
A WAVE IN THE OCEAN 
A 	TEN 	MINUTE 	MONOLOGUE 	

	

By 	Dennis 	Bush 	
	

Copyright	©	MMXIII	by	Dennis	Bush	
All	Rights	Reserved	

Heuer	Publishing	LLC	in	association	with	Brooklyn	Publishers,	LLC	
	

ISBN: 978-1-60003-708-5 
 

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this work is subject to a royalty. Royalty 
must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether 
or not admission is charged.  A play is performed any time it is acted before an audience. All 
rights to this work of any kind including but not limited to professional and amateur stage 
performing rights are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC and Brooklyn Publishers, 
LLC. Inquiries concerning rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. 
 
This work is fully protected by copyright.  No part of this work may be reproduced, stored in a 
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, 
photocopying, recording or otherwise, without permission of the publisher.  Copying (by any 
means) or performing a copyrighted work without permission constitutes an infringement of 
copyright. 
 
All organizations receiving permission to produce this work agree to give the author(s) credit in 
any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production.  The author(s) billing must 
appear below the title and be at least 50% as large as the title of the Work.  All programs, 
advertisements, and other printed material distributed or published in connection with 
production of the work must include the following notice: “Produced by special arrangement 
with Heuer Publishing LLC in association with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.” 
 
There shall be no deletions, alterations, or changes of any kind made to the work, including the 
changing of character gender, the cutting of dialogue, or the alteration of objectionable language 
unless directly authorized by the publisher or otherwise allowed in the work’s “Production 
Notes.” The title of the play shall not be altered. 
 
The right of performance is not transferable and is strictly forbidden in cases where scripts are 
borrowed or purchased second-hand from a third party.  All rights, including but not limited to 
professional and amateur stage performing, recitation, lecturing, public reading, television, 
radio, motion picture, video or sound taping, internet streaming or other forms of broadcast as 
technology progresses, and the rights of translation into foreign languages, are strictly reserved.   
 
C O P Y I N G  O R  R E P R O D U C I N G  A L L  OR  A N Y  P A R T  O F  T H I S  B O O K  
I N  A N Y  M AN N E R  I S  STR I C T L Y  F O RB I D D E N  B Y  L A W .   One copy for 
each speaking role must be purchased for production purposes.  Single copies of scripts are sold 
for personal reading or production consideration only. 

 
 

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC 
P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 

TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 • FAX (319) 368-8011 

DO
 N

OT 
CO

PY



A WAVE IN THE OCEAN 

2 

A WAVE IN THE OCEAN 
By Dennis Bush 

 
SYNOPSIS:  Anticipating heartbreak, Chloe tries to face the fears she can’t 
lock away in her memory box. A challenging solo piece for a young actress, 
A Wave in the Ocean is funny, quirky, and, ultimately, uplifting and 
empowering. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 
CHLOE (f) ...................................... 18, sensitive, intense, quirky; 

anticipating heartbreak; trying to face the 
fears she can’t lock away in her memory 
box 

 

PROPS 
□ A small box.  
□ Several doll body parts. 
□ A tote bag. 

 
PRODUCTION HISTORY 

 
Reading:  New York City, April 2012 
Premiere:  Phoenix, AZ, May 2012 
 
Both the reading and the premiere performance featured Chelsea Karnes as 
Chloe. 
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SETTING:   
The present 
 
AT RISE: 
Lights up as CHLOE, 18, enters tentatively, carrying a tote bag. She 
approaches a chair, looking as if she’s not certain that she should 
proceed. Narrowing her eyes, she stares intently, distrustfully at the 
audience.   
 
A beat. 
 
She reaches into her tote bag and pulls out a small box, 
approximately the size of a cigar box. Putting the box on her lap, she 
stares straight ahead, narrowing her eyes, again. 
 
