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ACT I

SCENE ONE

SARAH’S bedroom.

SARAH enters, wheeling a suitcase behind her. She

is always closely followed by DEPRESSION, ANXIETY

and ANOREXIA, who constantly squabble. These are

the MENTAL ILLNESSES: physical representations of

SARAH’s real mental illnesses that only she can

see or hear.

SARAH looks around, a little overwhelmed. MUM

enters.

MUM

Your room’s just how you left it before you went away.

DEPRESSION

Pfft. Still can’t bring herself to say it.

ANXIETY

Oh God, she’s probably looked through all your stuff.

DEPRESSION

So what? Should be used to a lack of privacy by now. At

least we don’t have to shower in front of anybody

anymore.

ANOREXIA

Eurgh, no one should have to see that. Anyone who has

to look at our gross, naked body deserves a medal.

MUM

I did come in to clean a few times but only to make

sure it’s all nice and ready for you.

Pause.

MUM

Do you want a sandwich? Cup of tea?

ANOREXIA

No way. Don’t you dare.

SARAH

Actually, Mum, I think I’ll just go to bed.

ANOREXIA

You’re going to have to lie.

MUM starts to protest.

(CONTINUED)
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SARAH

Don’t worry, I ate before we left. I’m just pretty

tired. Big day, you know. Officially not insane any

more. Haha.

The MENTAL ILLNESSES are skeptical.

MUM doesn’t know how to take this.

SARAH

So, yeah, I’ll just get an early night. I’ll see you

tomorrow.

MUM

O.K., love. Let me know if you need anything.

SARAH

Sure.

MUM kisses SARAH’s forehead and exits. SARAH gets

ready for bed.

Lighting change to night-time. SARAH lies in bed,

tossing and turning, unable to sleep. The MENTAL

ILLNESSES are huddled around her, overcrowding the

bed.

DEPRESSION

I’m so fucking tired.

ANXIETY

How can you be tired, there’s so much to think about?!

DEPRESSION

I’m so hungry.

ANOREXIA

Ugh. Snap out of it.

ANXIETY

We’re hungry because we lied earlier. Oh my God, we

lied. We’ll have to go back to the ward.

ANOREXIA

No way. Not happening. Three months of those God-awful

meal plans was long enough.

SARAH

(sitting up)

Guys, seriously. I’ve had enough of you today.

(CONTINUED)
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ANXIETY

But do you think Mum noticed us not eating? She’ll just

start worrying and then keep asking why and then she’ll

start to cry and we promised that we would never let

that happen ever ever ever again.

DEPRESSION

There’s no point thinking about it. Going back to that

bloody ward is inevitable. We might as well just stay

here and never get up.

SARAH

Slight exaggeration, don’t you think?

ANXIETY

Oh, God. The UCAS application was meant to be in last

week. We’re going to miss out on all the important

things you’re meant to do in your twenties. Uni, job,

husband, mortgage -

DEPRESSION

You want to pay a mortgage?

ANXIETY

It would be nice to have that option.

ANOREXIA

But a husband? Don’t kid yourself. We’re far too

repulsive for anyone to love us.

DEPRESSION

Forget it. Everything is meaningless. There’s no point.

SARAH

OH. MY. GOD. STOP. I am so bored of this argument.

ANOREXIA

Ooh, sorry. We’re just being honest with you.

SARAH

Seriously. If you don’t shut up, there’s only one thing

for it.

ANOREXIA

You wouldn’t.

SARAH

I would.

DEPRESSION

It will never work.

(CONTINUED)
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SARAH

Let’s see, shall we?

She pushes the MENTAL ILLNESSES out of her way and

moves to her desk.

ANXIETY

(terrified)

Please don’t be what I think it is.

SARAH

(holding up her iPod)

Two words. Mindfulness. Meditation.

The MENTAL ILLNESSES shriek in horror. The

characters go to sleep as the scene changes.

SCENE TWO

Morning. SARAH is in bed. The MENTAL ILLNESSES

interrupt the silence.

ANXIETY

Where are we? Where the hell are we?

ANOREXIA

We’re at home, you moron. We left the ward yesterday.

SARAH

Shh. Go back to sleep.

ANXIETY

We need to get up, we’ve wasted so much time already.

DEPRESSION

(yawning)

Eurgh... No point.

ANXIETY

We need Mum to think we’re normal.

ANOREXIA

That is never going to happen.

SARAH

I actually agree with you there.

ANXIETY

We need to sort out our life. We have so much to do...

(gasps) The UCAS application! We have to call them...

Oh God, we have to make a phone call. No, it’ll never

work. We can’t do it.

(CONTINUED)
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DEPRESSION

See? We might as well just lie here and accept failure.

ANOREXIA

Plus, staying in bed makes it easier to avoid food.

SARAH

Thanks guys, I’m properly awake now.

ANXIETY

Good.

DEPRESSION

There’s nothing for us to get up for.

SARAH

Well, on the ward, we’d be dragged to breakfast so we

should probably do that.

ANOREXIA

NO! We don’t deserve it.

SARAH

’Breakfast is the most important meal of the day’.

ANOREXIA

There is no way we can eat. You’re not even hungry.

SARAH’s stomach rumbles.

ANOREXIA

Pathetic.

SARAH

We’re getting up.

DEPRESSION

But getting up involves pulling back the blanket and

heaving ourselves out and standing up one foot at a

time and it’s just too much.

SARAH

Normal, functioning humans do it just fine.

ANOREXIA

But we’re not a normal, functioning human. We’re a fat

lump of grossness.

DEPRESSION

Yeah, Sarah, we’re fucked.

(CONTINUED)
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SARAH

You might be. I’m not.

DEPRESSION

We are you.

SARAH

You’re bloody not. And the fact that you happen to be

here does not make me fucked. It just means that,

unluckily for me, I have to put up with you.

ANXIETY

We’re wasting so much time. Get up. Get up. Get up.

ANOREXIA

Only if you promise to skip breakfast.

SARAH

Oh, for God’s sake.

SARAH gets up, dragging DEPRESSION out of bed

while the other two follow. She starts to dress.

While she does, the scene changes around them.

END OF SCENE


