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On July 12th, 2008, Lucy Thurber came to Hollins University as part of the Lab guest speaker series and talked with our 

playwriting students about her work and her life in the theatre.  We reprint the transcripts of our guest speaker presentations so 

that others might enjoy and learn from them.   Please donôt copy or distribute without the permission of the Playwrightôs Lab at 

Hollins University, but feel free to link to this transcript from your own page if you wish. 

 

Lucy Thurber is the author of seven plays: Where Weôre Born, Ashville, Scarcity, Killers and Other Family, Stay, Bottom of The World 

and Monstrosity.  The Atlantic Theater Company opened its 2007/08 season with Scarcity.  Rattlestick Playwrights Theater has 

produced three of her plays, Where Weôre Born, Killers and Other Family and Stay, Bottom of The World was commissioned and 

workshopped by Womenôs Expressive Theater, Inc. at the Eugene OôNeill, the first Tribeca Theater Festival and The Public Theater. 

Monstrosity was workshopped at Encore Theatre Company (San Francisco). She was the recipient of the 2000-01 Manhattan Theatre 

Club Playwriting Fellowship and has been a guest artist at Alaskaôs Perseverance Theatre twice, where she helped to adapt both Desire 

Under The Elms and Moby Dick. She has had reading and workshops at Manhattan Theatre Club, The New Group, Primary Stages, 

MCC Theater, Encore Theatre Company, PlayPenn, Williamstown Theatre Festival, New River Dramatists and Soho Rep. She was one 

of three playwrights in residence at The Orchard Project, summer 2007. Her 10-minute play Dinner is published in Not So Sweet, a 

collection of plays from Soho Repôs 10 minute play festival. Scarcity was published in the December 2007 issue of American Theatre. 

Her produced plays are published by Dramatists Play Service. Thurber is a member of New Dramatists, 13P, MCC Playwrights 

Coalition and Dorothy Strelsin New American Writers Group at Primary Stages. She is currently writing a new play under commission 

from Playwrights Horizons. She is the recipient of the 1st Gary Bonasorte Memorial Prize for Playwriting 2008. 

 

 

 

 



Lucy Thurber Transcript talk given July 12th, 2008 

July 12th, 2008 

 

Hi.  I am Lucy Thurber.  Iôve spoken to some of you individually and asked rather than a, sort of like, ñI was born...ò history of my life  

that I would talk more about what itôs like....my process of writing.  But in order to do that I actually have to tell you a little about my  

life.     

 

I am the daughter of a single mother.  I donôt know my father.  My mother is a sort of  Northern fallen-ish aristocracy woman who sort  

of fled her, what she found to be, her stifling upbringing.  I didnôt find out until much later that she actually did have a coming out party.   

I have these pictures of her.  And, you know, they say it only takes one generation in America to rise, it also only takes one generation to  

fall.  My motherôs whole side of the family...theyôre crazy.  And I donôt mean, ñOh, my familyôs crazy.ò  The are crazy...They are really 

sweet people but theyôre not completely screwed on tight.     

 

You know, this sort of quality in my mother caused her to wander.  She wandered.  And she spent a lot time looking for something.  I  

canôt really tell you what it is she was looking for, I donôt think I ever really understood it.  My mother still is, but especially then, she  

was an exceptionally beautiful woman.  Really beautiful, very charming, totally nuts, and those kind of womenðas you can imagineð 

attract all sorts of suitors.  My mother had a propensity for suitors who were of a more violent nature.  She liked bad boys.  This is  

relevant.  Youôll see in a second...     

 

Until I was nine we moved all over the country.  We lived mostly in rural places.  Mostly  East Coast, but we also spent some time in  

North Carolina, we also spent some time in New Mexico.  And it was me and her and she was beautiful and I adored her.  And...we did  

not live safely.  Life was not safe.  We were often poor, sometimes homeless, often hungry.   In the winters in the north, that was also  

not pleasant, because often times there wasnôt heat.       

 

She would sort of circle back around to Connecticut, where my grandparents lived, and we would spend time in their house, which was  

a nice house. And so, I would always have this thing of sort of like, ñthe poor relationò but I was also the ñnice one.ò  I was nice, I was  

good and I was golden and I wasnôt apparently crazy.  So, there was, for whatever role the genetics happened in my brain, I was not nuts  

so that, if any of you have spent any time dealing with crazy people, if youôre the sane one, they need a lot of attention.     

 

When I was nine, we moved to western Massachusetts.  My mother was following a young man, like I said, she had a propensity for  

tragic love affairs.  Really, really tragic love affairs which would sometimes sent her to bed for weeks.   And, you know, she wasnôt...my  

mom is not only beautiful physically, she is also a beautiful person.  And she loved me very much.  I was very lucky in the fact that my  

mother loved me and literally thought I could do anything.  I actually think that she thought, she literally thought I could do anything,  

like if I tried hard enough I could put my hand through the table and make the moleculesðliterally believed that if I wanted to I could  

make myself materialize on the other side of the wall.       

 

But, these things, ultimately, weirdly, became the saving graces of my life.  Because I was raised by her to believe that I literally could  

do anything.       

 

So, like I said, we moved to western Massachusetts when I was nine, and she went there following a man, like I said, and, uh, he was not  

particularly interested in her.  Yeah.  She oftentimes would have great, great obsessions for men that were not interested in her, and  

there would be lovely men who would want to marry her and she couldnôt...she was troubled.  And we landed in this very, very,  

very...the most sort of rural of the rural places that we had been.  A town, literally, there was just nothing for miles.  And I got there and  

I had always loved the country and whenever we came back into Connecticut, which wasnôt city but it was like rich town, I would get  

very sort of unhappy because I would want to go back to the country, though there my mother also somehow managed to always, even  

in the wealthy towns, she found the difficult people.     

 

You know, it was interesting for me because I would go to stay with my grandparents or I would end up in these places, but I was raised  

on Welfare.  So, there was this constant sort of  ñpoor relationsò thing, but again, this ended up being very beneficial to me later in life  

because I actually had a concept of what was out there.  You know, when we moved to western Massachusetts, and I was in this purely  

rural environment, I was hanging out with people  who had no concept, they had never travelled.  Like, I remember one of my greatest  

childhood friends, HeðI had this purse I was carrying around with me and it was from Greece, and I said, ñOh, itôs from  Greece.ò  And 

his little brother, said, ñOh! Whatôs Greece?  Whatôs that?ò  And my friend said, ñItôs the movie, stupid!ò 

 

But, thatôs where we were.  I can say in all honesty that some of the most intelligent, beautiful, funny, moving people I have ever met in 

my life, came from this town.   But, there was nothing there.  And in the town, my mother continued her journey and I ended up landing 

during a lot of my teenage years with sort of small time criminals.  There wasnôt a lot of options there for really being like a big time 

criminal, so, you know, real career choices are drug dealer!  But, you know, God bless ôem, because the drugs that they were dealing 

were not high brow. A lot of running from the cops,  a lot of drinking and fighting in the woods.  And I loved these people.  I was 

surrounded by these boys, I mean to me they were men, but they were boys.  My mother, I wonôt get into all of itðitôs long and sordid, 

but there was this group of young men that partied in our house.   She got in trouble with the law.  She was on probation.  Like, all of it.  

It was just...all of it.   

