pause) 

Da.	
They	renovated	a	classroom	for	us,	a	philanthropic	something-or-other,	from	
Germany,	I	think.	And	so	we	went	there,	along	with	the	other	students.	
Mama	said—	Go!	Go!	Participate,	see	how	they	are!	She	meant,	talk	with	the	other	
people.	To	try	to	talk	to	them.	But,	of	course,	I	didn’t	really	talk	to	them.	Da.	Well,	it	
didn’t	really	work	out.	
I	hadn’t	had	that	experience,	of	going	to	the	mainstream	school,	of	getting	tossed	
into	the	crowd…	The	only	sense	of	that	that	I	had	was	in	college.	We	had	our	group,	
and—	I	went	to	class	with	a	group	that—	besides	me,	there	were,	I	think	three	
people	with	disabilities,	and	all	the	rest—	we	had	30	people—	all	the	rest	were	
normal.	
So…	I	wouldn’t	say	that	we	had	a	friendly	relationship.	With	these	people,	the	
normal	students.	But,	you	could	say	that	we	were	neutral	in	our	attitudes	towards	
one	another.	That	is,	people	weren’t	cruel,	there	wasn’t	a	sense	of	cruelty,	there	
wasn’t	really	anything,	and	it	also	wasn’t	friendly.	It	was	just	like—	sharing	space.	
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SERGEI	
	

You	know,	I	was	talking	about	movies	before.	About	what	kind	of	movies	I	like	to	
watch.	When	I’m	home	alone?	I	like	to	watch	war	movies	lately.	There’s	something	
else	about	that.	I	watch	all	kinds	of	films—	American,	Russian,	whatever.	
And	you	know,	people	say	that	Americans	don’t	like	hard-to-watch	films,	that	in	
American	films,	at	the	end,	the	main	character	always	ends	up	winning,	with	his	
hands	raised,	triumphant.	Not,	as	a	symbol	of	relief	that	he	got	through	something,	
but	just	the	opposite,	that	he	has	won	because	he	was	always	going	to	win.	
Mama	says	that	it’s	better	to	watch	American	films,	because	they	have	happy	
endings,	they’re	not	as	sad.	Even	if	the	main	character	is	fighting	a	thousand	
enemies,	he	still	wins.	She	likes	to	watch		

(imitating	Mama)	
“something	light.”	
But	in	ours,	there	are	often	these	shocking	endings.	Like,	they’ll	kill	the	main	
character	in	the	final	frames.	It’s	surprising	when	they	do	that.	Especially	in	the	very	
last	moments.	And	everything	is	supposed	to	work	out	well—	

(making a joke)  

Kheppi	End!		1	

(then, with glee)  

Nope!	
	 	

																																																								
1	“A	Happy	Ending”	with	an	intentionally	heavy	Russian	accent,	this	phrase	
circulates	in	Russian	popular	culture	–	the	heavy	accent	is	part	of	the	joke,	as	in,	
“This	is	what	we	think	passes	for	a	happy	ending	in	Russia.”	
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RUDAK	
	

I	only	have	a	few	minutes,	and	then	we’ll	have	to	start	our	sound	check.	If	we	don’t	
do	it	properly		

(raising his voice so that a man in jeans and dress shirt hurriedly carrying a 
trumpet case to the stage—the TRUMPET PLAYER—can hear) 

the	horns	always	drown	out	my	vocals!	

(The TRUMPET PLAYER turns and smirks and gestures in mock offense to 
RUDAK, before heading back out the way he came. RUDAK laughs.) 

I’ve	been	with	these	guys	for	years.	At	first	it	was	just	me	and	the	other	guitarist.	
Then	we	found	our	bassist	-	he’s	a	piece	of	work	-	once	we	had	him,	there	was	no	
going	back.	We	added	the	horns	when	we	did	our	second	album.	Our	newest	one—	
Live	Journal—	was	our	third	album.	Local	releases.	We	only	play	shows	three,	
maybe	four	times	a	year	but	we	always	get	a	good	crowd.	We’re	all	busy.	I’ve	got	my	
film	projects,	the	other	guys	all	work	normal	jobs,	the	trumpet	player	is	also	in	the	
city	orchestra.	So	it’s	enough	that	we	get	to	get	together	and	practice	now	and	then.	
Usually	they	come	to	me,	or	some	of	the	guys	come	pick	me	up	and	carry	me	out	to	
one	of	their	cars.		
Just	like	everyone	else	in	this	godforsaken	city,	I	live	in	one	of	the	older	buildings	
without—	without	ramps,	without	elevators.	A	couple	flights	of	concrete	steps	
between	me	and	the	rest	of	the	world.	So	if	you	want	to	talk	about	disability	access,	I	
can	tell	you	plenty	about	inaccess.	

