THE WOMEN HERE ARE NO DIFFERENT
By: Nancy Beckett

This takes place in a battered woman’s shelter in the Minneapolis-St. Paul area.  The women in the shelter come from all strata of society; they are all ages; they are all in pain, at odds with themselves and the world.  They play alternates between raw, realistic confrontations and introspective, poetic monologues as it traces the women’s coming to terms with what has happened to them and what they have to do in order to go on with their lives.  In the following monologue, one of the women talks about the dark underside of what seemed to be the perfect upper-middle-class marriage, talks about the events and perceptions that led to her flight to the shelter.
THERESA: this has not happened you me in my life before.  I hear these other ladies talking about their lives.  So I dig deep in my memory, and come up with nothing.  Zero.  Fffffffftttt.  I try to think back to my mother or brother or somebody letting me have it.  Zilch.  I’m not blocking anything, honest.  I can’t think of anything like it ever.  Never.  It doesn’t make sense.


One night he grabbed my arm, hard.  After church on Sunday he threw me down on the bed.  A month later he slapped me against the screen door on the patio.  Our neighbors took their drinks inside.  I kept thinking that I was imagining things, and he kept proving me wrong.  It’s like a small zebra or something, just moves into your rec room one day.  Stands there and chews on the petunias, looking at you through your sliding glass door.  That’s how strange this whole thing is to me.  Strange.


I’m married to a stranger.  He wears a sixteen-and-a-half long, and his handwriting looks like sharp teeth and stray bits or wire mushed together.  He’s tone so much, he wonders where I am.  I’m in the garden.  I’m picking up the kids from baseball practice.  I make lists, and mark the calendars, to make sure to answer his questions, questions, long distance airport interrogations.  I switch to a lady dentist just so he wouldn’t suspect me of that.

And I say to my friends, “Neal is different.  Neal is acting funny.  Neal is making me doubt my ability to go to the dry cleaners.” And they say, “What zebra?”  My mother says, “You married a zebra, now you live with him.”  And my priest says, “Pray to the virgin the zebra will go away.”  And I think I’m going nuts.  Okay.  See it’s not funny, because I have listened to my friends.  I believed my mother.  Who do you trust?  How do you know things weren’t really always like this?  Was I always this confused?


So one day last week after school, I packed my three children, in the car he insisted on buying me after our last fight, and I didn’t go to my mother’s.  I didn’t go to my best friend’s.  I braved rush hour traffic to come here.  Do you think this is crazy?

