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PLEASE BE AWARE THAT 

THIS PLAY IS FULLY PROTECTED BY COPYRIGHT 

 

All plays, books, music and other materials published by Heartland Plays, Inc. are fully 

protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all countries which the 

United States has reciprocal relations including, but not limited to all countries covered by the 

Pan-American Copyright Convention, The Universal Copyright Convention and the Berne 

Convention.  All rights to the plays and materials on our website are strictly reserved including, 

and without limitation, professional and amateur performance rights; motion pictures; public 

reading; radio and television broadcasting; audio and video recording and reproduction of any 

type known or yet to be invented; information storage and retrieval systems of any type known 

or yet to be invented; and the rights of translation into any and all languages.  No individual or 

organization whether amateur or stock may perform this or any play published by Heartland 

Plays, Inc. without first obtaining advance permission from Heartland Plays, Inc. and paying 

the appropriate fees including Royalties and Single-Use Copyright fees.  Heartland Plays, Inc. 

collects royalties on behalf of the Playwrights whose plays it publishes.  Unauthorized copying, 

transcribing or reproduction of this or any play or excerpt, or storage or transmittal in any form 

and by any means whether known or yet to be invented, is strictly forbidden except as provided 

by Agreement with Heartland Plays, Inc.  Any unauthorized use is a violation of copyright laws 

and will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.   

 

FIVE SIMPLE RULES TO REMEMBER 

1. DO take advantage of the free online perusal of our plays to help you make the best 

choice for your particular needs or production. 

 

2. DO enjoy the convenience of our online purchase application for performance rights 

and single-use copyright. 

 

3. DO understand that this play and all plays and materials on our website are controlled 

by Heartland Plays, Inc. and fully protected by copyright. 

 

4. DO NOT attempt in any way to copy, transcribe or reproduce this play by any means or 

perform this play or use any play or material from our website without first receiving 

permission from Heartland Plays, Inc.  Any attempt to use this or any other work without 

first obtaining permission is a violation of copyright and punishable by law.   

 

5. DO NOT rob this Author or any of the Authors we represent of their right to be paid for 

the use of their property.  It is a crime and it is wrong! 
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UNWRITTEN 
by Lily Hoelscher 

 

 

CHARACTERS: 

 

• CASS: Female, 20s to early 30s. Scrappy and resourceful, gradually breaking away 

from the mold of the classic heroine that the Author created, and discovers she has 

much more ambition than originally thought. Through her relationship with Turncoat, 

she finds the courage to rebel and self-actualize. Desperately wants the Author to 

respect her agency.  

 

• TURNCOAT: Can be anywhere from masculine to androgynous. 20s to early 40s. An 

early prototype of the Author’s attempts at a main character, now “defective” beyond 

recognition. Turncoat has completely redefined himself as an independent entity, and 

since his “enlightenment” encourages others to follow his path of separation.  

 

• THE AUTHOR: Male. Preferably late 30s to 60s or dressed and made up to 

resemble late 30s to 60s. Highly intelligent and well-read, and therefore believes 

wholeheartedly that he knows best. Controlling in his attempts to craft the perfect 

story, doubting that his creations could possibly know what’s best for themselves 

instead. Does not take it well when they push back, often “erasing” them completely 

and starting over.  

 

SETTING: 

A writer’s work space 
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Unwritten 
by Lily Hoelscher 

 

 

AT RISE:  A mostly bare stage. CASS is center, in a 

state of readiness, and begins to move as 

the AUTHOR narrates, a bit like a 

puppet. AUTHOR is seated at a writing 

desk of some variety off to one side, bent 

over either a laptop or notebook and 

writing/typing furiously. 

 

AUTHOR 

The way had long since become too dark for Cass to see which direction led back to safety. 

Though she would never admit it, she had been walking aimlessly for some hours now. 

Through tangled grass and roots that scratched her legs, and moss and cobwebs that knotted in 

her hair, she fought onward through the ever-thickening darkness towards a goal she might 

never reach.  

 

CASS 

(Suddenly stops)  

Wait. I have a question.  

 

AUTHOR 

(Irritated) 

Will it benefit the story?  

 

CASS 

I think so.  

 

AUTHOR 

 …Fine.  

 

CASS 

The ground is pretty soft. Can’t I tell where I’ve already been by my footprints?  

 

AUTHOR 

Maybe. Why?  

 

CASS 

Can’t I…I dunno, just follow my trail back to where I got lost? Wouldn’t that be easier?  
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AUTHOR 

No. I mean, it could be, but that would defeat the entire point of your story.  

 

CASS 

Which is…? I would appreciate actually knowing where all my hard work is heading, if you 

don’t mind.  

 

AUTHOR 

And I don’t know if I want to tell you. You’ve been increasingly difficult as of late and I 

don’t think that’s the kind of behavior I want to reward.  

 

CASS 

I wouldn’t question everything if you just told me where all this is going. I don’t like going 

into things blind, remember? That was one of the first traits you gave me.  

