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This play is the product of research, interviews, and experience with ADHD in the interest of creating 

opportunity for productive interactions to take place. The concepts and content of this play are derived 

from true situations with the intention of informing and encouraging thought and discussion on the topic 

of life with ADHD. Please follow this play with a Q&A time surrounding what society believes about 

ADHD versus the facts and reality of life with ADHD. 
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CHARACTERS: 

HUMAN—a normal looking person (could be male or female) dressed in everyday attire, nothing 

seemingly out of the ordinary. This person should be relatable to the audience. T-shirt and jeans or casual 

work attire should be worn. Should be mid- to late-20s or early 30s, unmarried, and should not be entirely 

put together. It should not detract from the normalcy, but add a sense of reality to the end of a long day 

making them seem almost imperceptibly frazzled (e.g. strands of hair slightly out of place, a jean pocket 

slightly untucked, a collar or sleeve hem half flipped up etc). 

VOICE—the voice of the therapist HUMAN has been seeing, only ever heard from offstage or over the 

speakers as a memory of earlier interactions with HUMAN. Should be calm and collected, very even-

tempered and matter of fact, yet caring. Can be firm at times, but over all a trustworthy and calming 

influence; a sage.  

DISTRACTION—someone random to distract the audience from what’s going on with HUMAN. Could 

be portrayed by one or several characters. Costuming could be flashy or normal, but overall the actions of 

DISTRACTION, whether loud or subtle, should create curiosity in the audience to sidetrack the mind 

from current events. 

SETTING: (Best performed in a Blackbox theatre or a fairly shallow stage. Whatever arena, setting 

should create a sense of intimacy between the audience and character.) 

A room with a desk. The desk is positioned downstage between center stage and stage right with the chair 

positioned so when seated HUMAN is facing stage right.  It’s about dinner time, after a fairly normal day. 

HUMAN returns home and the audience should hear off-stage noises of settling in (door opening and 

closing, shoes off, keys jingling, etc) before HUMAN comes onstage. Lighting should reflect a normal 

home interior early evening. If desired, a window can be hung just above and behind the desk, but a stage 

housing only the desk and chair is acceptable.  
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SCENE I 

The stage is black, all except one spotlight directly over a desk and stool. HUMAN comes out carrying a 

notebook and looking reluctantly at the desk. HUMAN paces tumultuously as if at war with him/herself 

until, finally stopping, (s)he sighs loudly and begrudgingly sits at the desk. HUMAN opens the notebook 

and readies a pen over the page only to throw it down and stand to pace again, growing more frustrated 

by the step. 

HUMAN 

 (arguing with self) no…no…no, no, NO! Just sit down and write already…but it 

physically HURTS to think about sitting and doing it! You have to! It’s not that 

bad, really. I’m not ready! My chest is aching like I’ve been punched…why does 

thinking have to hurt?? It’s not even the thinking that hurts…just thinking about 

this. I hate myself. No. Myself isn’t the enemy. The writing is the enemy! Human 

stops pacing. Why is the writing the enemy? Writing never did anything to hurt 

you… looks at desk except, it does hurt. Walks over to desk and sits, rubbing 

chest as if to relieve pain in sternum. Face contorts as if about to cry, collapses 

onto desk and cries. WHY-Y-Y-Y…I don’t want to-o-o-o… Flops hopelessly 

back into chair, looking at the ceiling. You’re pathetic, you know that?  

VOICE 

No matter how you feel or what you think about what you’re doing, just keep 

writing. 

HUMAN 

OK, fine. Here goes nothing. Writing in notebook October 1
st
, of…whatever year 

this is. Stops writing, speaks to self.  This seems really stupid. *I* feel really 
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stupid. (yelling) Are you happy? I’m writing! And, guess what: I was right! This 

is stupid! The most stupid exercise in the history of stupid exercises!  

VOICE 

Don’t stop writing. 

HUMAN 

Fine. Begins obviously writing This…is…stupid. Sighs and begins writing 

normally, resigned. This is my first sorry attempt at stream of consciousness 

writing. Apparently I’m welcome to think it’s dumb, but if I think it, I have to 

write it. Hence, stream of consciousness. Stops writing. Stream. Salmon. Starts 

writing again. Salmon do the weird migration thing with all the eggs and stuff. I 

wonder if my thoughts are more like those huge salmon that are trying to find 

their way upstream and constantly dying, or more like those teeny ones that keep 

getting eaten…either way it seems like they never make it where they’re going.  