 



But, I loved these boys.  I loved them, and I think a lot of it had to do with the fact that I didnôt have a dad and I wanted a father so 

badly.  And they were so...I mean, still to me when I think of them, they were so beautiful.  And, you know, theyôre beautiful in that way 

that people are when they have a very short span to be beautiful.  You know?  They only have a very short time to be beautiful, because 

by the time you hit twenty, you have at least one kid if not more.  And by the time you hit twenty-five, that is your life.  That is your life 

for the rest of your life.   And not that youôre not still young, but thereôs a short period of timeðthirteen, fourteen to like, nineteenðand 

in that time, I mean, they were wild and crazy and they fought and they were muscular the way you are when you do hard physical 

labor, you know, when you farm and you do construction.  You know, it was small town, it was one of those areas where the factories 

had all closed down, so there wasnôt a lot of work.  And  I loved them.   

 

In all of this, though, as I said, I was always, with the opportunities I have of seeing my motherôs family,  I was the poor relation.  And I 

was lonely.   In this other world where I was sort of growing up in rural America, with the country boys, and they would all sing that 

song and they would all have a few and they would sing that John Denver song, Thank God Iôm a Country Boy!  And then rev their 

motorcycles, you know.  I was different.  And there was a very mixed reaction to me being different.  Some of them wanted me to be 

different.  Some of them were very, very invested in me being different and some of them didnôt want me to be different.  And some of 

them thought I was weird.  Again, there was a loneliness, there was always a way in which I was an outsider.  And there was always a 

way in which I loved them, and they loved me, but there was always a sense with everybody that I met in my whole life that I was just 

sort of passing through. 

 

I say that because I think that for writers in general, we are always witnesses.  We witness.  Whether we are in the place that we were 

born and raised, whether you come from a background sort of like mine where I had a lot of different influences which ultimately 

enabled me to be able to make different choices than a lot of the people I grew up around...but, we are witnesses.  And we are witnesses 

in the sense that we start saying, ñCanôt you see?ò 

 

I see it, donôt you see it? 

 

I see it, donôt you see it? 

 

And then that horrible loneliness sets in where nine times out of ten, no, they donôt see it. 

 

And often times that tenth time is, ñYeah, I see it, but you go ahead.ò 

 

And I think thatôs what propels us into making different choices.  Whether itôs, you know, going to a graduate program or picking up a 

pen or getting an education or moving to New York City or moving to wherever and whatever the thing it is that propels you to make 

these choices that we make, or even if itôs like staying where we came from but trying to make choices different from where we came 

from, there is that point of  ñI am a witness, canôt you see?ò  

 

I think that for me for a great, great portion of my life, my love for these men, really, and also the women that I grew up with, but the 

women that I grew up with, they scared me more than the boys, because they were always...they took the hit.  You know, when youôre a 

girl who is raised where I was raised, you were raised to take a hit.  Youôre raised to give a hit, too, like, if your man is going to hit you, 

you hit him back, but there is a certain amount of, you know, of training that happens and I found it very difficult to identify with these 

women.  Like, I found it easier from my perspective to identify with the boys because, yeah, they werenôt getting anywhere faster than 

the girls were, but they were making a louder noise, you know?  They were starting a fight.  They were driving their cars fast.  They 

were running from the cops.  They were very badly dealing drugs.  I mean obviously, as they got older, as we all got older, you know, 

youth gets you off the hook, and then at a certain point it doesnôt get you off the hook any more.  And then horrible things started to 

happen.  Horrible things were already happening that continued to happen, you know?   

 

I was, with my mom, I was poor, poor, poor.  I donôt know when Iôm going to eat next kind of poor.  You know, thereôs no running 

water poor.  Iôm freezing cold poor.  Iôm dirty and everyone says I smell poor.  I was that kind of poor.  And that kind of poverty instills 

an intense inner humiliation.  And I got a very big chip on my shoulder, because I wanted you all to know, whoever it was I came in 

contact with, that I may be poor  but I could still punch you in the head.  Which, again, may not be helpful, but that was my attitude for a 

while.   

 

I sort of also, I mean, I was a smart kid and figured out at a certain point that role modeling myself after the boys only took me so far, 

because then I saw that fighting, the people who kept fighting, once you started physically throwing a punch, it only took you so far 

because that was all you knew how to do.  So, I made a very conscious decision, in Junior High, to stop fighting. 

 

You know, and then that was hard because I walked around feeling like a pussy. 

 

So, this all being said, I have another element, which is I...I, um, had a hankerinô for alcohol.  And the drugs.  And it was very available 

to me because of where I was.  And there were high expectations that I could drink with the boys and they were all very proud of me, 

you know, like ñYeah, Lucy!ò  And, I started drinking when I was six.  Yeah, I was young.  But, again, kind of where I came from, it 

wasnôt that young.  I mean, I was one among many.  The things that made me different were not that.  Right? 

 



So, now, out in this other world that weôre all living in now, where weôre getting educated, or we are educated, or  I can eat, Iôm not 

dying of poverty...the things were normalðI started drinking when I was six, I know how to run from the cops, I know how to hide 

peopleôs drugs,  I know how to sit endlessly and listen to boys talk to me about the work that theyôre doing on their engine or their 

motorcycle, I know how to throw a punch, I know how to take a punchðall of those things...I know how to take the money out of the 

electricity bill and use that to pay the telephone bill, like all of those things I know how to do, was expert at, expert at surviving in that 

worldðno longer are applicable, right?  They no longer work.   

 

I tell you all of this because you asked about my process as a writer.  I ended up being a scholarship kid.  And so, education entered for 

me.  And I was very lucky in the fact that, like I said, it takes one generation to fall but I come from a family that was educated, so that 

was possible for me.  And my grandfather, who I loved very, very much, who had his own issues, my mother called him at one point 

when I was just hitting the beginning of my inevitable end and he said, ñWell, sheôs bored.  If she can get a scholarship, Iôll help her.ò 

 

And I was thirteen, fourteen, and I could do that.   And he was right, I was bored.  And I got into private school, and rich kids have 

better drugs.  And they had those kids, you know, with parents who are working in Saudi Arabia, for the oil companies, and they were 

bringing over all kinds of stuff.  And I was, like, ñThis is awesome!ò  And they had nice cars and, you know, that didnôt go so well.  In 

all of this, suffice it to say...because I want to move on...suffice it to say that I stuck it out, and I got my shit together and I got through 

high school, I kept my scholarships, I got to college, I got a scholarship for college, I got through college...but something happened to 

me there. 

 

Theatre found me.  It finds all of us.  What the specific details of that are arenôt as important as the fact that there is that thing of what 

happens when theatre finds you of, in some way...I think I said this to one of you, if youôre a musician, if youôre a guitar player, you find 

your guitar.  Itôs like something comes down and hits you, in whatever way that is, and youôre like, ñOh, I can grab onto this.  This, this 

is my voice.ò 

 

So, theatre was it.  And theatre kept me...I had a goal, I had something I wanted.  I mean, things were life or death for me.  Theatre was 

life or death for me.  Education was life or death for me.  Everything was life or death for me.  And to a certain point, that was really 

true.  Because where I was coming from and the path that I was on when I turned myself around, that person I was would be dead by 

now.  I mean, I would be.  Or worse.  And there is worse than dead, trust me. 