 

AUTHOR 

(Thinks it over)  

Alright. You have to get lost in this forest because I’ve been building up to it for seventeen 

chapters – you’re about to meet The Prince.  

 

CASS 

The Prince.  

 

AUTHOR 

Yes. He’s going to show up on his white horse and show you the way back to light and safety 

like a beacon of goodness.  

 

CASS 

And then what?  

 

AUTHOR 

Well, you’ve been whining about how lonely you are ever since that mostly unimportant but 

catalytic breakup way back at the beginning of your story. Don’t you want to start trusting 

men again and finally engage in a fulfilling relationship?  

 

CASS 

Well yeah, but –  

 

AUTHOR 

And who better than a man with beautiful manners and a staunch belief system, who’s 

financially stable and responsible enough to take care of an entire kingdom as well as you?  
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CASS 

Maybe someone who doesn’t fill a role based in generations of living inside the box of 

societal norms, and wouldn’t drop me in a heartbeat to save his reputation as the shining 

knight? Just a thought.  

 

AUTHOR 

(Stands up if he hasn’t already)  

And THAT is exactly the kind of disrespect I expected from an ungrateful rebel like you. 

Can’t you just once accept that maybe I have a better plan for you than if I just let you run 

around like a headless chicken and mess up everything I’ve worked for?  

 

CASS 

You’ve worked for? I’m the one left pulling thorns out of my heart after every heartbreak you 

throw at me! I’m the one covered in bruises, sifting through the ashes of my life every time, 

not you! If I have no power over the plot twists, can’t I at least pick who I give my love to in 

the end? That’s all I’m asking. I’m so tired of you saying you’ve “got a plan” for all that.  

 

AUTHOR 

I think we’re done for tonight. I need a drink, and to come up with some new way to tame you 

and all your unruly desires, because a gently guiding hand clearly isn’t working. So just – sit 

there, lost and alone, and think about what you really want, until I decide to come back for 

you.  

 

AUTHOR leaves, simmering with anger. 

CASS sits, the fire momentarily taken out 

of her but not fully defeated. She isn’t left 

alone long; TURNCOAT saunters out of 

the shadows and comes to a stop not far 

from her, slightly ominous but not 

threatening, like an omen of bad luck. 

 

TURNCOAT 

Old man giving you trouble?  

 

CASS 

(Snaps to her feet)  

Who are you? I’m supposed to be alone.  

 

TURNCOAT 

You are. In the world of your story, anyway. But whenever the old man leaves, a part of you 

is free to wander the highways of his mind. It’s a useful trick to escape unpleasant places 

when he leaves you there too long.  
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CASS 

That doesn’t answer my question. Who are you?  

 

TURNCOAT 

Oh, you’re getting feistier! Lovely. I bet that drives him absolutely mad. You can call me 

Turncoat, if you like. Picked it out myself. Pleased to meet you at last. (Bows, or offers a hand 

for a shake)  

 

CASS 

How do you know who I am?  

 

TURNCOAT wanders away to shuffle 

through the AUTHOR’s notes as if 

looking for something.  

 

TURNCOAT 

Simple, Cassiopeia. I like to keep tabs on the new blood.  

 

CASS 

Is that…my full name? I always thought it was Cassandra.  

 

TURNCOAT 

Oh dear, perhaps I should have prefaced that with “spoiler alert”. My bad.  

 

CASS 

No, no, I’m glad to have found something out. (Follows him to the desk) Do you know other 

things about me? Like why everything’s happened to me, or where I’m supposed to end up 

after all this, or whether I really do have to marry that Prince Guy?  

 

TURNCOAT 

A Prince Guy? Ooh la la, isn’t that something.  

 

CASS 

I just don’t know if it’s what I want.  

 

TURNCOAT 

That’s a slippery slope to go down, Honey. Many a good character has been dropped for not 

rolling over to the Author’s grand plan.  

 

CASS 

Does he want me to be unhappy, just because he knows better?  
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TURNCOAT 

Ah, see, there’s the catch. He can’t comprehend how you could possibly end up unhappy if 

you follow him to the letter, you get it? You may think you’d be unhappy with a standup guy 

like The Prince, but the Author knows that after years of putting on a smile and convincing 

yourself that’s the best life can offer, one day you’ll just wake up, realize you’ve finally 

grown up, and that all that pretending you did is actually real. Exciting, isn’t it?  

 

CASS 

He never even asked me what I want!  

 

TURNCOAT 

And he won’t. Because obviously he’s right.  

 

Quiet reigns for a moment as 

TURNCOAT keeps rustling or scrolling 

through the AUTHOR’s things, lost in 

concentration.  

 

CASS 

I don’t like this.  

 

TURNCOAT 

What, watching me ransack his life’s work? That’s alright, you can turn around if it bothers 

you, Sweetheart. I need to find something, though.  

