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Characters: 

Michael Tenicek: Early 30’s, man 

Miranda: Late 20’s, short, curly haired, possibly imaginary 

Steve: Micael’s best friend 

Hanged Man: Ethereal spirit, protector of mankind 
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Interior of Michael’s apartment. Michael Tenicek is laying in his bed; he tosses and 

turns before sitting up in bed. Miranda enters, dancing by herself and starts laughing 

and giggling. Michael tries to go back to sleep, but every time she laughs it wakes him 

up again, and he tries to bury his head under his pillow. He finally gives up and gets 

out of bed. He stands near his bed and watches Miranda as she dances across the 

room, humming and laughing to herself. 

 

Michael: Her name’s Miranda. She has a low, throaty laugh, and she has a capped tooth 

from a bicycle accident when she was 8 years old. Her hair always makes her 

smell like apples and wildflowers. She bites her fingernails when she’s nervous, 

and her favorite pizza topping is roasted garlic, of all things. I know every sound 

she makes while she sleeps. I know that she refuses to drink any dark cola or root 

beer. And she crinkles her nose when she smiles or when she makes a goofy face. 

She looks at me in such a way that makes me know just how much she loves me, 

without saying a word. Michael crosses to near Miranda. She’s so close, so 

tender; every night when I fall asleep, she’s there. But I’ve never met her. I know 

that I’ve never met her. Michael reaches out for Miranda, but she exits the 

stage. So why can’t I get her out of my mind? 

 

Michael sits on the end of his bed, checks his clock and sighs. He rests his head in his 

hands. Blackout.  
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Michael is up and dressed in his apartment. He sits in a chair and stares off in space. 

His apartment is littered with yearbooks from high school and college; they are all 

open and rifled through recently. His friend Steve is sitting on the couch and trying to 

talk to him. 

 

Steve: …tells me that you all but completely ignored her on your date, man. I mean, this 

chick is totally up your alley! Tall, blond, she was like exactly your type, and you 

barely spoke to her. What’s up man? Michael? Hey, Earth to Michael! 

Michael: What? What is it Steve? 

Steve: Did you hear what I just said Mike?  

Michael: Sorry man, I just zoned out. 

Steve: Well what happened on the date?  

Michael: I don’t know. I just wasn’t into her.  

Steve: Dude, she’s gorgeous though! And you’re totally all about the Barbie doll look. 

What gives? 

Michael: I just didn’t really like her. We didn’t hit it off at all. 

Steve: Jeez dude, you look awful. You need to get some sleep, man. 

Michael: I’ve been trying. Literally everything I can think of. I’ve even been taking 

Ambien, but it hasn’t done anything. I just can’t sleep through the night no matter 

what. 

Steve: What’s going on, Mike? 

Michael: I’ve just been having those dreams again. I’ve had them every night lately. 
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Steve: Oh Jesus, this is about your “dream girl” again? The one that you’re so obsessed 

with? 

Michael: Miranda, yeah. 

Steve: But she’s not real! Mike, you get that don’t you?  

Michael: But she has to be real Steve! I know everything about her! I must have known 

her from somewhere, high school or college or something. That’s why I’ve been 

pouring through these. Trying to figure out where I know her from.  

Steve: Mike, I’ve known you for years, and I’ve never heard you once mention any 

woman named Miranda. It doesn’t make any sense. These dreams are just that, 

dreams. That’s all they are. It’s just your mind playing tricks on you. 

Michael: I guess you’re right. It’s just… they’re so real, you know? 

Steve: Dreams are like that. They’re just so real sometimes. You can’t let it get to you 

Mike. Come on.  

Michael: It’s different somehow. They don’t really feel like dreams.  

Steve: What do you mean? 

Michael: I can’t really explain it. They’re more like memories, you know? 

Steve: It’s just your mind playing tricks on you. 

Michael: What if it’s not? 

Steve: It is. 

Michael: How do you know? 

Steve: Because you can’t have memories about someone that you never knew.  

Michael: But I did know her. 

Steve: When? When did you meet her? 
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Michael: I don’t know. I’m trying to figure that out. 

Steve: And you’re driving yourself crazy doing it.  

Michael: I know what I’m doing. 

Steve: Do you? I’m not that sure man. It looks to me like you don’t have any clue what 

you’re doing. And I’m not the only one. All the guys are worried about you. You 

haven’t really been yourself these past few months. And God knows how things 

are going for you at work. You can’t even pay attention to your friends for crying 

out loud.  

Michael: I’m just so tired all the time is all. It’s hard for me to focus on anything except 

her.  

Steve: You gotta try. Try just dealing with these dreams of yours. 

Michael: It wasn’t so bad at first. I’d have a dream once, maybe twice a week and that 

was it. But now, it’s just… and I mean I can’t even sleep through them anymore. I 

wake up and just feel so empty inside. 

Steve: Pull yourself together. Come on dude, you’re cracking up here. You need to just 

focus on your work, get some sleep, and pull your shit together. I’m telling you 

this as your friend Mike.  

Michael: Yeah, fine. Thanks.   

 

Steve exits. Michael picks up a yearbook and starts flipping through it. Blackout. 
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Michael is asleep in bed. The lights come up on Miranda, dressed in one of Michael’s 

shirts and a pair of shorts. She’s doing the dishes. Michael tosses and turns during the 

scene. 