CHLOE:  This is my memory box.  Usually, it stays in my room.  But 

today’s Saturday, so I have to bring it with me.  I can’t leave it in 
my room because it’s Saturday.  (Quick pause.) Saturday is when 
the cleaning couple come.  A cleaning lady and a cleaning man. 
(Quick pause.) A cleaning couple.  I told my mom that I didn’t want 
them to go in my room at all – that I’d be responsible for cleaning it 
myself – but that request was denied. A big, “No.” So, my memory 
box comes with me. The cleaning lady does my room and my 
sister’s room.  The cleaning man does my brother’s room. My 
mother believes in gender specificity, in terms of cleaning 
assignments.  The man does the bathroom and the lady does the 
kitchen. The kitchen has traditionally been the bastion of female 
control, so even though my father does most of the cooking for our 
family, my mother thinks that the cleaning lady should be the one 
who cleans it.  I’m not sure why the man gets stuck with the 
bathroom. My mother has never articulated her reasons for that 
particular cleaning assignment and I don’t want to ask.  I like a 
little mystery.  Whichever one of them finishes first – the lady or 
the man – cleans my parents’ bedroom.  That may change, 
though.  Last week, my mother saw the cleaning lady picking up a 
pair of my dad’s underwear off the floor.  She didn’t think that was 
appropriate.  She would have preferred if the cleaning lady went 
and got the cleaning man to pick up my dad’s underwear.  I think 
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my dad should pick up his own underwear.  But maybe my 
expectations are unrealistic. I clean my room before the cleaning 
lady gets there on Saturday morning.  I don’t want her thinking I 
have a messy room.  I don’t want her to judge me. And I don’t 
want her to touch my memory box.  Because she’d open it up and 
look inside. The temptation would be too strong.  She’d have to 
open it.  I wouldn’t blame her.  I’d judge her but I wouldn’t blame 
her. (Rubbing the top of the box, intensely.) A person’s memory 
box is a very private and personal thing.  And having somebody 
else touch it taints the sanctity of the memories inside.  It puts the 
fingerprints and, more importantly, the energy of somebody else 
on your private, personal memories. (A pause; tracing her finger 
around the edge of the box top and.) I put people in my memory 
box. (Quick pause, with a laugh.) Not actual people.  Just parts of 
people. (Quick pause.) And not parts of actual people. Just parts 
of dolls that represent actual people. (Quick pause.) People in my 
life. (Quick pause.) People who’ve had an impact on me. (Quick 
pause.) People who have earned the privilege of having a 
symbolic part of their body in my memory box. (She opens the 
box, looks inside, and smiles.) When you open a memory box – 
and you should get a memory box, if you don’t already have one – 
you need to take a minute to appreciate the energy that floats out 
of the box – to let the memories wash over you like a wave in the 
ocean. (She takes a deep breath and pulls out a doll’s head, 
holding it by the hair.) This represents my mother.  She’s very 
cerebral – very much in her head.  And that’s had an impact on 
me.  The fact that it’s a decapitated head doesn’t have any deeper 
meaning. Really.  I would tell you if it did. (Quick pause.) Actually, I 
would think about telling you, but I probably wouldn’t really tell you.  
Consider it your allotment of mystery. Sometimes, you have to 
force mystery on people, because their fears prevent them from 
embracing it on their own. (She pulls a doll’s hand from the box.) 
This is a hand. A left hand.  It represents my dad. And he’s left-
handed. That’s the kind of attention to detail inherent in my 
memory box. That’s how I roll. When I was little, my dad traveled a 
lot for business.  He’d leave me notes. Little strips of paper with 
messages. Rolled up and put into plastic Easter eggs.  And he’d 
hide them in my room. All year ‘round, not just at Easter.  If 
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somebody takes the time to write you notes, put them in plastic 
Easter eggs and hide them in your room, it means they really love 
you. That’s an indisputable fact. (She reaches into the box and 
pulls out a leg.) This is a leg. (Quick pause.) For those of you 
unfamiliar with body parts. The leg represents my boyfriend, who I 
kicked in the leg when we were in 2nd grade.  There is double 
symbolism at work, here.  I kicked his leg with my leg.  (Quick 
pause.) With the foot attached to my leg. I am deep. Let’s take a 
moment to let that symbolism and your envy of my profound depth 
wash over you.  Like a wave in the ocean. Like a saltwater wave in 
the polluted ocean. Keep your mouth closed, when you swim in 
the ocean. Unless you want to ingest massive amounts of 
pollutants – medical waste and petrochemicals are just the tip of 
the iceberg. An iceberg didn’t sink Titanic.  I wanted to clear that 
up, in case you’ve been misinformed. It was a series of human 
errors, going all the way back to the design phase. It’s a fact. 
James Cameron and his Hollywood heart can go on and on, but 
that doesn’t change the fact that blaming the iceberg is just a 
symptom of a culture that’s always looking for somebody or 
something to blame. (Getting back to her story.) Kicking a boy in 
2nd grade is the best way to let him know you like him.  And it 
worked.  Marcus and I have been a couple since then. If we 
cleaned houses, we’d be a cleaning couple. He’s going to college 
in Evanston, Illinois. (Quick pause.) Northwestern.  You’d think 
Northwestern would be in Oregon or Washington but, no, it’s in 
Illinois. I’m staying here.  (She begins to cry.) And if he breaks up 
with me or does something else inappropriate, while he’s away... 
(Holding the leg, pulling herself together.) I’ll take this leg, drench it 
with lighter fluid, and set it on fire in the driveway. Because that’s 
closure. And I’ll want closure.  I’ll need it. Hypothetically.  If he 
does what I think he’s going to. Because he’s just a little too happy 
about going off to college and leaving me here.  Which makes me 
feel like I’ve swallowed several mouthfuls of polluted ocean water. 
And I may throw up. (Quick pause.) Not in my memory box. (Quick 
pause.) I’d do it at home. (Quick pause.) Tomorrow. (Quick 
pause.) Because it’d be rude to throw up in the bathroom right 
after the cleaning man cleaned it... Everyone should be that 
thoughtful.  Or maybe my expectations are unrealistic. (Quick 
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pause.) Which is unfortunate.  Because unrealistic expectations 
lead to disappointment. And nobody wants to be disappointed... 
Especially people who are deep.  Who feel things deeply.  Like I 
do. (Crying.) Which I’m trying not to do. But sometimes you can’t 
ignore a feeling that rushes over you like a wave in an ocean filled 
with the tears of girls who’ve been left behind and forgotten by 
their boyfriends... (Sobbing, but struggling to make her point.) Girls 
who end up being nothing more than a faint memory for those 
boys, because – let’s face it – no boy is going to have a memory 
box.  Especially not one that would do justice to the memory of the 
girl he left behind. (Wiping away the tears, pulling herself 
together.) So, I’m going to... cross my fingers and hope for the 
best. Every day. And I’m going to do incredible things. (Quick 
pause.)  On my own. (Quick pause.)  Without fear. Because that’s 
how I roll. Starting now. (She closes the box, puts it back in the 
bag, stands up, looks at out the audience, clear-eyed and 
confident.) Starting now. 

 
Lights fade to black. 
 

THE END 
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