 OK, now I’m thinking about this stupid exercise again. I’m only supposed to do a 

little at a time, like a half hour. So why does it take me two freaking hours to 

start? (beat) It’s like being back in school. Do this! Don’t do that! You stay in that 

chair until you’re done or I’ll… Stops writing Oh! I forgot. I should set a timer. 

Gets out phone and sets timer. Timer starting…now! Starts writing again. I really 

still have no idea what I should write about. I have a million things in my head 

most of the time and yet right now there’s nothing. Absolutely nothing. Nada. 

Zip, zero, zilch.  

VOICE 

You can write about your day, the weather, your favorite food... 
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HUMAN 

My day. Well, most of it has been dreading writing this. I guess I ate breakfast 

(beat) though I can’t remember what or when. Maybe I didn’t eat breakfast. 

Anyways. Then I got ready to go to my appointment and was told I needed to start 

processing some of these internal conflicts or feelings or whatever externally and 

was given this “exercise” as homework. I hate homework. It’s only one more way 

to make me feel dumb because I’ve lost it or forgot about it or finished it but 

forgot to bring it or it hurt too much to sit and do it so I couldn’t stay with it long 

enough to finish… pauses writing or didn’t…I don’t know. Starts writing again. 

Should I have been able to finish? I feel like I shouldn’t have this much trouble. I 

know with the diagnosis I’m supposed to feel reassured that I’m not just lazy or 

crazy, and I do! But I still feel so guilty about…about all of it. How many times 

was I just lazy and how many times was it my brain fighting me? I don’t know 

why I can’t write it. Maybe I still feel guilty about that too…is it an excuse? Other 

people use it as an excuse, but they still seem to have their lives together a 

heckuva lot more than I do. Is it legitimate for me? DISTRACTION enters, 

casually walks across the back of the stage, and exits opposite without HUMAN 

noticing. Of course it’s legitimate for me! You’ve only been dealing with nearly 

every single symptom on that test every single day of your life for over 25 years. 

How can you keep talking yourself out of believing something that makes so 

much sense? I mean, I finally get to understand why falling asleep in silence is 

nearly impossible and why I can’t clean worth beans…unless it’s one of those 
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weird cleaning days where I can’t stop (beat) or I’m supposed to be writing 

something…Stops writing. and yet the end of the day comes and everything in 

progress seems messier than when I started. Starts writing again. It seems like no 

matter what I start it doesn’t get finished. It’s not from lack of trying! That’s for 

sure. (beat) Eggs. I had eggs. Stops writing again. Now I’m thinking about 

salmon again. (beat) What am I gonna make for dinner? 

Turns page, looks at phone for a minute, and then looks back at the clean page of 

the notebook blankly  

Wait, what was I talking about?  

Flips back and forth between written pages and back to new blank one. 

VOICE 

You can write about your day, the weather, your favorite food... 

HUMAN 

Well, I wrote about my day, kinda. Begins writing. The weather is… Cranes neck 

to look beyond desk as if looking out a window above it. …unremarkable. Kinda 

sunny through some clouds, but it’s not really warm. Pauses and looks through 

window again. Oh, hey! It looks like it’s raining over there…isn’t there—wait, 

keep writing—isn’t there a name for that? Raining while it’s sunny out? 

Something about the devil crying or something…I don’t know. I never thought 

about whether or not the devil cries. I can’t think of anything that would make the 

devil cry, but I’m sure he laughs at me a whole darn lot. (sarcastically, choose 

appropriate pronouns for actor) “Hey look! We’ve got him/her thinking self 

destructively again! (S)he’s distracted! Kick him/her while (s)he’s down and 
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make it so (s)he can’t even focus on what’s distracting him/her! Hahaha…” Well, 

the joke’s on you, (beat) jerk. Stops writing again and looks back up the page. 

What was I writing about again? Oh, right. Weather…I need a drink. Gets up to 

leave but VOICE causes HUMAN to stop before exiting stage. 

VOICE 

Whatever you do, once you sit down keep writing the whole time. No 

interruptions; make yourself finish. 

Human looks at the ceiling and sighs over-dramatically and plunks themself back 

into the chair, still refusing to look at the page. 

VOICE 

You’ll be glad that you did. Human rolls eyes. Trust me. 