 

Anyway, so what happened for me though was this constant state of urgency and with it there was that widening gap between all the 

skills that I had developed that were no longer applicable and all of the skills that I didnôt have, like balancing a checkbook and showing 

up places on time, being cleanðthat was a hard one, doing my laundryðholding a conversation with people that actually required me to 

express my intelligence rather than my violence...all of these things.  And also the people now, that I was living with, I was caught 

between worlds permanently.  The people I was going to school with who I had more in common with than the people I grew up with at 

this point because we shared a passion of education and thoughts and ideas and future...but the people that I grew up with, they didnôt 

have that but they were, as someone I know says, careful your roots are showing.  You know, and they knew me in a way, and 

understood me in a way that the people I was going to school with never could.    

 

And out of this was born two things.  One was born a real, real need to give a voice and a language to the people that I came up with, 

because they werenôt talking.   I mean, they were talking but it was in small sentences.  Not because they werenôt intelligent but because 

thatôs how we talk where I come from.  It was like, say as little as possible and then look at each other.  You know, say as lit tle as 

possible and then look at each other and go, ñYou know what I mean?ò And boom, that is the moment and in that moment of 

connection, where your eyes lock, and everything that canôt be said is communicated.   

 

So, how do I write about a people that wonôt talk?  How do I write about that world which is invisible for this world that doesnôt know I 

exist?  And there is a lot about America that we refuse to admit exists.  We donôt want to talk about it.  You know?  We donôt want to 

see it.  I also have the advantage, and also the complication of coming from a very multi-cultural family.  My blood grandmother died 

and my grandfather remarried to a Chinese woman who literally, she is the reason Iôm OK.  You know, she came in and was like, ñYou 

don't have a winter coat.  Hey, you know, wake up!ò   

 

She, by the way, I told her today, I spoke to her on the phone and she was asking how it was going and I said, ñOh, I had come back 

from bike riding and I was covered in mud.ò And she was horrified.  Horrified.   She was like, ñYou did what??  You did that, you went 

to the library covered in mud?  Donôt you ever do that again!ò  

 

Sheôs proper.  Thank God.  So, I also had that and though I donôt know my dad, I know that he is Colombian and half of my family is 

Latin and my grandmother is Chinese and when we sit there with my family there is a lot of different languages going on.  You know, 

which also doesnôt fit with the backwoods upbringing that I was getting, necessarily.  And so, sort of out of all of this, and then I was 

saying to you today that it was interesting that in my private school, in my private high school, the kids that I had the most identification 

with in terms of culture, not necessarily ethnic background but the culture of poverty, were the boyôs club kids.  And girls.  And we 

shared a language in terms of, ñOh, God, whatôs gonna happen when I go home on vacation?  Am I going to be able to not do what I 

always did?ò  Like, about the way that women function.   About the way that men function.  About the way that grandmothers function.  

About what a kitchen is.  You know, what food is.  The way in which that culture, I call it the culture of poverty, functions.   

 



You know, and I began to say, ñHow can I write about this?ò 

 

Initially, I wrote about it from the perspective of being a kid who was cold, and hungry, and not seen, and hit, and misunderstood, 

and homeless and all the things that I was in my life and so my writing was very much like, ñYou will listen to me!!!ò  You know, 

ñAnd I am very angry!ò  And, ñI am very hurt and you donôt know and people are invisible and fuck you, fuck you, fuck you!ò  

 

And as you mayé.which was great, because I needed to get it out, but people donôt listen very well to fuck you, fuck you, fuck you.  

Because it doesnôt really communicate anything.  You know, unfortunately for me.  So I spent a lot of time going from that initial 

rush of what it felt like to get it out, you know, that feeling of when youôre writing or youôre a new writer, which is what makes new 

writing so exciting...is that it just feels good.  Like, youôre writing and it feels good.  You used the term improv earlier, and it is, you 

know, this is happening and this is happening and itôs coming out of you and itôs wonderful and itôs raw and itôs wild and itôs 

fantastic and your characters are doing crazy things like theyôre hitting each otherðwell, this is me, I canôt speak for youðtheyôre 

hitting each other, theyôre having mad passionate violent sex, theyôre laughing, theyôre crying...it was like I had no subtlety 

whatsoever.  I lacked subtlety that was to a degree that was incomprehensible.  But, I was passionate!   

 

And then I got...older.  Thank God.  And I began to understand that we all come equipped with a specific story.  You know, we all 

come equipped with a specific piece of what America is.  And that it was equally as wrong for me to walk around and totally dismiss 

someone because they came from an affluent background as it had been for the people who came from affluent backgrounds to 

dismiss me because I was poor.  And that in the midst of all of that is who we are, who we actually are as a county, as a people, 

which is a mass of different voices.  And so for me, I think in my process, I would say, I think it is important, or, I feel itôs important 

to have something to say.  Itôs important to have something to believe in.  Like, really believe in.  Like, David Grimm, who is an 

amazingly wonderful playwright who you guys should all check outðyes, heôs publishedðhe said...and for those of you who like 

wordplay, you will just make out with his plays...they are beautiful and amazing and funny and bawdy and he writes in iambic 

pentameter, and heôs like...heôs fantastic.  He says, you know, lots of people write but how many actually have something to say?   

 

And I guess, part of it, is like, what do you guys have to say?  What are those things that are inside of you that are beautiful and 

frightening and embarrassing and humiliating andé.and for me, I think my process, all of my...I call them my Massachusetts plays, 

my first four or five plays, I call them my Massachusetts plays and it was like Massachusetts, western Massachusetts, western 

Massachusetts.  And actually, though I didnôt write them in order, they all track a girl.  I think most of you read Scarcity, or have 

Scarcity, Scarcity, though, wasnôt my first full-length, Scarcity is the play that has that character as a girl, Rachel, as a little girl.  I 

have a play called Ashville, that has that character, she has a different name, you know, Celia, thatôs that girl as a teenager.  Then 

Where Weôre Born is that girl in college.  And then I have that play, StayðNo, I have the play Killers and Other Family, which is 

complicated, again that girl in grad schoolðI didnôt go to grad school, but sheôs in grad schoolðand then Stay, which is the final 

one in of the Massachusetts plays, which is that girl letting go of the past. 

 

You know, so I really wrote that thing and it became a continual thing for me of how do I excavate the truth of that culture that I 

came up in?  How do I excavate the truth of how I functioned in that culture?  How do I be honest, honest, honest and talk about 

class in America?  How do I talk about class in America?  How do I make people listen to me talk about class in America? 

 

The truth of the matter is people will listen or people wonôt listen.  Theyôre not gonna listen or they are gonna listen.  No matter what 

you write, no matter what you do, no matter how hard you believe, you actually have no control over that.   

 

I didnôt know that. 

 

That was something I didnôt know.  I had constructed a veryðalso the beauty of being youngða very narrow world view for myself.  

And very American.  You know, ñIôm going to work very hard, Iôm going to pull myself up by my own bootstraps, Iôm going to 

write these plays, and Iôm gonna  change the world.ò  And I really did believe...I mean, like theatre is going to change the world...I 

really did believe that somehow, my plays were gonna change the world, and somehow I would take part in this greatðand we all 

would come together somehow and this wave of humanity would happen and world peace would ensueé.and it was coming.  It was 

right around the corner.  And itôs sweet, you know?  And I needed to believe that, because I needed things to be black and white, 

because I was desperate, because it was life or death for me, and I was desperate.  And I needed to 100% believe that in my writing, 

and in my life, that if I threw myself into it intensely, and was brave, and courageous, and continually expose myself that there was a 

point for me wanting to tell the truth.  That there was a point.  There was a point, and that somehow, that truthðitôs very corny, but 

that truth would set me free.  And it would set everyone free, just by the pure act of faith and hope.  

