
Option 1: 
So, O.K., like the Haitians need to come to America but some people are all, “What about the 
strain on our resources?” And it’s like, when I had this garden party for my father’s birthday and 
it’s all catered, you know, I said “R.S.V.P.” because it’s a sit down dinner. O.K.?  People come 
that like, didn’t R.S.V.P.! And I’m buggin’. I have to haul it to the kitchen, re-distribute the food 
and like squish in extra place-settings and people are on mismatched chairs and all. But by the 
end of the day it was like “the more, the merrier”. And so if the government could just get to the 
kitchen and re-arrange some things we could certainly party with Haitians. And in conclusion, 
may I remind you that it doesn’t say “R.S.V.P.” on the Statue of Liberty. 
 
 
Option 2: 
We both are. You and me. We’ve both lost somebody. And even though people say they 
understand, they don’t really. I bet you stop a hundred times a day and wonder “why?” I do. I 
wonder why’d my Dad leave? Was it something I did? Something I didn’t do? Could I have 
made him stay? Maybe I could bring him back? But I can’t. But I don’t have to tell you. You 
know what that’s like.  So, I guess I came to town frustrated and angry, and it felt really good to 
kick up a fuss. And I know it got people upset, and I’m sorry for that. But I’m just trying to move 
on. Cuz I’m so tired of looking back. (Shrugs.) And I can’t stand still.  Okay, look, I’m gonna go. I 
know you’re gonna do what you’ve gotta do – about the dance and all – but thanks for listening. 
 
 
Option 3: 
There’s a dark side of my brain. I have these thoughts sometimes that aren’t good. I don’t want 
anyone else to succeed but me…well, I shouldn’t say it that way...I don’t mind if people 
succeed, just so long as they don’t succeed more than me. I’m trying to decipher how to put 
some kind of impenetrable gate on that section of my brain. I don’t like the feelings I get that 
creep up on me.. actually, here’s the thing, I do like the feelings I get, I do. But that’s why I want 
to block them out, the thoughts, because I don’t want to get too cloudy and lost traveling around 
there… I don’t ever want to get trapped.  
 
 


