
A MONOLOGUE FOR STEPHANIE 
Celine by megan tabaque 

CELINE just finished a dress rehearsal of a performance art piece for her stage manager, Jeanine. 
There is an awkward moment between them in which Jeanine does not applaud. 

CELINE 

Well, why the hell aren’t you weeping, Jeanine? Did you fall asleep?  
I know we had a long week of rehearsal, but this run, I think:  
When I took the sock off my foot real slow and then threw it - recklessly - wildly -  like a grizzly bear playing 
with is salmon! And then I caught it in my mouth! 
The duration of that - the disgust - it was really alive this time! Don’t you think?  

The message was there wasn’t it? All the uh, corporate, anti-stuff, you know, the consumerist, violent, 
establishment, social justice, cannibalizing meta-critique thingies, weren’t they? With the cabbage? WASN”T 
IT!? 

Oh christ, just cancel it, cancel the whole thing. It’s not like the subscribers are clawing at their checkbooks to 
get tickets to a performance art piece this season—some people still write checks, Jeanine. Some people. Some
—-Oh my god.  

 Beat 

Oh my god.  
Am I mediocre, Jeanine? I am. I am. I’m a white, privileged, mediocre asshole performance artist. No!  
GOD! 
How? When?  
I should never have gotten that West Elm couch! Damn it all! 
OH! 

Is it a crime? Is it a crime to love a couch as much as I do? What is an artist allowed to want, huh? Not a 
comfortable condo? Not a retirement plan? Not decent health insurance and a Kitchen Aid mixer and a 
coordinated bathroom set? I have to give up my sausage attachment to call myself an artist? It isn’t fair.  

But fine. Give me a real purpose and I’d throw it all away. Even the couch I think.  

Look at all these empty seats. In my fantasy, in each one sits a body, and in each body is a longing for 
connection so deep that the yearning dampens their underpants and wets their eyes, and the moment they see me 
remove my sock and toss it into the ether, they understand how utterly absurd and incomprehensible it is to be 
alive, and they weep because my sock is telling them — yes! yes! yes! you’re not alone!    

If I can’t make those bodies cry, Jeanine, what the hell am I standing up here for? 
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Jeanine, if you can’t tell me you love it, at least tell me you love me.  

But don’t you?  

I could swear that ——the way you tucked your hair behind your left ear, just so, when I touched your arm. It 
seemed… (she shakes it off) Jeanine, if you can’t tell me you love me, at least tell me I move you.  
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