 

And thatôs sweet.  And thatôs young.  And obviously, itôs not true.  In that respect. 

 

This is what happened to me, and this is important in terms of my writing as well, is that I did that and I feel that I had successfully 

sort of written by this pointðI had successfully written Where Weôre Born.  And the other plays I had were in the midst of sort of 

various forms, you know, various stages of undress.  You know, they were missing an arm or a leg or hid in the closet.  Where Weôre 

Born was in pretty good shape.  I had had my first production, which was Killers and Other Family and I had been utterly and 

completely eviscerated by the New York Times. 



I had huddled in my room and I was like, ñThey hated me, but my name was in the New York Times!ò  So, then, you know, I 

moved on from that.  And Where Weôre Born was about to go up, and all this was happening, and I had just fallen in love and 

things were...you know, like really in love, like weôre getting married kind of love...and things were good.  And one of the only 

people in my life that I had ever trusted got killed.  And what is important, other than the heartbreak of that, and the sadness of 

that, what is important about that in terms of my writing, is that my entire foundation of reality ceased to exist.  Literally, in the 

space of a phone call to find out the information in the first couple of weeks of dealing with the eulogy and the this and the that, 

my entire reality ceased to exist.   

 

Because all of a sudden, you know, it wasnôt true that you worked really hard and everything turned out OK.  It wasnôt true that 

these great acts of self-bravery between me and my computer were gonna save the world because none of it all of a sudden meant 

anything because all of the chinks in myself and the structure that Iôd built for myself with my writing, and with theatre, and with 

everything , ceased to exist...because she was great, she didnôt do anything wrong, and she was dead. 

 

In fact, she was one of the most lovely, decent, funny, odd, irritating human beings thatðfor meðever walked the face of the 

Earth.  And she was also a writer, she was a fiction writer. And a redhead.  From North Carolina.  But, also, she was someone who 

I had counted on, in sort of a fundamental sense...so that I wouldnôt be lonely.   That thing of, like, looking for my people.  You 

know, looking for that other person or other people who had my same set of morals and no matter happened kept wanting to go 

further, but because she loved art. 

 

And I was destroyed.  Like, really profoundly, utterly destroyed.  Inconsolable.  Useless.  Really difficult to live with, 

unfortunately, as I said, I was newly in love...and that was a long haul.  But, what happened out of that for me, is I had been forced 

to let my constructs break.  And that, in many ways, is the most wonderfulðnot her deathðbut the breaking of my constructs, is 

wonderful.  Because, the truth of the thing about life is that our constructs are always going to break.  And the truth about art is 

that youôre going to write something for awhile and then youôre going to get tired of writing it and youôre going to want to write 

something else.  And the truth is that the world is bigger than western Massachusetts.  And our blindness, and our refusal to speak 

and our refusal to look at things as a species, but specifically as Americansðbecause thatôs my specific concern, because I am a 

patriot.  The truth of the matter is, I donôt remember, thereôs a quote somewhere, someone says, ñNo one can really hate the 

country of their birth.ò  And I say this, I love America.  And we are fundamentally incapableðwe have built into our system the 

inability and the refusal to speak the truth to each other.  We cover it over with denial. Itôs scary because itôs hard.  Because, if we 

talk,  you know, we have to talk about the fact that the country was founded on slavery.  And we have never yet, as a country, 

really dealt with that.  We have to talk about the fact that there is real poverty in this country.  We have to talk about the fact that 

we are at war and people are dying...and have never stopped, really, being at war.  We have to talk about these things in a way that 

is frightening and terrifying because it causes, it asks us to take a certain level of responsibility.   If nothing else, for ourselves.   

 

I say all this because where I have come to and where I am right now...Iôm out of western Massachusetts in my writing.  Iôm in a 

weirdðI donôt know where the hell I am!  And itôs exciting, because Iôm back to fundamentals.  Iôm in this crazy place where Iôm 

literally having trouble getting in and out of scenes.  Like, Iôm in a brand new world, you know?  And itôs big and itôs huge and 

thereôs masses of people...and it is still violent and sexual...but itôs also theatrical.  And Iôm really interested in scenes that are 

naturalistic scenes that happen in a theatrical setting.   Iôm really interested, on a big scale, talking about, continuing to talk about 

what we refuse to talk about.  Not because itôs going to change the world, right?  Not because Iôm going to somehow bring about 

world peace, but because itôs the right thing to do.  And because I love people.   

 

And because I want to.  

 

And because thatôs what you do when youôre an artist, regardless of what element is...I think.  I think thatôs what you do.  I think 

that you keep trying to tell the truth and talk about things that people donôt want to talk about, as an act of love for your fellow 

man.   

 

And that means sometimes that itôs rough, and it means a lot of times that people arenôt going to like you.  Because, people donôt 

want to hear the truth.  And my friend Adam Bock said this to meðwho you guys should all also read, because heôs awesomeðhe 

said, ñPoor Lucy.  You always think people really want to hear the truth.  They donôt want to hear the truth!ò 

 

But some of us do.  You know?  And the truth of the matter is for meðback to the reason why I said all of thatðlike, no, maybe 

not on a mass level, but part of this problem with America right now is that if itôs not for masses and masses of people, we act like 

it doesnôt count.  If it is to a small group of people, then it doesnôt count.  Or if one person is changed, then it doesnôt count..  It 

only counts if itôs huge.  And I say, I canôt change anything huge.  I can barely change myself.  You know what I mean?  I can 

barely handle trying to be honest with myself and push myself to write the next thing that scares me.   

 

But I think I am good at telling the truth.  I think I am actually good at that.  And itôs taken me a long time to be proud of that.  

You know?  Because I spent a lot of time, especially after my friendôs death, looking at everything I didn't have.  I got in a huge 

fight with Godðyes, I believe in Godðwe were in a huge fight and I was like, ñIf you come down here Iôm going to beat the shit 

out of you.  Donôt talk to me, you lied to me.ò  And, I do believe we need belief systems.  However you verbalize it to yourself, 



even if you donôt believe in God, even if you say God doesnôt exist, that in itself is a belief system.  I think that human beings need 

belief systems.  And I feel likeðI feel like that it is so easy for where we are economically in the country, where we are in every 

way, to just say, ñI donôt have this.  I donôt have this.  I donôt have this.ò  And all the things that actually count to me donôt matter.  

 

You know, like, being happy doesnôt matter.  That doesnôt matter, you know, because Iôm not driving the new Porsche sedan.   

You know, having a successful experience with a person, or a conversation,  that isnôt worthwhile because, you know, my play just 

didnôt open on Broadway.   

 

And I have been lucky, donôt get me wrong, I have been lucky.  I have been very lucky in the gifts that I have.  And I have been 

lucky in my career.  And, knock on wood, that luck continues and I am ambitious, you know?  I do, I plan to be on Broadway.  I 

plan to win the Pulitzer.  I actually would like the Nobel Prize.  Whether those things happen or not are beyond me.  You know?  