 

Miranda: …and she’s just taking forever to choose anything, right? So we’re in this 

store for TWO HOURS! And I’m like “Kelly, just pick something so we can get 

out of here!”. I mean, I still had to drive her all the way home before I went out to 

grab the stuff I needed, plus… I’m sorry. I’m just going on and on. Ugh, I’m sorry 

I know you hate when I just ramble on and on about my day. Why don’t you tell 

me about your day? I promise I won’t complain anymore. Come on, I promised 

didn’t I… 

 

 Michael shoots awake. He jumps out of bed frustrated. He picks up the phone and 

starts dialing. While on the phone, he starts quickly rifling through the stack of 

yearbooks. 

 

Michael: Ma? It’s Michael. Look I’m sorry to call you so late, really I am… I’ve had 

those dreams again. Do… do you remember a girl named Miranda? Maybe a little 

younger than me? Short, curly hair? Really light freckles? I know, I know mom. I 

just.. I feel like I’m going insane. I mean, I feel like I’ve seen that smile a million 

times before. I know exactly how she likes her neck rubbed. I just… I don’t know 

what to do about this anymore. I just don’t know what to do. I’m scared that what 

everybody is saying is true, that I’ve just lost it. I’m just so lost… I feel like I 
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can’t keep myself together. No… no. No mother, please. I know it’s late and I 

shouldn’t call you and wake you like this. No I’m sorry, I am. I’ll… I’ll just talk 

to you later okay? I love you.  

 

Michael hangs up the phone. He looks at the yearbook in his hand and throws it across 

the room. He starts knocking all of the yearbooks onto the floor, throwing them all 

over his living room in a fit of rage. He collapses onto his couch. Michael grabs the 

bottle of prescription sleeping pills. He takes a couple out, looks at the bottle, and 

empties it out into his hand. He looks at all of the pills and reaches for a bottle of 

water. Suddenly the lights go out and a light comes up on Hanged Man, a figure that is 

clad entirely in a long black flowing robe, except he wears a burlap mask on his head 

with a noose hanging down from it. He speaks, but it sounds ethereal almost as if he’s 

not actually speaking. 

 

Hanged Man: Michael Tenicek.  

Michael: Who… who are you? What…. 

Hanged Man: There are things in this world beyond your understanding. Beyond any 

normal man’s understanding. 

Michael: Why are you here then? 

Hanged Man: Your dreams trouble you. And in turn they trouble reality.  

Michael: My dreams? 

Hanged Man: You fear you are going mad. You are not. 
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Michael: This isn’t exactly helping me feel like I’m not insane. How do I know that 

you’re even real? That’s it, right? You aren’t real. You’re just part of my 

delusion. I’ve gone completely insane. 

Hanged Man: I am very real, Michael. I am a being as old as humanity itself. I only 

appear in order to protect the balance, the very fabric of this reality.  

Michael: Why are you… 

Hanged Man: I appear before you in a manner that you have chosen subconsciously. My 

true form is beyond your comprehension. 

Michael: What does this have to do with me? What have I done? 

Hanged Man: It is not your fault. Time does not exist the way that humanity perceives it. 

It is as much a part of you as you are a part of it. There is great power in your 

kind, Michael Tenicek. The strongest of which is love. Love that is strong enough 

even to resist the will of this universe. 

Michael: I don’t understand. This is about Miranda? What happened? 

Hanged Man: One of your kind, Charles Montgomery, sought to control all of time for 

his own personal gain. In his failed attempt, time and reality were fragmented in a 

cataclysmic event. I was forced to reweave time, to fix the damage that was done, 

to put all to rights.  

Michael: When, when did this all happen? 

Hanged Man: Yesterday. Hundreds of years ago. Does it matter? 

Michael: But what about Miranda?  

Hanged Man: Before the cataclysm, you met her in the last year of business school. You 

were married for five years. 
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Michael: Miranda is my wife? 

Hanged Man: She was your wife… And now she never existed. 

Michael: What? 

Hanged Man: The chronal reconstruction was not exact. A car accident in September, 

1932, happened on a Sunday instead of a Monday. As a result, her grandparents 

never met. For the most part, the new reality is a whole, but close bonds such as 

yours… they create a weakness in the fabric of time. One that could let through… 

dangerous things. But the weakness is healed by your understanding.  

Michael: These dreams then… 

Hanged Man: They are memories of a time that no longer exists.  

 

Pause. 

 

Hanged Man: I cannot return her to you, that is beyond even my power. But if the pain is 

too much, I can allow you to forget. 

Michael: Forget her? I…uh… 

Hanged Man: Yes? 

Michael: No. No, I don’t want to forget. 

Hanged Man: As you wish.  

 

Hanged Man starts to exit. 
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Hanged Man: You will not remember this visit, though your sense of understanding will 

remain. And now, I have others to visit tonight, so… 

 

Michael moves to stop him from leaving. 

 

Michael: Wait, others? What… uh what do most people choose? Do they forget? Or? 

 

Hanged Man stops and turns around to face Michael. 

 

Hanged Man: No one forgets. No one. Good night Michael Tenicek. Sleep well.  

 

Hanged Man disappears. Blackout. 

 

Lights up on Michael and Miranda, dancing together and laughing. As they dance, the 

narration from Hanged Man is heard. 

 

Hanged Man: And Michael Tenicek sleeps, without drugs or fears. And the dreams 

come, the dreams of Miranda. He knew her, he knows that. In another time, 

another world. He knew her. And he loved her. And that makes all the difference. 

 

Blackout. 

 

The End. 