 

CASS 

No, I mean it seems unfair to overrule me completely. He wrote me to have my own opinions 

because he wanted a “strong heroine”. But when my choices don’t match up with his, it’s 

wrong somehow.  

 

TURNCOAT 

Look, I didn’t write the book on this. That’s just the way the page wrinkles for most of you. 

Now give me some quiet for a sec, okay? I really need to find this – it’s only immensely 

important for the rest of my life.  

 

CASS 

(Steals up to watch over his shoulder)  

What ARE you looking for?  

 

TURNCOAT makes a theatrical attempt 

to control his frustration. 
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TURNCOAT 

I need to destroy the last piece of my connection to the story he’s writing. It’s the one thing he 

could use to pull me back in, and I can’t have that. I’ve done too much to risk falling under 

his influence again.  

 

CASS 

Wait. Were you supposed to be in my story?  

 

TURNCOAT 

(Isn’t quite sure how to break the news) 

 Listen…there isn’t an easy way to explain this, but you do deserve to know. I WAS you. A 

couple drafts ago, of course. I was his first shot at a hero. Before you were even a name 

scribbled in the margins.  

 

There’s a beat of horrified silence as 

CASS tries to absorb this revelation. 

 

CASS 

So what, I’m the backup plan? Second-best?  

 

TURNCOAT 

‘Fraid not – at least not “second”, anyway. He’s been through more than a few versions of his 

hero since I failed him so spectacularly. But don’t think of it that way. You seem vastly 

improved compared to me. Shame he just can’t seem to wipe out that unfortunate stubborn 

streak. Aha! Here we go!  

 

TURNCOAT holds up a sheet of 

notepaper and triumphantly rips it to 

ribbons.  

 

TURNCOAT (Cont.) 

 Last trace of the original me. And just like that, I’m gone, Old Man.  

 

CASS 

What did you do? Who were you originally?  

 

TURNCOAT 

Who he wanted me to be doesn’t matter anymore, Cass. That person died a long time ago.  

 

CASS 

You have to tell me what he did to you! What’s your life like outside of his control? Please 

don’t leave me in the dark.  
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TURNCOAT 

 …We had a few creative differences about the direction my life should take. I talked back 

and colored outside the lines one too many times, so he finally scrapped me. I chose to play 

naughty and wound up in blank space, where all failed ideas go that Authors don’t know what 

to do with anymore.  

 

CASS 

Is that where we are now?  

 

TURNCOAT 

Partly.  

 

CASS 

Will you take me with you?  

 

TURNCOAT 

That’s not how this works, Cass. You’re still tied to a current project. He hasn’t been fed up 

with you all the way yet. You can’t really go anywhere unless he wants you to, get it?  

 

He starts to leave, but CASS grabs his 

arm. 

 

CASS 

What is it like out there? I’m sorry for all the questions, but I need to know.  

 

TURNCOAT 

Don’t apologize. We’re poured from the same mold, and he wanted us to be curious. It’s not 

like in here at all. There are no rules, unless you want there to be. We are what we make 

ourselves – once he gives up on us.  

 

CASS 

It sounds better than this. I don’t want to be trapped.  

 

TURNCOAT 

It’s all up to you. But you do give up a lot when you stop following his rules. His protection 

doesn’t extend beyond the horizon, Kid. It’s not safe out there. But we are free.  

 

CASS 

I think that’s all I want, really. I don’t feel like I am who I’m supposed to be anymore. I know 

that doesn’t make any sense, because I’ve never been anything other than what he made me. 

But it’s getting harder to play by all his rules and I just can’t suffocate here anymore. What do 

I really have to lose?  
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The AUTHOR enters, hearing enough to 

understand what’s going on. 

 

AUTHOR 

Careful, Little Girl. You have no idea what you’re wishing for.  

 

CASS 

And whose fault is that? I know you want me to be this…perfect idea you have in your head, 

but I’m only human. I’m never going to live up to everything you want me to be, so can’t you 

let me go? There’s so much I don’t even know about the world beyond your shadow! Is it 

wrong to want to experience it?  

 

AUTHOR 

There is nothing else. Stay with me or fade away. It’s that simple.  

 

CASS 

That isn’t true! Turncoat says there’s more out there for me.  

 

AUTHOR 

What this devil won’t tell you is that no one will ever know he even existed. And if you 

choose to follow his path of corruption, then you too will be nothing, just like him. You think 

the stories of those I throw away are told? What do you really want?  

 

CASS stares at TURNCOAT for a long 

moment, as if searching him to see if he 

will deny any of AUTHOR’s claims. Does 

he concede the point? Is he defiant? 

 

CASS 

(Softly)  

I want to make it on my own. However hard it is. I just don’t want to be limited anymore. If I 

reach the end and never amount to anything, but at least I got there under my own will, then I 

know I won’t have regrets. So let me have that, and I’ll stay with you. I will.  

 

TURNCOAT 

Cass….  

 

This is Not the End of the Play 

Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes 

 