Itôs beyond me.  I would like those things to happen, and I think there is great joy in being able to say I want those things.  And 

you all should be able to say, ñI want that.ò  Like, donôt be embarrassed by ñI want that.ò  I mean, hell, Iôd like to win an academy 

award.  I still think itôs possible.  You know?  Iôm starting to write films now.  They pay me a little bit of money.  You never know 

whatôs going to happen.  I could be up there in a year or two.   

 

And I really, actually believe I could.  I have no doubt that I could.  But those things are not, for me, I canôt do my life or live my 

life or do my writing by those things.  Those things are byproducts.  And I have to be very honest with myself.  And my friendôs 

death forced me, because I spent like...I mean, she died and my career started doing better, and I was like, ñWhat does it matter?  

What does it matter?  Iôm gonna die.  Youôre gonna die.  Death is everywhere.  There is no hope.  The Human species is just 

doomed to failureéò   

 

And the truth of it is that I was scared.   

 

And I say that because, you know, we talk about artistic process, we talk about whatôs important to me or whatôs important to you 

and the truth is Iôm scared.  Iôm scared to love things because they might go.   Iôm scared to want things because I might not get 

them.  You know, my friend Jen says, ñLife is about having the courage to be a sitting duck.ò  Because, you know, any moment 

something horrible is going to happen and at any moment something wonderful is going to happen and thatôs all true.  Itôs all true.  

You will be successful.  You will be slammed on your ass.  You will write something amazing, you will write something that is so 

bad and you will be eviscerated for it.  You will help somebody, you will fuck somebody up.  You will know the truth and then 

you will lose the truth.  You will be sure and then you will be unhappy.  You know what I mean?  You will be heartbroken and 

you will be joyful.  That is all true, and yes, weôre all going to die.   

 

And thatôs OK. 

 

Seriously.  Because, with that thereôs a real sense of freedom.  Thereôs a freedom for you to make something.  Because, while 

youôre here, why the hell not?   

 

So, for me, I would just say to you guys, really, like, whatôs important to you?  What are you guys all individually willing to lay 

yourself on the line for?  And I mean that seriously, on a life or death level.  What is that important to you?  Because thatôs for me, 

what I think art is.  It is so important to you to communicate this, to say this, to share this that itôs a life or death thing.  For you.  

Because otherwise youôre not going to live fully or happily.  And it could be as simple as, you know, you canôt crack a scene and 

youôve been trying  crack this scene and one day, for some reason, in your living room with nobody there you crack it and you 

have that feeling of, like, ñIôm a genius!  Nobody knows how brilliant I am!ò 

 

It might just be that, you know?  Or, it might be all the other stuff, too.  Or, it might be, ñI decide to teach and live my lif e and 

affect change in that way and also write my stuff and give back to my community.ò   

 

It might be, ñIôm gonna  be a nationally known playwright and Iôm gonna win the Pulitzer and you all watch out because Iôm a 

genius and here I come!ò 

 

It might be all of that, or none of that, or millions of that or everything in between.  But you have to spend the work, and really do 

the work of saying to yourself, ñWhat do I love?  What do I love?ò  Because, to me, honestly, I think itôs an act of love.  You give 

something up, itôs love.  What do you want to give to that audience when they walk in the door?  What do you want them to see?  

And, yeah, sometimes it might be a slap in the face.  That happens.  Sometimes youôre angry and you want to hit them.  But, the 

truth of the matter is, that weôre all just as lost.  We all want to be seen, we all want to be understood, we all want to be touched.  

And so, what might touch one person, may not touch you, God bless óem, work on what you have to say. 

Work on what you have to say, and donôt letðYouôre gonna meet people who tell you all different kinds of things, me being one 

of them, and you may, a year from now, be like, ñOh, God, that Lucy, man, she talks such shit.ò  Thatôs good.  Thatôs good!  You 

might also say,  ñWow, man, Lucy, she was really great.  She influenced me.ò  Thatôs great, too.  You know? 

 



Youôre gonna have people that tell you your work isnôt good.  Youôre gonna have people tell you that youôre a genius.  Then 

youôre going to have people talk to you about doing things in a certain way that doesnôt fit you, youôre going to have people tell 

you about things in a certain way that does fit you.  Itôs all good. 

 

There is no information out there that shouldn't be taken in and computed through what is important to you.  What do you love?  

What do you have to say? 

 

I swear to you...who told me you hated Neil Simon?  I swear to you, one day, youôre going to be like, ñOh, man!ò   And youôre 

going to pull out Neil Simon and heôs going to solve your problem.  I swear to you.  Maybe not, but it could happen.  There is 

nothing that has been done out there already that cannot feed you.  But the important part, again, is feed you, and what you have to 

say.   And the belief that what you have to say is important just because you have to say it.  And because in all the history of all the 

world before sometime when the sun burns up and we no longer exist, your genetic gene pool twist will never happen again.   

 

So, it is clear that I am a corny optimist.  I am, but itôs good, you know?  Itôs good to be alive, itôs good to be happy.  And I can say 

to you, Iôm happy.  I like my life.  I like what I have.  Iôm looking forward to whatôs coming next.  I feel lucky.  I like the work 

Iôm doing.  For the most part I like the people Iôm doing it with.  Not every one, every day...   

 

You know, whatôs enough for you?  Because everything in this society tells you that nothing should...it should never be enough.  

And I think that art should be dangerous, and revolutionary, by the fact of it being honest, and true, and vulnerable.  And you guys 

having the courage to say, ñNo, this is enough.  This is enough.  This is what Iôm doing and itôs enough.ò  

 

And the work part of it comes from pushing yourself further.  Because, I mean, I really believe in that.  I believe in what you do 

will effect change and I believe in that way you are a revolutionary and I believe in that way you do change stuff just even if itôs in 

the way that you walk through the world.  Or the handful of people who know you.  Or even if itôs just that day you manage to 

give yourself some relief.  You know, do not believe them.  Do not, because theyôre lying to you.  It is enough, it is enough, and 

you are enough and loving something is enough and saying something is enough.  And giving something is enough.  And all the 

other stuff?  Yes, thereôs the details, and yes, they suck.  And yes, thereôs money.  And yes,  thereôs your bills.  And yes, thereôs 

your car and your home and your relationships.  And yes, thereôs paying the rent.  And yes, thereôs going to LA and bending over 

and lying like Iôd never lied before.  Yes, yes, yes.  All of those things are true, too.   But when youôre honest with yourself, really 

honest with yourself, this part stays pure and then the rest of it can be hard or challenging, but itôs just that.  Itôs just the rest of it.   

 

Thatôs what I got for you.  Questions? 

 

I was wondering if you ever got a chance to share any of that work with the people for whom you were writing? 

 

You know what was really beautiful for me?  And actually, one of the most profoundly moving things of my life...is that when 

Scarcity got done, Scarcity for me was a play that is in some ways the mostðitôs not literally autobiographical, but in some ways 

it is emotionally autobiographicalðand the amount of people who came to see it...I mean, I didnôt know that there was that many 

of me in New York.  They also came in from New Jersey, but that realization of like, oh, the people that I wanted to be talking to 

are out there and I didnôt know it, and it was a relief to know I wasnôt...so yeah.  Yes.  Not the specific ones, but weirdly, some 

kidðwell, heôs a grown man nowðemailed me and he said, ñHey, itôs me, I grew up next door to you.ò  I havenôt answered yet, 

Iôm afraid, but...yeah. 