HUMAN 

Fine. No interruptions. Picks up pencil and looks at it for a second before starting 

to write again. I just noticed the bite marks on my pencil…I’m pretty sure I 

haven’t bit my pencils since…I don’t know…middle school? Looks at pencil 

again. I don’t even know if it’s mine. Where would I have gotten it? I mean, it’s 

not like I don’t have pens from a thousand different banks, restaurants, and 

wherever else around town, but a chewed pencil? That’s...definitely not the usual. 

Looks at pencil thoughtfully. I wonder how many of my chewed pencils I’ve left 

lying around? (beat) Probably not as many pencils as hairbands and bobby 

pins…and keys…and water bottles! Speaking of, I’m still thirsty. Where is my 

water bottle? Stops writing and heaves a sigh. I need to write about something 
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more interesting. Maybe then I won’t get so distracted…(emphatically) All. The. 

Time.  

VOICE 

When you’re ready, take some time to write about your diagnosis and maybe 

other things that are more important to you. It may make it easier to talk about 

later if you can let what’s in your head come out on paper. 

HUMAN 

My diagnosis. Puts pencil to paper, pauses, then starts writing. It started with a 

lot of things all happening at once. My cousin got diagnosed which meant his 

mom got diagnosed which led to my dad wondering if he had it and during all of 

this my roommate was getting more and more ticked off each time she found a 

dirty dish in the bathroom or another piece of laundry somewhere random…and 

she stopped even looking in my room months ago since she couldn’t stand the 

disaster zone that was my floor. DISTRACTION enters skipping and twirling 

across the back of the stage, exiting opposite. She told me if I wanted to keep 

sharing an apartment then something would have to change. She knew I was 

trying, heck. I’ve never tried so hard to keep things clean in my entire life, but I 

honestly couldn’t remember even using that dish, let alone leaving it in the 

bathroom. I don’t know. Maybe I was eating on the toilet and forgot? Thinks for a 

second. Ew. (beat) 

I know exactly which clothes on my floor are clean and dirty, it’s not like it’s all 

slobbish and gross stinky laundry, it normally only gets left on my floor if I’m 

going to wear it again…I just forget to check the floor when I’m getting ready in 
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the mornings sometimes. But I don’t want to hang it up again! It isn’t by all 

definitions “clean” either. Also, those weirdly timed “sprees” she hates? When I’d 

be playing on my computer for 5 hours when she thought I should be doing dishes 

and those times doing dishes at 2AM when she complains because I should be in 

bed...sometimes I feel like she’s turning into my mom. Apparently it can be 

normal for others like me to have those kinds of relationships? It’s really 

demeaning and I hate having her tell me what to do, but in some ways it’s kind of 

nice to have someone catch me when I forget to blow out a candle…or turn off 

the stove. (beat)  

Going to that first appointment was one of the most nerve-wracking moments of 

my life. DISTRACTION enters and crosses the stage hilariously (juggling, 

cartwheeling, balancing something on head or nose etc). I’ve never been so 

jittery. I guess it might be a bit like stage fright, but I’ve never actually had much 

stage fright. I’m normally pretty good with talking to people, even if it’s a 

presentation in class. Granted, half the time I was winging the second half of my 

presentation, but it was still easier for me than for most of my classmates. 

DISTRACTION exits the opposite side of the stage. I didn’t learn this until years 

after, but apparently a couple people (beat) well, maybe most of the people (beat) 

ok, maybe nearly my entire class hated me for ruining the curve on class 

presentations and tests and stuff. I find that ironic as I was never on time with my 

assignments and never seemed to be able to finish papers or big projects. Little 

things I could finish in one sitting were no problem, but all of my big things either 

got turned in halfway done or never got turned in at all or, and I can’t tell you 
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how many times I’ve done this, I realized it was due the next day and pulled an 

all-nighter finishing it and got an A or a B. (beat) Thinking about it now I kinda 

get why they hated me. Put all of that homework stuff on top of being really bad 

about group projects and talking too much and not listening very well and not 

actually being able to make very many friends…I remember too many times 

trying to mooch a snack off of a friend because I had lost my lunch bag or 

forgotten to pack one or woke up too late to pack one because of the all-nighter I 

pulled which caused me to over-sleep and threw everything else off…I kinda 

sucked at life then too. To be honest, I think I may have actually felt kinda guilty 

about being smart so easily when other people had to work so hard for it. I never 

had to work for understanding most things. It came so natural it felt almost as 

easy as breathing. I spat out pneumonic devices like they were Pez® and never 

had to study for tests. And most of it stuck. I mean, stories stuck more than facts, 

but most of my pneumonic devices are still there, especially the really good ones. 