(BASSIST, a man wearing black jeans and a black turtleneck and carrying two 
guitar cases, crosses to the stage. He sets the cases on the stage.) 

BASSIST 
Rudak,	normal’no?	[Rudak,	everything	good?]	

RUDAK 
Da,	drug.	Normal’no.	Schas	budu.	[Yeah,	dude.	I’m	good.	I’ll	come	help	in	a	
minute.]	

BASSIST 
Da,	ladno!	Otdikhai,	Voloden’ka!	My	yesho	kombik	postavim .	[Don’t	you	
worry!	Take	it	easy,	Volodienka,	m’dear!	We	still	have	the	amps	to	load	in.]	

(BASSIST heads back to where he came from to exit) 

RUDAK 
(again to audience) 

He’s	giving	me	a	hard	time.	I	never	do	any	of	the	set	up	work	or	unload,	I’m	the	
special	flower.	The	pampered	front	man.		
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RUDAK	
	

And—	these	people	think	that—	it’ll	never	happen	to	them.	That,	so,	you’re	sitting	in	
a	wheelchair,	that’s	obvious,	it’s	how	it’s	somehow	supposed	to	be.	But	it’s	not	
something	that	could	happen	to	me.	MNYE?!	[min-YEH?!]	Never.	Not	to	him,	or	to	
any	of	his	family	members.	So	I	bring	it	up,	and	people	wave	their	hands	and	say,	
well	nothing	is	equipped	around	here.	Take	a	look	around—	there’s	nothing	
comfortable	about	living	in	a	block	of	Soviet	concrete	in	the	frozen	north—	who	
cares	if	you’re	in	a	wheelchair	or	not!	So	the	same	guys	who	are	doing	all	of	this—	
building	these	useless	ramps—	they’re	suffering	too.	So,	if	there’s	a	way	to	do	it	
cheaply,	to	save	a	little	money,	then	it	seems	to	them	that	no	one’s	ever	going	to	
show	up	and	demand	a	working	ramp.	
	
Like—	so	I	know	someone	in	Moscow.	He	has	a	car.	According	to	the	law,	he’s	
entitled	to	an	individual	parking	space.	So—	the	parking	space	is	painted	yellow	
with	the	handicap	symbol	in	the	middle—	but	no	one	pays	any	attention.	The	
parking	space	is	always	taken.	People	just	park	there.	So—	this	guy,	he	went	to,	well,	
to	the	director	of—whatever	state	office	where	they	deal	with	these	kinds	of	issues.	
And	he	says	to	the	agent—	“I’m	still	stuck:	the	painted	symbol	doesn’t	work.	There	
needs	to	be	some	kind	of	barrier,	so	that	only	I	can	park	there.”	And	what	did	the	
agent	say	to	him?	“Well,	what	would	we	do	if	all	the	disabled	people	came	and	said	
the	same	thing?”	
So	that’s	the	logic!	“We	could	do	this	for	you,	quietly,	so	that	no	one	knew	about	it.	
But	then	what	if	ten	more	disabled	drivers	come	in?	And	we	have	to	built	separate	
parking	spaces	for	all	of	them?”	So	he	argued,	“But	by	law,	isn’t	it	required?”	And	he	
proved	that	he	had	a	right	to	this,	and	so	they	did	build	it	for	him.	It’s	just	that	he	
wasted	about…	about	a	year	on	this,	maybe.	
So,	now,	finally,	thank	god,	he	got	the	authorities	to	put	this		

(thinking of the word) 

this	barricade,	or,	a	barrier?	With	some	kind	of	lock	so	that	he	could	be	the	only	one	
to	open	it.	So…	
So	there	you	have	it—	that’s	our	"barrier-free	environment."	
	 	