 

How does the fact that for the most part, it is the wealthy who go to the theatre, affect how your plays are received? 

 

They donôt always like óem.  You know, Scarcity, the New York Times hated it with a passion that was really exceptional.   I 

actually didnôt read this, though people called me outraged, so Iôm reporting back to you that the reviewer used the term ñputrid 

poor white trash.ò 

 

Who wrote it? 

 

Isherwood.  He is always generous to new playwrights.  But, that was hard, you know?  Because also the review also told me, yet 

again, that my childhood didnôt exist.  But, ultimately, that time I didnôt go, ñAlright, my name is in the New York Times.ò  After 

sort of a day and a half of laying in a ball in my room, I was like, ñWell, alright, you know?  I touched a nerve.ò  Like, it was not a 

cool review, you know?  But I think there is a lesson in it.  I mean, I actually ended up being very lucky, which isnôt always the 

case.  There are plenty of shows that I see that I think are breathtakingly beautiful that just get across the board kind of dismissed 

or panned , but I was very lucky in that it became controversial and you know New Yorkers love a controversy.  That there was 

more than one review, that kind of counted in that sense.  And that ended up being what it is.  But, it also taught me a really good 

lesson, which is sort of what I was saying to you, like, you know, if Iôm going to dish it out, I gotta take it. 

 

I canôt...of course, who doesnôt want to be liked?  I mean, itôs a total lie to sayðI mean, of course I was dreaming of like itôs going 



to move to Broadway, and Iôm going to win an Obie and then a Tony and then the Pulitzer.  I mean, of course, Iôm a writer and the 

cast is amazing and the set design is brilliant and certainly none of that happened.   But the show extended.  I mean, I am totally 

happy, I have no complaints.  That experience was one of the most satisfying of my life.  In terms of, my artistic life.  But I think, 

you know, if Iôm going to put it out there, I have to be willing to take it. 

 

And thatôs important to remember.  That I canôt be two people.  I can only be me.  And, I am who I am and so if Iôm going to 

preach about telling the truth to myself and to everybody else,  I gotta be willing to take the reaction.  And thatôs my truth.  That 

play is my truth.  That doesnôt mean you have to like it.  And he is fully able to hate it.  I mean, shortly after the Isherwood review 

I went and saw a friend of mineôs production of A.R. Gurneyôs The Dining Room.  Do you guys know that play?  I had never seen 

it, and I sat through the whole thing thinking I have absolutely no idea what this is about.  I had no emotional identification with it, 

but there were people in the audience with me who were having a profound experience.  Literally profound.  People were crying, 

people were laughing...and I said, you know, if I had been a reviewer, I would have been like, ñWhat is this about?  Who cares 

about the dining room?ò  You know what I mean?  It really taught me a valuable lesson.  People talk about different things.  

Different things are important to different people.  And, I gotta man up.  You know what I mean? 

 

How do you teach playwriting? 

  

Well, it depends on who Iôm teaching it to.   Each class is different, I mean, I teach basically the same stuff to everybody, I mean 

you adjust according to the room.  I usually start with a series of exercises.  I do a couple that I made up, that are riffs on other 

ones.   I usually do what I call the Best Friend Exercise.  Which is, I ask students to close their eyes and imagine their best friend 

and that can be whoever it is, whether itôs a family member or whoever and you imagine all the ways that person witnesses your 

existence, and makes your existence viable and vice versa, and you think about them and all the things that they want and  all the 

things that they need and what it means to witness somebody in their life.  And then you write your friend their greatest love scene 

as a gift.   

 

And itôs a great exercise because it automatically, especially for beginning writers, or even not for beginning writers, you 

automatically invest, you automatically have emotion going into a scene.  You also automatically, I think, treat that character with 

a lot more care than you would necessarily because you feel a sense of responsibility.  Part of the lesson of it is that you should 

have that sense of responsibility to your characters always.     

 

I do that one, I do a couple of other ones.  And I sort of hear, from those scenes, I get to know who these people are.  You know, 

you can tell a lot about who a writer is in a scene or two.  Sort of whatôs functioning for them, whatôs important for them, and then 

out of that I continue doing exercises or if they are already working on something and they want help on it, I have them bring that 

in and I run the room as a writerôs workshop and we read stuff out loud.  They pass it out to the other writers and we hear it and we 

talk about it.  I really believe in a lot of what Todd talks about, you know, collaboration.  You know, and team work, and really 

creating an atmosphere in the room which is peer central.  I believe that the only difference between me and you is that I have a 

little bit more experience than you, but otherwise, weôre peers.  And I also think that who you are now, who youôre with now, your 

peers, those are the people who you have to depend on because you need loyalty.  I mean, there is a little bit of a mob feel to 

theatre.  You know, like, who are your people?  Who do you belong to?  Who are you with?  Who do you know?  Who knows if 

thatôs good or not, it just is.  But also, a level of appreciation.   

 

And everyoneôs different.  You know, like wonderful Erin (Allen), whose scene I got to hear in the Overnight Sensations, you 

know, I heard her stuff and I told her to read my friend Adam Bock because he is, I think, awesome, and he structures plays 

through moments.  You know what I mean?  His structure comes out of this is a moment happening between two people, and out 

of that the play evolves, rather than, for me, I do the thing of these events are happening and these scenes between these people are 

happening because of these events.  Everybodyôs different, so you learn...like, I learned youôre (Jayne Benjulian) actually a 

structuralist.   Like you have a real natural, inherent gift for structure.  Which is awesome.  You learn a lot, you get a lot from just 

hearing who those people are quickly, and then my job is to sort of try to help them get that out more.  Does that answer your 

question?   

 

Iôve seen that youôve been at New River, and other intensive development opportunities...how does that work for you? 

 

I love them.  They were great for me.  I find that I like to rewrite with actors.   I like to do a draft, like a first draft, maybe a draft 

and a half, by myself...you know, I donôt want anybody to hurt me...and then once that is sort of done, I like to get in a room with 

actors.  And I usually like somebody else there, you know, I tend to use other writers as dramaturgs, thatôs how I tend to do it.  I 

like to have a group of writers that I really dig and they dig me and we sort of show up for each otherôs work.  And I like that, I 

like to workshop it.  And itôs a lot easier for me to hear it when people are saying it.   To hear where itôs hitting and not hitting.  

Where Iôm missing things.  Where Iôm not getting from A to B. 

 

And I also really...I like actors.  I think that they are really helpful.  I think they like it when you treat them like they are intelligent.    

I mean, choose carefully, because sometimes, you know, itôs hard.  But Iôve found for me, and Iôm sure youôll start to find this too, 



or may have already, that like, there are certain writers that just get my stuff.  I think of it like instruments and we click together 

and they play my music really, really well.  They get my rhythm, they get who I am, and so I have a handful of them that I 

constantly work with and then I meet new people all the time and itôs great.  But, I tend to, in the first stages, want them there even 

if theyôre not right for the parts and we read it out loud and we talk it through. 

 

And theyôre fun.  And New River Dramatists has good food.  These are the good ones.  Iôm telling you, the food is the key!  Iôm 

not kidding, because youôre trapped in these places with these people and if theyôre not feeding you well, youôre in the middle of 

nowhere and itôs like a nightmare.   