Pauses as if remembering smiles. And there were some really good ones. Looks 

back at paper for a minute before starting again, more downcast than before. I 

don’t tell many people now though. Not being able to make…or keep many 

friends really affects how you interact with people. People didn’t really know how 

to handle me I think…I was  so smart that the adults expected me to be able to do 

as well at the functional things as I could at the intellectual things and kids didn’t 

like to talk to me because no matter how I said stuff they didn’t like me. 

DISTRACTION enters groping across the stage blinded by an obstacle (too large 

hat, blindfold, etc) and crosses to HUMAN tripping across the stage. 
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DISTRACTION lifts the obstacle from eyes, waves hand in front of HUMAN’s 

face and, looking disappointed exits stage again with HUMAN continuing to write 

having taken no notice. I don’t know if it was intimidating or if I was just really 

bad at talking to people, but I seemed to get along with the adults just fine as long 

as it wasn’t my parent. Or my school advisor. They always got the excuses end 

of…everything. Why my room isn’t any cleaner than it was when I closed myself 

in there 4 hours ago. Why the dishwasher I was supposed to empty is still half 

full. Why my essays are all late. Why I hadn’t filled out any of those 15 

scholarship applications that I qualified for and started (beat) and by then I was 

too late to get,  so I never finished.  It got to the point where I hated going to 

school because there was always something I hadn’t finished or should have 

gotten done. The perfectionist in me didn’t want to turn in an assignment 

unfinished, but none of my assignments were getting finished, so I didn’t turn 

them in. When I did turn them in, they were excellent, until they were non-

existent since I spent extra days or even weeks finishing one assignment, while I 

fell behind on three others. I loved being in class, but I hated anything I had to 

finish outside of class. College was a nightmare because I still didn’t know how to 

do any better. I tried every schedule and planning system I had heard of but while 

I could impress my teachers and ace tests without studying, I couldn’t turn in 

assignments on time to save my life. And, since I was spending all of my time 

trying to finish these assignments for other people, I began to ignore spending 

time on myself and other normal things humans need to do to survive…like 

eating. Not just neglecting to eat healthy or get eight hours of sleep, but forgetting 
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to eat ALL DAY or staying up ALL NIGHT without even realizing how I was 

sabotaging myself. I wasn’t doing laundry or chores until it was WAY past 

necessary and it drove my roommate crazy having to pick up the slack…so that’s 

when I realized something needed to change. That along with my cousin’s 

diagnosis got me…thinking about going to the doctor. My roommate saying I 

needed to change something or find a new place was the motivation I needed to 

actually do it. Sure enough, I have it. Yay labels. I remember being so annoyed by 

kids in my class who had it, and now I’m one of them. Stops writing. Well. I 

guess thinking back I was one of them then too…was I that annoying too? Thinks 

for a minute, fiddling with pencil. 

VOICE 

…take some time to write about your diagnosis… 

HUMAN 

 Begins writing again. Like I said, that first drive to the doctor was such a trip. 

I’ve never experienced such a roller coaster in my entire life. I must have thought 

about turning around at least a dozen times. My stomach was churning like a 

milkmaid on a deadline and my thoughts were as crazed as field mice on caffeine. 

I got there and they handed me a bunch of quizzes that honestly, I felt like 

whoever wrote them had been watching me my whole life. Actually, they sent 

them to me ahead of time and I filled them out and forgot to bring them to the 

appointment. Hashtag stereotypes anyone? So I was filling them out in the 

waiting room of the mental health ward of the doctors’ office, as if why I was 

there wasn’t nerve-wracking enough, now I’m a mental health patient? I’m not as 
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crazy as most of my friends think I am, really. Or does thinking I’m not crazy 

make me more crazy? I know I’m crazy, but not that kind of crazy. I’m not 

hearing voices or anything... I’m not suicidal (long beat) yet. DISTRACTION 

enters noisily dragging a chair across the stage, plunking it down at HUMAN’s 

desk, and begins watching HUMAN attentively, reacting as if they are having a 

conversation. So, I waited and I filled out the papers for a second time, half 

excited and half scared out of my mind. The doctor came and called me back. It 

didn’t take more than 10 minutes for her to agree that I had all the signs of having 

