
                           Love, Life and the Universe  

 
Three women sit in a dimly lit space with a few candles. Some obscure dub style music is 

playing lightly in the background. All three women sit on the floor cross legged back to 

back forming a triangle. One character speaks of love, one the universe and one life. 

There are pauses between each monologue when the music is heard more clearly. When 

each character speaks she is lit up by a dim light. 

 

Love (sitting in the same position cross legged on the floor) 

My heart is full of pain. What a classic line... what a classic feeling. But hey… what a 

common feeling. I feel hollow and empty, the pain crashes in occasionally. There is a 

stone in my stomach. It weighs heavy reminding me that something is wrong…all the 

time. In many ways it is worse than the pain. The pain is cathartic, the numbness is hell. 

 

Yes my friends it is heartbreak I speak of. The same old story, the story of a million 

people. The story of almost anyone. So what is love? What is fidelity? Does it have to be 

the same thing? Who knows? The answer is not really important. Many questions have 

no answers. Answers just give birth to more questions anyways. Life just teaches us what 

love is not. A constant process of negation. Ideals are broken every day. Romantic 

images melt away…the pixels disintegrate. This is not just love, THIS is life… an idealist 

turned cynic or maybe just realist. It’s hard to know the difference. 

 

The Universe (she stands up and walks to one side of the stage. She talks with 

emphasis and gestures walking back and forth) 

Of course there is life on other planets! It is human-centric to think otherwise. Us in this 

room, this room in this planet, this planet in the solar system is but only ONE star! One in 

a million…one in an infinite number of stars. Humans often say that if there was life on 

other planets we would have made contact by now. But why would we? It is human-

centric again to think that we would know such a thing. Infinity is never graspable. We 

are unable to even grasp our own brains. Feeling small and insignificant is a beautiful 

feeling. I feel the expanse sometimes but when I remember that we are all, this earth, is 

just a star, a tiny point of light in endless sky it feels even more beautiful. I wish this 

feeling would last forever. 

 

Life (stands up and walks to the other side of the stage and stands still. She speaks 

softly) 

I think of my grandmother often. She pops up in my head on a random afternoon or in a 

dream. There is something great about old women. They are always so alive and full of 

character. Watchful and full of wisdom. Old men somehow seem to lack the same kind of 

coherence and wisdom. The women are immense matriarchs, be they soft or firm. Their 

beauty is magnificent… the lives they touch extraordinary. Age brings a calm 

magnificence to women, a self-containment and strength. It is old women that hold it all 

together in the end. The men may work and exert their power, but in the end it is the grey 

haired woman who stands there with her commanding loving glance. I think it is the 

empathy that brings the strength and the wisdom. It is the love given…the heart given up 

that comes back and rewards them. These are women of a certain generation..Of a time 



when family was everything. They lived their lives for those who they loved and died 

surrounded by their loved ones. 

 

Love (she remains seated cross legged on the floor in the middle of the stage) 

Pain, torture and anguish bring with it so many realizations. Is it true what they all say… 

what doesn’t kill u only makes u stronger? Phrases and clichés with oceans of truth and 

wisdom in them. What no one can summarize in a catchy line though is the process one 

goes through to get stronger. The endurance, resilience and weakness one goes through 

along the way. The realizations come and light up moments and give strength to the heart 

and being. But there is an ocean too, between realization and action. 

 

Is all of life a pursuit to not be alone? What a terrifying thought.  To live only for others 

and not yourself. All paths appearing to be for myself lead to other people. We are social 

creatures yet so inexplicably alone. Stuck in this skin, yet constantly wanting to break 

free of it, constantly needy. Needy of love, needy of desire, needy of recognition of 

ourselves in someone else’s eyes. Someone else’s eyes is always so much more sparkly. 

An image we can grab hold of and dress ourselves with. Heartbreak teaches us what 

being alone is and at the same time how desperate and needy we all really are. Maybe 

that’s just how I feel. Am I speaking to you my friend? 

 

Life (remains standing where she was before) 

Beauty appears in so many and the strangest of places, like the way blood from a heavy 

period makes red smoky swirls in a toilet bowl. Only a heavy dripping period has that 

effect, a light period just turns the water a clear pink.  I stand up and look and see them 

swirling and snakingly mixing into the water. Clear water and deep red doing a dance as 

old as time. Our unborn baby casings perpetuating this beautifully painful cycle of life. 

Maybe periods are a great example of all of life. Something leaving our body in pain but 

without which human life would not go on. I was struck last night by the beauty of that 

red stream in a toilet bowl. I cramped till daylight and smiled for a change. 

 

The Universe (talks passionately and towards the end sits on an armchair with a 

glass in her hand) 

Where did the universe come from? A question we cannot help asking and filling with 

answers. Answers we may know and answers we make up. Imagination and science. We 

try to know. We would rather spend 5billion pounds to unravel a great metaphysical 

mystery than to feed the billions of starving stomachs of the poor across the earth. 

However I must admit I am excited. They are recreating the big bang. The experiment 

will attempt to unlock the god atom. To understand a little better where we came from? 

Why we are here?. Many warn of black holes being created. A lightless vastness 

preparing to suck the universe into its blackness.  Is their a price for messing with nature? 

Will the universe as we know it end because of some bizarre experiment? It seems 

possible… considering the human species has already managed to wreck the ecosystem 

so completely! Some say maybe the changes are not man made. Common sense though 

tells us otherwise. As every action has a reaction. What we do matters and we may well 

one day blow up the universe. For now though I will sit back in my red velvet armchair, 

have a whiskey, wonder and wait for the experiment to end. 



 