Sides	1/2018		 	 I	WAS	NEVER	ALONE	
	

***	Not	for	Circulation	***	 12	

ANYA	
	

So	I	started	with	the	bathroom	and	toilet.	Then…	a	friend	of	mine	said	to	me,	“We’ll	
wallpaper	your	room	for	you,	we’ll	just	do	it	ourselves.”	So	I	figured,	they	can	do	it,	
they’ll	do	it,	and	that’s	it.	My	friends	are	so	great.	So	they	started	this	whole	big	mess	
here,	like	they	were	doing	it	as	quickly	as	possible…	Then	she	did	the	hallway.	Then	
I’m	like,	“That’s	enough.”	So	then	she	started	to	do	the	big	room.	And	I	had	used	up	
all	my	money	of	course.	I	was	putting	everything	I	was	making	at	work	into	this,	and	
I	was	already	coming	to	the	end	of	my	savings.	I	was	spending	it	like	it	was	nothing.	
So.		
But	what	did	I	decide	to	move	for?	I	knew	that	I	had	to	organize	a	workspace	around	
myself,	I	mean	at	home,	in	a	living	space.	But	there,	at	my	parents’,	with	kids,	it	
didn’t	work,	my	nephews	were	always	coming	in	and	out.	And	someone	was	always	
staying	over.	Someone	is	coming	to	visit.	Or	my	dad	was	roaming	around.	Or	there	
was	some	kind	of	commotion	about	something,	even	when	people	were	coming	to	
see	me.	Is	this,	like,	is	this	what	it’s	going	to	be	like?	So,	if	I	were	going	to	see	clients,	
it	would	be	a	disaster.		

(checking in with her listener)  

I	mean,	can	you	imagine?	
It’s	just	that—	you	know—	when	you	live	with	your	parents—	it’s	one	thing.	You	
think:	“Geez!	Where	would	I	go?”	You	know,	parents	are	parents.	They	meddle	in	
everything.	It	has	to	be	that	way,	they	have	to	know.	About	everything,	you	know,	
every	last	thing.		
And	especially	in	my…	in	my	situation,	right?		

 (humorously) 

And,	I	mean,	shit,	without	my	mom	I	can’t	even	put	my	underwear	on.	Or	do	the	
things	I	want	to	do,	ultimately.		

(imitating her mom) 

“Why	did	you	put	those	ones	on?	Why	didn’t	you	put	on	these	ones?”	

(imitating her own exasperated response)  

“Well,	I	don’t	want	to	wear	those!!	I	wanted	these	ones.”	
So…	So	that’s…	it’s	good	to	be	here.		
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[cont.	…	living	with	parents	who	are	aging	and	can	no	longer	care	for	an	adult	child	
with	disabilities…]		
	
Is	that	how	things	should	be?	I	don’t	want	that.	Or	worse,	an	institution.	I	want	to	
already	be	somehow,	in	some	way	prepared,	so	that	I	have	some	way	of	being	on	my	
own	and	everything.		
So	I	say	to	my	dad:	“Papa,	look,	if	it	doesn’t	work	for	me,	then,	I’ll	come	back	and	live	
with	you	again.	I’ll	live,	dad,	you	know?	Or	else	I’ll	say,	Papa,	okay,	it	didn’t	work	
out.”		
Yesterday	I	went	over	for	my	things.	There	he	was,	treating	me	like	a	stranger.	I’m	
like,	so	this	is	how	it’s	going	to	be,	like	strangers?	And	I’m	planning	to	go	for	spring	
holidays	next	weekend.		
And	…	a	few	days	ago	I	went	by	with	some	friends	and,	it	was	a	holiday,	and	when	I	
came	in	he	was	sort	of	drunk.	He	was	sitting	on	the	couch	in	his	room.	I,	like,	go	over	
and	say,	“Papa,	while	I	have	five	days	off,	I	want	to	bring	that	other	couch	over.”	He’s	
like,	“Over	where?”	And	I	say,	“Papa,	to	the	apartment	of	course.”	And	I	start	to	
leave.	And	he’s	like,	my	dad	is	like,	“We’ll	bring	you	your	fucking	couch.”		
“When	will	you	bring	it?	Will	you	bring	it	tomorrow?”	
He’s	like,	“Okay,	tomorrow.”		
My	eyes	basically	fell	out	of	my	head,	I	was	so	surprised.		
“My	letter	for	you	is	lying	there.”	
And	he	says	to	me,	“I	read	it.”		
And	I	say,	“Good	for	you,	you	read	it.”	
He’s	like,	“It’s	an	inappropriate	letter.”	
And	I	say,	“Why?	It’s	a	perfectly	appropriate	letter.	Why	is	it	an	inappropriate	letter?	
It’s	a	perfectly	appropriate	letter.”	

	