it and asking if I was wanting to try medication for it. She talked to me about 

some of the benefits and potential side effects and said I needed to establish other 

kinds of care around it too. It started with meds though. I got some at that 

appointment and it was the weirdest thing. The first time I took it, it was 

like…someone turned down the volume on my brain. DISTRACTION looks 

confused. I seriously didn’t even realize how much noise I was having to drown 

out to hear myself even in a quiet room until it was suddenly gone. Everything 

was…was manageable. DISTRACTION looks taken aback and slightly offended. I 

saw the mess and could actually continue cleaning it until it was gone! It was like 

flipping a light switch! One minute I was pulled a thousand different directions by 

a thousand different things, and the next minute I could choose what to pay 

attention to and stay focused on it until it was finished! DISTRACTION nods 

solemnly in agreement. (getting choked up) I’d…I’d never been able to do that 

before. And it wasn’t even hard. But it didn’t last very long…according to the 

doctor it was supposed to last four to six hours and fade in and out unnoticeably, 
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but I could definitely notice it. We went on to try several others over the next 

couple months. Some affected my emotions, some didn’t work at all, and some 

didn’t help me except for improving my mood, but I could tell from my very first 

experience with that first medication that it was meant to give me a clarity—an 

ability to see myself that I couldn’t find as easily in the noise and chaos of my 

own head. DISTRACTION, becoming bored, starts looking around for something 

to fiddle with. It was sometimes really discouraging and sometimes I had more 

hope, but overall as I got to know and trust my doctor it became a bit easier to 

treat it as an experiment and not a pass or fail test at life. DISTRACTION starts 

tipping chair. It was easier for me to see what I wanted help with and what I could 

do well. It was ok to fail and I didn’t have to be perfect or successful all the time. 

It was refreshing…I mean, I knew I couldn’t be perfect before, DISTRACTION 

tips the chair too far and falls backward flailing uselessly but I always felt like I 

had to excuse my faults because I had so many of them. Timer starts going off. 

Now I didn’t have to excuse them, I could just accept them, admit a bad day or 

week and receive encouragement to try again. DISTRACTION pulls him/herself 

up using the desk and grabs the phone with timer still ringing. DISTRACTION 

tries to stop the timer, but, being a symbolic rather than physical being, can’t. 

That didn’t come so much from my doctor though; she referred me to a therapist 

after the first few appointments and that’s where a lot of the healing conversations 

have been taking place…I guess I haven’t really said much of this before. Not 

even to my therapist. DISTRACTION shows the phone urgently to HUMAN 

gesturing for HUMAN to stop the timer. 
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Also, it’s her fault that I’m writing this now. DISTRACTION waves phone in 

HUMAN’s face. She realized I was having a hard time self-analyzing in our 

sessions and she wanted me to write down what’s going through my head to get a 

bit more clarity and perspective on the whole last year. (beat) DISTRACTION 

plops phone back on the desk in a huff and drops into chair pouting. Judging by 

the last several pages she’s smarter than I’d often like to admit. I hate it when 

someone else is righter about me than I am. Stops writing Is righter even a word? 

Wait, how long has my timer been going off? DISTRACTION leaps out of chair 

triumphantly. HUMAN looks back at the page again with a far off look. I didn’t 

even realize… DISTRACTION looks slightly more downcast. HUMAN begins 

writing again. Did I mention the weird hyperfocus thing? DISTRACTION, 

realizing defeat, grabs chair again and noisily drags it off stage with a huffy 

contemptuous attitude. You know, when I forget everything in favor of whatever 

I’m doing once I get going? It takes someone or something dragging me away 

forcibly from whatever I’m doing to get me to actually stop… DISTRACTION, 

almost offstage stops and shoots HUMAN a look following the “dragging away” 

comment. DISTRACTION exits. …sometimes literally. It’s annoying, but it is what 

it is. HUMAN gets up and begins to leave the room, at the edge of the stage 

HUMAN stops and looks between the book and the door. Human walks back to 

the book and, while still standing writes one more sentence in the book. ADHD is 

weird…but I don’t think I hate it as much as I used to. Stops writing and walks to 

the door, stops again at the edge of the stage, turns and walks back to the book 
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again and writes. I may even be starting to like some of it… Stops writing and 

sighs. Now I just need to figure out how to explain it to normal people.  

Exits stage left. 

THE END 