 

Um, Orchard Project, you guys, check it out.  And, you guys met Paul, right?  PlayPenn is awesome.  I mean, those are my two 

personal favorites.  New River Dramatists is great, I donôt know where they are right now.  I think they may have taken a 

sabbatical.  If they are up and running, theyôre awesome too.   

 

But again, check them out, you guys may find someplace for yourself, like the OôNeill or something, or Williamstown, which is 

not my cup of tea, but they have been great to other writers that I love.  Itôs what works for you.  I mean, I did get good work done 

there on my play, I was happy with it, but itôs very...I naturally donôt respond well to pedigree...to elitism.   Actually, I do kind of 

like pedigree, Iôd like to have pedigree, but I donôt respond well to elitism.  And I donôt respond well to things where there are 

levels of who is the best or whatever within the theatre because I think...you know, for Godôs sake people!    

 

Orchard Project is awesome.   

 

Can you talk a little bit about the structure of organizations like 13P in forming relationships with other writers? 

 

Oh, sure!  Most of the writers that I know...Iôm not going to lie, there are some actors or dramaturgs you find that work for you, 

and if you do, thatôs awesome.  Like, the dramaturg that I absolutely adore endlessly is Michele Volansky, who I think is just a 

genius.  But sheôs busy a lot and also you canôt always offer money.  Thereôs a lot of stuff you canôt always offer, but more often 

than not I will before that work with other writers and I feel like a writer gets you, another writer is there for you, another writer 

backs you up...90% of the word of mouth you get is through other writers.   I feel like you get jobs through other writers.  Like 

everything all the way from theatre jobs to TV and film.  None of you guys know where youôre going to be in the next ten years 

and I have friends who are playwrights who are now in shows who put me up for stuff.  Whether I get it or not, but point being is 

that 90% of that comes from other writers.  In terms of agents, everything.  I think, other writers, other writers, other writers.   

 

I believe in the writerôs code.  Which is, even if you donôt like each otherôs stuff you appreciate that everybody sits down and 

everybody struggles and, you know, writer to writer.  Out of something like that is 13P.  Do you guys know 13P?  Itôs 

collaborative, itôs thirteen writers who just got together...Rob Handel, Madeleine George, and Anne Washburnðahh, beautiful 

writers!   Theyôre all amazing.  I get overwhelmed by how good I think they are.  And they were like, weôre sick of waiting 

around.  Like the whole idea of development hell.  That ultimately you need to see your stuff up, that the final stage of 

development for a new play is first production.  Because it is in that that you figure all the stuff out.  And they were like, letôs just 

get together and we can be thirteen people and  weôre playwrights, and weôll just do plays until weôre done and then weôll disband.   

 

I mean, there was that, but there was also sort of a real desire to stick it to the man, so to speak.  To actually create different 

versions, to create production models.  And we came from a time where I think there was a lot of frustration all around, itôs not 

just 13P, I mean, there are a lot of people from all different walks who are really struggling and great inroads are being made with 

the development stuff...all the way around.  Itôs not just writers who are frustrated.  You know, I think itôs important to remember 

that theatres are frustrated, directors, everybodyôs frustrated.  Like itôs the rare person who doesnôt love theatre who doesnôt look at 

the way itôs working right now and doesnôt go, ñOh my God, make it stop!ò  Everybodyôs working on it. 

 

And so, we at 13P got together sort of based on this idea and itôs great.  This is our fifth year and we have probably two or three 

more years and then  weôll be done with everybody and weôll disband.   And the great thing thatôs happening now, that Iôm super 

excited with, is that we started talking about how weôve gathered all of these helpers, you know, like fundraisers who have 

invested in us, like people come and work for us, volunteer and thatôs so awesome.  You know, and did we want to just 

disband...sort of the beauty of the structure is that we do just disband because it creates this, again, sense of fluidity and freedom in 

theatre  which I think is so important to hold onto rather than, ñOK!  Weôre successful, letôs do some work!ò  You know, the idea 

that we do this and then we make room for others.  So, do we just disband and let all of these people go or do we turn some of 

these things and these people who have been helping us over to somebody else?   

 

And then we decided, in sort of 13P fashion, that we would give everyone in 13P, the thirteen members were free to sort of decide 

what they wanted to do those resources that we have.   

 

So, me and Madeleine George, we helped create a space for...one of the things that I do is I teach and afterschool drama  program 

through MCC Theatre, which is a theatre and you will look at them at some point and everyone will have different feelings about 



the work that they produce...Their education department, in my opinion, I think is the best in the city.  They have an afterschool 

program for acting and writing that is phenomenal and is really set up for the kids to be who they are.  They really push to have the 

kids speak the way they speak and to find their own voice and we get parental consent and so we donôt get in trouble when they 

use the F word and talk about being homosexuals.  Which is good, because some of them are and itôs also like a safe space for a lot 

of these kids because they are coming from neighborhoods or places where thatôs not safe.   

 

So, I had a handful of these guys who I think are geniuses.  Like, I think they are so awesome, the stuff that theyôre writing is so 

like just, insane and splendorous and crazy and weird and specific to them and none of them are going to college.  Which, come to 

find out, also is sort of not just them.  One of them was, like, because I was talking about being a scholarship kid and said thereôs a 

certain amount of ...I use crude terms...that you have to do to get the scholarships.  They expect a certain sort of gratitude, there are 

things that just come up with being a scholarship kid and she said,  ñAww, Lucy, I just canôt deal with...Iôm just not doing it, all it 

is is a piece of paper.ò  And I was like, no, itôs not...itôs a year in Europe.  Itôs, you know, you might be the smartest person on the 

planet, but youôre seventeen and you might be smarter than me, Iôm fully sure, but there is just stuff that you donôt know purely 

from the fact that youôre seventeen.  

 

So, sort of said, how do I address this?  Because, also, some of these guys, Iôve put in years with them, I canôt just not know them 

once I know them.  And I like them.  Their stuff jazzes the hell out of me.  So we started this thing that I dubbed, that I named The 

Revolution.  They have renamed it Heartpunch.  I stick with Revolution.  So it is a handful of them, and Madeleine had a bunch of 

young writers who were just getting out of Purchase Conservatory who are working class kids also, and for the most part, you 

know, not in grad school, not going to grad school, or maybe going to grad school later or not even in college or donôt know what 

theyôre doing and are eighteen and are who they are and are working at the movie theatre...and we were like, look, hereôs the deal.  

You have a company if you can keep it.  Basically.  We create a situation for them where they can, depending on what they build 

and they do, will give them 13P resources.  They have a year residency at New Dramatists and we spent the summer meeting with 

them. 

 

It starts with ñWhat do you love?ò  That thing where everyone comes in with what is most important to them and shares it with the 

group and then you have a time between...like one young woman brought in Stephen King and I donôt know what else, and this 

other kid had everyone watch a documentary on graffiti, and I made everyone watch Kurosawa.  And Madeleine made everyone 

read Wallace Shawn.  So, then each person is responsible for coming up with writing exercises for the group out of that.    And so, 

they all get to know each other and then next year, Iôm going to bring in working writers who also teach at local colleges so that if 

any of them do, at some point, decide to go to college they have some great recommendations and things to put on their resume.   

And in the meantime, you know, theyôre working.  Theyôre working together and theyôre creating.  And they have this space to 

work in, and I believe in that.  I believe in doing that myself, I believe in helping other people do that, I believe in you guys doing 

that. 

 

I mean, I like, donôt get me wrong, I love getting done at the Atlantic.  Ooooh, I hope they do me again, theyôre awesome there and 

it is totally cool and fantastic to be like...because people take me way more seriously.   Like you guys take me way more seriously.  

Like, Iôm published, Iôm in American Theatre, and youôre like, ñOh, sheôs got all this stuff!ò  And Iôm like, ñYeah, I got this 

stuff!ò  And I like all that.  And itôs great and please give me more.  But at the same time...and they also, speaking of them, they 

are just true blue phenomenal theatre, you guys should check them out because they are a company that loves theatre like nobodyôs 

business and continually makes, specific to what their mission is and what they do, they continually make the difficult choice 

rather than the easy one.  I have nothing but respect and love for those guys.  But, you know, I believe that while all of that is 

going on and wanting all of that, there is the actual working that happens.   

 

And again, donôt listen to them, donôt wait!  Donôt wait, you guys, because youôre going to, like seriously, youôll wait for ten 

years.  And thatôs just normal.  Thatôs not even...thatôs just...youôre going to wait for ten years.  And thatôs fine.  Know you're 

going to wait for ten years and in the meantime make shit. 

 

And look at what happened with 13P, I mean, we actually got some of the accoutrement just because we decided to make stuff. 

 

More?  Less?  Over? 

 

Talk about like your trip to Hollywood where the commercial world tried to refine or to define you. 

 

Yes...um, it all kind of came to a head for me...Iôve had a really hard time with the LA stuff.  And Iôve been really a bitchy baby 

about it.  Like, Iôve been a baby about it in a way that Iôm surprised that people in my life who love me were able to stop from 

smacking me upside the head.  You know, because I was like, ñOh, the executive from ABC wants me to write a more accessible 

spec.  Because they want to give it to the so and so show runner.  Fuck them!  Who are these people?  Who are they??  Oh, sure, 

you want me to go pitch that.   Oh, fine, Iôll pitch it.ò 

 

You know, I mean, a really, really profoundly bad attitude.  Out of the fact I was afraid on a fundamental level that they were 



gonna steal...I was afraid that I wasnôt strong enough to...I was afraid of how much I wanted the stuff!  Like, aww, man!  That 

stuff, you go out there and Iôm at a certain point in my life too, where Iôd like a little more security, I want a house, weôd like to 

have a kid, I mean Iôd like that stuff!  You know, I want a nice car.  And don't get me wrong, I have nice things, but who doesnôt 

want the stuff?  Like, part of this being honest, I want the stuff.  And you go out there, man, and theyôre throwing numbers at you, 

which you learn very quickly is all just talking.   You go out there and you come back and thereôs still no money in your pocket.  

But, you know the point Iôm saying. 

 

And I was terrified of it.  Terrified.  And I was terrified because I somehow felt like my admitting that I wanted the stuff was 

gonna take away my soul from me.   And that somehow I wouldnôt be able to...and I, honestly, would lay on the couch and cry.   

Itôs pathetic.  Because I just couldnôt wrap my brain around it.  And it literally felt like they were speaking a different language 

from me.  I would go out there and they would talk to me and I literally would not understand a word they were saying.  Literally.   

 

And I said to myself, ñOh, itôs come to this?ò  You know, Iôve spent ten, fifteen years trying to get to a place...I mean, Hollywood 

came once before and I was, like, Iôm not ready.  Some people thought I was crazy, and I may have been.  But I was like, ñNo, I 

donôt know who I am as a writer, I donôt know and theyôre gonna take it, theyôre gonna take it, theyôre gonna take it.ò    

 

And I donôt know, I was just so scared.  And then I had to sit and have a long talk with myself.  I was like, OK, so I donôt like TV.  

I mean, I love to watch it, I can watch it for hours, but I donôt enjoy writing it.  But, if Iôm honest, I enjoy writing film.  And I can 

do it and it doesnôt steal my soul.  So, I systematically went through asking how do I feel about this?   

 

Literally, like, how do I feel about getting on the airplane and flying out to LA.?  Well, I kinda like that.  Itôs sunny when I get off 

and thereôs good produce, I like Doughboys, a good restaurant there, and thereôs good mountain biking.   

 

And so, OK, could I live in L.A.?  I hate L.A.! 

 

Well, do I hate L.A.?  No, I donôt actually hate L.A., I donôt like how I feel when I feel like Iôm not good enough, or Iôm not gonna 

have it, or I feel desperate.  Or I feel like Iôm humiliated because I want the stuff and Iôm not the person who gets the stuff.  Like 

all that stuff, you know what I mean?  So, I literally just walked through it.   

 

And then I was like, well, whether or not anything ever comes of these opportunities that come up, you know, I worked for these 

opportunities, and I am being such a profound asshole to so many people who would be so happy to have, you know, ñOh, so and 

so is interested in a show, can you come up with a pitch?ò    Or, ñSo and so would like to staff you can you come up with a more 

accessibleðò 

 

Accessible???   Spec script?  I canôt be accessible!!!! 

 

You know what I mean?  Actually itôs funny you asked this because I realized this, in fact, I finally I got to this place where I said, 

ñIôve got to stop being an asshole.  I am being such an asshole.  Who am I to be such an asshole?ò  And I walked through it and 

then I was like, OK.  Well, thatôs OK.  Now I know that I just donôt like this and I donôt have to do that.  No one is telling me I 

have to do that.  But, you know what Iôm saying, right?  When I was here doing the Overnight Sensations, and you know, there 

were a lot of rules to those things, I donôt like rules.  You know, like, in general Iôm like, ñDonôt try to confine me!  Fine, you can 

fire me!  A Soap Opera???  I gotta write a soap opera???ò   

 

Oh, let me tell you, I tried to write for a soap opera.  Oh, yeah.  Oh, please, I wanted that job so bad.  I was like in heaven.  You 

have to this thing where you study the soap opera, right?  So, like, every day Iôd go to Dunkinô donuts and I gained so much 

weight, I would buy like two donuts and a big ice coffee and I would watch like hours and hours of episodes of the show that I had 

DVRed. And eat my donuts.  And you know they paid me for that shit!  They paid me to write like two trial scripts and I was like, 

ñIôm making so much money!  Just doing this!ò  Because, you know, in theatre, anything over $500 is likeðso, then with this 

thing, I was like, ñI already did this!ò 

 

But hereôs what I learned, and this is actually the advantage of the thing that I was saying about L.A., Iôm actually skilled enough 

now that I donôt have to take it personally.  So that I was able to sit down and go, like, OK, so, I met these people briefly, Iôve been 

in their theatre lobby...Iôve seen the posters that are up...I have a pretty good idea of what this audience is.  And, Iôm representing 

this graduate program, and also, you know, everybody wants to go and have a good time.  And Iôve got this group of actors who 

were really quite lovely.  One of them gave me a resume all the way back from when she started into college, and sheôs now I 

think in her 60ôs.    And it actually touched me so much that that kind of humanity and love of something and hope is so touching, 

and so, for me, slightly frighteningébecause it always makes me remember that Iôve made certain choices in my life which allow 

me this, but not everybody makes those choices.  And who am I to not give that person something fun?    You know what Iôm 

saying?   And if I hadnôt been doing the L.A. thing for the last two and a half years,  I wouldnôt have been able to write that ten 

minute play as a gift.  You know what I mean? 
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